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Welcome! 

2019 is Rapsquillion’s 21st year of performing, so now we’re all grown up, 

have a key to the door and can drink alcohol, drive a car, vote, get married 

without our parents’ consent and are in grave danger of being called up for 

National Service. 

Oh no! Hang on a bit! That was in the fifties and sixties wasn’t it, before 

Brinsert, never mind Brexit, in far off times when…oh, don’t get us started!! 

Still, we reckon that 21 years is a jolly good excuse for a party and a party, in 

our book, means having a good sing, so we’re glad you could come to this 

one, even though we’ve eaten all the jelly! 

Right from the start, when Rapsquillion was a stripling of a trio, we had 

most fun when people joined in with what we were doing. Now, all these 

years, line-ups (9) people (22), miles (don’t ask) and bottles of wine 

(definitely don’t ask!!) later, that’s still what we like best. 

So hello, welcome back if we’ve met you before; 

…….deep breathing; 

…….a bit of a swallow; 

……..we’re away!! 
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BITTER WAS THE NIGHT 

 

 

1 Bitter was the night, 

Thought the cock would crow for ever, 

Bitter was the night 

Before the break of day. 

 

2 Saw you passing by, 

Told them all I didn’t know you. 

Bitter was the night 

Before the break of day. 

 

3 Told them all a lie, 

And I told it three times over. 

Bitter was the night 

Before the break of day. 

 

 

 

4 What did Judas do? 

Sold him for a bag of silver. 

Bitter was the night 

Before the break of day. 

 

5 What did Judas do? 

Hanged himself among the branches. 

Bitter was the night 

Before the break of day. 

 

6 Bitter was the night, 

Thought there’d never be a morning. 

Bitter was the night 

Before the break of day. 

 

7 Bitter was the night, 

Thought the cock would crow for ever. 

Bitter was the night 

Before the break of day. 
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DON’T FORGET YOUR OLD SHIPMATE 
 
1. Safe and sound at home again 
Let the water roar Jack. 
Safe and sound at home again 
Let the water roar Jack. 
Long we’ve rocked on the rolling main 
Now we’re safe ashore Jack. 
Don’t forget your old shipmate 
Folly olly olly olly eye eye oh. 
 
2. Since we sailed from Plymouth Sound, 
Four years gone or nigh Jack, 
Was there ever shipmates now 
Such as you and I Jack? 
 
3. We have worked the selfsame gun, 
Quarter-deck division, 
Sponger I and loader you, 
Through the whole commission. 
 
4. When the middle watch was on 
And the time went slow boy, 
Who could tune a rousing stave? 
Who like Jack and Joe boy? 
 
5. There she swings an empty hulk, 
Not a soul below now. 
Number seven starb’d mess, 
Misses Jack and Joe now. 
 
6. But the best of friends must part, 
Fair or foul the weather. 
Hand yer flipper for a shake, 
Now a drink together 
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JOHN BARLEYCORN 

 

1 John Barleycorn’s a hero bold as any in the land. 

His fame has stood for ages good, and shall for ages stand. 

The whole wide world respects him no matter friend or foe; 

And where they be that makes too free, 

He’s sure to lay them low. 

Chorus: Hey! John Barleycorn, 

Ho John Barleycorn, 

Old and young thy praise is sung: 

John Barleycorn! 

2 To see him in his pride of growth, his robes are rich and green; 

His head is speared with goodly beard, fit nigh to serve a queen. 

And when the harvest time comes round and John is stricken down, 

He’ll use his blood for England’s good, 

And Englishmen’s renown. 

 

3 The Lord in courtly castle, the squire in stately hall; 

The greatest names of birth and fame on John for succour call. 

He bids the troubled heart rejoice, gives warmth to Nature’s cold; 

Makes weak men strong, and old men young, 

And all men brave and bold. 

 

4 Then SHOUT for great John Barleycorn, nor heed the luscious vine; 

I have no mind much charms to find in potent draughts of wine. 

Give me my native nut-brown ale, all other drinks I scorn: 

For true English cheer in English beer, 

Our own John Barleycorn. 



11 
 

 



12 
 

 
 


