
1 
 

 
 
 

SANCTUARY Set ONE 

 
Sweet Freedom 
Adapted from My Country,Tis of Thee 
Arr. by Gwyneth Walker 
 
My country, ‘tis of thee, Sweet land of liberty 
Of thee I sing; 
Land where my fathers died, land of my mother’s 
pride 
From ev’ry mountain side let freedom ring 
Let freedom ring, O, (x6) 
 
My native country thee, Land of the noble free, 
Thy name, they name, I love 
Let freedom ring, O, (x2) 
 
I love they rocks and rills,  
Thy woods and templed hills; 
My heart, my heart, with rapture fills 
Will joy like that above 
Let freedom ring, O, (x4) 

 
Let music swell the breeze,  
And ring from all the trees, 
Sweet, sweet, sweet freedom, freedom song 
Let freedom ring, O, (x2) 
 
Let mortal tongues awake, Let all that breathes 
partake; 
Let rocks, let rocks their silence break; 
The sound, the sound prolong 
Let freedom ring, O, (x4) 
 
 My country (5x) 
let freedom ring, O, Let freedom ring, O  
let freedom ring, O, Let freedom ring, O. 
let freedom ring, O 
My country, my country, my country 
Let freedom ring, let freedom ring!   
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How Lovely is Thy Dwelling Place 
Music and lyrics by Johannes Brahms, from his 
German Requiem 
 
How lovely is thy dwelling place, O Lord of Hosts, O 
Lord of Hosts 
Thy dwelling place, O Lord of Hosts 
How lovely is thy dwelling place, O Lord of Hosts 
How lovely is thy dwelling place, O Lord of Hosts! 
 
For my soul, it longeth, yea fainteth for the courts 
of the Lord 
 
My soul and body crieth out, yea for the living God 
My soul and body crieth out, yea for the living,yea 
for the living God 
 
How lovely is thy dwelling place, O Lord of Hosts. O 
Lord of Hosts 
Thy dwelling place, O Lord of Hosts, 
Blest are they, 
O blest are they which dwell within thy house 
They praise thy name evermore, thy name ever 
more, evermore ever, evermore, 
They praise thy name they praise they name 
evermore  
They praise they name evermore, evermore,  
They praise thy name evermore, evermore 
They praise they name 
They praise, they praise, they praise,  
they praise thy name evermore 
 
How lovely, how lovely 
How lovely, how lovely, how lovely 
How lovely is they dwelling place! 
 
 

Isle of Hope, Isle of Tears 
Music and lyrics by Brendan Graham, arr. by John 
Leavitt 
 
On the first day of January, eighteen ninety-two,  
they opened Ellis Island and they let the people 
through.   
And the first to cross the threshold of the isle of 
hope and tears  
was Annie Moore from Ireland who was all of 
fifteen years 
 
Chorus:  
Isle of hope, isle of tears, isle of freedom, isle of 
fears. 
But it’s not the isle you left behind. 
That isle of hunger, isle of pain,  
isle you’ll never see again, 
but isle of home is always on your mind. 
 
In her little bag she carried all her past and history, 
And her dreams for the future in the land of liberty. 
And courage is the passport when old world 
disappears, 
‘cause there’s no future in the past when you’re 
fifteen years. 
 
Chorus  
 
When they closed down Ellis Island in 1943, 
17 million people had come there for sanctuary. 
And in springtime when I came here 
And I stopped onto its piers, 
I thought of how it must have been 
When you’re only fifteen years. 
 
Chorus 2x 
But the isle of home is always on your mind. 
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Domaredansen 
Swedish Folksong arr. by Bengt Hallberg 
English text by Norman Luboff 
 
Domarn! Dansen!  
Domardansen, domardansen (x4) 
 
Join the dance with a ho, ho, ho 
Join the dance with a go, go, go 
Domarn! Dansen!   
Du du du du (x4) 
 
Come join us in a dance. It’s the dance of the judge.   
Form a circle that keeps on turning 
All who join in the dance of the judge 
Will find their hearts are burning 
 
If they dreamed of a lover in the night  (repeats) 
Domardansen (6x) Domarn! Dansen! 
 
Come join us in a dance.  It’s the dance of the 
judge. 
Form a circle that keeps on turning. 
All who join in the dance of the judge  
will find their hearts are burning 
Domardansen (8x) 
 
Domarn! Dansen! 
Domardansen! (4x) 
Domardansen is through.  Hey! 
 
 
Dravidian Dithyramb  
Music by Victor Paranjoti, edited by André de 
Quadros 
 
This piece incorporates traces of ragas from the 
Carnatic music of South India and also resembles 
the tarana, a form of Hindustani classical music.  
The term “Dravidian” usually refers to the 
languages and races of South India;  “Dithyramb” is 
a Greek term for a wild, passionate hymn. The text 
is simple, uniform and rhythmic nonsense syllables. 

The Drinking Gourd 
Arr. By Andre Thomas 
 
Follow the drinking gourd, follow the drinking 
gourd,  
For the old man is awaitin’ for to carry you to 
freedom,  
if you follow the drinking gourd. 
Follow (8x) 
 
Follow the drinking gourd 
Oh oh follow the drinking gourd 
Follow the drinking gourd 
Follow the drinking gourd 
 
When the sun comes back and the first quail calls,  
Follow the drinking gourd 
The river bank will make a very good road 
The dead trees will show you the way. 
Left foot Peg foot, traveling on 
Follow the drinking gourd. 
 
The river ends between two hills 
Follow the drinking gourd 
There’s another river on the other side 
Follow the drinking gourd 
 
Where the great river meets the little river,  
Follow the drinking gourd. 
The great river meets the little river 
Follow the drinking gourd 
 
Follow the drinking gourd, follow the drinking 
gourd 
For the old man is awaitin’ for to carry you to 
freedom, 
If you follow the drinking gourd. 
 
Follow (4x) 
The old man is waitin’ to carry you to freedom. 
Follow the gourd, the gourd, the gourd! 

 
  



4 
 

We Shall Not be Moved 
Traditional protest song, arr. by Steve Milloy 
 
We shall not, we shall not be moved. (2x) 
Jus’ like a tree that’s planted by the water,  
we shall not be moved 
 
We shall not, we shall not be moved. (2x) 
Jus’ like a tree that’s planted by the water, 
We shall not be moved. 
No, no, no! 
 
We’re black and white together, we shall not be 
moved. (2x) 
Jus’ like a tree that’s planted by the water, 
We shall not be moved. 
No, no, no! 
 
Hand in hand, we’re singin’,  
we shall not be moved. (2x) 
Jus’ like a tree that’s planted by the water, 
We shall not be moved. 
No, no, no! 
 
We’re fightin’ ’ganist injustice,  
we shall not be moved. (2x) 
Jus’ like a tree that’s planted by the water, 
We shall not be moved. 
No, no, no! 
 
We’ll march till we see vict’ry, we shall not be 
moved (2x) 
 
Jus’ like a tree that’s planted by the water, 
We shall not be moved. (3x) 

Would You Harbor Me  
Music and lyrics by Dr. Ysaye Barnwell             
  
Would you harbor me? 
Would I harbor you? 
Would you harbor me? 
Would I harbor you? 
Would you harbor a Christian, a Muslim, a Jew 
a heretic, convict or spy? 
Would you harbor a run away woman, or child, 
a poet, a prophet, a king? 
Would you harbor an exile, or a refugee, 
a person living with AIDS? 
Would you harbor a Tubman, a Garrett, a Truth 
a fugitive or a slave? 
Would you harbor a Haitian Korean or Czech, 
a lesbian or a gay? 
Would you harbor me? 
Would I harbor you? 
Would you harbor me? 
Would I harbor you? 
 
 
Ergen Deda  
Traditional Bulgarian song, arr. by Petar Lyondev 
Translation:  

The old bachelor, red-bachelor 
Like this and like that, 
Wearing his kalpak (peasant hat) sideways, 
Tipped up and down, he went to the village 
And joined the dance next to the young ladies. 
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México Lindo Y Querido 
Traditional, music by Jesus “Chucho” Monge 
Arranged by Sergio Cano, adapted by Jane Ramseyer Miller 
 
Description from Sergio Cano:  
This song is about deep love of country, We say, “If I die in a foreign land, say I was asleep and transfer my 
body back to Mexico, so I can be buried in my home that I love more than anything.” 
 
Translation:  
The voice of my guitar when the morning awakes 
wants to sing its joy to my Mexico homeland. 
I sing to its volcanoes, to its meadows which are like talismans of the love of my life. 
 
Mexico beautiful and beloved, if I die far from you 
May they say I’m asleep and may they bring me back here (to Mexico) – 2x 
 
Mexico beautiful and beloved, if I die far from you 
May they bury me in the mountains at the foot the magueyales 
And may this soil cover me in the cradle (birthplace) of the upright. 
 
The voice of my guitar when the morning awakes 
wants to sing its joy to my Mexico homeland. 
I sing to its volcanoes, to its meadows which are like talismans of the love of my life. 
 
 
Lumberjack Chorus (from Paul Bunyan) 
Music by Benjamin Britten, lyrics by W.H. Auden 
 
Paul Bunyan: Welcome and sit down. We have no time to waste. 
The trees are waiting for the axe, and we must all make haste.  
So who shall be the foreman to set in hand the work, 
To organize the logging and see men do not shirk? 
 
Chorus of Swedes: I, I, I, I,  Why? 
Paul: What are your names? 
 
Chorus of Swedes: Cross Crosshaulson, Jen Jenson, Pete Peterson, Andy Anderson 
 
Paul: In your opinion which of you, which one would be the best to be the leader of the few and govern all the 
rest.  
 
Lumberjacks: I. Why? Who? You!  (repeats) 
Oh! No, me! Oh, he!  (repeats) 
Yah! Bah! Yah! Bah! Yah! 
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Swedish Lumberjack:  
My birthplace was in Sweden, it’s a very long way off.  
My appetite was hearty buy I couldn’t get enough;  
When suddenly I heard a roar a cross the wide blue sea, 
“I’ll give you steak and onions if you’ll come and work for me.” 
 
Lumberjacks: 
We rise at dawn of day, We’re handsome, free and gay. 
We’re lumberjacks with saw and axe 
Who’re melting the forest away. 
 
French Lumberjack:  
In France I wooed a maiden with an alabaster skin, 
But she left me for a fancy chap who played the violin; When just about to drown myself a voice came from 
the sky, 
“There’s no one like a lumberjack to catch a maiden’s eye.” 
 
Lumberjacks: 
We rise at dawn of day, We’re handsome, free and gay. 
We’re lumberjacks with saw and axe 
Who’re melting the forest away. 
 
German Lumberjack:  
Oh, long ago in Germany when sitting at my ease, 
There came a knocking at my door and it was the police. 
I tiptoed down the backstairs and a voice to me did say, 
“There’s freedom in the forests out in North Americay.” 
 
Lumberjacks: 
We rise at dawn of day, We’re handsome, free and gay 
We’re lumberjacks with saw and axe 
With saw and axe, we’re lumberjacks! 
 
British Lumberjacks: 
In Piccadilly Circus I stood waiting for a bus 
I thought I heard the pigeons say,  
“Please run away with us.” 
To a land of opportunity with work and food for all 
Especially for lumberjacks in Winter and in Fall. 
 
Lumberjacks: 
We rise at dawn of day 
We’re handsome, free and gay 
We’re lumberjacks with saw and axe, 
Who’re melting the forests away.  
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SANCTUARY Set TWO 

 
Alhamdoulilla 
Arr. By Laura Hawley 
 
Al-ḥamdu lillāh ْمد هلل

َ
 is an Arabic phrase  الح

meaning "Praise be to God." It is frequently used 
by Muslims of every background, but is spoken by 
Arabic-speaking Christians and Jews. 
 
Over 1450 years old, Tala‘ al-Badru ‘Alaynā  طلع 
 is a traditional Islamic song. Some say it  علينا البدر
was first sung to Islamic prophet Muhammad after 
he was forced to leave his hometown of Mecca. 
 The full moon rose over us  علينا البدر طلع
 ‘From the valley of Wada  الوداع ثنيات من
 And it is incumbent upon us to show  علينا الشكر وجب
gratitude 
 For as long as anyone in existence calls  داع هلل دعى ما
out to Allah 
 
French lyric translation:  
Let's sing 
To live is to love 
To love is to understand 
To understand is to share 
To share is to give 
To give is to love 
To love is to live 
 
 
Rest for a Soul  
Traditional, arr. by Hussein Janmohamed 
Arabic: O Allah, may your peace be upon 
Muhammad and his progeny 
Latin: Give us peace 
 
 

Soomaaliyeey toosoo (Somalia Wake Up) 
Music and lyrics by Ali Mire Awale & Yuusuf Xadan 
Cilmi Qabille 
 
Translation: 
Somalia wake up,  
wake up and join hands together  
and we must help the weakest  
of our people all of the time  
 
 
Danny Boy (Old Irish Air)  
Arr. by Mark Hayes, lyrics by Fred E. Weatherly 
 
Oh, Danny Boy, 
The pipes, the pipes are calling from glen to glen, 
And down the mountainside, The summer’s gone 
And all the roses falling;  
it’s you, it’s you must go, and I must bide. 
 
But come ye back when summer’s in the meadow, 
Or when the valley’s hushed and white with snow. 
It’s I’ll be here in sunshine or in shadow 
Oh, Danny Boy, oh Danny Boy, I love you so! 
 
But when ye come and all the flowers are dying 
If I am dead, as dead I well may be, 
Ye’ll come and find the place where I am lying 
And kneel and say and “Ave” there for me, 
 
And I shall hear though soft you tread above me 
And all my grave will warmer, sweeter be 
For you will bend and tell me that you love me 
And I shall sleep in peace until you come to me! 
 
And I shall hear though soft you tread above me, 
And all my grave will warmer, sweeter be, 
For you will bend and tell me that you love me, 
And I shall sleep in peace until you come to me 
Come to me! 
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Nibi Water Song 
Music and lyrics by Dorene Day 
 
Nibi gi zah-geh-i-goo 
Gi me-gwetch wayn neh-mi–goo 
Gi zah wayn neh-mi-goo 
Translation:  

Water, we love you 
We thank you 
We respect you 

 
 
Street Dance 
Music and lyrics by Catherine Dalton 
 
Last night I had a dream. 
I saw all the people dancing in the street. 
They were all holding hands and moving their feet. 
They were dancin’, they were movin’ to the rhythm of the beat. 
They were swingin’ they were groovin’ 
to the rhythm of the beat. 
 
There were mommas and daddies, sisters and brothers, 
grandmas and grandpas, cousins, uncles and aunts. 
They were all holding hands and moving their feet. 
They were dancin’, they were movin’ to the rhythm of the beat. 
They were swingin’ they were groovin’ 
to the rhythm of the beat. 
 
The people were dancing across the land, 
from Indonesia to Kenya, from Peru to Japan. 
They were all holding hands and moving their feet. 
They were dancin’, they were movin’ to the rhythm of the beat. 
They were swingin’ they were groovin’ 
to the rhythm of the beat. 
 
I woke up this morning, stepped into the street. 
There was nobody dancing, no one moving their feet. 
I held out my hand, a stranger to greet. 
Soon two were dancing, two were moving to the rhythm of the beat. 
Then four were dancing, four were moving to the rhythm of the beat. 
Then more were dancin’, more were movin’, 
People ‘cross the land were joining their hands and dancin’ 
to the rhythm of the beat. 
Copyright © Catherine Dalton 
 
 

http://www.catherinedalton.net/
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I Come From Good People  
Music by Robert Seeley, lyrics by Philip Littell 
 
I come from good people.   
I have journeyed far from them.   
My mother and I are two of a kind  
and I wear my father’s face.  
But I have left them far behind, 
We will meet in another place. 
 
I, too, come from good people; I still live among 
them. My family are neighbors,  
and my neighbors are my family 
If you do not come from good people, come to us 
There are good people 
 
I come, I come, I come from good people 
I have journeyed far from them 
My father and I, My mother. We don’t know why  
 
Reunion 
Music by William Brueggemann,  
lyrics by Chue Thew Yang 
 
Translation: We work hard,  
We already know this life has so much pain 
But when I think of my family I know that 
We are happy together. 
 
When I was young, I didn’t know how to empathize 
When I was young, I knew you were the one who 
helped us 
You are the one who taught us to be good 
I don’t have anything to give you 
I want to say one small thing to you 
I want to say thank you 
Thank you for helping me 
I am happy that we are together 
 
Now I am not a child 
I think of the future ahead and I just want to say 
We work hard,  
We already know this life has so much pain 
But when I think of my family I know that 
We are happy together. 
 

Journey Home 
Music by Abbie Betinis, poem by Erik Halvorson 
 
Translation of spoken text:  

A place…a home…our home.  
A place we can call our own, make our own. 
A place to live, grow, and be. 
A piece of us we share with the world. 
A piece of our hearts we bring to the community. 
A world of comfort, and a world of calm. 
A world…of love. 

 
Sung: A place, a place to live, a place to grow, and 
be.  
A place, dream, and love 
 
An end, an end to a journey, 
But still we’re just beginning: 
A place with you, A place to start anew. 
 
A home, un hogar 
a home is our own, nuestro propia hogar, 
Yet so much more, y mucho mas 
a world, un mundo, un mundo, 
 
A world, un mundo,  
A world we’ll learn, aprenderemos, 
A world we’ll bring, Lo traeremos,  
To share, para compartir 
 
A world of comfort, of calm 
The hope of our family, a place of love,  
of wonder from above 
 
A place, a place we’ll grow, 
A place we’ll learn, and share 
 
A place to call our own,  
To make our own, 
Our home. 
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You Will Be Found 
Music and lyrics by Benj Pasek & Justin Paul 
Arr. by Mac Huff 
 
Have you ever felt like nobody was there?  
Have you ever felt forgotten in the middle of 
nowhere?  
Have you ever felt like you could disappear?  
Like you could fall and no one would hear.   
So let that lonely feeling wash away  
‘Cause maybe there’s a reason to believe you’ll be 
okay.  
‘Cause when you don’t feel strong enough to stand  
You can reach, reach out your hand 
 
And oh, someone will come runnin’ 
And I know they’ll take you home 
 
Even when the dark comes crashin’ through,  
When you need a friend to carry you 
And when you’re broken on the ground, 
You will be found 
So let the sun come streamin’ in, 
‘cause you’ll reach up and you’ll rise again. 
Lift your head and look around, 
You will be found (4x) 
You will be found 
 
There’s a place where we don’t have feel unknown 
And ev’ry time that you call out 
You’re a little less alone 
If you only say the word 
From across the silence your voice is heard,  
Oh, someone will come runnin’ 
Oh, to take you home, to take you home 
Someone will come runnin’ to take you home 
 
Even when the dark comes crashin’ through, 
When you need a friend to carry you, 
When you’re broken on the ground 
You will be found 
So let the sun come streamin’ in, 
‘Cause you’ll reach up and you’ll rise again. 
If you only look around, you will be found 
You will be found 
 

 
Out of the shadows the morning is breaking  
 
And all is new, all is new. 
It’s fillin’ up the empty and suddenly I see 
That all is new, all is new. 
 
You are not alone (6x) 
You are not, you are not alone, you are not alone. 
 
Even when the dark comes crashin’ through,  
when you need someone to carry you.   
When you’re broken on the ground, You will be 
found  
so let the sun come streamin’ in, 
‘cause you’ll reach up and you’ll rise again 
If you only look around you will be found 
Even when the dark comes crashin’ through 
You will be found  
When you need someone to carry you 
You will be found, You will be found. 


