Old Time Music Hall 4 – Track Listings
1.
Opening Medley 4







7:51


Welcome, Roll Out the Barrel, Old Bull and Bush, Daisy Daisy, I was one of the Ruins, 


Don't Dilly Dally, 
Where did you get that hat?, Boiled Beef and Carrots, Any Old Iron?, 


Maybe it's because I'm a Londoner 







2. 
Hello! Hello! Who's Your Lady Friend (Comedy male duet)



2:27








3.
Row, Row, Row
(Female comedy vocal – Ada Jones style)



3:00

4.
Yours (Female vocal – Vera Lynn style)





2:12

5.
California Here I Come (Male vocal – Al Jolson style)




1:25 

6. 
McNamara's Band (complete song – 3 verses)




2:35

7. 
When I Take my Morning Promenade (Female vocal - Matie Lloyd style)

3:42

8. 
Sweethearts medley 4







6:03

You'll never know, I'll get by, Always, Let the rest of the world go by,

Look for the silver lining 

9.
The Biggest Aspidistra in the World (Female comedy vocal – Gracie Fields style) 
3:10

10.
I Don't Want to Play in your Yard (Male/Female vocal duet)



3:04

11.
The Man Who Broke the Bank at Monte Carlo (Male comedy vocal – Charles Coborn)
2:30

12.
Seaside medley 1








2:40

By the Beautiful Sea' (2 x chorus) and 'I Do Like to be Beside the Seaside' (2 x chorus) 

13.
The Rose of Tralee (Male vocal - Traditional Irish)




2:35

14. 
My Yiddishe Momme (Female vocal - shortened Sophie Tucker version)


1:51

15.
Popsy Wopsy (Female comedy vocal - recreation of Sheila Steafel's


5:11


superb final appearance in The Good Old Days 1983 - includes her deliberate mistakes 




16. 
I Am the Very Model of a Modern Major General (Male comedy tong twister)

3:05

17. 
When I Grow Too Old to Dream (Female or low male vocal)



3:00

18.
Finale medley 4








5:52

I'm Leaning on a Lamp Post, Strolling, Underneath the Arches, 

Knees up Mother Brown, Show me the way to go home 



SCROLL DOWN TO SONG SHEET
1.
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)
2. Hello! Hello! Who’s Your Lady Friend? 2:27
Words by Worton David & Bert Lee
Music by Harry Fragson
Note: Shortened to 1st and 3rd verses. 

As sung by John Inman and Barry Howard on the BBC TV program

“The Good Old Days” 1975

Intro – 16 counts

(Verse 1)
Jeremiah Jones a lady's man was he.
Ev'ry pretty girl he loved to spoon:
Till he found a wife,
And down beside the sea.
Went to Margate for the honeymoon;
But when he strolled a long the promenade
With his little wife, just newly wed.
He got an awful scare
When someone strolling there,
Come up to him and winked and said.

(Chorus)

Hello! Hello! Who's your lady friend?
Who's the little girlie by your side?
I've seen you with a girl or two.
Oh! Oh! Oh! I am, surprised at you;
Hello! Hello! Stop your little games.
Don't you think your ways
You ought to mend?
It isn't the girl I saw you with at Brighton
Who? Who? Who's your lady friend?

[16 counts instrumental]

(Verse 3)

Jeremiah now has settled down in life.
Said Goodbye to frills and furbelows:
Never thinks of girls
Except his darling wife.
Always takes her ev'rywhere he goes,
By jove, why! There he is you naughty boy!
With a lady too you're rather free.
Of course you'll stake your life
The lady is your wife,
But tell me on the strict Q. T.

(Chorus)

Hello! Hello! Who's your lady friend?
Who's the little girlie by your side?
I've seen you with a girl or two.
Oh! Oh! Oh! I am, surprised at you;
Hello! Hello! Stop your little games.
Don't you think your ways
You ought to mend?
It isn't the girl I saw you with at Brighton
Who? Who? Who's your lady

Who? Who? Who's your lady

Who? Who? Who's your lady Friend!

3. Row, Row, Row 3:00
Lyrics by William Jerome
Music by Jimmie V. Monaco
Play on – 4 bars (counting 4/4)
Intro – 2 bars
(Verse 1)

Young Johnny Jones he had a cute little boat
And all the girlies he would take for a float
He had a girlie on the shore
Sweet little peaches by the score
But Johnny was a Weisen heimer, you know
His steady girl was Flo
And every Sunday afternoon
She'd jump in his boat
And they would spoon


(Chorus)
And then he'd row, row, row
Way up the river he would row, row, row
A hug he'd give her
Then he'd kiss her now and then
She would tell him when
They'd fool around and fool around
And then they'd kiss again
And then he'd row, row, row
A little further he would go, oh, oh, oh
Then he'd drop both his oars
Take a few more encores
And then he'd row, row, row


(2 bars intro to 2nd Verse)


Right in his boat he had a cute little seat
And every kiss he stole from Flo was so sweet
And he knew just how to row
He was a rowing Romeo
He knew an island where the trees were so grand
He knew just when to land
Then tales of love he'd tell to Flo
Until it was time for them to go


(Chorus)
And then he'd row, row, row
Way up the river he would row, row, row
A hug he'd give her
Then he'd kiss her now and then
She would tell him when
They'd fool around and fool around
And then they'd kiss again
And then he'd row, row, row
A little further he would go, oh, oh, oh
Then we'll drop both our oars
Take a round of applause
And then we'll go, go, go 
Play off/Bow – 4 bars (counting 4/4)
4. Yours 3:00
English lyrics by Jack Sherr

Music by Gonzalo Roig

Intro – 2 bars

Yours 'til the stars lose their glory
Yours 'til the birds fail to sing
Yours to the end of our life's story
This pledge to you dear, I bring

Yours in the grey of December
Here or on far distant shores

I've never loved anyone the way I love you
How could I, when I was born to be
Just yours

(Repeat chorus)

5. California Here I Come 1:25
Words and music by Bud De Sylva, Joseph Meyer & Al Jolson

Intro 5 bars (counting 4/4 time)


(Chorus)


California, Here I Come

Right back where I started from

Where bowers of flowers bloom in the spring

Each morning at dawning birdies sing at everything

A sunkissed miss said, "Don't be late!"

That's why I can hardly wait

Open up that golden gate

California, Here I Come


California, Here I Come

Right back where I started from

Where bowers of flowers bloom in the spring

Each morning at dawning birdies sing at everything

A sunkissed miss said, "Don't be late!"

That's why I can hardly wait

Open up that golden gate

California, Here I Come


California, Here I Come
6. McNamara's Band
Stamford/O’Connor
Vesre 1

Oh! Me name is McNamara, 
I'm the leader of the band. 
Although we're few in numbers 
We're the finest in the land. 
We play at wakes and weddings 
And at ev'ry fancy ball, 
And when we play to funerals 
We play the march from Saul.


(Chorus)
Oh! The drums go bang, 
And the cymbals clang, 
And the horns they blaze away; 
McCarthy pumps the old bassoon 
While I the pipes do play; 
And Hennessey Tennessee tootles the flute, 
And the music is somethin' grand; 
A credit to old Ireland is McNamara's band.

Verse 2

Oh! My name is Uncle Yulius and 
From Sweden have I come, 
To play with McNamara's band 
And bear the big bass drum, 
And when I march along the street 
The ladies think I'm grand 
They shout "There's Uncle Yulius 
Playing with an Irish band"

Verse 3
Oh! I wear a bunch of shamrocks 
And a uniform of green, 
And I'm the funniest looking Swede 
That you have ever seen.
There's O'Briens and Ryans 
And Sheehans and Meehans 
They come from Ireland, but by Yimminy 
I'm the only Swede in McNamara's band.
7. When I Take My Morning Promenade (Marie Lloyd – c. 1908)
Words by A. J. Mills 
Music by Bennett Scott
Intro – 4 bars

(Verse 1)

Since Mother Eve in the Garden long ago

Started the fashion, fashion's been a passion

Eve wore a costume we might describe as brief

Still every season brought its change of leaf.

She'd stare if she could come to town 

Oh! what would Mother Eve think of my new Parisian gown?

(Chorus)

When I take my morning promenade

Quite a fashion card, on the Promenade

Oh! I don't mind nice boys staring hard

If it satisfies their desire

Do you think my dress is a little bit

Just a little bit..... Well not too much of it,

Though it shows my shape just a little bit 

That's the little bit the boys admire

4 bars instrumental

(Verse 2)

Fancy the girls in the prehistoric days

Each wore a bearskin covering her fair skin,

Lately Salome has charmed us to be sure

Wearing some rows of beads and not much more

Fancy my dressing like that, too

The 'Daily Mirror' man would surely want an interview

(Chorus)

4 bars instrumental

(Verse 3)

I've heard my Grandmother wore the crinoline

Then came the bussle, Oh! it was a tussle

Women were tied up and loaded up with dress

Now, fashion plates decree we must wear less.

Each year our costume grows more brief

I wonder when we'll get back to the good old fashioned leaf?

(Chorus)

Play Off – 4 bars
8. Sweehearts Medley No. 4
You’ll never know just how much I miss you
You’ll never know just how much I care
And if I tried, I still couldn’t hide my love for you
You ought to know, for haven’t I told you so
A million or more times? 
You went away and my heart went with you
I speak your name in my evry prayer
If there is some other way to prove that I love you
I swear I don’t know how
Youll never know if you don’t know now
I'll get by As long as I Have you
Though there be rain And darkness too
I'll not complain I'll see it through
Though I may Be far away It's true
Say, what care I Dear, I'll get by
As long as I Have you
I'll be loving you always 
with a love that's true, always 
When the thing you've planned 
needs my helping hand, 
I will understand, always, always 

Days may not be fair, always 
Yeah but that's when I'll be there, always 
Not for just an hour, 
Not for just a day, 
Not for just a year, but always. 

I said that I'll be loving you, always 
with a love that's true, always. 
When the thing you've planned 
needs my helping hand, 
I will, I will understand, always, always
With someone like you, a pal good and true

I'd like to leave it all behind and go and find

Some place that's known to God alone

Just a spot to call our own

We'll find perfect peace, where joys never cease

Out there beneath a kindly sky

We'll build a sweet little nest somewhere in the west

And let the rest of the world go by
Look for the silver lining
when e'er a cloud appears in the blue.
Remember some where the sun is shining,
And so the right thing to do,
Is make it shine for you.

A heart, full of joy and gladness,
Will always banish sadness and strife.
So always look for the silver lining,
And try to find the sunny side of life.
9. The Biggest Aspidistra In The World 3:10
Words and Music by Jimmy Harper, Will E. Haines & Tommie Connor

Intro – 2 bars
(Verse 1)
For years we had an aspidistra in a flower pot
On the whatnot, near the 'at stand in the 'all
It didn't seem to grow 'til one day our brother Joe
Had a notion that he'd make it strong and tall

So 'e crossed it with an acorn from an oak tree
And 'e planted it against the garden wall
(Chorus 1)
It shot up like a rocket, 'til it nearly reached the sky
It's the biggest aspidistra in the world
We couldn't see the top of it, it got so bloomin' high
It's the biggest aspidistra in the world

When father's 'ad a skinful at his pub, 'The Bunch of Grapes'
He doesn't go all fighting mad and getting into scrapes
You'll find him in his bear-skin playing “Tarzan of the apes”
Up the biggest aspidistra in the world
(Verse 2)
We 'ave to get it watered by the local fire brigade
So they put the water rate up 'arf a crown
The roots stop up the drains, grow along the country lanes
And they come up 'alf a mile outside the town
Once we 'ired the Crystal Palace for an 'ot 'ouse
But a jealous rival went and burnt it down
(Chorus 2)
The Tom cats and the Moggies love to spend their evenings out
Up the biggest aspidistra in the world
They all begin meowing when the buds begin to sprout
From the biggest aspidistra in the world

The dogs line up for miles,and miles a funny sight to see
They sniff around for hours on end and wag their tails with glee
So I've 'ad to put a notice up to say it's not a tree
It's the biggest aspidistra in the world 

(Chorus 3)

It's getting worm and weary and its leaves are turning grey

It's the biggest aspidistra in the world

So we water it with 'alf a pint of Guiniss ev'ry day

It's the stoutest aspidistra in the world

The Borough Council told us that we've got to chop it down

It interferes with aeroplanes that fly above the town

So we sold it to a wood yard for a lousy 'arf a crown
It's the biggest aspidistra in the world

10. I Don’t Want To Play In Your Yard
Phillip Wingate & H W Petrie
(verse 1)

Once there lived side by side
Two little maids,
Used to dress just alike,
Hair down in braids,
Blue gingham pinafores,
Stockings of red,
Little blue bonnets
Tied on each pretty head.
When school was over,
Secrets they'd tell,
Whispering to themselves,
Down by the well.
One day a quarrel came,
Hot tears were shed:
"You can't play in our yard,"
But the other said:

(chorus)
"I don't want to play in your yard,
I don't like you anymore,
You'll be sorry when you see me,
Sliding down our cellar door,
You can't holler down our rain barrel,
You can't climb our apple tree,
I don't want to play in your yard
If you won't be good to me."


(verse 2)
Next day two little maids
Each other miss,
Quarrels are soon made up,
And sealed with a kiss,
Then hand in hand again,
Happy they go,
Friends all through life to be,
Loving each other so.
Soon school days pass away
Sorrows and bliss
But love remembers yet
That quarrel and kiss,
In sweet dreams of childhood,
We hear this cry:

(chorus)
"You can't play in our yard,"
And the other reply:
"I don't want to play in your yard,
I don't like you anymore,
You'll be sorry when you see me,
Sliding down our cellar door,
You can't holler down our rain barrel,
You can't climb our apple tree,
I don't want to play in your yard
If you won't be good to me."
11. The Man that Broke the Bank at Monte Carlo
Words and Music by Fred Gilbert

Intro – 4 bars (counting 4/4 time)

[Verse 1]
I've just got here through Paris
From the sunny southern shore;
I to Monte Carlo went
Just to raise my winter's rent
Dame Fortune smiled upon me
As she'd never done before
And I've now such lots of money, I'm a gent
Yes, I've now such lots of money, I'm a gent

[Chorus]
As I walk along the Bois Boo-long
With an independent air
You can hear the girls declare
"He must be a Millionaire."
You can hear them sigh and wish to die
You can see them wink the other eye
At the man who broke the bank at Monte Carlo

[Verse 2]
I stay indoors till after lunch
And then my daily walk
To the great Triumphal Arch
Is one grand triumphal march
Observed by each observer
With the keen-ness of a hawk
I'm a mass of money, linen, silk and starch
I'm a mass of money, linen, silk and starch
[Chorus]

[Verse 3]
I patronised the tables
At the Monte Carlo hell
'Til they hadn't got a sou
For a Christian or a Jew;
So I quickly went to Paris
For the charms of mad-'moiselle
Who's the lodestone of my heart - what can I do
When with twenty tongues she swears that she'll be true?

[Chorus] 

12, Seaside Medley 2:40
By the Beautiful Sea – Words by Harold Atteridge and Music by Harry Carroll

I Do Like to be Beside the Seaside – Words and Music by John Glover-Kind

Intro – 4 bars

By the sea, by the sea

By the beautiful sea

You and me, you and me

Oh how Happy we'll be

When each wave comes a-rolling in

We will duck or swim

And we'll float and fool around the water

Over and under

And then up for air

Pa is rich, Ma is rich

So now what do we care?

I love to be beside

Your side, beside the sea

Beside the seaside, by the beautiful sea

Repeat chrous

So just let me be beside the seaside

I'll be beside myself with glee

I do like to stroll upon the Prom, Prom, Prom

Where the brass bands play

Tiddely Om Pom Pom

Oh I do like to be beside the seaside

I do like to be beside the sea

And there's lots of girls beside

I should like to be beside

Beside the seaside

Beside the sea

Repeat chorus

13. The Rose of Tralee 2:35
Words by E Mordaunt Spencer    Music by Charles W Glover
Intro – 4 bars
The pale moon was rising above the green mountain,
The sun was declining beneath the blue sea;

When I strayed with my love to the pure crystal fountain,

That stands in the beautiful Vale of Tralee.

She was lovely and fair as the rose of the summer,

Yet 'twas not her beauty alone that won me;

Oh no, 'twas the truth in her eyes ever dawning,

That made me love Mary, the Rose of Tralee.

The cool shades of evening their mantle were spreading,

And Mary all smiling was listening to me;

The moon through the valley her pale rays was shedding,

When I won the heart of the Rose of Tralee.

Though lovely and fair as the Rose of the summer,

Yet 'twas not her beauty alone that won me;

Oh no, 'twas the truth in her eyes ever dawning,
That made me love Mary the Rose of Tralee.
14. My Yiddishe Momme 4:22
Words by Jack Yellen    Music by Jack Yellen and Lew Pollack
(verse)

Of things I should be thankful for, 
I've had a goodly share; 
And as I sit here in the comfort, 
Of a cozy chair; 
My fancy takes me to a humble, 
East-side tenement; 


Three flights up in the rear, 
To where my childhood days were spent.

It wasn't much like paradise, 
But mid the dirt and all; 
There sat the sweetest angel, 
One that I fondly call; 
A Yiddishe Momme, 
(chorus)
My Yddishe momme 
I need her more than ever now 
My Yddishe momme 
Id like to kiss her wrinkled brow 
I long to hold her hand once more 
As in days gone by 
And ask her to forgive me 
For things I did that made her cry 

How few were her pleasures 
She never cared for fashion styles 
Her jewels and her treasures 
She found them in her babys smiles 
Oh I know that I owe what I am today 
To that dear little lady whos gone away 
To that wonderful Yddishe momme 
momme, momme of mine

(chorus – in Yiddish)
 A yiddishe mamma, 
Nisht du kein besser in der welt. 
A yiddishe Mamma 
Oy vey tzis bisser ven zie fehlt, 
Vie shayn und lichtig tzis in Hois, 
Ven die mama's du, 
Vie traurig finster tzvert, 
Ven Gott nehmt ihr oyf Oylam habu. 

In vasser und fayer, 
Vollt sie geloffn fahr ihr kind, 
Nisht halt'n ihr tayer. 
Dos iz geviss der greste Zind. 
Oy vie gliklach und raych 
Is der Mensch vus hut, 
Az a tayere matune geschenkt fun Gott, 
Wie an altechke Yiddishe Mamma, 
Mamma, oy Mamme mein. 
15. Popsy Wopsy (The Good Old Days 1983) 5:11
Words and Music by Mills –Scott – written for male solo c1881

Lyrics adapted by Sheila Steafel

Note: This arrgt. follows carefully the Youtube version of Sheila Steafel 

in her final performance of this song on “The Good Old Days”. 
Play on - 4 bars

“laughs”

Intro - 4 bars +  another 4 bars

(Verse 1)

Popsy was a singer in a little revue

Sang the sort of ditties that the people all knew

Every night they used to turn the limelight strong

On someone’s face as she sang her song.

Popsy loved her job but every once in a while

She thought it would be such bliss

If the limelight would find

A man both good and kind

And he’d murmur something like this:

CHORUS :

Sing to me, my little Popsy Wopsy

Turn the limelight right on me (please Popsy Wopsy)

When on that stage you come

My little heart beats

Just like a drum. (dah dah)

I shall dream about you all night tonight

You’re the sweetest girl I’ve seen.

I would kiss you my Popsy

But there’s one thing stops me

Those footlights in between.

“Applause”

Intro – 4 bars + 2 bars  (Popsy Wopsy comes in too early!!!)

 

(Verse 2)

Popsy fixed her eye upon an old boy one night

Sitting in the stalls with not a lady in sight

When she sang her loving song he looked entranced

She knew it wasn’t the way she danced.

That same evening to the stage door he sent a note

Which read: Oh Popsy my pet,

Though I’m seventy one

We could have lots of fun.

There’s life in the old mongrel yet!

CHORUS

“Applause”

Intro – 4 bars (Popsy Wopsy gets it right!!)

(Verse 3)

Popsy still sings ditties on that stage every night

Though she may not be a star she’s doing all right

And when Johnnies think that they are sure to score

And wait for her at the backstage door

She appears in furs to keep her safe from the cold

And if some masher should shout:

I’ve some champagne on ice,

She’ll say Well, ain’t that nice

But daddy won’t let me go out!

CHORUS

Followed immediately by fast bow music! – 18 bars

(Music stops but Popsy continues singing by mistake)

“one thing stops me, one thing stops me…  tween!”

Followed by play off music – 4 bars
16. I Am The Very Model Of A Modern Major General 
(The Pirates of Penzance)
Words by W S Gilbert
Music by Arthur Sullivan

I am the very model of a modern Major-General,
I've information vegetable, animal, and mineral,
I know the kings of England, and I quote the fights historical
From Marathon to Waterloo, in order categorical;
I'm very well acquainted, too, with matters mathematical,
I understand equations, both the simple and quadratical,
About binomial theorem I'm teeming with a lot o' news,
With many cheerful facts about the square of the hypotenuse.

CHORUS

I'm very good at integral and differential calculus;
I know the scientific names of beings animalculous:
In short, in matters vegetable, animal, and mineral,
I am the very model of a modern Major-General.

CHORUS

I know our mythic history, King Arthur's and Sir Caradoc's;
I answer hard acrostics, I've a pretty taste for paradox,
I quote in elegiacs all the crimes of Heliogabalus,
In conics I can floor peculiarities parabolous;
I can tell undoubted Raphaels from Gerard Dows and Zoffanies,
I know the croaking chorus from the Frogs of Aristophanes!
Then I can hum a fugue of which I've heard the music's din afore,
And whistle all the airs from that infernal nonsense Pinafore.

CHORUS

Then I can write a washing bill in Babylonic cuneiform,
And tell you ev'ry detail of Caractacus's uniform:
In short, in matters vegetable, animal, and mineral,
I am the very model of a modern Major-General.

CHORUS

In fact, when I know what is meant by "mamelon" and "ravelin",
When I can tell at sight a Mauser rifle from a javelin,
When such affairs as sorties and surprises I'm more wary at,
And when I know precisely what is meant by "commissariat",
When I have learnt what progress has been made in modern gunnery,
When I know more of tactics than a novice in a nunnery--
In short, when I've a smattering of elemental strategy,
You'll say a better Major-General has never sat a gee.

CHORUS

For my military knowledge, though I'm plucky and adventury,
Has only been brought down to the beginning of the century;
But still, in matters vegetable, animal, and mineral,
I am the very model of a modern Major-General.

CHORUS 
17. When I Grow Too Old To Dream (The Night is Young 1935) 3:00 min
Words by Oscar Hammerstein 2nd     Music by Sigmund Romberg
(Verse 1)

We have been gay going our way

Life has been beautiful, we have been young

After you’ve gone, life will go on

Like an old song that we’ve sung
(Chorus)
When I grow too old to dream

I’ll have you to remember

When I grow too old to dream

Your love will live in my heart
So kiss me my sweet

And so let us part

And when I grow too old to dream

That kiss will live in my heart

(Verse 2)

After you've gone, life will go on

Time will be tenderly melting our tears

Yet will I find you in my mind

Beckoning over the years

(Chorus)

When I grow too old to dream

I'll have you to remember

When I grow too old to dream

Your love will live in my heart
So kiss me my sweet

And so let us part

And when I grow too old to dream
That kiss will live in my heart

18. Finale Medley (Cockney) 5:52
I'm leaning on a lamp, maybe you think, I look a tramp,
Or you may think I'm hanging 'round to steal a motor-car.
But no I'm not a crook, And if you think, that's what I look,
I'll tell you why I'm here, And what my motives are.

I'm leaning on a lamp-post at the corner of the street,
In case a certain little lady comes by.
Oh me, oh my, I hope the little lady comes by.
I don't know if she'll get away, She doesn't always get away,
But anyhow I know that she'll try. 
Oh me, oh my, I hope the little lady comes by,
There's no other girl I would wait for, But this one I'd break any date for,
I won't have to ask what she's late for, She wouldn't have to leave me flat, 
She's not a girl like that.
Oh, she's absolutely wonderful, and marvelous and beautiful.
And anyone can understand why,
I'm leaning on a lamp-post at the corner of the street
In case a certain little lady passes by.
Strolling, just strolling, 

In the cool of the evening air, 

I don't envy the rich in their automobiles, 

For a motor car is phoney. 

I'd rather have Shanks's pony, 

When I'm strolling, just strolling, 

With the light of the moon above, 

Ev'ry night I go out strolling, 

And I know my luck is rolling, 

When I'm strolling with the one I love.

Underneath the Arches
I dream my dreams away.
Underneath the arches,
On cobblestones I lay.
Ev'ry night you'll find me,
Tired out and worn.
Happy when the daylight comes creeping,
Heralding the dawn.
Sleeping when it's raining,
And sleeping when it's fine,
I hear the trains rattling by above.
Pavement is my pillow,
No matter where I stray.
Underneath the Arches
I dream my dreams away.

Knees up Mother Brown

Knees up Mother Brown

Under the table you must go

Ee-aye, Ee-aye, Ee-aye-oh 

If I catch you bending

I'll saw your legs right off

Knees up, knees up

Never get the breeze up

Knees up Mother Brown

Oh my, what a rotten song

What a rotten song

What a rotten song

Oh my, what a rotten song

And what a rotten singer

Too-oo-ooh

Knees up Mother Brown

Under the table you must go

Ee-aye, Ee-aye, Ee-aye-oh 

If I catch you bending

I'll saw your legs right off

Knees up, knees up

Never get the breeze up

Knees up Mother Brown

Show me the way to go home
I'm tired and I wanna go to bed
I had a little drink
About an hour ago
And it went straight to my head
Where ever I may go
On land, or sea, or snow
You can always hear me
Singing this song
Show me the way to go home 

Show me the way to go home 

------------------------------------

Recommended after the last song is my “Finale Reprise” track which consists of one chorus of “Wish me luck” leading straight into one chorus of “We’ll Meet Again”. A wonderfully nostalgic finish to the evening.
