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OUR BOAT 
There are four actors and one narrator who reads from the diary. May be a good 
idea to have several narrators. We can put movement into the passages that are 
narrated where appropriate. 
 
SCENE 1 REGENTS CANAL 2010 
ANNETTE stands looking at an old, dirty canal Boat. Next to her stands her 
boyfriend ALFIE 
 
ANNETTE 
I mean to say Alfie, other people get left houses or money - not me. A rotten old 
canal boat. 
 
ALFIE 
Come on girl, we can do it up, take people on trips on the canal. 
 
ANNETTE 
What for? So they look at dirty supermarket trolleys? 
 
ALFIE 
Who left it you? 
 
ANNETTE 
Mum. This is from her solicitor. 
 
She gives him a large envelope. He opens it and fishes inside pulling out an old 
hardback notebook. He hands it to her. She takes it and thumbs through it. 
 
ANNETTE 
It‟s a diary. 
 
ALFIE 
When‟s it start? 
 
ANNETTE 
Late 1800‟s. Started by Annie Laburnum. 
 
SCENE 2 1895 
She flips pages back to the beginning of the book. The narrator reads from the diary 
as Annette and Alfie stand together ostensibly reading. 
 
NARRATOR 1 
We buried my poor sweet Arthur this afternoon, poor little mite. I hope he is content 
with his grave, he always lived on the water after all.... 
 
ALFIE 
You mean they chucked the kid over the side? 
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ANNETTE 
Seems like. 
 
She turns some more pages 
 
ALFIE 
Wonder why? 
 
ANNETTE 
Funerals were expensive I suppose. 
 
A scarf is placed on Annette’s head. Alfie is given a cloth cap. Alfie stands aside. 
 
NARRATOR 1 
It hurt me to do it, but we have little enough money. Even though Alfred works, we 
are hungry most of the time. 
 
A girl comes on stage. She is LITTLE ANNIE 
 
LITTLE ANNIE 
Mum, mum, when‟s tea? 
 
ANNETTE 
Dad‟ll be home soon Annie. Where‟s our Bob? 
 
LITTLE ANNIE 
On the tow path. Go and play with him. 
 
Exit Little Annie 
Alfred/Alfie- with cap enters. 
 
ANNETTE 
Where‟s the food? 
 
ALFIE 
I got no wages. Boss said to come back in a couple of days. Might have some 
money 
then. 
 
ANNETTE 
We can‟t eat fresh air. 
 
ALFIE 
Annie, there‟s no work. 
 
ANNETTE 
What? 
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ALFIE 
Everything‟s being carried on the railways. He don‟t need us any more. 
 
Annette takes her scarf off. Alfie takes his cap off. They stand together holding the 
diary once more. 
 
NARRATOR 1 
So we had to put our little ones in St Leonards‟ workhouse. That terrible place, the 
stuff of nightmares. I have vowed to get them out. Bob drank himself into an early 
grave. I do what I can to survive. 
 
Alfie is turning a page in the diary. 
 
ALFIE 
That place at the end of Hoxton Street? A workhouse. 
 
Annette is skimming pages. 
 
ANNETTE 
Used to be. Looks like Bob made it back onto the boat though. 
 
SCENE 3 1914 
 
NARRATOR 2 
After mother and father died, Little Annie and I were all alone. The boat is mine. I 
found this diary and thought it only fit I continue it for mum‟s sake. She should not 
have taken her life, that is a sin. But with Dad gone, she was brought very low. Annie 
and I will find work, of that I am sure. This war will be over by Christmas. Annie will 
tend the boat until I return. 
 
ALFIE 
War? 
 
ANNETTE 
First world war. 
 
Annette/Annie is working away on the boat, she is shovelling. A man (Bob) wearing 
an army uniform appears. He has a walking stick and his eyes are covered with a 
bandage. 
 
BOB 
Annie, little Annie? 
 
Annie stops shovelling. 
 
ANNETTE 
Bob? 
 
BOB 
There you are. 
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They embrace. 
 
BOB 
You smell.... 
 
ANNETTE 
Of horses. I tend the horses now. What happened to you? 
 
BOB 
Mustard gas. Can‟t see a thing Annie, not a thing. 
 
SCENE 4 1920’S 
 
NARRATOR 3 
My brother Bob asked me to take over the diary. We have left the boat and live on 
dry land now. He works in the flower shop, his sight has made him sensitive and he 
makes wonderful Bouquets. I have married. Artie and I tend a shop, Sainsbury‟s in 
the market. We miss the boat horribly, but I have children now to distract me. 
 
Alfie and Annette (2010) on stage. 
 
ANNETTE 
There‟s blank pages. 
 
Alfie takes the book and looks through it. 
 
ALFIE 
Starts a bit later. See. 
 
ANNETTE 
Who is it? 
 
ALFIE 
Angie? 
 
ANNETTE 
Great Aunt Angie, I remember her. Always got a bit merry at do‟s and stood on the 
table singing. 
 
ALFIE 
Bit like you. 
 
They laugh 
 
SCENE 5 1940’S 
 
NARRATOR 4 
September 18th, 1940 and a terrible night I thought our chips were really up. Bombs 
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falling all around us. But somehow we came through. Somehow we got this old 
barge down to Limehouse to pick up the coal. Uncle Bob would have been proud 
seeing the old girl in war service. I‟m glad he left it to me. 
 
ALFIE 
Wasn‟t that dangerous, surely the German Bombers could see the boats easily? 
 
ANNETTE 
Yeah, I suppose. See this, I had no idea it was so bad. 
 
NARRATOR 4 
The Britannia theatre has gone, all of it. 2000 seats gone in the blink of an eye. 
Bodies lay everywhere on the street. May Hitler rot in hell. 
 
ALFIE 
She sounds a tough old bird. 
 
ANNETTE 
She was. 
 
She is flipping through the diary and stops. She starts to cry. Annette hands the diary 
to Alfie he reads. 
 
SCENE 6 2010 
 
NARRATOR 5 
I never told you I owned this, thought you‟d just laugh at me hanging on to the past. I 
used to play on the boat with Angie. She never had no kids, so left it to me.A 
thousand times I went to sell it, or torch it, but I couldn‟t. Especially not after finding 
this diary. Life‟s so fast today Annette, nobody has a minute to themselves. I‟m 
hoping you might find this old barge a kind new owner. Sorry its not made of gold but 
it‟s all I ever owned. Love Mum. 
 
ALFIE 
I suppose we could put it on e-bay. 
 
ANNETTE 
No. Let‟s keep it. 
 
ALFIE 
But you said...! 
 
ANNETTE 
She‟s right, mum. Let‟s put some time back into our lives. 
 
ALFIE 
Keep the diary going? 
 
ANNETTE 
I reckon. 
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BOXING THROUGH THE YEARS  

MC 

Ladies and Gentlemen, gather around for the first ever, I said first ever prize fight 

between our very own Daniel Mendoza, the Jew of Aldgate and Harry the 

Coalehaver In this year of grace 1790. A fight to the finish, last man standing wins.  

The bell is rung and the fighters commence fighting bare knuckle. They wrestle, kick 

and roll on the ground. There is no control over where punches land.  Daniel is much 

smaller than his opponent but boxes scientifically, parrying and ducking. 

Nevertheless Harry lands many a punch. The crowd jeers and shouts. The fighters 

back off. The bell is sounded 39 more times (or as near as). 

MC 

Round 40 and who ladies and gentlemen will it be? Who will walk off with the purse? 

Will it be Harry the slugger, or our ohhhh. 

Daniel lands a huge hit, laying his opponent flat. MC raises Daniels arm and the 

crowd cheers. 

The fighters put on boxing gloves. 

MC 

Ladies and gentlemen, I know, yes I know you think these new rules are a killjoy, but 

they are the London rules invented by our own dear Marquess Queensberry. (Cheer) 

And I know that you don‟t want to see more deaths than needed in the ring? (Boo- 

not sure) You want blood and guts all over the floor? (Cheer) You are philistines. In 

the year of our Lord‟s Grace 1867 and for the first time enclosed within a 24 foot ring 

and wearing gloves (Boo) welcome our intrepid fighters.  

They fight the bell goes to end round one. They stand/sit. Their faces are wiped. A 

huge boo goes up. 

MC 

They have to rest. (Louder boo) It is the rules.  

Crowd boos even more. A girl enters carrying a Lonsdale Belt in a parody of the 

bikini clad girls at wrestling matches. 

MC 

Ladies and gentlemen, welcome one and all to this unique event. For the first time 

ever the winner will be presented with the Lonsdale belt, named after that Earl who is 

the patron of the National Sporting Club (Cheer). It is made of 22 carat gold and if 

won twice by the same fighter he gets to keep it. 
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So in the year of our lords grace 1911 welcome the East End‟s very own Bombardier 

Billy Wells and Fred Storbeck who are fighting for the British empire heavyweight 

championship title. 

The fight goes on until the 11th round when Wells KO’s Storbeck. 

MC 

I could go on ladies and gentlemen about the contribution our wonderful boys from 

the East End have made to this glorious sport. I could mention Andretti, Magri, Lewis 

and many others. I will instead ask you to thank our own Hoxton boxers of today 

(Names of the boys) for their wonderful sporting spirit in entertaining us.  
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AN EDUCATION 
 
SCENE ONE 
A woman lies covered by a sheet on the barge. Next to her stands a man (JOE) his 
head is bowed. He carries a flat cap. Another man stands with Joe, he is JOHN and 
he has a hand on Joe’s shoulder to comfort him. Two pall bearers carry the body 
away (perhaps she 
can just disappear from view behind the stall). John exits. 
 
Joe picks up a bundle and rocks it. 
 
JOE 
And you don‟t even have a name yet. 
 
A dog comes on and starts yapping at Joe’s feet. 
 
JOE 
Shut up Bob. I said shut up. 
 
A girl SUSAN enters. 
 
SUSAN 
Where‟s mum? 
 
JOE 
I told you to stay with Aunt Jessie. 
 
SUSAN 
I missed our boat. Where is she? 
 
Joe hands Susan the baby. 
 
JOE 
We‟ll be off then. 
 
SUSAN 
Dad! 
 
JOE 
Leave it Susan. She‟s left us. 
 
They exit 
 
SCENE 2 
A group of children sit on the floor. They are about 11 years old. Each has a slate 
and a pice of chalk. A teacher stands he is MR JONES 
 
MR JONES 
Susan. 
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SUSAN 
One times 16 is sixteen, two time sixteen is 32. 
 
MR JONES 
Will. 
 
WILL 
Three times sixteen is 48, four time sixteen is 64. 
 
MR JONES 
Bob. 
 
The children start to laugh. 
 
WILL 
Bob the dog, named after a dog Bob. 
 
Mr Jones thwacks a cane on the deck of the boat. 
 
MR JONES 
Silence. 
 
BOB 
Five time sixteen is 80, six times sixteen is....is 
 
The class begins barking. Bob throws himself at Will they tussle. Mr Jones picks 
them up by the scruff of the neck. 
 
SCENE 3 
Bob stands with his father. 
 
JOE 
Wasn‟t his fault. 
 
MR JONES 
Perhaps not. But I need discipline on this boat. Do you know how lucky you are Bob 
to have an education? When will you be back? 
 
JOE 
A month, got goods to deliver. 
 
SCENE 4 
Joe is steering the boat. Bob and Susan and the dog sit at the stern. Suddenly Bob 
picks up the dog his namesake and throws it overboard. 
 
BOB 
I hate you, I hate you. 
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JOE 
Ere, what you doing? 
He sticks a hook over the side and pulls the dog back on board. The dog shivers and 
whimpers. Joe grabs Bob by the shoulders and shakes him. 
 
JOE 
Your mother must be wondering what she gave birth to. 
 
BOB 
Why don‟t she come and tell me then. Why‟d she leave us like that? 
 
SUSAN 
Yes Dad, where‟d she go? 
 
BOB 
Bet she‟s got another family; and I bet they ain‟t named after the dog. 
 
Joe puts Bob down, wraps the dog in a blanket and goes back to steering the boat. 
Bob calls out. 
 
BOB 
Six times sixteen is 96! See I knew, I knew. 
 
Susan grabs him and holds him. Joe ties up the boat. 
 
JOE 
Off to bed the two of you. 
 
SCENE 5 
Joe and John sit playing cards. Susan and Bob are asleep. 
 
JOHN 
You should have told them. 
 
JOE 
I couldn‟t. 
 
JOHN 
Why‟d you name him after the dog? 
 
Bob has woken up and is listening. 
 
JOE 
I don‟t know. My mind was blank when the priest asked me. 
 
JOHN 
Miss her? 
 
JOE 
Course I do. 
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JOHN 
They think she‟s coming back? 
 
Joe shrugs. John spots Bob watching them. He holds up an empty jug for Joe to fill. 
Joe leaves. Bob comes and sits opposite John. A conversation is mimed. Joe returns 
with the jugs 
 
JOE 
Back to bed with you. 
 
BOB 
Why didn‟t you tell me she was dead? She‟s never coming back is she? I hate you. 
 
He throws himself on the floor. 
 
JOHN 
I told you Bob your dad couldn‟t say? 
 
BOB 
Why? 
 
JOE 
She had cholera Bob, they‟d have taken the boat away from me if they‟s found out. 
Burnt it, then what would we have done? 
 
SCENE 6 
Joe is taking Bob and Susan back to school. He looks Bob over, checks behind his 
ears for dirt and pushes him into the school boat. Bob and Susan join the others on 
the floor. Joe hovers outside. Mr Jones passes him on his way in, they nod. Joe 
peeks inside and Bob sees him. 
 
MR JONES 
Welcome back Bob, Will and Susan the rest of you. 
 
Bob’s hand shoots up. 
 
BOB 
It‟s not Bob sir, I‟ve changed my name. 
 
The class bark. M r Jones silences them. 
 
MR JONES 
And do tell us Bob, what are you calling yourselves these days? 
 
BOB 
Joe sir, after my dad. 
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MUSIC HALL 
These Scenes are based entirely on mime and movement to the music hall numbers 

of choice. 

BURLINGTON BERTIE FROM BOW 

I'm Bert, p'raps you've heard of me 

Bert, you've had word of me, 

Jogging along, hearty and strong 

Living on plates of fresh air 

I dress up in fashion 

And when I am feeling depressed 

I shave from my cuff all the whiskers and fluff 

Stick my hat on and toddle up West 

I'm Burlington Bertie, I rise at ten thirty 

And saunter along like a toff 

I walk down the Strand with my gloves on my hand 

Then I walk down again with them off 

I'm all airs and graces, correct easy paces 

Without food so long I've forgot where my face is 

I'm Bert, Bert, I haven't a shirt 

But my people are well off you know. 

Nearly everyone knows me from Smith to Lord Rosebr'y, 

I'm Burlington Bertie from Bow. 
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HEBERY THE EITH I AM 

I'm Henery the Eighth, I am! 

Henery the Eighth, I am, I am! 

I got married to the widow next door, 

She's been married seven times before. 

And every one was a Henery 

She wouldn't have a Willie or a Sam. 

I'm her eighth old man named Henery, 

Henery the Eighth I am! 

 

MY OLD MAN 

My old man said 'Follow the van  

And don't dilly-dally on the way!'  

Off went the van with the home pacjked in {it;}  

I walked behind with my old cock-linnet.  

But I dillied and dallied, dallied and dillied,  

Lost my way and don't know where to roam.  

I stopped on the way to have the old half-quartern,  

And I can't find my way home. 
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ANY OLD IRON 

Any old iron? Any old iron? 

Any, any, any old iron? 

You look neat. Talk about a treat! 

You look so 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 and chain, 

Old iron, old iron. 
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NOTES 

The origins of Boxing: 

The first recognition of boxing as a sport was in the 23rd Olympiad, in 688 BCE. In 
those days boxers took far more risk than their modern day Olympic counterparts. 
Unlike the padded 8 or 10oz gloves worn today, gloves were made of very thin strips 
of leather worn to protect the fighter‟s hands rather than the opponent‟s head. While 
today‟s Olympic boxers fight a maximum of 4 rounds, in Ancient Greece there was 
only one continuous round and the winner was declared when one of the combatants 
was so badly hurt he was unable to continue. Many fighters were blinded, crippled or 
killed.  

The Romans transformed boxing into an even more gruelling competition with the 
invention of the “caesteus”, a glove strengthened with iron and lead. If this wasn‟t 
enough for the spectators, either opponent could call a “Klimax” at any time during 
the fight. The „Klimax” was when both competitors stood still facing each other and 
took turns to strike until a victor emerged. These matches were truly “no holds 
barred” and some legends even suggest that metal spikes could be attached to the 
gloves if the bout lasted too long.  

After the fall of the Roman Empire the sport of boxing disappeared from the record 
books but resurfaced in London which is where our story starts with Daniel Mendoza. 

The East End connection 

Daniel was born in 1764 in Aldgate and he is the 
father of scientific boxing. At a time when the sport of 
boxing consisted primarily of barehanded slugging, 
Mendoza introduced the concept of defense. He 
developed the guard, the straight left, and made use 
of sidestepping tactics. This new strategy was 
criticized in some circles as cowardly. But it 
permitted Mendoza to fully capitalize on his small 
stature, speed, and punching power. 

His first recorded prize-fight was a knockout of an 
opponent, known as Harry the Coalheaver, whom he 
dispatched in 40 rounds. He held the Championship 
title from 1791 to 1795. 

 
Rules: 
The brutality and length of fights led to the adoption of The Queensberry Rules of 
1867.  For the first time three minute rounds were introduced, there was no wrestling 
or hugging, a ten second count was put in place and gloves were worn for the first 
time. These are still used today. 
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Ted 'Kid' Lewis – The Aldgate Sphinx 

 

One of the greatest English fighters of the early 
1900s was Ted 'Kid' Lewis from London's East 
End (Aldgate). Lewis, who was born Gershon 
Mendeloff, had his first fight at fourteen and 
went on to win the World Welterweight 
Championship in 1915 when he beat American 
Jack Britton - the first of twenty epic fights 
between them. 'Kid' Lewis had a total of 279 
bouts and was the first Britain to make an impact 
in America. He also won many more British, 
European, Empire and World titles. Lewis 
started his career as an evasive boxer, with a 
long left. During the six years he spent in 
America he changed his style, becoming a 
swarming, combination boxer-fighter. 

 

 

 

There are a long list of Boxers from Whitechapel and Bethnal Green. Hoxton too had 
its stars.  

The Kray twins born in Hoxton were boxers as was Vic Andretti whose parents 
owned a Café in Hoxton Street. 

More recently Charlie Magri from Stepney was the world flyweight champion and 
Lennox Lewis from West Ham the heavyweight title. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

http://boxrec.com/media/index.php/File:Lewis.TedKid2.jpg
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MUSIC HALL 

BURLINGTON BERTIE  

 
ELLA SHIELDS  1879-1952 – Brief biography: 

 Ella Shields, real name Ella Catherine Buscher, 

was born in Baltimore, Maryland in 1897. 

Although American born she achieved her 

greatest successes in Britain.  

Her signature song was “I’m Burlington Bertie 

from Bow”, a comic ditty she performed as a 

down-and-outer who affects the style and 

manner of a fashionable swell. Like other British 

male impersonators she often performed in 

military attire singing songs about life in the 

army or navy. Her musical hits included “Show 

Me the Way to Go Home”, “Oh! It’s a Lovely 

War”, "The King’s Navee”, and “What a 

Difference the Navy’s Made to Me”. 

In the later 1940s she performed with the young Julie Andrews who is said to have 

used Shields as a model for her role as „Victor‟ in the film musical Victor Victoria 

(1982). 

The song: 

In 1915 Bow, like much of the rest of the East End of London, was renown for 

poverty and ill health. The nearby Docks provided work, but much of that was 

spasmodic for many men. Large families and cramped conditions ensured that the 

people of Bow were very far down the social ladder – which makes Hargreaves song 

truly ironic; something that would have been picked up by the Edwardian audiences 

of the Music Halls. 

Shields cross-dressing role was also performed against the backdrop of the growing 

Suffragette movement that was very active in Bow, something else that would have 

been well known. Just about every “toff” of importance in British society is mentioned 

during the course of the song. Ella‟s portrayal of the down and out inspired Charlie 

Chaplin‟s later creation of the tramp. 
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The lyrics: 

BURLINGTON BERTIE FROM BOW 

(author William Hargreaves) 

Ella Shields – 1915 

Betty Grable- 1947 

Julie Andrews - 1962 

I'm Bert, p'raps you've heard of me 

Bert, you've had word of me, 

Jogging along, hearty and strong 

Living on plates of fresh air 

I dress up in fashion 

And when I am feeling depressed 

I shave from my cuff all the whiskers and fluff 

Stick my hat on and toddle up West 

I'm Burlington Bertie, I rise at ten thirty 

And saunter along like a toff 

I walk down the Strand with my gloves on my hand 

Then I walk down again with them off 

I'm all airs and graces, correct easy paces 

Without food so long I've forgot where my face is 

I'm Bert, Bert, I haven't a shirt 

But my people are well off you know. 

Nearly everyone knows me from Smith to Lord Rosebr'y, 

I'm Burlington Bertie from Bow. 

I stroll with Lord Hurlington, 

Roll in The Burlington 

Call for Champagne, walk out again 

Come back and borrow the ink 

I live most expensive 

Like Tom Lipton I'm in the swim 

He's got so much 'oof', he sleeps on the roof 

And I live in the room over him. 

I'm Burlington Bertie, I rise at ten thirty 

And saunter along Temple Bar 

As round there I skip 

I keep shouting 'Pip Pip!' 

And the darn'd fools think I'm in my car 

At Rothchilds I swank it 

My body I plank it 
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On his front door step with 'The Mail' for a blanket 

I'm Bert, Bert, and Rothchild was hurt 

He said ' You can't sleep there' I said 'Oh' 

He said 'I'm Rothchild sonny!' I said 'That's damn'd funny, 

I'm Burlington Bertie from Bow' 

I smile condescendingly 

While they're extending me 

Cheer upon cheer when I appear 

Captain with my polo team 

So strict are my people 

They're William the Conqueror's strain 

If they ever knew I'd been talking to you 

Why they'd never look at me again 

I'm Burlington Bertie, I rise at ten thirty 

And reach Kempton park around three 

I stand by the rail, when a horse is for sale 

And you ought to see Wooton watch me 

I lean on some awning while Lord Derby's yawning 

Then he bids two thousand and I bid Good Morning 

I'm Bert, Bert, I'd buy one, a cert 

But where would I keep it you know 

I can't let my man see me in bed with a gee-gee 

I'm Burlington Bertie from Bow! 

My pose, Tho' ironical 

Shows that my monocle 

Holds up my face, keeps it in place, 

Stops it from slipping away. 

Cigars, I smoke thousands, 

I usually deal in The Strand 

But you've got to take care when you're getting them there 

Or some idiot might stand on your hand. 

I'm Burlington Bertie, I rise at ten thirty 

And Buckingham Palace I view. 

I stand in the yard while they're changing the guard 

And the queen shouts across "Toodle oo"! 

The Prince of Wales' brother along with some other 

Slaps me on the back and says "Come and see Mother" 

But I'm Bert, Bert, and Royalty's hurt, 

When they ask me to dine I say no. 

I've just had a banana with Lady Diana 

I'm Burlington Bertie from Bow 
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I’ Henry the Eight – I am. 

This song was made famous by the 
singer Harry Champion. Who 
although born in Shoreditch lived 
much of his life in Tottenham. 

Unlike Burlington Bertie, this song is 
set completely within the working 
class world. However, it does mock 
King Henry the Eighth and his wives 
and alludes to the Duke of 
Cumberland as a public house, not a 
noble figure. Like many Music Hall 
songs it highlights the great social 
divide between the Have‟s and the 
Have-Not‟s.  

It exhibits several working-class 
words that have either dropped from 
usage in the English language or 
have changed their meaning e.g. 

Nob – like Toff: Someone from the 
upper-classes. 
Waxy - bad-tempered or irritable; 
angry 

The reference to Charley (Charles Peace) is interesting. He was a well known 
criminal executed in 1879, a full 31 years before this song was written. 

 
I’m Henry the Eighth I am 

(Fred Murray and L. P. Weston 1910) 

You don't know who you're looking at; now have a look at me! 

I'm a bit of a nob, I am, belong to royalty. 

I'll tell you how it came about; I married Widow Burch, 

And I was King of England when I toddled out of church. 

Outside the people started shouting, "Hip, hooray!" 

Said I, "Get down upon your knees, it's Coronation Day!" 

 

Chorus 

I'm Henery the Eighth, I am! 

Henery the Eighth, I am, I am! 

I got married to the widow next door, 

She's been married seven times before. 

And every one was a Henery 
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She wouldn't have a Willie or a Sam. 

I'm her eighth old man named Henery, 

Henery the Eighth I am! 

 

I left the Duke of Cumberland, a pub up in the town. 

Soon with one or two moochers I was holding up the Crown. 

I sat upon the bucket that the carmen think their own; 

Surrounded by my subjects I was sitting on the throne. 

Out came the potman, saying, "Go on, home to bed!" 

Said I, "Now say another word, and off'll go your head!" 

Chorus 

 

Now at the Waxwork Exhibition not so long ago 

I was sitting among the kings, I made a lovely show. 

To good old Queen Elizabeth I shouted, "Wotcher Liz!" 

While people poked my ribs and said, "I wonder who this is!" 

One said, "It's Charley Peace!" and then I got the spike. 

I shouted, "Show yer ignorance!" as waxy as you like. 

 

Chorus 

The undertaker called and to the wife I heard him say  

"Have you got any orders mum? We're very slack today 

I picked up number seven for ya, for the Golden Gate 

Let's have a pound upon account of Henery the eighth" 

Oh, when he measured me with half a yard of string  

I dropped upon me marrow bones and sang "God Save the King!" 

Chorus 
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Group songs 

My Old Man – said follow the van Charles 

Collins & Fred W. Leigh 

This song was made popular by Marie Lloyd 
who was born on February 12th 1870 in 
Hoxton.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Lyrics 
We had to move away, 'cos the rent we couldn't pay.  

The moving van came round just after dark.  

There was me and my old man shoving things inside the van  

(Which we'd often done before, let me remark).  

We packed all that could be packed in the van, and that's a fact,  

And we got inside all we could get inside.  

Then we packed all we could pack on the tailboard at the back,  

Till there wasn't any room for me to ride.  

 

(CHORUS): My old man said 'Follow the van  

And don't dilly-dally on the way!'  

Off went the van with the home pacjked in {it;}  

I walked behind with my old cock-linnet.  

But I dillied and dallied, dallied and dillied,  

Lost my way and don't know where to roam.  

I stopped on the way to have the old half-quartern,  

And I can't find my way home. 

 

 



It Happened Here: The Shoreditch Tales  25 

 

I gave a helping hand with the marble wash-hand-stand,  

And, straight, we wasn't getting on too bad.  

All at once the carman bloke had an accident and broke -  

Well, the nicest bit of china that we had!  

You'll understand, of course, I was cross about the loss,  

Same as any other human woman would.  

But I soon got over that, what with two-out and a chat,  

'Cos it's little things like that what does you good.  

 

(CHORUS): My old man ... don't know where to roam  

Now who's going to put up the old iron bedstead  

If I can't find my way home?  

 

Oh, I'm in such a {mess;}  

I don't know the new {address;}  

Don't even know the blessed neighbourhood.  

And I feel as if I might  

Have to stay out all the night,  

And that ain't a-going to do me any good.  

I don't make no complaint,  

But I'm coming over faint:  

What I want now is a good substantial feed.  

And I sort of kind of feel,  

If I don't soon have a meal,  

I shall have to rob the linnet of his seed.  

 

(CHORUS): My old man ... 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. 
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ANY OLD IRON 
(old English Music Hall Song) 
(Collins / Sheppard / Terry) 

 
Recorded by:  
Harry Champion; Chas & Dave; Ted Heath; Stanley Holloway 
Davy Jones; George Martin; Old Bull & Bush; Peter Sellers. 

 
Just a week or two ago my dear old Uncle Bill, 
He went and kicked the bucket and he left me in his will. 
So I went around the road to see my Auntie Jane. 
She said, "your Uncle Bill has left you a watch and chain." 
So I put it on right across my derby kell. 
The sun was shining on it and it made me look a swell. 
I went out, strolling round about. 
A crowd of kiddies followed me and they began to shout, 

 
"Any old iron? Any old iron? 
Any, any, any old iron? 
You look neat. Talk about a treat! 
You look so 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 and chain, 
Old iron, old iron." 

 
I won't forget the day I went to London on the spree. 
I saw the mayor of London there. That's who I went to see. 
He came along in a carriage and a pair. 
I shouted, "come on, boys! All throw your hats up in the air." 
Just then the mayor, he began to smile, 
Pointed to my face and said, "Lor Lummy, what a dial!" 
Started Lord-a-mayoring, and then to my dismay, 
He pointed to my watch and chain and shouted to me, "Hey, 
Any old iron? ..." 

 
I shan't forget the day I married Miss Elisa Brown. 
The way the people laughed at me, it made me feel a clown. 
I arrived in a carriage called a hack, 
When I suddenly discovered I'd my trousers front to back. 
So I walked down the aisle, dressed in style, 
The vicar took a look at me and then began to smile. 
The organ started playing. The bells began to ring. 
The people started laughing and the choir began to sing, 
"Any old iron? ..." 

 
 

Napper – slang for head  A swell = a well off gentleman 
Kicked the bucket = died.  Dial = Cockney slang for face  
Derby kell = a portly chest/stomach. 


