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tilda
(Tane: Waltzing Hatilda)

ls mes & jolly caver capped by & awallet hole

Tnder the shade of a rownn tree,
Ard he dang aa he tied bis ledder to & etslsgmlte,
"ha'll come a-caving Natilds with mat®™

#

Chorads
Caving Matilda, oaving Matilde,
Who'll cton a-onvipg et "ldawith ne?
fnd he asng a2 he tied ble ladder to a stalapmedte,
Mho'll come a-caving Matilde with =e?"

2. Deep banaath the surfece, fay fnaide the Master Cavae,
ihare," gald the saver, "omn the throwgh roote be®®
And he sang s ho bEeard the surmur of a waterfall,
"Whao'll cone s=ceving Matilda with met®

*Charua

Js Up cape & clowdburst, poursd down that ewallet hole,
Up rosa the water - tusf broewn aoa,
And he sang se the mober ross into his bedding plama,
"Who'll come s~caving Matilda with met®

*Ohorus

4, Up came the resome mounted en an apbalanse,
Out junped the wardens = Onel Tws] Thraoel
And they sang as theyr sat and waltad for the sun %o shine,
"o 'll some s-caving Hatilda with mo?™

Ehorus
Be (Blowly)

Deep beneath the surface; far inside ihat badding plane
Thers liza a caver na'er to be fres.

And his voles may be heard ms you pass by that swallet hola,
"Who'll come a-caving Matilds with me?™

#Chorus |Freats)
® (Ths third lime of the ohwrus is the ssoe an the thizd
lne of the previeus verss}
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The Te Went Te Yerkshire-
Tume: "Hotheamy=01"

Ome day whan wa had nothing to de,
There was Lank, myaelf and others oo,
A bBlosdy horritle fosterous orow

Tha day we went to Yorkehire-01

Weall et off down Market Street,
Couldn®t care less for anow or slest..
At half past 'leven we all did peet
At the ol? Kéw Inn in Claphare-01

Cherus:

Dur=n-fin dir=a, dur-a=-ca dey!
Dur-g=ma du ma darlin' Ol
Mi-g-ma du=ra; duP-a-ma day.
The day we went e Yorkshire-01

We wardered up ontoe Lack Pall,

The farmer he said, "0o to halli®

ird Wood he farted such & small

Ae hap pever beasn ameli in Yorkahire-0f
We had to escaps this eloud of grot =
5¢ whethar the farmer liked 1% or not,
We all aet of f down Loat Johne Pob

The day we went to Yorkshire-0

[ T o T PR

Thera woa Wilcox with his fiery beard,
Of pltohes he wes not a-Tesred,

And Mensatry Pitoh he guickly clearsd
fm mn eighty five foot lodder=0|

Wa lowerad hin dowm upom a Tops

And in the eater he did grope.

Tha hugear hedn't got o hope of

Of finding the Hew Roof Traversae=0|




"Twos deep ineide the Maator Cave

Ard for cur pints we all did crave,

Ard Wileox etarted for to rave,

e'11l never be cut by half tem—Qim

2o fer the surface we sat out

With gloricas visions of pints of stout.
Twan half pasi coe when we got oot

Of that herrible hole fn Yorkshire-0r

[ -1 o B PR

Wo all jumped into the Deormebila,

hnd Terek, be wag at sbe whesl.

A1l gur febes b trisd to ssal

On the rvooky rrad to (lapham-0)

We rollsd up tr the ol! New Inn,

Wa kicked the deor and walked sirsdght in;
ird Hellanda face it was guite grim

On that herrible day in Yorbehire-0f

How Helland woe 6 bi% of & loot -

Ha overcharged ue Loy the stout,

Ard guiok pe:we ecald we all got cat
To the maiuouws hut in Claphem-01

We gll lay down upon our backs

Ard somerme startad burning sadks.

Ard smoks it poured from all the aracks
0f that miincos hut in $lapham=01

Chorif s s sne s

Sald Buxton, “"Grenge Pigg's not for me.
Junipar fulf's my cop of tea!

And the lesder I will be

In an . 3.5. Pot in Yorkehive=0i"

But gll hie words were just hot air,
The bugger went completaly apars,

Ard spent the whole day in a chair

At the ol' Bew Tnn in Claphdm=01 '

Chrresessses

Finmleg

Baye I, "I thirk I'll head for home,

Ard 1 never more will eam',

And I'd coughing still &8 I sing this pean
0f m harritle dey in Yorkshire-o1

ChoTUB. s snas

R R S S Y

alag
(Tune: Remctely like 0ol rest you merry gentlenen}

A Jelly decasextaped went down & cave one day.

"Foek me|" aaid he,"It'e B Jolly good spree.

Devn hora I think IVIY etey.r

Hew aixteen millicn yesre have past

hnd he has quite evelwed,

A1l prrblens of esviromment bave finally been solved.

Ghe raas
Ha'n g gpeleoprd, & speleoped,
& gpeleoped trochoetrus,
He's g spelecpod, 8 spelacpod,
A spelecopod trogncatrosl

iz of his eixtern kadry lags have muw atreeblfied,
He'e grewn a trunk and trumpet ears
Ard loat his twinkling eyes. .
His adoptad digestion utilises
Small frea enerey geina :
And ha lives quite suceessfully off Tich crganic veine,

c!mmiiiilii-

The erlentation problem bad first 4o ba rescived,

And after cnly & million yenra the problem had becn solwed,
Using his newly developed trunk

43 an ulfrpednic source.

He picks up echoss with hia cars

ind o perceives hia codrse,

[ - P
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Hip sexunl ofgnn peirified just like o stalagmita,

And ip the sating toemon, the maidsna they take fright.
For it's not mich fun to taks a toel

Whoee lengtl may e te yards,

dnd then run roumd {or the rest of your life

Btuffed full cof onleoite sherds

ChGriB . e g ens

Cne dey m biswos Piltdewn Maid sat dewa upen the groutd,
knd apeieopod deteeted ter with his wltcecode scund,
Herr apelecpod wes r dirty old scd

B0 he ‘hought hefd have o phet!

ind thei'p hr= hrootroglopliles

Hers arigieslly Lagoi. .

P ORI We're troglophiles, we're troglophiles,
We're homotrogliphiles.
We're tooglephiles, wa're trﬂgln‘ph:l."-éu,
Welre homolroglophilegl!

R A R R R
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The Baga of Censtable Feckhan

A certain young lady in (lapham did dwell,
Hor pmas wed Fitssimmoma - 1 kmew her guite well.
Bhe went bo the dostora leca she gouldn®® shite,

Bo he gave ber'some pills that would put her quite right.

Choruase
Top=ra=lon, wait = bitl
Too-ra-low,; veit a bitl
Itfe a Tuekir! pood song
And ftFe all sbout ahit!
EBhe shet all that night snd ahe ahat sll that day.

They hired contractors to ocart it meny.
Tou Llooked to yoar left and yoo legked ©o your right -

T hare were noustaing and mountaing and wruntaine of shite!

ChorMiB. s asne

ChorTabe g s ses

CHOTUB s s ssas

With a rather lerge Tart she awske in the night.
Her gtomach wes Tunbling she wanted a ahita.

8he reached for the pot Buk Téwaa full fo the brim,
Bo she epened the wirdow and atuck cat her guinf

Ehimi &y

Now Cengtable Peokhma wns cubk én his beat

Fhen he happened S0 pass by the end of tha streat,
He thenghs be besrd voices way up in the aky,
Whan & rather lerge turd bis blm right 1n the ayel

Hew Conatable Meckhan waa blindad for 1ife

With aix starving kide ord m fuckin' grent wife.

flz standg on the cormer by day and by pight

Fith & aign round hip meck saying '"Blinded hy shite!.

'
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The Metienzo Songs

{Pune: The British Grenadiera}

Bone telk ¢f Goulfre Berger, and some of P.5.M.

M omves in distont islands =" w8've heards epough. of them.
For of sll ths worlds great cavarme
Theres none that can comparsa.

With the caves we know in Matienzo
Fithin reach of {(armana Bar) .

Soms talk of Teever Ford and El:ﬂ!lEl of Harry T,
Of Brookie snd his beother nnd .l.nhnj' Halthu. .
But ~f gll the worl ds graat davers - :
Theres none that can compars
Witk the sen that go to Matieaza
Ard driek in Germana Herl

--------




Seme wlinb electron  ladder and meoma use 5.0.T.

ki French ue: motor winches ard the Elden 'ab and pl.

Put the Lapt wey %o discover and find the easy reute
Is ¢ fellew your nose where nobedy gwea
#ith the oid of a wellington boott

goma oave on Williem Tnm-.g;ra' gl eome op Tetleya mi;ld,
Boma folka they drink the whisky -
It slmost drives them wildeso BT ewunm o

Choraze

I, 15 Iy I. I ke tha wino.
Mo duntie Mprinda - ahe plesed cut the window,
Bhe pieped tver oy soobrerc]

T 1ika the whisky, it makes me fael frisky,
Bat meat of all I iike the winn,

I 1iks e vino.

Glve e the goad old vincl

Ghiridesssasas

Za

3.

da

Se

B

Ta

I 1like the tear, it makes me fesl gueer,

(=11 P EEEsd b s ddamannn

I like the bcanfy, 1t rakes oe feel randy,

BlCasaastsssnnnaannnmemn

I like Bacardl, it gives me a nardy,

Etﬂq------.-llb+t+rcb+++

1 like %be gin, 1t helpn oo met in,

B e o B 8 g v

I likae the Guiness, it atiffers oy panis,
ﬂtﬂ----n-liiillll!'!"l!

I like the fse, it nakes me come twice,
ED G R

T 1i%s ker Lingoa, it gives fres ounndlingus,

ElBiansssnsssnnnsnnnnnns

T like the Tum 3% helpa ma 1o COme,

Etﬂp----liii++4+l‘!¥‘!!l
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The 5 af Beck

E'I'L'l-l'lﬂl TR e |
To Poxop Beck e gll 4id come
With exploration to be doma.
To find some saves was our intent
He matter how much time we apent,
He dug ard dug for at least a week
Ontil we found what we did soak.
Arnd then at last a cave we found -
"mas only three oot underground

We callad for Beg, and thesre he cams
Fer 'ide rupcured be's ineane.
"Juat %o preve thetb your & man.
Can you push 17" " Course T canf |V

41*41!!*!*&&*;&Fbﬂ

Take in the lifeline de
Ture: Dalay, Deisy

Toke in, toke in, teke in the 1ifeline do.
I'm a1l guaking henging dewn here fof ¥ou.
IT'm net a aylish olisbor,

1 gan't afford & clogper.

But I'm slright with my Oldham light

&l glectran ladder too,

Hold dény hold on, the lifelinds reund oy balle
T can't take im, net For the 1ife of yours.

If you can't afford a clogger

Tou'd bast climh up the ladder,

'foa you can't use a prussik koot

Then the repete tied round my balle.

Climbing, clinbing, olimbing the laddar now.
Ii's eo tiring, but I'1] met up mcomabhow.

I thirnk I'm polng to alip off,

There's nothing to got a grip of.

I'11 be alright 1f you held me tight,

I'm falling Aff right now!




Tho Peryigsnt Gill Plues
(Bing in s high voiee) {Tanet ‘ny 12 bar biuea)
Help ma, help ne, the lifelipes round my balls,

T can't take in not fer the life of yours, 1. I ein't zodr! down Penygent Gill ro more]
If you get bask on the ladder I ain't godr ' dewm Perygent G111 mo morsi
1111 even bury you a clopger 1008 the gaver in Penygent GL11 ave all too amslll
(Back to lew voica) : 2, Oh, Hod Pot ie mot the pless for me
th, thank God, you bloody sod, v R IR apeit) P
Tou've rained oy darried 11fe] I really des't like the taste of Phodamine B!
P T 3. If yoo -~muna an u.}lrip dovn Blipkmiws Bounae
rapant
Tno_Armobair Caver Dem't aa™ o %0 go - I sin't no epelac-mousel
Chrrnag 4. If you bthimh gou are meslly efrong and beove,
i'm a saver, I'r & uaver from Manchester way. (rapaat
I gat all ny plernures the potheifng way. Tou'll change wour sind after o trip down
T may be a wage Fleve cn Nondey, Anorkel Cewel
But T am & druskard or. Sunday. f. I almays tt £ ﬂm; pathaloras vere foole,
. rapeat
I'm an srmehair gaver, there's nrme sver braver, And mow I'm aums after taking a look doen Snools.
¥ot far frop the pub fo I romm. ;
T dem't 1like cold weter ms much as T rught o . B, Ob, Flanethrower Fole 1a a very fine hole indeed,
{r surpa that cre oovered In foam. . {repeat
Graat Douk to some me; be enny A pars*fin tarch is 2ll you really need]
But 44 me It Doy be' BUPET BEVETE, T. Tell, Iell tornd Pot 18 & nams to make you snile,
&nd I don't go far into Yerdas - {repeat)
The prospect just f£ills me with Pear, Hut th® terminel sunp is black and rather vila!
CheTdssseses ) B, Tnlese ;uﬂ‘re[leu t:l;an o foot saven tall,
I logked for & wowe ard [ felt wery brave repeat
For I knew that thers wers mons to find, A1l tha way down Hesledsn Bergh you'll heva to
Apd just to make aore that I atayed on the moor crawll
I left nll the ladjaers Fehind., 9. If atreamwey otonps are what give you a thrill,
How pane go off to Spein in the sunmer I:I'Eliﬁl.t:ll
In pearch of new caves deap and long Then keep well clear of the ceves in Penygent Gilll

And mitheugk I go there with them
It'p just for the wint and the ssng
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