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Willie was a boy with a rhythm in his head 
When he woke up in the morning  
Till the time he went to bed 
But tappin’ toes and rappin’ knuckles  
Made his Auntie say, 
“Stop it or you’re gonna  
Jam your joints that way” 
Banging forks upon the table 
Made his grandma annoyed 
She said, “Stop beboppin’  
Your beans around boy” 
 
Wood-hoopoe Willie 
The people think he’s silly 
Wood-hoopoe Willie 
The boy can really play 
 Wood-hoopoe Willie 
The people think he’s silly 
Wood-hoopoe Willie 
He’ll show them all one day 
 
 
Rhythms followed Willie everywhere he went 
His grandpa said, “Your talent’s heaven sent” 
But when he jangled change in church 
His preacher frowned  
He said, “Stop it with that jingle jangle sound” 
Playin’ pencils on his desktop 
Made his teacher say 
“You’ll never go to high school 
Playin’ drums that way” 
 
 



CHORUS 
 
A winter’s night and Kwanzaa had begun 
A joyous time, but no one’s having fun 
Well, the band was there  
But they were standing still 
The famous djembe player he was ill 
Grandpa said to Willie  
“Son, now here’s your golden chance: 
Take his place so everyone can dance”  
 
Wood-hoopoe Willie 
No one thinks he’s silly 
Wood-hoopoe Willie 
The boy can really play 
Wood-hoopoe Willie 
No one thinks he’s silly 
Wood-hoopoe Willie 
He showed them all that day 
Wood-hoopoe Willie 
No one thinks he’s silly 
Wood-hoopoe Willie 
The boy can really play 
 
When Willie taps his rhythms 
His ancestors are with him 
And the spirit of Wood-hoopoe  
Served him well that day  
 
Adapted from a book by Virginia Kroll 
©1992 Charlesbridge Publishing, Inc. 
Used with Permission 
 


