story: LJ Clare
Canada 2001
tune: traditional

ﬁ piano Meg MacDonald's Popcorn Farm

Meg Macbonald's Popcorn Farm
Key G, first note G(do), pentatonic q P story: LJ Clare
a cappella count-in: 1,2,3,4, Meg .... Canada 2001

Allegro tune: traditional
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Meg Mac-Don - ald had a farm, a Pop - corn farm.
To her farm came big, black crows, 4+Meg rocked in her favourite chair, what to do?
—hungry, noisy crows She watched the crows that didn’t scare,
They landed in those planted rows, what to do?
~hungry, noisy crows Thinking here, thinking there
crows here, crows there Here a think, there a think,
Here a crow, there a crow everywhere a think, think,
everywhere a crow, Late one night a strange nightmare, what to do!

Meg MacDonald had a farm, with hungry crows

Meg worked on a new scarecrow 5 Meg MacDonald had a farm

—good and high —with country charm
And put it where her crop should grow, She built it with her two strong arms

--good and high —and country charm
“Boo,” here, “Boo,” there Marketing here, marketing there,
Here a “Boo”, there a “Boo” everywhere a “Boo boo.” Here an ad, there an ad,
Crows perched on the new scarecrow, even on the web she had .

Meg just gave a sigh. “See the Crow Show on my farm” Viral Charm!

#'»Those cocky crows all begged for seeds,

People came from far and wide,
" n
Caw, caw, caw.

. . , —e-i-e-i-o |
They Sllpped and dlvesl and stole Meg'’s beads, To see those crows in the countryside,
Caw, caw, caw. —e-i-e-i-0 |

“Caw,” here, “Caw,"” there
Here a “Caw,” there a “Caw,” everywhere a “Caw, caw.”
Ignoring poor Meg’s plaintive pleads

“Caw, caw, caw.”

Crows here, crows there,
Here a crow, there a crow,
everywhere a crow you know
Meg MacDonald had a farm, —e-i-e-i-o.

What Meg didn’t know, however, was that her neighbours were not happy about all the crows and cars
flocking next to them. Butthat’s a story for another day.




=05 0=+nQ

Meg MleicBeneild

“Meg MacDonald” changes “Old MacDonald from a cumulative song into a ballad(story song).
Learn the story song by singing along with the video (mp4). Teaching ideas found in the song file.
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Meg MacBonald's Popcorn Farm

Key G, first note G(do), pentatonic story: LJ Clare

a cappella count-in: 1,2,3,4, Meg .... Canada 2001
Allegro tune: traditional
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Meg Mac-Don - ald had farm, Pop - corn farm.
To her farm came big, black crows, 4 Meg rocked in her favourite chair, what to do?
—hungry, noisy crows She watched the crows that didn’t scare,
They landed in those planted rows, what to do?
~hungry, noisy crows Thinking here, thinking there
crows here, crows there Here a think, there a think,
Here a crow, there a crow everywhere a think, think,
everywhere a crow, Late one night a strange nightmare, what to do!
Meg MacDonald had a farm, with hungry crows
Meg worked on a new scarecrow 5 Meg MacDonald had a farm

—with country charm
She built it with her two strong arms
—and country charm
Marketing here, marketing there,
" Here an ad, there an ad,
even on the web she had
“See the Crow Show on my farm” Viral Charm!

—-good and high
And put it where her crop should grow,
--good and high
“Boo,” here, “Boo,” there
Here a “Boo”, there a “Boo” everywhere a “Boo boo.
Crows perched on the new scarecrow,
Meg just gave a sigh.

n

#Those cocky crows all begged for seeds,

" " 6Peop|e came from far and wide,
Caw, caw, caw.

. . , —e-i-e-i-o |
They Sllpped and dlvesl and stole Meg'’s beads, To see those crows in the countryside,
Caw, caw, caw. —e-i-e-i-0 |

“Caw,” here, “Caw,"” there
Here a “Caw,” there a “Caw,” everywhere a “Caw, caw.”
Ignoring poor Meg’s plaintive pleads

“Caw, caw, caw.”

Crows here, crows there,
Here a crow, there a crow,
everywhere a crow you know
Meg MacDonald had a farm, -e-i-e-i-o.

What Meg didn’t know, however, was that her neighbours were not happy about all the crows and cars
flocking next to them. Butthat’s a story for another day.




And on that farm she planted corn, —e-i-e-i-o
Popcorn here, popcorn there

Here a pop, there a pop, everywhere a pop, pop!
Meg MacDonald had a farm, a popcorn farm.

IMeg MacDonald had a farm, —e-i-e-i-o

2% her farm came big black crows, hungry, noisy crows
besiThey landed in those planted rows, hungry, noisy crows
Crows here, crows there,
Here a crow, there a crow, everywhere a crow
Meg MacDonald had a farm, with hungry crows.

CdMeg worked on a new scarecrow, good and high

JAnd put it where her crop should grow good and high
“Boo” here, “Boo” there
Here a “Boo”, there a “Boo”. everywhere a “Boo, boo”
Crows perched on the new scarecrow, Meg just gave a sigh.

c. 2001 Lesley J Clare

Meg MacDonaldHad a Farm

They dipped and dived and stole Meg’s beads, “Caw, caw, caw.”
“Caw,” here, “Caw,” there

Here a “Caw,” there a “Caw,” everywhere a “Caw, caw.”
Ignoring poor Meg’s plaintive pleads “Caw, caw, caw.”

gi Those cocky crows all begged for seeds, “Caw, caw, caw.”
»

She watched the crows that didn’t scare, what to do?
Thinking here,  thinking there

Here a think, there a think, everywhere a think, think,
Late one night a strange nightmare, what to do!

BMeg rocked in her favourite chair, what to do?
J

(,f3>Meg MacDonald had a farm with country charm

QShe built it with her two strong arms and country charm
Marketing here, marketing there
Here an ad, there an ad, even on the web she had
“See the crow show on my farm.” viral charm!

7Peop|e came from far and wide, —e-i-e-i-o

/To see those crows in the countryside, -e-i-e-i-o
Crows here, crows there
Here a crow, there a crow, everywhere a crow you know
Meg MacDonald had a farm —e-i-e-i-o.



c. 2001 Lesley J Clare

Meg MacDonaldHad a Farm 1
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Meg Mac-Don-ald had a farm, a Pop-corn farm.
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To her farm came big black crows hung-ry, noi-sy crows
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they land-ed in those plant-ed rows hung-ry, noi-sy crows
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Crows here, crows there,
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here a crow, there a crow, ev'ry-where a crow

N J =

Meg Mac-Don-ald had a farm, with hun-gry crows




Meg worked on a
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new scare-crow good and
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and put it where her crops should grow good and
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“Boo” there
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Crows perched on the new scare-crow, Meg just gave a sigh.
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Those cock-y crows all begged for seeds, “"Caw, caw, caw.”
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they dipped and dived and stole Meg's beads “Caw, caw, caw.”
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here a "Caw” there a "Caw”,

ev'ry - where a "Caw, caw!”
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Ig- nor-ing poor Meg's plain-tive pleas, "Caw, caw, caw!”
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She watched the crows that did-n't scare, What to do?
%A o—0 o—©0

Think-ing here, think-ing there,

o0 —00600

here a think, there a think, ev'ry-where a think, think.
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Late one night a strange night-mare, what to  do!




6

Meg Mac-Don-ald
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had a farm  with coun-try charm

e

0

She built it with her two strong arms and coun-try charm
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Mar-ke-ting here, mar-ke-ting there,
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here an ad, there an ad, ev-en on the web she had
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"See the Crow Show on my farm!”

vi - ral charm.
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To see those crows in the coun-try-side E-I- E-I - O
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here a crow, there a crow, ev'ry-where a crow you know
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Meg Mac-Don-ald had a farm E-I-E-I -O



Meg MacDonald

c. LJ Clare 2001
(Before the Song)

The farm was hers. Oh my goodness, it was all hers! It used to belong
to grandpa. He had cows, pigs, sheep, horses and everything else that you'd
think a farm would have. But he also had grandma and uncle Burt, 3 farm
hands, 2 working trucks and a good neighbour just down the lane. Meg
didn’t. What she did have was twenty-three years city working experience
and forty-seven years of farm visits, frequent emails from 3 good friends, 2
frying pans, and arthritis in her bigtoe. What was she going to do now?

While Meg was thinking she took one of her frying pans, plunked it on
the stove, sprinkled it with oil and dropped in some kernels. One hand held
the top down while the other did the shaking. Pop, pop, pop. The smell
curled up around her nose and her mouth watered.

Meg liked popcorn. Actually Meg loved popcorn.  So the first Spring
that the farm was hers, this is what happened.
|
Meg MacDonald had a farm, —e-i-e-i-o
And on that farm she planted corn, —e-i-e-i-o
Popcorn here, popcorn there
Here a pop, there a pop, everywhere a pop!
Meg MacDonald had a farm, a popcorn farm.

The corn took root and sent up shoots. But in the Summer, just as the cobs

started to form ...
|

To her farm came big black crows, hungry, noisy crows
They landed in those planted rows, hungry, noisy crows
Crows here, crows there,

Here a crow, there a crow, everywhere a crow

Meg MacDonald had a farm, with hungry crows.

Mmmm ... Crows, a farm,

You can guess what Meg did, can’t you?
|

Meg worked on a new scarecrow, good and high

And put it where her crop should grow good and high
“Boo” here, “Boo” there

Here a “Boo”, there a “Boo”. everywhere a “Boo, boo”
Crows perched on the new scarecrow, Meg just gave a sigh.



But, those crows had been around. They quite admired Meg’s
efforts.

Those cocky crows all begged for seeds, “Caw, caw, caw.”

They dipped and dived and stole Meg’s beads, “Caw, caw, caw.”
“Caw,” here, “Caw,” there

Here a “Caw,” there a “Caw,” everywhere a “Caw, caw.”
Ignoring poor Meg’s plaintive pleads “Caw, caw, caw.”

Meg tried everything; twirly whirly wind chimes, sparkly ribbons and tin pie
plates, a big stuffed owl sitting on a fence post, even a computerized light
and sound show triggered by a motion detector. Nothing worked.

When Fall arrived, Meg looked at her field and sighed. The corn was
getting harvested, but notby her.  Maggie pulled a chair into the dooryard,
sat down, put her feet up and watched the crows play with their new toys
while eating all her corn.

All Winter long Meg contemplated the situation. She ate a lot of popcorn
purchased from the corner store. Meg’s mouse googled crows.

Meg rocked in her favourite chair, what to do?

She watched the crows that didn’t scare, what to do?
Thinking here,  thinking there

Here a think, there a think, everywhere a think, think,
Late one night a strange nightmare, what to do!

The next Spring, as soon as the ground thawed, there was Meg putting her
plan into action. She plowed, planted and painted. She decked out the
dooryard.

Meg MacDonald had a farm with country charm

She built it with her two strong arms and country charm
Marketing here, marketing there

Here an ad, there an ad, even on the web she had
“See the crow show on my farm.” viral charm!



As Summer moved on, if you listened, you could hear Meg on radio talk
shows. The local newspaper printed her picture and did a story on what
she’d been doing to the family homestead cause ...

People came from far and wide, —e-i-e-i-o !

To see those crows in the countryside, -e-i-e-i-o !

Crows here, crows there

Here a crow, there a crow, everywhere a crow you know
Meg MacDonald had a farm —e-i-e-i-o.

Meg sold lemonade and gingerbread. She opened her orchard for apple
picking. There was a maze in the cornfield for the daring to try. There was
even an app about those pesky birds. Visitors could pick a pumpkin plump,
scrape out its insides and feed the seeds to ... that’s right, those crows.

And those crows, they lined up on the scarecrow arms and sang for their
supper.

The more attention the crows got, the better their performance became.
People who had come once, came back again. There was just something
about those crows.

Meg, she was content too. She had a way to keep the farm going. And down
in the back forty she’d hidden a row of popping corn, just for her.

What Meg didn’t know, however, was that her neighbours were not happy
about all the crows and cars flocking next to them. But that’s a story for
another day.
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