
Who do you think you are kidding.. 

 

Who do you think you are kidding Mister Hitler, 

If you think we're on the run. 

We are the boys who will stop your little game. 

We are the boys who will make you think again, 

'Cause who do you think you are kidding Mister Hitler 

If you think old England's done. 

 

Mister Brown goes off to town on the 8:21 

But he comes home each evening and 

He's ready with his gun. 

So watch out Mister Hitler 

You have met your match in us, 

If you think you can crush us  

We're afraid you've missed the bus, 

'Cause who do you think you are kidding Mister Hitler 

If you think old England's done 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



So long, farewell 

There's a sad sort of clanging from the clock in the hall 

And the bells in the steeple too 

And up in the nursery an absurd little bird 

Is popping out to say "cuckoo" 

Cuckoo, cuckoo 

Regretfully they tell us            Cuckoo, cuckoo 

But firmly they compel us       Cuckoo, cuckoo 

To say goodbye                       Cuckoo! 

To you 

So long, farewell, auf Wiedersehen, good night 

I hate to go and leave this pretty sight 

So long, farewell, auf Wiedersehen, adieu 

Adieu, adieu, to yieu and yieu and yieu 

So long, farewell, au revoir, auf wiedersehen 

I'd like to stay and taste my first champagne       

Yes?                                                                         No! 

So long, farewell, auf Wiedersehen, goodbye 

I leave and heave a sigh and say goodbye 

Goodbye! 

I'm glad to go, I cannot tell a lie 

I flit, I float, I fleetly flee, I fly 

The sun has gone to bed and so must I 

So long, farewell, auf Wiedersehen, goodbye 

Goodbye, goodbye, goodbye 

Goodbye 



God Save the King 

God save our gracious king! 

Long live our noble king! 

God save the king! 

Send him victorious, 

Happy and glorious, 

Long to reign over us; 

God save the king! 

 

 

Jerusalem 

 

And did those feet in ancient time, 

Walk upon England's mountains green? 

And was the holy lamb of god 

On England's pleasant pastures seen? 

And did the countenance divine, 

Shine forth upon our clouded hills? 

And was Jerusalem builded here 

Among these dark satanic mills? 

Bring me my bow of burning gold! 

Bring me my arrows of desire! 

Bring me my spear, oh clouds unfold! 

Bring me my chariot of fire! 

I will not cease from mental fight, 

Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand 

Til we have built Jerusalem 

In England's green and pleasant land 


