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[no title] 
 

               (Garnet Walch) 
 

Taken from an illuminated address presented to Nellie Stewart in 1887 by the members of Williamson, Garner and 

Musgrove's Royal Comic Opera Company. 
 

 

 
 

 

       Source: Nellie Stewart. My Life's Story. Sydney: John Sands, 1923, 70. 
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"Ha! Ha! Ha!" 
 

               (J. Billin) 
 

Published by Billin as an advertisement for his 49
th

 consecutive week of shows at the Victoria  Hall, Melbourne. 

 

 

To those of a laughable turn of mind, 

A show they'll find 

Of an excellent kind 

Leaving all others far far behind, 

Then no wonder we're getting on gaily; 

Our forty-ninth week, an excellent run - 

A run of fun 

It's a thousand to one 

Theat we have a show that is second to none, 

Press and public at least say so daily. 
 

Amy Rowe, Ada Mavon, the Leopolds too, 

THE KANGAROO 

(And a capable crew) 

And Walsh as per usual, is something new, 

Stapleton's fun is contagious; 

Edwards's dancing seems to take, 

He takes the cake, 

Yes, and no mistake, 

We scorn all things approaching fake, 

Or anything so outrageous. 
 

Sullivan and Silveni's grand, 

None in the land 

Can 'gainst then stand, 

Every evening in great demand 

And we'll add as a note bene; 

That Sullivan and Silveni are 

(By any star) 

Now unrivalled are, 

And the public they shout and shriek, Ha! Ha! 

For Sullivan and Silveni. 

 

Alf Holland, Tom Holland and Fuller John,1 

How oft they've shone, 

For the world is gone, 

And its praises as usual lavish upon, 

Alfred, John and Thomas; 

And what then of Whitburn,2 Melbourne's lad, 

Methinks egad, 

The folks are mad, 

Yes mad, not sad. But with rapture glad 

They'd die if Bill went from us. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                           
1
  John Fuller Snr. 

2
  Will Whitburn. 

Owen Conduit's orchestra's immense 

'Tis excellence, 

Ha! Ha! Ha! And sense. 

'Tis art we study, and not expense, 

And constantly make additions; 

And now if you'll search Australia through, 

Yes, you just do 

Far and wide, and through and through, 

And send us a telegram, reader do 

When you find any better musicians. 

 

And now in conclusion, ha! ha! ha! 

And Hip Hurrah! 

Melbourne people know we are 

Each and every performer a star 

And ha! ha! ha! And ha! ha! ha! 

The land with laughter fillin'; 

Ha! ha! ha! ha 

Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 

Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 

The company run by Billin. 

 

 

   Age (Melbourne) 2 May 1891, 12. 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 

http://ozvta.com/entrepreneurs-a-f/
https://ozvta.com/theatres-vic/
https://ozvta.com/practitioners-r/
http://ozvta.com/entrepreneurs-a-f/
https://ozvta.com/practitioners-w/
https://ozvta.com/music-directors-composers-variety/
http://trove.nla.gov.au/newspaper/page/18424243


  

"A Wail from Fremantle" 
 

               (anon) 
 

 

 

 

 
 

"In the Greenroom." Clare's Weekly (Perth)  

22 Jan. 1898, 17.  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-article256023685


  

"An Irish Stew of Entertainments" 
 

(Narranghi Boori) 
 

 

The same old fare theatrical 

    Is thrice served up to you; 

I feel a bit St Patrical 

(And proud I am if thatrical) 

    So here's an Irish stew. 
 

Above, beyant, b'low there, 

    Where the Rile Theathre shtands, 

Bland Holt is grabbin' money 

    And he's usin' both his hands. 
 

So here's dhramtic pepper, 

    Let us hunt for lyric thyme, 

And here's a few expedients 

For finding stew ingredients - 

    The divil take the rhythm 

But we'll thry and shtick to rhyme. 
 

Take Wine and Wimmin dhrama, 

Toss in the Cyclorama, 

    And spice 'em wud the jokes that grow  

        within the Tivolee;3 

Put in the boots of Tich's4 

And the latest Yankee's breeches - 

    That's Harry Taft, be jabers, and a  

        funny divil he. 
 

Och, let us find an onion in the name of  

    good St. Pat, 

Or the diners on those pages, sure  

    they'll wonder what we're at, 

We've started on an Irish stew, and  

    ne'r a thing'll baulk it. 

We haven't got anonion, so we'll sub- 

    stitute an Orchid. 
 

The absence of the meat you'd think 

    Our project would be killin'; 

What aiser than get it from 

    A butcher - heavy villain? 
 

Och, here's a schnag - the spud! the  

        spuds! 

    Oh, lor, and holy flee! 

Sure Irish stew widout 'em is 

    A stupid blasphemee. 
 

We must invint potatoes 

    Or we'll have to do a fast; 

By shnakes and alligators 

Let us conjure up the craytures - 

    Whist, we'll borrow six "potators" 

From the Wine and Wimmin cast. 

                                                           
3
  Tivoli Theatre [1] 

4
  Little Tich 

Now a fire to do the cookin'; 

    Sure its aisy, plain and pat, 

That the song that suits the bookin' 

From the Orchid (are ye lookin'?) 

    Faith, is hot enough for that. 
 

There, the pot goes sizzle, sizzle 

    And it will be bilin' soon - 

Just excuse me sayin', dam her! 

For the Orchid diorammer, 

Keeps a jammin of the dhrammer 

    Till I loose'em wud a shpoon. 
 

Now there they all go leppin' 

    In a jumbled steeplechase 

Wut the Wine and Wimmin shqueelin', 

And the Cyclorama reelin' 

And the tuneless Orchid peelin' 

While the Tivoli is stealin' 

    To the front wut Tich's pace. 
 

There's Walthur Baker mashin' 

    Wut the Human Butterfly 

And Millis chases Laurie's faces 

(Hardest cases), Fraser's graces 

Far outpaces Tich's braces; 

Stewpot races - jumpin' blazes! 

Fanny Powers and Gettysburg 

    Have shpluttered in my eye. 
 

There's Nellie Wilson waltzin' 

    Wud the wicked Norman toff, 

And Bland and Missus makes us laff 

Wut biling cinematograph 

The stately show, the simple gaff 

The supers, props, and all the staff - 

The pot is bilin' over 

     So I'll have to take it off. 

 

 

 

 

 
 

The Newsletter: An Australian Paper for  

Australian People (Sydney) 25 Mar. 1905, 7. 

https://ozvta.com/theatres-nsw/
http://ozvta.com/international-tourists/
http://trove.nla.gov.au/newspaper/page/10860549
http://trove.nla.gov.au/newspaper/page/10860549


  

"Little Gulliver" 
 

(anon) 

 

 
 

"Ho! Ho!" says trap McGinty, 

   "Here comes a juvenile. 

A sthinkpot [sic] in his gob that would 

    The craw of Dowie rile. 

Were Doctor Rose to see this kid 

    Togged in his pinafore, 

Puffing clouds into the atmosphere 

    He'd surely have his gore. 

 

 

 

 

And faix, I cannot understand, 

    Why in this Sydney town, 

The parents let their youngster spend 

    In smoke, their final brown. 

Why does his mammy let him smoke? 

    I'm sure it's dull of her 

I'll nip him in the bud! Begob! 

    It's Little Gulliver!' 

 

 

 

 

Sydney Sportsman 25 Jan. 1905, 4.  

 

 

 

 

https://ozvta.com/practitioners-l/
http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-page15998258


  

"Ted Holland" 
 

(anon) 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Truth (Brisbane) 22 Oct. 1905, 5. 

 

 

 

__________________ 

 
See entry for Ted Holland in Entrepreneurs [G-L] 

https://trove.nla.gov.au/newspaper/article/198985182
https://ozvta.com/entrepreneurs-g-l/
https://ozvta.com/entrepreneurs-g-l/


  

Grant. Business Manager, Criterion Theatre" 
 

               (anon) 
 

 

 
 
 

    Sydney Sportsman 4 Dec 1907, 2. 

    Illustration by Pas (aka Donald McDonald) 

_____________________ 
 

See entry for Julius Grant in Industry: People [A-L] 

https://trove.nla.gov.au/newspaper/article/166735591?searchTerm=Julius%20Grant
http://ozvta.com/industry-people-m-z/
https://ozvta.com/industry-people-a-l/


  

"A Song-Writer's Woes: The Friends That Advise" 
  

               (anon) 

 
 

When I told them I'd written a song they grinned volubly. They always do. 

You want to be a grease-splashed citizen of the Levant, or a bumptious Cockney before your  

 average Australian brother thinks you capable of a ditty. 

The first looked dubious when I suggested a song on the visit of the American Fleet. 

"Sure to be done over in the East, my boy. 'They have some splendid writers over there.  

I inquired their names - apart from Finn,5 who used to disgrace the Daily News with "Police Court  

  Poetry."        

There's Leonard Nelson and Joe Slater," said my adviser. 

I thought of "Meet Me at the Gee Pee Ho!" and wept. Joe Slater I knew as a kind of coffee-stall  

 librettist, who jammed large hunks of bawl and Tottie-shop grief into a silver-coloured booklet. 

"Write a coon song to suit the Yankee sailors," said another pal. 

When I pointed out that both the Yanks and the Australian public were sick to the stomach with  

 nigger spasms, he disputed my words. 

A third pal had a brilliant idea. 

"Write a song to say the Yanks to say the Yanks have come to steal our Aborigines for Chicago  

 purposes.  

Another dashed in with the quaint idea of comparing the visiting armada to a maiden aunt just  

 dropping in to drink tea and talk divorce. 

I wrote a set of words, and what I though appropriate music, and submitted it to the critics.  

One of the crowd suggested waltz time would have been better. 

"The torpedoes are always discharging while the battleship band plays a waltz." 

I very much doubted it. 

The song was hummed to a half-a-dozen, who immediately melted away in pity. 

"Won't do, old man," said one of them later on. "What you want is a song where the girl does a bit of  

 high-kicking like this…." And it cost two shillings to replace the bottle he knocked off the bar. 

 A Parliamentary candidate offered to buy six copies at one shilling if his name were worked into  

 it. 

Mike Joseph and George Lawrence reckoned it would be alright with another tune and different  

 words. 

"Why not get a PROPER tune?' suggested Joe Brown; "something like 'rum-tum-tum'?" 

I feebly confessed that "rum-tum-tum'' was a bit too Beethovenish for my amateur art. 

"What you want," said a biograph expert, "is song that will do all right while we're showing a  

 cowboy battle, a locomotive smash - something with ginger in it."  

"Unless you can get a tune like "The Merry Widow," said a barmaid, "you haven't Buckley's." 

I said it was the third only in five years. 

"I," answered Dr Winters, smiting his chest, "have composed hundreds and thousands, and the  

 'Wanneroo Wingbat' has spoken highly of them all. 

I stared in admiration. 

"Yes," continued he, "and I compose Odes to Prominent Visitors - Madame Melba, Ada Crossley,  

 and Pedigree Bob." 

I thanked him and withdrew. 

The dead-finish came along later. 

The manager of Pirate and Co music-sellers chipped in. 

"Your idea is anticipated. Billy Warner, down at Albany, has altered the words of the 'The Old  

 Apple Tree' to suit the occasion." 
 

 

 

"Verse and Worse." Sunday Times (Perth) 13 Sept. 1908, 4. 

 

 

 

                                                           
5
  Pat Finn. 

https://ozvta.com/practitioners-n/
http://ozvta.com/industry-people-m-z/
http://ozvta.com/entrepreneurs-g-l/
http://trove.nla.gov.au/ndp/del/page/4330429
https://ozvta.com/practitioners-f/


  

"Miss Nellie Stewart: The Idol of the Australian Public"  
  

               (Pat Finn) 

 

 
 

      I 
 

A hundred thousand welcomes home, Sweet Nell! 

    Australia's heart keeps you a corner warm; 

You come, we see, you conquer, and excel, 

    And once again old Sydney take by storm. 

You charm and captivate us, as of yore! 

    Where, on the stage, is found your parallel? 

The Sportsman sends good wished now, galore 

            To thee, Sweet Nell! 
 

II 

In Sydney, and in Melbourne, it is true 

    Now, Nellie Stewart cots have been endowed. 

And thousands' thanks go out, Sweet Nell, to you 

    From those e'en in the lowliest abode 

Of all good fairies, Nellie Stewart's theirs. 

    For she in all these little hearts doth dwell, 

And nightly tiny lips send up their prayers 

            For thee, Sweet Nell! 
 

III 

In England and America the rage 

    You've been, Sweet Nell, wherever you may roam - 

While for the star of our Australian stage 

   Warm hearts beat fondly in your island home. 

Australia's idol! Yea, Australia's queen! 

    Delighted crowds by plaudits nightly tell 

How Lovingly they keep the mem'ry green 

            Of these, Sweet Nell! 
 

Sydney Sportsman 23 June 1909, 3.6 
 

                                                           
6
  Also published in the 2 July 1909 edition of Punch (Melbourne), the poem is accompanied by a note which reads; 

"The following lines, written by Pat Finn in the Sydney Sportsman (on the recent reappearance of Miss Nellie Stewart) 

are now going the rounds of the N.S.W. papers:-" (38). 

https://ozvta.com/practitioners-f/
http://trove.nla.gov.au/newspaper/page/16000096
http://trove.nla.gov.au/newspaper/article/176026686


  

"The Late John F. Sheridan"  
 

       (anon) 
 

 
 

 

Truth (Brisbane) 10 Jan. 1909, 11. 

https://trove.nla.gov.au/newspaper/page/22172724


  

"Mr Wally Edwards"  
 

               ("The Flat") 
 

 

 
 

 

 

Sydney Sportsman 9 Mar. 1910, 3. 

 
 
 

https://trove.nla.gov.au/newspaper/article/166735977


  

"Essie Clay"  
 

               (anon) 
 

 
 

Miss Essie Clay, a rising actress she, 

    Supporting Walter Bentley, first appeared, 

And proof soon gave us that some day she'll be 

    An actress by Australians all endeared. 

The Sportsman prophecies she will some day 

    And wishes all success to Essie Clay. 

Then, with George Marlow, Essie did engage, 

    And here fresh laurels the young actress won, 

Showing her aptitude upon the stage 

    Where she already splendid work has done. 

And so playgoers now due homage pay, 

    The charming daughter of out Harry Clay. 
 

 

 

Sydney Sportsman 10 Aug. 1910, 3. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

https://trove.nla.gov.au/newspaper/article/166735977


  

"Commissionaire Christie (Of the Tivoli Theatre)"  
  

               (anon) 
 

 
 

At the Tivoli7 you'll see him 

Where his spruiking is immense; 

On duty, you will always find him there, 

Got up in regimentals, 

Quite regardless of expense, 

Is Christie, the well-known commissionaire. 

 

He is a Christie-minstrel, 

Judging by his tenor voice; 

And there are things we would like you all to know, 

Though he isn't a sky pilot, 

Yet good cause there's to rejoice, 

For Christie points the way we all should go. 
 

 

 

 

Sydney Sportsman 30 Aug. 1911, 3.  

              Illustration by Pas (aka Donald McDonald) 

 

 

 

                                                           
7
  Tivoli Theatre [1] 

http://trove.nla.gov.au/newspaper/page/16001014
http://ozvta.com/industry-people-m-z/
https://ozvta.com/theatres-nsw/


  

"Mr Tom Liddiard (Of the Pantomime Kiddies, Now Doing the 
Sydney Suburbs)" 

  

(anon) 

 

  
 

       Out in India, our Tom Liddiard, 

        He has been for years and years, 

      And, with sister Fanny, ran a rattling  

            show, 

       When, lo! here in Australia 

        Tommy once again appears 

      (He was once with J.C.'s
8
 operatic co) 

 

       He's immense on teaching kiddies, 

        And this pantomime of his, 

      Which round about the suburbs nightly  

                   goes, 

       Shows us how old Tommo 

        Has a splendid eye for biz, 

      For the nippers work just like a crowd  

    of pros. 

         
 

Truth (Sydney) 10 Sept. 1911, 5. 

Illustration by Pas (aka Donald McDonald) 

                                                           
8
  J.C. (James Cassius) Williamson 

 

 

 

https://ozvta.com/industry-people-a-l/
http://trove.nla.gov.au/newspaper/article/168749630
http://ozvta.com/industry-people-m-z/
https://ozvta.com/entrepreneurs-s-z/


  

[Anent Samuels' Sandwich] 
 

(Charlie Vaude) 
 

 
 

"In last issue we described the consternation amongst members of The Chasers when the Poet Laureate - Chaser Vaude 

- announced that he was to be proceeded against by Frank Dakin, of Her Majesty's Hotel, for alleged libel, contained in 

a Tennysonian trine composed by Vaude in honour of a sandwich. Many of those who enjoyed the joke as set forth have 

been curious to know what the poem contained. Our scribe took it down in shorthand while Joe Wangenheim obliged 

the company by singing it. Ever heard Joe sing? No. Ever see him cook a chop? No. Well, we pity you. Here is the 

poetry."* 
 

 

I'll tell you the tale of a Russian 

   Who came over from Yankee Land, 

And scattered old 'gags' and parodies 

   With quite a liberal hand. 

That he is from Russia or Poland 

    Is known to only a few, 

But La La Levy, the Patriarch, 

   Will swear that he is no Jew. 

But never mind what his pedigree is, 

   Tho' ofttimes that has been sought, 

But what I want to write upon 

   Is the lunch that Samuels bought. 
 

He's a peculiar way of living, 

   Has this Russian Dave, 

For he'll take a room and dine with friends 

   And thus some money save. 

So when with the 'Chasers' Samuels 

   Was making his great debut, 

He was told that his lunch he must procure, 

   Be he Gentile or be he a Jew. 

So he wended his way to Dakin, 

   Despicable, dangerous, he 

Who demanded from Samuels for sandwiches 

   Some of his easily earned £ s. d. 

Daredevil Dave said, 'Dakin, 

   Will you, sir, please get on the job, 

And build me a sandwich for eating?' 

   Said Dakin, 'I will for a 'bob.' 

The bob it was handed to Dakin, 

   And Samuels the Sheeny was caught, 

For you never have seen and never will see 

   A lunch like Samuels bought. 
 

There was refuse from overfed actors. 

   The shells and the weevils from nuts, 

And fish that was fish when its cover was on, 

   But here there were only its guts. 

There were leaves of an obsolete lettuce, 

   That would make Eve a good harem skirt, 

And potatoes with blight that covered their eye, 

   And a cockroach's ear stuffed with dirt, 

Egg shells and shavings of chalots, 

   And maggots that struggled and fought, 

There was more life than there is in London 

   In the lunch that Samuels bought. 
 

The lunch was brought out for inspection, 

   And fishing was given a roost,  

And La La, he made himself coroner,  

   And on the lunch then he held an inquest. 

He started to hold his post mortem. 

   Cut the string of the lunch with his knife, 

Then he knew he was wrong in his office, 

   As you can't hold an inquest on life. 

For a battle of life it was raging, 

   And the fish that the 'Chasers' had caught 

All died with a sigh when their ears caught the 'hum' 

   Of the lunch that Samuels bought. 
 

Then up spoke the jury of 'Chasers,' 

   Why is Dakin the Dangerous at large? 

When Siberian Samuels has sworn it, 

   That a ''bob' for the lunch he did charge. 

It saves him just paying the dustman 

   To cart all his refuse away, 

For the 'Berroll' is used as a hopper 

   To dump all his stuff in the bay. 
 

You have heard of the horrors of China, 

   Where the rebel his dirty game works 

And the horrors of Tripoli trickling 

   With the blood of the bad-beaten Turk, 

And the deeds of the, shy Jack the Ripper, 

   Who dabbled in blood just for sport. 

They are clean, yes, and wholesome when  

        compared with 

The lunch that Samuels bought. 

 

____________________________ 
 

* To read the earlier article go to: "Victim Vaude: Consternation of the Chasers Club." Truth (Sydney) 28 Jan. 1912, 2.  

https://ozvta.com/practitioners-u-v/
https://ozvta.com/industry-misc-2/7/
http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-article168743216


  

"Billy Gifford (An Old-Time Advance Agent)"  
 

(anon) 

 

 
 

He's an old pro., Billy Gifford, 

   As his dad, too, used to be, 

Billy once around the country used to prance; 

For he was a first-class agent, 

   Such as now you rarely see,  

For Billiam's favourite watchword was "Advance!" 
 

He's in harness here in Sydney, 

   At Her Majesty's he's found, 

And, so when next you happen to be there,  

You'll notice Billy Gifford, 

   If you cock your glims around, 

For at present he's the stalls commissionaire. 

 
 
 
 
 

 
Truth (Sydney) 4 Feb. 1912, 3.  

Illustration by Pas (aka Donald McDonald) 
 
 
 

https://trove.nla.gov.au/newspaper/article/168746191/16125444
http://ozvta.com/industry-people-m-z/


  

"Jack Kearns (The Well-Known Vaudeville Comedian)"  
 

               (anon) 
 

 
 

   Here is Jack Kearns, alias 'Porky,'  

   He is a com-ed-i-an, 

And is well known in the ranks of vaudeville. 

   He is also Vera's daddy, 

   Is a tip-top corner-man, 

And the bones or tambo handles, too, with skill. 
 

   And Jack Keans' a champion 'chaser,' 

   For, mind, Porky never stops, 

If so happen Joey Wangenheim is near, 

   For then Jack puts up a record 

   With those disappearing chops, 

Which he washes down with great big mugs of - water. 
 

 
 

 

 

Truth (Sydney) 3 Mar. 1912, 5.  

Illustration by Pas (aka Donald McDonald) 
 

 

https://ozvta.com/practitioners-k/
https://trove.nla.gov.au/newspaper/article/168735097
http://ozvta.com/industry-people-m-z/


  

"Mr Harold Ashton: Well-Known Australia Theatrical Manager"  
  

               (anon) 

 

 
 

   Once a Pressman in Tasmania, 

       Harold Ashton was well-known. 

But, at length he went and chucked the  

           blooming game, 

   Palling in with Charlie Hugo 

       Who was then out on his own, 

A manager of much minstrellic fame. 

 

   J.C. Williamson nabbed Harold 

       And then Ashton quickly grew 

And 'neath "the Boss's banner he did 

          thrive - 

   If you'd ask "Who's Harold Ashton?" 

       Do so in among the pros, 

And they'll tell you he's "the whitest man 

          alive." 

 

 

Sydney Sportsman 26 June 1912, 5. 
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"Jack Campbell (Of the Newtown Hippodrome)" 
  

               (anon) 

 

 
 

Everybody knows Jack Campbell, 

He's one of the 'good old pros,' 

Which is seen by anybody at a glance. 

And there's no part of Australia 

But what our Jack Campbell knows, 

For, you see, his watchword ever is 

'Advance.' 

Now Jack Campbell, at the Amphi. 

Nearly every night is seen. 

From the opening turn right on to the 

finale. 

And he's allus looking happy, 

And contented and serene. 

He barracks, too, like hello for Prince 

Charlie. 

 
 

Truth (Sydney) 10 Mar. 1912, 4. 
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"Mr Bill Noble. A Well-Known Theatrical Manager "  
  

               (anon) 

 

 
 

Up at the Cri,9 for many years, 

    Bold Willum nobly held the fort, 

And bet your boots he knew his biz, 

    And always was a real good sport 

Although he has not made his pile, 

He always wears a cheerful smile. 
 

He always liked a well-told joke, 

    And when amongst a merry crew, 

Well you can bet a guinea hat 

    That Bill could tell one new to you. 

He's known to every stagey star, 

And with them very popular. 
 

Down at the "Little"10
 last we saw, 

    In evening dress and tile arrayed, 

Bold Willum standing at the door, 

    Last night the Punchinellos played. 

He ran that show with wondrous skill, 

And in a noble style did Bill. 

 

 

Truth (Sydney) 14 Sept. 1913, 4.  

 

                                                           
9
  Criterion Theatre, corner of Park and Pitt streets, Sydney. 

10
  Little Theatre, Castlereagh Street. The Punchinellos reopened the theatre on 9 August. 

https://ozvta.com/troupes-m-r/
http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-article168739360


  

"Our Libel Action: Comedian v Journalist. Arcadia and The 
Barber's Shop. The Dandies in Court. Andy Watson in the Witness 

Box." 
 

               (anon) 
 

 



  

 



  

 
  

 

Prahran Telegraph (Melbourne) 22 Mar. 1913, 5.  
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"When the Baritone was Waiting on the Hungry Harry Clay"  
  

               (Charles Vaude) 

 
Written by Charles Vaude to commemorate Harry Clay's initiation into the Chasers, a weekly social 

gathering of theatrical personalities on Sydney Harbour. The baritone referred to in the poem is Mel 

Brewer.  
 

 
 There was bustling, there was hustling, as you've never seen before. 

 There was carrying and tarrying, from big boat to the shore. 

 There was helping hands and willing, on everything to lay, 

 When the Baritone he waited on the Hungry Harry Clay. 

 It was, "will you have a drink, sir? Would you like a cigarette? 

 Is there anything at all, sir, that I could go and get? 

 Does your hook at all want baiting? Now, you only have to say," 

 Said the Baritone who waited on the Hungry Harry Clay. 

 It was, "mind the sea is rough, sir, it is much too cold to swim, 

 If I'm lucky with my line, sir, can I put you by a bream, 

 To make you feel at home, sir, I will try to do my best, 

 I'll sit upon your lap to keep the cold from out your chest. 

 If La La cracks a joke, sir, I will tell you what to say," 

 Said the Baritone who waited on the Hungry Harry Clay. 

 "I’ll tell you what to eat, sir, inform you what to drink, 

 And when it comes to Chasers, I will just give you the wink. 

 And if Kelso starts a throwing, I will tell you what I’ll do 

 To save your Regal Presence, I will stand in front of you. 

 I've a watch here to inform you the right time of the day," 

 Said the Baritone who waited on the Hungry Harry Clay 

 "And when they go for wood, sir, don't mind Charlie Vaude, 

 You're not quite fit for climbing, just stay right here, aboard. 

 And if they call you 'loafer, which they are bound to do, 

 Just tell them I'm collecting enough wood for the two. 

 And I hope you won’t be lonely, the short time I’m away," 

 Said the Baritone who waited on the Hungry Harry Clay. 

 "Just sit yourself right here, sir, you haven’t long to wait; 

 Here's a roll and butter, a knife, a fork, a plate. 

 How would you like your chop, sir, lean, with a little fat? 

 You never 'came at' Chasers, well I’ll put you wise to that. 

 Never throw at Wangy, or he'll 'go crook' all the day," 

 Said the Baritone who waited on the Hungry Harry Clay. 

 "Would you like a little fruit, sir, banana or a pear? 

 Now, mind where you are going, for they're throwing over there. 

 Keep telling funny stories, the boys are out for fun, 

 And you can bet your life, sir, I will laugh at everyone. 

 In "Variety" on Wednesday, I've told Brennan11 what to say," 

 Said the Baritone who waited on the Hungry Harry Clay. 

 

 

 

 

              Australian Variety (Sydney) 10 June 1914, 12. 

 

 

 

 
                                                           
11

  Martin C. Brennan, founder and editor of Australian Variety. 
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"To Variety - 1914" 
 

           (Arthur Morley) 

 
To my esteemed Friend, Martin C. Brennan 

 

 
      The "curtain" is up and our entrance we make, 

      To do what we can on life's stage; 

      And though p'haps a failure we've been in the past, 

      In this act we may be "the rage." 
   

      We may make a "point" that we've missed in the run, 

      Of the year that is over and past; 

      P'haps make a hit in the lines that we speak, 

      Ere the curtain is rung down at last. 
 

      Each one has his part in this drama of life, 

      Though success may reward but a few; 

      But we stand in the wings awaiting our turn, 

      And promptly respond to our cue. 
 

      Let us each do our best to please one and all, 

      Though oft-times our lot may seem hard; 

      It's a pleasure to know that our work is well done, 

      And applause is a generous reward. 
 

      So ring up the curtain on nineteen one four, 

      May all "in the business" do well; 

      May "Variety" prosper in cover of green, 

      That's all I can wish - "there's the bell!" 

 
 

 

 

 

              Australian Variety (Sydney) 7 Jan. 1914, 4. 
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"The Old Pro" 
 

               (Dorothy Harris) 

 

 
Just a poor old pro trotting along, 

Earning a quid or two with a song. 

Tomorrow we eat, and then we fast - 

You wonder how long the war will last. 

With salaries gone 'long the misty way, 

You never know where next you'll play. 

Your act goes punk and you can't get by 

They say your rotten or just won't try. 

So you pick up your courage and strive once more, 

Smile and blink with a heart that's sore. 
 

You will try to please, and strive like a Turk, 

Till some mug in the gods cried out get work. 

So you try your best and you land a job, 

While you work and swelter all day for a bob. 

The in disgust you're back in the game, 

Trying to make good, it's never the same. 

And you dream away, like the fool you are, 

Of the time when you'll be a shining star. 

You go right on for years and years, 

Today all smiles, tomorrow tears. 

Until you're old and broken down - 

A joke for all about the town. 
 

You're brass goes down until you're broke, 

You've got a few years before you croak. 

So they give a concert and get a few quid, 

And rave about the things you did! 

Just a poor old pro, we end the same, 

And not a soul but yourself to blame. 

Then you give your last great show, 

You top the bill but the music's slow. 

Each one will close in the self same set, 

Six feet of earth is all you get. 

Then the curtain goes down, but it's made of clay. 

You're off the boards this time to stay. 

 

 

 

       

 
 

 

              Australian Variety  (Sydney) 3 Feb. 1915, 7. 
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"Out of a Job" 
 

               (anon) 

 

 
A young lady writes of a broken down pro, 

 It's all to the good, as I certainly know, 

As I'm one myself, though it's nothing to blow, 

   I'm out of a job! 
 

I've shown at the Rickards12 and Fuller13 and Bain,14 

And Dix,15 Ted Holland16 alas all in vain, 

I don't think that ever I'll play them again, 

   I can't get a job! 
 

I ask King Droll Howard17
 to give me a show, 

And he says in a voice, very soft, very slow, 

Nothing doing at present, maybe I'll let you know, 

   When I give you a job! 
 

When they need a pianist, they send 'round for me, 

I get a night's work and I'm brim full of glee, 

The pros get the bird and blame poor old me, 

   I get fired from the job! 
 

I've run shows myself, please don't laugh, it's no joke, 

And most every time finished up stony broke, 

With my clothes and my jewellery put into soak, 

   And out of a job! 
 

Still, I walk around the town and they say "he's well dressed, 

He's got a good…." well you know the rest, 

(There's many a true saying spoken in jest) 

   He ain't got a job! 
 

But there'll come a day, maybe near, maybe far, 

When recognised talent is down below par, 

And the managers need a new bright shining star, 

   Then they'll give me the job! 

 

 

 

 
 

      Australian Variety (Sydney) 17 Feb. 1915, 16. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                           
12

  Harry Rickards Tivoli Theatres Ltd. 
13

  Fullers' Theatres. 
14

  J.C. Bain. 
15

  Dix-Baker (Newcastle) 
16

  Also Holland and St John (Brisbane) 
17

  Bert Howard 
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[no title] 
                        

               (anon) 
 

They are the rowdy dowdy crew. 

   The bucks and 'sports' and Beau Brummels. 

Of -wrinkles they just know a few, 

   And some of them are 'heavy' swells. 

They are the lively Chaser* band, 

   And heartily they bite and sun. 

They prance as if they owned the land, 

   And oftimes clink the festive cup. 

You'll never find them looking blue. 

   They are the salt of all the earth 

(And some are hot as mustard, top). 

   They set the pace for all its worth. 

They know the latest piquant jest, 

   The newest 'snifter' ballad true: 

With ease they get them off their chest, 

   And some of them are somewhat 'bloo.' 

They mostly are dressed up 'to kill,' 

   They stride the earth with lordly tread, 

And some are 'stars' in voderville 

   That twinkle very late to bed. 
 

They are the know-alls of the earth, 

   And they are never out of breath, 

They argue for all they are worth; 

   In fact they'd talk most men to death 

On any subject 'neath the sun. 

   When on the job they stand alone, 

At sprulkling each and every one 

   Is just a human gramophone. 

Of sport, of football, or the stage. 

   And billiards they know all about, 

And re the ring if you engage 

   To argue they will knock you out. 

Each is an ardent fisherman. 

   Whom here to-day you gaze upon. 

They angle on a novel plan - 

   The bait is in the demi-john. 

Of course they take their hooks and lines, 

   And overboard the sinkers swish. 

And at the game each Chaser shines - 

Although they never catch a fish. 

 

There's Captain Carl, the Commodore, 

   Who gaily trips the vessel's deck; 

So far he's not run them ashore 

   (Though some he's landed home a 'wreck'). 

Dug Rogers is another 'star,' 

   He is the club's Demosthenese, 

Who ofttimes posed beside his bar - 

   That's when he ran Her Majesty's. 

The 'noblest Roman of 'em all'; 

   So let some bouquets now be flung 

Before he dodges out of call. 

   For Rogers was a festive 'bung.' 

Norb Coveny of saintly style. 

   Who runs the pubs, where players go, 

Just wears an incandescent smile. 

   As out his gurgling liquors flow. 

And Charlie Chaplin Porky Kearns, 

   A very frisky sport is he. 

Who's done a hundred limelit turns, 

Still shakes a plump pin festively. 
 

And Martin Brennan, here in sight. 

   With cash, of course, he's always free. 

He prints the girls encased in tights 

   Each week in the Variety.** 

And here behold bould Peter Smith. 

   Who runs somehow into this rhyme, 

And do not think this is a myth - 

   The phiz of Joseph Wangenheim; 

They call him Joe the Millionaire. 

   He's known to every burnt cork coon; 

They'll whisper to you in the bar: 

   'Joe has a mortgage on the moon!' 

Sid Athey is the heavyweight, 

   Bill Watson NEVER makes a slip, 

And Paddy Mitchell can orate. 

   And Billy Kelso gives 'the tip'; 

But let us ring the curtain down, 

   'Time, gents!' so thus we end in haste. 

For it is well known round the town 

   These Chasers, all are very chaste. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sydney Sportsman 1 Sept. 1915, 7.  

 

               __________________________ 
   

               *   The Chasers 

** Australian Variety and Sporting Gazette 
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"The City of Make-Believe" 
      

        (Arthur Morley) 
 

 

 

A wee little girl sat playing 

Her face bore a look of despair 

She seemed to imagine her dolly was cross 

She scolded her big teddy bear 

Each toy held a charm to this girlie 

For they were part of her life 

Her little heart knew of no other delight 

She shared in their sorrows and strife 
 

She lives in a world of make-believe 

Surrounded by all of her toys 

Each doll tells a story of love to her 

Each toy beats her sorrows and joys 

She shares with her pets her own little gifts 

And when they're in trouble she'll grieve 

She's only a child and the world to her 

Is a city of make-believe." 
 

The take the daughter of fashion 

Like a butterfly scorching its wings 

Living a life of pleasure and ease 

In the charm that society brings 

Her cup is brimful of enjoyment 

A circle of light is her life 

Living for self - she never can be 

A true-hearted mother or wife. 

 

She lives in a world of make-believe 

At society's open door 

She lives for the present- no though of the    

  days 

That the future may hold in store 

The lights of the ball-room - the sparkle of   

   gems 

Are the sights that alone will please 

But sooner or later she'll find all is dross 

In her city of make-believe. 

Somewhere in France there's a soldier 

Fighting for country and king 

Doing his bit for the land he loves 

Gaily he'll laugh and he'll sing 

First in the charge is our hero 

First to the guns if he can 

Fighting he lives and fighting he dies 

Just like a soldier and man. 
 

It isn't a world of make-believe 

It's a world of bitterest strife 

A fight where justice is fighting 'gainst wrong 

A struggle of life for life 

Around him his comrades are falling fast 

And though he may his death-wound receive 

He fights for that woman and child he left 

In their cities of make-believe. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 

  Australian Variety  (Sydney) 17 Dec. 1915, 4. 
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"Stranded - Xmas 1897"  
  

                 (Arthur Morley) 

  

 
 'Tis a long call back - and times were bad 

 And the rain came tumbling down, 

 As we sat near the bar on that Xmas Eve 

 In a little country town. 
 

 There were only six in the show, and we 

 Were stranded - without a cent, 

 We couldn't open the hall to show 

 For just one reason - the rent. 
 

 The lady who kept the pub looked glum 

 She knew we were actors, so 

 She passed the word that they'd have to pay 

 For our tucker, or "out you go!" 
 

 But still, you know, there's a silver line 

 To the darkest cloud on high, 

 And just as our hearts began to sink 

 A drunk came strolling by. 
 

 He looked at the boys and then he said 

 "I'll give you a quid for a song," 

 You bet your life he didn't escape 

 We held him good and strong. 
 

 And then like a lamb we led him in 

 To where the piano stood, 

 And sat him down beside the singer who 

 Sang songs as well as he could. 
 

 And when he sang that old, old song 

 "There's No-one Like Mother To Me," 

 The drunk sat sobbing, his old form shook 

 And tears in his eyes you could see. 
 

 He pulled from his pocket a cheque book old 

 And wrote out a cheque for a pound 

 But in signing his name he made a blot 

 So threw the cheque to the ground 

 

 Another attempt he made to sign 

 And this time made no mistake 

 I grabbed the cheque - a welcome sight 

 And not one hard to take 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 
 

  

 

And when he had gone, I said to the boys 

 "Let's drink to our luck tonight; 

 It's Xmas Eve, so fill up your glass 

 And let us all be merry and bright." 
 

 I paid for the drinks, the cheque was cashed 

 And as we turned to go 

 My mate said, "Wait, have one on me, 

 Your fellowship to show." 
 

 Upon the bar he placed a quid 

 And said, "Come on, I'll pay" 

 You cashed your cheque, so I'll cash mine, 

 The one he threw away." 

 
 

 

 

 Australian Variety (Sydney) 29 Dec. 1915, 17. 
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"A Week with Ike Beck around the Suburbs" 
      

(Presto) 
 

 

 

 

In doing a week for Ike Beck, 

I packed up my props and my clothes 

And, on Saturday, at Mascot, 

(To a big crowd) with the old red nose 
 

Now it's not too warm out at Mascot 

But the actors they all didn't care, 

Just as long as they pleased the audience, 

And got their cut of the cash that was there. 
 

Now Monday of course is an off night, 

Ike having no place for to show, 

But it's only a matter of some little time, 

When every night he'll be on the go. 
 

On Tuesday, at the meeting place, 

The actors all did gather, 

And took the trip to Auburn fair 

On a wagon, in fine weather. 
 

Cel Delwyn said: "Who'll drive the mokes?"18 

Levarto said: "Don’t worry!" 

When Tauchert19 cried: "Why, I'm the man!" 

But Ike said: "You'll be sorry;" 
 

We started off, and all went well 

So merry and so bright, 

Fat 'Jamo' said: "I wouldn't care 

If my leg was only right!" 
 

With someone singing high, 

And all at once our old mokes fell, 

And Verlie20 heaved a sigh. 

Granville was the final show, 

And sorry all were we, 

And Bob said: "What about the fares?" 
   

Ike said: "Leave that to me!" 

If Ike continues on this game, 

A Fuller21 may he be, 

And may we live to see the day, 

When a city show has he. 
 

 

 

 

       Australian Variety (Sydney) 15 Aug. 1917, 8. 

 

 

 
                                                           
18

 Moke was the name given to a donkey or small horse 
19

  Arthur Tauchert 
20

  Possibly Little Verlie. 
21

  Fullers Theatres  
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"Slavin's Spasm" 
 

               (Art Slavin) 

 

 

 

 
         Everybody's got the 'Flu 

         At-choo! At-choo! At-choo! 

         I'm trying to write this verse for… 

         At-choo! At-choo! At-choo! 
 

         Don't miss Clay's laughter show this week 

         If you're feeling sad or blue 

         It's no damned good, I can't write no more - 

         At-choo! At-choo! At-choo! 

 

 

 
            Australian Variety (Sydney) 11 Oct. 1918, 17. 
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"One of Those Dreams" 
 

               (The Codger) 

 
I had a dream, and a merry old dream, and a wonderful dream indeed; 

For it gave me the fillip that always I seem at Christmas time sorely in need. 

I dreamt I was Sultan of Boogalooboo, and free to do just as I chose, 

With a palace jammed full of a hundred or two of houris, and such things as those. 
 

I rose when I liked, and I scorned all mere work, but I had some diversions instead. 

For I'd feed broiled ham sliced very hot to a Turk while a bayadere stood on her head. 

And on Saturday nights - oh those Saturday nights! - I'd a theatre all to myself, 

Save for damsels vowed to my domestic delights, every damsel an exquisite elf. 
 

For the players, they did what I told 'em to do, and not what they thought they did best; 

The proud leading ladies in tights would look blue, though the ballet was thoroughly dressed. 

Bob Grieg as contortionist had a great chance, though he didn't embrace it with glee. 

And our Mr Atholwood's slick song and dance was a thing most delicious to see. 
 

I made Wilkie juggle with rapiers and knives till his ears were quite red with dismay 

And I had Bancock tickled by ten of my wives till he fainted completely away. 

Then Kathlene MacDonell sang "Ah, petit chat!" in a costume three inches by one,  

While Parkes, dear Lizette, said, "They'll get me mama, and I'll be completely undone." 
 

But slim Maggie Dickinson, dressed in a cloak, was put up to recite "Little Jim." 

While the great Walter Bentley could not see the joke when they made a stage-camel of him. 

Dick Stewart, billed next for some conjuring tricks, caught chorus girls out of the air, 

While seventeen bishops, all cronies of Dick's, looked on in a jealous despair. 

 

I couldn't make out how the bishops got in, and I asked very angrily why; 

Billy Rego said actors all suffered from sin, and Richardson started to cry. 

So slim Fayette Perry, perched on a trapeze, said "You can't work that old wheeze on me." 

And she twirled by her hands, by the crook of her knees, by her chin, by the beautiful sea. 

 

I can't guess at all how the sea got in there, and it made me extremely perplexed, 

But Tucker, fair Lilian, stars in her hair, sang "Chase me!" and no-one seemed vexed. 

But nobody chased her, and so in the end she left me alone with a curse, 

And I woke up alone - not a soul! not a friend! - and really it might have been worse. 

 

 

 

 
              Green Room (Sydney) Jan. 1918, 9. 
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"Another Confession" 
 

               (Harley Cohen) 
 

I have read your blankey squealin' 

    In the papers just to hand; 

How yer blame yer dear-old cobber, 

    Which I cannot understand 

Tho' he did pinch all yer 'bacca 

    And he did pinch all yer beer. 

If a nasty cold near skittled 

    My old pal and kept him queer, 

I'd have said, "Buck up, y' blighter 

    Here, what's mine is yours, old pard." 

Though to part with all his Heenzo 

    Would have hurt a "digger" hard, 

I'd have said, "This stuff is dinkeum    

    Of it I've used a blinkin' lot;  

It will make yer cold a quitter; 

    Come, take a pull at it, old pot; 

I tell yer, Bill, this Heenzo's ripping, 

    And I bet yer'll say the same; 

Yes yer'll bless' yer dear old cobber,  

    Just because he played the game," 

So don't blame poor Jim Grahame, 

Nor wish him any ill, 

But listen, Henry Lawson,    

And take this as yer will    

I'll make no bones about it, 

But tell yet frank and free,  

THE GALLIPOLI STROLLERS shook it    

That's straight to you from me; 

Yes, we pinched yer Heenzo, Harry,  

For that crime, we take all the blame. 

Yes, we shook it from your desk, sir, 

And it played for us the game. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

"Forgiveness - For the Strollers" 
 

('Arry) 
 

So; they write to confess, and they write in distress 

    And each letter increase the gloom; 

For I didn't' let on that on different nights 

    There were TWO bottles pinched from my room.  
 

Well, a mate's but a man who is fighting his fate, 

    And it crook has his sorrow and grief; 

So the mate I'll forgive for the sake of a mate 

    And the thief for the sake of a thief.  
 

And I'll let the Gallipoli Strollers go free 

    To pile up the takings (or bolt); 

All players and strollers have claims on me 

    Since, the generous days of Bland Holt, 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Written especially for 

G.W. Hean, this feature 

advertisement was 

published in newspapers 

and magazines 

throughout Australia and 

New Zealand in 1918.  
 

The other authors were 

Henry Lawson, J.W. 

Gordon, and Mrs Stan 

Roberts. 

 

 

Land (Sydney) 12 July 

1918, 21. 

 

 
 

Harley Cohen 
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[no title] 
 

               (Harry Clay) 
 

 

 

    The king of vaudeville 

    No doubt is Harry Clay, 

    And with his vaudevillians 

    He’ll drive dull care away; 

    He’s travelled the Australian states 

    For twenty years or more, 

    And is known to many thousands 

    As the man who holds the floor; 

    The children coming out from school 

    Will shout "Hip, hip, hooray!" 

    When they see his posters on the wall 

    For good old Harry Clay; 

    They hail his combination with delight 

    Whenever they appear, 

    And pack theatres nightly 

    When he visits twice a year; 

    He'll be in this town shortly, 

    So get ready one and all - 

    To give him a reception, 

    And he'll make a regular call.         

      

 

 

 

                  

Theatre Magazine (Sydney) Jan. 1920, 26. 
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The Radi-o-Aces 
 

     (anon) 
 

To Ned Tyrell22 and his happy and popular band of syncopators. 
 

 

 

 

Come and see the throng, 

See the smiling faces, 

Hear the welcome sound 

Of the Radi-o-Aces. 
 

Leaving care behind, 

As the music's playing 

Life is but a joke 

Hear the music saying. 
 

Up and Down and Round, 

How the whole world paces, 

To the happy tunes 

Of the Radi-o-Aces 
 

Dismal care has gone, 

There is none to heed it; 

Here's a dreamy waltz 

Be the first to lead it! 
 

Leaving cares behind, 

How the whole world paces, 

To the merry tunes 

Of the Radi-o-Aces 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

Advocate (Melbourne) 4 Oct. 1928, 49. 
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  See The Tyrells. 
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"Twenty Years Ago" 
 

(Fred Bluett)   
 
 

 

I often sit and ponder o'er the days when I was young, 

When I first went in the business and this acting life begun. 

I was only a bootmaker, rode a bike and different things, 

Used to go to all the smokers, always round the boxing rings. 
 

I had a shop in Chapel Street - the best street in Prahran, 

I often have a giggle as I pass it on a tram, 

At the way I used to struggle patching up some fellow's boot, 

Till at last I got the needle and made up my mind to scoot. 
 

I said, "Try some other business, buck up, don't be a goat," 

So I hopped the twig one Wednesday and got on the blooming boat, 

And went off to New Zealand with a company of stars, 

Willie Watkins, Harry Baxter and a lot of la-de-dahs. 
 

Well we opened in Dunedin and it pains me so to say 

That although we did good business, we did not get our pay. 

So we finally got stranded like a lot of other shows, 

Then to the hardened landlord, we unfolded all our woes. 
 

Well, he didn't take much notice, said "Pack up and out you go," 

So Harry Baxter and myself were turned out in the wet. 

And then I joined the Fullers,23 a sort of waxworks show, 

Where you're generally useful - take on anything you know. 
 

Looking after penny slot fakes, which at that time were the craze, 

Play a farce or sing a song, take in the crystal maze. 

Oh those merry days with Fuller! "Here's a trial - get the gun," 

We didn't get much money but we had a lot of fun; 
 

And when the show moved on and we all had to help to pack, 

Willie Watkins dropped the Pope's head just to see if it would crack. 

Said he couldn't pack up figures - wasn't in his bleeding line; 

Then Sylvain would run the rabbit just to pass away the time. 
 

I remember Mick the monkey who we nearly learned to talk, 

He'd eat anything from apples to a castor-oil cork. 

And the figures how they dressed them, why some of them looked sublime - 

A new coat on Salisbury one day and the next it was mine. 
 

But the figures never grumbled, never bothered, wouldn't kick; 

It was Alice Mahr who hollered when saw the one labelled Mick. 

Oh, what things great men descend to in a waxworks show; oh dear, 

You'd be Rangit Sinji one week - Jimmy Governor next year - 
 

Mrs Needle, Lily Langtry and the chap who governs Heaven, 

What you don't know Mrs Needle? She's the one marked twenty-seven. 

Charlie Fanning said that she looked like one of the actors wives. 

But not one of us would mention it to save our blooming lives. 
 

They were clever chaps the Fullers and I'm pleased they all got on - 

There was Walter, there was Benjamin24 and big and little John.25 

There was Lydia, there was Hetty, there was Mrs Fuller, too, 

Who'd kick up such a rumpus if the comic songs were blue. 
 

                                                           
23

  See John Fuller Snr (re: John Fuller and Sons). 
24

  Sir Benjamin Fuller. 
25

  John Fuller Jnr and John Fuller Snr. 
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I remember once in Christchurch it was at a matinee, 

The man that worked the Punch and Judy got off for the day. 

The people saw the figures then they sat down in the chairs, 

Thought there's sure to be a concert so we took them unawares; 
 

And Petherick and Ben and I got in to Punch's box, 

To go through the performance we meant to give them shocks. 

We said "That's the way to do it" and a lot of other stuff; 

But those wise old heads of Christchurch wouldn't stand our bit of bluff. 
 

Oh it's great to think about it - I'd go through it all again, 

It does you good to start like that - it educates the brain. 

I could keep on writing of it for another week or two, 

I enjoyed myself in that show; if you'd been in it so would you. 
  

 

 

Australian Variety (Sydney) 8 Jan. 1920, 6. 
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                 Harry Scales 

Everyone's (Sydney) 11 Dec. 1929, 76. 
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  Practitioners mentioned in this piece, and with entries in the AVTA are: Edward Branscombe, Edward Branscombe's 

Dandies, Huxham's Serenaders, Hugh and Edith Huxham, Ben Calvert, Renn Miller, George Edwards, Claude Dampier, Harry 

Borradale, G.W. "Dismal" Desmond. 
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"Sydney --- Ninety-Nine" 
 

(James Farrelly)   
 

 

The years have gone - some forty years 

    Since I saw Sydney Town; 

I landed there in Ninety-nine, 

    And old Hyde Park was brown. 

The drought had turned the land to dust. 

    And trees were grim and dead, 

And when it broke the wheat got rust, 

    From too much rain - they said. 

I came from Queensland ports last week, 

The 'Central' made me stare; 

The terminus of Ninety-nine was 

    Dingy, small and bare. 

 
The dear old town of ninety-nine 

    Was gone as if a dream, 

A great quick city now - the Bridge 

    A never ending stream 

Of cars and trams and aeroplanes 

    Not known in Ninety-nine. 

I wandered "lonely as a cloud" 

    In Shelley's poem divine - 

I'm not too sure it's Shelley's poem; 

    It may be Southey's line. 

But, anyhow, that's how I felt, 

    In search for Ninety-nine. 

 

Old Paddington Post Office brought 

    Those dead years back a bit, 

The same old place, the same old stalls 

    Where telegrams were writ. 

I took a tram to Hospital, 

    The "Coas't" in Ninety-nine, 

Some huts in sand then housed the sick, 

    But now long buildings fine 

Caused me to stare and dream and think 

    In search for ninety-nine. 

Found an inn and deeply drank 

    Till happy feeling mine 

Brought back old days - old happy days - 

    The days of Auld Lang Syne. 
 

I dreamt I rode a 'bus again, 

    A horse 'bus from the Quay; 

A 'bus that ran to Paddington, 

    And there I went to see 

Old friends I knew in bygone times, 

    And then I rode again 

A green steam tram down Oxford Street - 

    It shot out soot like rain. 

Came Friday night, I saw again 

    Old Paddy's Markets where 

The pies and peas and fun and noise 

    Are recollections rare. 

Next day I saw Vic. Trumper bat, 

    And Rangi and Clem Hill; 

And Noble, too, and bowler Jones, 

    Who sent down bails to spill 

The wickets Rangi tried to shield, 

    But Jones could bowl to split 

A batsman's finger clad in steel 

    That South Aus. man could bit. 

So through the week I saw old spots: 

I heard Jack Want and Reid 

Each other grip in legal fights - 

A treat to hear them plead. 

 
I went to Rickards' Tivoli, 

    I heard old Harry sing 

A song about the old Kent Road, 

    A breezy sort of thing. 

Fred Bluett, too, was in the cast, 

    And Pope and Irving Sales, 

And Leonard Nelson sang and joked 

    And told his comic tales. 

Tommy Dawson had a part. 

    Poor Tom was killed in France; 

Stage highlights then, most now have gone - 

Done with the song and dance. 

 

I saw Struck Oil and Maggie Moore 

    And Nellie Stewart play - 

Two fadeless "stars" of Williamson's 

    Remembered to this day. 

Bland Holt I heard and Carrie Moore, 

    And Tittell Brune and Knight, 

Then Julius Knight was out on tour - 

    Great Wilson Barrett Light. 

Macquarie Street knows little change, 

    The Barracks are the same; 

But ah! the Old Hyde Park is gone, 

    Of Tree of Knowledge fame. 

 

Bede Dalley still stands quite serene 

    Upon his statue base, 

He takes the march of Time quite calm - 

    No wonder in his face. 

And then I woke and found the Past 

    Had fled with Ninety-nine, 

And all the world is full of war 

    And bloodshed all the time. 

I wish me back in Ninety-nine— 

    The days were care-free then, 

A sleepy, slower world perhaps, 

    But ruled by sounder men. 
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Then cranks were not allowed to rule 

    And bullies kept their place; 

To break a treaty now it seems 

    Is not at all disgrace. 

I do not say we had no faults 

    Way back in Ninety-nine! 

But let us toast those happy days. 

    The days of Auld Lang Syne. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

         Wingham Chronicle and Manning River Observer (NSW) 26 July 1940, 8.
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Tivoli Theatre [1] (formerly the Garrick Theatre), second building on the left. 

Source: National Library of Australia. 
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  The poem is credited to James Farrelly of Wangi Wangi (formerly a township and now a suburb of the City of Lake 

Macquarie, New South Wales). 
 

Please note: The reference to Fred Bluett appearing at Harry Rickards' Tivoli Theatre in 1899 is an error of recall on the part of 

Farrelly. As noted in Bluett's biography the comedian did not make his first appearance on a Rickards' vaudeville programme until 

September 1901. 
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"A Wasted Life" 
 

               (Tommy Armstrong) 
 

"Tommy Armstrong, in his serious moments, is serious. The following poem, from his fertile pen, looks good:-"
28

  

 

 

He comes to the world like a gleam of sun, 

    Brings joy to his mother's heart; 

And leaves for a while til his race is run, 

    And then, like the shadows, depart. 

But what has his life been from day to day - 

    A failure or brilliant success? 

Oh, he's been an actor, had big parts to play, 

    And has had ups and downs - more or less. 

We see him at work in his youth, good boy, 

  He's ambitious and must get on. 

He's feasted and wined and his life is joy, 

     But what when his talent is gone? 

He's a jolly good fellow - the star of the show, 

    The public and press sang his praise. 

At first it's a glass - ye shall reap as ye sow - 

    Then it's ten and the mind's all ablaze. 

What does he care for applause loud and long, 

    What does he want with fame? 

Nothing is right, nearly everything's wrong 

    And there's only himself to blame! 

Hushed [are] the hand-claps he used to love, 

    Silence now greets his entree, 

Cat-calls now come from the boys above, 

    Such is the price he must pay, 

Ragged and tattered, with a drunkard's slink 

    He waits in the shelt'ring dark. 

And begs for the price of cooling drink, 

    And at night he sleeps down in the park. 

He has done his last turn - there is no curtain call, 

    He is dead - that's the end of his strife. 

He's buried a pauper, deserted by all, 

    The end of a wasted life. 
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  The citation details relating to this poem, including the source and first publication date, are currently unknown. The text, 

which has been cut from a magazine (perhaps one of the Australian variety industry periodicals), is held in the Nat Phillips 

Collection (The Fryer Library, The University of Queensland). See Box 9, Folder 1: TA.1. Phillips likely kept the poem as a 

keepsake from his former stage partner.  
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