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verses, everyone
had not been render-
ed Incapable by laughter|(n
coming In Wwith the chorus.! ¥
When he came to the last
verse, Charlie faltered a
moment and said * me!
I can't remember what comes |t

else who

S0 Ole Johnnie Bowker he 3
thought it were a sin,

To rub hus wife’s leg with gin:

So he poured the gin down his
old throttle,

And rubbed his wife's leg
with the empty bottle.

Tom next

The next rendering was giv-
en by 70-year-old Tom Bene-
fer. There was something al-

stance as he stod there, cap
pulled low over his eyes and

Jersey, dungarees and carpet
slippers. He sang “I'm a
harum tarum fisherman hail-
in’ from King’s Lynn Town.”

“Golden Slippers” and “The
Drunken Sailor” Eromvone
had by this time become thor-|™
oughly carried away by the
fun of the moment and
George got a crashing chorus
at the end of each verse, the

hausted with laughter there
was no relief. Sixty-two year
old “Bob” Chase, son-in-law
to Charlie Fysh, took the stage
next and sang “Hanky
Twanky” — all about a chap

knife be-
cause she beat him up one

home
tight.

Their duet

George Smith and Tom
Benefer then sang a duet en-
titled “Yellow Handkerchief.' |0
Then, to give the younger
hands a look-in, a recording
was taken of “The Cow Jump-
ed Over the Moon”, sung by|

After the recordings had
been taken, they were played
back in the recording car
which stood outside.
body thronged out to hear the

were not disappointed. It
sounded as good as ib had
sounded inside

on top of the recording car
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most  Churchillian in Tom's| ;i

jaw’ thrust aggressively for-| o

ward. His bulk was tightly |Mr
clad in a blue crew-necked|!s"

George Smith was next with |35

singers beating time with|7!
tankards and glasses. tif
For those who were ex-|as

Every-| C

result of their efforts. They |

A
A loudspeaker was placed |-F

for all to hear and in no ..:
time the crowd was swelled |Jul
by passers-by who stopped | &
to listen. Thera was a yell

of laughter when

“Gle') §
with beautiful clarity, salted |

Fysh's re-
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| And so ended a most en-| _,
:]m‘able evening. But a wordlan
apout the Tilden Smith.
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{goes that in the earlv sixties
ithere %as A man w¥ho owned!
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the Tilden Smith public

next.” The microphone was|, | Mﬁun% house in North End,
hastily switched off. Gdon s Lynn, on Monday night.
“Ole Johnnie Bowker” is a|Jv 3
delightful story set to tune. com- In fact it was the best en
It{conccrns a man who had a| {organ-| tertalnment seen in this
wife who broke her leg. He|Sabn met a day.
called in the doctor who ex-|%'tary o YN far many 4
amined her and prescribed|y. de, Mr.| London may have =
that the injured limb should|Do  lpvite
be rubbed with gin. One of|Ca vt Bang A itz pear o conu® pev-
the choicest verses goes:— 3] ormance, but .Lynn follows

close behind with- the Tilden
Smith and the “old ‘salts* of
the fishing fleet.

The historic old pub, tradi-
tional fount of the fishermen
of Lynn for nearly ninety
years, was crammed to capa-
city with blue-jerseyed cus-
tomers and others who had
come to watch the fun.

Orinks were on the
B.8.C. and all present made
the most of this generosity.
Mr. Steve Rake, the land-
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lord, had one of the buslest
nights of his career dash-
Ing to and fro mrough._th:
tc jad

urnln;-ﬁlss of beer to
meet the demands of @
clientsie that seemaed mors
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This was.arranged by John
Seymour, the author of travel
books - wha Is at present ex-
ploring the rivers and canals
of East Anglia collecting
material to supplement a
radio programme to be broad-
cast later this year and also
to form the basis of his next
book.

Mr. Seymour, who has done
a good deal of free-lance work
for the B.B.C. in the past, is
being assisted in this pro-
gramme by Francis Dillon,
the producer -of “Country
Magazine” and other popular
radio programmes.

Big night

Mr. Seymour seeks the con-
tacts in his meanderings
about the coast and where he
hits on a good story — like
the Tilden Smith — he teams
up with Francis Dillon, who
attends to the producing side.
So intrigued was Mr. Seymour
by the individuality of some
of the characters he found in
the Tilden Smith and their
knowledge of old songs. long
forgotten, that he returned
with Francis Dillon on Mon-
day to make a complete re-
cording.

Excitement stirred the “re-
gulars” sitting around the
smoky walls as Francis Dil-
on took his stance in the
centre of the room, microphone
in hand. They watched him
expectantly over their pints
of mild.

This was going to be a
big night in the history of
the Tilden Smith. Those
who could not get Inside
peered In through the win-
dows from the outside.

The first song came f{rom
89-vear old Charlie Fysh, the
oldest flsherman in Lynn. Now:
everyone' knows Charlie and

_Jeveryone knew this was go-
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to Charli¢ heforehand that he
) » . “ 4
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ing to be good. It was. It
had been carefully explained

¢ words luat
be consigered offensive|
the more ' .aesthetically-
winded listeners‘of the BB.C.

r . Even so, some of the bann-
od words crept In and wers
received with gleeful appre-
clation by the less aesthe-
tically-minded patrons of
the Tilden Smith. What
the B.B.C. Is going ta do |
about it is their affair.

Charlie stood there stiffly
to-attention, his cap perched
at a jaunty angle and his
good eye making up in bright-|
ness for the one that was ob-
scured by the familiar patch.

‘Ole Johnnie’

The microphone was thrust
before him and he started
away on the first line of “Ole
Johnnie Bowker.” Then there
was a flash as someone took
a picture of him. Charlie
stopped abruptly. “What the
was that?" he snapped.
“Never mind dgbout that ,keep
on singing” said Francis Dill-
om. “Never mind about it?
Oi nearly broke me braces
when it happened.” complain-|
ed Charlle. s

8o Charlie started again
sand this time sang all the

CONTINUED ON PAGE 2
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