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The B.B.C.' Records a Redmire
Saturday Night

From Our Special Correspondent

REDMIRE (Wenaleydale), Bunday

The war i3 a much more personal
affair up here than it is In the big
towns,

The farmer who has just read that
we have sunk seven German destroyers
at Narvik, leans over his wall and says
to his nelghbour:— :

“Ah see yar lad were busy last
neell” |

In Redmire’s grey stons bouses * the
might of the British Empire " is s phrose
which stands for young Walter Lambert,
who was A QuArTyman here; and Harald
Peacock, the road man; mnd young Tom
Park, who worked at Layburn; and  Fred

McQregor, who was & gardener up At the
HallL . '

Young Leadbeater bas gone cut of West
Witton, and Alan Willis Irom Preston-under-
Scar; and Bert Outerbridge and the two
Foster lads, Jim and Tom, from Carperby.

= Oh, aye: there's a nlce few gone out
o' t'dale, as you might say."”

The long, [riendly, smoky - hills awalt
thelr return, and the men who get thelr
living from them still Jifz up their hearts
on a Saturdey night by singing s good ald-
fashioned hymn down at the village pub.

Wensleydale Saturday Nighis

“ Jazz is Do ewse tlv us' sald s larmer
who had a threeinile walk back home.
“ We're partial tiv a bit o' Bankey."”

The fame of thms Wenalydale Bsturday
nights reached the B.B.C. after one of thelr
officials had found a plle of hymns one
day omn top of & pud plano.

Bo last night s recording van reduced the
Lebensraum of the lamibs in tha mesdow
behind the Xing's Arms, the din ng room
was wired, and the farmers, the cobbler, the
road men, the blackamith, the Innkeeper
and the bookmaker *[falr capped” thim-
selves and eang into tho micropbone.

The anxiousiy-waited result will be
broadcast an May 4 to the Forces, which
mesits young walter Lamberi, and Harold
Peacock, and young Tom Park, and Frod
MceGregor, snd youn:: Lesdbeater and Alan
Willls, and Bert Outerbridge, and Jim and
Tom Fosier.

Now, unless you are of exceptionally
atrong character, & microphone s & terribly
refining infiunce. 1t wzg »0 last night
when the company Isunched themselves
upon ™ Ilkla Moor ‘Baht "At."

One or two of the tenors looked the
microphone full In the dlephragm and sang
" Iikley ! .

A shadow as long as the hilla of Wensley-
dale dark:ned the sandy complexion of Joe
Alderson. the landlord, and he stopped In
the wmlddle af his beat. _

“ Na th=n!" he ropped. * Na thenl Nons
o' that fan:y stuff, You're not up {" Landon,
nor Manchester nawther It's Dkla! . . .
Tkia! ... Ilxia!’ He looked accusingly
Into the tenors' corner, There Was RO mMOTe
noncéanee. :

Kit Jznecs, who carriea his 71 Years with a
flpurish, come downm from Preston-under-
Scar with his two concertinas and ssng “1I
like to hear the old cock crow early Iln the

morning . . . I like to hear the dickey birda
#0 merrtly sing thelr lay.™

The entire company lifted up their voioes
and sald they liked to hear “the dickey
birds s0 merrlly sing their lay." f

Kit alzo mang " What are you golng to do
about Sellna?" and executed a half<dance
over the [{loor. while the company presssd
home the lnqulry. |

Jim Lambert, & qQUArTY man with a beauti-
ful brick-red complexion, sang “Our Awd
Nan "'; T8-year-cld Mr. Dick Brittaln, Presi-
dent of ithe Wensleydale Football League,
recited *” Ode to the Bun.” though he hadn't
scen It |n print to refresh his memory for
over 80 years; and “ Ernest "—I never caught
bis name—sang “ Rocking the baby to
alesp.”

Then they all sang " The White Cockade.

*“ Basses over here,” ordered Joe Alderson.
* Coom an, Bill, it's no good standing behind
t' tenom.”’

“We want to be qulet on this, Joe
advised a cholr man gravely, holding his
music,

“Aye, don't get too hamh," nodded Joe.

They sang a lew bars, and decided
did not care for the effect, : -

“I'll giva 'em It a bit quicker,” sald Joe.
and off they went Into the tale of ths true
love wha * got listed” and wore a white
cockade.

*“Oh my very —, mng the tenors,

*Ooh my very —." thundéred the basses,

* Oh my very —," the Lenors agaln.

* Oh my very ——.,” thundersd the basses.

“ —— Oh my very heart’s a-breaking, all
for the love of him.”

Harmonised Hymn

Alter that cams & bymn, beautifully har-
monised. . ... "Whea my life's work Is
ended, and I cross the swelllng tide ™

Mr. Maurice Brown, music director of
the Theatre and Drama Department of the
B.B.C.. sald afterwards:

“1 think 1t 18 the best natural singing T

have ever heard, except the Welsh. It is
in no way typical pub, singing. They
take great trouble with what they call

blending.”

I had a word with Bill Balderston. Bill
and his brotner Dick. and Bob Bushby, are
a well-known trig of singers In the Dmle,

“Up here we play darts and dominosg till
about @ o'clock. And then, maybe, some-
body will come in and say, " Well, well just
have a sin?.’ and the job starts, It's a
hobby In these parta"™

The singlng went on for some time after
the B.B.C. had ended lta recording.

Four men stood talking In a cormer,

“Whaet about it, Bill1? " sald one.

Bill nodded. “You Bob?" he aaked,

Bob nodded,

“Jim'l strike.™

Jim struck,

“We zhall meet pn that beguiliful shore

" sang four volces. 5
. L

TRACTOR TRAGEDY

Percy Biee (35) was ploughing with »
tractor on Brougham Custle Parm, Penrith,
on Saturday when the tractor man into a
hedge. While he was trying to get 1t back
the tractor overturned on him, killing him
instantly.

Bles was married and bhad Ilve children,
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