Song Texts:


	French round (traditional)
	

	Orleans, Beaujency,

Notre Dame de Paris,

Vendôme, Vendôme
	These are place names of French cathedrals with large bells.

	
	

	Kookaburra (Australian traditional)
	

	Kookaburra sits in the old gum tree,

Merry merry king of the bush is he.

Laugh kookaburra, laugh kookaburra,

Gay your life must be.
	

	Due Pupille Amabili (W. A. Mozart)
	Three-part song (Soprano, Alto, Baritone)

	Due pupille amabili m’han piegato il core

E se pieta non chiedo a quelle luci belle

Per quelle, si per quelle io moriro d’amore

E se pieta non chiedo a quelle luci belle

Per quelle, si per quelle io moriro d’amor, moriro, moriro.
	Two loving eyes have entered (folded) my heart

And if I don’t ask mercy from the light of these eyes,

From them, yes, from them I will die of love.

And if I don’t ask mercy from the light of these eyes,

From them, yes, from them I will die of love, I will die, I will die.

	
	

	Nana (Manuel de Falla)
	Spanish Lullaby

	Duérmete, niño, duerme,

Duerme mi alma,

Duérmete lucerito

De la mañana.

Nanita, nana,

Nanita, nana,

Duérmete lucerito

De la mañana.


	Sleep child, sleep,

Sleep my soul,

Sleep little star 

Of the morning.

Lulla, lullaby

Lulla, lullaby

Sleep little star 

Of the morning.



	Geographical Fugue (Ernst Toch)
	

	Trinidad!  ‘  And the big Mississippi and the 

Town Honolulu and the Lake Titicaca, the

Popocatepetl is not in Canada rather in Mexico Mexico Mexico

Canada Malaga Rimini Brindisi Canada Malaga Rimini Brindisi

Canada Malaga Rimini Brindisi Canada Malaga Rimini Brindisi

Yes, Tibet Tibet Tibet Ti-

bet Nagasaki ‘ Yokohama

 ‘ Nagasaki ‘ Yokohama

‘Tibet ‘Tibet ‘Tibet ‘Tibet



	Patter Song from Iolanthe
	(Gilbert & Sullivan)

	When you’re lying awake

With a dismal headache

And repose is taboo’d

By anxiety,

I conceive you may use

Any language you choose

To indulge in, 

Without impropriety;

For your brain is on fire

The bedclothes conspire

Of usual slumber

To plunder you:

First your counterpane goes,

And uncovers your toes,

And your sheet slips demurely 

From under you;

Then the blanketing tickles - 

You feel like mixed pickles – 

So terribly sharp 

Is the pricking,

And you’re hot and you’re cross

And you tumble and toss

Till there’s nothing 

Twixt you and the ticking.

Then the bedclothes all creep 

To the ground in a heap,

And you pick ‘em all up 

In a tangle;

Next your pillow resigns 

And politely declines

To remain 

At its usual angle!
	….continued….

You’re a regular wreck,

With a crick in your neck,

And no wonder you snore,

For your head’s on the floor,

And you’ve needles and pins

From your soles to your shins,

And your flesh is a-creep,

For your left leg’s asleep,

And you’ve cramp in your toes,

And a fly on your nose,

And some fluff in your lung,

And a feverish tongue,

And a thirst that’s intense,

And a general sense

That you haven’t been 

Sleeping in clover;

But the darkness has passed,

And it’s daylight at last,

And the night has been long – 

Ditto, ditto my song –

And thank goodness

They’re both of them over!
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