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(EFFECTS). 

With the rain trickling down— 

—the back of my neck, I have great pleasure in commenting 
on the Lord'Mayor's— 

—Show. My new Lord Mayor of London, Sir Stephen— 

--Klllick has not got a fine day for it. 

Still, there are some who know how to be happy, though 
wet t The usual— 

—crowds pack the— 

--pavements, refusing to miss the Show,weatheror not ! 
There's a naval detachment from— 

—Chatham, followed by a gun and cfew of the R.N.V.R, 
and in the puddle— 

—distance is seen Dick Whittington, and his cat. 
Bather good this ! 

Richard is seated on a Highgate milestone, 
looking towards London. 



x„BT TWO, 

RjBaJ. 
DO NOT SPEAK ON FIRST li-feet OF ,„BT TWO. 

(towards London). 

—but really looking at the banners of London's Boys 
Clubs1 Federation. 

Here's a fine model of what the 'ijueen Mary* 
will be--

—when ready for service, and a very imposing model 
it is ! 

The Dickens Fellowship provides a coachful of well-
known— 

—characters, with tubby Mr. Pickwick looking not a day 
thinner. Another Dickens oar passes--

-along, with Oliver Twist asking for more. 

And after that the next exhibit is Mrs. Jarley*s 
wax-works. Then last,— 

—but by no means wettest, comes My Lord Mayor in gilded 
coach, drawn by the famous team of six white horses. 

Sir Stephen Killiok is positively inside that 
coach. 

The day being what it is,--

—you may have to take my word for that. And that's— 

—the end of the Show. The first wet one— 

—since 1931, but in my water-logged opinion, the wettest 
ever 1 


