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“Four Successes”by GREATREX NEWMAN.

(Author of “Odds and Ends” and“More Odds and Ends” Concert Party Albums).

SHALL US? S'LETS!
GREATREX NEWMAN. FRED CECIL.

_ THE EGG.
GREATREX NEWMAN. WOLSELEY CHARLES.

“tunie Lanrésn S9U8 by LESLIE HENSON.
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tel ——  And 'twas there I’d an egg for my break-fast, But I
““The 014 Brigade "
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Tune:“Poor old Joe
“Um humming, I'm humming,
Pm not new-laid I know;®
So turning to the gusping waiter 1 eald,*J=J-J=Jne.

Tune: ¢ Months and months and’ monthse)?
1 don’t suppore thir egg har been laid
For months and monthe and months,
Its calling-up notice has been delayed
For months and months and months.
1 think perhaps it war laid by rome extinet Dodo,
Ten! twenty! thirtyl forty! fifty years agol?”

¢t Dad.dy, do’t go down the pit"(B)Hal ~lo there,old toff, wonld you
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. Rightio then, old bean,

B. Best of luck, old sardine,
A. Ha,~ Hay— Hay-
B
od

2 ¥ 4
no, let’s both esfug- fIn

. Ha,- Ha,~ Ha,~ 3
. Shall us? B. S'lets.

‘3rd VERSE.
A. 1 love to reside at the jolly =ea-rlde,
B. And catch shrimps all day in a net.
A. V4 bathe, but P'm told that the water’a so cold,
B. It’s also most frightfully wet.

HURRICANE HISTORY.

WRITTEN BY CoMPOSED BY
GREATREX NEWMAN. FRED CECIL.
Suxa BY LEsLIE HENsON.
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th_t‘ry of onir na-tion. Now please 1n tu‘n, Read,mark and learn

- While I put through their paces,
Those dear old beans
The Kings and Queens—
Ax well an Jacks and Aces.

6"VERSE:~ Canute, we're told,

War weak #ud old,

And left this eyrth one Sunday,
He chore thir day
To pass away

To dodge cold meat on Monday.
Hiz widow, who
Insurance drew,

War courted for her boodley
She wed again
And told her swain,

¢ Ca-mute conld not ca-moadle.”

THE FINE OLD ENGLISH GENTLEMAN.

WRITTEN BY MUSiC ARRANGED BY
GREATREX NEWMAN. NEVILLE BOSWORTH.
Suxa BY ToM CLARE.
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should feel ver-y thankful that he’s moved to oth-er spheres; To

go and join the pro_phets he has left the prof. it . eer,
LAET. VERSE:-
‘He mever played lawn tennis on the local village green,
The Haypole that he danced around did nof sell margarine,
He pever heard of “auction; or at billiards made a break,
He never jazzed or two-stepped and his ¢shimmy » didn’t f¢xhake ??,
He never fed on frozen lamb month= after it was killed,
He npever needed Glaxo all his bonnie babes to bulld,
He pever read the murders in the Snnday Press each weck,
He pever knew that Wilfred once was lost by Pip and Squeak;

_Oh,that fine old English gentleman, -

£ He was a jolly good fellow, and so say all of ux,
Price 2[1 each post free.

TweLve HuMoRoUS RECITATIONS ForR LADIES BY GREATREX NEWMAN. Price 1/- nett.

Contents:- 1r Yov Cax. HeDm. Cows. Mrs.’Arris.  Borpit Bunys.
Tie Soxg oF THE— GENTLEMAN'S UNDERWEAR. Fiskes. BaBY. AN ALPHARETICAL RowmaNcE.

REYNOLDS & C°, 622, BERNERS STREET, LONDON, W.1.

A Toy TRAGEDY. BERTIE AND THE Pruates

A BCURLESQUE Drama.
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IT’S SOMETHING IN MY BLOOD.

MUSIC BY
CUTHBERT CLARKE.

WORDS BY
E. MAXWELL FARRER.

IN THE FORCE.

WORDS BY MUSIC BY
CLIFFORD GREY. T.C.STERNDALE-BENNETT.
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It’s reumething in my blood that makes me do it. |
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some - thing in

my blood that makes me do it,

P've always been a terror since the days | cut my teeth,
Iused to cut my finger nails as well

And I often played the truant; as a boy I'd wilful Wilys,
The teacher never knew— for it was in my holidays.
A fellow once was spoutiog, In the crowd I thought 17d go,

He eried “Are we downhearted?”? [t was me that answered €No.??

that’s a wrong Im_pression, why it’s slm_pl:- full of fuu.

In the Force— Oh! believe me, it’s the life,

Ia the Force— free from any care o strife;

A policeman’s just as happy as a sapdboy,

A statement that | know you will endorse.

Aud of course— We can put the Guards tu bed,

For smartness when we’re riding on a horse.
We like to stand and answer silly’ questions by the way,
Welll tell you what the time is balf a million times a day,
And ev'rybody knows we're all delighted with our pay,
In the Force. In the Force.

AND BESIDES-

WORDS BY
MARRIOTT NICKSON.

Once fn a Park upon a seat there sat a pretty miss, A
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¥
kunutty youth sat down be-side,and asked her for a kiss. “0h

MUSIC BY :
ARNOLD NICKSON.

LAUGHS.

WOHDS AND MUSIC BY MAURICE VINCE.
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no she said,“I shouldn’t think of an-y - thing like that,

[ think it’s like your impudence, 8o now yon've got it flat.
L never came across such cheek,” she auswered with a pout,
And besides — (Spoken) There are toa many folks about.

Twn gentlemen were sitting quizzing ladies at a dance,

“You see that awful creature there,”sald one,“Her name is Nance.
They say her busband is a brute, she flirts with all the men,
P’ll iutroduce you it yot like when she comes round again?®

REFRAIN. (imitating “ FLAPPER.”)

He. He. He. He. He. Ha. Ha!
Ha. Ha. Ha. Ha. Ha. Ha!

He. He. He. He. He, Ho. Hol
Do tell it me once more.
Ob what a funny story, Ha. Ha. Ha. Ha. Ha. Ha. Ha. Ha!

The other said,“l never did like dancing in my life,

Aud besides— SHE'’S MY WIFE.” .
Price 2/1 eac

Ha. Ha. Ha. Ha. Ha. Ha! Haw. Haw. Haw. Haw. Haw. Hawl!
(Last ‘verse includes“FLAPPER”“GUSSIE” and YOREL” imitations.)

h, post free.

MORE “MOUNTEBANKS MELODITIES

Contents: i. Tue Soxe oF THE MELODY MoXNut:25.(Opening Ch

3. Tue Soxe or THE CoMEDIAN. “The Stage Manager.”(Concerted). 4. TxE FiLy Diayaf
5. THe InproNPTU DUET FOR LADY AND GENTLEMAN. “SingHey, SingHo ” 6. TxE Co

Bodleian Libraries, University of Oxford (W Harding Mus.R 1832)

"BY LEONARD HENRY.

orus). 2. THE Soxe-CycLE.“Ins

2/2 post free.
pirations? (Concerted).
; ‘A Question of Colour.”
NCERTED NUMBER. “Coffee Stall Characters



THIS WONDERFUL ENGLAND OF 0URS.

WRITTEN AND COMPOSED BY

NELSON JACKSON.
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REFRAIN. (Twice after Eack Verse)
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There’s a land that is famous in story and song,—

A land to which everyone’s proud to belong.

It’s the home of the brave, and the land of the free,

And the name of it’s England,— what else could it be?
To live in this land is a glorious thing;
“Rule Britannia’s” the song that we all love to sing.

In this wonderful England of ours,—

The envy of all other Powers,
We boast of our freedom, and “boost” it a lot,
We sing songs about it, and why should we not?
For that’s about all the old freedom we’ve got

In this wonderful England of ours.

In this wonderful England of ours,—

The envy of all other Powers,
We’ve licensing magistrates,— awful old dubs,
When we're just getting cheery they close up the pubs,
And we're pinched by the polioe if we go-to night. clubs,

In this wonderful England of ours.

Our climate is all the world over renowned,—
We've fogs, and we've blizzards, and tempests abound.
And every year when the summer comes round,
The weather gets worse, and we’re frozen or drowned.
While thanks to repeated attacks of the “flu”
Our all-British noses. are red, white and blue.

In this wonderful England of ours— the envy of all other Powers—
When married life's tangled, and twisted, and twirled,
And in the Divorce Court the facts are unfurled,
We can get the “Tit-Bits” from the “News of the World”
In this wonderful England of ours.
In this wonderful England of ours— the envy of all other Powers —
We see funny sights at a cabaret show.
It isn’t the young ’uns who've got all the “go;”
It’s rorty old relics who're eighty, or so,—
In this wonderful England of ours.

We've pert politicians,— they’re all of ’em stars, —
In their speeches they give themselves medals with bars.
They hand out the “dope,” and if someone says “rats,”
They get on their hind legs, and talk through their hats.
And the “Daily Mail” tells us who's who and what's what,
And the things we should do, and the things we should not.
In this wonderful England of ours—the envy of all other Powers—
We've a certain great statesman,— he's wily and wise,
Though he wi// wear a hat of the wrong shape and size;
But perhaps he’s o blessing, and that’s his disguise—
In this wonderful England of ours. :
In this wonderful England of ours— the envy of all other Powers—
It'’s a home for ‘all nations, they’re here on the spot.
We're skinned by the Yank,and the Jew and the Scot,
And the jolly old Englishman pays for the lot
In this wonderful Fngland of ours.

R&C? 2386.
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FOUR SUCCESSES
BY :
Robert Rutherford and Harold Arpthorp.

QUEENIE, THE CARNIVAL QUEEN.
SuNe BY NELLIE WALLACE.
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REFRAIN.

I'm  Queenle, the Car-pi.val Queen, The fair.est in
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all the pro - ¢cess - lon, Each time [ ap-pear on the
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LISTENING INI!

List_ening inl—  List-en.ing ial— Eviry-body’s

=

List-en-ing in!

o

scene, That's whenthe plice take pos - sess - fom.
Enthrooed on my chariot with flow’re decked about,
My courtiers greet me with many a shout,
For some cry *Hail! Hall!® and there’s some ory for Btout
For Queenie, the Carnival Queen.

1st. VERBE:- You've heard of the King of the Carnival,
: Well! I am his beautiful Queen!
The vrowds in the street, they full oft their feet,
Whenever in. public I'm seen.
When robed in my gorgeous apparel,
The reddest red rores turn pale,
The sun goes ov strike, the moom gets the splke,
Bo that's why they bought me a veil.

mat-ter how.

List-en.ing inl—— Yon sim-ply must, no
There’s erystal sets and valve sets,and there's aerials by the seore,
And ev'ry day,in ev'ry way,there’s more and more and more.

And gooduess knows what people did with all their time before
They started Listening inl
18t VERSE:-

If you'll walk into our villuge any ev'nivg after tea,

You'll be surprieed ut what a lot of things you will uot sed.
There's not & mun for miler around no matter where you seeky
You!ll never see & woman though you search for hall a week.
No loving vouples arm in arm, no bobbies on their beats,

No groups of old inhabitants upon the rustiv seats,

No girls, no boys,no babiés, not a soul will meet the eye,
And if you askf*Where's all the folk?” the echo will reply:

AT-CHOO!

A Sneezine Dupe Soxa.

REFRAIN.

Ev-’lzy-i:o-dy tells be Pve a code,

i =

stare at be ad h]leatg‘]’c'a'u'm_g‘at @ code!” (at_chool]

Ad I burbur as I go,
“Thadks ode sock for rayig ro,
"Cuuse you see I did’t do
Pdgot a code.” (At-chooooo!)

_ 18t VERSE.
It doesd’t take a Sherlock Hobes to see I've got a code,
I've had it sidce it was a chill about ted sevods ode,

By dozv is workig overtibe, 1 sdiffle ad I sdeeze,

I cough ad croak, 1 bark ad choke, 1 stuffle ad I wheeze,
P’b perfectly aware of it— of that there is do duubt-

Yet ev’ry silly chubp I see bost kidly poidis it out.

WHEN I LIE IN BED AT NIGHT.
Sunag BY WILL GARDNER.

When 1 He io bed at night, after I've pat out the light,
I start to count my blessings one by one;

Number one’s my darling Ma, Number two's my dear old Pa,
And number three's my little brother Johoj

Number four’s a girl called May that I’ll marry one fine day—
The sooner and the better it will be;

Number five is for' my bed, where I lay my tired head,
And six stands for my dinner and my tea;

Number seven— that’s good health, number efght 1= all my wealth-
Although I know that I ain’t got a heap;

Number pine— well that's my dreams, for somehow it always seems
Before I get to ten— I~ fall agleep.

Price 2/1 each post free.

HUMOROUS INTERLUDES BY ROBERT RUTHERFORD.

Contents. 4. CorLoxEL CREWITT- SPoRTSMAN. R. CoMMoN OBJECTS OF THE SEA-SHORE.
5. SOME OLD FRIENDS IN NEW CLOTHES.

TENANTS. 4. BEHRTRAM ON BABIES.
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Price 1/1 post free.
3. BERTRAM ADDHESSES THE
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