“The English Thirteen”

By Jay-P

When Europe started to colonize
England claimed some land and it grew in size
Don’t be afraid if you don’t know what I mean
I’m gonna teach you about the English thirteen

In New Hampshire they liked shipbuilding and trading
While Puritans and Pilgrims saw their religious rights fading
They came to Massachusetts, where they governed on their own
But their voting laws made non-church members groan
Thomas Hooker moved his people to Connecticut
Voting rights is what non-church members get
In Rhode Island, they separated church and state
And you could practice your religion, they didn’t hate

When Europe started to colonize
England claimed some land and it grew in size
Don’t be afraid if you don’t know what I mean
I’m gonna teach you about the English thirteen

Let’s go to the middle, New York is first
England took it from the Dutch when Stuyvesant was the worst
Proprietors made up the land of New Jersey
Quakers lived there but they were shown no mercy
They believed in equality for women and men
They had a leader named William, last name Penn
He started Pennsylvania, where religious laws were fair
But its lower half left and became Delaware

When Europe started to colonize
England claimed some land and it grew in size
Don’t be afraid if you don’t know what I mean
I’m gonna teach you about the English thirteen

In the South, Virginia was king
Its tobacco sales made farmers sing
Maryland is where Catholics would go
Georgia was your home if you paid your debts too slow
North and South Carolina split into two
The South used slave labor, the slaves’ rights were few
Cash crops would be grown on a large plantation
Now you know the start of our great nation

When Europe started to colonize
England claimed some land and it grew in size
You should all recognize what I mean
‘Cause you just learned about the English thirteen



“The Triangular Trade”
By Jay-P
It all started with a New England ship
It sailed to Africa for a cross-Atlantic trip
They brought rum and guns to the African coast
Where slaves were waiting at the trading post
The slaves on the ship, they were packed tight
The condition of the slaves was a terrible sight
On the Middle Passage, hundreds of slaves died
Money was exchanged while Africans cried

Chorus:
It went from New England to Africa
From Africa to the West Indies
From the West Indies back to New England
It was trade that looked like a triangle
A triangle, a triangle, it was trade that looked like a triangle
A triangle, a triangle, it was trade that looked like a triangle

In the West Indies the slaves were sold
They were auctioned off in a manner so cold
Some of the slaves stayed in the West Indies
Other ones went to the colonies
Sugar and molasses, they were used to make rum
They were brought to New England, where traders brought some
And the trade would start all over again
To trade goods and African women and men 

Chorus:
It went from New England to Africa
From Africa to the West Indies
From the West Indies back to New England
It was trade that looked like a triangle
A triangle, a triangle, it was trade that looked like a triangle
A triangle, a triangle, it was trade that looked like a triangle
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“The Boston Massacre”
By Jay-P

The colonists were threatening the tax collectors
So the English troops were sent to be their protectors
But the English troops the colonists would resent
Because they hated who the troops would represent
They’d make fun of their uniforms ‘cause they were whack
Since their uniforms were red, they screamed “Lobsterbacks!”
The troops and the colonists would always fight
But it all came to a climax on one terrible night
It was March 5th, 1-7-7-0
A fight took place but there would be no hero
Loud bells rang and a large mob grew
Around one British soldier who very well knew
That he was outnumbered so he called for help
The soldiers came to his aid when they heard his yelp
The mob got crazy, started throwing stuff
Like ice, sticks, and oyster shells, man, it was rough
And the soldiers were surrounded, there was nowhere to run
The bullets started flying from each gun
Crispus Attucks, a black sailor, he was shot
Other poor men would share his lot
And the end result was what the colonists feared
Five colonists were dead when the smoke cleared

It was a massacre on King Street in Boston
Look at all the hate and lives it was costin’

8 soldiers were arrested for this tragedy
“It was self-defense, we’re not guilty!”
They needed a lawyer, said the law
They hired John Adams, a colonist who saw
That every man should have a fair trial
When others thought that it was out of style
The colonists thought that he was a traitor
 “They have a right to a lawyer, so don’t be a hater”
Not guilty was the verdict for six of the men
The other two were guilty of manslaughter but then
John Adams said “They get Benefit of Clergy”
They read from the Bible to prove they were worthy
Of only having to get a brand on their thumb
No death penalty for them, that angered some
And the memory of March 5th would last for years
The colonists vowed revenge for all of their tears

It was a massacre on King Street in Boston
Look at all the hate and lives it was costin’

















Washington’s Farewell Address- The Remix
By Jay-P
I’m the President, I’m the President
And I’m trying to say farewell to you
I got precedents, Many precedents
So listen to what I say to you

After Washington served his eighth year
He said “It’s time to go I fear
But before I do I got stuff to say
To the generations of a future day”

First, when it comes to other nations
You gotta be careful with our foreign relations
Don’t make any country our permanent friend
Their wars will be our problem in the end

Next, if you want our country to be strong
You all have to learn to get along
It’s okay to have your own view
But the number of political parties should be few

Last, be careful with the money
Debt is not something that is funny
Borrow money as little as you can
Cause future generations have to be pay it back, man

I’m the President, I’m the President
And I’m trying to say farewell to you
I got precedents, Many precedents
So listen to what I say to you
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I Will Survive (The “War of 1812” Version)

By Mr. Piraino, The King of the Social Studies Disco

First we were afraid, we were petrified
Kept thinking how we couldn’t live without you by our side
But then we spent so many nights thinking how you did us wrong
But we grew strong and we learned how to get along
And now you’re back from Great Britain
Did you forget about the words that Thomas Jefferson’s written?
We tried to close off all our trade; we tried to make you leave the West
But you’re coming back for more; you want to put us to the test
Get back and go back on your boats
Don’t turn around now, on the ocean you will float
Weren’t you the ones that tried to hurt us with your guns?
Did you think we’d crumble, put our hands up, and run?

Oh no, not us
We will survive!
Oh, as long as we know we are right
We’ll continue to fight
We’ve got all our life to live
We’ve got this freedom to give
We will survive!
We will survive!
Hey, hey












“We Live in a Tenement”

By Jay-P

We live in a tenement
We live in a tenement 
We live in a tenement

And the room is small
And there’s many people here, 10 in all
There’s no window here
This place smells like someone’s rear 
There is no heat
And my family can’t afford shoes for my feet
This apartment is shoddy
I gotta go to the alley to go potty

We live in a tenement
We live in a tenement
We live in a tenement

There’s no escape from fire
If a fire broke out the death rate would get higher
The diseases spread
Typhus and cholera are what I dread
It’s not safe in the slum
There are thieves waiting to use my head like a drum
It’s crowded in the street
For the immigrants and poor, this ain’t no treat

We live in a tenement
We live in a tenement 
We live in a tenement

The streets are filled with trash
I gotta tip toe through each garbage stash
The factories move in
They’re gonna force us out, me and my kin
The rent is too high
With my low paying job, I can’t get by
Stuck here all my life, it’s where I’ll be
Surrounded by poverty and misery

We live in a tenement
We live in a tenement 
We live in a tenement



Muckraker

By Jay-P

When greed and corruption got too strong
There were a group of journalists who tried to find the wrongs
Like Jacob Riis, he took photographs
Of tenement living but not for laughs
He showed what it was like to live in a slum
How you could have an apartment but live like a bum
And if he didn’t do it then you’d never know
How a landlord could steal money like a pro

Chorus:
You know you can’t run, you know you can’t hide
I’m-a bring you down like pesticide
If you’re doing something wrong, I’m-a gonna find out
Cause I ain’t no faker, I’m a muckraker
I’m a muckraker
I’m a muckraker
I’m a muckraker
And I’m digging it up
Cause I’m a muckraker
I’m a muckraker
I’m a muckraker
So you better give up

John Rockefeller owned the oil trust
He said “Not me, believe me, you must!”
But Ida Tarbell, she was a smart lady
She knew that Rockefeller was acting shady
So she wrote a book about Standard Oil
And its unfair business methods, it made his blood boil
And even though he was mad, he couldn’t deny
That a muckraker got him with just one try

Chorus

The meat industry contaminated your food
With blood, germs, and body parts, it wasn’t good
So Upton Sinclair, he got a job
In a meat factory where your health they’d rob
And when he was done he wrote a book
It was called The Jungle and that was all it took
To get a law passed, the Pure Food and Drug Act
It gave food the cleanliness that it lacked



American Imperialism

By Jay-P

When I come to your country- that’s imperialism
When I take all your stuff- that’s imperialism
When I force you to trade- that’s imperialism
When the whole world is mine- that’s imperialism

Hello, I’m the United States
I’m a strong country that a weak country hates
Because I take its land and I make it my own
I say to its leader “You’ve been overthrown”
I take everything, including its resources
And if it resists, I come down with my forces
And then I use its harbor to park my naval boat
And fuel it with coal, and that’s all she wrote

When I come to your country- that’s imperialism
When I take all your stuff- that’s imperialism
When I force you to trade- that’s imperialism
When the whole world is mine- that’s imperialism

I forced Japan to trade with me
I bought Alaska when it was a “folly”
I split Samoa with Germany
When the planters took Hawaii, it became my territory
In China, I kept opening that door
And you know what that war with Spain was for?
For Cuba, Puerto Rico, Guam, the Philippines
I own half the world, and you know what that means

When I come to your country- that’s imperialism
When I take all your stuff- that’s imperialism
When I force you to trade- that’s imperialism
When the whole world is mine- that’s imperialism

Latin America is my backyard
How’d I take it over? It wasn’t very hard
I went to Panama and said “Hey, pal
I’ll help you become free in an exchange for a canal”
I use the big stick to show my military might
If Latin America resists, then they’re asking for a fight
The Roosevelt Corollary gave me more power
I control Latin America every single hour!

When I come to your country- that’s imperialism
When I take all your stuff- that’s imperialism
When I force you to trade- that’s imperialism
When the whole world is mine- that’s imperialism





“M.A.I.N.”
(A parody of “YMCA” written by Mr. Piraino the “Disco King of Social Studies”)

Europe- rivalries would abound
I said, Europe- competing for the top 
I said, Europe- getting ready for war
World War I had four main causes

First one- was militarism
The gaining of- more weapons and soldiers
Alliances, played a pretty big part
Each country had the other’s back

The causes of war were M.A.I.N.
The causes of war were M.A.I.N.
It got worse over time
Countries got angrier
And it led to pain and killing

M.A.I.N.
The causes of war were M.A.I.N.
It got worse over time
Countries got angrier
And it led to pain and killing

Third one- imperialism
Competition- for land and resources
And the last one- was nationalism
People had pride in their country

Causes- they happened over time
Countries needed- something to set them off
And then one day- the Archduke was murdered
And set off a chain reaction

The causes of war were M.A.I.N.
The causes of war were M.A.I.N.
It got worse over time
Countries got angrier
And it led to pain and killing

M.A.I.N.
The causes of war were M.A.I.N.
It got worse over time
Countries got angrier
And it led to pain and killing
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