PERCUSSION
And this section’s called the Percussion

We have tricks that can give you concussion
We hit, strike and bang

With a thud or a clang

When we play there’s no chance
for discussion.

I'm tuned to sing “sol, fah, mi, do”
Just give me the beat; watch me go.

The snare has a slipp’ry sly scratch
The one that no other can match.



