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Five Little Golden Corns 

(Tune: Five Little Speckled Frogs) 

Five little golden corns 

Grew on a green tall stalk 

Producing the most delicious grub. 

Yum! Yum! 

One got picked to eat 

Where it was husked and boiled 

Then there were four golden corns! 

I'm A Little Cornstalk  

(Tune: I'm A Little Teapot) 

I'm a little cornstalk tall and stout, 

see me grow and watch me sprout. 

When I'm brown, you can shuck me down. 

Boil me up and I'm the best in town. 

Grow Little Corn 

(Tune: Row, row, row your boat) 
Grow, grow, grow little corn 
Quickly so we can see 
Your big green leaves, your yellow kernels 
Corn we love to eat! 
 

 

We are Sweet Corn! 

(Tune: Mary had a little lamb) 

We are sweet corn, juicy and golden. 

Juicy and golden, juicy and golden.  

We are sweet corn, juicy and golden 

Growing on a big tall stalk. 

Farmers Tools 

(Tune: Twinkle, Twinkle Little Star) 
Shovels, rakes, and even hoes 
help the farmer as he sows. 
First, he digs into the ground; 
Then he plants some seeds around. 
Shovels, rakes, and even hoes 
Help the farmer as he sows. 
 

I'm A Stalk of Corn  

(Tune: I'm A Little Teapot) 

I’m a stalk of corn growing high 

Here are my husks oh so dry 

When you pull them back 

You will find 

Juicy kernels sweet as pie 

 

Jimmy Crack Corn 

When I was young I used to wait 

On master and hand him his plate 

Pass him the bottle when he got dry 

And brush away the blue-tail fly. 

Chorus 

Jimmy crack corn, and I don't care 

Jimmy crack corn, and I don't care 

Jimmy crack corn, and I don't care 

My master's gone away 

Chorus 

When he would ride in the afternoon 

I'd follow him with my hickory broom 

The pony being rather shy 

When bitten by the blue-tail fly. 

Chorus. 

One day he rode around the farm 

Flies so numerous that they did swarm 

One chanced to bite him on the thigh 

The devil take the blue-tail fly. 

Chorus. 

Well the pony jumped, he start, he pitch 

He threw my master in the ditch 

He died and the jury wondered why 

The verdict was the blue-tail fly. 

Chorus. 

Now he lies beneath the 'simmon tree 

His epitaph is there to see 

"Beneath this stone I'm forced to lie 

The victim of the blue-tail fly". 

 


