
Seventeen come Sunday . As I walked out on a May morning , on a May morning 
so early, I overtook a pretty fair maid just as the day was a-dawning. With a rue-

rum-ray, fol-the-diddle-day, Whack-fol-lare-diddle-I-doh. Her eyes were bright 
and her stockings white, and her buckling shone like silver, She had a 

dark a rolling eye, and her hair hung over her shoulder. Where 
are you going , my pretty fair maid? Where are you going , 

my honey? She answered me right cheerfully, I‘ve an 
errand for my mummy. How old are you, my 

pretty fair maid? How old are you, my 
honey? She answered me right 

cheerfully, I‘m seventeen 
come Sunday. Will 

you take a 
man, 

I 
once 

loved a boy 
and a bonny bon-

ny boy, I loved him I vow 
and protest, I loved him so well, 

there‘s no tongue can tell, Till I built 
him a berth on my breast. ‚Twas up the wild 

forest and through the green groves Like one that 
was troubled in mind, I hallooed, I whooped and I blew 

on my flute. But no bonny boy could I find. I looked up high and I 
looked down low. The weather being wonderful warm; And who should 

I spy but my own bonny boy. Locked fast in another girl‘s arms. He took me 
upon his assembled knees. And looked me quite hard in the face, He gave unto me one 

smile and a kiss. But his heart‘s in another girl‘s breast . Now my bonny .   My Bonny Boy

The-
re was 
a farmer‘s son, 
kept sheep all on the 
hill; and he walk‘d out one 
May morning to see what he could 
kill. And sing blow away the morning dew
the dew, and the dew. Blow away the morning 
dew, how sweet the winds do blow. He looked high, he 
looked low, He cast an under look; and there he saw a fair pret-
ty maid beside the wat‘ry brook. Cast over me my mantle fair and pin 
it o‘er my gown; And, if you will, take hold my hand, and I will be your own. 
If you come down to my father‘s house. Which is walled all around, and, you shall 
have a kiss from me. And twenty thousand pound. He mounted on a milk white steed 
and she upon another; And then they rode along the lane . Blew Away the Morning Dew

Pretty Caroline . One morning in the month of May when brightly shone the sun, 
Upon the banks of Tilbury stream there sat a lovely one, She did appear a goddess 
fair, her dark brown hair did shine, It shaded the neck and bosom white of pretty 
Caroline. I said to her – ‘My pretty maid, do you remember me? I am 
the jolly sailor which ploughed the Regency, And for courting of 
a pretty maid her parents did combine, They sent me off in 
a man of war from pretty Caroline. It’s seven long ye-
ars since I was bound all for to save the King , 
Where rattling cannons roared around, 
which made the deep sea ring , 
Here’s gold and silver I 
have brought and 
freely would 
resig n ,

O Harry, dear Harry, you mind what I do say, 
my feet they are so tender. I cannot march 
away, and besides, my dearest Har-
ry, although I‘m in love with 
thee. I am not fit for in 
High Germany
. . .

O h 
P o l l y 

love, oh Polly, 
the rout has now 

begun. We must go a-mar-
ching to the beating of the drum. 

Dress ourself all in your best and come 
along with me. I‘ll take you to the war, my ...

. . . . . .
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English Folk Song Suite
     I. March -  “Seventeen Come Sunday”
     II. Intermezzo - “My Bonny Boy”
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Yorkshire Ballad

Country Gardens

Cry of the Celts 
    Nightmare
    Suil a Ruin
    Breakout
    Lament
    Victory
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