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[2] Loch Lomond 
(Tenor soloist: Andrew Walker) 
Traditional Scottish, arr. Jonathan Quick (1970) 
© 2000 Cypress Choral Music 
 
By yon bonnie banks and by yon bonnie braes, 
Where the sun shines bright on Loch Lomond 
Where me and my true love were ever wont to gae, 
On the bonnie bonnie banks o’ Loch Lomond. 
 
Refrain: 
Oh! Ye’ll take the high road, an’ I’ll take the low road, 
An’ I’ll be in Scotland afore ye, 
But me and my true love will never meet again, 
On the bonnie, bonnie banks o’ Loch Lomond. 
 
’Twas there that we parted, In yon shady glen, 
On the steep, steep sides of Ben Lomond, 
Where deep in purple hue the highland hills we view, 
And the moon coming out in the gloamin’. 
 
(Refrain) 
 
The wee birdies sing, And the wild flowers spring, 
And in sunshine the waters lie sleeping. 
But the broken heart will ken, nae second spring again, 
and the world knows not how we are grieving. 
 
(Refrain) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

[3] The Maggie Hunter 
Ruth Watson Henderson (b. 1932) 
from Five Ontario Folk Songs 
Words: Traditional 
© 1991 Gordon V. Thompson Music 
 
Oh, sad and dismal is the tale to you I will relate, 
’Tis of the Maggie Hunter, her crew and their sad fate, 
How they sank beneath the deep, in life to rise no more, 
In one of the fearful gales that sweep Ontario’s dreary shore. 
 
They left Oswago on the lee, the white-caps high did roll, 
Bound for the fair Queen City with three hundred tons of coal. 
There never was a jollier crew sailed on the lakes or seas 
As they their canvas all did make and spread it to the breeze. 
 
When they got well outside the piers it blew a lively gale, 
By orders of the captain ’tis supposed they shortened sail, 
Of all the captains on the lake Frank Nixon reigned as chief, 
So they sailed on for Toronto with their canvas closely reefed. 
 
The white-caps dashed before the bow, like thunder they did roar, 
As if singing a sad requiem she would plough the waves no more. 
Two Newman brothers before the mast their duty they did do, 
Together with three other men composed the Hunter’s crew. 
 
So dusk came down and darkness next, it was a fearful night, 
The ill-fated Maggie Hunter she’s now far out of sight. 
She’s now far out of sight, my boys, now will be seen no more, 
Down in the deep now all do sleep far from their friends on shore. 
Kyrie eleison, Christe eleison, Kyrie eleison, Christe eleison. 
 
Six months afterwards the cook was found floating near the shore, 
The many friends who loved her will never greet her more. 
A hatch, a boom, a broken spar, the drowned woman’s pale dead face, 
Of that stout craft and gallant crew remain the only trace. 
So come all ye that follow the land and a living there do make, 
It’s little do you make, my boys, of the dangers of these lakes, 
Whenever there a storm arise think of the night it blew 
And the Maggie Hunter she went down with all her gallant crew. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Choral Music - WHITACRE, E. / NOVELLO, I. / JOEL, B. / VAUGHAN WILLIAMS, R. (And So It Goes – Songs of Folk and Lore)                     8.573861 
https://www.naxos.com/catalogue/item.asp?item_code=8.573861  
 
 

 
ⓟ & © 2018 Naxos Rights (Europe) Ltd                            Page 2 of 5 

[4] Danse, Mon Moin, Danse! 
Derek Healey (b. 1936) 
(from Six Canadian Folk Songs) 
Words: Traditional 
© 1973 Warner/Chappell 
 
Ah! si mon moine voulait danser! 
Un capuchon je lui donnerais. 
Danse, mon moin’, danse! 
 
Refrain: 
Tu n’entends pas la danse, 
Tu n’entends pas mon moulin, lon la 
Tu n’entends pas mon moulin marcher. 
 
Ah! si mon moine voulait danser! 
Un ceinturon je lui donnerais. 
Danse, mon moin’, danse! 
 
(Refrain) 
 
Ah! si mon moine voulait danser! 
Un chapelet je lui donnerais. 
Danse, mon moin’, danse! 
 
(Refrain) 
 
Ah! si mon moine voulait danser! 
Un froc de bur’ je lui donnerais. 
Danse, mon moin’, danse! 
 
(Refrain) 
 
Ah! si mon moine voulait danser! 
Un beau psautier je lui donnerais. 
Danse, mon moin’, danse! 
 
(Refrain) 
 
S’il n’avait fait voeu de pauvreté, 
Bien d’autres chos’ je lui donnerais. 
Danse, mon moin’, danse! 
 
(Refrain) 

[4] Dance, Dear Monk, Dance! 
English translation: Susannah Howe 
 
 
 
 
Ah! if only my monk1 would dance, 
I’d give him the gift of a hood! 
Dance, dear monk, dance! 
 
Refrain: 
You can’t hear the dance, 
you can’t hear my mill, lon la, 
you can’t hear my mill turning. 
 
Ah! if only my monk would dance, 
I’d give him the gift of a cincture. 
Dance, dear monk, dance! 
 
(Refrain) 
 
Ah! if only my monk would dance, 
I’d give him the gift of a rosary. 
Dance, dear monk, dance! 
 
(Refrain) 
 
Ah! if only my monk would dance, 
I’d give him the gift of a woollen habit. 
Dance, dear monk, dance! 
 
(Refrain) 
 
Ah! if only my monk would dance, 
I’d give him the gift of a finely bound psalter. 
Dance, dear monk, dance! 
 
(Refrain) 
 
And if he hadn’t taken a vow of poverty, 
there are many other gifts I’d give him too. 
Dance, dear monk, dance! 
 
(Refrain) 

 
 
 
 

                                                            
1 The song is based on a play on words: “moine” can mean both “monk” and “spinning top”. 



Choral Music - WHITACRE, E. / NOVELLO, I. / JOEL, B. / VAUGHAN WILLIAMS, R. (And So It Goes – Songs of Folk and Lore)                     8.573861 
https://www.naxos.com/catalogue/item.asp?item_code=8.573861  
 
 

 
ⓟ & © 2018 Naxos Rights (Europe) Ltd                            Page 3 of 5 

[5] Go, lovely rose 
Eric Whitacre (b. 1970) 
(from Three Flower Songs) 
Words: Edmund Waller (1606–1687) 
© 2001 Santa Barbara Music Publishing, Inc. 
 
Go, lovely Rose 
Tell her that wastes her time and me, 
That now she knows, 
When I resemble her to thee, 
How sweet and fair she seems to be. 
 
Tell her that’s young, 
And shuns to have her graces spied, 
That hadst thou sprung 
In deserts where no men abide, 
Thou must have uncommended died. 
 
Small is the worth 
Of beauty from the light retired: 
Bid her come forth, 
Suffer herself to be desired, 
And not blush so to be admired. 
 
Then die – that she 
The common fate of all things rare 
May read in thee; 
How small a part of time they share 
That are so wondrous sweet and fair! 
 
[6] Ae Fond kiss 
Traditional, arr. Paul Mealor (b. 1965) 
Words: Robert Burns (1759–1796) 
© 2015 Novello and Co. Ltd 
 
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever! 
Ae fareweel, alas for ever! 
Deep in heart-wrung tears I’ll pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans I’ll wage thee. 
 
Had we never lov’d sae kindly, 
Had we never lov’d sae blindly, 
Never met – or never parted – 
We had ne’er been broken-hearted. 
 
Fare-thee-weel, thou first and fairest! 
Fare-thee-weel, thou best and dearest! 
Thine be ilka joy and treasure, 
Peace, Enjoyment, Love and Pleasure! 
 

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever! 
Ae fareweel, alas, for ever! 
Deep in heart-wrung tears I’ll pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans I’ll wage thee. 
 
[10] I Love My Love 
Gustav Holst (1874–1934) 
Words: Traditional Cornish 
 
Abroad as I was walking, one evening in the spring, 
I heard a maid in Bedlam so sweetly for to sing; 
Her chains she rattled with her hands, 
and thus replied she: 
“I love my love because I know 
my love loves me! 
O cruel were his parents who sent my love to sea, 
And cruel was the ship that bore my love from me; 
Yet I love his parents since they’re his 
although they’ve ruined me: 
I love my love because I know 
my love loves me! 
 
With straw I’ll weave a garland, I’ll weave it very fine 
With roses, lilies, daisies, I’ll mix the eglantine; 
And I’ll present it to my love 
when he returns from sea 
For I love my love because I know 
my love loves me! 
 
Just as she there sat weeping, her love he came on land, 
Then, hearing she was in Bedlam, he ran straight out of hand; 
He flew into her snow white arms, 
and thus replied he: 
I love my love because I know 
my love loves me! 
 
She said: “My love don’t frighten me; are you my love or no?” 
“O yes, my dearest Nancy, I am your love, 
“Also I am return’d to make amends for all your injury; 
I love my love because I know 
my love loves me! 
 
So now these two are married, and happy may they be 
Like turtle doves together, in love and unity. 
All pretty maids with patience wait 
that have got loves at sea; 
I love my love because I know 
my love loves me! 
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[11] Feller from Fortune 
Harry Somers (1925–1999) 
Words: Traditional Newfoundland 
© 1969 Gordon V. Thompson Music 
 
Oh, there’s lots of fish in Bonavist’ harbour, 
Lots of fish right in around here’ 
Boys and girls are fishin’ together’ 
Forty-five from Carbonear. 
 
Refrain: 
Oh, catch-a-hold this one, catch-a-hold that one 
Swing around this one, swing around she; 
Dance around this one, dance around that one 
Diddle-dum this one, diddle-dum dee. 
 
Sally is the pride of Cat Harbour, 
Ain’t been swung since last year, 
Drinkin’ rum and wine and cassis 
What the boys brought home from St Pierre. 
 
Sally goes to church every Sunday 
Not for to sing nor for to hear, 
But to see the feller from Fortune 
What was down here fishin’ the year. 
 
(Refrain) 
 
Sally’s got a bouncin’ new baby, 
Father said that he didn’t care, 
’Cause she got that from the feller from Fortune 
What was down here fishin’ the year. 
 
(Refrain) 
 
Uncle George got up in the mornin’, 
He got up in a ’ell of a tear 
And he ripped the arse right out of his britches 
Now he’s got ne’er pair to wear. 
 
(Refrain) 
 
There’s lots of fish in Bonavist’ Harbour, 
Lots of fishermen in around here; 
Swing your partner, Jimmy Joe Jacobs, 
I’II be home in the spring of the year. 
 
(Refrain) 
 
 

Three Shakespeare Songs 
Ralph Vaughan Williams (1872–1958) 
Words: William Shakespeare (1564–1616) 
© 1951 Oxford University Press 
 
[12] Full Fathom Five 
(The Tempest, Act I Scene 2) 
Ding-dong. 
 
Full fathom five thy father lies; 
Of his bones are coral made; 
Those are pearls that were his eyes: 
Nothing of him that doth fade, 
But doth suffer a sea-change 
Into something rich and strange. 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell: 
 
Hark! now I hear them, — ding-dong, bell. 
 
[13] The cloud-capp’d Towers 
(The Tempest, Act IV Scene 1) 
The cloud-capp’d towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
The solemn temples, the great globe itself, 
Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve, 
And, like this insubstantial pageant faded, 
Leave not a rack behind: We are such stuff 
As dreams are made on, and our little life 
Is rounded with a sleep. 
 
[14] Over hill, over dale 
(A Midsummer night’s dream, Act II Scene 1) 
Over hill, over dale, 
Thorough bush, thorough briar, 
Over park, over pale, 
Thorough flood, thorough fire 
I do wander everywhere. 
Swifter than the moonè’s sphere; 
And I serve the fairy queen, 
To dew her orbs upon the green. 
The cowslips tall her pensioners be; 
In their gold coats spots you see; 
Those be rubies, fairy favours, 
In those freckles live their savours: 
I must go seek some dew-drops here, 
And hang a pearl in every cowslip’s ear. 
 
 
 
 
 



Choral Music - WHITACRE, E. / NOVELLO, I. / JOEL, B. / VAUGHAN WILLIAMS, R. (And So It Goes – Songs of Folk and Lore)                     8.573861 
https://www.naxos.com/catalogue/item.asp?item_code=8.573861  
 
 

 
ⓟ & © 2018 Naxos Rights (Europe) Ltd                            Page 5 of 5 

[17] Auld Lang Syne 
Traditional Scottish, arr. Iain Farrington (b. 1977) 
Words: Robert Burns (1759–1796) 
© 2015 Novello & Co. 
 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 
And never brought to mind? 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 
For the sake of auld lang syne! 
 
Refrain: 
For auld lang syne, my dear, 
For auld lang syne. 
We’ll take a cup o’ kindness yet, 
For the sake of auld lang syne. 
 
And there’s a hand, my trusty friend, 
And give me a hand of thine; 
And we’ll take a right goodwill draft, 
For the sake of auld lang syne 
 
(Refrain) 


