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Welcome back! 

Hello, and welcome back if we’ve met before.  

Rapsquillion has been delivering these workshops for about twenty 

years and we still love all the malarkey that’s involved – deciding which 

songs you might want to have a go at, working out the parts, arguing 

about who is going to lead which bits, definitely arguing about in which 

key we should be singing (hopefully resolved so that we’re all using the 

same one!), meeting you, introducing you to the music and our ideas 

about it, waving our arms around as we use semaphore in an attempt 

to help you and, of course, getting to hear the wonderful sound you’re 

going to be making by the time we finish. We can’t wait to hear you 

launch in to what we have planned for you and we hope you enjoy it as 

much as we know we’re going to. 

So, heads up, have a look around at all these other lovely people who 

want to sing with you, give them a smile and off we go…..! 
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King Cotton   Words & music Mike Harding, 1980 

1.See how the lint flies out over the moorland 

See how the smoke in the valley clings 

See how the slate rooves shine in the drizzle 

This is the valley where cotton is king. 

2. See how the houses cling to the hillside 

Hear how the streets of children sing 

Wait for the scream of the factory hooter 

This is the valley where cotton is king 

3. See how the hunger eats at the faces 

The ragged clothes to the flesh do cling 

Dust in the lungs and their bodies twisted 

This is the valley where cotton is king 

4. Sleep is washed from the broken faces 

Morning clogs on the cobbles ring 

Off to the mill, the weavers hurry 

This is the valley where cotton is king 

5. Work all day to the loom’s hard rhythm 

Scrabble and toil till your tired bones sing 

Crawl back home as the gaslight flickers 

This is the valley where cotton is king 

6. This is the land where children labour 

Where life and death mean the self-same thing 

Where many must work that few might prosper 

This is the valley where cotton is king 
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CAN’T YOU DANCE THE POLKA?   

 

1. As I walked out on Broadway, one evening in July 

I met a maid who axed my trade, ‘a sailor John’ says I. 

 

Then away, you Santy, my dear Anny 

Oh, you New York gals 

Can’t you dance the polka? 

 

2. To Tiffany’s I took her, I din’t mind the expense 

I bought her two gold earrings and they cost me fifty cents. 

 

3. Says she ‘you lime-juice sailor, now see me home you may’ 

But when we got to her cottage door she unto me did say: 

 

4. My flashman he’s a Yankee, with his hair cut short behind 

He wears a tarry jumper and he sails the Blackball line. 

 

5. And he’s homeward bound this evening, and with me he will stay 

So get a move on sailor boy get ‘cracking’ on your way! 

 

6. I kissed her hard and proper, before her flashman came 

Saying ‘fare thee well, you Bowry girl, I know your little game’ 
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1. On yonder old oak there sits an old crow, 
Around him sweet violets do grow, 
On yonder old oak there sits an old crow, 
Around him sweet violets do grow, 
On yonder old oak 
Around him sweet violets do grow 
Around him sweet violets do grow 
 

2. Down yonder green lane, there lives a sweet maid 
‘Twould charm you to hear how she sings 
 

3. Come, come, my pretty maid, 
And be not afraid, 
I mean you no mischief I vow 

4. I vow and protest, 
I never will be kissed 
By no one such fellow as you 
 

5. Bright Phoebe she shines, right over our heads 
While little King Cupid keeps crying 
Bright Phoebe she shines right over our heads 
While little King Cupid keeps crying 
Bright Phoebe she shines 
Right over our heads 
While little King Cupid he cries 
While little King Cupid he cries 
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Unison in Harmony     J. Boyes 

1. Soaring skywards! Leaping sideways, 

Do or die words cleave the air; 

Joy and laughter, morning after, 

Raise the rafters, we don’t care - 

If the roof’s beyond repair 

Raise the rafters, raise the rafters, 

Raise the rafters we don’t care, 

If the roof’s beyond repair. 

 

2. Sisters, brothers, to all others 

Let this be our guiding star; 

Hearts on fire, no messiah, 

Hear the music from afar; 

What we sing is what we are. 

Hear the music, hear the music, 

Hear the music from afar, 

What we sing is what we are. 

 

3. Over hills and over valleys, 

Over mountains, over seas 

Nation shall sing unto nation 

Until nations cease to be -  

Unison in harmony. 

Until nations, until nations 

Until nations cease to be, 

Unison in harmony 


