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By way of an Introduction 
 
Whenever a group of us have settled in front of a pint of good ale after a morris practice, a music 
session or a sing song, the conversation will, at some point include some amusing reminiscences 
when one of our number begins with those immortal lines “Do you remember that time when 
…..?” Inevitably, many more of these tales have been forgotten as have been remembered and 
repeated many times. Half the pleasure of conducting the research and updating this modest book 
was in creating, and subsequently enjoying, a suitable ambience in which a group of friends could 
reminisce together – a happy pastime now that our protesting limbs can no longer be coaxed into 
leaps, capers and polka steps. 
 
Some of these stories may cause a little embarrassment to some people; they may have fondly 
imagined that the incidents which they find described herein had long been consigned to the trash 
can of forgetfulness. To those who are embarrassed I can only offer my apologies for the longevity 
of certain parts of my selective memory and hope that no real offence is caused! 
 
I had kept putting off finally publishing this slim volume in hope of catching just one more cracking 
story at our next session of reminiscences over a glass or two of amber nectar. I expected the most 
likely source of the cracking story would come from the lips of that fine gentleman and lovable 
story teller, John Hutt. It was a massive shock to us all when John was taken from us in October 
2013. This would have been the perfect time to draw a line and finish off but I didn’t summon the 
energy. 
 
Then, in June 2015, was my own dramatic rescue by the Great North Air Ambulance from the 
Coppermines Youth Hostel near Coniston. This is now definitely the time to prepare and be ready 
to distribute copies to friends for Christmas 2015! 
 
A Feline Music Critic 
 

A good place to start in earnest must be some sort of 
attempt at an explanation for the rather unusual title 
of this offering. 
 
My good friend and ex-Knaresborough Mummer, 
Stuart Rankin had a number of celebrations to mark 
his 60th birthday, including one in the Yorkshire Lass 
public house in Knaresborough. As Stuart was living in 
Rotherhithe at the time he enlisted my help to make 
the necessary arrangements. I was requested on 
several occasions to make sure I had booked an en-
suite room at the Yorkshire Lass. Finally in an effort to 
emphasise the importance of these arrangements 
Stuart sent me the following email: 
 
"Single en-suite smoking room, please... I expect a 
number of nocturnal visits will be needed; I still have 
vivid memories of your cat trying to kill me as I passed 

the top of the stairs en route to your toilet in the early hours of New Year's Day one year..." 
 

 

Planxty Marshall 
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This was our playful cat "Planxty" (of course, he was named after that excellent band of Irish 
musicians) practising his hunting skills but with claws fortunately retracted on this occasion. I 
remember Stuart remarking the following day that in his befuddled and somnolent state he was 
just about to throw himself to the bottom of the stairs with a shriek when he remembered we had 
a cat. 
 
In my email reply I again apologised for this event which was now some twenty odd years back in 
history. Stuart wrote back referring to an occasion when the Knaresborough Mummers were 
rehearsing a new play called "King Arthur and the Saxons". 
 
"I don't blame Planxty - I think he was getting his own back for my treading on his tail when he 
tried to hide under my Merlin robe a few months earlier... at least he did not treat me they way he 
did a certain guitar he did not approve of!" 
 
This last reference related to an incident at a house party involving a few local folk musicians. 
During a lull in the inevitable music session, "Planxty" boldly approached someone's prized 
Epiphone guitar, turned his back on it, raised his tail and gave it a thorough spraying. Stuart's 
laconic comment at the time was "Humph - that is the first cat I know that is a music critic!" This 
remark reveals that Stuart was equally unimpressed with either the guitarist's abilities or his 
instrument. 
 
Where did it all start? 
 
My early musical love was the guitar-based instrumental music played by the Shadows. While still 
at school studying for my “O” levels, a new boy started part way through an academic year and set 
in a vacant desk next to me. Ken Vince hailed from Newcastle and I soon discovered that he not 
only owned a guitar but could play it pretty well too. I scrimped and saved and soon bought a 
cheap guitar of my own and Ken helped me to get going playing a few chords and hence to playing 
rhythm guitar along with my Shadows’ favourites. We eventually went on to form a local beat 
group called the Railroaders with Ken on lead guitar, Stu Beever on bass, Malcolm Johnson on 
drums and me on rhythm guitar – all of us from the same class at school. Our singers included 
Dave Chapman and later Ken’s brother, Colin Vince. 
 
Around that time I became fascinated by the guitar style of one Donovan who, because he was 
labelled a folk singer, led me to develop an interest in the local folk club. The first time I visited the 
club, when it was located in the West Park Hotel, I went in the company of drummer Malcolm. 
Previously it had been held in an upstairs room at the Empress – that must have been in the early 
1960s where the club really got into its stride. 
 
It wasn’t until December 2013 while attending the funeral of Ernie Green, one of the clubs 
founding fathers, that I heard this next story. Using the room above the pub, the attendees had 
the inconvenience of a billiard table in their midst, but such was the popularity of the folk nights 
that the landlord had the table removed. At this point the Empress had another upper level, and 
sometimes the landlady would hang her washing in one of the rooms. The earliest chap to arrive 
for the folk evening would make a great play of remarking that he just needed to nip upstairs to 
pull the landlady's knickers down! 
 
Incidentally, when I first moved to Harrogate the vacant desk where I was duly placed was directly 
in front of Malcolm Johnson. For some reason, which I have been unable to fathom to this day, 
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Malcolm decided to call me “Charles”. It didn’t take long for this to be shortened to “Chas” and 
this nickname stuck with me throughout my travels in the world of folk music, song, dance and 
drama. 
 
But what's in a name? 
 
A certain notoriety was enjoyed on the local folk scene by one Arthur Jackson who was a bit of a 
singer and, for a period, a Knaresborough Mummer. 
 
Just after I joined the Knaresborough Mummers the team headed off to the "Siege of Carlisle". The 
transport arrangements were made by "Mummer Superior" John Burrell. John organised a lift for 
himself with a hand picked bunch of mates and I was bestowed with the dubious honour of 
providing transport for Arthur. Apparently my passenger was on his best behaviour for the trip. It 
seems Arthur had been drinking a cocktail of potent brews the night before and his digestive 
system was struggling manfully to process the concoction. Every few miles Arthur would wind 
down the car window and adopt an awkward pose which ensured his posterior was positioned 
outside the car. He would then let rip and discharge the noxious gasses into the slipstream. After 
my initial surprise, I realised that Arthur's actions were really most considerate. 
 
Mr Jackson was never known for his good fortune. He obtained employment as a roofer while he 
was (allegedly) drawing unemployment benefit. His first job was working on a roof which was 
directly overlooked by the local Benefits Office. 
 
Another of his building trade exploits involved him in discovering the different status of individuals 
who wore different coloured hard hats on the building site. Arthur had originally been given a 
yellow hard hat to wear, but on his travels round the site he found a rather attractive blue hat left 
discarded on a pile of timber. It didn't seem unreasonable to Arthur to do a quick swap. He then 
discovered that as he wandered around the site wearing his new blue hard hat that all the idlers 
and skivers starting working when he appeared around each corner. This provided immense 
pleasure until he met someone who was wearing a red hard hat who knew he didn't merit a blue 
one. He was dismissed on the spot! 
 
There are other ways to earn on honest crust and Arthur would sometimes take a collection from 
the punters before doing a "streak" around the folk club at the Foster Beck Watermill near Pateley 
Bridge. On one occasion Arthur scampered round with such commendable athleticism that one of 
the “lady” punters complained that she hadn’t seen anything. Not taken aback Arthur did another 
turn around the room, this time striding out in a more leisurely fashion. Rumour has it that the 
lady still didn’t see anything, but then it could be quite cold on a winter’s evening up the dale! 
 
This talk of streaks brings me back to my main theme as Arthur did have a streak of creativity. He 
wrote one or two excellent songs which he put to traditional tunes. Here is an example, the 
Arkengarthdale Song sung by Arthur to the Scottish pipe tune “My Home”. 
 
Chorus: 
Here’s to the men of the Tees and the Swale, 
To the Nidd, Wear and Wharfe and Arkengarthdale 
And here’s to Charles Bathurst, the fellow won’t fail, 
To provide work for t’groovers 
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Verse 1: 
When I was a young lad wi’ mi’ father I went 
Up to the mine where mi’ time it was spent 
Breaking up the lead ore to help out wi’t rent 
And learn the trade of a groover 
 
Verse 2: 
Now I’m a youth and I’ll go down below 
I’ll go wi’ mi’ father, he’ll teach me you know 
How to look for the signs and to hew the lead ore 
And teach me the trade of the groover 
 
Verse 3: 
I’ve bairns of me own now the eldest is nine 
He’ll come with me up to the mine 
With his booker in hand reckon he will do fine 
Like his father he’ll be a groover 
 
He also christened a couple of local groups. Firstly Arthur came up with the name "Kitsyke Will" for 
the four piece band comprising Bob Thomas, Peadar Long, Tony Bayliss and me. "Kitsyke Will" was, 
according to Arthur, the name of a lead miner who worked or lived on Greenhow Hill above 
Pateley Bridge. It has proved impossible to verify the accuracy of this although "sike" or "syke" is, I 
believe, a Yorkshire word meaning a gutter or small stream, such as is usually dry in summer. But 
"Kitsyke Will" was still a great name. 
 
There was another splendid name associated with mining in the Greenhow area which would have 
made a great basis for the name of say a rock band. I think it was John Burrell who turned up the 
name “Josh Pounder”. Nowadays with the benefits of Google it is surprising just how prevalent 
this name is in the wider world! 
 
When a group of local women formed a morris team, it was Arthur who came up with the name 
"Betty Lupton's Ladle Laikers". Who was Betty Lupton? In 1843, a Harrogate newspaper printed 
the following obituary: 
 
"On Tuesday, August 22nd, died at the house of Mrs Downham her daughter, aged 83, Mrs 
Elizabeth Lupton, better known as Old Betty Queen of the Wells; she having attended there for a 
period of upwards of 60 years." 
 
The Queen of the Wells was elected annually from among the volunteer water servers and a 
coronation would take place each May. We do not know when this tradition began, but we do 
know that ’Old Betty’ was Queen for many years, and at her death the crown passed to Mrs Anne 
Watson. By this time, however, the days of the Queen of Wells tradition were numbered. The 
Royal Pump Room had been built over the Old Sulphur Well and the Improvement Commissioners 
were making serious changes to the Spa - the volunteer servers were relegated to the free taps. 
 
We did discover much later by talking to Harrogate’s Bill Baxter, who was I believe one of her 
descendants, that "Old Betty" was perhaps better known for "securing the services of young ladies 
for the gentleman visitors to the town"! 
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So that explains the "Betty Lupton's Ladle" part. "Laikers" was added by Arthur as "laiking" is good 
old Yorkshire word for playing. This word is probably descended from Old Norse and can also refer 
to a worker who is on holiday or vacation. I suspect that Arthur's thought processes were 
influenced by the name of the Shropshire team "Martha Rhoden's Tuppeny Dish". At the time 
Pomfret Morris and the Knaresborough Mummers were regular visitors to the Bishop's Castle area 
around the time that the Shropshire Bedlams and Martha Rhoden's Tuppeny Dish came into being. 
 
It was at this time that the Bishop's Castle activities centred on the vicarage. Arthur had been 
sampling the products of the John Robert's brewery and collapsed in an untidy heap in the middle 
of the vicarage floor. Roy Davis, the vicar, wearing his usual beatific smile casually remarked how 
wonderful it was that folk could feel so relaxed in his house. This event sparked the phrase "as 
relaxed as a newt"! 
 
However, returning to the question of names, "Betty Lupton's Ladle Laikers" has caused some 
difficulties over the years and we have seen in print "Betty Lupton's Lid Lickers" and "Betty 
Lupton's Lad Likers". 

Likewise the Knaresborough Mummers have caused copywriters 
similar problems and we have been "Mummies" and "Hummies", but 
my favourite was "Knaresborough Murmurs"! 
 
I do have a recollection of Roy Dommett explaining that the way that 
morris dancers were numbered in the dance set was the same way 
that a of team horses pulling a wagon were numbered. Could this 
explain why someone thought Ripon City Morris Dancers were called 
Ripon City Horse Dancers, or was it the clip clopping noise of the iron 
shod clogs or was he just a little hard of hearing? 

 
"Highside Longsword" have appeared as "Highside Longs Word". 
 
In the digital age, I wonder if some of these howlers have been caused by careless use of the spell 
checker, though many of these misnamings occurred before the digital age. 
 
The subject of names reminds me of the early days of the Knaresborough Mummers, when the 
team could often be found in the environs of Hubberholme in Upper Wharfedale at Easter. I used 
to amuse myself by sitting on the wall close the outside toilets. There I had a good view of the "off 
cummed 'uns" puzzling over the wording above the two toilets as the pressure on their bladders 
increased. The toilets were marked as "Tups" and "Yowes". There were drawings of a sheep's head 
under each name and, on close inspection, the astute could discern that the "Yowes" head had 
longer eyelashes! I suppose in these "cross-dressing" days that might add yet more confusion. 
 
A Brief History of the Knaresborough Mummers 
 
This short history of the team is largely based on the writings of “Mummer Superior”, John Burrell. 
 
The Knaresborough Mummers were formed at Christmas 1974 by four members of 
Knaresborough Folk Club, held in those days at the Royal Oak, Bond End, Knaresborough. The 
intention was to perform a 'one-off' play for the Christmas party at the club. Richard Hardaker 
persuaded club organiser John Burrell that it was a fun idea and they sold the idea to two club 
regulars, Graham Bickerdike and Arthur Jackson providing enough people to take the four main 
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parts. Two other small parts, Little Devil Doubt and Beelzebub, were added to the basic “Hero 
Combat” play enabling other participants to join in at short notice. The parts at first being taken by 
Dennis and Dominic Ward, then Dave Dearlove who was to become a team stalwart for the next 
twenty years. Due to the response other performances were arranged at local pubs over that 
Christmas. Further members were recruited and regular appearances started from Easter 1975. It 
was at this time that I joined, appearing as the King of Egypt outside the George Inn at 
Hubberholme dressed in a cardboard fez and my old bedspread! 
 

 
 
At the time in an approximate 12 mile radius of Harrogate, there were four or five folk clubs 
booking nationally known folk artists on a regular basis not to mention several “singaround” clubs. 
These covered an area from Boroughbridge in the east, through Knaresborough and Harrogate 
and out to Pateley Bridge in Nidderdale and Ripon to the north. In 1974 clubs were thriving with 
the top artists coming to the area and there was no shortage of venues for the Mummers to 
perform in. 
 
As friends joined the team, their style developed based on a common love of Tony Hancock, the 
Goons, the Navy Lark, Monty Python and whatever other zany humour there was about at the 
time. Jim Mayer started portraying traditional characters as recognisable comic figures and it was 
agreed throughout the team, that they would present the plays as if they were continuing to 
evolve. From the texts it seemed obvious that there was some humour therein and the presence 
of different characters from history indicated that contemporary events had influenced the plays 
over the centuries. Why not continue this process rather than perform the plays as a static 
museum piece?  
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Favourable local reviews in Tykes’ News, the local folk magazine, and then in a national magazine 
Folk Review following a performance at Whitby Festival, brought the team to the attention of Folk 
Festival and event organisers and the team performed at venues from Carlisle to Towersey and 
many points in between. Most team members at the time had the Mummers as their main folk 
interest so it was quite easy to respond to the variety of gigs that were available. The period from 
1975 to 1990 could be regarded as the heyday for the team and there was a constant thirst for 
new material in those early days which mirrored the folk scene in general at that time. 
 
Since then, as members have moved on and the folk scene has gradually “throttled back”, 
regrettably few younger members have come through to fill the ranks, and current members have 
many other commitments, particularly to folk dance. However, the team has survived to the 
present day not only performing the Blue Stots over the Christmas period, but also resurrecting 
one of the longer plays when the occasion demands and members availability allows. 
 

 
 

 “Robin Hood and the Friar of Fountains Abbey” performed at Fountains Abbey in June 2013. 
Written by Mark Ellison and based on the ballad 'Robin Hood and the Curtal Friar' 

 
The Return of the Blue Stots 
 
I make no apology for including some anecdotes from the previous slightly more academic work, 
"The Return of the Blue Stots". The current readership will, I suspect, be tolerant or perhaps even 
forgetful! 
 
On the occasion when the Knaresborough Mummers performed the Blue Stots play at Beamish 
Museum in the north-east, a somewhat hung over and testy performer (he had been dragged out 
of bed far too early to make the time of the booking) was rather abruptly accosted by a spectator. 
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In an irritating nasal, whining and lisping voice, this individual demanded "What doeths Sthtots 
mean? My name'ths Sthtott" without so much as an "Excuse me" or a "Please". "Bullocks" the 
suffering actor replied. "Well, ther'ths no need to be rude!" said the spectator who immediately 
stalked off into the audience. 
 
The team also visited Bebra in Germany in 1989 (as part of the Town Twinning programme) where 
the team had performed the play in German. On the subsequent Blue Stots tour back home, a 
tired and emotional “Dr. Brown” occasionally found his memory of the English words had 
mysteriously been “erased”. To the general confusion of the rest of the team (not to mention the 
audience!) “Dr. Brown” had to complete his part in German. 
 
Whenever we performed the Blue Stots play in the villages where it had previously been done, we 
were always on the look out for any hint that any of the older members of the audience might 
remember something. This has been most fruitful as reading the “Return of the Blue Stots” 
booklet will reveal. One particular tale from this period which is worthy of retelling involves our 
final performance one year in the Shoulder of Mutton in Marton – another pub now sadly closed. 
A couple of wizened characters played dominoes throughout the performance, scarcely raising an 
eyebrow in our direction. The performance complete, Stuart approached the gentlemen and 
enquired if they had seen anything like our play before. One replied, “I’ve been coming in this pub 
since I was a lad and I’ve never seen anything like it in my life!” Stuart persisted, saying that Mr so-
and-so remembered it. "Mr so-and-so is not old enough to remember it" was the stern reply and 
the old boys' manner indicated that that was the end of the conversation! Did they really know 
something? 
 
There was also a time in the early years when we were Blue Stotting in the Punch Bowl Inn at 
Marton and as we were performing the concluding dance we saw a couple of ladies mimicking our 
hand clapping. We were surprised at this concluding dance was largely created by me on the basis 
of some very slim supporting evidence. Excitedly, we asked the ladies where they had seen the 
hand clapping before hoping to hear that they had been taught it by their grandfathers. But no, 
they remembered the routine from our visit the previous year! 
 
Intense Love? 
 
Reference has been made previously to a certain Mr Rankin's abilities with the English language 
and this next anecdote displays his skills at their pinnacle. The Knaresborough Mummers were 
guests at Towersey Festival and in such a gathering of like minded folk the chances of romantic 
involvement are somewhat enhanced. We had spotted Stuart in the early evening in deep 
conversation with a dark haired lady of rather attractive proportions. For the rest of the evening 
Stuart was nowhere to be seen, though someone did report some sounds suggesting unusual 
activity in Stuart's tent when he would normally be deep in sleep. 
 
It was inevitable that we should enquire of Stuart over breakfast the following morning as to how 
he got on. A very weary and dishevelled Mr Rankin admitted, "I'm not sure whether I am in love or 
suffering from post-coital euphoria!" 
 
Obscure Mumming 
 
John Burrell has frequently bemoaned the fact the Mummers are overlooked, unpopular, not 
invited to the prestigious folk festival and the last team to which the busy folk enthusiast will 
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commit their time in their diary. "Mummers are the arse-end of the folk scene" the Mummer 
Superior would chunter. 
 
But the same reflection can even be seen in the eyes of the public house landlord who on many 
occasions would suggest that the mummers should come back and perform another time when 
the pub is not so busy! No wonder no-one knows about mummers!  
 
Mind you the return of the mummers (who are known to have a predilection for a pint or three of 
ale) on a quiet night would help the pub's trading figures no end. The mummers once had a quiet 
night out at a folk club in Leeds one Sunday evening in the days when closing time was 10:30 p.m. 
During a conversation the next day, Vince mentioned that he only had a couple on the previous 
night. Not a couple of pints - just a couple of gallon! 
 
There are times though when the team does not even help itself to clarion its own cause. It is not 
unknown, on a dark, murky and wet night for the mummers to perform their play outside a pub 
which since given up its licence and has been converted to a private dwelling. Goodness knows 
what the residents think of these shady characters chanting their ritual lines outside their homes 
at the dead of night. The mummers, of course, would argue vehemently that the tradition must 
continue, especially at a favoured watering hole whose loss is so keenly felt by these bastions of 
such an oral tradition – that tradition is, of course, drinking not mumming! 
 
This talk of alcohol and mummers reminds me of the first time I ventured out with the Ripon 
Swords Dancers in the role of "cadger" one Boxing Day morning. The performance quickly gained a 
rhythm and momentum of its own; the play had a truly perambulatory nature as it was performed 
on the move along the streets while the two cadgers progressed from door to door along each 
side of the road. The rhythm was broken from time to time by the Sword Dancers being called into 
the house of friends and acquaintances for a mince pie and a large tot of whisky. Before too long 
the whisky began to fuddle the brain and the featureless rows of red brick houses in one of Ripon's 
southern estates all began to look the same as the players criss-crossed the neighbourhood. I 
knocked at a door and let forth with a hearty "Merry Christmas from the Sword Dancers". The 
occupants seemed none too pleased at first, but all became clear when the man of the house 
retorted "Bugger off! You were only here ten minutes ago".  
 
Bransby Williams and Robert Newton 
 
For many years the Knaresborough Mummers have enjoyed an annual dinner where the team 
members gather to reflect on the achievements and glories (or indeed otherwise) of the past year. 
On this occasion the previous winner bestows the Bransby Williams Ham Actor and Robert 
Newton Eye Rolling Memorial Award on some unsuspecting member of the team. In January 2006, 
after years of skilful avoidance, it was my hapless lot to receive this ignominious award. To this day 
I was uncertain as to the exact qualifications required to be so recognised, but I was dumfounded 
and made a secret declaration to reek revenge on the team the following year! 
 
Here follows the notes for my speech: 
 
Based loosely on "Bring 'im on" with apologies to John Tams. Sing: 
 

There's eight of us here, eight actors bold 
And we've come for to see who's the winner 
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Of this valuable trophy, presented each year 
At the Mummers' Annual Dinner. 

The Bransby Williams Ham-Actor and 
 Robert Newton Eye-Rolling  

Knaresborough Mummers' Memorial Award. 
 
I don't suppose you will understand the immense pride I felt in not being a recipient of this trophy 
for some 25 years since its inception in 1981.  Neither do I suppose that you will understand the 
huge disappointment I felt just 12 months ago when I learnt that my name would be added to the 
roll-call of winners. 
 
What place does ham acting or even eye rolling have in the ancient tradition of mumming? 
Traditional Drama is a term sometimes used to describe mumming but surely acting (ham or 
otherwise!) and eye rolling have no part in this relic of traditional custom! I quote from Alan 
Brody's "The English Mummers and their Plays: Traces of Ancient Mystery": 
 
There is still another reason, though, which cannot be pinned down with such easy logic. This has 
to do with the concept of man as the priests, the primitive agents of magic. This concept is not 
unknown in the twentieth century. R. R. Marret tells the story of an old mummer in the 1930's who 
was asked by a German professor at Oxford if women ever take part in the plays. "No Sir", he 
replied, "Mumming don't be for the likes of them, There's plenty else for them that be flirty-like, 
but this mumming be more like parson's work". 
 
So when I was presented with this award I felt as though my sterling efforts to uphold these 
"Traces of Ancient Mystery" had received a metaphorical slap in the face. I comforted myself for a 
while with the thought that it was my performance in the Knaresborough Miracle Play which 
earned me this dubious distinction. The Miracle Play is a fine piece of theatre, but it is no 
mummers play. Where is the fight? Where is the death? Where is the quack doctor with his 
miracle cures? 
 
I put these disappointments and thoughts to the back of mind, but as the annual dinner 
approached I started to mull over these questions again. If eye-rolling and ham-acting have no 
place in the mummers play then what is the place of this award in the context of the 
Knaresborough Mummers? We have only done the Blue Stots this season - a true Mummers Play - 
surely no award is appropriate in these circumstances. Then, most of the time I am cast as 
musician and spend the duration of the play shivering outside on cold, dark and wet winter 
evenings. There I wait until the play has almost ended before I can make my entrance in the 
convivial warmth of the public house.  Then I am supposed to judge the efforts of the performers 
who have preceded me. 
 
"Enough is enough", I thought and began to ponder on the fate Claro Sword and Morrismen's 
beloved and magical beast Dobbin - or more precisely Dobbin Mark 1. He was not cast aside when 
his ritual life came to end. "Neigh" I am inclined to say. He was bestowed with a full pagan burial 
on the summit of Great Whernside in the presence of nine virgins in flowing white robes (can you 
imagine the difficulties in finding such a number of virgins?) and to the mesmeric sounds of the 
chanting priests.  John Page was kind enough to provide me with exact details of the location, so 
my mission became abundantly was clear. Early in January I made my way with my accomplice 
from Scar House Reservoir, up the slopes of Dead Man's Hill, over Little Whernside and along to 
the gritty summit of Great Whernside at 2310 feet above sea level. And here looking down on the 
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speck of Hag Dyke 1000' below, the Bransby Williams Ham Actor and Robert Newton Eye Rolling 
Memorial Award was peacefully interned alongside Dobbin Mark 1. I will pass amongst you this 
photograph of my accomplice staring down into Wharfedale - the bitter January wind providing a 
disguise for the tears trickling from our reddened eyes. I confessed sometime later that the 
photograph is actually of Ted Wolfe on Buckden Pike during one of our earlier rambles, but 
fortunately no-one spotted that part of my ruse.  
 
But now is the time to staunch those tears. Surely we can rejoice now that the curtain has finally 
come down and this embarrassing era has come to an end. No longer will anyone fear the onerous 
task of judging the winner. No longer will anyone dread the irksome job of preparing a speech. No 
longer will anyone tremble at the thought of receiving the award. No longer will anyone suffer the 
indignity of displaying the award for a whole 12 months as a constant reminder that this woeful 
cycle might be repeated from here on until eternity. 
 
Rest in Peace the Bransby Williams Ham Actor and Robert Newton Eye Rolling Memorial Award. 
Does anyone have a use for a short length of stout plastic piping? 
 

………………………………………………….. 
 
Only joking! This year the award will not be made for ham acting or eye rolling, but in recognition 
of the splendid efforts of our spiritual leader - the Mummer Superior - in rejuvenating the 
Knaresborough Mummers web site. See www.knaresboroughmummers.org.uk 
 
And, should you be interested: 
 
Bransby Williams (1870 -1961), the actor, was born as Bransby Williams Pharez in London. He 
attracted attention with impersonations of different Music Hall stars and soon became a Music 
Hall star himself. He was able to represent, in the highest measure, the characters from Charles 
Dickens' plays and later showed a great preference for monologues. He made his film debut in 
1915 but his stage career ended in the early 30's when he was forced to break a five-year contract 
following an accident to his wife. He was blacklisted and hardly got work thereafter.  
 
Robert Newton was a talented and versatile British actor who brought the character of Long John 
Silver vividly to life in Disney's 1950 classic Treasure Island. His career encompassed a variety of 
memorable roles, from villains to leading men, in the works of great writers such as Shakespeare, 
Dickens, and Shaw. 
 
The Mummer Superior and humour 
 
John Burrell has a well-developed sense of humour resulting from an over healthy interest in 
comedy classics such as "The Goon Show" and "Monty Python's Flying Circus". Here is just one 
example - a birthday card I received many years ago: 
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Inside the card read: 
 
 
 
"The picture overleaf is of Cecil Sharp's 
companion, Mandy Rice Krapeels, taken at 
the 1902 E.F.D.S.S. "Thrustpole and 
Thighnurdling" fertility gathering, held that 
year on the village green outside the 
"Stomach and Virgin" at Babcurry Stenchwold. 
 
Miss Krapeels is seen here appreciating a blue 
jock strap, still warm, after a vigorous 
performance by the Bishops Bashing 
WinkleWavers. 
 
Students of English Dance should note, Miss 
Krapeels pink panties were held in her left 
sleeve for ease of movement in the extremely 
lively performance she later gave with six 
eager members of the WinkleWavers". 
 
 
 
 
 

The Knaresborough Mummers 10th Anniversary Bash 
 
The Knaresborough Mummers held a bit of a 10th birthday party at Staveley Village Hall. Never 
being ones to stand in the way of variations to traditional themes, the mummers decided to go 
one better for their performance on this occasion. The play followed its usual and predictable 
course until one of the actors was “killed” in the fight and there was the inevitable call for a 
doctor. 
 
However, instead of the usual doctor, on came a nurse. This was not the normal man dressed as a 
lady usually encountered in the mummers’ play, but a professional specially engaged for the 
occasion. A lady dressed in a rather revealing and voluptuous nurse’s uniform. 
 
Her profession was in fact that of a stripper and she quickly removed her nurse’s uniform before 
bringing the “dead” mummers’ back to life! Bob Thomas was sitting on the stage at the time after 
completing the previous musical spot and was looking straight at the front row of the audience 
which was almost entirely made of mummers’ spouses and girlfriends many of whom were also 
members of Betty Lupton’s Ladle Laikers. Bob said their faces were of an extremely grim and stony 
countenance. It is probably just as well the Mummers’ had not gone along with their original plan 
for the stripper to come on in a Ladle Laiker’s costume and provocatively remove that! It is also 
strongly rumoured that Pete Doemling, who was also in the front row, concentrated so hard on 
the performance unfolding in front of his very eyes that he chewed right through the stem of his 
pipe. 
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I am not sure if I reveal here for the first time that after the show the stripper enquired whether 
the mummers required any other “services” before she left the premises. Fortunately I am 
unaware and therefore not able to reveal whether any other “services” were in fact performed! 
 
The beginnings of Betty Lupton’s Ladle Laikers 
 
The ladies morris dance team, Betty Lupton's Ladle Laikers, was formed in 1977 - the year of the 
Queen's Silver Jubilee. The kit of the dancers reflects the national colours; red tights, white smocks 
and blue dresses with black shoes and red bell pads. The team name, suggested by Arthur Jackson, 
relates to a local Harrogate character who was responsible for ladling out the medicinal spa waters 
to the visitors to the town during the 19th century. Betty Lupton was known as “The Queen of 
Wells” and this was also used as a title of a dance created for the team. 
 
The inspiration for forming the team came from the early women’s ritual dance workshops and 
women dance teams at Sidmouth Festival in the mid 1970s and was, at first, a suggestion made by 
Lesley Imrie and Annelies Petruszczak to some of the Folk Club regulars at the Borough Bailiff in 
Knaresborough. In 1977, Chas and Sue Marshall were in Bishop’s Castle with the Knaresborough 
Mummers and witnessed the lovely dancing of Martha Rhoden’s Tuppeny Dish. So Leslie, Annelies,  
Sue and I and roped in Ellie Slaughter, Maggie Burrell, Heather Hazell, Angie Trundley, Stella Airey 
and Tessa Hutchinson to create the initial team. 
 
During early practices Tony Harris, at the time a Pomfret Morris Man, almost put us all off with his 
athletic renditions of vigorous Bucknell Morris steps. But we soon got some able but less energetic 
assistance from Barry Evans, Malcolm Ramskill and most importantly, Pam Harrison who became 
an initial leader for the side. 
 
The team made its first public appearance alongside the Knaresborough Mummers and Castleford 
Longsword just before Christmas in December 1977. 
 
Some of the early dances included the Manx dance Mona’s Delight and, based on Ilmington, 
Cuckoo’s Nest, Molly Oxford and Young Collins. 
 
Weather Forecast 
 
I find it quite amusing to hear still the hoary old exhortation from the collectors at morris dance 
events suggesting that the more money you put in the hat the more the sun will shine. In the very 
early days of Betty Lupton’s Ladle Laikers, when the schism between male and female morris 
dancers was still quite palpable, Trevor Stone had reported in “Tykes’ News” on a rather damp 
Betty Lupton’s dance out. I was stung into sending a tongue-in-cheek reply which was printed in 
“Tykes’ News” along with an appropriate sketch. This letter appeared in the Tykes’ News 
April/May 1978 which was long before the problems of global warming were a topic of 
conversation amongst the general public. 
 
Dear Tykes', 
 
Trevor Stone's searching report on ritual dance tours (Feb/Mar) came so close to the truth that we 
feel it is time to bring the purpose of Betty Lupton's Ladle Laikers into the realms of public debate. 
It has been suggested that the authorities have become increasingly worried about the nation's 
weather patterns in recent years, and that they have set up a special research unit to find a way of 



14 
 

stabilising the situation. It is rumoured that the boffins have found a startling correlation between 
the probability of fine weather and the number of ritual dance performances. (We could have told 
them if they had only asked!) 
 
The popularity of dancing recently led to a severe drought, causing the water boards no end of 
problems. Fortunately, the research unit, which we can reveal is called the Meteorological Office 
for Regional Rainfall Incidence Surveys, has come up with a plan for the formation of the Rainfall 
Influence National Guard (M.O.R.R.I.S. R.I.N.G. for short). The R.I.N.G. will inform the authorities 
when the density of male morris dance teams exceeds a threshold value which would normally lead 
to prolonged fine weather. The Meteorological Office can then call upon the W.M.F. (Weather 
Maintenance Federation) to redress the balance by forming a women's team, thus safeguarding 
water supplies. 
 
Is it then possible that the Betty Lupton's team was formed under this new scheme to counteract a 
surfeit of male teams in the North-Central Division of the Yorkshire Water Authority? In future, may 
we suggest Trevor makes use of his sword team's R.O.S.E. (Rain Overhead Signalling Equipment) 
rather than rely on the weather forecast when deciding to take his umbrella on ritual dance tours. 

 
Anne Dodd 
 
Betty Lupton's Ladle Laikers were once requested to perform for a North Yorkshire village fete. 
Anne Dodd didn't really take too much notice of exactly where we were going but it mattered not 
as she had arranged a lift with other team members and only need to be ready on the right day at 
the right time to be picked up. Eventually we arrived in the village and Anne looked goggled eyed 
at the signs saying "Welcome to Coxwold Fair". "So this is the village where all those morris dances 
come from!" Anne exclaimed. Coxwold, Cotswold – not so far out, I suppose. 
 
We much preferred to give Anne a lift to our dance-outs as I will explain. One year we were 
booked to perform at Aldborough Village Fete. Anne arrived in Aldborough but there was no sign 
of a fete and on enquiring from a local she discovered that the fete had taken place the previous 
weekend. The only trouble was that Anne was in Aldborough St. John near Richmond; the rest of 
the team were enjoying themselves at the fete in Aldborough near Boroughbridge, umpteen miles 
to the South. 
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Chas and Anne - it appears that they've just enjoyed the Morrisons Welcome! 

Or was it the amber nectar from a local hostelry that put the smile on their faces? 
 
Sorry, I don’t speak the language 
 
Betty Lupton’s Ladle Laikers have enjoyed a variety of foreign trips, including one to the Austrian 
town of Hartberg. The original connection between the Harrogate District and Hartberg came 
about as a result of an Austrian folk dance group dancing with Ripon City Morris Dancers at Newby 
Hall near Ripon. The Ripon morris team and Betty Lupton’s were invited to visit Austria but sadly 
only the ladies’ team could raise sufficient numbers. 
 
We were accommodated by families during our visit and as the Austrian dancers were in all their 
teens and twenties the families included parents and even grandparents. 
 
Inevitably we enjoyed some very merry and intoxicating night times, but John Downes was never a 
late riser in the morning irrespective of the preceding bibulous evening’s entertainment and the 
state of his mouth the day after. One such morning, John was sporting a fuzzy head and a mouth 
like the bottom of the proverbial budgie’s cage. The Austrian grandma was also an early riser and, 
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though she still was without her false teeth, kindly offered John a “fruit juice”. This offer was 
eagerly accepted as there is nothing quite like a large glass of cold, fresh orange juice to 
reinvigorate a jaded palate. 
 
After some considerable time grandma reappeared with platefuls of bread rolls, butter, rich dark 
sausages, wafer-thin cold meats and pungent cheeses – but not one sign of any “fruit juice”. 
 
Some time later the German speakers in our party revealed that John had in fact been offered 
“frühstück”. That is breakfast - which is exactly what he was given! 
 
Beer? No thanks! 
 
Our trip to Hartberg took place not long after the appalling tragedy in Brussel’s Heysel football 
stadium during 1985. We travelled by coach through Belgium and were stung by the obvious 
resentful gestures hurled in our direction by the locals who must have thought we were a coach 
load of drunken English football supporters. I don’t suppose it was helped by the coach being 
emblazoned with the owner’s name of John Smiths, though I must emphasise that this was a 
separate firm from the well-known brewer. 
 
Shortly after arriving at our host’s house were asked to join the whole family around a large table 
for dinner. One of the daughters (a girl of ample proportions who I shall call Brunhilde for the 
purposes of this tale) offered us beer. Still smarting from our experiences of travelling through 
Belgium, I thought it was the proper course of action to politely decline. 
 
Brunhilde then went to the kitchen a returned with an enormous stein of foaming beer which she 
placed on the table in front of herself. There the stein remained untouched until the end of the 
first course when Brunhilde took a firm grip, raised the vessel to her lips and took a hearty 
draught. I must have been watching her with my mouth agape, thinking “goodness gracious - or a 
phrase with similar connotations - is she going to drink all that? No wonder she is such a size”. The 
stein was placed back on the table with some ceremony. A few moments later, her father reached 
across and took a similar enthusiastic glug and I realised that it was a communal mug to be passed 
round the assembled company. 
 
Memories of this meal reminded me that the dessert was Swiss roll and custard. Since Austria and 
Switzerland share a boundary, albeit quite short, I harboured an inquisitive streak which made me 
wonder what the Austrians call “Swiss roll”. I made some feeble attempts to enquire but I think 
the whole thing was rather lost in translation! 
 
Naughty, naughty shoe! 
 
During one of Betty Lupton's very early performances (of the Knutsford dance, I believe) a black 
tap shoe came flying down from the rear of the set, narrowly missing the leader who was dancing 
at the top of the set. Having flown passed the leader's ear, the shoe continued its journey nearly 
striking the musician before coming to rest on the pavement. The show must go on and the dancer 
concerned completed the dance with one shoe on and one shoe off. At the end of the dance, Sue 
strode down the set to enquire what had happened. Completely unabashed by events, the dancer 
explained that she had kicked the shoe off because it was "dancing out of time"! 
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Digital Enhancement in the 1970s 
 
Many morris teams endeavour to develop a dance repertoire which has some unique 
characteristics, a different style or even dances which no other teams perform. All part of 
attempts to find their own identity or to define their own tradition. 
 
In the early days of Betty Lupton's Ladle Laikers, I developed a dance intended to use shakers or 
shillelaghs as some of the early women's teams used in the 1920s and 1930s; the sort of things 
brandished by the modern American style cheer leader troupes. This was the "Skipton Road 
Dance", so called to mimic the naming style I had seen in the Morris Federation notations such as 
the "Leyland Road Dance". In fact, at that time, the Leader of the team, Maggie Burrell, lived on 
the Skipton Road in Harrogate. 
 

 
 
The shakers used were made of two large bunches bright red crepe paper taped to each end of a 
small stick. These were very colourful produced quite a good bulk - I remember reading of one the 
"old teams" and their "big fluffy shakers, so big you couldn't see the girls hands". The only snag 
was that this considerable bulk slowly diminished as, after each performance of the dance, the 
dancing area would be strewn with strips of red crepe paper which had detached themselves from 
the shakers. Well, there was also another snag. In wet weather, the rain would leach out the red 
dye from the shakers and the dancers' white smocks would be speckled with red polka dots. 
 
We thought the resolution to these snags would be to source some proper shakers from the 
suppliers of the girls' carnival morris, entertainment troupes and jazz bands. 
We got a couple of sample shakers made of plastic material but the red colouring was just not as 
bright and they were also quite expensive, so the idea was abandoned. 
 
But what sticks in my mind was the advertising slogan which was a splendid double entendre - 
"the more you handle them, the bigger they get!" 
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What’s in a name - again? 
 
I suppose I was always quite keen on the sources of dances, songs and tunes and a bit of a stickler 
for accuracy in such matters. I had been interested in the discussions between the (then) 
Women’s Morris Federation (WMF) and the Poyton Jemmers’ researchers about a dance notation 
which the WMF had up to this point called “Marston”.  Betty Lupton’s Ladle Laikers had learnt a 
version of this dance and insisted on calling it “Marsden”. At the time Betty Lupton’s printed and 
circulated a team newsletter so I, in a rather predictable manner, submitted the following short 
piece for publication: 
 
“Since I have a keen interest in the background and history of morris dances, I hope you don't mind 
me submitting this piece which I hope, in turn, may be interest to others. It was prompted by the 
Betty Lupton's dance which I have variously heard and seen described as "Marston", "Marsden" or 
"Marsten". There was some controversy about this dance a few years ago and what follows is 
based on the resulting article which appeared in the Women's Morris Federation (WMF) 
Newsletter.  
 
The WMF made available the notation of a dance from Cheshire which was entitled "Marston". 
This dance was collected in fragments by Roy Dommett from a Mrs. Hepple who said she was 
brought up in Marston and claimed to have danced with a team from the Northwich area. These 
fragments were used some years later to collate a notation for a dance at a time when few dances 
derived from women were available. It was entitled "Marston" because it was assumed that Mrs 
Hepple danced where she went to school.  
 
Fieldwork in the Marston area by Tim and Jan Beasant, Anne Cohen and the Poynton Jemmers has 
recovered the Marston Processional and this is quite different from the WMF notation. (Details of 
this work was published in English Dance and Song Number 2 in 1981.) As a result the WMF agreed 
with Roy Dommett the need to retitle the dance based on his collecting as "Hepple's Morris", 
naming it after his informant.  
 
Mrs Hepple did not use the cross-over polka step which is now normally used for her dance, but a 
country dance double step with knee well raised on the hop. She also described the use of short 
sticks with ribbons which were common in Cheshire. It is believed that the first team to dance it 
with garlands was Knots of May in 1974.” 
 
I thought that this piece would be simply cut and pasted into the BLLL newsletter. But no – it was 
completely retyped with commendable accuracy apart from one word.  Northwich was retyped as 
Norwich thus relocating the some 200 miles East South East and destroying my efforts at accuracy 
at a stroke. 
 
I spy with my little eye … 
 
As a founder member of Betty Lupton’s Ladle Laikers I played anglo concertina for the team for 
many years. Having spent hours in rehearsals and yet more hours performing in public I studied 
the dancers feet for a considerable period. Every dancer had their own peculiarities of style and I 
always reckoned that that I could distinguish each dancer just by observing them from the waist 
down. It would be true to admit that some of the ladies were also recognisable by the shape of 
their legs or by a particularly well turned ankle. 
 



19 
 

Pity poor young Robert Dean who had not benefited from the detailed studies to which I had 
applied myself. At the end of a dance out the team were gathered in a huddle for the usual 
farewells and thank yous. Young Robert was in the middle of this gaggle and was surrounded by a 
veritable forest of identical red tights surmounted by identical royal blue dresses and identical 
white smocks. “Mummy, which one are you?” cried this poor lost little boy! 
 
Lodgers 
 
In the early days, Sue and I seemed to have quite a procession of lodgers of one variety or 
another. I always fondly remember the time when Linda Wordsworth (of New Victory Band Miss 
Piggy fame, if you remember that far back!) moved to York and came to dance with Betty Lupton’s 
Ladle Laikers. She was unhappy with her digs in York and came to live with us in Harrogate for a 
while. She was such lovely person and a perfect house guest and I often wonder what ever 
happened to her. 
 
Around this time Lesley Imrie and Annelies Petruszczak who both danced with Betty Lupton’s used 
to work at the Harrogate Theatre – as usherettes I presume. This brought them into contact with 
various actors, one of whom was also unhappy with his digs. Inevitably, he came to us a lodger for 
the duration of the show he was in which was “Joseph and the Amazing Technicolour Dream 
Coat”. I don’t remember his name, but he did have a white Elvis Presley style outfit and used to sit 
in his room strumming his guitar and singing like Elvis. The only other thing I remember is that this 
idiot put our electric kettle on the gas hob to make himself a cup of tea and managed to set on fire 
its plastic feet! 
 
Ripon City Morris Dancers: The early days 
 
Mike Dearlove and Roy Waite were behind the forming of the Ripon-based Cotswold Morris side 
known as Hornblower Morris. Chas, who had previously danced Cotswold with Pomfret Morris, 
attended one of the inaugural meetings in the bar of the South Lodge Hotel in Ripon. Hornblower 
Morris were sadly a rather short-lived team and had had their first dance out on 14 December 
1980 and would have their last on 30 June 1982.  During this period Chas had left to pursue a 
growing interest in North West Morris and practised with Trefor Owen’s Horberie Shrogys near 
Wakefield. 
 
Ripon City Morris Dancers, a North West style team, were formed in 1982 by Chas and Tony 
Butcher when Hornblower Morris became short of members and it was evident that there were 
several others interested in dancing in the North West style. The flamboyant kit, designed along 
typical North West lines by Chas and Sue Marshall and Tony and Liz Butcher, was based on the 
patriotic colours of red, white and blue with added gold braid to match Ripon City civic colours. 
They also decided to use fresh flowers in our hats, one of only a handful of teams to do so, largely 
as a result of the great impression made by the marvellous Saddleworth team. The hats therefore 
have to be made up each time we perform and reflect the seasons of the year. Depending on the 
choice of flowers and foliage this type of hat decoration can have mixed results ranging from the 
totally stunning to the rather limp and drooping – especially at the end of a long hot summer’s 
day. In recognition of the occasional rather sorry state of hat decoration, Kate and Sally Atkinson 
would sometimes apply to the team the amusing epithet of “The Withered Twigs”. 
 
The first practice took place in the middle of February and we have practiced at Quarry Moor, 
Spring Hill School, the Studley Hotel (sadly no longer there, but one of the dances was written to 
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commemorate the pub), the Golden Lion and now at the Village Hall in Bishop Monkton. The 
team’s first public outing was on the 19th July 1982 in the car park of the Magdalens. Indeed this 
had become something of a traditional venue for “blooding” new dancers 
 
The original band was something of a “by invitation only” affair and the hand-picked musicians 
were Heather Hazell (melodeon), Mike Dearlove (anglo concertina), Jenny Bourne (penny whistle), 
Ellie Slaughter (tenor banjo), Sue Miller (bodhran) and Sue Marshall (bass drum). They sounded 
excellent. 
 

 
 

St Wilfrid’s Procession in Ripon 
 
Still hazy after all these beers 
 
The following article was written by Stuart Rankin and included in the Ripon City Morris Dancers 
Newsletter Number 4 which was circulated in August 1994. It portrays a little of the early days of 
Ripon City Morris Dancers and also sheds some light on Stuart's sense of humour: 
 
(Being what little I can remember of Ripon City's first year)  
 
BLACKADDER: "Prithee, varlet, what is thy trade?" 
 
(The ragged bent old peasant produces two filthy bits of cloth, and tries to leap up and down). 
 
BLACKADDER: "Oh God! A retired Morris Dancer!" 
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On reflection, the age of 37 was a bit long in the tooth to take up something as energetic as North 
West Morris Dancing; particularly if, as in my case, no serious exercise had been taken since giving 
up Sunday Morning League football for a pub team in 1977. (Oh all right, to be honest, it gave me 
up. When even the Second Reserves would rather play with ten men than give you a run out, the 
hint is there to be taken. As I limped from the field at the end of what proved to be my last game, 
my footballing epitaph was spoken by a small snotty-nosed kid on a tricycle, "You're crap, you 
are"). 
 
A principle memory therefore of early practices in 1982, is pain - struggling for breath, ignoring 
screaming muscles, trying to remember what to do next, straining to hear commands and 
worrying about horror-struck expressions on the faces of some musicians, as they contemplated 
the human agony before them. Obviously, we must have looked as bad as we felt. Fortunately for 
my self-esteem, others, some much younger than I, were in almost as bad a state. We used to 
speculate sometimes on who had turned the deepest shade of purple... The then team captain 
used to say how much he longed to have a group of fit lads in their twenties at his command... the 
England Football Squad would do nicely... or perhaps some Royal Marine Commandos? (The 
preparations for our first season's dancing were made against the background of the Falklands 
War). 
 
Ripon City was formed round the nucleus of a Cotswold style side, Hornblower Morris, one of 
whom decided to leave in a sulk, when it emerged that he would no longer be allowed to leap up 
and down flapping hankies in the air. This somewhat complicated the transition, and Hornblower 
retained a kind of ghostly existence, while protracted and delicate negotiations took place over 
the disposal of the team's assets. 
 
At the same time, much thought was given to the look and style - the corporate identity - of the 
new side. An early decision was to adopt the name Ripon City Morris Dancers (not Morrismen) 
partly as a reaction against the attitudes of the Morris Ring, who would have cold shouldered us 
anyway, for having female musicians, and dancing out with teams like Betty Lupton's, partly 
because it was by no means certain in the early days that a men's team would prove viable; the 
possibility that Ripon City might become a mixed side, if insufficient male recruits were 
forthcoming was very real during the first year. 
 
Sides like Horwich and Preston were a major influence in deciding the style of kit, although one 
member argued long and loud for what he described as the "distressed" look (meaning the kit, not 
the dancers!) This seemed to involve hessian or sacking garments, lots of badges and strings of 
wooden beads. Fortunately, those of us with slightly more dress sense had our way, and the 
distinctive kit with strict rules about badges, accessories and fresh flowers in hats was evolved. 
("The only Morris side in the country to offer a prize for flower-arranging!") Right from the start, a 
ban was imposed on the dressing of children of team members in miniature versions of the kit. 
 
On the whole, our first season saw few rows about kit, although one member caused a stir by 
turning up wearing eye make-up, and, I seem to recall, false eye lashes. He didn't do it again. After 
the first dance out it was decided that clogs with natural wood coloured soles should be stained 
black, and when the first St Wilfrid's day procession resulted in complaints -"Hey, my scrotum is 
dyed blue!" and the usual lack of sympathy "Be quiet, everybody will want one!" and "If it's good 
enough for a baboon, its good enough for you!" Research disclosed that the material used in the 
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breeches was intended for covering sofas, not sweaty groins. The introduction of lining solved the 
problem in the short term, with a different quality of material being used for later batches of kit. 
 
The fact that we were a new side, not reviving a local tradition, also figured in early discussion in a 
variety of pubs. Our first repertoire of three dances included two imported from villages in the 
North-West, and one especially written for the team. This last arose because a team of Morris 
Dancers had appeared at the Ripon Millenary Festival in 1886, although no details of the dance, or 
the dancers could be recovered - hence our very own Ripon Millenary Polka. During the first 
performance of this one evening in Ripon Market Square, I distinguished myself by dancing 
vigorously out into the middle of the "spur" figure for my little solo spot, then suffering total 
memory loss and just standing there, wondering who am I? Where am I? What am I doing here? 
Before slinking back ignominiously to my place. 
 
The Ripon Millenary made further contributions to the corporate identity, and to giving the team 
some sense of the past. The lettering used on posters and other Ripon City printed material was 
derived from that used on the title page of the Millenary souvenir book. Combined with a 
photocopy of a Pruw Boswell drawing of Chas, before it was coloured in, this with a couple of 
emblems also taken from the Millenary book, made the basis for the headed paper and poster 
design which are still in use. As a final touch, the Captain was furnished with a railway whistle, 
which had belonged to the last Station Master at Ripon! 
 
Of course, despite the initial rush of enthusiasm, it was sometimes difficult to get a full side 
together for bookings. I found this particularly difficult to cope with, when we could only field the 
bare minimum of dancers. Never really attaining full "match fitness", I was reasonably comfortable 
doing alternate dances, or at a pinch, two in succession; three was quite beyond my capabilities; 
after a couple of figures of the third, I would be struggling, by the end I was barely able to stagger 
through, and I was not a good advertisement for the team! Many and varied were the excuses 
which members produced for not putting their names down for bookings, but by far the most 
politically incorrect was that which emerged when we were invited to dance out where a 
collection was to be taken for battered wives. "I'm not bloody-well doing that!" said one 
(unmarried!) member. "If a bloke wants to thump 'is wife in the privacy of 'is own home, that's up 
to him!" Had this attitude been more prevalent, one suspects that Ripon City might have had to 
stage numerous dance outs to raise money for battered husbands! 
 
That man Rankin again - on fitness and performance enhancing drugs 
 
In the early days of Ripon City Morris Dancers we performed the Gisburn Processional Dance 
which was taught to us largely by one Trefor Owen. We did make some small changes to the 
version which Trefor taught, including using one figure which we called "Reverse", to invert the set 
so that we could then repeat all the figures of the dance with everyone in a new position. 
 
Normally during a practise session we would dance the dance the whole way through. But on 
occasions, if time was pressing, we would dance only as far as the end of the "Reverse" figure thus 
cutting the dance to half its length. Subsequently whenever it was announced that we were to run 
through Gisburn, it became Stuart's habit to query if we were going through the whole dance or 
finishing half way through. I could never understand his need to know until I realised that, if we 
were doing the whole dance, Stuart would pop a glucose tablet into his mouth before starting. 
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It was some years later when Stuart had given up dancing and moved to Rotherhithe that I 
enquired one day as to his health. It turned out that he was not quite as nimble as he used to be 
and was having some problems with his knees as a result of "all that bloody morris dancing". I 
tried to turn the situation round saying that exercise was probably an essential ingredient for a 
long and healthy life span. Stuart, the man with an answer for every situation, would have none of 
it. "When Florence Nightingale returned from the Crimea", he began, "she did not feel well and so 
took to her bed. She stayed there for the rest of her life and lived to be ninety one." Warming to 
his theme he continued, "If ever I get that feeling that I should be having some exercise, I go and 
lie down until the feeling passes". 
 
Stuart would be the first to subscribe to the view that abstaining from alcohol, tobacco and sex 
doesn't make you live longer, it just makes it seem like it. 
 
With a crash and a din, comes the morris dancer in 
 
The Harrogate Morris teams have enjoyed a close and long-standing relationship with the folk 
dance teams from the Carlisle area and we have exchanged many reciprocal visits over the years. I 
recall one such occasion when Ripon City Morris Dancers were enduring a rather wet, miserable 
and rainy visit to the Lake District as guests of Carlisle. 
 
On reaching Keswick, the final destination of the day’s tour, the rain set in with grim persistence 
and we thought the dancing would be ended for the day. But then we had the good fortune to 
locate a café close by Derwentwater which boasted a large area covered by a roof which was 
supported upon several iron pillars. The whole structure could be enclosed by lowering roller 
shutters but these remained raised so that the assembled patrons of the café could stare glumly 
towards the rain lashed lake. There were metal tables and chairs arranged around the edge and an 
area in the centre large enough for a morris display. The perfect dance spot with the benefit of a 
captive audience who would be keen to witness any dry diversion. 
 
Ripon City Morris Dancers were performing North West Morris with the expected vigour of a team 
consisting of dancers who were mostly fit chaps in their mid thirties. I was dancing at number one 
and enjoyed the close proximity of the seated spectators. “Involving the audience” we used to 
term it. The majority of us were wearing iron shod clogs but the floor was some sort of concrete 
mix which did not provide the surest of footings. Half way through a “Step Up” as I came to 
execute a hop and swing my free leg high into the air, my supporting foot lost its grip on the 
unusual surface. I slid forward as my irons failed to find any grip and as my free leg swung up I had 
moved sufficiently far for my toe to just catch the underside of one of the metal tables which 
responded to this unexpected event with a loud and satisfying clang. The table was covered in a 
myriad of cups, saucers, plates, spoons and tea pots which all leapt from the table as if they 
wanted to join in with the dance. As I landed on my back all the items which I had caused to leap 
into the air were now under the pull of gravity and returned to whatever surface they could find 
adding their own clatter of applause to my spectacular demise. 
 
The Uncanny Workings of the Human Mind 
 
Ripon City Morris dancers were invited to dance in Preston as guests of marvellous Preston Royal 
Morris Dancers during the Guild celebrations in August 1992. Some of the Ripon men were better 
than others in decorating their be-flowered hats in a manner which ensures that the flowers stay 
put. This usually means that at the end of each dance spot the ground is strewn with various 
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flowers and leaves. This can be quite dangerous. We were nimbly executing the “Nine Man’s 
Morris” in a shopping mall with a shiny, attractive marble style floor. This particular dance 
necessitates some quite sharp turns during the hey figure. During one such turn my iron shod 
clogs landed on a lush piece of greenery from a lily. Needless to say that I went my length on the 
floor and my own decorated hat became dislodged in the process. I quickly stood up and 
pretended nothing was the matter – the show must go own. 
 
I had completed my part of the hey and all I needed to do was stand still for the next eight bars of 
music while others danced. I looked down at my hat and realised it was right in the path of the 
oncoming dancers and was in imminent danger of being crushed. With a deft flick of my clog I 
booted my hat out of the way and I watched it curl through the air showering flowers and 
greenery in all directions. I missed the next dance because I was busy remaking my floral hat 
decoration. 
 
But I still wonder to this day - why didn’t I just bend down, pick it up and replace it on my head? 
 
I suppose things might have been less catastrophic if I had been wearing rubbers instead of irons 
on my clogs as I may not have slipped in the first place. But I tried to wear irons whenever possible 
as I had listened too often to Preston Royal’s Johnny Haslett making disparaging remarks about 
teams dancing North West Morris in rubbers. “Silent Morris” he called it. 
 
Bringing the Morris Costume into Disrepute 
 
At the end of a weekend of dance is has become the custom for Ripon City Morris Dancers to swap 
their flower bedecked bowlers for the head wear of the guest team. It is a fine sight to see Preston 
Royal Morris Dancers dancing in their refined purple uniform topped with rather splendid (but also 
rather sweaty) flowered hats. In return the Ripon dancers have looked comical when the tables 
were turned and were required to wear the purple velvet and gold tasselled smoking caps from 
the Preston men. 
 
We met our match at the end of an enjoyable weekend’s dancing in the Lake District as guests of 
Belfagan who regularly “give it welly”, as they describe it, in and around Cockermouth. They lined 
up for their last dance but just before they started the Ripon men rushed in as a phalanx and 
dressed the girls in their flowery bowlers. Belfagan sportingly danced on in the heavy bowlers 
even though some were of such generous dimensions as to slide down over the girls’ eyes. 
 
Still chortling at the fun their own antics, the Ripon lads lined up for their final dance confident in 
the knowledge that Belfagan wore no hats. But we were outmanoeuvred! Unbeknown to us 
Belfagan had slipped off their petticoats and we were forced to wear these over our britches 
which was comical to the point of embarrassment. I am sure there are photos somewhere – 
fortunately none are in my possession! 
 
I suppose some long standing members of the team might point out that dancing in petticoats was 
nothing new to three of us. On another of our trips away we spent some time with the Derby 
Crown morris team. And what a shame Derby Crown didn’t dance for longer – they were one of 
my favourite teams - the perfect essence of lively morris, style and femininity. We went to some 
sort of fair where there was a demonstration of the Can-Can on the back of a large trailer. The 
Can-Can dancers were determined to humiliate some chaps and it seems that Martin Ord, Jim 
Coulson and I were perfect candidates. So, somewhere there will be many photos of the three of 
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us jigging around in our morris kit plus all the frills and furls of can-can petticoats and skirts. Thank 
goodness we didn’t have to wear black fishnet stockings too. Solely in the interests of posterity, 
here is a couple of the photographs from the Ripon City Morris Dancers scrap books. The dance 
aficionados amongst you will notice that Jim (third from the right) is on the wrong foot! 
 

 
 
And here is a second photograph, and a rather more energetic action shot, of the author. 
 

 
 
Willi Dropham 
 
Dave Blight entered our lives something akin to a blast, rather than the usual breath, of fresh air. 
He is a flamboyant character who enjoys a colourful life and a rainbow lifestyle. When the fates 
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decided to bring Dave to North Yorkshire, he enquired of his relatives about local morris teams. 
We will be eternally delighted that he decided to contact Ripon City Morris Dancers first. He spoke 
to our captain Ted Dodsworth to arrange to come along to a practise. "How will we recognise 
you?" Ted wondered. "Don't worry", was the reply, "you won't have any trouble recognising me!" 
True enough, we didn't have any trouble. 
 
Dave is never one to melt into the background. He stands out in the crowd with his shock of ginger 
hair and beard, spectacular spectacles and a dazzling array of unusual and brightly coloured 
raiments. Clowning and juggling are two of Dave's many talents and "Willi Dropham" was his stage 
name. I think the clowning antics and clown's sense of style and colour spilled over into the 
mainstream Dave's life - or was it the other way round? 
 
Some years later we were watching Grimsby Morris Men. Heather noticed that one of their 
dancers (who just happened to be their fool or clown) had a passing resemblance to Dave Blight of 
“Willi Dropham”. Whereupon Heather uttered her memorable verbal faux pas – “doesn’t he look 
like a willy?” 
 

 
 

Dave Blight dressed in one of his more sombre outfits 
 

When he is in a crowd Dave immediately attracts attention which, of course, he loves. But 
everyone who takes the trouble to get to know him, even just a little bit, discovers a thoroughly 
likeable chap and a very warm human being. 
 
Dave makes his mobile home not in caravans or camper vans, but in standard white vans and 
these vans always seem to acquire names. I can remember three - Lucy, Bridget and Albert. 



27 
 

"Albert" was somewhat larger than his previous vans and was christened thus because Dave 
likened it to living in the spaciousness of the Albert Hall. 
 
We were gathered in a crowd at a folk festival pub to enjoy the "apres dance". Some of the 
company knew Dave but quite a number were experiencing his delights for the first time. The 
conversation drifted over many topics including morris injuries. Dave had been struggling with his 
dancing during the day and explained his difficulties by announcing to the assembled multitude 
that he had "ricked his back getting out of Albert"! There were some embarrassed looks on the 
faces of some until Ted quickly put things right by explaining that "Albert" was the name of Dave's 
van! 
 
A Drop of Good Beer 
 
It is a never ending source of surprise to me to find that so many public houses seem unable to 
plan for the anticipated arrival of a morris tour when fifty or sixty hot dancers arrive in the hope of 
slaking their collective thirsts. You find just one over-worked member of staff trying to satisfy the 
clamour for beer. If the management were unable or unwilling to employ extra staff they could 
always take a leaf out of the Earl de Grey’s book. To clarify the Earl de Grey is a public house in 
Kingston upon Hull. No, I don’t think the Earl de Grey served many morris dancers but they did 
serve an awful lot of trawler men in their time. The Earl de Grey was one of the first pubs 
encountered by the trawler men as they left the old Hull Fish Dock. The landlord would watch for 
the tell-tale masts over the roof tops as the trawlers entered the dock from the River Humber. This 
would be the sign for the staff to start pulling pints and the bar would be covered with full glasses 
ready for the arrival of their customers. 
 
However, I digress again. Ripon City Morris Dancers were enjoying a warm sunny day with Preston 
Royal Morris Dancers in the Ribblesdale area around Settle. We arrived hot and thirsty at the 
Maypole Inn in Long Preston clustered around the bar in manner something akin to a swarm of 
bees. Lynne went off dutifully to buy some beers and queued for a considerable period before 
returning clutching two cool and foaming pints. I downed mine with as much gratitude as 
enjoyment. It was some months later when I discovered the horrible truth. 
 
As Lynne left the bar and came outside Roly, our whistle player, was trying to clear some 
obstruction from his instrument. As he flailed his whistle from over his shoulder a big blob of spit 
shot from the end of his whistle into one of the pint glasses and disappeared from view beneath 
the white head. Momentarily Lynne thought of tipping the pint away and getting a replacement. 
However, one look at the queue convinced her that this would not be a speedy process. She fixed 
her gaze steadily on the polluted glass and made sure that was the one she gave to me. I suppose 
this all goes to prove that what you don’t know about does not do you any harm. 
 
To smile or not to smile? That is the question. 
 
In the early 1990s, before the widespread use of email and the internet, Ripon City Morris Dancers 
published a Newsletter which was intended to provide a channel of communication for team 
members. I believe that this ran up a grand total of 12 issues. 
 
Here is an article I contributed in November 1995 when, it seems, I was getting rattled by the 
plethora of noisy, second-rate border morris sides and complaints about the stern faces displayed 
by most of Ripon City Morris Dancers. 
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This is a collection of thoughts and is intended to stimulate further thought and discussion, without 
necessarily drawing any conclusion. 
 
As dancers we are often exhorted to smile or maybe sometimes criticised for looking miserable 
while we dance. But what should we do? Should we dance around with a false or insincere smile on 
our faces? Should we continue to look miserable except on the occasion when something or 
someone makes us smile naturally? Should we look as though we are merely concentrating? 
Should we look proud or perhaps even pompous? 
 
Many people say that whatever the origins of the morris (be it ceremonial, ritual, begging, ancient 
or modern), it is nowadays firmly routed in the entertainment business - at least for the 
participants hopefully! Certainly, there is not a lot of point in doing something if there is no 
pleasure or sense of satisfaction in some aspect of the activity. We may dance for pleasure, for 
fitness, for companionship or to carry on an ancient custom. 
 
Some teams seem to interpret this as being necessary to communicate a spirit of enjoyment by 
smiling and laughing, by whooping and shrieking or by explaining in minute detail to the audience 
what is going on. Many of the latter teams seem to be the so-called Border Morris teams. How 
many of them have seen the Shropshire Bedlams in their hey-day dancing a style of morris owing 
much to the inventiveness and experience of John Kirkpatrick? 
 
My first impressions of the Bedlams were of power, mystery and magic. They all seemed to be so 
tall. It was not so - they were just larger-than-life characters, with height emphasised by the tall 
pheasant’s feathers adorning tall top hats. Not for them the detailed introduction and 
explanations. For example, a dancer would proclaim "Half a Farthing Candle" - another dancer 
would circle the set beating the rhythm on a tambourine. The music and dancing would start 
simultaneously. At the end of the dance, the whole thing would come to a silent dead stop - after a 
pause, the dancers would leap into the air, beat their sticks on the ground and run from the 
dancing arena in all directions with much whooping and hollering. No orderly walk off for them. 
They would then melt away quickly and remove their kit as soon as possible. No hanging around on 
street corners or posing for photographs. The effect on me, and I suspect a good number of the 
audience was spellbinding. How very different from the lumbering, grinning, brash and tinselly 
border teams we see today. 
 
Rumworth Morris of Bolton dance North West Morris "with dignity and pride", to use their own 
words. They do perform with quality and precision, and their expression suggests they know it - just 
a hint of arrogance. 
 
The original Garstang team also had an aura of magnificence - bright, colourful kit, height 
accentuated by large flowery hats. The iron rod control of the conductor. It was rumoured that 
team rules dictated that "no digital watches to be worn and no tipped cigarettes to be smoked". 
Apocryphal it may well be, but this indicates the awe in which the team was held. They knew they 
were good and it showed - another way of exuding power and mystery. 
 
By contrast consider the friendly, chatty Cotswold fool who entertains with his antics and mild 
banter, drawing the audience into the action. How few we see of those these days. And what of the 
"white shoe" Cotswold teams, whose sheer athleticism leaves the watcher in awe? 
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There are many different ways to entertain. To use mainstream examples, consider the comedy 
film, the horror movie, the detective/mystery story, the football match and the TV "soap" - all 
forms of entertainment, each with a different content and approach, and each arousing very 
different emotions. 
 
What is the policy of Ripon City Morris Dancers? Should we aspire more to the Changing of the 
Guards? A ceremony which has power and dignity. A ceremony which entertains. A ceremony in 
which no participant smiles. Or are we in it for laughs? 
 
I wonder. 
 
The formation of the Flag and Bone Gang 
 
Based on my own writings for the Winter 1997 edition of our local folk magazine "Tykes’ News". 
 
There have been many exciting developments during the more recent years of the morris dance 
revival, no doubt driven by a number of differing desires:  
 

 to retain the best of traditional practise 

 to find and revive a tradition belonging to the locality of the team 

 to innovate and develop, providing "new recipes but using the traditional ingredients" 

 to raise the standards of dancing, musicianship and the performance as a whole 

 to be different  
 
Many teams have succeeded in their desires and some names spring easily to mind - Gloucester 
Old Spot, the Shropshire Bedlams, the Seven Champions and Garstang. They have set standards 
and styles which others follow.  
 
In the early 1990's a group of experienced dancers, motivated by such factors already described, 
started to meet to discuss ideas for a new morris team and new style. The background of the 
participants included the Seven Champions, the Shropshire Bedlams, Wakefield Morris Dancers, 
Ripon City Morris Dancers and Betty Lupton's Ladle Laikers. These discussions usually took place 
over a meal and quantities of alcohol were consumed in the process! Many interesting ideas were 
turned up on dance style, music and dress. However, nothing came of this initiative, no doubt for a 
number of reasons. One of the reasons was the lack of roots or "traditional authority" for the 
ideas, which withered and then lay dormant.  
 
A fresh impetus was given by the appearance of a booklet written by Paul Davenport entitled the 
"Forgotten Morris - An Investigation into Traditional Dance in Yorkshire". This booklet describes 
dancing mainly in the Holderness area which does not conform to the normal expectations of 
Yorkshire ritual dance, that is Longsword. The theme is that these dances belong essentially to 
Plough Monday and the various associated customs of Plough Stotting, Plough Dragging, 
Longsword dancing and mumming. There was "no regular dance", but the main essence involved a 
single straight line of dancers performing reels and either rattling bones (or "knick knacks" as they 
were called) or waving small flags. There was also a solo dance performed over the poker and 
tongs from the fireplace in the manner of the "Bacca Pipes" jig.  
 
The work was previously published in the Morris Dancer (Number 15 March 1983). A copy of this 
article was studied in connection with research into another Plough Monday custom - the Blue 
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Stots plays from the Vale of York. Unfortunately the first details of these findings had already been 
in print - see "The Return of the Blue Stots" in Tykes’ News Autumn 1982. The opportunities this 
presented did not strike anyone at the time even when coupled with an appearance in January 
1984 of the East Yorkshire Vessel Cuppers at the Derby-based "Dancing England" traditional dance 
showcases. Minds were focussed on different matters then!  
 
A dance of some sort was performed at the end of the Marton-cum-Grafton Blue Stots Play. This 
feature was included in the revival of the Marton play by the Knaresborough Mummers. 
Subsequent revisiting of the Blue Stots play material reveals that, around Christmas and New Year, 
the "shepherds" of Roecliffe and Aldborough (near Boroughbridge) used to dance heys in a line. 
This type of performance seems to have the same roots, or at least spirit, as the dances described 
by Paul Davenport.  
 
At last there was some basis to work on. Some of the members of the original "task force" had 
moved on. The remainder, based in Harrogate and Knaresborough area, with the help of a couple 
of people not actively involved in dancing began to study the material and put together some 
dances in the winter of 1995. There were some problems with kit. Some of the old teams 
blackened their faces and had strips of cloth pinned to their clothes and there was a desire to 
avoid any suggestion that this was yet another Border Morris side. Though there are some obvious 
parallels between the styles of dance. One idea was picked up from the "Fool Plough" in Walker's 
Costumes of Yorkshire. Let no more be said - judge for yourselves the effect. 
 
The team first appeared in public in 1996 with just two dances. These dances were developed 
from those collected by Paul Davenport and put together by an initial group of four – Jeff Garner, 
Dave Williams, Ted Wolfe and the author. They were called Jackstaff – a four man flag dance and 
Four Man Bone – unsurprisingly a four man bone dance! About that time, the Morris Federation 
address list included a new team in the Selby area - the Infamous Audreys. Curiosity led to an 
enquiry as to what they performed. They too were working on the same source of information. 
Some team members saw them during a joint performance with Ripon City Morris Dancers in July 
1996. Time has not permitted any further contact at the moment, but no doubt the sides will meet 
up at some point when much discussion and comparison will take place. There are now seven 
dances in the repertoire with more ideas developing for others, so the gang should be about 
rather more from now on.  
 
In dancing with flags and bones, the tongue-in-cheek name "the Flag and Bone Men" was 
suggested by one of the team. This was slightly modified to the Flag and Bone Gang, since the 
original teams were often referred to as gangs. 
 
The politics of morris dance 
 
I was very pleased to appear with the Flag and Bone Gang at Sidmouth Festival one year. The team 
wore an all black costume adorned with red arm and leg tatters. The idea for the arm and leg 
tatters came from a picture entitled the "Fool Plough" in Walker's Costume of Yorkshire. The red 
colour was something of a coincidence - the first tatters were made up from an unwanted bolt of 
red satin originally bought for Ripon City Morris Dancers. Likewise underlying clothes were 
intended just to be dark, so that once the unifying effect of the red tatters was removed the 
dancers could melt easily into the crowd. For some reason the dark clothes became standardised 
into a uniform black which rather spoilt my original thoughts. 
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After one of our performances where it was announced that we were attempting to revive 
something from the traditions of Yorkshire an enthusiastic Scot approached me and whispered, 
somewhat conspiratorially, that he understood the significance of our costume. The black 
represented the Yorkshire coal seams and the red signified our political allegiances. He was deadly 
serious. I think he must have been too heavily influenced by "News at Ten" or Arthur Scargill. 
 
If only the Scot had realised that we were 
based in "posh" Harrogate - not Sheffield - and 
that some of the Gang actually ironed their 
tatters and kept them on coat hangers to 
prevent them from getting creased. No 
wonder I didn't stay too long with that team! 
 
Mel Howley liked this Flag and Bone Gang 
story which I shared with him by email. He 
replied - "On the subjects of names and kit - 
the Long Company was a reference I found in 
Clun in Shropshire (Shropshire Bedlams 
territory!). It is an old term applied to the 
gypsies or travelling people, but it did also fit 
in with my idea that everyone in the side 
should be at least six foot tall - just for 
theatrical effect! As for your red and black - I 
would encourage the interpretation, but 
modify it to coal and blood - much more 
dramatic don't you think? An old mate of mine 
who was a writer always told me - never spoil 
a good story with too much truth. Nuff said, 
eh!" 
 
The picture alongside is one of the many 
marvellous productions from Karen and Colin 
Cater of Hedingham Fair. 
 
 

 

 

Preston Royal Morris Dancers 
 
It is not my place to chronicle the history of this team but I can shed some light upon how I 
became involved. It all started at a Traditional Dance Forum of some kind when, my wife, Sue and I 
were tagging along with Trevor Stone who had recently published his booklet “Rattle Up My 
Boys”. Also there, but unknown to me at the time, was Pruw Boswell with her husband Richard 
who was the leader of Preston Royal Morris Dancers. 
 
Pruw was quizzing Trevor about the intricacies of publishing as she was planning to publish her 
own books on researches into North West Morris on the Lancashire Plain. During this 
conversation, I offered what help I could including financial help. Sue and I were invited to the 
next Preston Royal Morris Dancers’ dance out and we duly turned up and watched a fine display of 

 

The Flag and Bone Gang  
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North West Morris. At the second spot, the presence of a bearded chap showing an undue interest 
in morris dancing didn’t slip past the notice of the team and I was soon approached and asked if I 
was interested in dancing. It was Bob Alty who interrogated me and we subsequently became very 
good friends. 
 
The 120 mile round trip to Preston was too much to contemplate to become a dancer but for a 
while I did become an occasional band member. My first outing with the team was at the 
Liverpool Garden Festival which I think was in 1984. 
 
Some time later the team were planning a trip to Hungary to visit Chorley’s twin town. A North 
West Morris Workshop was run to help raise funds and I thought it was a great opportunity to 
learn some of the dances. I was in a set with Dave Collins, Johnny Haslett and Roy Smith as the top 
four. During a lull in the proceedings, Dave Collins said to me that there was over 100 years morris 
dancing experience between the four of us. I felt very much the junior partner as I seem to recall I 
had been dancing a mere 16 years at the time! 
 
I ended up joining the team for their trip to Chorley’s twin town of Székesfehérvár and it was in 
this Hungarian town that I first danced out in public with Preston Royal Morris Dancers; my first 
dance being the Fleetwood Polka. 
 
I am grateful for the many enjoyable times I have spent with the Preston team and I learnt a great 
deal from them about pride, presentation, smartness and technique. In their day, they were a 
formidable side. 
 
Subsequently, there was a split in the team which resulted in the formation of an additional team - 
the Royal Lancashire Morris Dancers. Many years later the sides merged to form the Royal Preston 
Morris Dancers and I was fortunate to tell this story in Morris Matters Volume 21 Number 1 
January 2002. 
 
Oh wad the power the giftie gie us, to see oursels as others see us (Robbie Burns) 
 
Preston Royal Morris Dancers were one of the highly regarded North West Morris teams and had 
an eye for detail in both their dancing and their costumes. Their clogs were polished to a sheen 
which would be the envy of any Guardsman and their socks were always "whiter than white" – 
well, nearly always! John MacAllister’s wife was a little disappointed when John’s socks 
reappeared from their first wash with a rather faint yellow tinge. Undaunted, she returned to the 
sports outfitters from which the socks were first purchased and explained to the assistant that the 
socks had turned a yellow shade after their first wash and no longer matched the rest of the team. 
“Oh, don’t worry”, comforted the assistant, “once they have all been washed together after a few 
games on muddy pitches they will all look the same colour!” Without any further words by way of 
explanation, John’s distraught wife retorted, “No, you don’t understand – he wears the socks 
while he is playing his piccolo!” I don’t know what went through the shop assistant’s mind as this 
was explained, but I can only picture (in my mind’s eye, you understand), John balanced on the 
foot of the bed, playing on his piccolo and dressed in nothing other than a pair of pure white 
socks! This strange ritual would precede a cry of "Geronimo!" before he leapt forward to claim his 
conjugal rights. 
 
This tale of leg wear is an immediate reminder of a story concerning the Knaresborough Mummers 
and a pair of red tights. The Mummers had been busy rehearsing a new play – could it have been a 
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Robin Hood Play including the character Will Scarlet? I forget now. It was time to get the costumes 
ready for the first public performance and Dave Dearlove needed a pair of red tights for his part. 
Betty Lupton's Ladle Laikers wore red tights so it was an easy matter to discover the source of a 
supply of such apparel - a trip to "Leggs" in Harrogate’s Oxford Street was all that was required. 
Dave explained his requirements to the shop assistant who of course asked what size did his wife 
require? The assistant had to suppress a rising fit of the giggles when Dave informed her that they 
were for himself, but she dutifully promised to order some as they had none in stock of the right 
size. They would be in next Saturday. Dave duly returned on the appointed day and on opening 
the door was met with the sight of the giggling shop assistant’s back as she scurried into the rear 
of the shop hissing to a hidden accomplice, “It’s him, come and have a look, he’s here now!” 
 
Oh, the trials and tribulations of morris and mumming outfits! We knew of the difficulties Preston 
Royal had had with their velvet outfits. To prevent the pile from being dragged out of the fabric at 
the first hint of abrasion, they had hit on the solution of bonding a lining to the back of the velvet. 
But they were using furnishing velvet, as this was the only material in the correct shade of purple. 
When Ripon City Morris Dancers began we were confident in our plush velvet breeches because 
we had been fortunate enough to acquire proper suiting velvet – or so we thought. 
 
The first couple of fairly short and low key events seemed to go without any problems, but in 
August there loomed Ripon’s St. Wilfrid’s procession, a gruelling prospect with some three or four 
miles dancing. Now the human form takes many shapes and sizes – I must be brave and admit to 
the reader that I am one of those who has inner thighs which brush together as I walk. The 
inevitable friction which this causes, coupled with the heat and sweat produced during a long, hot 
St Wilfrid’s Procession proved to be too much for my suiting velvet. When I removed my breeches 
later in the day I found two huge bald patches where the velvet had been removed and, on the 
floor, cascaded a number of perfectly formed spheres of tightly packed blue velvet. 
 
When we met up later that night I found that I was not alone. But Stuart Rankin, always one 
renowned for his pithy comments, announced that when he removed his breeches, prior to 
showering after the procession, he discovered that he had “a blue scrotum”! I can only presume 
that Stuart was wearing no undergarments! We did take the breeches back to the shop where we 
had purchased the blue suiting velvet to explain our problem. The shop manager held up the 
breeches and with some disdain enquired, “What do you do in these?” Sometimes it just doesn’t 
seem worth trying to enlighten the non-aware! Perhaps I should have remarked “I wear them 
when I play with my piccolo!” 
 
Historical Accuracy and Newspapers 
 
There used to be a certain bit of needle between Leyland Morrismen and Pruw Boswell who spent 
some years researching morris dancing on the Lancashire Plain. The fruits of her researches were 
two books - "The Preston Tradition" and the "Horwich Inquiry" - not to mention her collection 
dances which were so ably choreographed and performed by the likes of Garstang Morris Dancers 
and Preston Royal Morris Dancers. 
 
This particular bit of needle concerned the year that Leyland Morris Dancers were founded. The 
team insisted the year was 1889; Pruw insisted that newspaper reports proved the year was 1890. 
 
I don't know about you, but if you ever read a local newspaper report about a matter with which 
you are familiar it seems to be very easy to spot a number of errors in the facts. Reports in the 
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Ripon Gazette are laying in wait to mislead some future researcher into the origins of Ripon City 
Morris Dancers - should someone ever have enough time on their hands to want to undertake 
such a project! Ripon City Morris Dancers team was formed in 1982, yet the Gazette report of the 
annual St. Wilfrid's Procession for that year states that Ripon City Morris Dancers took a far 
greater part in the proceedings in this year. Irrefutable proof that the team must have been in 
existence in 1981! 
 
We were very downhearted one year when the Gazette's front page showed a picture of the team 
dancing through the main square in Ripon during the St. Wilfrid's Procession. We should have 
been well pleased with that, but an unfortunate juxtaposition of the headline above proclaimed 
"Tragedy mars Procession". 
 
(In reality the circumstances causing this headline were indeed hugely unfortunate, as one of the 
members of the brass band had collapsed and died during the procession.) 
 
Regional television fares little better. During the City of Ripon's 1100 celebrations in 1986, the 
team was privileged to dance for Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth the Queen Mother. After the 
performance, we were interviewed by the television crew who scribbled their notes down on the 
back of the ubiquitous fag packet. They interviewed both Paul Freeman and me. That evening I 
appeared on the regional news program as "Paul Freen". As we are both biscuit lovers, Paul and I 
have taken great delight since in referring to one another as Mr Peak and Mr Frean! 
 
Of Prime Ministers 
 
Preston Royal Morris Dancers were involved in a number of town twinning exchanges between 
the Lancashire town of Chorley and the Hungarian town of Székesfehérvár. On one of the trips to 
Hungary we were dancing in Budapest at the same time as the then Prime Minister, John Major, 
was visiting for a summit of some kind. The local diplomats thought that this would be a good 
chance for a publicity coup and the team was invited to be dancing in the square as John Major 
arrived. 
 
On arrival we were shepherded to a corner of the square by the security men in suits who seem to 
be happily chatting to everyone. They must have decided that we were not posing a threat and we 
were then moved again to the opposite corner where Mr Major was really going to arrive! 
 
After our dance display, we chatted with the P.M. and I discovered that the man was very tuned in 
to the benefits and dangers of un-scripted publicity. Some members of our team took great delight 
in advising the P.M. that Alan Whitaker was then one of Chorley's Labour councillors. Immediately 
he quipped "Oh really, do they still have any?" Mind you a photo was snapped while we were 
laughing at this one which Alan later used to turn tables by using the picture with his own caption: 
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The faces which are fully visible from left to right: Alan Whittaker, the author, John McAllister, 
Prime Minister John Major, Dave Middlehurst  
 
We had just finished dancing the Fleetwood Polka which is danced with red sticks on one side and 
blue sticks on the other. A photographer from one of the tabloids spotted this and offered some of 
the dancers cash if they could persuade John Major to hold one of the red sticks. On being 
proffered a red stick the P.M. immediately grabbed a blue stick and said, "I think it would be 
better if I held one of this colour!" How quick-witted was that? 
 
Alan Whittaker’s Christmas Card 
 
Over the years, I have enjoyed a number of original Christmas cards from Preston Royal Morris 
Dancers’ Alan Whittaker. Here is one which should not require any further explanation: 
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Are there women morris dancers? 
 
During the 1970’s and 1980’s there were many bitter arguments about the rights and wrongs of 
women dancing “the morris”. Thankfully, from my own perspective at least, the arguments seem 
to have subsided and in the main men's, women's and mixed morris peacefully coexist, at the very 
least. In many places relationships between the various genres can be cordial and even friendly. 
However, going back to the earlier days I remember men sporting T shirts emblazoned with the 
slogan “Keep Morris Masculine” or displaying a pig in morris costume subtitled “Male Chauvinist 
Pig”. At a Sidmouth Cotswold Morris Workshop one year I danced in a set containing two 
extremes. One was an obese, beer-bellied, bearded and very sweaty morris bloke who lumbered 
and puffed his way around the set in his rather damp “Male Chauvinist Pig” T-shirt. Opposite him, 
danced a lithe, athletic and cool-looking “Mouse” Dismore from Windsor Morris, attired in shorts 
and bikini top. One of those occasions when I wish I had been able to take a video! 
 
Of music and musicians 
 
In my younger days when I was as keen as the next teenager on the pop music of the day I, like 
many other of my peers, took up strumming a guitar. As my proficiency increased I began to 
discuss the idea of forming a group with my school chums; these discussions did actually come to 
fruition when we formed “The Railroaders” – an R and B group. However, I digress. I remember 
buying a paperback written by "The Hollies" which I recall was titled “How to form a Beat Group” – 
or something similar. In there was the following prophetic advice – to get a really tight and full 
sound it helps if the bass guitarist plays in tune. Now there's a novel idea - playing in tune! 
 
In those early days I think we played quite well except for one occasion. We were offered a gig at 
short notice at a public house in Leeds - I forget the name of it. The three guitarists and drummer 
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quickly indicated their availability, but the singer's father put his foot down and forbade his son to 
go as the pub was reputed to be a bit of a rough house. Undeterred, the four of us got our heads 
together and decided between us that we could muster enough instrumentals, songs and 
occasional repeats to fill the evening. We arrived, set up and got stuck into our makeshift 
programme. We managed to get to the end of the third number, at which point the manager of 
the pub strode up to the stage. He stuffed a currency note into my hand and said "here lads take 
this fiver and f**k off before you drive all of my customers away". We were crestfallen to begin 
with but later took heart when we realised that in terms of pounds per song this was probably the 
best rate of pay we ever had! 
 
Going back to the theme of playing in tune, it seems as though Tony Wilshaw discovered a similar 
truism about the melodeon while playing for a local ceilidh band. The dance caller John Page tells 
the story of a cacophonous, but perfectly rhythmic, noise coming from the dance band. Part way 
through the dance Tony leans over to the band leader to enquire “what tune are you playing, 
Nancy?” “Harvest Home”, came back the reply through some rather gritted teeth. Immediately 
Tony adjusted his playing to the correct tune and the cacophonous noise became a little … um…. 
well … less cacophonous. Some time later, Tony leans over once more and asks “what key are you 
playing in, Nancy?” “The key of G”, came back the reply through totally gritted teeth. Tony made 
another adjustment to play in the correct key signature and at last the band sounded not the least 
bit cacophonous! 
 
There are musicians of all abilities in the folk scene as elsewhere. However, one of the most 
powerful, yet gentle, "put-downs" of an accordion player with rather limited prowess can be 
attributed to an Irishman. Paddy was asked, "Isn't Seamus an accordionist?" Without batting a 
proverbial eyelid, Paddy replied, "I do believe that Seamus is an 'accordion owner'". 
 
Boy Racers 
 
Many a "Weekend of Dance" can involve a succession of performances at various local hostelries. 
The Shropshire Bedlams and Martha Rhoden's Tuppeny Dish "Midsummer Rejoicing" on some 
occasions took this precise format. As the teams arrived at the next pub the prospect of 
refreshment usually produced a significant queue at the bar so there was some jostling for 
position. There was also the need to locate a convenient parking spot and these twin factors could 
produce an effect something akin to the start of "Le Mans" as one dance spot came to a 
conclusion. These were, of course, the days before the breathalyser. 
 
As Robin Beaumond scuttled along the Shropshire lanes in his mini-van he became aware of the 
flashing lights of a superior automobile behind him. Robin was undeterred and with the Mini's 
better road holding and his own local knowledge of the twists and turns along the way he 
managed to beat the opposition to the next pub. The driver of the other car walked over to Robin 
and said, "You know, I wasn't trying to overtake. I just wanted to attract your attention because 
you had left your concertina on the roof of your van. But when you took off it fell into a ditch 
some miles back". 
 
Fortunately, Robin located the said ditch and his Lachenal Anglo was retrieved undamaged. 
 
It seems that some concertinas have enjoyed a charmed life. Keith Kendrick told me a tale from 
the early days of Muckram Wakes when they were setting off in their trusty van from their native 
Derbyshire to a South Coast gig. It seems that they forgot to shut the back doors of the said van 
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but were blissfully unaware of this fact as there was a solid partition immediately behind the front 
seats. On arrival in the deep South, they discovered that the van doors were not properly shut, but 
all their gear was intact apart from Keith’s concertina which they concluded must have dropped 
out somewhere en route. Keith was beside himself. He phoned his wife to say that they had 
arrived safely but that he was in deep trouble because he had lost his treasured concertina. “Oh 
no, you haven’t” replied Pat, “your concertina is here at home!” 
 
Apparently the concertina had rolled out of the van not far from home and a chap crossing the 
road had witnessed the event and took the concertina to the local police station. A police officer, 
who happened to be a neighbour of Keith, recognised the concertina and exclaimed “I know who 
that belongs to, I’ll take it back with me when my shift is over”. So the concertina was back in 
Keith’s house even before Muckram Wakes’ journey south had finished. 
 
Pontypool, Pontyprydd and Pontefract 
 
Pomfret Morris has been travelling to the Bishops Castle area in June for a number of years before 
the formation of The Shropshire Bedlams and Martha Rhoden's Tuppeny Dish thanks to a 
connection with the Rev. Ian Ball. One of the dance spots took the team over the nearby border 
into Wales where the natives proved to be quite interested in the performances. One old boy 
approached Geoff Noble to enquire from where the team came. "We're from Pontefract", replied 
Geoff. The old boy was obviously impressed with this reply remarking "Oh, you're from Wales are 
you, then?" Geoff's jaw dropped for a moment but he recovered to state with true Tyke pride, 
"No. We're from Yorkshire, you daft bugger". With this the old boy seemed to loose interest. 
 
Cayton Hall 
 
Mr N A Hudleston and his wife Mary were folklore collectors of some repute and of no little 
energy. I first became aware of the name Hudleston when the Knaresborough Mummers started 
to investigate local traditions and discovered the Marton-cum-Grafton mummers play had been 
collected by Mary Hudleston. 
 
I think my early correspondence with Mr Hudleston started as a result of an article on mummimg 
in the "Dalesman" magazine. We exchanged a few letters on the subject mumming, we also 
exchanged Christmas Cards and I even attended one his parties at Cayton Hall, but then our 
acquaintance underwent a hiatus for a few years. 
 
I wrote again a few years later to make some enquiry or other and had to smile at the opening 
sentences of Mr Hudleston's reply: 
 
"Dear Chas, 
 
I thought you were dead! Or emigrated, arrested or involved in Afghan politics! No-one would 
admit to knowing anything about you! They just all looked very mysterious! Some said you had 
taken over Marshall's shop in Knaresborough High Street - possibly after it went bust (as I think it 
did, but am not sure, on one occasion). I drew a blank there. 
 
I've still not recovered from the shock of your return to life!" 
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Mr Hudleston obviously had a very keen sense of humour. He loves to tell the story of the 
arrangements his beloved Mary put into place just before she died in 1986. She put an 
advertisement in the newspaper which read "Housekeeper wanted for large draughty house in the 
middle of a field. To take care of the house and contents". Mr Hudleston then delighted in telling 
you that the house contents included him! 
 
Another of his favourite stories concerns how he met Mary. When she started her collecting 
activities, Mary was an unmarried schoolteacher in a Bradford Elementary school. The first songs 
she collected were from the school cleaner. When her collecting activities started the take her into 
public houses it was necessary for her to be accompanied by a male chaperon. Unfortunately her 
male chaperon ran off with the audio tapes on which the songs were recorded. The English Folk 
Dance and Song Society drafted in Mr Hudleston as a replacement under the strict instruction that 
he must not run off with the tapes. True to his word, Mr Hudleston did not run off with the tapes; 
he ran off with Mary instead! 
 
In private, I always thought of Mr Hudleston as "Nigel", though it was always very much Mr 
Hudleston to his face. He even referred to himself as "Hudleston". For many years there were 
parties at Cayton Hall. One would be in March for his own birthday and another in November for 
Daphne Smart, his housekeeper's birthday. The latter he would always refer to as the "Feast of St. 
Daphne". The invitation to attend, more often than not left on my answer phone, was more like a 
summons to a command performance! The message went something like this "Hudleston – Cayton 
here. The party will be on the 25th of November".  That was it. No niceties or "would you like to 
come". Perhaps I am being unkind - this may be Yorkshire economy of speech of the highest order. 
Sometimes there might be a supplementary request, "bring the concertina. You will play Plucking 
the Hen".  
 
He could also be most exasperating at times. 
 
Mr Hudleston was something of a patron for Ripon Swords Dancers in the 1960's and would pay 
the taxi fare to and from Ripon to get them to perform for him at Cayton Hall. I also discovered 
that he had a couple of their costumes and was delighted when he invited me to visit Cayton and 
see the outfits. 
 
I arrived on the appointed day and we passed some pleasant moments in the Drawing Room 
overlooking the park land which surrounded the Hall and which was dusted with a picturesque 
covering of snow. We sang a few songs - ones which would be later published in his book "Songs 
of the Ridings".  Then the moment came and he announced, "let’s go and see the sword dancers 
coats". I followed him up the grand staircase with walls adorned with huge oil paintings of Naval 
battles and crusty old men in military uniforms. A few doors were unlocked and then he pointed 
with his walking stick to a brown cardboard box and remarked "they are in there". With that the 
doors were locked again and Mr Hudleston suggested it was about time I departed! 
 
To be fair on another occasion I did actually get to see the costumes and some months later he 
gave them to me. I, in turn, passed them on to the Human History Curator at the Harrogate 
Museum as part of the launch of "The Return of the Blue Stots" booklet which I co-authored with 
Stuart Rankin. 
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From left to right: Stuart Rankin (wearing one of the old coats), Paul Freeman (contemporary 

Ripon Sword Dancer), the author (holding another of the old coats), Ros Watson (Human History 
Curator), John Burrell (Knaresborough Mummers, dressed for the Blue Stots play) 

 
As the years advanced and as Mr Hudleston became less and less mobile, contacting him on the 
telephone could cause some difficulties. To begin with I would let the phone ring for what seemed 
to me to be a reasonable time and then, deciding that Mr Hudleston was probably out or unable 
to reach the telephone, I would put the receiver back on the hook. More often than not, a couple 
of minutes later my phone would ring. It would be Mr Hudleston and he would start by haranguing 
me about how long I should let the phone ring to give him time to get there. 
 
So when I next phoned I would leave the phone ringing and ringing and ringing. Eventually an 
angry Mr Hudleston would answer and, discovering it was me, would tell me to hang on while he 
got his backside wiped and put his trousers back on. He would then leave the receiver off the hook 
and as he waddled back to the toilet I could hear him muttering to himself how inconsiderate it 
was that people should phone him when he was in the middle of his ablutions! 
 
Fire! Fire! 
 
I cannot recall whose fancy dress party it was. Neither can I really remember where the party was 
held - perhaps it was a flat in the Leeds student quarter. However I do have a very vivid 
recollection that Bob Thomas had dressed as a "Scotch Porridge Oats Man", complete with kilt and 
tam o' shanter under which grew a fine shock of Bob's very own fiery red hair. Bob was also 
sporting an open leather waistcoat - open to show off his fine fiery red hairy chest. Just one wee 
problem - Bob didnae have a hairy chest! No problem to Bob - he obtained a big wad of cotton 
wool and sprayed it with a bronze cellulose spray can - the type of can you would use for touching 
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up car bodywork. The effect was really quite splendid - Rob Roy MacGregor would have been 
justifiably proud of Bob. 
 
Peadar Long's mode of dress has also escaped from my failing memory but I do recall that, at that 
time, Peadar smoked a pipe. Well he didn't so much smoke it, but like many others afflicted with 
this habit, he spent some considerable efforts trying to keep the thing alight while creating a huge 
pile of spent matches. Peadar was also a great story teller and would love to keep nudging you 
with his elbow and fore arm to make sure you were paying attention when he was getting close to 
the punch-line. Well you know what is coming, don't you? 
 
Peadar was regaling Bob with one his stories. Just a few words of story then strike a match, a few 
more words then some ceremonial puffs on the recalcitrant pipe, give Bob a quick nudge. But of 
course the match was still burning and with a sudden "whoosh", Bob's fiery red hairy chest 
became literally red and fiery. John Hutt was standing close by with a full pint of beer in his hand 
and with great presence of mind quickly discharged the liquid contents of his glass in the direction 
of Bob's burning chest. (I don't think John has ever really recovered from sacrificing his full glass of 
ale in such a hasty fashion, but that is another story.) 
 
Just as the beer was gushing from John's glass, Bob became understandably animated and moved 
out of the way ensuring that the chap behind standing behind him received the full force of John's 
impromptu fire extinguisher. Sadly the chap was the only one in the room at the time who was 
wearing a pristine white suit! Whoops - sorry! 
 
We did manage to put out the fire while trying to suppress some fits of the giggles and Bob 
thankfully escaped from his ordeal with only one or two minor burns. This incident also helped to 
persuade Peadar to give up smoking, so I guess this is another case of "every cloud has a silver 
lining". 
 
More fancy dress 
 
Some years back it was the custom to hold a fancy dress ceilidh at Whitby Folk Week. One year 
one of our group of friends did not have a programme and asked John Hutt (of all people!) what 
was to be the theme for the fancy dress ceilidh. The theme that year was to be "nautical", but 
John Hutt, ever the practical joker, told our friend that the theme was a science fiction and space 
travel theme. 
 
So on the night in question the hall was packed with a motley crew of all kinds of admirals, 
captains, pirates, seamen and sailors and one very conspicuous spaceman dressed in a dazzling 
"bacofoil" spaceman's suit complete with helmet and other sci-fi accoutrements. 
 
But that was not the end of it. One of the spots during the evening was from Poynton Jemmers 
who were resplendent in red clogs, flowered bedecked bowler hats, red sashes, black basques, 
suspender belts and black fishnets tights! I have a rather hazy recollection that they may have 
danced quite well, but my eyes were transfixed on the glorious sight before me! They apologised 
afterwards saying the answer phone message advising them of the theme for the fancy ceilidh was 
not very distinct. The messages suggested not a "nautical theme" but "naughty girl" theme. How 
well they succeeded! 
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On Sleep and Sleeping 
 
My good friend Tony Harris left Yorkshire when still a young man to go work in the Shropshire 
forests and join John Kirkpatrick's "Shropshire Bedlams". It is my guess that the thought of joining 
the wonderful Shropshire Bedlams was a more potent factor than the prospect of caravan living in 
the depths of the forests near Llangunllo! Visits to Shropshire became a regular feature of my 
year, sometimes as part of a visiting morris team but, more often than not, just to visit Tony. 
 
Tony was a generous host and on some occasions would even offer to sleep on the floor so that 
my rather older body would have the comfort of his own bed. Such an offer I eagerly accepted 
after a particularly late and especially alcoholic evening. I was looking forward to a good long lie 
in! No sooner had my head seemed to rest on the pillow when my dreams were shattered when a 
travel alarm clock sounded its shrill and persistent request to wake up at a very unsociable hour in 
the morning. The clock was located and silenced amidst much fumbling in a dark and unfamiliar 
bedroom. I had just dropped off to sleep when a second and somewhat larger alarm clock began 
its own early morning revels. This clock was situated in a different location and caused rather 
more extensive fumbling before it was silenced like its roommate. I dropped off to sleep for a 
second time. Again I was foiled when a third alarm went off. This was placed at the other side of 
the room and, I would swear, had two enormous bells the size of Big Ben being struck by the 
hammer of Thor at a furious rate. If this were not enough the devilish device was dancing in time 
to Thor's hammer upon a large upturned metallic biscuit tin. That was it - I decided to get up! Tony 
was notoriously slow to waken from his slumbers and required such a regime to give a remote 
chance of waking up before noon. 
 
Another occasion involved that enemy of the productive afternoon, the lunchtime drinking session 
at Bishop's Castle's Three Tuns. When we got back to Tony's flat my host curled up on the floor in 
front of the fire for a snooze while I went to prepare a stew of some sort. Fast food was never one 
of my strong points and some time later when the meal was ready I tried to rouse Tony from his 
sleeping. No amount of shaking and cajoling had any effect. In a mood of desperation I took a 
lump of meat, let it cool and then placed it strategically in Tony's ear. Scamp and Sam, the two 
dogs were then summoned and their attention was drawn to the succulent morsel perched on 
Tony's ear. With a certain amount of excited barking and a considerable quantity of licking and 
slobbering they fought over the single piece of flesh. I do not remember which dog was victorious, 
I just remember Tony sleeping peacefully on. Perhaps he was not asleep - if so, he must be an 
actor of some considerable quality. 
 
A more cunning approach was required. 
 
The Shropshire Bedlams are always in the company of their female counterparts, Martha Rhoden's 
Tuppeny Dish. There were a number of very attractive women who were members of Martha 
Rhoden's; none more so than the lovely Di Beavan. I went to shake Tony one final time while 
whispering softly "Tony, Di Beavan is on the phone for you". The effect was immediate; Tony 
awoke, sat himself up, puzzled for a moment and then scowled at me. "I haven't got a phone, you 
bastard!" was his reply. Shortly afterwards we were able to enjoy the stew.  
 
In search of the "Alpha" Male 
 
It is quite common to hear David Attenborough (or one of his contemporaries) on the television 
describing the various male animal behaviour patterns employed to determine which in the group 
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is the alpha male. In social animals, the alpha male is the individual in the community to whom the 
others defer or follow. These ritual displays, bellows, postures, poses, screeches, mock combats 
and barks all seem to help to determine the alpha male without too much damage or too much 
blood being spilled. 
 
A similar phenomenon can be seen within many human activities including folk song and dance. 
 
Morris dancing attracts, from the passing populace, a huge range of reactions from pleasure and 
joy through to faint mocking and even to blatant derision. Betty Lupton's Ladle Laikers were 
performing in one of their regular spots in the town centre of Harrogate. The two straight lines of 
dancers soon attracted a motley collection of youthful "hopping-comic" imitators. They were quite 
amusing to begin with but soon their confidence grew and their antics started to encroach into the 
dancing space. 
 
My old mate, Ted Wolfe, was with us that day on one of his many missionary trips to the wilds of 
North Yorkshire and, of course, to help out the music on bass drum. Ted was wearing his Poyton 
Jemmers musician's outfit including a pair of stout clogs. He decided that the youthful imitators 
had transgressed the limits of acceptable behaviour and decided to act - Ted was never the sort of 
character to avoid a confrontation. 
 
As was his usual tactic, Ted approached the tallest member of the group and spoke just a few 
words. The youths all very quickly melted from the scene and Ted strolled nonchalantly back to 
resume his musical duties. I wondered what Ted had said to change the youths' behaviour so 
quickly. Was it his rather gruff and bluff voice? Was it his uncompromising stare? Was it the little 
twist in his nose that made him look as though he just might be an ex prize-fighter? When the 
dance finished I made my enquiry as to what was spoken. Apparently Ted had said "if you lot don't 
f**k off and stop bothering us, I'll stuff my clogs so far up your a*se you'll need a dentist to 
remove them!" 
 
A similar story is told by Ray Black who for many years ran a folk club in Harrogate. Such clubs are 
often held in public houses where the singing, guitars and general comings and goings sometimes 
attract the attention of the less savoury members of the public who can frequent these places. 
 
The club was held in a separate upstairs room and the door was controlled by Ray who collected 
the entrance money from the patrons of the club. Suddenly two large muscled men appeared, 
reeking of alcohol, the stubble chins unshaved for several days and exuding a general air of 
malevolence. 
 
"What's going on in here?" they enquired. 
 
"A folk club" was Ray's reply. 
 
"Right, well we're going in then" said the larger of the two. 
 
"That will be four pounds altogether, two pounds each", Ray suggested. 
 
"We're not paying to go in and you're not going to stop us" the large man said threateningly. Ray 
tried to explain that everyone else in the room had paid two pounds, all except those that had 
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agreed to sing or play, but the movements of the two suggested that Ray's ministrations were 
falling on deaf ears. 
 
Ray was about to let discretion be the better part of valour, but the episode had been keenly 
witnessed by Roy (I forget his surname) who was also a known "hard case" in spite of his smaller 
stature. He quickly came to the door and suggested that the two thugs either choose to pay to go 
in or go back down the stairs of their own volition. If they were unhappy with either of these 
options then Roy said he would personally throw the two of them down stairs. 
 
These two obviously recognised the signs of the true alpha male and turned on their heels and 
retreated down the stairs both agreeing that they "had never liked folk music anyway". 
 
It was not too long after this episode I was taking my turn to do a stint on the door of the folk club 
held at the West Yorkshire Social Club, which was later to become the Regent public house. Who 
should walk in but a known local criminal who we shall just call Charles. He towered over my 
meagre six feet in height and must have weighed about twenty stone which I imagine was mostly 
rippling muscle. I meekly requested his entrance fee, but Charles informed me that he didn’t need 
to pay because he was an honorary member of all folk clubs in England. Needless to say that he 
got in for nothing as I was in no mood to argue – discretion being the better part of valour on this 
occasion. 
 
The well-rounded personality 
 
It is good to know that we real-ale-swilling "folkies" possess a well-rounded personality. It's 
official! I discovered the following in the "Data Processing Manager's Diary" which appeared in the 
IT magazine "Computer Weekly" dated 20 March 2007: 
 
"The CV's of sound IT people should exhibit a well-rounded personality. Membership of a railway 
preservation society, the English Folk Dance and Song Society or the Campaign for Real Ale are the 
strongest recommendation. Immediately hire unseen anyone who’s CV shows they belong to all 
three, whatever their level of experience or qualification". 
 
On this basis, John Burrell would have had a sparkling career in IT and many of us would have been 
on the shortlist for some prime employment prospects. What a shame that this was really written 
tongue-in-cheek. On the other hand at least the author had heard of the EFDSS and was able to 
give it the full and correct title. 
 
Arthur Jackson and gainful employment 
 
Mention has already been made of a certain legend of the Harrogate folk scene, one Arthur 
Jackson. Mention has also been made of the difficulties Arthur had in obtaining gainful 
employment and one of the techniques he used to bolster his meagre income. 
 
Arthur was also a member of the Roundhead Association which, in conjunction with the King's 
Army, would stage Civil War re-enactments. Imagine the scene - a level grass field with row upon 
row of pike men assembled in straight lines ready for inspection by the officers who were 
mounted on horseback. The hushed atmosphere was broken by the agitated voice of Mr. Jackson 
who threw down his cap onto the ground and exclaimed, "I will! I will then! I bloody well will!" He 
immediately added his tunic, his shirt and his britches to the growing pile of clothes on the 
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ground. Then to the obvious delight of the assembled troops, who either cheered or jeered his 
progress, a naked Arthur scampered around the ranks. He quickly regained his place in the ranks 
and hurriedly dressed. 
 
An officer on a pure white charger slowly approached Mr Jackson, but the officer did not address 
Arthur but the man standing next to him. In a deep and fruity voice the officer enquired, "You 
there – Brown! It is true that you bet Jackson a pound that he wouldn't dare streak around the 
troops?" 
 
"Yes, Sir. I'm sorry, Sir. It's true", stammered Brown. 
 
"Well Brown, you are a bloody fool, in no mistake. He would have done it for ten bob!" Thus spoke 
the officer as he tugged on his horse’s reins to move away from the scene. 
 
What's for dinner? 
 
Nick and Jen had taken their dog, Suzie, camping with them one year at Towersey Village Festival. 
During a lull in the activities Suzie was let out for a quick romp around. The trouble was that Nick 
and Jen were distracted by meeting up with some friends and the quick romp turned out to be 
rather longer. Nick suddenly realised that Suzie was missing and a frenzied search was begun. 
Eventually, after much calling of her name, Suzie appeared from under the fly sheet of a tent with 
an enormous, juicy beef steak in her chops! 
 
It was too late to rescue the steak, so Suzie was chastised and then left to enjoy the spoils of her 
romp. Nick and Jen knew that was only one decent thing to do and they set off immediately to the 
nearest butcher intent on replacing the steak. Sadly it was late on Saturday afternoon and their 
search of all the local butchers only yielded two pounds of pork sausages. It was the best they 
could do, so the sausages were duly placed in the spot where there had previously been a large 
juicy beef steak. 
 
I do hope the diners weren't too disappointed and perhaps, if they read this, the long standing 
mystery might be explained. 
 
Terry Trundley - practical joker extraordinaire 
 
Tales of Terry, the man with the front "door bell" button which squirted luckless visitors with 
water, abound. So these are just a sample. 
 
The Champion Shopper was a local free sheet and advertisements for items to be sold for less than 
£10 could be inserted free of charge. This was just too much temptation for Terry who would 
advertise such items as an "inflatable elephant skin" and put his best friend's telephone number as 
the contact. He would then plague his friends with bogus calls from interested purchasers, each 
time using his skills to enquire with a different accent. Many times the unfortunate brunt of his 
pranks would explain to the disguised Terry that it was their friend Terry Trundley who had placed 
the advert. 
 
This happened with such regularity that a number of us were on our guard for this type of bogus 
telephone call. One day, my wife, Sue answered the phone and the caller announced that he was 
the Bishop of Selby. Not to be caught out, Sue immediately challenged the caller "Oh come on 
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Terry, I know it’s you, stop f*cking about". However the caller persisted, "No, no my dear young 
woman, I can assure you that I am the Bishop of Selby". Sue persisted with her challenges and her 
use of the lower Anglo-Saxon elements of the English language increased, until she suddenly 
remembered. A month ago we had decided to arrange a dance tour with Castleford Longsword 
and we had written for dancing permission at Selby Abbey - a neutral spot the same distance from 
each teams' base. Profound apologies to the real Bishop of Selby followed. 
 
At that time I was working at the Yorkshire Regional Health Authority and Terry at British Telecom. 
We had a faulty telephone which was reported to BT and the engineer duly arrived. It was Terry. 
He wandered into the office with barely any indication on his face that he recognised me and 
asked which phone was faulty. I pointed to the offending piece of equipment. Terry placed his 
toolkit in the centre of the office as six pairs of eyes watched his every move. He took two paces 
backwards and then leapt forward bringing his hand down on the faulty telephone in a decisive 
karate chop. "I think you'll find that will be OK now", said Terry, whereupon he picked up his 
toolkit and departed. The look of astonishment on five of the faces in that office had to be seen to 
be believed. 
 
To be fair Terry returned in a few minutes and effected a proper and more permanent repair. 
 
Sue suffered again as the brunt of Terry's sense of humour when he was still a British Telecom 
engineer. When he was not too busy Terry would sometimes call round on Sue for a cup of coffee 
- or at least that is what they told me! As he was leaving one day he spotted the next door 
neighbour walking down the garden path towards his door. Quick as a flash Terry ostentatiously 
starting to zip up his trousers and announced that the phone should be fixed and that he was 
entirely happy with the quick "shag" in lieu of cash payment. 
 
Each to his, or her, own 
 
A tired but happy crowd was leaving the barn dance at the end of some rather enthusiastic and 
energetic terpsichorean evolutions. A couple chatted about which dances they had enjoyed the 
most. "I enjoyed all of it really", remarked one, "but the highlight was that 'Strip the Widow'"! 
 
Folk Terrorists 
 
The year was 2007 and the state of alert was high as a result of some terrorist bomb scares. It is 
also true that Knaresborough is situated quite close to the United States "listening station" at 
Menwith Hill. The Bomb Squad was put on standby when a conscientious passer-by noticed a 
suspicious package on a car seat in Knaresborough Market Place and reported it to the police. 
Suspicious package? It turned out to be John Page's melodeon in its "Mally" bag. I know that not 
everyone loves the instrument, but I believe that contriving to get the Bomb Disposal Squad to 
create a controlled explosion on a melodeon is taking things to extremes. This must surely be 
viewed as folk terrorism. 
 
Doreen on Hypochondria or “The Man that cried Wolfe” 
 
Ted Wolfe, the Poynton Jemmers and Brisingamen percussionist and my good friend (at least he 
was until I wrote this!), is renowned for consistently professing to have a worse hangover (or 
whatever other ailment) than the one you are trying to cope with yourself. His sister-in-law 
Doreen summed it up so neatly one day when I heard her remark, 
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"Why is it that whenever I fart, Ted had got diarrhoea? 
Why is it that whenever I sneeze, Ted had got double pneumonia? 
And why is it whenever I have a headache, Ted had got a brain tumour?" 
 
Apocryphal Humour? 
 
This may be a well-known tale but it was the cause of much merriment when first heard. 
 
The tale was told by local folk singer "Zeke" Deighton and concerns the owner of a nursing home 
in Pateley Bridge who was trying to spruce up the entrance hall by hanging some new wallpaper. 
His efforts were being scrutinised by Lennie, one of the more taciturn dalesman residents. Three 
times the owner climbed the steps and carefully brushed one length of paper on to the wall. As he 
reached the skirting board to complete the brushing, the top of the paper slowly peeled off the 
top of wall and descended to place itself of the decorator's back. No amount of brushing or extra 
paste would prevent the same happening again. 
 
Exasperated the owner turned to Lennie and said "Come on, Lennie, I've had enough of this, let's 
go for a pint". Without any further communication they were both soon on their way towards the 
Royal Oak public house in Bridgehousegate. Eventually Lennie, who until this point had remained 
silent, was moved to utter these philosophical words "the man that invented decorating wants 
f*cking and the man that invented f*cking wants decorating". 
 
More on Pateley Bridge 
 
They are singular folk in Pateley Bridge and even more singular in the airy moorland hamlet of 
Greenhow. The residents of Greenhow describe their annual climatic seasons as 9 months of 
winter and 3 months bad weather! This is the place where you can go to the coal shed for another 
shovel full of fuel for the fire and before you reach the back door again the wind has scattered 
your coal across several miles of moor. 
 
Researchers from Department of Sociology at Leeds University were once surveying the sexual 
habits of the shepherds and sheep farmers in Nidderdale. The same conclusions seemed to be 
drawn from every interview - wellington boots would be worn and foreplay would be merely the 
act of thrusting the sheep's back legs into the wellies!  
 
They were about to return to the university to analyse their meagre findings when they spotted 
one last farm which they had not yet visited on the edge of the dale near Greenhow. They trudged 
their way up to the farm and questioned the shepherd rather expecting to hear the same old tale 
about back legs thrust into the wellies. But no, the shepherd smiled and remarked that "them daft 
buggers down in the valley misses out on all the kissing and cuddling". 
 
In the early days the group Kitsyke Will were based in and around Pateley Bridge and when Bob 
married Geri they were married in Pateley and the reception was at the Harefield Hall Hotel. Sue 
and I booked in to the Royal Oak for Saturday night and had agreed to give Tony a lift back to 
Harrogate on Sunday morning. 
 
As we were enjoying our breakfast on Sunday morning, in came Ken, the gruff landlord. He said 
that some foreign bloke had just phoned to ask if we were stopping at the pub. Ken said that he 
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had told the caller that we weren't staying there as he reckoned it was "none of his bloody 
business". It turned out that the foreigner was Tony - he hails from Middlesbrough! Had he just 
asked to speak to us then Ken would have known that "it was his bloody business" and put him 
through. As it turned out, Tony had to catch the bus back to Harrogate. 
 
Outdoor Pursuits 
 
Zeke Deighton has been a well-known folk singer over the years in the Harrogate area and beyond. 
In fact when, as a teenager, I made my first visit to West Park Hotel where the local folk club was 
held, Zeke was one of the resident singers. It was quite a talented set of residents at that time and 
included such people as Roger Knowles and the Dransfield brothers, Robin and Barry. 
 
Now that Zeke has retired from teaching he is getting around to singing at more clubs than in his 
immediate past. A festival-going acquaintance, called Spike, suggested he should try and get along 
to more events like the Whitby Folk Week. Zeke looked a little defeated, sighed heavily and 
explained, "the trouble is that when I get out to these sort of events my wife thinks that I am 
shagging all the women there". Spike looked unsurprised and replied, "no change there then". 
 
When Zeke had told me previously that he specialised in outdoor pursuits, I had always assumed 
he was referring to his teaching activities in school. 
 
It seems as though this was not a rare view of Zeke's reputation. On another occasion there was a 
gala at Follifoot cricket ground which was a programme of all the usual activities for this type of 
event and included a face painting competition for the damsels of the village. The master of 
ceremonies was at a loss for a judge for the competition, that is until he espied Zeke enter the 
field. He beckoned to Zeke and asked him to be the judge of the face painting competition, 
encouraging Zeke with the words, "you'll be all right, you will know most of the lasses anyway". 
Zeke glanced at the assembled beauties in disbelief and retorted "I don't recognise any of them 
with their faces caked up with all that paint". Unabashed, the M.C. quickly replied, "never mind, I'll 
get them to take their tops off, you'll recognise 'em then!" 
 
The Music Session - One man's Meat … 
 
The music sessions in Boroughbridge has been suspended for some time while music licensing 
issues were resolved at the Black Bull. Eventually everything was sorted out and the word was put 
round to ensure a bumper attendance and thus reward the landlord for his undoubted efforts. The 
room was packed and the music reverberated throughout the pub, which was fine for the direct 
participants, I suppose. But for those who had meandered along to the Black Bull for Sunday 
lunch, a quiet pint and a chat with their friends and neighbours were in a state of some 
bewilderment. Someone obviously remembered our gathering from previous occasions and 
exclaimed "Oh no, not that bloody lot again!" But every cloud has a silver lining and someone 
realised that now the pub had a music licence again they could persuade the landlord to get a 
karaoke machine. 
 
Many years earlier some folk musicians were ensconced in the Crown at Roecliffe - a pub not so 
many miles distant from the Black Bull. I think it may have been during one of the normal sessions 
after a morris dance outing, when the team retires indoors and few beers are consumed, music is 
played, songs sung and ribald jokes recounted. 
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Now one strange aspect of a music session is the countenance struck up by the various 
instrumentalists. Their expression can take a shade of the many gradations from mildly 
dispassionate to downright grumpy, broken occasionally by the odd facial twitch during a 
particularly tricky phrase in the melody or a frown accompanying a mistake. Rarely does one 
witness a beam of sheer pleasure. Make no mistake - I do not exclude myself from these same 
failings - my concertina face has been the cause of much mirth over the years. 
 
One of the local farmers, no doubt another lost soul in search of a quiet pint in a welcoming 
tavern, viewed the faces for a while and cocked an ear to the music, which must be admitted was 
not always of the highest standard. The farmer hastily finished his drink, placed his cap upon his 
head and, as he turned to go remarked to the barman, "it’s a toil of a pleasure is yon!" 
 
Flamenco 
 
It could have been the same farmer in this next tale, but it was probably just a case of the same 
Yorkshire characteristics and the same Yorkshire wit. 
 
It revolves round that wonderful artist and talented flamenco guitarist John Blakey. John had not 
only striking good looks but also was always so immaculately turned out that you imagined he 
would even have creases in his jeans. Similar in many ways to that great singer-songwriter, Alan 
Taylor, who Dave Burland used to describe so succinctly as “Old Scented Balls”. 
 
John was performing at a concert at the Memorial Hall in Pateley Bridge but his pride was hurt, his 
composure interrupted and his feathers more than a little ruffled when an old farmer in the front 
row stood up and shuffled in his hob-nailed boots towards his destination – the bar. Part way 
along the front row, Bob Thomas was seated. As the old boy approached Bob he lent over and, in a 
stage whisper that echoed around the hall, announced “Ah don’t reckon much to yon Spanish 
job”. 
 
A Slice of Salami 
 
The street theatre of the Fabulous Salami Brothers was a regular and hugely enjoyed feature of 
many folk events. For those who do not know their work their leader Taffy Thomas (Count Salami) 
described them as “performing feats of skill, strength and stupidity and songs of social 
commentary by Jim Woodland, a great singer-songwriter” Among the tricks that Taffy used to 
perform were eating fire, dancing barefoot on broken glass, having a hammer break paving slabs 
across his chest and naked escapology. Added to this there were the juggling skills of Ricardo, the 
melodeon of Maxim and various other people who were drafted in for longer or shorter periods. 
 
In the earlier days of the Harrogate Festival of Arts and Sciences (the forerunner of the current 
Harrogate International Festival), the Salami Brothers were occasionally booked for the festival 
fringe. They also did some work in Harrogate schools, so they were from time to time guests in our 
houses, so they knew where we lived! I remember on more than one occasion preparing breakfast 
and being plagued by Ricardo who could not resist juggling three eggs. He always dropped one 
which inevitably smashed on the kitchen floor. I always suspected that he did this on purpose as 
his juggling skills were impressive in normal shows. 
 
One evening, I was pottering around at home doing nothing in particular when there was a ring of 
the door bell. I went to answer the door and to my surprise there stood Ricardo. However I 
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masked my surprise and we had a brief conversation which took place in a dead-pan manner as if 
it were an everyday exchange: 
 
“Hello Richie, how are you?” 
 
“Hi Chas, I’m fine. Are you busy tonight?” 
 
“Not, especially” 
 
“Then have you got a large tin of baked beans, some paraffin, a couple of sausages and a stripy T 
shirt? Oh, and you’ll need your concertina too” 
 
I thought for a moment and replied, “I can do you beans, sausages, a concertina and a stripy T 
shirt, but we will need to go and buy the paraffin”. 
 
From here the clouds of mystery began to lift. The Salami Brothers were on there way from 
various corners of the country to perform at a village near Thirsk. Mike Bettison was travelling 
from London in the van containing many of their props and had broken down many miles to the 
South. They needed some extra props and a musician. The paraffin was obviously for their fire 
eating. The stripy T shirt was part of their stage costume. If you are not familiar with Salami 
Brothers performances, then I will leave you to guess how the sausages and baked beans were 
employed. Thank goodness Ricardo didn’t ask for any eggs! 
 
They explained that they would do their show as near as normal but when one of them turned 
round and looked at me I was to play some music while they prepared for the next item in the 
show. When they looked at me again I was to stop playing. So there you have it – my one and only 
appearance as “Carlos Salami”. A treasured memory. 
 
Glynn Field’s Farewell to the Morris 
 
I think I first met Glynn Field in the late 1970’s when he was dancing Cotswold with the now 
defunct Cheswold Morris Men. The Cheswold team was formed in 1977, the same year as Betty 
Lupton’s Ladle Laikers. The event was a day of dance around the Pontefract area to which Betty 
Lupton’s were invited by Castleford Longsword or Pomfret Morris (I don’t recall now which team 
issued the invitation). I soon struck up a friendship with Glynn which is not difficult with such 
friendly chap. 
 
For many years I would look forward (at least, I think I did!) to a phone call in the not so early 
hours of the morning of 1st January when a distinctly well-oiled Glynn would wish me a “happy 
new year”. 
 
Glynn later joined Horberie Shrogys (Wakefield Morris) and then moved west and joined Horwich 
Prize Medal Morris Men. Glynn became leader of Horwich and his imposing figure can be seen in 
the centre of this picture of the team taken outside the Toll Bar in Horwich in 1986. 
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I was present at an extremely wet Saddleworth Ruch Cart weekend when the persistent heavy rain 
threatened to put an end to the dancing. The damp morris men were in a steaming huddle in the 
Church Inn. Suddenly Glynn blew his whistle and ordered the rest of the team outside. They lined 
up to dance and burst into a pastiche of Gene Kelly’s well known song: 
 

We’re singing in the rain, just singing in the rain 
What a glorious feeling, we're happy again 
We’re laughing at clouds, so dark up above 

Just singing and dancing in the rain. 
 

Then followed 4 dull thuds on the bass drum as the band started to play and Horwich danced right 
the way through their “Original Polka”. This generous performance shamed all the other teams to 
get out of the pub and perform one dance each. But I remember with some affection and some 
sadness at the end of the Horwich dance when Glynn walked over to me and announced that he 
was to retire from morris dancing “That’s it, Charlie, I’ve finished now.” Amongst the many 
raindrops I think that there was a tear in his eye. There certainly was one in mine. 
 
Culinary Skills 
 
My father always used to advise me that “rules and regulations are there for guidance and are not 
to be followed slavishly”. I guess that I regard cooking recipes in a similar light. However this did 
not stop me remonstrating with my wife Sue when she was adding flavours to a dish by shaking 
the herbs or spices directly into the pot from the container. I used to protest by remarking “one of 
these days you’ll shake too hard and the whole lot will go in”. 
 
One Friday I was preparing a meal for my good friend Tony Harris before we set off to the 
Knaresborough Folk Club in the Borough Bailiff. I can’t remember what I was cooking but I was 
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doing just what I used warn Sue not to do. “Do I say, not as I do” is the saying which now springs to 
mind. The tub of garlic granules was being vigorously shaken above a steaming pot of something 
or other. All of a sudden the entire contents of the garlic granules pot did a creditable imitation of 
an avalanche as it descended. With a spoon, I hastily removed the granules which had not yet 
soaked up the sauce; the rest were stirred in with a certain air of nonchalance. 
 
Tony arrived and we dined heartily on what turned out to be quite a tasty meal. 
 
A couple of hours later and we had just finished the first song in our floor spot at the folk club. We 
were standing at one end of the large dining room which served as the meeting place for the folk 
club when in through the door at the other end of the room walked Peadar Long. He quickly 
surveyed the room and exclaimed “Jesus Christ, who has been eating garlic!” 
 
When is the next bus? 
 
One Whitby Folk Week I was enjoying the opportunity of watching the Manchester Morris Men 
dancing their North West Morris. Earlier in week they had been teaching the Medlock Morris at 
their workshop and I particularly wanted to witness their own performance of this dance. 
 
The conductor did seem a little agitated as he continually consulted his watch throughout the 
dance. I came to the conclusion that they must be staying outside the town and perhaps needed 
to catch a bus or train to their quarters. Eventually the penny dropped as I realised his watch 
wasn’t on the wrist he kept glancing towards. The conductor had a small contraption strapped to 
his other wrist in which were inserted a card containing a list of the figures in each dance. No 
wonder his calling of the figures was perfect! 
 
Good and Bad Morris Dance 
 
In all fields of human activity, we experience both good days and bad days whether it is as 
individuals or as teams. Morris dancing is no different. Colne Royal Morris Men were out dancing 
one day when someone, who probably should have known better, remarked to their Squire Julian 
Pilling “I’ve seen better North West Morris than that”. To which Julian Pilling quickly and incisively 
replied “Yes, it was probably Colne Royal on another day!” 
 
Don’t let honesty spoil a good advertisement! 
 
Speaking of Colne Royal, I am reminded about the amusement the following advertisement 
caused when it appeared in a holiday magazine: 
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West Yorkshire using a picture of a Lancastrian Colne Royal Morris Dancer to promote the white 
rose Metropolition County Council? It could have started another War of the Roses! 

 
Plays for all seasons 
 
Since we were blessed with regular appearances of a local mummers’ team, the Knaresborough 
Mummers, we often adapted the mummers play format for one-off plays which were written as 
self made entertainment for various events or seasonal parties. Of course, other local mummers’ 
sides have been formed in later years but none of these others have had quite the creative genius 
of some of the original members of the Knaresborough team such as Jim Mayer, John Burrell and 
Stuart Rankin. 
 
There have been many of these one-off “mummers plays” over the years and here is just one 
example created for the marriage celebrations of Jim and Cindy. This play was written largely by 
Lynne Downes (now Wyatt) and Chas Marshall drawing on the standard Wooing Play and an idea 
which had developed quickly over lunch one day. Jim is something of a word-smith and is a regular 
crossword composer. They say opposites attract so it seems quite appropriate the Cindy was one 
of those who would, from time to time, be inclined to get her “wucking mords fuddled”. This gave 
us the idea for the play which follows which owes more than just a nod in the direction of 
Pygmalion.  
 
The Harrogate Wooing Play 
 
Dramatis Personae (in order of appearance) 
 

1. Richard (Dick) Shionary - a crossword fanatic who doesn't notice his ardent admirer ... 
2. Miss Cows Head from Westhoughton who is always getting her words muddled up. 
3. The provocative Corporal Punishment from the Women’s Royal Army Corps who is on a 

recruitment campaign. 
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4. Professor Higgins of Pygmalion fame who cures Miss Cows Head's problems with his lovely 
assistant ... 

5. Nurse Maid 
6. Mr. Snoze - a parson who finally unites them. 

 
Costumes 
 

1. "Loud" shirt and Bermuda shorts with braces - everything a crossword composer for the 
Listener would NOT wear.  Curtain ring monocle. 

2. A pretty frock and straw hat with ribbons 
3. Soldiers tunic, stockings and suspenders and pace stick 
4. Smart suit and bowler 
5. Nurse’s uniform or Betty Lupton's Ladle Laikers costume. 
6. Dog collar and cassock 

 
By way of further explanation 
 
Cindy always used to say that the folk from Westhoughton were known as “Cow Heads”, or “Keaw 
Yeds” in local dialect. This nomenclature is inevitably surrounded by folk tales, but the most 
popular tells of a farmer who, when one of his cow’s heads became trapped in a gate, beheaded 
the cow! Another story suggests that a cow’s head, left over from an ox-roasting celebration after 
the Napoleonic Wars of 1815, was mounted on a pole, while two opposing factions in the town 
fought over it.  
  
Such plays are riddled with in-jokes and innuendo about the characters supposedly portrayed: 
 
Jim was incessantly ribbed about: 

 wearing a monocle when dancing with Ripon City Morris Dancers 

 his holiday in Dubrovnik one year which coincided with a weekend in Kendal for which he 
had previously “put his name down” to dance with the team 

 being careful with his money 

 his occasional flatulence (a natural bodily function which occasionally operates to 
embarrassing excess in many of us!) 

 his habit of explaining things in minute detail. A man who won’t take “yes” for an answer, 
as Vince would sometimes describe him! 

 
It must be recorded for posterity that Jim always took this ribbing with constant and continued 
good humour. 
 
There is an oblique reference to the infamous (and previously chronicled) episode of the stripper 
at the Knaresborough Mummers 10th Anniversary Bash.  
 
The line “Oh I must be the vain of his life” is a typical “Cindyism”. There are some others I can 
recall such as her complaints about her kids “eating like vouchers” at meal times and “sliding down 
the barristers” instead of walking down the stairs. 
 
TRADA is the Timber Research and Development Association for whom Jim worked at the time. 
 
JAGO is Jim’s crossword composer’s pseudonym. 
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The Play 
 
(Enter Richard Shionary with newspaper and pencil) 
 
RS 
 
In comes I that ain't been yet, now there's a novel start! 
I am Mr. Shionary who has come to play his part. 
My surname is Shionary and that may seem quite queer, 
But I will gladly explain to you, if you will lend an ear. 
My first name it is Richard, now lest you be too quick, 
I must swiftly add, that most folk call me Dick. 
Yes, Dick Shionary it is my name, 
And writing crosswords it is my game. 
But when it comes to some crosswords I can really get quite stuck, 
What's four letters long and starts with “F”? Oh I know it is .... 
 
(Dick writes the answer in his paper) 
 
That reminds me I haven't managed one up for a long time. 
 
(Enter Miss Cows Head) 
 
MCH 
 
In comes I from Lancashire, from Westhoughton town I came, 
And due to local folklore, Miss Cows Head is my name. 
I have come to woo my hearts desire, with love I am full sick 
I am here to court Mr. Shionary, Oh how I do love dick! 
Oh he is a clever Dick, with such a silvern tongue, 
He composes all those crosswords, he never gets one wrong. 
I wish that he would notice me when o'er his crosswords huddled 
But when I try to speak to him my wucking mords get fuddled! 
 
Oh I must be the vain of his life! 
 
RS   (Looking puzzled.) 
 
That's funny! Did I hear someone a-muttering on the breeze, 
Or was it my digestive tract processing mushy peas? 
No, hark - I heard the sound of thunder 
Must be the beans I ate last Sunder. 
 
MCH    (Exasperated) 
 
You see it makes no difference whether I shout, lisp or stutter 
He never seems to notice me. He can't tell talk from mutter. 
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CP     (Enter Corporal Punishment) 
 
In comes I the recruiting corporal, corporal punishment from the WRACS. 
That's the Womens Royal Army Corps, not the torture for stretching backs! 
I'm looking for some wooden tops to enlist into King’s armour 
I’ll consider twits and boffins, even one's that work for TRADA 
The recruiting sergeant sent me here, he couldn't try much harder 
To see if I can entice the men, with a different sort of ardour 
 
(To Mr. Shionary) 
 
Now young man, let me see, if I can make you willing 
To come away with me, mi lad, and take a bright King’s shilling. 
 
RS     (Adjusting his monocle) 
 
Ooh - drink on a stick, dip yer bread! Have I not just previously said 
Its a long time since I had one up. Oh I am a randy tup. 
 
(CP and RS exit) 
 
MCH 
 
So, now my love has left me and with the corporal he may go 
Oh I hope he loses his pencil lead and calls himself JAGO. 
Perhaps then this fine Corporal will prove untrue to be 
And take back her King’s shilling and send Dick home to me. 
 
(Sits down dejectedly and recites to herself ...) 
 
Oh dear! 
Little Miss Muppet sat on a buffet 
Eating her words and spray 
when down came some cider 
It splashed right beside her 
And washed all her tears away. 
 
(Sobs into her handkerchief) 
 
I wish I had a fairy godmother. But then I suppose this is a Mummers Play and not one of those 
nice pantomimes. No doubt some stupid doctor will come in next! 
 
(Enter Professor Higgins and Nurse Maid) 
 
PH 
In comes I Professor Higgins of Shaw's "Pygmalion" fame 
And also "My Fair Lady" - to give its other name. 
I am a Master of Linguistics, a Doctor of Phonetics 
I learnt my trade in two main schools, both Kendal's and Dubrovnik's. 
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My work with Miss Doolittle brought my widest fame 'tis true 
But of some other cases, now let me tell to you. 
I cured the Reverend Spooner, Oh let my praise be sung! 
I even stopped the White Man from speaking with forked tongue 
Now enter in the Doctor's girl, this one's a proper nurse 
She's not the Mummers’ stripper, that would only make things worse! 
 
NM 
 
In comes I the professor's aid. 
Known for my touch by the name Nurse Maid 
I  'elps 'Iggins all I can 
By holding his tool (his watering can), 
I allus drops me aitches and that’s not all, some say 
'Appen that’s why Mr. ‘Iggins gives me so much pay! 
 
PH     (Examining his patient) 
 
This seems a fairly simple case to be cured with Elecampagne 
A drop to her head and a drop to her tongue should reconnect the brain 
The rain in Spain, as you shall say, stays mainly in the plain 
Rise up and see if you can say that simple phrase again 
 
MCH    (Slowly at first) 
 
The rain in Spain stays mainly in the plain 
 
(then quicker and more confident) 
 
The rain in Spain stays mainly in the plain 
 
PH     (Shouts) 
 
She's got it!  She's got it! 
I do believe she's got it! 
 
(Enter Mr. Shionary) 
 
RS 
 
I'm glad that someone's got it, which cannot be said for me 
I've been thrown out of the Army, a squaddie I shall not be 
The sergeant didn't understand, Oh how that man did curse 
When I explained his every word by chapter and by verse. 
It's time I looked for an honest girl with simple country charm 
To stroll along the lanes of life, serenely, arm in arm 
Although she has a funny name, this is the girl for me 
I'll take her down to Betty's and court her over tea. 
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PS 
 
In comes I that ain't bin yet. 
I'm the last to come in, that you can bet. 
In comes I, Mr. Snoze, a reverend gent I be 
But Parson Snoze it is the name 
By which most folks know me 
Though I am no young spring chicken the task for Parson Snoze 
Is to bring our traditional Wooing Play unto its happy close 
From this day forth this happy pair shall be married man and wife 
And one shall take the others name for the rest of their natural life 
So Miss Head becomes Mrs. Shionary and let no more be said 
Just praise the Lord that Richard does not become Dick Head! 
 
RS  
 
The final word must fall to me there is something else to say 
This marriage costs a lot of money and there's still loads more to pay 
So now I live in Yorkshire a tight-fisted Tyke I'll be 
And it’s with this ring around my eye that you'll be wed to me. 
 
(Takes monocle and places it over her finger). 
 
Ceilidh Band Speak 
 
We received the following email from someone who had booked our ceilidh band Hop Back Jig to 
play at an event: 
 
“Just a quick question from our technical people, they just wanted to know how many sockets and 
what vaultage you'll be needing for your P.A. system? Just so we can make sure we've got 
everything ready for you when you arrive!” 
 
Harry Scurfield wondered if the query about “vaultage” was referring to our requirements for 
jump leads! 
 
The story of a long meal 
 
When not involved in folk activities a few of us would indulge in one of our other delights – fell 
walking and especially fell walking in the Lake District. We would, more often than not, head off 
for one our two favourite dales, Eskdale or Wasdale. We frequently camped in the grounds of the 
Horse and Groom in Gosforth, just outside the main Cumbrian “honey pots”. 
 
One year, we thought “why not combine these two great hobbies, morris dancing and fell walking, 
in one trip?” So it came to pass that Betty Lupton’s Ladle Laikers danced at spots around Eskdale 
and Wasdale, including the Wasdale Head Hotel. Even at the time, this seemed almost sacrilegious 
to be causing such a disturbance in this hallowed location. 
 
In the evening we planned a repast of Cumberland sausage cooked in the open air accompanied 
by huge trays of the splendid chips made by the landlady of the Horse and Groom. We heard that 
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the best Cumberland sausage around these parts was made by Fenwick’s, the butchers in 
Ravenlass. So off we set to Ravenglass. We entered Fenwick’s and Ted eager to secure sausage for 
our evening meal asked the butcher if we could purchase 10 pound of his best Cumberland 
sausage. 
 
“No, lad you can’t!” was the rather stern reply. “But, but, why not? You have loads of it there”, 
spluttered Ted, pointing to a huge mound of sausage. “Because we don’t sell it by the pound, we 
only sell it by the yard!” the butcher replied. And this is how I learnt that real Cumberland sausage 
is only sold by the yard and also that in 1977 Fenwick's butchers made a mile of Cumberland 
sausage in just one week! 
 
Doing the Manch 
 
For many a year a week in August was spent at Whitby’s Folk Festival. The festival became so 
familiar that sometimes we would retire to a non-festival pub (the Granby in Skinner Street) to 
escape the hurly burly of the festival. Occasionally we would meet another refugee, Keith 
Marsden, who had the same intentions. 
 
We sometimes chatted about very non-folky things and I remember Keith saying that he was 
planning early retirement as he didn’t want the Midland Bank to take the best years of his life. 
Sadly, it did. 
 
At other times we chatted about his songs. On one occasion Lynne, a native of Bradford, 
challenged Keith about his song “Doing the Manch” saying that he had missed one of the pubs out. 
Keith looked a slightly concerned and asked which one. Lynne gave the name of the pub (sadly 
neither Lynne nor I can now remember the name) and said she distinctly remembered sitting in 
the said establishment looking out onto the Manchester Road. Keith’s jaw dropped for a moment 
but slowly his face broke into a smile as he realised his leg was being pulled. No, one of the 
windows does look out onto the Manchester Road but the front entrance door was on a side 
street and thus did not count! 
 
Litter Louts 
 
Clogfest, that unique festival which celebrates English step and clog dancing, has been held in the 
lovely town of Skipton for many years. As we meandered from one dance spot to the next we 
passed some premises where the forecourt was a couple of feet lower than the surrounding 
streets. It seemed that all the rubbish which had been blowing about the streets had finally come 
to rest in this small arena. It must have been a frequent occurrence as the owners had put up a 
sign which read “The litter that you see on display here has been kindly donated by the general 
public”. 
 
Yorkshire Economy 
 
Yorkshire men are renowned for the economy of their speech; the number of words in a 
conversation being trimmed down to the absolute minimum necessary to convey meaning. The 
classic encounter between two Tykes is the oft quoted: 
 
“Owt?” 
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“Nowt” 
 
“Sithee” 
 
Which, for folk from outside God’s county, could be roughly translated as: 
 
“Hello, has anything interesting happened to you lately?” 
 
“No, life has continued in much the same way since I last saw you” 
 
“Oh well, I’ll see you later” 
 
Andy West was musing on the differences between the piano accordion and the likes of “simpler” 
instruments such as the one row melodeon and twenty button anglo concertina. He wondered 
whether a similar Yorkshire economy had gone into their design, as the bare minimum notes are 
there to allow a Tyke to play straight forward folk tunes with little chance of hitting any note 
which might not sound right. 
 
The Wisdom of Frank Lee 
 
I have been most fortunate to have spent some time with Carlisle’s Frank Lee at all sorts of folk 
events over the years. In fact I would count Frank amongst my friends. His wonderful melodeon 
playing has been a constant source of both enjoyment and inspiration. 
 
During Whitby Folk Week in August 2008, we were discussing other instruments and found that if 
we were young and starting out to play dance music again we would both have picked the fiddle in 
preference to our melodeons and concertinas. In the right hands the fiddle can be such an 
expressive instrument capable of a fast reel as much as a slow air. It seems as though the player 
really is in direct contact with the sounds produced.  
 
Frank put this comparison so succinctly – a melodeon to a fiddle is like a typewriter to a fountain 
pen! The fountain pen can be used to create the most beautiful script whereas with the melodeon 
you just press the buttons and what comes out, just comes out! 
 
I was relating this tale to Anahata and Mary Humphreys just over a year later after their gig at 
Henshaws in Knaresborough. Anahata was quick to point out that the melodeon can play a decent 
note even when played with inexperienced fingers whereas the fiddle can be used in similar 
circumstances to produce quite abominable noises. Or as Anahata so neatly put it – “in the wrongs 
hands the fountain pen can create a most horrible mess”. 
 
Some years later Liz Giddings wrote on Facebook: 
 
“Having just spent a week sharing a house with three concertina players, I regret to announce 
that, for the sake of my sanity, the aforementioned instrument will be banned from next year's 
ECMW. If I have to hear about them for one more second..... 
 
They spent 24hrs a day talking about every other concertina player in the country, what 
concertina they play, where they got it from, how much it cost, who owned it previously, how 
many buttons it has, what sort of straps it has...” 
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This further strengthens my thoughts that the concertina is really a machine rather than a musical 
instrument and chaps can discuss mechanical and engineering things like cars, steam engines for 
hours. The fiddle is altogether a more artistic thing and very touchy-feely, which blokes tend not 
to do very well! 
 

 
 

Not to be outdone by her remarks, here is a photo I took of Liz with concertina at Bradfield 
Traditional Music Weekend in 2014! 

 
 
 



62 
 

It’s the names that go first 
 
Jeff Garner would always remark “it’s the names that go first” when, as the advancing years rolled 
by, we could not recall the name of some important character who was the subject of some 
particular tale. I also fondly remember my maternal grandmother, who lived with the family for 
many years, similarly remarking “Oh, I’ll never forget old, er, old , um - oh dear, now what was his 
name?”  
 
I first met Trevor Stone, that great champion of Yorkshire Longsword dancing, when I was an 
enthusiastic but relatively inexperienced folkie and was co-opted onto the Events sub-committee 
of the West Yorkshire branch of the English Folk Dance and Song Society. Trevor was always full of 
ideas and energy and was also one of the group, including Ed Jenkinson and Malcolm Storey, that 
started the revitalisation the Whitby Folk Festival. 
 
I had not seen Trevor for some years and though we continued to exchange short messages in our 
Christmas cards. The grapevine suggested that he was not too well and I finally got round to 
making a telephone call to ask how he was doing. “Well”, explained Trevor, “I’m not too bad. I’ve 
got a hernia, a bit of paralysis in my leg and a bit of a problem with my, er, with my ….. What do I 
have a problem with, Elaine?” Trevor needed to ask his wife. I heard a brief discussion in the 
background and then Trevor returned to the telephone and with a chuckle concluded, “Yes, I have 
a bit of a problem with my memory”. 
 
A Creditable Second 
 
While I am fondly remembering Trevor Stone, his enthusiasm for the Whitby Competitive Folk 
Dance Festival springs to mind. One year he very proudly announced to me that his beloved Spen 
Valley team had entered the Longsword competition and managed to come second. “How many 
teams entered?” I idly queried. A slightly crestfallen Trevor replied that the total number of teams 
entering the competition was two! 
 
In fairness, it has to be said that the Spen Valley Longsword team has been a staunch supporter of 
the Whitby Competitive Folk Dance Festival and had also managed to win on occasions. 
 
Fear of flying? 
 
Frank Lee tells a story concerning the early years of the Carlisle dance teams who had the 
opportunity for a trip abroad but one which would involve the teams flying. The then Squire, Ed, 
made all the detailed travelling arrangements without confessing to anyone his fear of flying. 
Shortly before the approaching departure date, Ed confronted his fears and announced to the rest 
of the team that he would be unable bring himself to board the aircraft and would not be coming 
on the trip. 
 
The rest of the team were shocked but Sally tried to reason with Ed. Her theory was that if your 
“number is up” then there is absolutely nothing you can do to prevent the inevitable happening. 
Likewise if your number is not up, then there is no need to concern yourself with your own fate. 
 
This did little to change Ed’s mind. As far as he was concerned his number wasn’t up but there was 
a distinct possibility that this might not be true for the person who happened to be sitting next to 
him on the aeroplane! 
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Convivial Drinks 
 
Not long after the heart attack I suffered in April 2009 (from which I thankfully recovered) I was 
swapping the inevitable medical stories with Dave Eyre in June at Bradfield Traditional Music 
Weekend. Dave, amongst his many other folk activities, is an enthusiastic supporter of the robust 
Sheffield Carol Singing traditions. 
 
Dave was telling me about the time he was having a winter check-up with his GP and the 
questioning turned to alcohol. Knowing that the doctor would probably double any random figure 
that he might propose, Dave said that he would just need a few moments so that he could tell the 
absolute truth. Dave leant back in his chair and, in his head, ran through each of the seven nights 
carolling he had recently enjoyed in the various villages around Sheffield. He told the doctor that 
he had managed about twenty eight pints of beer in the previous week. I was quite impressed that 
it was restricted to just four pints a night, but apparently the doctor went off the deep end and 
presented Dave with a long and detailed diatribe about the huge health risks that drinking this 
quantity of alcohol would cause. When the remonstrations eventually subsided, Dave leant 
forward and said to the doctor, “That was just the beer in the pubs – do you want me to tell you 
about all the wine we had at home too?” 
 
Humour Behind the Iron Curtain 
 
My good friend Tony Harris spent some of his time playing for the band “Kempion” who undertook 
various tours on the continent. This was in the time of the Iron Curtain. One of their European 
tours took the band to West Berlin and as they had some free time there it seemed like a good 
idea to visit East Berlin. So off the band went to the infamous “Checkpoint Charlie” where they 
were casually waved through by the American guards. However the East German guards were far 
more thorough and one wearing sinister dark glassed scrutinized Tony’s passport photograph and 
then his face, his gaze drifting between passport and face a number of times. Eventually the 
soldier raised the muzzle of his AK-49 rifle to Tony’s ear ring. For a brief and horrible moment Tony 
thought he was to be shot, but then the guard’s stern visage broke into a smile and he asked Tony 
“You Sex Pistol? Ja!” 
 
Martin Dunn 
 

 
 
Bacup is only about 50 miles from Harrogate, so it will be no surprise for you to learn that, in the 
absence of anything more diverting to occupy ourselves, we would often make the journey to 
Bacup on Easter Saturday to enjoy the Britannia Coconut Dancers’ traditional outing. The natural 
friendliness of the Coconutters meant that it was often likely that a conversation would be stuck 
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up with some the dancers in between their performances. On one occasion we were in such 
circumstances with Bob and Jean Carter (also from Harrogate) and one of the dancers (who 
interestingly enough had a Geordie accent) called Martin Dunn. Martin had no doubt been 
enjoying the bounteous hospitality of the various and manifold local “watering holes” and needed 
a visit to the toilet. He slipped off his “coconuts”, one from each hand, and passed them to Jean 
for safe-keeping while he went to relieved himself without the encumbrances of his dancing 
regalia. Since then it has caused me infinite amusement to remind Jean of the day she held Martin 
Dunn’s nuts in Bacup! 
 
Other Easter Entertainments 
 
Easter is a season of abundant customs and ceremonial activity, quite apart from the obvious 
religious activities. Easter Saturday would find us occasionally travelling to Bacup. However on 
Good Friday I have almost always made the trip to Hebden Bridge to catch the Midgeley Pace Egg 
play and then travelling on to Saddleworth to enjoy the annual first “dance out” of the 
Saddleworth Morris Men. 
 
The Saddleworth lads had unbounded pride in their dancing. It was with suitable simple logic that 
one of them remarked that they were the best Morris team in Lancashire, therefore they were the 
best Morris team in the world. At the time I didn’t want to enter the age-old argument about 
whether Saddleworth is in Yorkshire or Lancashire – there is both a spiritual and geographical 
aspect to this matter! The area certainly used to be in Yorkshire before the local government 
boundary changes in 1974. 
 
With visiting the Good Friday event on a fairly regular basis I was able to watch the changes in 
personnel as dancers left and joined the team. I was discussing the changes with Richard 
Hankinson one year and he was most put out about the number of new dancers who were called 
Dave. I suggested that they employ nicknames to make it easier to identify the individuals 
concerned. Richard quickly retorted that they already had and pointing to one particular man he 
told me that this Dave has been nicknamed “Thrush”. I puzzled over this name for a while but 
ended up having to ask to have the underlying logic explained. Richard explained “we call him 
‘Thrush’ because he’s an irritating c**t and difficult to get rid of!”  
 
Some seasonal Plum Pudding 
 
Many readers will be acquainted with Plum a musician who has played for Northampton Morris. 
We were in conversation once at Whitby Folk Week where Plum had been playing for a production 
of the seasonal show “Maypoles to Mistletoe”. With some ingenuity they had set a Cotswold 
morris dance to the tune of the carol “Oh Little Town of Bethlehem”. However, Plum was giving 
herself some verbal abuse for messing up the music for the “slows”. But, in her own defence, she 
did remark, with a certain truth, that you don’t often get slows in “Oh Little Town of Bethlehem! 
 
The Monocled Monologeer 
 
Jim Coulson has been mentioned already as something of wordsmith and Jim could be relied upon 
to write a monologue at the “drop of a hat” to celebrate some event that had just occurred. He 
also gained some local notoriety by wearing a monocle while dancing for Ripon City Morris 
Dances. Jim insisted that this was a prescription monocle, but it seemed strange that he only wore 
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it while in his Ripon City Morris Dancers costume. These two facts earned Jim the occasional 
epithet of the “monocled monologeer”. 
 
Here is an example of writings produced at the end a music workshop called the Halton Gill 
Gathering which was arranged by the team from the Yorkshire Dales Workshops. The people 
mentioned in this monologue are John Kirkpatrick, Robin Shepherd and Geoff and Liz Bowen. 
 

THE HALTON GILL GATHERING 

On Friday evening we came up here 

To find a session was on the go: 
With fiddles and pipes and squeezy things 

Played by people we thought we'd know. 
 
And some we knew; and some just met 

And others we'd never seen before. 

But from Friday to Sunday, we danced and played 
Cause playing for dancing 's what we came for! 
 
We found our rooms in the old Bunk Barn 

And dumped our stuff and went upstairs; 
And there we found all manner of things - 

Strange jigs and reels, and tunes and airs. 
 
"I'll never survive!" I thought just then: 

"These people all know far more than me!" 
But before I could put that to the test 

Our lessons began quite earnestly. 
 
John was our tutor for Session one: 

He worked us hard; it was really tough. 

We had to play, while he taught us "BURRUPP!" 
And "PSHHEWW!" and other technical stuff. 
 
We learned to pause, we learned to stop; 
We learned staccato and when to dwell: 

But John’s concern was when to Bonk 

And if he could; or needed to swell... 

 
We all went to bed on that first night 

Well fed by Liz, who gets our votes 
For really good food served up on time: 
But as for the music - too many notes! 
 
It's better for you who can read the dots; 
You stand some chance at getting the tune. 

But the likes of me, who play by ear - 
I've got as much chance as the Man in the Moon! 
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I need to hear things several times 

Before the gist gets into my brain; 
But most of the stuff we've done so far 

We've played a bit: then never again! 

 
Then Saturday came and Geoff stepped in: 
Him with his fiddle and bowing techniques: 

"I'd like you to play this new one," he says. 
OK - Can you give me several weeks? 
 
They say when a lecturer needs to explain, 
A visual aid might help: it can, 
For we had Robin - a real Live Aid - 

Who helped us, so he could park his van! 
 
And then we covered some dancing styles 
Like reels and jigs and rapper and clog| - 
But John advised against playing for Swords. 
It numbs you and puts your brain in a fog... 
 
To move along, I’ll cut things short 
And take you through to Saturday night, 
When all we'd learned went on the line: 
We'd play and dance - but do it right. 
 
However, one obstacle remained 
Before our ceilidh could evolve. 
We needed space in the dining room, 
And space was a problem not easy to solve. 
 
A first attempt looked doomed to fail. 
Would the dance take place? - Oh, such tension! 
But then, success! The tables were turned, 
Once we used the vertical dimension. 
 
An interval was needed soon, 
Before the cups bounced off the shelf. 
So we sat down and had a rest, 
While Robin just danced and fiddled with himself. 
 
So we danced and played, and played and danced 
To prove this course was really all right 
Then midnight struck - and we put things back. 
Some went to bed: some stayed up all night.  
 

I’ll remember this course for lots of things - 
For tunes and talk and styles of all types: 
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But most of all, I think I'll remember 
The pipes, and the pipes and the pipes, and the pipes ... 
 
One of the things about this course 
Is the fact we do things with no prior warning. 
They give us strange exercises to do: 
Like “The Wings of a Dove" at 3 in the morning! 
 
On Sunday, we practised a lot more tunes: 
"Prince William" and "Sir Roger de Coverley”. 
It's wonderful that we’re now an "Orchestra" 
And the music we make is simply... "loverley"! 
 
So of all we've done, I fondly recall 
The sounds, the sights: each tune, each joke. 
This weekend’s proved beyond all doubt 
There's really nowt so queer - as FOLK. 
 

Jim Coulson, Halton Gill, 7th February 1993 
 
Taking the Mickey 
 
The aforementioned Mr Coulson seems to have been the butt of so much ribbing that I wonder 
whether, in our case, the expression “taking the mickey” should really be replaced by “taking the 
jimmy”! I am afraid that I must confess to partaking in this cruel activity myself on more than one 
occasion. One such an occasion springs to mind when Ripon City Morris Dancers were gathering to 
dance one Monday evening outside the Bay Horse Inn by the picturesque village green in 
Crakehall.  
 
There was a cricket match taking place on the other side of the green and I had wandered over to 
take in a few moments of this archetypal English scene. As I returned I noticed that Jim had turned 
up with his new girlfriend – at that time this was not an unusual event! Heather approached me 
before I was able to rejoin the whole group and wickedly suggested that I pretend to be already 
acquainted to the new lady in question who was called Maggie. This seemed like a wizard wheeze! 
 
I approached the group and Jim, proud as punch, turned to me and said “Chas, can I introduce ….”. 
But before he could finish the introduction, I beamed and cried “Maggie! Goodness me it has been 
quite a few years since I saw you last. Hey – do you still have that fabulous water bed? My word, 
didn’t we have some fun on that!” 
 
Jim’s draw dropped. I don’t know to this day if someone had already tipped off Maggie about this 
wheeze, but she beamed back and gave me a big hug remarking that she had had to part with her 
water bed some time ago. For once Jim was taken in and it took a little while to convince him that 
this was all one big ruse. 
 
Amazing but true 
 
There are many jokes that circulate the world of folk music sessions taking a dig at one instrument 
or another. Like the one about the chap who realised that he had omitted to lock his car and left 
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his banjo unprotected in the boot. He rushed back to his car, but he was too late – someone else 
had dumped another banjo there. 
 
But John Kirkpatrick once told me of an incident not dissimilar when he was touring in Holland 
with Roy Bailey. The two of them had gone to a restaurant to eat leaving Roy’s guitar and John’s 
anglo concertina in the boot of a car. When they had finished their meal and returned to the car 
they found it had been broken into. Roy’s guitar had been stolen but John’s prize Crabb anglo 
concertina had been left in the boot! 
 
Alive and Kicking 
 
The local theatre has had many financial ups and downs over the years, but was in particular dire 
straits during the years around 1987. Jim Bell, who was a Knaresborough Mummer at this time, 
reported that his contacts at the theatre had wondered if we could do some sort of fund raising 
show. I went away and thought about what we might manage and returned with some proposals 
at the next Mummers’ meeting. I suspect that this was a case of “will volunteers take one step 
forward” and I had absent-mindedly stood my ground as everyone else took one pace backwards! 
So the show “Alive and Kicking” was born. The introduction in the programme states: 
 
“The performance tonight relives, in music, dance and song the dogged persistence of England’s 
folk customs through a continuing cycle of decline and revival. There are two intertwining time 
scales; one through the seasons of the year, each season marked by its own special traditions; and 
one, beginning in the 1600s and rolling right through to the contemporary times to show that our 
folk heritage is Alive and Kicking.” 
 
Though I stuck my neck out by getting things off the ground, the rest of the local folk scene applied 
itself to the task and contributed marvellously. It was an opportunity for the local folk clubs and 
organisations to do a bit of self promotion. For the purposes of this production, these combined 
efforts of the local folk scene were brought together under the umbrella title of the “Harrogate 
Folk Packet”. 
 
The single performance took place on Saturday 16th May 1987 though, in retrospect, I was a little 
disappointed that we never did a repeat show. The theatre was full for all but a handful of seats 
and the thirsty audience drank the bar dry before the end of the performance. Though we 
managed to raise over £1000 for the theatre, the real testament was to the talents and hard work 
of the Harrogate folk scene. 
 
Many of script ideas were unashamedly inspired by the multifaceted offerings by Ashley Hutchings 
in the form of his albums such as “Morris On”, “Rattlebone and PloughJack” and “The Complete 
Dancing Master”. I must thank various people for enhancing and extending my initial primitive 
efforts at script writing and these include Stuart Rankin, Vince Doemling, Jim Coulson, Mike 
Benson, John Burrell and Dave Dearlove. 
 
The official programme was put together by John Burrell and Jim Bell. Though on re-acquainting 
myself with this programme, I suspect it was Stuart Rankin who had placed his inimitable mark on 
this by inserting a couple of suitable quotations from Sir Thomas Beecham: 
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“ … in upwards of fifty years, it has seldom been my good fortune to find a programme correctly 
printed. Tonight is no exception, and therefore we will now play the piece which you think you have 
just heard.”  
 
“I have found that it is a good rule in life to try everything at least once – except, of course, incest 
and folk dancing”.  
 
Tucked in my copy of the official programme I found two contributions which I had extracted from 
later editions of Tykes News. The first is from Joe Nicholson who was at the time the organiser of 
Blind Jack’s folk club. Joe played an important role in the show acting as both the anchor man and 
providing linking speeches between many of the acts. Joe wrote: 
 
Looking back over the season just completed, one of the highlights for us at Blind Jack's was the 
production by the Harrogate Folk Packet at the Harrogate Theatre of "Alive and Kicking" (for 
review see elsewhere in this edition - Ed.). 
 
The thing that gave us most pleasure was the way that three Morris Teams - Betty Lupton's, Claro 
Sword and Morris, Ripon City - a Company of Mummers – Knaresborough Mummers - and a Ceilidh 
Band – Fred Pigeon's - could work together in complete harmony in what is for all of us the unusual 
surrounds of a theatre, and produce such a splendid show. 
 
A recent correspondent to the BBC's Great Northern Folk Show suggested that the involvement of 
Blind Jack's was minimal, but what he failed to understand was that of fifty plus people who were 
on stage almost all are, or have been, involved with Blind Jack's. They have been either Organisers, 
Performers, or Audience in recent times: indeed all the main part players have sung or played at 
"The Station" this year. 
 
It is my sincere wish that Blind Jack‘s will continue to be a common meeting ground for all the 
people in our area who share an interest in music, singing, and dancing, and all facets of the folk 
tradition. 
 
The review referred to by the editor was written by John Burrell: 
 
This was a truly unique event in many ways, but I feel that the most positive aspect of it was that it 
showed that given the right circumstances and a modicum of good sense, then diverse factions of 
the Folk world can work together, to produce a most thoroughly enjoyable and professional show, 
which has some interest to the great big world outside of our own small Folk ghetto. 
 
In essence the idea was, I suppose, a variation of the Ashley Hutchings Cecil Sharp shows, but in 
saying that I am not implying that this production was not original or different, for it certainly was 
both of those things. The idea and theme was to reflect the changing of the seasons during the 
year as well as the fact that our folk heritage from the 1600's to the present day are all very much 
alive and kicking. This I feel was achieved, if not faultlessly, then pretty near as good as. 
 
The bulk of the show was taken up with dancing, by all of the teams based in and around the 
Harrogate area, with well timed interspersions by various "narrators", including Joe Nicholson as 
"Grandad", Stuart Rankin as the great Cecil, and so on.  
 
On the less positive side, I have only a couple of points to make. 
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First, as I have said, the show was mostly dance orientated, and some wonderful dancing there 
was, but where were the songs? For my own taste and I think for some of the audience, a few more 
rollicking chorus songs would have enhanced the evening, and given the mostly non-Folky audience 
more of a chance to get involved. By the way, I am not going to get involved in the stupid dance 
versus song nonsense row, I am merely giving my opinion. Second and last, those of you who listen 
to the Great Northern Folk Show will by now be aware that this point has been made, by Roy 
Hardacre, still, no sour grapes intended, I feel in common with Roy, and several others I have 
spoken to, that the present Knaresborough Folk Club, Blind Jack's was woefully underrepresented, 
in fact not really represented at all. That said, as I was in no way involved with this production, 
there was undoubtedly perfectly sound and valid reasons for this being so. 
 
So to conclude and reiterate, a fine night out, and it is my hope that the Folk Packet can manage to 
get the production onto the stage again in the very near future. 
 
On the night of the performance I received criticism from some members of the cast for getting 
some of the facts about morris dance wrong. I did not entirely agree, but I just replied that it is 
important not to confuse entertainment with education. Which only goes to prove the old saying, 
that you can’t please all of the people all of the time. 
 
To return to lighter-hearted matters, my old mate, Tony Harris, travelled up from Shropshire on 
the day of the show to sing a couple of songs. We had some photographic displays for extra 
publicity for the various local groups including this shot taken at Fountains Abbey during a visit by 
the Queen Mother during Ripon’s 1100th Charter Anniversary celebrations. 
 
Tony glanced at the displays as he walked by with his guitar and bouzouki, uttering his “bon mot” - 
“Who’s that with Chas?” 
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One Row Melodeon Tribulations 
 
I have enjoyed some great times at the Traditional Music Days held in Stowmarket which are run 
by the East Anglian Traditional Music Trust. Wonderful music, great sessions and some sparkling 
step dancing from the many travellers who seem to congregate for this occasion from all over East 
Anglia. 
 
Simon Ritchie was performing during the concert and making fine music with a Hohner 4-stop one 
row melodeon. But he was having the usual problems of keeping his stops set in the correct place; 
a difficulty normally resolved by the use of pegs. Simon leant over to the microphone and 
complained “I don’t know, the place is full of gypsies and I can’t get any pegs for love nor money!” 
 
The Benign Dictator 
 
Knaresborough Mummers’ John Burrell or Mummer Superior has, from time to time, espoused the 
view that full democracy in small groups such as the mummers is not really a workable 
proposition. What is required is benign dictatorship! Someone with a clear vision about the artistic 
direction of the team, costume requirements and performance standards but who also has their 
“ear to the ground” as to the feeling and concerns of the whole membership. 
 
I remember writing about the background to the Flag and Bone Gang with similar thoughts in my 
mind. The opening paragraphs went like this: 
 

“There have been many exciting developments during the more recent years of the morris dance 
revival, no doubt driven by a number of differing desires: to retain the best of traditional practise, 
to find and revive a tradition belonging to the locality of the team, to innovate and develop, 
providing "new recipes but using the traditional ingredients", to raise the standards of dancing, 
musicianship and the performance as a whole, to be different  

Many teams have succeeded in their desires and some names spring easily to mind - Gloucester 
Old Spot, the Shropshire Bedlams, the Seven Champions and Garstang. They have set standards 
and styles which others follow.” 

There were certainly some strong personalities with vision behind the teams who were in the 
vanguard of the morris dance movement in the second half of the 1900’s. Roger Edwards, who 
founded and led Garstang Morris Dancers, typifies the role. Stories (many of which I suspect are 
apocryphal) are legion about Roger and Garstang. Two which spring immediately to mind are the 
banning of the wearing of digital watches and the requirements that cigarette smokers were 
allowed to smoke only the un-tipped variety! 
 
Frank Lee, Carlisle’s laconic observer and wit, so neatly described Roger as the “man with the iron 
whim!” 
 
I write this as Christmastime approaches and this story leads me on to recall the Horwich Carol. 
These words are to be sung to the well known yuletide carol “Deck the Halls”, preferably with a 
thick Lancashire accent to make the most of some of the rhymes. 
 
Horwich Morris dance on water, tra la la la la la la la la, 
Horwich Morris love your daughter, tra la la la la la la la la, 



72 
 

Garstang Morris dance in sewers, tra la la la la la la la la. 
Garstang Morris goes with whores, tra la la la la la la la la. 
 
All that aside, as a spectacular display, Garstang Morris Dancers were without equal; a testimony 
to the vision and energy of one man. 
 
A Royal Moment at Seaton Delaval Hall 
 

During 2008 Heather, Paul and I played as the Village Hop Band at a ceilidh in Seaton Delaval to 
raise funds for the National Trust’s campaign to purchase Seaton Delaval Hall. Local clog dancer 
Jean Smith was the brains and the energy behind this ceilidh. 
 
On Saturday 12 September 2009, HRH the Prince of Wales and his wife Camilla came to look round 
Seaton Delaval Hall during a party given as a “thank you” for all the fund raisers. The party 
organisers were in need of some items of entertainment and interest, so Jean offered to stage 
some clog dancing with her Two Step partner Ian Craigs. I played for the step dancing and Heather 
and I provided some incidental music. 
 
Two Step danced for Charles and Camilla who showed great interest and chatted to us afterwards. 
Camilla remarked to Heather what a lovely “noise” the concertina and melodeon made! While I 
was talking to Prince Charles I had the chance to make him smile. I said that we had recently learnt 
a tune called “The Prince of Wales Nightcap” and was anxious to learn whether it was something 
that he would wear or something that he would drink! 
 
Come Play with me! 
 

 
 
I think that most of us, at some time, must have a least one of the wonderful T shirts produced by 
Karen and Colin Cater under the “Hedingham Fair” brand (http://www.hedinghamfair.co.uk). Andy 
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West would amuse himself, and indeed others, by getting melodeonist Heather Hazell to stand 
behind him and pretend to play his Castagnari T shirt. Though that experience must have felt quite 
pleasant it might also explain why Heather never bought a Castagnari T shirt for herself. This also 
reminds me about Ken Watson playing his Castagnari while wearing the Castagnari T shirt. If you 
glanced briefly at Ken it sometimes looked as though he was playing a special 5 row melodeon. 
 

 
 

 
But Andy was hugely disappointed when Heather was unwilling to oblige him similarly when he 
was wearing his Cerne Abbas Giant T shirt! 
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Andy suspects that his wife, Janet, was none too fond of this particular T shirt because one day it 
mysteriously disappeared from Andy’s wardrobe, never to return again. 
 
Looking for that elusive LP record 
 
This tale goes back to the days of vinyl long playing records, or “LPs” as they were known. When 
visiting friends it was often customary to look along one’s friends LP collection to discover their 
musical tastes and sometimes to see if they possessed some treasured item which was not in 
one’s own collection. One day I was visiting Nick and Jen and knew that they had a copy of the 
Flowers and Frolics LP entitled Bees on Horseback. I had been asked to find some “music to put 
on” but searched fruitlessly for this Flowers and Frolics album. In the end I called Nick for advice 
who replied “oh, you‘ll find Flowers and Frolics under B - my LPs are arranged by the Cockney 
rhyming slang version of the artists name”. 
 
If you are still mystified by this joke, let me give a hint by way of a true story: 
 
In June of 1936, Bill and Earl Bolick climbed the stairs to the second floor of the Southern Radio 
Corporation Building in Charlotte, North Carolina. The brothers had just broken away from fiddler 
Homer Sherrill and were determined to make it on their own. They were young (Bill was 18, Earl 
16) and they were about to audition for Victor, the biggest record company in the business. With 
no more than a mandolin and guitar to back them, the brothers relied on their secret weapon: 
their simple, tight vocal harmonies. Although they undoubtedly felt anxious, they breezed through 
the audition. After changing the new duo's name from the Bolick Brothers to the Blue Sky Boys, 
the young musicians were on their way to creating a distinct recording catalogue that musically 
rose above those of many other country music brother groups. 
 
At least they didn’t call themselves “The Two Bolicks”! 
 
Just what you need to hear 
 
In June 2010, Clogarhythm had the pleasure of providing support for a John Kirkpatrick gig at 
Henshaws in Knaresborough. I say “had the pleasure”, because it was not without some serious 
trepidation that I played the anglo concertina in front of my musical hero. In spite of having 
previously obtained permission, it was with further trepidation that I even played one of John’s 
compositions – “The Tun Dish”. I thought I had not played too badly though, of course, John 
Kirkpatrick was on his usual blistering form. Afterward the concert we were talking to Tim and 
Jane Barber. Tim nodded pointedly towards my concertina case and, with true Yorkshire 
bluntness, said "you've a bit of way to go on that thing yet". I thanked him profusely for his incisive 
observations and thoughtful comments! 
 
Sessions 
 
During one Whitby Folk Week I was talking to Steve Harrison about the different musical 
repertoires that can be discovered in different sessions. I talked about the Tap and Spile session in 
Harrogate and an apparent predilection at these sessions for the more unusual tunes with 
accidentals and often minor key signatures. Steve reminded that the late Barry Callaghan 
(amongst many other achievements, complier and editor of the splendid “Hardcore English” tune 
book) referred to this type of session as a “vegetarian music session”!  
 

http://www.encyclopedia.com/topic/North_Carolina.aspx
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Some years later I dropped by for the regular Monday session at the Old Bridge in Ripponden with 
the Ryburn 3 Step crowd. In amongst the regular fine tunes appeared one with a very unusual 
structure and a more than liberal helping of accidental notes – a veritable vegetarian music 
session tune! At the end of the tune Pete Coe remarked that this particular tune seemed to be 
made up of all the notes that none of the other tunes needed. 
 
The Trouble with Trendy Vicars 
 
In 2013, after quite some years, I remade my acquaintance with the Sowerby Bridge Rushbearing 
Festival with Hadrian Clog. In contrast, I learnt during the rushbearing service that this was all a 
brand new experience for the young new vicar at St Peter’s Church in Sowerby. It also seems to be 
the custom for the vicar to ride atop the rush cart from the church to the nearby Rushcart Inn and 
the young vicar achieved this with some aplomb. But on descending at the Rushcart Inn a sudden 
gust of wind lifted the rear of her blouse to reveal a neat tattoo much to the delight of a very 
young girl standing close by. She said to her friends, “I’m gonna tell my Mum that it is OK for me to 
have a tattoo, ‘cos the vicar’s got one. If it’s OK for the vicar it must be OK for me”.  
 
The Perfect Irish Story? 
 
During my time with Kitsyke Will, Peadar Long once recounted the tale of one of his brother 
Ernie’s rare trips from Eire to England. The journey had not been an easy one and the offer of 
something to eat seemed to be appropriate. 
 
Peader  “Would you like something to eat, Ernie?” 
Ernie  “Yes please, Peadar, that would be nice” 
Paedar  “What could you fancy to eat, Ernie?” 
Ernie  “Anything” 
Peadra  “How about an omelette?” 
Ernie  “Now an omelette would be lovely” 
Peadar  “What sort of omelette would you prefer, Ernie?” 
Ernie  “Oh, an egg one will be just fine” 
 
The Demon Drink 
 
On a Monday there used to be a splendid 
folk club at the Watermill Inn, Foster Beck 
near Pateley Bridge in Upper Nidderdale. 
This club was run by residents Alan 
McAvoy and his group the Crofters – see 
their LP cover alongside. There were never 
any booked guests, but in those distant 
times  there was an abundance of floor 
singers and the club would often finish 
some time after midnight in order to allow 
everyone who had turned up to have a 
spot. 
 
I have lost count of the number times I 
have journeyed up Nidderdale to this 
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particular club sometimes arranging to pick up passengers on the way and sometimes picking up 
the odd hitch-hiker. One regular hitcher was Arthur Jackson and, of course, he would also be “on 
the cadge” for a lift home. 
 
On one journey back down Nidderdale, Arthur was sitting in the back on my Mini seriously the 
worse for drink. Suddenly he announced that he wanted to be sick and the Mini screeched to a 
halt. Arthur got out and Sue, not unreasonably, shut the car door as we did not want to witness 
the occasion either with our eyes or our ears. Unfortunately Arthur was still holding onto the car 
for stability and all we heard was a bellow rather like a bullock being castrated, as his fingers 
became trapped by the closing door. It completely cured Arthur of his sickness. 
  
On another occasion Tony Harris was a passenger and he had had a serious bender on cider that 
night at the Watermill. There were other two passengers - Lesley and Annelies. This time we had 
to stop to let Tony empty his bursting bladder at the Nidd Bridge just before Killinghall. Tony 
tripped over the crash barriers and began to roll down the steep embankment. I leapt out of the 
car to go to his assistance just as a police car pulled up behind to investigate what was going on. I 
explained where we had been and that my mate had fallen to the bottom of the banking. Once 
they established that Tony was not the driver, the police seemed happy to go on their way.  
 
At the time, I was driving a Mini Clubman 1275GT - the one with the go faster stripes at the 
bottom of the doors. Tony had managed to crawl back to the top of the embankment and peered 
though the crash barrier at the stripes on, what he thought was, my car but was puzzled by the 
blue and orange colouring and the letters P-O-L-I-C-E. In his confusion he stood up, toppled over 
and tumbled back down the banking. We managed to recover Tony’s sagging corpse and plonk 
him back in the car. 
 
Eventually we got back to Tony’s flat and Tony was in such a state that we had to more or less 
carry him in and put him to bed. Lesley, Annelies and I were tempted to write on his chest with 
bright red lipstick “Thanks for a wonderful evening, Gladys”, but decided against it. 
 
Tony went to the doctor’s the following day to discover that in spite of all he had to drink that he 
was dehydrated. It took him several days to recover and hopefully was none too worse for his 
experience. 
 
Turning my thoughts back to Arthur thumbing lifts to Pateley Bridge brings to mind a story often 
related by that master of the humorous tale, John Hutt. Arthur was again at the roadside trying to 
get a lift to Foster Beck Folk Club when John’s car pulled up. John apologised to Arthur - he 
couldn’t possibly offer a lift as his car already had six occupants and it was really built to take only 
four. After much pleading from Arthur, John, ever the kind-hearted, said Arthur could have lift if 
he was prepared to travel in the boot. The deal was struck and the car and its seven occupants 
proceeded to the Folk Club. In the conviviality of the moment everyone piled out of the car and 
into the pub and it was some time later when John realised that Arthur was not with them and 
must, in all probability, be still locked in the boot. In the car park outside, there was one particular 
car swaying violently from side to side and emitting a veritable stream of abuse which would have 
made even a navvy blush. John tiptoed outside, unlocked the car boot and then beat a very hasty 
retreat!  
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A Get Well Card 
 
Just before Easter in 2009 I suffered a heart attack while out walking. Fortunately I made a 
recovery and I am able to remark that I was overwhelmed by the wishes and support I received 
from friends, family and the folk community at large. I was suitably amused by the following hand-
made “Get Well Soon” card from Harry and Gabi Scurfield: 
 

 
 

The Mobile Phone 
 
This incident has very little to do with folk song, music, dance or drama but it did cause some brief 
merriment. Our Hop Back Jig band was waiting to play for a wedding ceilidh at the Cedar Court 
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Hotel in Harrogate. We gazed idly out from the lounge window at the heavy fog which swathed 
the scene. Harry and Gabi Scurfield were sitting next to each other in the lounge bar. Harry 
detected a vibration from his mobile phone as he received a text message. He said he had only 
bought the phone yesterday and was still learning how to use it. Nevertheless he managed to 
display the text but couldn’t read it because he didn’t have his spectacles on. He turned the 
display to Gabi and asked “Can you see who that is from?” “Yes”, replied Gabi, “it’s from me!” 
 
We discovered that this wasn’t quite as ironic as it seemed, as Gabi had sent the text some two 
hours earlier when they weren’t sitting next to each other. Harry wondered why the text had 
taken so long to arrive but concluded it was because the air in Harrogate was very thick, due to the 
dense fog. 
 
Cosmo, the fairly accurate knife thrower 
 
The inimitable Les Barker performed the well-remembered monologue entitled “Cosmo, the fairly 
accurate knife thrower” who appeared with series of constantly changing “lovely assistants”! 
Cosmo reminds me of a regular at music sessions who was an equally fairly accurate tune player; 
never one to shun the opportunity to join in with a tune even if it was the first time the tune had 
ever been played in public. Someone else, who will remain equally nameless, summed up the 
situation with incisiveness by remarking that the musician in question was “not plagued by self-
doubt”. 

 
And Finally One Brief Story To Finish With 

 
To finish off, I do hope that my selective memory has caused some interest and humour and not 
upset or annoyed anyone too much. But, if it has, perhaps I should seriously reconsider the advice 
I was given in this story. 
 
On one very hot year at Whitby Folk Week I had not been as proficient as I might have been with 
applying the sun cream to my nose. After several days this nasal object was getting rather red and 
flaky. I went into a local pharmacy and asked the lady if there was any product that she could 
recommend for my nose. With true Whitby passion she retorted immediately “how about totally 
covering your head with a very large paper bag!” 
 
How can you resist a place such as this? 
 


