Stantonbury Village
Words and music by J Cunningham

Verse 1

A barge horse pulls the Sunday School treat to Fenny Stratford,
Girls are making flowers for Whitsun Fete,

If you’re waiting in Bradwell for a train to Newport Pagnell,
You can wait forever ‘cos it’s always late!

Chorus

Come to Stantonbury Village —
Smell of treacle from corner shops

To stay and have a chat won’t do you any damage,
It’s Nineteen Eight and the clock now stops

Verse 2

Mr Master, he’s a master baker
Come in close and you’ll hear his boast —

If there’s 12 in your house and a new bun in your oven,
He will find a corner for your Sunday roast.

Verse 3

See these windows for your table dainties,
Percy Styles advertises Mazzawatte tea.

Tuppence and a farthing for granulated sugar,
Special this week and the smile is free.

Chorus

Come to Stantonbury Village —
Smell of treacle from corner shops

To stay and have a chat won’t do you any damage,
It’s Nineteen Eight and the clock now stops

Verse 4

Buy some oysters from Bert and Harry Busby,
Live every week from Yarmouth town

Harry’s a bachelor and cheeky with the barmaids
Bert does his very best to calm him down

Verse 5
There’s a man, Henery the Barber —

His door’s always open for a trim or a shave
Mr Fred'rick Seabrook, Undertaker

Provides the last one before the grave.

Chorus

Come to Stantonbury Village —
Smell of treacle from corner shops

To stay and have a chat won’t do you any damage,
It’s Nineteen Eight and the clock now stops



Verse 6

Reverend Leggatt — he’s for the Methodists,
There’s a local Baptist Chapel too,

Charlie Daniels is from the Sally Army —
There’s sure to be religion to satisfy you.

Verse 7

Oh no! How could we forget him?
The Reverend Newman ‘Joey’ Guest

Vicar of St James’ and don’t you ever let him
Get you in an argument — God knows best

Chorus

Come to Stantonbury Village —
Smell of treacle from corner shops

To stay and have a chat won’t do you any damage,
It’s Nineteen Eight and the clock now stops

Verse 8

So take your train from Stantonbury Village
The smell of treacle is in your nose.

The Sunday School Barge has come back to the village,
It’s Nineteen Eight and the clock now goes.



