Yankee Doodle

Chop measures #1-4 to imitate drums,
Melody notes are in larger type.

Traditional American
Revolutionary War Tune
Arr. MH. Samuels, 2026

Lower Octave
Accompaniment to Singing/Penny Whistle

Bright, quick tempo, 120 bpm
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Yankee Doodle
Higher Octave

Accompaniment to Singing/Penny Whistle
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4. There was Captain Washington

2. Fath'r and | went down to camp,

Along with Captain Goodin' 'n

there we saw the men and boys

as thick as hasty puddin'.

3. There we saw a thousand men,

Upon a slapping stallion,
A giving orders to his men,
I guess there was a million.

As rich as Squire David, 'n
what they wasted ev'ry day,
| wish it could be saved.




