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Our Vioar ‘o aog to me, “Now QGarge,

Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha.
Is honewt and your 'eurt in lnrge,

Hu, ha, ho, ha, ha, ha,
Ot bo aettin® up a ta{flo for poor old Wldt;w (’}uuhurl, |

And you must tnke u tioket for the prize, it is a swtunnor!”
Ot woz," What should Of do with the old Indy If O won rer?”
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, hal
Chorun,

Your faoe

U
Thoy bo gettin' up a prosent for the bloke as wuns our Mayor,
Ha, ha, ha, ba, ha, ha.
A great gold ohuln and collar fur the poor old chap to woar.
Ha, ha, ha, hu, ha, ha.
But Ol nover gavé 'em nothin' for with it Ol don't agroe.
A grout big chain and ovullar— woll It doan't zeem right to me.
Oid sooner zue the poor old fellow runnin' loose and free,
Ha, he, ha, ha, ha, hal

CAorus,
4

Mol grandfather asked Ol to stay along of 'e,
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha.
And us gote into a buws, the olty sights to woe. .
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ba, ha.
Us wae standin' noar thy door, 'cos us wusn't goln' far,
The oonduotor comes and says “Now thon, pass far{Aer up the our™.
Ol says “This tsn't father, this ‘vre bloke's moi grandpapal”
Hu, ha, ha, ha, ha, hal
Chorus.,
)]
O1 gode Into a rostaurong whon Of was up in town,
Ha, ha, ha, ha, hu, ba.
But they didn't give Oi much, though Ol puid 'em 'arf-a-orown.
_ Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha,
Ol ordured ohop and tators, and brussul sprouts and toa,
“Ow did you find your.chop, zur?” the old waiter sald to me.
"“Well, Ot moved that bruwscl sprout aside and there it was, you eeo,
Hu, ha, ha, ha, ha, hal

Cknruni.
{%

On Wednesday last Ol waw travellin' in the train,
. Ha, hu, ha, ha, ha, ha.
A bloku 'o pute the winder up, Of puts it down ugaln. _
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha.
Onoce more 'e shuts it up, Of puts it down samoe way,
'E suys ‘'‘What be you playin' at, you country bumpkin, eh?"
Oi says “Ol'm playin® DRAUGHTS, zur,and it's now your turn to play".
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, hal
Chorus.

ENCORE VERSE:
In the great big war Ol wus billotted in Franoe,
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha.
P4 Ol thought O1'd learn u bit of French there while Ol had the chunce.
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha.

Ono day Ol wsve'd u cow run right out [ ayard, g0 _
When the gif furmer and 'lv wife thought the gate was barred.

So Of runs up and Of soz Lo them“LE LAIT PROMENADE".
Hu, ha, ba, ha, ha, hal

< a T Chorus.



