Opening Medley No. 4 (Old Time – Pub Scene)
Chairman’s “welcome” (courtesy of Tom Howard/Collin Pollard):

(chairman sings)

Welcome, Welcome, tonight our wonderful company

Present for you a pot-pouri recalling days of yore

Welcome, Ladies, and all you elegant gentlemen

The lassies and lads, the mums and dads

You’ve got a treat in store for

This is not our usual type of show you know but

It will be, just your cup of tea

It’s a frolic, it’s a tonic, it’s a night on the spree so

Welcome, Welcome, put your hands together

And meet the so-ci-e-ty

Travelling back in time it’s true

Bringing the good old days to you

Here they come - - -

Eve-ry one - - -

Welcome the company


(company sings)
Roll out the barrel, we’ll have a barrel of fun

Roll out the barrel, we’ve got the blues on the run

Sing boom tar ra ra, we’ll have a song of good cheer

Now’s the time to roll the barrel, ‘cos the gangs all here

Come, come, come and make eyes at me 

Down at the old Bull and Bush (na na na na na)

Come, come, drink some port wine with us

Down at the old Bull and Bush

Hear the little German band (ta da da da da da da)

Come let me hold your hand dear

Do, do, come and have a drink or two down at the old Bull and Bush

(repeat chorus)
(Men sing)

Daisy, Daisy, give me your answer do

I’m half crazy all for the love of you

It won’t be a stylish marriage, I can’ afford a carriage

But you’ll look sweet, upon the seat

Of a bicycle made for two

(all sing)

Daisy, Daisy, give me your answer do

I’m half crazy all for the love of you

It won’t be a stylish marriage, I can’ afford a carriage

But you’ll look sweet, upon the seat

Of a bicycle made for two

(solo)

I’m one of the ruins that Cromwell knocked about a bit

One of the ruins that Cromwell knocked about a bit

In the gay old days, well, there used to be some doings

No wonder that the poor old Abbey went to ruins

Those who study history sing and shout of it

Never before has there been any doubt of it

Outside the Cromwell Arms last Saturday night

I was one of the ruins that Cromwell knocked about a bit

(solo)

My old man said, "Follow the van, don't dilly dally on the way!"
Off went the cart with the home packed in it,
I walked behind with me old cock linnet.
But I dillied and dallied, dallied and dillied,
Lost the van and don't know where to roam.
You can't trust the specials like the old-time coppers
When you can't find your way home.
(all sing)

My old man said, "Follow the van, don't dilly dally on the way!"
Off went the cart with the home packed in it,
I walked behind with me old cock linnet.
But I dillied and dallied, dallied and dillied,
Lost the van and don't know where to roam.
You can't trust the specials like the old-time coppers
When you can't find your way home.
(solo)

Where did you get that hat

Where did you get that tile?

Isn’t it a knobby one and just the proper style

I should like to have one just the same as that

Wherever I go they’d shout “hello”

Where did you get that hat?

(all sing)

Where did you get that hat

Where did you get that tile?

Isn’t it a knobby one and just the proper style

I should like to have one just the same as that

Wherever I go they’d shout “hello”

Where did you get that hat?

(solo)

Boiled beef and carrots,

Boiled beef and carrots.

That's the stuff for your "Derby Kel"

It makes you fit and keeps you well.

Don't live like vegetarians,

On food they give to parrots.

From morn till night, blow out your kite,

On boiled beef and carrots!
(all sing)

Boiled beef and carrots,

Boiled beef and carrots.

That's the stuff for your "Derby Kel"

It makes you fit and keeps you well.

Don't live like vegetarians,

On food they give to parrots.

From morn till night, blow out your kite,

On boiled beef and carrots!
(solo)

"Any old iron any old iron any any old, old iron?

  You look neat - talk about a treat,

  You look dapper from your napper to your feet.

  Dressed in style, brand new tile,

  And your father's old green tie on,

  But I wouldn't give you tuppence for your old watch chain,

  Old iron, old iron?"
(all sing)

"Any old iron any old iron any any old, old iron?

  You look neat - talk about a treat,

  You look dapper from your napper to your feet.

  Dressed in style, brand new tile,

  And your father's old green tie on,

  But I wouldn't give you tuppence for your old watch chain,

  Old iron, old iron?"
Maybe it's because I'm a Londoner,
That I love London so.
Maybe it's because I'm a Londoner
That I think of her wherever I go.
I get a funny feeling inside of me
Just walking up and down.
Maybe it's because I'm a Londoner
That I love London Town. (get off me barrer)

That I – Love – Lon – don – town (How’s that)
