FIRST

GRADE

I eat my lunch at school, I gobble up my gruel,
I feel like a jewel now that I’m in the first grade.
This is where we learn and play, we get recess twice a day,
Everyone should find a way to be in the first grade.

Preschool is a lot of fun, kindergartners play and run,
But first grade’s clearly number one and my adventure’s
just begun...
Our teachers are the leaders, they’ve turned us into readers.
There is nothing neater than the very first grade.
I open up my favorite book and curl up in a cozy nook,
Reading books is off the hook, I’m in the first grade!

Preschool is a lot of fun, kindergartners play and run,
But first grade’s clearly number one, I hope you will pardon the pun.
I hope you will pardon the pun.
Even more exciting, is when we practice writing,
My brainwaves are igniting, I’m in the first grade.
I put the pencil on the page, I’m having too much fun to gauge,
Writing words is all the rage, I’m in the first grade!
Preschool is a lot of fun, kindergartners play and run,
But first grade’s clearly number one, unless you’re taught by Attila the Hun,
Unless you’re taught by Attila the Hun.
I wake up in the morn, I’m so glad I was born,
I will toot my horn, I’m in the first grade.
I love music, I love art, I love Van Gogh, I love Mozart,

It’s no wonder I’m so smart, I’m in the first grade!
And I know the day will come when younger kids arrive and I’ll be an alum.
For time will not stand still, it’s impossible for anyone to bend it to their will.
But that time has not come yet, and when it does I promise you that I will not forget.
I will return with wrinkled skin, for everyone is always every age they’ve ever been.

Preschool is a lot of fun, kindergartners play and run,
But first grade’s clearly number one, excepting a hot dog on a bun.
Preschool is a lot of fun, kindergartners play and run,
But first grade’s clearly number one, unless your book bag weighs a ton.
My adventure’s just begun,
My adventure’s just begun,
My adventure’s just begun.

THE
OF
THE

BARBER

BEASTS

Who has the chair and the mirror and the clippers?
Who has the wisdom and the world by the snippers?
Who is him who’s hunkered in the Hairy Hall of Fame?
He lives out in the jungle and I think you know his name:

Nicola, Nicola, the friendliest of fellows.
Nicola, Nicola, Nicola Picariello.

MINOR

Who hacks the helmet you have growing on your noodle.
“Who can make a lion look-a-like-a-French-a-poodle?”
“First I felt-a-furry, but when the scissors ceased,
I knew I had a ‘do done by The Barber of the Beasts!”

Nicola, Nicola, the friendliest of fellows.
Nicola, Nicola, Nicola Picariello.
He sharpens up his razor on his lengthy leather strop.
He shaves off all the whiskers, and then he trims your top.
No matter if you slither, swing, or swim, or fly, or hop,
You are always welcome in his beastly barbershop!

Nicola, Nicola, the friendliest of fellows.
Nicola, Nicola, Nicola Picariello.
“You don’t have to worry if you’re hairy as a monkey.
I’m a perfect gentleman to make it dory-hunky.”
Nick’s the bravest barber and he gives the jungle hope.
“The only thing that scares me is a charging antelope!”

Nicola, Nicola, the friendliest of fellows.
Nicola, Nicola, Nicola Picariello.
Nicola, Nicola, the friendliest of fellows.
Nicola, Nicola, Nicola Picariello.

MINERS

Gather ‘round the winter fire, now it’s time the tale be told
Of three juvenile miners digging for a pot of gold.
Searching for the buried treasure, hidden in there long ago,
More than any scale can measure, more than any hand can hold.
Everyone is at the table, food and laughter fill the air.
In this excavation fable no one seems to have a care.
No one sees the minor miners when they sneak away from
there, Off the minds of wine and diners as the they
tiptoe up the stairs.

Minor miners, gold diviners, surely you’ve had moments finer...
Swinging harder, digging faster with the tools that they have chosen.
Showered by the falling plaster in their matching lederhosen.
Through the hole in Grandpa’s attic, three young miners peer inside.
Their heartbeats become erratic when they see the vault is dry.
When the minors are located, suddenly they’re solitary.
When they are interrogated, each one sings like a canary.
On and on the miners prattle, soon their fannies will be numb.
They will meet the old botch paddle, botch on bumpty, here we come.

Minor miners, gold diviners, surely you’ve had moments finer...
If you are a minor miner hunting for heartless treasure
Like an 1849er, thinking this will bring you pleasure,
If the thing that you desire’s shallow as a pile of gold,
In your stocking by the fire you will find a lump of coal.

SNOW

DAY

It’s 6 a.m. and just before dawn.
I can see through the window there is snow on the lawn.
I reach out and turn the clock radio on and I pray...
It’s been too long since I had a vacation,
And since the birds flew to Florida for their annual migration,
But I know exactly what will lead to my salvation: a Snow Day.
A Snow Day! Oh, God knows I need it.
A Snow Day! If my school will just concede it.
A Snow Day! Am I gonna have to plead it?
‘Cause you can make a bet I will!
A Snow Day! Oh, I hope they don’t impede it.
A Snow Day! Allow me to repeat it:
A Snow Day! Once they have decreed it,
I’ll be at the top of the hill!

I don’t want just an old hour delay.
Heaven’s to Betsy, that just feels like an executioner’s stay!
And I don’t want my school bulldozed,
But on this day, I want it closed.
When the roads are a mess and the adults can’t drive,
Well, that’s when a kid with a sled can thrive,
And I’ll the be happiest kid alive
If my school does not deprive me of

A Snow Day! Oh, Heaven knows I need it.
A Snow Day! If my school will just concede it.
A Snow Day! Am I gonna have to plead it?
‘Cause you can make a bet that I will, my friend!
A Snow Day! Ooh, I hope they don’t impede it.
A Snow Day! Allow me to repeat it:
A Snow Day! Once they have decreed it,
I’ll be at the top of the hill!

THE

WHITE SHARK’S
CHUM

Fast Phoebe lived in a village known as Juicy Plum,
Where everyone was sweet to you, wherever you were from.
So when the pirate ship sailed in, steered by Captain Yum,
The townfolk all naively welcomed in the surly scum.
The captain flipped his hatchet
after every jug he drank,
And if you failed to catch
it, he made you walk the
plank. And just like your
pet puppy dog, the great
white shark would come, And that is
why the pirate ship was named the White
Shark’s Chum.

Captain Yum, Captain Yum, he needs a bath, the rotten bum.
His leg is a peg and there’s scurvy in his gums. You’d better stay away if he
has a jug of rum, Or you could walk the plank off of the White Shark’s Chum.

THE CASE OF THE

Although he found her village on that long and fateful day,
While Yum was on his pillage, Fast Phoebe stole away.
She swam and climbed the rudder to the deck, then down the hatch.
Soon the nutter from the gutter, Captain Yum, would meet his match.

DRY MARKERS
Hello little kiddies, my name is Bootzilla.
I have a story to tell ya and I hope it will reveal ya.

When everyone was sleeping, she was nimble as a cat.
She scurried up the rigging and patiently she sat.
All night and through the morning, into the afternoon,
She never took her eyes off of the greasy, gimpy goon.

Once there stood an old brick school,
But nobody knew it was the home of a ghoul,
And none of the students or teachers knew why
All of their new white board markers ran dry.

Captain Yum, Captain Yum, he needs a bath, the rotten bum.
His leg is a peg and there’s scurvy in his gums.
You’d better stay away if he has a jug of rum,
Or you could walk the plank off of the White Shark’s Chum.

A storm blew in, and the sky got darker
I spotted a spirit sloppily slurping markers.
If you overheard my polyphloisboian transmission,
I hope you understand it was a scary apparition.

When the captain flipped his hatchet after next day’s jug was dry,
Fast Phoebe dropped before him and caught it on the fly.
She threw it right back at him, and in his peg it moored.
The captain was so startled that he stumbled overboard.
Captain Yum, Captain Yum, he got a bath, the rotten bum,
And a white shark has 300 teeth inside his gums.
Now he’s sweet, marinated in rum,
Don’t you know, he’s the white shark’s chum!
He’s become the white shark’s chum.
Yum, Yum, Yum, you’re the white shark’s chum.
It’s a double entendre! It’s the White Shark’s Chum!

When I told my amigos of the specter I’d seen,
Walter turned white and Gertie turned green.
“What you need are beetles,” shouted Grandma Lucille.
“Beetle juice will cook the goose of dybbuk schlemiels!”

It’s the case of the dry markers, Boom, boom, boom!
The case of the dry markers, they’re in every room.
Look at this magic marker, it gives me stage fright.
It’s all dried out, you know it used to write!
“I know where to go to get beetles galore;
My friend Cleopatra’s coleoptera store!
She has billions of beetles in a big beetle tank.
It’s right down the street, just a block from the bank.”

We finished by ten, led by young Ebenezer.
He worked like the dickens and was the best beetle squeezer.
We snuck into the school and soaked the markers in the juice.
What else could we do? There was a spook on the loose!

It’s the case of the dry markers, Boom, boom, boom!
The case of the dry markers, they’re in every room.
If you hear any noise, it’s the girls and the boys
Revealing all their markers and playing with their toys.
When the ghost floated in and sucked the markers we’d loaded,
His head swelled up and then he exploded.
The ink that he drank squirted out by the pound.
Leonard said, “Look how it lands, nice and round.”
Halleran hollered, “Hee haw! Thanks to that beetle fuel,
Now we all go to a polka dot school!”
Ian said, “Now we can learn, and just think:
None of our markers’ gonna run outta ink!”

It’s the case of the dry markers, Boom, boom, boom!
The case of the dry markers, they’re in every room.
The case of the dry makers, boom, boom, boom,
The case of the dry markers, they’re in every room.
You got fat ones, skinny ones, short ones, long ones…
A baby baba booba, yeah!
Fat ones, skinny ones, short ones, long ones…
Ooooh! Did I frighten you?
A boom, boom, boom, baba.

NANCY

JANE

Nancy Jane was with her brother, outside breaking bread.
When she said, “Pass the french fries please,” he put one on her head.
At first she only giggled, but then she gave a yell.
She must not have known about a sea bird’s sense of smell.
She heard their wild shrieking high up in the air.
A hundred hungry sea birds were heading for her hair.
She spun ‘round in a circle like a helicopter blade,
And then a giant bird swooped in and grabbed her by the braid.

Nancy Jane, oh, Nancy Jane, what’s a girl to do?
There’s a hundred wild sea birds heading straight for you!
It flung her high up in the air and opened up its beak.
That’s when we decided Nancy Jane was up the creek.
The sea bird looked excited that he’d landed such a catch.
Then, with eyes as big as saucers, Nancy Jane went down the hatch.

Nancy Jane, oh Nancy Jane, tell us all what followed.
What’s a little girl to do after she’s been swallowed?
Well, the sea bird flew away to where his wife and babies nested.
He couldn’t wait to show them what a prize he had ingested.
But when they looked inside him they were quickly filled with doubt,
For Nancy Jane was yelling, “I’m a person, LET ME OUT!”

Nancy Jane, oh Nancy Jane, you’ve got a lot of guts.
You’re a superhero and your brother is a klutz.

She jumped up on the sea bird and with shining spurs of chrome,
Gave that bird a kick and rode him all the way back home!
As they flew in the window and she jumped off into bed,
The birdie left a present on her sleeping brother’s head.

Nancy Jane, oh, Nancy Jane, can you believe your eyes?
As irony would have it, someone finally passed the fries!
THE
AND
THE

CRICKET

COIN

I had a friend, he lived in the country.
I called him up and asked him to visit me.
He’d never seen the city before,
Civilized life he had yet to explore.
And I planned a big day for us;
Tall buildings and culture and such.

I waited for him at gate 23,
So many things that he had to see.
Highways and crowds, and all the new fashions,
I could not wait to see his reaction.
His naive eyes had to see
Just what had impacted me.
I held back a chuckle as I assessed him,
My brand-new black Bentley was sure to impress him.
We headed downtown, the city was hopping.
A car in distress, we passed without stopping.
You must know that this made me sad,
But there was too much fun to be had!

We weaved through the crowd on Seventh and Mobscene.
My friend looked disturbed by my daily routine.
Pushing and shoving and choking on smog,
Dodging the winos, gone to the dogs.
Then, out of nowhere, my friend’s eyes lit up,
His head, it was tilted, his ears, they were cupped.
With one eyebrow lifted, he listened intently.
He motioned me toward him and, ever so gently,
Turned over a leaf on a sidewalk tree,
And there sat a cricket, playing for me.
I asked, “How did you hear his sweet song through the din?”
That was the first time I saw my friend grin.
He held up a coin and let it fall to the ground.
As soon as it landed, ten folks turned around.
Then I heard the cricket and that’s when I knew
It has to do with what you’re tuned into,
It has to do...with what you’re tuned into.

MISTER

E

I know a little filly and her name is Miss Ann Thrope,
If you ask to be her buddy she’ll just say, “Nope.”
She’s a-steamin’ and a-fumin’ when she meets another human,
It’s best to keep your distance from that melancholy mope.
I know about another and her name is Miss Bee Have.
She’s a femme fatale, and it’s trouble that she craves.
She rides a black Ducati and she’s always very naughty,
She is one more Miss you should stave.

Misanthrope, Misbehave,
One’s a dope and one’s a knave.
I don’t know who deployed ‘em,
but you’d best try to avoid ‘em.
They’re bad news from cradle to grave.
Have you ever heard about the messy Miss Construe?
She walks around in circles and she doesn’t have a clue.
Clouded by confusion, she will reach the wrong conclusion,
And there is not a single thing that you can say or do.
I’m a fan of Miss Elaine E. Us
Our friendship was instantaneous.
It can’t be overstated, she is very complicated,
There is more to her than the human brain can suss.

Misconstrue, Miscellaneous,
One’s cuckoo, and one I trust.
One is very hectic and the other is eclectic,
One of them is skippable, the other is a must.
Miss Elle Toe should not be missed.
When you want to steal a kiss.
She loves the winter snow and she hangs out with her bow.
She is at the top of my list.
No more Misses, that leaves only me.
Have you guessed yet? I am Mister E.
If you look up in the sky and ask,
“Who? What? When? Where? Why?”
I promise you will find me all around you, mon chéri.

Mistletoe, Mystery,
I love her and she loves me.
She can be effusive, and I can be elusive.
So have a kiss and let it be.
Have a kiss and let it be.
Yes, have a kiss and let it be.

LET

ME IN

When you’re in your darkest hour
and it seems too much to bear,
When you think you have no power
and no one seems to care,
When you just want to lock the door
and not come out again,
I will always love you if you just let me in.

Let me in, let me in, let me in, let me in,
Don’t you know I’ll always have your
back, through thick and thin?
I will be here for you just as I have always
been. And all you have to do is let me in.
When you don’t feel good about or proud of who you are,
When you’ve done something bad and think you’ll never heal the scar,
When you feel like you’re drowning in the burden of your sin,
I will always love you if you just let me in.

Let me in, let me in, let me in, let me in,
Don’t you know I’ll always have your back, through thick and thin?
I will be here for you just as I have always been.
And all you have to do is let me in.
A human house of cards can crumble,
But never when the heart is humble.
Do you see the Light above you?
Do you know I’ll always love you?

Let me in, let me in, let me in, let me in,
Don’t you know I’ll always have your back, through thick and thin?
I will be here for you just as I have always been.
All you have to do is let me in.

Glossary:
First Grade

gruel: a thin liquid food of oatmeal or other meal boiled in milk or water.
nook: a hidden or secluded corner or alcove.
off the hook: cool, exciting, interesting and fun.
pun: a joke using words that sound alike but have different meanings.
gauge: measure. all the rage: very fashionable or stylish.
Attila the Hun (?-453): The ruler of the Huns from 434 until his death in 453. During his reign he was one
of the most feared enemies of the Western and Eastern Roman Empires.
toot my horn: boast or brag.
Vincent Van Gogh (1853-1890): This Dutch post-impressionist artist’s unique and unmistakeable paintings
are known for their rough beauty, emotional honesty and vibrant color.
Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart (1756-1791): One of the most prolific and influential composers of the classical
era, this German genius composed more than 600 beautiful works in his short 35-year life.
alum: abbreviation for alumnus or alumni, which is a graduate or former student of a particular school,
college, or university.

The Barber of the Beasts
hunkered: sheltered in a defensive position.
strop: a device, typically a strip of leather, for sharpening straight razors.
dory-hunky: hunky-dory. There are no problems and people are happy.

Minor Miners
juvenile: of, for, or relating to young people.
excavation: an extraction or removal by digging.
fable: a short story with a moral.
wine and diners: people indulging in fine wine and food.
miner: a person who works in a mine.
minor: a person under the age of full legal responsibility.
diviners: dowsers. Those who attempt to locate buried treasure like water, gems, or precious metal without the
use of scientific apparatus.
lederhosen: leather shorts with H-shaped suspenders, traditionally worn by men in Alpine regions.
erratic: uneven, unpredictable.
interrogated: questioned closely, aggressively, or formally.
sings like a canary: snitches.
prattle: talk at length in a foolish or inconsequential way.
botch on bumpty: a spank on the bottom. Terminology invented by Grandpa George Rooney.
1849er: After James W. Marshall and his crew found gold in Coloma, California, thousands of people packed
their belongings and traveled by covered wagon in an effort to strike it rich. The first great wave of these
pioneers arrived in 1849, and they became known as 49ers. This was before Joe Montana.

Snow Day
migration: seasonal movement of animals from one region to another.
salvation: a source or means of being saved.
concede: surrender or give in.
plead: beg with emotion.
impede: delay or prevent (someone or something) by obstructing them.
decreed: ordered officially.
executioner’s stay: “stay of execution.” A temporary delay of an execution.
thrive: flourish, excel.
deprive: deny the possession or use of something.

The White Shark’s Chum
naively: unsuspectingly, gullibly.
surly: bad-tempered and unfriendly.
scum: a worthless or contemptible person.
walk the plank: be forced by pirates to walk blindfold along a plank over the side of a ship to one’s death in
the sea.
chum: 1. a close friend. 2. chopped fish, fish fluids, and other material thrown overboard as angling bait.
scurvy: a common disease among malnourished sailors until the end of the 18th century caused by a lack of
vitamin C and resulting in swollen bleeding gums.
fateful: important, often with disastrous consequences.
stole away: snuck away from someone or something.
rudder: a flat piece of wood, metal, or plastic, hinged vertically near the stern of a boat or ship for steering.
down the hatch: 1. slang for swallowing drink or food. 2. an opening in the deck of a boat or ship leading to
the cabin or a lower level.
nutter: British informal. a crazy or eccentric person.
nimble: quick and light in movement. agile.
scurried: moved hurriedly with short quick steps.
rigging: the system of ropes, cables, or chains employed to support a ship’s masts and control the sails.
gimpy: having a limp.
goon: a bully or thug.
moored: anchored, fastened securely.
marinated: soaked in a marinade or sauce.
double entendre: a word or phrase open to two interpretations.

The Case of the Dry Markers
ghoul: ghost.
polyphloisboian: making an incredible racket; anything that makes a terrible noise.
transmission: a program or signal that is broadcast or sent out.
apparition: a ghost or ghostlike image of a person.
amigos: Spanish for friends.
specter: ghost.
beetle Juice: a play on words and tip of the hat to Tim Burton’s Beetlejuice.
cook the goose: damage or ruin someone.
dybbuk: the malevolent spirit of a dead person which enters and controls a living body until exorcised

(Yiddish: from Hebrew  קובידdibbuk, ‘a latching-onto’).
schlemiel: an inept clumsy person; a dolt (Yiddish  לימעלשshlemil from Hebrew אלש.)
galore: in abundance or very large quantity.
coleoptera: an order of insects that comprises the beetles (including weevils), forming the largest order of
animals on the earth.
worked like the dickens: worked like the devil. Also intended as a subtle nod to Charles Dickens, as is the
name Ebenezer. of the hat to Dickens nonetheless. Dickens is a euphemism for the word devil.
spook: ghost.

Nancy Jane
breaking bread: eating.
up the creek: Slang. A shortened form of “up the creek without a paddle,” which means “in an unpleasant
and dangerous situation.”
down the hatch: 1. slang for swallowing drink or food. 2. an opening in the deck of a boat or ship leading
to the cabin or a lower level. ingested: took into the body by swallowing or absorbing.
klutz: a clumsy dolt (Yiddish).
spurs: small spikes or spiked wheels worn on the heels and used to coax a horse or giant seabird forward.

The Cricket and the Coin
civilized: polite and well-mannered.
naive: unsophisticated, simple.
assessed: evaluated the ability or quality of someone.
Bentley: a very luxurious and expensive automobile made in Britain.
distress: in danger or difficulty and needing help.
din: a loud, unpleasant and prolonged noise.

Mister E.
filly: 1. a young female horse, especially one less than four years old. 2. a lively girl or young woman.
a-steamin’ and a-fumin’: furious, terribly angry.
melancholy: depressed.
mope: a person who moves around slowly and gloomily; a downer.
femme fatale: a seductive woman who brings disaster.
Ducati: a motorcycle company based in Bologna, Italy, that produces motorcycles for both road use and

racing.
stave: avoid or delay something bad or dangerous.
misanthrope: a person who dislikes humankind and avoids human society.
dope: a fool.
knave: a dishonest or immoral person.
deployed: moved into position for military action.
instantaneous: done or occurring in an instant.
overstated: exaggerated.
suss: realize, grasp.
misconstrue: interpret wrongly.
miscellaneous: composed of various types or kinds from different sources.
cuckoo: 1. a medium-sized long-tailed bird. 2. a crazy person.
hectic: full of incessant (constant) or frantic activity.
eclectic: comprised of things taken from numerous and varied sources.
bow: a decorative ribbon tied in a knot with two loops and two loose ends.
beau: boyfriend.
mistletoe: a plant with white berries used in Christmas decorations, or as an excuse to smooch.
mon chéri: French for “my darling.”
effusive: expressing feelings of gratitude or pleasure in a gushy, overflowing way.
elusive: difficult to find, catch, or achieve.

Swinging on a Star
brawny: muscular.
disgrace: a person or thing regarded as shameful and unacceptable.

Let Me In
through thick and thin: through good times and bad.
burden: heavy load.
humble: modest.
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Ric Hordinski – acoustic and electric guitars
Byron House – upright bass
Dan Dorff – drums, glockenspiel

(Morgan)

Winter March
(Morgan)

©2012 Subtly Studly Music (SESAC)

Zak Morgan – piano
Paul Paterson – violin, viola, cello
Natalie Wren – oboe
Megumi Nomura – flute
Kevin Bole – trumpet
Adam Stokes – trombone

Wash My Hands
(Morgan)

©2012 Subtly Studly Music (SESAC)

Noah “Duke Otherwise” Riemer – narration

Bill Fisher
(Morgan)

©2012 Subtly Studly Music (SESAC)

Zak Morgan – vocal
Noah Riemer – acoustic guitar, percussion

