
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BONG ACID ’CHORU6 



Every General was a little chap like me. 
 

 

Worda an d Music 

 
 

 

 

rade, 

fell, 
Two en - ger eyes were  peer  -  ing 

Fighting for fame and glo - ry 

 
 

 

At t e grand sight dis - played, 

There'mid  the shot and shell, 

’I\vo small arms were en 

She sits  there  fond - ly 

 

 

 
 

 

 

Tempo di marcia 
  



 

 

 

I:Iismoth-er’8 neck that  day, 
See-ing the 6e‹nits at play, 

Hia youth - fuI 
Brightly her 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

heart  was pin - ing, 

eyes are beam - ing, 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chorus 

8he heard him quick-ly  say,- 
Proudly ahe hear s him aay, 

 

 

I want  to be  a  lit - tie Boy - Scout tm, And join their 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 


