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SHE WAS A RESPECTABLE LADY.

By JOHN P. HARRINGTON.

& WILL GODWIN.

Allegro.
20 00 . T - s £
- J - g— ., h_. g.
S —
PIANO. ¥
£ §E £ Eﬁ:fi = e sris sl $
- = 7 —— 3 5 7 7

1h
™
i)
L
L)
A
el )
e
hail
1,
""-..,1*
m
2
®
| |
"
n
Y
t

NN
S L
Nl
el ﬂ
S
e
<N
» b
<9819
LN
~ e
R
e
~
ar

2 o '!_.}%.,_'! - ¥ 2 o H* o f‘
= ir’ y e
4
.IF..!.'..E ._.-.l'..'l- o f-#.‘.ti
i — — -
Sy
g £ e ef L, o
e S I = S = Th
7% F’J v —
el e % | Y. % | Ka. %
| 'k E o0 0 0p | e
it S EEFEE s
B e e =EEoEe o o ]

This song may be sung in public without fee or licence, except at Music Halls.
Copyright, MDCCCXCII by Francis, Day & Hunter, F& D.sa12



: h
. & =
R rite bus, I met, A
& =
v ; L
P > ur;
Y
i.rj &F— —il- 'ﬁ #
vV 7
pert. i y. pet, She blushd and flush'd SO
& = - Ed -
e ' ' &
T o 'S
A A N X
== * - & - "
P_
My heart went wob _ ble . dy
/ _H_._
~ - =
v s ~
-, r X0
= 4 —F
-
£ » -
v = ===
- = = - '
& &
__i

F&D.s412




-
o

F&D. 3412

—
Y ] at K .t
- > ] » =1 i - .
S, > i -, .-f] »
She  smild at me and then | could swear, Some -
%
%" < —
e » &
- B i I &
i—; 'i_‘_ — F > . P
%—# = s N— \
o 7 X : e ——" -
o e o ¢
- time, some . how, Id seen her some - where, She
.
? - L4 - v o 3 ¥ .-i: o
T L I' O
: o> &
= A
' e -~ » » - -
? =5 :
gen & tly winkd and said How dyou do?” I
- = #j = = -
[ J T - B
&
= e
ﬁ - L :;_. i‘,
| d }'1 h h‘: N K-
. : — e 7
said  “Oh!  Im nice Iy!” for I knew.__
L P T N T e T . TR
. ol ) :
? = >, = gl R
, ghee e, =
|
%—T > =5 & |
r 2




CHORUS. 18t time f 2nd ff'.

F& D. 3112

- S e e e s .
=y o F EE e e e e
P B P 7
She was a respec.ta.ble la _. dy, A ve_.ry respec.ta.ble la . dy, A
s e e e L0 P .1.5. ., - £ =
%# — D
] JF..J e
3 s op »
: - _P - P V /"- ] F F_
,
LY 3 * » l
o o i '1 FJ 2 . ."i P S — o E' | F)
e 7 _ = =
high.ly respecta.ble la.dy and I metherin a bus!..... I metherin a
o & o &
EONEE R = R e s o g ELEE
o r r J 1 . / 7
3 s g2 ¢
' 3 » oo o
gttt T o e il FH.,
. 7 r 7
_ — ¥ Y -
2 - ” g 2 2 oo o 5 o _F- e
' r o R AP A R 7 * 7
bus I met herin a bus..... She was a re.spec.ta.ble Ila . dy, A
- & _!m »°
= i = EEOR g e R » £ F £ £
= Y =
g e :
e f £ 8 £ £ 0
E - a4 Y r - ¥
= 2 B - —
ﬁ_“_ﬁ_d wr i o 5 w - ! !' i“_ {* F v,
ve.ry respec-ta_ble la . dy, A k re-spec ta.ble la.dy And I
.- 0 @
; ? o » » > 2 - 2 a0 9 80 E kK =
' #‘ - I F.r Fi
_ AR S
b
1
gt o S 444 ¢ ¢F L F 4 .
=EE === 2 2 =3
4 4 | Y
N
_h - - - r
g L I
met her in a busl...
| sg £ *-"-ﬁ 2. @
‘F
o
11 F
T 4




SHE WAS A RESPECTABLE LADY.

BY SUNG EBY

JOHN P. HARRINGTON & WILL GODWIN. GEORGE BEAUCHAMP,
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One day in a “Fav'rite " 'bus I met

A dmnt} painty, perty pet :

She blushed and flushed so prettily—oh !

My heart went “ wobbledy-wob,” you know. (Sigh)
She smiled at me, and then I could swear,

Some time, sumehmn I'd seen her mmewhere

She gently winked, and said, “ How d’you do ’ 27

I said, “Oh! I'm nicely!” for I knew—

CHORUS,

She was a respectable lady—

A very respectable lady—

A highly respectable ]ad}-

And I met her in a ’bus !

I met her in & 'bus — I met her in a 'bus !
She was a respectable lady—

A very respectable lady—

A highly respectable Ia.dy—-—

And I met her in a 'bus!

2.

When out of the 'bus we both did get,

I said, “ Pray do you drink, my pe t?”
She said, ““ I do, but I don’t keep count ;
You see I take such a small amount.

A pint of port, with a crust like glue,

A waiter brought us, between us two,
But she’'d ten more of 'em ere she'd go ;
She guzzled a barrel or so, although—

Cuorus.—She was, &ec.

3.

Through booze that flutterer tore my hair ;
But soon a p’liceman bold was there,

In quod he popped her, just for her cheek,
And next day had her before the beak.
The beak, when he'd had one squint at her,
Said, “ Who can ?ipeak of her character?”
The p’liceman bold, like a man, did say,

£E] knnw her, my lﬂrd, she’s Tottie Fay !

CrHorUus.—And she’s, &e.
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