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A Musical Entertainment for All Ages
© Eddie Lawler 2005

Dedicated to the cheerful memory of Catherine McKinna† 26.12.2004

Cast

The Spirit of Shipley Glen 

The four Lions: War, Peace, Vigilance, Determination

Al the Alpaca

Angie the Angora

Belwarp the lion mascot

Trish the Ostrich 
Lulu the Elephant

Chorus

The Set
One large projection screen

Two rails for costumes flanking screen
Skipping ropes, brightly coloured/fluorescent
ACT ONE

(As audience assembles, some of Company – all dressed simply in black -  sit and chat with the audience if space allows, others stroll on to stage to skip with rope, intermittently, to the following rhymes): (Starting quietly, maybe even talking across each other in groups)


Typhoid, cholera, pox, arthritis



I know a man whose name is Titus


Took one sniff of the Bradford air


Ran up the road and built Saltaire



Dip dip dip, my blue ship



Who’s coming in for a very good skip



Be light on your toes ’cos the rope goes faster



Till all fall down and collapse in laughter



A BMW, a Ford and a Rover



No skipping in the street else you get run over



Cars running everywhere a plague of rats



Where’s the Pied Piper? (stamp!) Knocked flat

Saltaire Bridge has fallen down



Try and cross the river you’ll fall in and drown 

 



Watch all the buildings go the same way



Get a big dustbin and chuck ’em all away


(This one loud and clear, showing start of action as lights focus)


Comedy, tragedy, gloom and glory



These are the elements that make up a story



Tell it with a whisper, tell it with a SHOUT



Tell it till the audience throws you out (lights out)
(Darkness, sound of wind, eerie music; the SPIRIT OF SHIPLEY GLEN emerges through the audience)
Spirit:

I am the Spirit of Shipley Glen


My origins are way-back-when


My skin is moor-grass, my bones are all stone

But the stone is just sand (turns a large egg-timer) from long long ago

And slowly to sand it all will deplete

With the wind and the rain and the living feet

That touch it; wind and rain – and sunshine too

Which means I can often walk under a rainbow -

A man named Salt, a river called Aire

Made a name, cut stone, gave it meaning here

Saltaire, BD18, England, Earth

Solar System, Galaxy, Universe



(Projections commence on screen)


I look down on the dale and up to Hope Hill



Living right on the line between good and evil,

Then and now; the past and the future

Industry and agriculture

Work and play, fact and fiction

Duty and its dereliction



To follow this story - narrated in rhyme



So that the cast can learn their lines off in time -
To follow this story of what came to pass 

Just listen – and I’ll sing you a cast

Of hard-working true-hearted local folk

Who like singing and dancing and sharing a joke

And just being together, with you as their guests

To witness us offering – only - the best.

All:

We assemble to tell you a dream of a story



The story of a dream – come true

(As Spirit sings, voices of the Company join in and all make their way onstage, dressed in black, to join Spirit facing audience) 

Song

Story of a Dream Come True



These are the themes of many a story:


Comedy, tragedy, gloom and glory



With monsters, heroes, star-crossed lovers



Our story has them all – but it’s different from the others



In England’s green and pleasant land



Down there, below the place I stand



Someone’s dream became reality


No airy-fairy-tale, it’s HERE for all to see



Living proof that good intent



Goes hand-in-hand with common sense



He built an English village



With everything that means - 



This is the story of a dream



This is no clever sleight-of-hand



Not make-believe in wonderland



This is an English village



To see, not just believe



This is the story of a dream



But dreams don’t come in packages


To purchase off the shelf



A dream is just the draft of what



You have to do yourself



So come with us and use your eyes


To see a dream that’s realised    


And let this English village


Prove what humans can achieve 


This is the story of a dream  - come true
Spirit:             
Dream come true?  Let’s show you then……
 (Whilst Spirit speaks, Lions don            


Costumes, skippers recite)
Chorus:
Typhoid, cholera, pox, arthritis



I know a man whose name is Titus


Took one sniff of the Bradford air



Ran up the road and built Saltaire

Spirit:

….As from my glen I now descend   


To a place where someone said “only the best”


State of the art, spared no expense


I will go down there now to the riverside 
(Some of Chorus make a “cable” from skipping-ropes, others reveal banner/sign showing “1983”)


With a star as my symbol, come on, let’s ride


In my cable-car, yes, get in it



It’s not expensive – runs on spirit

Affection and memory


And still runs now, 1983



For the weather’s hot, believe it or not



And the story goes round here



That at such rare times four thirsty lions



Go down to the river Aire, for sure


And thereby hangs a tale – or four

                        And lo……
(Chorus members make a “river” with ropes)
Lions:

Oh woe!
Spirit:

Oh no! 
Lions:

Oh woe, woe, woe!

Spirit:

Oh dear, I’m fearing something dreadful                                                           

Four lions really off their pedestals

Distraught no less, it gets me thinking
Why so upset? Why aren’t they drinking?

What makes them so melo-dramatic?
The mill!? –I fear there is trouble at it!

Lions: (together) Trouble? Worse! This is the end

Peace:

The mill on which we all depend

Our monster-mill is going quiet

Roars no more, and sleeps at night
Vigilance:
Instead of rumbling, grumbling, thundering

It’s bumbling, stumbling, got us wondering

How much longer – you might well ask
If it had legs, it’s on its last
War:

If the monster goes, the rest’ll follow
I can see bulldozers here tomorrow

A summer night’s nightmare, this is, a travesty
Peace:

A crisis!

Vigilance:
A tragedy!

War:

Disaster!

Lions: (all)
Catastrophe!

Determination: Upon my mane, you can see what’ll happen
This is a village that soon’ll be flattened
And we’ll be thrown on the back of a lorry

Trouble?! Wish we’d never been quarried!
Lions: (all)
Woe! Woe! Woe!!

Spirit:

Oh my poor lions, what will our guests think



They came here to see you go down for a drink……

Peace:

A drink?! What a fairy-tale, total delusion



Just look at that water, it’s full of pollution!

Vigilance:
The ducks take one look and they quack off elsewhere 


Saying “Give us fresh water, not poisonous Aire!”

War:

The monster mill will close tomorrow



A fairy-tale monster, born of the horror 



Of a man who saw Bradford as hell-on-earth 


And made up his mind to create a re-birth
Determination:  Commenced it by choosing two star architects



Said: “You’ll do – if you do for me only the best”


But look at it now, it’s all going wrong  



The magnificent monster 
Lions: (all)     Gone for a song!

Chorus:
Saltaire Bridge has fallen down



Try and cross the river you’ll fall in and drown 

 



Watch all the buildings go the same way



Get a big dustbin and chuck ’em all away
Spirit:

Look, this is a musical not a lament


The people have come for some merriment



Here under Hope Hill, some laughter, some tunes 



Not four moaning lions predicting their doom



Now here’s a couple who’ve still got the spirit
Our star-crossed lovers – Al and Angie, let’s hear it! 
(Enter Al and Angie, arm-in- arm and very much enamoured of each other)


One alpaca and one angora


Total strangers who came to our shores



From the West and the East



Not knowing they’d meet


And bring wealth and great fame

To Sir Titus Salt, the name 

Of the founder who chose a green valley, clean air
To build his dream of a village there

You can see that her hair hangs over her eyes

But there was no doubt, it was love at first sight!


Peace:

Well look here! It’s Mister Peru and Miss Turkey


They’ve been up the Glen for a bit of mullarkey



Among the big rocks 
Vigilance:
                                  That Robin Hood’s Chair



And of course, Number Nine – we know what goes on there

War:

Where at day-time the kiddies play hide-and-seek

Determination:  In the evenings big ’uns play cheek-to-cheek (Lions laugh, nudge etc)
Angie:

Well look who it is!  It’s the Pride of Saltaire



Lowering the tone – if Sir Titus were here



He’d go apoplectic and send you lot back

Down to London, on that very railway track

You came up on, all proud, with your nose in the air

To stand guardians over Victoria Square

Al:

From what I hear you’re neglecting that duty



Of guarding the village in all its beauty



From what I hear it is going to pot



From neglect – is that right, or is it not?


Peace:

May well be correct, but don’t you blame us

Vigilance:
It’s the forces of history coming to pass

War:

The textile trade has long been in decline



In Bradford and we wince every time



We hear that another mill’s stopped


But Salt’s!  
Determination:                  Who’d have dreamed of it, shutting up shop?



Al:

Well you’re partly to blame for being complacent



Up on them pedestals, you’re not adjacent


To the action, no ear to the ground



That’s why you’re so grief-stricken, now you’ve got down 

Spirit:

Well, it’s time for me to go back up where I belong


Now someone can take over who’s still got their head screwed on 



For lions have wild emotions, unpredictable at best


I can now ask Al and Angie to be guides to our guests (makes to exit)
(to Al and Angie)  Remember, remind them, it’s 1983

Between the Falklands and Michael Jackson’s Billy Jean


(to audience) Musicals, of course, have nothing on reality
Too far-fetched, incredible?  We’ll see……. (Exits on “cable”)
Al/Angie:
(variously) Well we don’t mind at all, but we do it on condition


That the pride of lions here give one more grand rendition



Of that famous song of their arrival long ago


For old times’ sake, I beg you boys – they want to know 



(To audience) Don’t you?  - Well then, here’s a simple skill 



They say the wildest lion can be brought to do your will



You can melt its frozen heart and you can make a lion sing

If you nod at it (gets audience to nod) and smile (likewise) and say “Mr Lion, you’re my King!”  
(Lions don’t react)

A dormitory town? Come on, wake up, you sleepy things!

Nod, and smile and mean it “Mr Lion, you’re my King!”
Lions:
(return the smiles and take up regal positions with the rhythm of the intro, sing)



(Roaring during intro)
The Pride of Saltaire


It was Mr Milnes of London Town


Whose brilliant brain produced us



It was Mr Milnes who bought the stone



It was Mr Milnes that hewed us



We’re Mr Milnes’s family achieved against all odds


They say men can’t have children



Well – Thomas Milnes had quads!



Four roars! For us four brothers born



Of his imagination



I’m War, I’m Peace, I’m Vigilance



And I’m……Determination
Determination: Well I didn’t choose my name, did I? It’s the one thing you can’t                             

influence, the name you’re given at birth……..It’s just a fluke.


But we didn’t hang around in London Town
Like Whittington and his cat

’Cos London’s too unfriendly
And London’s far too flat

So we packed our backs to head for the hills 

On the banks of the river Aire

And to this day we that’s where we’ve stayed
Around Victoria Square

Four roars! For us four champions
Of Saltaire’s preservation



I’m Vigilance, I’m Peace, I’m War


And I’m……Determination

Determination:  The truth is – I came to Saltaire with the name of “Fidelity”. It was       
changed – to Determination – by none other than Titus Salt himself. Speaking of whom…..
We’re proud to speak for a founder
Who built only the best
A pride of lions is what we are
And it’s pride that we express

In a place that does its best to be

The pride of all the land

Woven and dyed in Saltaire pride 

To a lion and a man
Four roars! For the four best lions 
In the Bradford conurbation
I’m Peace, I’m War, I’m Vigilance

And I’m (definitely) Determination!
(Some roaring)
There’s just one creature in all the world

Can roar any better than us

And that’s a fantastic audience

When it roars out in applause  
(Al/Angie lead applause)

Peace:

Well thank you folks, and now you’ve clearly seen



That when we work together, we’re a brilliant team

War:

Oh no we’re not! He bellowed, looking menacing

My name is War, I don’t agree with anything

Least of all Peace, we don’t get on at all

It’s all his fault, just sitting, licking his paw

And his – old red-eyed Vigilance! A flop, him

So alert, can’t stop a pigeon-dropping 

As for Determination, don’t make me laugh

A very dodgy character, not half

What you lot staring at, you interfering?
Anyone fancy giving ME a shearing??



(The other three lions exit behind screen in mock terror, he follows with a roar)
Al:

And these lions have so much fame
The Russian writer Leo Donskoi named

A world-best novel after one of these pairs

Angie:

Leo Tolstoy, sweetie…
Al:




Who cares?



This Yorkshire audience won’t know

(Planted voice/s in audience: Oh yes they will!)  
Angie:

Oh yes they will, sweetheart, they’ll go



For fairy-tales but not for fibs



Let’s not let lies nor errors cross our lips



But bear in mind this piece of wisdom 
That truth can be expressed by total fiction
Fiction, however, the following is not
Charles Dickens no less, the great master  

Wrote of the bearded man fromYorkshire 
Who bought the alpaca wool nobody wanted

Made a shrewd purchase for which he was taunted

“Can’t spin it”, was the local experts’ view
“Alpaca? Useless!”  Well I thank you!
A queen sent two fleeces to that Bradford chap
 “Weave me your finest cloth,” she snapped
Setting to with a will that is just what he did

Built a mill like a palace with walls that thick
Took 3,000 workers on a trip to Gordale Scar

Before they had the bus, let alone the car
Built 800 houses with clean water, with gas

And smack in the middle, the most modern bath-
House for you, for your clothes, and what’s more
A Turkish bath, for steam-cleaning the pores

Too exotic, too modern? Dunno, but it’s gone 
Al:

White elephant?  If so, Sir Titus’ only one

Chorus: (skipping) Here goes the first one, going, going, gone 


The dustbin of history’s a very big one 



What took ages to build can be wrecked in a minute



Trashed in a flash, the bathhouse? Bin it!  (screen image vanishes)
Angie:

The bathhouse was replaced by houses

But they too were later ousted


Flagged and flattened to make space
For something alien to this place

Look at this - a garage-block
If you want a villain, look 



No further than the private car

Of which we shall – unfortunately - see more

Al:

Much more, a nightmare, to be sure


But let’s not be distracted, my angora
Our job’s to show that here’s a melting-pot
As global as Salt’s business got
You from Turkey, me Peru 
The Donskoi wool from Russia too
Merino from South Africa and Oz

Itself a Spanish sheep, no less

Then camel-hair, calico, silk, cashmere –
Bradford comes from everywhere

Ballooned, mushroomed from tin-pot town

To a City, and Saltaire its crown

Built not just of stone, but pride and passion 

Producer of a world of fashion

We weave a global tapestry
A warp and weft of many ancestries
Here’s mine……

Al’s Marinera



This dance is old as any music



But every couple make it new



And when I ask you won’t refuse it



I want to play this dance for you



To me your presence is entrancing



So close and yet just out of reach



But through the magic of the dancing



My hat will catch your handkerchief



Chorus:  I I I I…..am an alpaca from Peru



Fingers click



And hands clap



To celebrate my love for you



There in your heart you hide a passion



And in your hand you hold a dove



Under the spell of my attraction



Your bird will fly to me with love



The rhythm of my marinera



Will cause your heart to palpitate



For when you dance the marinera



You meet your lover and your fate



(Chorus) I I I I……


(His hat catches her handkerchief)


(Accepting applause)  Muchas gracias! For me it was a pleasure



Here in Bradford – with the oldest Spanish Circle ever!

Angie:

But luvvy, Spanish was imported to Peru



That wasn’t what they spoke at Macchu Pichu



And when I say I’m Turkish or from thereabouts



That doesn’t mean to say I’ve purely Turkish roots

The turkey’s not from Turkey
 but from Mexico

Same as potatoes, and tomatoes as you’ll know



Afghanistan’s the origin of your lovely yellow rose

If you want someone from Turkey, I present you Santa Claus


That most English thing called tea it comes from very far

From England – Yorkshire Tea!?  Don’t make me laugh, ha-ha!


The lovely ladies of Harrogate don’t pick the leaves


They market at your Asda and your Sainsbury’s  

There’s nothing so English as coffee, or cocoa


’Cept one’s Ethiopian, and two’s Orinoco


Or somewhere close to where Al comes from                       
And then there’s curry of course, well, yummy yum yum
(Lions peer round screen)

Oh, talk of food and suddenly they’re there

Always on the prowl for grub
they are 



As for Saltaire lions, they’re all cockneys

No more Yorkshire than I’m from the Orkneys



Nonetheless it’s now my turn to sing



The praises of my own exotic origin (Lions vanish)
Asia Minor



When I open my mouth and start to sing



Everyone around starts to listen



It’s nothing to do with screeching or acting the goat



It’s just that I can hit a note



With riveting precision



Cradle of history



Shrouded in a cloud of mystery


If you care to come with me



Subject yourself to all my subtlety



I will amaze you



Asia Minor



Following little rituals



You will find me irresistible



An all-enticing vision seen



Swirling through a glistening veil of steam



Such a temptation



Asia Minor



I proclaim that nothing in the whole wide world compares



To the unparalleled quality of my mohair



You won’t find anything anywhere finer



Than my naturally organically smooth and lustrous fibre



Away with your synthetics, they’re utterly pathetic


There’s nothing like it, no there isn’t, nowhere



So now you must follow me


And live within the lap of luxury



All your senses hypnotised



All your being shining with delight



(Shh! Don’t speak) It’s a sensation



Asia Minor 


(Last verse repeated)
Al:

Saltaire’s bathhouse is long gone



But our romance goes on and on

Angie:

And will survive the sands of time



No matter how fast Saltaire declines


They rang the bells when we got wed



But that peal went silent, last was heard 



At armistice, end of one big war –



Soon came another – just as bad, which saw


Them melted down for bombs, torpedoes


Along with all the railings in Victoria Road

But let’s go back a bit in our narration

Remember Mr Milnes’ imagination

Gave birth to four fierce animals –

With imagination all is possible -
Well, our four lions then produced - a baby

True! And were inspired to name it

Belwarp, their own offspring, kind of mascot

This lovely cub was then entrusted
With the job of going out to ring the bell 
Around the world for Saltaire’s Mill
He’s the symbol of our Saltaire quality

He’s Yorkshire grit - and Yorkshire jollity 

Only the best will do, he rings
And believe it or not –young Belwarp sings! (Enter Belwarp)

Ring a Bell 


If you do it at all it’s better than never



But if you do it often then you’ll soon do it better



And when you do it well



Ring a bell


If you’ve reason to be chuffed don’t be shy about it



If you know what’s good no need to lie about it 



If you’re proud of yourself



Ring a bell



Bing-bong-ding-dong let it resound


Ring for a penny ring for a pound 



If you’ve something to show and you know that it’s fine

            It’s time



To chime

When you can say you’ve got the best to offer


Don’t you hide it away where it cannot be discovered


If you’ve good news to tell


Ring a bell

Angie: 

Isn’t he a sweetie?  Belwarp is our best



Shows our pride our hope and our self-respect



Rings the global reputation of the cloth of Saltaire



I don’t know what on earth we’d do if (slowing down) Belwarp…… 


Wasn’t there……(Belwarp isn’t there)
Al:

Well my dear, it’s a sad admission



But there are other bits of our village gone missing

Meanwhile, and we must inform the guests

For sad and glad news both must be expressed

So let’s look at a time some here know, they were born

When the world stopped having world-wide war

But though our folk weren’t sent to war as much

A kind of mayhem went on nonetheless



In the 60’s and 70’s – those were the times
When the bulldozer ripped up our cities and towns

In favour of progress, the word makes me shudder
Result? You can’t tell one town from another

And with heavy heart we have to declare 

That Saltaire too had to take its share 

Though the reason is different – not huge demolition

But the fact that folk had found a new mission

In life – namely earning and spending, spending quick
And spending more by applying for tick

Now on offer from banks and credit-givers  

Result – the churches fell right out of favour


And those that still went to their Sunday worship 

And unable to pay for their lovely churches 





While millions now worshipped telly at home 



Or spent Sunday sleeping off Saturday’s fun - 


These Congregationalists took radical measures 

To solve the growing financial dilemma

Of owning two buildings, took the decision


To sacrifice Sunday School to demolition

(Lions intermittently: “Woe, woe, woe!”)
Did a deal with the Council who’d knock it down

And replace it with a new kiddies playground

The new owners fulfilled the first part of the deal

Razing the School to the ground with a zeal

But then -  guess what?
They turned it into - a parking lot

Chorus:
(skipping) Saltaire Sunday School RIP
You’re into the dustbin of history

But we’ll build you a memorial draped in black
A big flat space covered in tarmac 
Angie:
A second church which couldn’t make ends meet


Arranged a compromise and stayed upon its feet
Chorus:
(skipping) Saltaire Methodists, what have you done?

The dustbin of history gets another one

Foundation-stone is left in its place

But as for the rest – whoops! Not a trace
Angie:
By knocking down, rebuilding from the base 


And claiming that in any case 


Their business isn’t architectural charity

But saving souls, for God, not for posterity


There’s the result – as seen in recent photos

Where you will note the spaces - for the motors

Trish:
(enters excitedly  with horse-shoe in mouth, opens mouth, drops horse-shoe on foot, hops around. Always speaks in a hurry)


Ouch and ouch and ouch and ouch


But I simply have to use my mouth
Where is it? Where? My lovely horse?
Al:

Your horse?? 
Trish:

My horse!  Of course!



It must be somewhere here, I know


Someone keeps on shouting “Woagh!”

Chorus:
(skipping) An ostrich? What next, a mad kangaroo?



Is this a theatre or a lunatic zoo?



This horse-shoe tale is a wild invention

Pull the other one it’s got bells on

Angie:

Please don’t mock, this is Trish, no less


Straight from the middle of Sir Titus’ crest



There you can see her with us on either side



But is she in panic or is she flushed with pride?



Looking to the right it’s clear, but you may ask


Is she looking forward or is she looking back?
Trish:

It was forward I looked when I left Africa



Hearing that England was fantastic and


Not just its green and pleasant features



But because there lived and worked a creature



Called the horse – yes, my ideal


I was transported by my dream, you see



And though the trip would take me many days


I was well-equipped to pay my way
My feathers were in great demand

From wealthy ladies in this land

They also figure in the crest

Of the Prince of Wales, no less

When I came to this island, just like Al

Landed in Liverpool then travelled by canal (skipping-rope/tow-rope)
On a slow little ship that was almost silent
Just clip-clop – for miles and miles

The sound of a horse’s hooves, you know  
Until the bargeman shouted “Woagh!”

Never in all my natural

Had I seen a creature so beautiful

And when I got to new Saltaire

I saw lots more of the beauties there

Pulling ploughs and barges, coaches, carts
What a happy bird I was from the start

With horses all around me every day

And then came one who stole my heart away

The one that pulled the new Saltaire tram (ropes as tram-lines)
From Bradford, yes I knew that was the one
So sleek and smooth and smartly dressed

But life is hard, it didn’t last

Tram-horses went redundant, worked their last hour
Electricity replaced their pulling-power (ropes as electricity)
And when my love was led from the shed

For the very last time, I raised my head

To declare my emotion

But was prevented from approaching

Shouted “Woagh!”, and behold he stopped

But then felt the crack of his minder’s crop  (rope cracks)
Who was in no mind for slow farewells

And the struggling creature, almost fell
Pulled himself together with a shake and a wobble

Caught a hoof among the cobbles

Lost the shoe which I pick up and keep

In the fading hope that one day we will meet
So I’m now stuck here, horse-shoe in beak (replaces shoe in mouth)
And crush my toes (does so) – ouch!  whenever I speak

Al:

With hindsight it is easy to be wise 
But what the tram-horse went through was no big surprise
For steam had long replaced the hoof, the hand and foot 

The factory, the railway had been built 

Angie:

The railway, yes, you must have heard its thunder
Your clip-clop-horse eclipsed by iron wonder
Trish:

Some say my eyes are bigger than my brain



But I knew, I could have caught the train



From Liverpool, but chose canal because



The clip-clop was hypnotic, my hero was the horse 

I now suspect this England-trip is cursed
For what’s gone wrong has gone from bad to worse



Not just the aching heart and feet
These days they want my chest for meat

Al/Angie:
If you’re depressed, we know one way to stop it


Stick out that chest, and sing the whole thing off it!





Down Memory Lane


This is no good-luck charm


It’s my curse for losing my heart


To a dream that got away


Leaving only longing for yesterday


When I open my mouth it hurts
Whenever I sing it’s worse
Drop a clanger, sing a HOWLer

Life is a Pain

Down Memory Lane

Once I saw such beauty

Revealed to me for my pleasure

Thought it was mine to keep

Thought it was mine forever

The feeling may never depart

Even if I still had a heart
To sing out, it can’t be done

Unless and until I find the one

Who alone can wear this shoe
Made to measure for my love true    
Happy together, ever AHHHHfter 
Till then it’s a pain
Down Memory Lane  (head sinks into “sand”)
Al/Angie:
So the song and its meaning give you the clue
About poor Trish the ostrich and her horseshoe

It’s not looking forward on that family crest

It’s clinging to the horse-shoe, clinging to the past
The weight’s so great you lose your balance, and  
You let your head fall – straight into the sand 

Trish:

Or of course….Ouch ouch ouch!



You hire a pair of hands to help you out



(offers horse-shoe to Chorus, one of whom takes it)  
And look at that! It works you see

Chorus: 
As long as you pay them reasonably


(Skipping) But with so much drama and history



The guests need a rest, need to pop out for a wee



But to lead them up to the interval



They also expect a bit of ritual

Chorus song:
 Someone Else’s Hands

(song is interrupted by other characters. Chorus “freezes” during the interruptions, characters freeze during song)
Intro: Let’s break into this menagerie



And sing a little song of reality 



What built Saltaire you all understand



Was not just money but human hands

Tell me what was it that cut the canal



All the way from Leeds to Liverpool



Hammered in the rails from London town



Built all the vehicles to move us around




Barges, carriages, trains and trams 



(Clap-clap) Someone Else’s Hands

Angie:

(as lions returnand take up “pedestal” positions)
 Well, look here! Who’s strolled back from the river


Taking their time, bloomin’ dawdling as ever

Trish:

Look at what’s vanished while you’ve been away



Who’s the village idiot? Not me I can say

Tell me what was it that built the boats

Fit to cross the ocean and stay afloat
Loaded up the cargo and rigged the sails, 



Steered across the seas to deliver the bales



Full of fresh fleece from foreign lands
(Clap-clap) Someone Else’s Hands

Angie:

Trams – and trolley-buses – long gone, but
The railway-station! That’s been shut!

Trish:

Yes the station, bloomin’ ‘eck!

They might as well cut off our legs

Al:

But no worry, the canal’s still there


Maybe we can swim to Forster Square


Tell me what was it that made the machines

To do the scouring, the combing with the power of steam



Did the roving and the spinning and the weaving of cloth

The dyeing and the pressing and the finishing off

A skirt for a lady or a suit for a man



(Clap-clap) Someone Else’s Hands

Peace:

But the monster-mill’s vanishing, coming to and end


Going the same way as the Rose Garden
Determination: Even the Picture House has been and gone



Guess what?  It’s now a petrol-station

Vigilance:
1957 it shut, to be precise


And the very last title? “Lust for Life”
War:

Well we’re still alive and so are thousands of others



Who live in Saltaire – keep yer mitts off it, brother
Tell me what was it that built Saltaire



Crowned it with a chimney-stack high  in the air



Dressed all the stone and trimmed all the slates 



Set the setts and put the paving in place 



Built a new reality from architects plans 

(Clap-clap) Someone Else’s Hands
Angie:

But even if the textile-trade shuts down



We mustn’t let ’em leave us in a ghost town

Al:

’Cos this is our home now, it’s where we’ve settled
And we like it, we’re staying here, aren’t we, petal?
Trish:        
 But - ouch! what we all miss most of all 
Is the ballroom dancing in Victoria Hall
Tell me what is it at the moment of birth



Catches you up to say welcome to the earth 



Claps your efforts when you’re doing your best



Wraps up your wounds and lays you to rest



Makes a dream come true when given the chance

 

(Clap-clap) Someone Else’s Hands
Vigilance:
Hm, hm! Before you continue with your knocking



Give credit where it’s due – you think it’s shocking


But there’s something else that’s vanished from our midst



Which will save our lives  -  I’m talking about the bridge

Trish:

The bridge?  It fell through age, through rust, through rot

Determination: That’s what you think – listen hear, you clot



When we saw all them people buying cars



We had to take action as – Sh! Saboteurs!



We saw Victoria Road  - a major route



For drivers from Baildon seeking a short-cut



And then there’d be the lorries, and they’d all be at it



Reducing us to lions supervising traffic

Trish:         
All that traffic!?  You mean to say…..

Vigilance:
We’re saying nothing, ’cept that we



Descended to the river of an evening



Not just to drink the water, get my meaning?



We gave those old bridge-pillars an…inspection



Shook ’em up a little, only testing

Trish:

Well I’m blowed!  You….

Determination: …….


Shh! You never ’eard it



(Looking up) “Someone Else’s Hands” – official verdict.

Lions:  (sing)  “Saltaire Bridge has fallen down, fallen down, fallen down


 Saltaire Bridge has fallen down

         (“praying”, Trish joining in) But never tell a soul who done it”
Al:

Well it’s time for me and my sweet Angora


To leave the stage for a while, hand over



As Saltaire Guides to Trish the ostrich here



For whom a companion may appear 

Angie:

But to keep you on your toes till you come back



Here’s a puzzle for you all to crack



If me and the alpaca are so much in love (picture of them flanking coat of     



arms) Why aren’t we talking to each other?

War:

If it’s puzzles you’re into, here’s another one now
Lions:
(all)
WHAT MAKES SALTAIRE MEN SPEAK SO LOUD? 

Peace:              But we’d better get moving ’cos we’re needed up the Glen
Vigilance:
The Spirit tells us there’s trouble again

Determination:  The Japanese Garden’s just shut down

War:                 What next?  The Cable-Car?  
Lions: (all)
 



The Kiddies’ Fairground?!?  (they rush off)



Tell me what is it that makes us go


Keeps our spirits up throughout the show


Holds us together as a happy little team



Carries us along through thick and thin 



Gives the inspiration to sing and to dance


Someone Else’s Hands


(Trish departs in pursuit of a fading clip-clopping noise, shouting         “Woagh! Woagh!”. Rest of cast follow similarly.)

Chorus:
(a few skippers remain) Vicky Hall ceiling’s falling down

  

Better get out or we’ll all get crowned


Get a hard hat, stay close to the door



And no more dancing on the maple floor



(Sounds of building collapsing.  They leave. Lights up)
ACT TWO
(Chorus of skippers do the “warm-up”)
Woolly woolly worsted there’s no justice


Saltaire’s shutting and the loom is busted


Llamas in pyjamas acting the goat

Now you see it, now you don’t



(with non-skippers clapping)
Hands – that’s what the workers are called



And hands it takes to build it all



And all it tecks when a wreckers on a spree


Is a coupla big SKIPS and a JCB
Spirit:

(appears looking round the backdrop-screen)
Hello, are you still there? Well here we all are


To bring you up to the present in Saltaire



For the First Act’s in the past



And as for the future



Well, that’s up to you to



Make of it what you will



But it’s you who will make it



Protect it or neglect it as you may


There’s no half-way 



You skip, or you trip – keep up the spirit



Or Saltaire – this special bit of everywhere -


Simply dies! (vanishes)
Chorus:
It’s raining it’s pouring the weather’s getting wetter



Things get worse before they get better



Things get rotten

But when you hit the bottom

You might  - just – bounce!
Chorus Song:


Bounce!



Woolly woolly worsted Saltaire’s busted



Doesn’t cut the mustard – not now


All of it rhymes with the sands of time
What goes up - comes down



Comes down? Well, turn it around



Don’t let gravity get you down



You know the trick – you learn how to skip
And when you come down – Bounce!

It’s no calamity, force of gravity

If it wasn’t there you’d be dust in the air

Use that muscle, put a spring in your step

Feel the power in your hips and through your legs

Spring like the lion, bounce like the cat

Come up with a smile and you’ll never fall flat
When you hit the bottom
Say hello to the ground
And use that velocity to turn it round

What goes down has energy in it

If you’ve got spirit, 
You’ve got what counts

You’ve got Bounce 
Lions:
(entering, still “in the rhythm”)

War:
 
“Spring like the lion, bounce like the cat”


So come on you guys! We should be good at that

Peace:

Yes –let’s bounce back! But if so, how?
If there’s more bad news, we’d better give ’em it now
Vigilance:
The question is who?  The answer is 
Lions:
(all)
 You!!  (All pointing to one another)
Peace: 

Look, it’s time to realise that we’re in this together

There’s no going solo, we’re here for each other

War:

Keep it short and brutal, get the tragic bits over 

And get back to the triumph of spirit over power

Vigilance:
We’d better give it everything to find a happy end



Or they’ll all go home and never come back again

Determination:  Saltaire and the Glen must be saved, they’re so special


They’re chunks in the soul of Bradford people
Peace:

So, deep breath, are you ready, technician?  (to projectionist)
Here’s a list of what else has gone missing
War:

The Hospital (too small of course, we can’t have one of those) 
Vigilance:
Three quarters of the corner shops and all the river-boats

Determination: The Rose Garden, overgrown, not a sign of any rose
Peace:

The bandstand from under the statue’s nose
War:

No Sunday band, Sir Titus, and to add to the gloom    


The Library of all things, he’s fuming in his tomb
Vigilance:
Cobbles gone and setts, lamps, railings, not to mention

All six church bells and one fire engine

Determination:  And well before the Scout Hut burnt down
We had pigeons in the roof-tops, rats on the ground

And this as a new millienium comes round
Saltaire makes a kind of crumbling sound

It’s private affluence, public demolition

Where guys in pin-stripes do it  - 
Lions:  (all)     For a living!      (The Lions put on bowler-hat and anonymous mask)
Shut It


We gotta motto that stands no nonsense
SHUT IT (bang)  It’s closing time

And if you’ve got a problem you know where you can put it

SHUT IT (bang)  That’s the bottom line

Not about to get you a bloody big profit? Well STUFF IT!

Shrinking potential for making a packet? Well SACK IT!

Chuck it out!  That’s what it’s all about

We’re not a bunch of clever-clog guys

We’re not creative, arty-farties
We’ve no product, no service to sell 
We’re paid to poop your village party
Quality of life? Come off it my friend

It’s money in the bank that’s our sole end

And we’ve made a great career in it

A hundred grand a year in it

Axemen telling you you’re  inefficient

And condemn you – to total demolition

We gotta motto that stands no nonsense

SHUT IT! (bang)  
We are the faceless faces who put

The shutters up, it’s a vocation

The mean machine that’s always at the scene

Of liquidation, of termination

Salford to Telford to Twickenham

We’re finding the assets and we’re stripping ’em

We’re the fast-buck quick-profit junkies

Who couldn’t give a Saltaire monkey’s

For your history, tradition – oy, do you mind?

And community musicals?? Don’t waste my time

We gotta motto that stands no nonsense

SHUT  IT! (bang)  It’s closing time

And if you’ve got a problem you know where you can put it

SHUT IT (bang)  That’s the bottom line

Not about to get you a bloody big profit? Well STUFF IT!

Shrinking potential for making a packet? Well SACK IT!

Chuck it out!  That’s what it’s all about – 
(You put your both hands in and take everything out)

OKEY DOKEY??



(Lions return to character)
Peace:

Steady on, steady on, don’t applaud so loud

Vigilance:        Your decibels might just bring the house down

War:

Which is music to the ears of the faceless ones
Determination: Who are dead against any of us having any (all lions) FUN!
Trish:
(entering)  Fun? Ouch!! Blow me, I’ve done it yet again



But I have to tell you boys, it’s 1987



And no fun for me, I’m the bad news bearer



Our mill, it’s now closed down – for ever

Lions:

For ever? Shut?

Trish:


  
As dead as the dodo



And not the only bad news that I have for you



Your little offspring, Belwarp, hearing this



Gave up his brave spirit, Belwarp is deceased



Whilst ringing the bell for Saltaire in distant parts



Now he sends back his bell (shows, rings it) and this casket, with his heart

Peace:

(Short silence) And nearly breaks four lion-hearts; let’s take these relics



And bury them here in the centre of the village

Vigilance:
Right here in front of Victoria Hall


Guarded for ever by Peace and by War
War:

Belwarp’s heart and his Saltaire bell



When the musical’s over, go and see for yourself 
Determination:   Let’s bear these precious things and be inspired



Never to despair, when things looks dire



For where there is life there is hope without doubt



And Belwarp lives as a symbol of all that



(They begin to exit in procession)


But hang on, what’s going on?  Are we daft, or do we hear

A train, (sound of train brakes) and hear it stopping, in Saltaire? (exit)
Al:

(Enters with Angie, calling after them)
Yes, the station’s been re-opened, go and look



We’ve just been to Forster Square and back

Leeds, and London, here we come again

Saltaire’s back on the map, the train
Means people buying houses, settling down
Shuttling to work in the two big towns
Trish:              Shame they cannot get to work on foot


           But that’s all over, now the mill is shut  
Angie:

Shut you say? Well go and have a gander



You’ll be amazed what’s happening down yonder 



Chap called Silver’s bought it, turned it into gold 



As bright as Scarborough sands, the soot’s removed, 

And on the inside chic and bright and cheerful

With gorgeous views of Shipley Glen, Hope Hill 

“A big white elephant”, the pessimists are hollering




But he won’t be put off, he’s even opening a gallery



For Bradford bright spark ’Ockney to show off



His work – “A gallery?!” the doubters scoff

 

“A gallery in t’ mill?  Pull t’other one


You’re off your Bradford-blue trolley-bus, son”


Well, in Silver’s Diner they can eat their words



It’s a success, a lesson to the world 


A building loses life, then finds another one 
And buzzes, packed with colour, folk, and fun

Trish:

But you see what else is going on?

Litter, rubbish, chewing gum

Things that never came via Liverpool



Not just crinkle-cut crisps, or mints with a hole 



(Like your noddle, there’s nowt in the middle)


But, (to Al) from your Peru, we now get our cocaine, 
And (to Angie) from the East – Afghanistan – it’s heroin

There’s nothing simple any more

Like horse-drawn trams and boats, I’m sure
The worst is yet to come before it’s any better
What with vandals, burglars – and the stone-thieves

Symbol of the age, hunters with a lorry

See the North of England as their quarry

Walls and pavements, solid Saltaire culture
All deliverable to my distant cousin - Vulture (photo of refuse-lorry)
Al:

Alright, calm down, we know you’re a depressive



And much of what you tell us bears us a message

Angie:

Which we’ll join with you in singing, as a trio


And then we really have to try to cheer you


Up a little, with a pal, a partner or companion



Things are just a little easier to handle



When you’re not alone

Trish:



     But who….?

Al:
Shut up, start singing, we’ve a job to do (Al and Angie perform either side of Trish)



Feel Free 


Millworkers, ancestors



Doffing, roving, weaving



Mill’s shut – and what have they left us?



Bless ’em, lots of freedoms



To go it alone, to do as you please



Sing solo, feel free (but remember)


Three is better than two is better than one


When the chips are down
Sleepyhead fall out of bed

Stumble in the train, go to work

Back home late, tumble into bed

Champion kipper of the world

With your mobile, your microwave

You’re sorted, feel free (but remember)

Three’s much better than two is better than one 

If you want to get something done
No objection to your ambition

To perform as a one-man-band

But it’s no fun when you’re having to hump

All your own gear around

Lighten that load, share the effort

It’s tons better, you’ll see (it’s amazing)

Three’s much better than two is better than one

If you want to get on

If you want to sing along

If you want to have fun 

Feel Free!

Al/Angie:
(Together, to Trish) Feel better for that?

Trish:

I do, a sight better, I grant

Al:     

Stop singing in the shower and sing in the choir
Trish:

But the feel-good factor’s a bit of a liar


Problems aren’t solved just by singing together

Angie:

Who said they would? It just gives you a better 
Approach to the subject – so begging your pardon

We’re not here pretending it’s all a rose-garden

We know that Saltaire’s a national treasure

Whose fate’s in the balance, its life under pressure
Al:

A crossroads, this way free to save the day
Free down there to throw it all away


That’s why we are depicted on the school



Apparently not talking, don’t be fooled



We’re looking forward and we’re looking back



That’s the only way to keep on track



Into a future

Angie:



And to minimize




Having the wool pulled over our eyes



We’ve not had a tiff or a fall-out, that’s piffle



We’re a team, and you’re part of it, right in the middle

Trish:

But I still need convincing Saltaire will survive

Al:

Well somebody thinks so, look, news just arrived



(He and Angie are handed a paper – paper-boy running from back )



“Saltaire – World Heritage Site” it says here


With New Lanark and a chunk of Derbyshire
Angie:

Which calls for song and dancing, special music


And we have a special friend to introduce it


(to Trish, as Lulu, the beautiful elephant, enters) 


It’s not a horse, apologies, but still



We hope a lovely elephant will fit (touches ostrich’s beak) the bill

Trish:

An elephant?  Well. Pleased to meet, I’m sure



But what on earth brings you here to Saltaire?
Lulu:

Me? A bird, a plane – or just imagination



A local restaurant sent the invitation



To travel from South Asia and entice 

The local people with my scents and spices

Sir Titus showed no interest in my species



Because we’re hairless, have no fleeces



But now I’m here, and proud to let you know



That you are famous right across the globe



Thus ensuring future conservation


And demanding present celebration

Solo and Ensemble



(First part accompanied by reed organ)


This fairy-tale came true - a man once built



A golden palace under Hope Hill
A man with little time for fairy-tales
Wrote one for the world in his will
And in his day other clever men made
An orchestra play in your parlour

Call it reed organ, call it harmonium – 
This was magic  - hear the power

One pair of feet and hands can make

A room, a family, an audience shake

With absolute amazement, disbelief
At what one person can achieve 

(Short organ solo)

One person on their own, a Salt, a Silver
Can take a dream and make it live
But many hands and hearts in tune together

Have a magical gift to give

Now feast your ears, and give your hands 
In welcome – to the Saltaire Band!

(Tune is taken up by brass band entering, they play the tune, then all on stage sing the conclusion, to accompaniment of reed organ and band)

Solo and ensemble, alone and together

That’s the weaving of our musical, the measure

The rhythm of life here in Saltaire
And where there is life - everywhere
Lulu:

(to audience) Solo and ensemble, take your choice



Ensemble?  – talk to these girls and boys (points to band)


Before you leave, get information



On how to continue this Saltaire tradition



Salt’s star-studded crest’s an invitation    


Says you can be part of the constellation  



And solo?  (to exiting brass band) Look right as you exit, and gaze


Into what is a modern Aladdin’s cave



Of music – another project overcoming doubt



To show what heritage is about -


It’s the best of the past saved for the future


A grand parent, a friend and a tutor 
And finally, outside, you’ll find four lions on guard
Over Belwarp’s bell, and Belwarp’s heart
But what cannot be seen nor heard

What brings it to life – spirit’s the word!
Trish:

Well I must admit you do me good


With all this positive attitude



And yet I get the awful feeling



Things aren’t quite hunky-dory, darling



After that world-rated recognition



For the resident population - 



The Council in its wisdom thought



It right and fitting to award



A thousand trophies to the village



To commemorate its global peerage


Here’s just one (someone brings on a wheelie-bin) of these green sentries


Who guard – or is it litter? - our back-entries


Dustbin of history?  Symbol of Saltaire?


Thanks – but we don’t need ’em everywhere!
Al:

As we said, your belly-aches are relevant



But we hope the lovely elephant



Also newly introduced



Will make a complement to you

Angie:

So that, similar to us, you are a pair



Which symbolizes our Saltaire



For both of you are needed here



The positive and negative together



To work in tandem with each other

‘

To generate the future, give the power


As soloists maybe not ineffective



But together, baby, you’re electric!

Lulu:

You negative, me positive, that’s energy -


The ostrich and the elephant will be


The owl and the pussy-cat of this tale



If you accept, (I trust you will)


I’m not a creature who keeps looking behind



That’s tricky with a head like mine



What’s more, that shoe that weighs you down for ever



To me (picks it up) ’s as light as ostrich-feather


Positive, negative, both on duty




And the result is? (they pose) Genuine beauty! 

Trish:

Odd couple, maybe, but I’ll shout “It’ll do”


And you and me, we’ll weave rough and smooth   


To something to be proud of, cloth to last


And though I know you can’t bring back the past



There are some things can be retrieved


From the wheelie-bin of history



Watch this – (opens bin-lid)  isn’t this great?


Some of our railings reinstated 

(characters begin to “conjure” images from the wheelie-bin)


And to go with the stars, here’s some more Saltaire magic



A Half Moon rising, owzat for a hat-trick 



After more than a century left in the dark



Electricity comes to Robert’s Park!

Lulu:

Electricity came to the railway too


Just look at those beautiful trains cruising through



And as further proof that where there’s a will



A complete new roof over Titus’s mill

Al:

And as symbol of hope a new pinnacle capping


The church under Hope Hill, saved from collapsing
Angie:

And under that pinnacle, pealing out grand


It’s not a CD, it’s six new bells rung by hands!
Trish:

And that river Aire that used to stink


Is nearly fit for a lion to drink
Lulu: 

So - railway, railings, pinnacle, bells
But none of this came through magic-spells
It costs effort, commitment, bright ideas

And the work must go on, or you’ll lose it, I fear

So either you’re up for the skipping game

Or a duffer, just looking for someone to blame (as bin is removed)
So think on, you owe your ancestors a debt
This elephant makes sure that you won’t forget

Now - bring the pride back from their pedestals



For Saltaire can now proclaim (all join in) a Festival!!

Chorus:
(assembling on stage)

All in together folks

Never mind the weather folks

Either you’re together folks



Or you’re dropping out



Anyone who wants can


Skip and sing and dance



And make the whole place bounce


Dancing Everywhere
Get up get out get out of bed, no time for dreaming
Today is Dance Day

Head out step out throw off your doubts, see and be seen
Today is Dance Day
We got Morris in the morning and a Caelidh at night

Any dance you fancy can be your delight 

In a hundred ways, in every public space

Dancing everywhere

They’re dancing hokey-cokey in the old millyard
They’re rocking and they’re rolling on the prom in the park
The conga’s getting longer as it heads for the train
It goes all the way to Forster Square and back again
Get up dress up step into line, take to the floor

Today is Dance Day

Hop till you drop take a minute off, come back for more

Today is Dance Day



If you’re not impressed then we wanna know


If it’s not the best we gonna make it so



We’re skippin’, we’re alive and kicking

 (Here in Saltaire)

Dancing everywhere

Lulu:

That sounds like a happy end to me

Trish:

Well I’ll grant you, not a total tragedy

Al:

And there are workers at the mill still, bless’em



Booksellers, cooks, lawyers, technicians 



They meet, make friends, some fall in love and then

(Angie joins in)They take a walk on Shipley Glen

Lulu:

Or - so I’m told - in summer weather


Meet four lions by the river (looking at the lions)


Who talk loud and talk a lot



What’s up boys?  You lost the plot? 

Peace:

No we’re only saving our voice



For a big last blast of leonine-noise 

Vigilance:
There’s something else needs emphasis


Yes, this performance needs to stress
War:

We asked the question at the break



(And thanks for staying, by the way)

Lions:
(all)
Why Saltaire men speak so loud  (questioning pause) 

Determination:  The answer’s at the roundabout 

Peace:

Cos where the trams used to abide



There’s mayhem, morning noon and night

Vigilance:
The Saltaire men have lion’s roars



To make them heard above the cars

War:

World Heritage? Do they do this 
At the Taj Mahal, or the Pyramids?

Lulu:

Agreed, agreed, well-spoken my friends
It’s not ostriches with their head in the sand
It’s humans – who won’t see their real obligation 

In what they will leave to the next generation

Trish:

A propos of which (my word, that sounds posh!)



A brilliant idea has occurred to us 

For we wish to propose that as from now 



All children born within the sound



Of Saltaire bells can rightly claim

To be known as ’Ockneys, that’s the name!

(general applause, which dies down as Spirit reappears with hour-glass run through)
Spirit:

All dances must end, and that’s as old as true


And for our entertainment the sand has run through



Happy endings don’t come out of the blue



They need a big contribution 
All

From you!
Al:

So don’t go home pretending



And if you want that happy ending  

Angie:

If you’ve made profit from our success



Then plough it back with interest

Trish:

For a village is a working system



Where all you need’s in walking distance

Lulu:

And every village is an idyll,



Has an ideal at its middle



Is a statement that it’s worth



Trying to build a heaven on earth

War:

If you want to keep it, grasp the nettle

All lions
Frame yourselves and get it fettled 
War:

You must be proud of where you live

All Cast:
So get up! And ring a bell for it!

Spirit:

If you need me, you know where I am



Can’t walk? Then jump aboard the tram



(Ensemble begin to board “the tram”)


Which, you’ll have noticed, is still going strong



Not exactly doing a bomb



But it’s there, it’s electric and proves to you
 

(Ensemble tows itself away on cable/skipping-ropes)


Electric’s the transport of past AND of future



(Lights dim to leave focus on Spirit’s face)
As a half-moon rises over Salt’s park



Is it half-brightness or is it half-dark?



Between Hill of Hope and Dale of Despair


We must shape a life, and make magic in there


We must treasure what’s special right from birth




Beneath the rainbow, here, on Mother Earth



(Darkness)
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