3. The Chicken Song

Words and music by Sarah Pirtle, © Discovery Center Music, BMI, 2009.

Refrain: When my friends come to our farm.

All the chickens sound the alarm.

And this is what they say:

They’re gonna chase us around. Oh, no. Don’t chase us around. Oh, no.

Chorus: All my friends want to pick up a chicken.
They look so soft, but they can start kicking

If you move real slow, talk real low,

reach your arms, and up they’ll go.

1) The first day they met that galloping gray

they ran too fast and scared her away.

They’d sneak and they’d jump but whatever they’d try.

They went puffing round the pen and away she’d fly. CHORUS

2) Pippin the chicken makes a happy face
when I scratch her head on that itchy place.
She’s soft to hug and I rock her slow.

When she complains, I let her go. CHORUS

3) Now Pippin the chicken does magic tricks.
I taught her how to walk on a stick.

And when she’s happy and she’s well fed.
You can see her proudly riding on my head.

REFRAIN: When my friends come to our farm.

All the chickens sound the alarm and this is what they say.

They wanna pick us up. Maybe we’ll let them pick us up.

They’re gonna chase us around. But don’t keep chasing us around.

4) I say keep cooing, kind of siddle up fast.

Set your hands to scoop ‘em as they go past.
When they’re in your arms, tuck in their wings.
Hold em real snug, and begin to sing.

ENDING: I wish I could fly. Um hum. Like you can fly (um, hum)



