
COMING HOME TO BLIGHTY

Cast:

Music Hall Singer (in the style of Florrie Forde)

Woman One (telegraph operator for the British army in France)

Woman Two (English woman living in France)

Soldiers One, Two, Three and Four

Leeds Evening News reporter

Women’s Army Auxiliary Corps driver 

Leeds university student 

Munitions Workers One, Two, Three and Four

Alderman Joseph Henry, Lord Mayor of Leeds

Mrs Anne Hartley, the Lady Mayoress (his daughter)

Teenage boy 

Ward Sister, Queen Alexandra’s Army Nursing Corps

Patient in convalescent home for wounded soldiers

Reverend Bernard Heywood, Vicar of Leeds

Reverend William Draper, Rector of Adel  

Young Widow

Sarah Darby, a widow of Adel

William Hartley, aged 15

Eva Hartley, a widow of Adel (mother of the above)

Letter Writers One and Two 

Colonel Arthur Bray, founder member Adel War Memorial Association

Mrs Evelyn Bray, wife of the above

Folk singer

This will be a rehearsed reading so there is no requirement to learn 

the words, and the more members are involved the better.  The 

characters are based on real people of the time and the audience 

experiences the events through their eyes.  

The action of the play takes place in various locations in France and 

Leeds between 11 November 1918 when the guns fell silent and 14 

November 1928 when Adel Memorial Hall was opened as a living 

memorial to the dead of the First World War.  

MUSIC WHILE AUDIENCE ASSEMBLES:-

Miscellany of original recordings of popular songs of WW1 such as -

Keep The Home Fires Burning; Pack Up Your Troubles; Oh It’s A Lovely War; It’s A Long Way to Tipperary; There Was I, Waiting at the Church; Hello, Hello, Who’s Your Lady Friend; Goodbye-ee

CAST ENTER AND TAKE PART IN THE ACTION AS NEEDED 

Music Hall Singer: 
And now we’re all here, ladies and gentleman, and I can see you’ve all got a nice drink in your hands, I’d like to start off this evening by singing for you that well-known popular favourite “Take Me Back to Dear Old Blighty”.  And I hope you’re in good voice because I want you all to join in the chorus.  And as I’m sure all of you are much too young to know the words – Yes, even you, Sir! - we’ve included them in the programme.

CUE MUSIC ACCOMPANIMENT
Jack Dunn, son of a gun, somewhere in France today
Keeps fit doing his bit, up to his eyes in clay
Each night after a fight to pass the time along
He's got a little gramophone that plays this song

[Chorus – audience to join in]
Take me back to dear old Blighty! 
Put me on the train for London town
Take me over there
Drop me anywhere
Birmingham, Leeds, or Manchester, well, I don't care!
I should love to see my best girl
Cuddling up again we soon should be
(Whoa!)
Tiddley-iddley-ighty
Hurry me back to Blighty
Blighty is the place for me!

Bill Spry started to fly up in an aeroplane
In France taking a chance, wished he was down again
Poor Bill feeling so ill, yelled out to pilot Brown
'Steady a bit, yer fool, we're turning upside down.'

[Chorus – audience to join in]
Take me back to dear old Blighty! 
Put me on the train for London town
Take me over there
Drop me anywhere
Birmingham, Leeds, or Manchester, well, I don't care!
I should love to see my best girl
Cuddling up again we soon should be
(Whoa!)
Tiddley-iddley-ighty
Hurry me back to Blighty
Blighty is the place for me!


Jack Lee having his tea, says to his pal MacFayne
'Look chum, apple and plum, it's apple and plum again
Same stuff, isn't it rough, fed up with it I am
Oh for a pot of Aunt Elizer's raspberry jam.'

[Chorus – audience to join in]
Take me back to dear old Blighty! 
Put me on the train for London town
Take me over there
Drop me anywhere
Birmingham, Leeds, or Manchester, well, I don't care!
I should love to see my best girl
Cuddling up again we soon should be
(Whoa!)
Tiddley-iddley-ighty
Hurry me back to Blighty
Blighty is the place for me!

One day, Mickey O’Shea, out in a trench somewhere
So brave, having a shave, trying to part his hair
Mick yells, dodging the shells and lumps of dynamite:
"Talk of the Crystal Palace on a firework night!"
[Chorus: audience to join in]
Take me back to dear old Blighty! 
Put me on the train for London town
Take me over there
Drop me anywhere
Birmingham, Leeds, or Manchester, well, I don't care!
I should love to see my best girl
Cuddling up again we soon should be
(Whoa!)
Tiddley-iddley-ighty
Hurry me back to Blighty
Blighty is the place for me!

CUT MUSIC ACCOMPANIMENT AND MUSIC HALL SINGER SITS DOWN AS …..
ALL THE LIGHTS GO OUT IN THE BAR 

THE SOUND OF SHELLS, BOMBS, AND GUNS FIRING FADES UP QUICKLY UNTIL IT IS DEAFENING, AND REMAINS AT THAT LEVEL FOR A FEW SECONDS.  THEN IT FADEs BIT BY BIT UNTIL THERE IS ......

COMPLETE SILENCE 

AFTER A BRIEF PAUSE, THE SOUND OF A TELEGRAPH OPERATOR  

TAPPING OUT A MESSAGE ON A MORSE KEY FADES IN.  THE LIGHTS 

COME ON, THE SOUND OF THE TAPPING CONTINUES FOR A FEW 

SECONDS, THEN IT TOO GRADUALLY FADES 

Woman One:
In November 1918 I was a telegraph operator for the army in France.  I like to look back on that day because it was me who, at eight o’clock in the morning at the barracks in Boulogne, tapped out the official message to the armies in the field:


“Hostilities will cease at 1100 hours November 11th.  Defensive precautions will be maintained.  There will be no exchanges of any kind with the enemy.  Troops will stand fast at the line reached at that hour which will be reported to Army Headquarters.  Further instructions will follow.”

Woman Two:
At eleven o’clock nothing seemed different and there was no sound of rejoicing.  I don’t think anyone really believed it was over.  But by the afternoon the news had spread and, on the stroke of three, the bells in every church tower in Boulogne rang out.  Every siren and hooter joined in and it was deafening.  It was like a flash flood let loose.  

Woman One:
I ran down from the office to the harbour to join the crowds on the quay waiting to see the afternoon Blighty boat with the British casualties on board set off for Folkestone.  What a sight it was with all its flags flying, and for the first time for four years it left without an escort.  Some in the crowd had brought Union Jacks to wave; others the French tri-couleur; and as the boat set sail strangers cried and hugged one another.  

Woman Two:
Some of us started to cheer as it made its way out of the harbour but after a while our voices failed, and we just stood there in silence listening to the sea, watching and remembering.  

Woman One:
By the time the boat reached the horizon and its lights disappeared into the darkness there wasn’t a sound from the crowds that thronged the harbour and the nearby streets.  I heard a woman sob.  “Incroyable,” she said, over and over again.  “Incroyable.”  She was right.  It was.  It was unbelievable.

Woman Two:
I was remembering too.  I found myself in the little military cemetery where our men were buried three deep, for land was dear in France.  Then, as I turned to leave I almost fell over something – a piece of wood broken off and its stump nearby, half sunk in the ground.  I picked it up and saw the lettering.  It was the cross from the grave of a German soldier.  Watchful, afraid of being seen, I replaced it on his grave and put some wild flowers at the foot of it.  Somewhere another woman was grieving.  

PAUSE, then .....

Soldier One:
A German gunner had been raining shell after shell on us all that morning.  Shells had screamed over our heads ever since daybreak while we crouched behind the parapet hoping not to be killed before the guns fell silent.  Then at five to eleven the gunner stood up, doffed his cap to us, and walked off through No Man’s Land back to the German lines.  

Soldier Two:
We watched him all the way there.  Germany had lost the war but he’d wanted the last word.  If it had been yesterday we’d have shot him.   

Soldier Three:
It was eleven o’clock now and there was silence to the north of us, silence to the south of us.  It was uncanny.  For a while I don’t think I even breathed.  I kept thinking, “Keep your head down; keep your head down.”   But minutes passed, and there was still nothing.  Finally I realised it was over.  It was really over.

Soldier Four:
I slid to the bottom of the trench and sat there in a daze, trying to take it in.  So many were dead but I was alive, and the guns had stopped.   
Soldier One:
For four years I’d lived one day at a time but now I could look forward as well as back.   I began to believe I had a life to live.   I’d be going home, out of the madness where one day you shoot a man for who he is and the next day you don’t shoot because it’s nearly eleven o’clock. 

Soldier Two:
I could feel the fear that I’d had to hide for four years draining out of me.  I caught the eyes of the others and we shook our heads in disbelief.  Then I felt sick.  You have to be alive to feel relief.  Why had I lived when so many others hadn’t?  

Solder Three:
I thought of the friends who hadn’t made it.  If it wasn’t fate, maybe they got killed because they were braver than me.  Oh please God, don’t let that be the reason. 

Soldier Four:
When I look back now I know it was a moment in history but then it was just us: a bunch of ordinary blokes in a trench, confused, cold, filthy dirty and exhausted.  No-one said anything.  It was too big for words.    

PAUSE, then .....

FADE IN SOUNDS OF CROWDS CHEERING, SHOUTING IN ENGLISH,

SINGING, LAUGHING  

Leeds Reporter:
My paper, the Leeds Evening News, we were the first of all the Leeds papers to tell the people the Armistice had been signed. What a scoop that was, the scoop of a lifetime!  We beat the Leeds Mercury and the Yorkshire Post.  At the 11th hour of the 11th month of 1918 the guns had stopped, and it was us that told the people.  

University Student:
I was at a lecture on Economics and at about twelve o’clock a newsboy dashed down the corridor past our class-room.  “Armistice signed,” he shouted at the top of his voice.  “Armistice signed – guns stopped at eleven.”   We all abandoned our books, raced down the stairs and out of the university.  The teachers stood there speechless.  

Munitions Worker One:
When we heard the news just after eleven, all us Barnbow girls at the big munitions factory at Crossgates stopped work straight away.  

Munitions Worker Two:
Well, there wasn’t going to be a call for any more bullets or shells, was there, and they were dangerous bloody things.  They’d killed 35 of us in an explosion in 1916 but of course that was all hushed up at the time. 

Munitions Worker Three:
Everyone called us “the Barnbow canaries” because the chemicals we had to work with turned our skin yellow.  We had to drink lots of milk to stop us getting anaemic.

Munitions Worker Four:
Barnbow’s kept a big herd of cows in the fields by the factory so there was always plenty of milk for us right there, but people still got sick.

Munitions Worker One:
We got good pay, though, like the workers in all the other Leeds armaments factories - up to thirty shillings a week.  It was a lot more than we could have got paid anywhere else.

Munitions Worker Two:
Even the nurses at Becketts Park Hospital who were looking after all the wounded men only got half what we were paid – but, mind you, I never thought that was right.  

Munitions Worker Three:
Oh come on, I didn’t see you offering to give back any of your wages.  We got paid as high as we did because it was danger money.  Everyone knew that.  

Munitions Worker Four:
The bosses didn’t try to get us back to work or stop us leaving once we’d got the news the war was over.  I suppose they knew we’d have gone anyway, whatever they said about it.  

Munitions Worker One:
We streamed out of the factory gates, scoured the place for flags, and decked ourselves up with every bit of red, white and blue we could find till the shops ran out of ribbons.  

Munitions Worker Two:
Off we went on the special trains from the factory into Leeds and met up with the women from the other armaments works at Newlay, Armley, Hunslet and Stanningley.  There were thousands of us.

Munitions Worker Three:
The crowds certainly knew us munitions workers were there.  We were all singing at the top of our voices – Rule Britannia, Tipperary, Goodbye-ee - any songs we knew the words of.  

Munitions Worker Four: 
Someone said let’s sing “Peace, Perfect Peace”, but we didn’t know the words of that.  And it’s a dreary old tune anyway.

Leeds Reporter:
By the time the editor sent me off out into the streets to get the stories of the day for the Leeds Evening News, all the windows of the buildings round the Town Hall were festooned with Union Jacks.  Businesses and shops soon closed and every street and square had filled up with people cheering, laughing, singing – what a sight it was.  Leeds people had always been seen as a dour lot but they weren’t that day.  We had the biggest party you can ever imagine.  

WAAC Driver:
I was waiting with a car outside the hotel where the officers were billeted for a Colonel I was supposed to take somewhere when up came a group of army boys on leave.  “Come on,” they said, “There’s a good girl.  Give us a ride into town.”  So they all piled in, six or seven of them, and off we went, laughing and singing all the way.  I thought, “I’m going to get in trouble for this tomorrow”, but I didn’t care.

Leeds Reporter:
By half past two a crowd of some forty thousand people had gathered outside the Town Hall.  Word had got around that there were to be speeches by Alderman Joseph Henry, Lord Mayor of Leeds, and his daughter Mrs Anne Hartley, the Lady Mayoress.  I had a lot of respect for Joseph Henry.  He was a man of the people, from humble beginnings.  He’d lived in Holbeck all his life, worked hard, and risen to be the owner of an iron foundry.  He’d only been made Lord Mayor of Leeds two days earlier and the honour fell to him that day to tell the people the news.  He and his daughter wore their grand official robes for the occasion; the police band struck up the National Anthem; and all the members of the Corporation assembled on the Town Hall steps to hear them speak.   

Lord Mayor:
I desire to congratulate the citizens of Leeds on the good news from the Prime Minister that the Armistice has been signed, and that fighting has been stopped from eleven o’clock this morning.  I am sure the good news will gladden hearts in many homes, and that the deep anxiety of parents and friends will be greatly relieved.  I hope too that in the hour of rejoicing a sense of sympathy will go out to the fallen heroes and their families, who will feel at least that the great effort put forth and the sacrifices made have not been in vain.

Lady Mayoress: 
I wish to convey to the women of Leeds a message of congratulation on the heroic part they have played during the four years of this terrible war.  To those who mourn I send my deepest sympathy.  To those who rejoice after the long strain of anxious watching and waiting I share your joy.  To the women workers who have so nobly responded to the call of their country I offer my sincerest thanks.  And I speak now to all you children.  This freedom has been won for you.  See that you uphold it and that peace is maintained so that no wives and mothers of this land will ever again have to suffer as the women of this generation have done.

Leeds Reporter:
I thought they spoke well, both of them, and they might have said more.  However, first one voice, then another, and then the whole crowd took it into their heads to start singing “Keep the Home Fires Burning”, the words “When the boys come home” being delivered at the end with a deafening torrent of sound.  Small boys and girls vied with their elders in making the weirdest of noises with squeakers, trumpets, rattles, and all kinds of home-made instruments.  So that was it, the end of the speeches, and everyone went off to celebrate.  

Music Hall Singer:
(To the audience) Come on then, we can do just as well as that lot did in front of the Town Hall steps on 11th November 1918 when they sang “Keep The Home Fires Burning”.  I’ll do the verses and you do the chorus – you’ll find the words in your programme.

CUE MUSIC ACCOMPANIMENT

Music Hall Singer:
They were summoned from the hillside
They were called in from the glen,
And the country found them ready
At the stirring call for men.
Let no tears add to their hardships
As the soldiers pass along,
And although your heart is breaking
Make it sing this cheery song

[Chorus: audience can join in]
Keep the Home Fires Burning, 
While your hearts are yearning,
Though your lads are far away
They dream of home.
There's a silver lining
Through the dark clouds shining,
Turn the dark clouds inside out
'Til the boys come home.

Overseas there came a pleading, 
"Help a nation in distress."
And we gave our glorious laddies
Honour bade us do no less,
For no gallant son of freedom
To a tyrant's yoke should bend,
And a noble heart must answer
To the sacred call of "Friend."

[Chorus: audience can join in]

Keep the Home Fires Burning, 
While your hearts are yearning,
Though your lads are far away
They dream of home.
There's a silver lining
Through the dark clouds shining,
Turn the dark clouds inside out
'Til the boys come home.

CUT MUSIC ACCOMPANIMENT

Leeds reporter:
By November 1918 Leeds had sent eighty-two thousand men into the services, and many thousands more had had war duties on the Home Front as well as their day-time work.  Not least of these were the two thousand Special Constables, whose job it was to make sure Leeds showed no lights that could lead the Zeppelins to find the city and bomb it.  The system was called Operation Snowball, and the warnings to douse any lights that were showing were triggered by Special Constables doing two-hour observation shifts on top of the Town Hall dome.  Once in September 1916 a Zeppelin passed within ten miles of the city but jettisoned its incendiaries harmlessly on to the fields of the Harewood estate, and ten miles away was the nearest they ever got.  Operation Snowball was so effective that not one enemy airship ever found the city, though other cities like Barnsley and York weren’t so lucky, and Hull as a port suffered badly, more than anywhere else in Yorkshire.  
Lord Mayor:
On the 11th day of the 11th month of 1918, however, I was happy to stand down the men of Operation Snowball and we allowed everywhere to light up, though it had to be for one night only as fuel had to be strictly rationed.  The police and fire brigade gave permission for bonfires to be lit and firework parties were held in many streets in the city and all the surrounding villages.  Celebrations went on far into the night.

Lady Mayoress:
The day after the Armistice my father and I were gratified to hear from the Chief Constable that throughout those historic celebrations the limits of proper behaviour had prevailed among all our citizens.  This had been so, he told us, even in the poorest districts, where trouble is not uncommon.

TEENAGE BOY BLOWS A SQUEAKER AT THE LADY MAYORESS 

Lord Mayor:
(Looking stern) That’s enough of that, my boy.  And why aren’t you at work?

Teenage boy:
Me Grandad said I could take the day off from his tailoring shop, sir, on account of the war being over and me Dad being sent home soon.  

BOY GOES TO BLOW HIS SQUEAKER AGAIN BUT SEEING THE 

MAYOR’S DISAPPROVING LOOK THINKS BETTER OF IT

PAUSE, then .....

Leeds Reporter:
Unfortunately, what that boy’s grandfather and just about everyone else in the city hadn’t realised was that the Armistice didn’t mean the men would be home soon.  The 11th day of the 11th month just meant the guns had stopped.  The war didn’t end till 23rd June 1919 when the Treaty of Versailles was signed.  The only men who arrived back in England before Christmas 1918 were casualties and those of our soldiers who’d been prisoners of war.  The others had to stay on well into 1919 to bury the dead, care for the wounded, clear the battlefields, look after the horses and mules, and deal with the thousands of returning refugees and German prisoners.   

Ward Sister:
The wounded men were desperate to go home, all of them, whether they were well enough to travel or not.  All they wanted was to be put on a boat for England and if they were convalescent they wanted to go home, not be looked after in one of the military hospitals.

Convalescent:
We've billiards, bowls an' tennis courts, we've teas an' motor-rides;
We've concerts nearly every night, an' 'eaps o' things besides;
We've all the best of everything as much as we can eat -
But my 'eart - my 'eart's at 'ome in 'Enry Street.

I'm askin' Sister every day when I'll be fit to go;
'We must 'ave used you bad ' (she says) 'you want
to leave us so';
I says, 'I beg your pardon, Nurse, the place is 'ard to beat,
But my 'eart - my 'eart's at 'ome in 'Enry Street.'

The sheffoneer we saved to buy, the clock upon the wall,
The pictures an' the almanac, the china dogs an' all,
I've thought about it many a time, my little 'ome complete,
When in Flanders, far away from 'Enry Street.

It's 'elped me through the toughest times - an' some was middlin' tough - 
The 'ardest march was not so 'ard, the roughest not so rough;
It's 'elped me keep my spirits up in victory an' defeat,
Just to think about my 'ome in 'Enry Street.


There's several things I'd like to 'ave which 'ere I never see,
I'd like some chipped potatoes an' a kipper for my tea;
But most of all I'd like to feel the stones beneath my feet.
Of the road that takes me 'ome to 'Enry Street.

They'll 'ave a little flag 'ung out - they'll 'ave the parlour gay 
With crinkled paper all about, the same as Christmas Day,
An' out of all the neighbours' doors the 'eads'll pop to greet
Me comin' wounded 'ome to 'Enry Street.


My missis - well, she'll cry a bit, an' laugh a bit between;
My kids'll climb upon my knees - there's one I've never seen;
An' of all the days which I 'ave known there won't be one so sweet
As the one when I goes 'ome to 'Enry Street. 
Reverend Draper:
In October 1918 when it first became known that Germany was suing for peace, the Vicar of Leeds, the Reverend Bernard Heywood, had preached a sermon warning of the evils of revenge.  Peace terms, he said, must reflect justice and not vengeance.  Germany should be held to account, but not ground into the mud beneath our feet.  But he was a voice crying in the wilderness.  Leeds had lost not far short of ten thousand men dead and many thousands more had been injured.  “Kaiser Bill” was a figure of hatred and few welcomed any talk of mercy towards him or his people.

Leeds Reporter:
For the next few days after that sermon the pages of our paper were full of letters condemning the Reverend Heywood and his views.  Even the Australian Prime Minister who’d happened to be visiting Leeds had his say, telling Bernard Heywood  to keep quiet because as the Vicar of Leeds he knew nothing about the issues faced by governments when working out peace terms.       

Reverend Heywood:
I felt as Vicar of Leeds that it was right to make a public statement about the need for moderation but I understood people’s anger.  Leeds’ engineering businesses had been converted to produce bullets and shells and the clothing firms to the production of army uniforms, so once those weren’t needed any more the city struggled to get back to a prosperous peacetime footing.  Many of the returning soldiers had no jobs even though the women who’d been doing what was seen as men’s work had been made to leave.  Food and fuel continued to be strictly rationed, too.  This wasn’t the people’s idea of how it should be in a country that had just won a war. 
Reverend Draper:
I’d been Rector of Adel ever since 1899 but after the Armistice was the hardest time of all.  Just because the guns had stopped it didn’t mean there would be no more deaths.  Accidents and diseases still happened and the telegrams from the War Ministry kept coming.  I understood grief only too well, having lost my wife in 1913 and three of my four sons in the war, so I talked and I listened, but reaching beyond the women’s bitterness and anger was often a struggle.

Young Widow:
What do you want
Coming to this ‘ere ‘ell?
Ain’t it enough to know he’s dead.
Killed by a bit o’ German lead?
What! – the Lord means well?

I guess ye are daft!
He’s one o’ the good ‘uns, Jim:
Natures gentleman, rough but true
He didn’t know ‘ow to sin
But – what is that to you?
You make me sick

Why should he die.
When forger Wright wins a V.C.
And criminal Kelly catches a spy?
That don’t spell Justice to me.

Get out, or I’ll strike you down.
I’m carrying his kid.
Do you call that fair?
Gawd – no wonder I want to gib;
Our first-born, and his father’s – where?

You hold your tongue.
What he said of our child
Ain’t for you to be teaching me.
He called it ‘Our little blossom wild’,
Why – can’t yer let me be!
I hate your religion;
I don’t want gold;

I only want my man
What?  It’s in me to enfold
Jim in my babyland?

Gawd bless yer, Parson,
I’ll try to think right
Upon my widowed way.
So Jim ain’t quite out o’ sight?
Teach me – ‘ow to pray.
Sarah Darby:
My son Charles Frederick Darby died four days before Armistice Day.  He’d signed on for 12 years  in the navy in February 1915, two weeks after his 16th birthday, and all the officers spoke well of him.  Charlie was promoted to Ordinary Seaman and then to Able Seaman, and even though it was wartime and a tough life he was looking forward to a career at sea.  He was so proud when he was sent to join the crew of the flagship the Iron Duke.  But Charlie died of meningitis on 7 November 1918 on the hospital ship Berlice.  He was only 19.  We didn’t have the money to bring him home to Adel.  The Commonwealth War Graves Commission put a stone for him in the cemetery at Dunfermline, in Scotland, where he’s buried, but I’ve never seen it.  I don’t like to think of him on his own up there and me and his brothers and sisters, well, we’d like to visit, but it’s so far away I don’t suppose we’ll ever manage it.

William Hartley (15): My Dad was called William Hartley and I was only three when he joined up.  When the war ended he came home sick and went straight to the military hospital in Headingley, but they didn’t let me visit.  I pretend to Mum that I remember him but it’s not true.  I only know him from a photograph and the gravestone in Adel churchyard.  I miss having a Dad.

Leeds Reporter:
The military hospital in Headingley: that was at Becketts Park, Leeds Corporation’s then newly built teacher training college.  At the start of the war the army had commandeered the buildings together with its hostels and grounds to create a 600-bed hospital, but with the numbers of casualties that kept arriving it was soon obvious that six hundred beds wasn’t going to be enough.  All the hostels were put into use and a large number of additional wards with walls made of wood and asbestos were constructed in the grounds, all connected to the main building by a long corridor.  At its height Becketts Park hospital had three thousand two hundred beds and was described by Captain Carter, who edited its in-house magazine, as “a city within a city”.  Together with its network of convalescent hospitals at such places as Harewood House it saved many lives, and was famous for its pioneering work in facial reconstruction, orthopaedics, and rehabilitation.  By 1918 fifty-seven thousand patients had been treated there and it continued to be used as a military hospital until 1927.  

Eva Hartley:
My husband William Hartley was a patient at Becketts Park: the No 2 Northern General Hospital, as the army called it.  Before the war he was the chauffeur at Adel Grange and he joined up in 1916 as a driver of motor transport.  When the Royal Flying Corps and the Royal Naval Air Service were brought together to form the Royal Air Force, he was transferred to the RAF as an air mechanic 1st class.  Aeroplane engines and the new air force – he was so excited to be part of it.  But it wasn’t to be for long.  He caught tuberculosis.  It was a cough at first but it spread from his lungs to his brain and then to his backbone.  He died in an isolation ward at Becketts Park on 3 June 1919, seven months after the guns had stopped.  Me and my boy, we miss him so much.  We’ve managed, haven’t we, Will, but it’s been hard.

Reverend Draper:
The war changed everyone’s lives.  Even the soldiers who weren’t wounded returned home as very different people because of their experiences, and when they’d dreamed of home it hadn’t occurred to them that the world they remembered would have moved on too by the time they got back.  

Reverend Heywood:
Thousands of women had earned good money throughout the war doing jobs it had formerly been thought that only men could do.  Property-owning women over thirty now had the vote.  Wives had got used to making all the decisions while their men-folk were away and they were assertive and confident, but their returning husbands, fathers and boyfriends found this unwomanly, even shocking.    

Reverend Draper:
Home tensions, coupled with rising levels of unemployment, got too much for some.  As 1919 wore on as many as fifty men a day solved their problems in civilian life by rejoining the army, even if in some cases it meant losing their former status as commissioned officers and joining the ranks.

Leeds Reporter:
Once the Treaty of Versailles had been signed on 23 June 1919, the government decided that the country must celebrate the victory.  19 July 1919, therefore, was named Peace Day and a Bank Holiday.  A huge military parade was arranged to make its way through London; bands were to play patriotic music in all the parks; and parties were to be held everywhere with bonfires and fireworks.  A huge Peace Pageant was organised as well.  It would be performed first in London and then in all the other major cities, re-enacting the battles that had led ultimately to victory.  A lot of people hated the whole idea of this Peace Day because they felt it was glorifying war and a waste of money, and they said so in no uncertain terms in their letters to the Leeds Evening News.

Letter Writer One:
Sir, I notice that ward committees are being appointed in Leeds to arrange for just the kind of peace celebrations that one would have expected – in spite of the almost unanimous expressions of contrary opinion that have appeared in your columns.  It is to be the usual thing, bands, fireworks (as if the men who have won the victory have not seen enough “fireworks” to satisfy them for life), and all the hackneyed junkettings that people with mid-Victorian ideas can devise.  And this, mind you, to celebrate the conclusion of the greatest tragedy in the world’s history.  Is there nobody in authority with any vision?  Is there never to be any escape from the flag-waving?  In this city there are many hundreds who have just lost their dearest and best.  There are disabled wrecks wandering in the streets without means of support. Is the meeting of their needs not more of a priority than the staging of a Pageant whose purpose is to re-enact everything the soldiers most fervently wish to forget?

Letter Writer Two:
Sir, I am sure the use of the title ‘Peace Day’ will send a cold shiver through the bodies of the thousands of demobbed men like me who are walking about the streets of our cities looking for a job.  Could a term be found that is more ironic?  Perhaps after the Corporation have celebrated this ‘Peace’ – and incidentally will have wasted the thousands of pounds that it will cost – they will devote their spare time to alleviating the bitterness and misery which exist in the body and mind of unemployed ex-soldiers.  It is high time that some very forceful and active measures were taken.  Many businessmen refuse to employ us on the grounds that we have lost four years in this line or that of business through being in the army.  What a splendid and patriotic retort to make to the men who were chiefly instrumental in saving their businesses from being in the possession of the Hun.

Leeds Reporter:
Despite all the controversy, however, Peace Day was celebrated as planned all over the country on 19 July 1919.  The touring Peace Pageant was a huge affair involving 600 men, 500 women, and 500 children, plus 1000 choral singers, and each staging was attended by massive crowds.  Despite the horror for many soldiers who once more had to endure hearing gunfire, real guns were used during the battle scenes, including during a spectacular re-enactment of the Retreat from Mons.  From time to time, though, to lighten the mood the crowds were allowed to sing along with the orchestra when they played such songs as “Land of Hope and Glory” and “It’s a Long Way to Tipperary”.
Music Hall Singer:
(speaking to audience) We can’t offer you a huge pageant with more than two thousand performers, I’m afraid, but we can give you another chance to sing.  How about “It’s a Long Way to Tipperary”.  And in case there’s anyone recently landed from another planet, the words are in your programme.

CUE MUSICAL ACCOMPANIMENT TO “IT’S A LONG WAY TO 

TIPPERARY”


It's a long way to Tipperary
It's a long way to go
It's a long way to Tipperary
To the sweetest girl I know
Goodbye, Piccadilly
Farewell, Leicester Square
It's a long, long way to Tipperary
But my heart's right there.

Music Hall Singer:
All right, then, come on, one more time!

It's a long way to Tipperary
It's a long way to go

It's a long way to Tipperary
To the sweetest girl I know
Goodbye, Piccadilly
Farewell, Leicester Square
It's a long, long way to Tipperary
But my heart's right there.

CUT MUSICAL ACCOMPANIMENT 

MUSICAL HALL SINGER SITS DOWN

Leeds Reporter:
All the money raised from the Peace Pageant’s ticket sales was given to St Dunstan’s, the charity that had been created specifically to care for blinded ex-servicemen.  That went some way towards meeting the objections.  

Reverend Heywood:
People’s need to mourn was not forgotten either.  In November 1920 the body of an unknown soldier was buried with honour at the west end of the nave in Westminster Abbey.  The grave, which contains soil from France, is covered by a slab of black Belgian marble from a quarry near Namur.  On it is the following inscription:

BENEATH THIS STONE RESTS THE BODY
OF A BRITISH WARRIOR
UNKNOWN BY NAME OR RANK
BROUGHT FROM FRANCE TO LIE AMONG
THE MOST ILLUSTRIOUS OF THE LAND
AND BURIED HERE ON ARMISTICE DAY
11 NOV: 1920, IN THE PRESENCE OF
HIS MAJESTY KING GEORGE V
HIS MINISTERS OF STATE
THE CHIEFS OF HIS FORCES
AND A VAST CONCOURSE OF THE NATION
THUS ARE COMMEMORATED THE MANY
MULTITUDES WHO DURING THE GREAT
WAR OF 1914-1918 GAVE THE MOST THAT
MAN CAN GIVE 

In the ensuing days, more than a million people filed past the tomb to pay their respects.


Colonel Arthur Bray:
At this time Adel was a scattered farming community of around four hundred households and it had suffered grievous losses relative to the small size of its population.  As a resident of Adel and a Colonel in the Territorial Army, I knew many of these men personally and I grieved with everyone else.  

Reverend Draper:
The village was not absorbed within the boundary of the city of Leeds till 1925 and in any case we had always felt confident about doing things in our own way.  We were going to decide ourselves how to remember those we had lost.

Colonel Arthur Bray:
We didn’t want one of the carved stone memorials other places were erecting because one of those would be of no practical use to the community at all.   Our choice in Adel was to place a simple brass memorial plaque in our beautiful Norman church bearing the names of the eighteen brave men who we knew now would never return.  

Reverend Draper:
An elegant sculptured cenotaph like the pillar of Portland stone erected in Whitehall on the 11th of November 1920 would have been well beyond our means anyway so for our cenotaph a twenty-ton rock was brought from Adel woods.  It was placed on land beside Church Lane where it stands to this day, dedicated to the fallen. 

Colonel Arthur Bray:
However poignant they were, though, this cenotaph and the plaque in the church were never in our minds going to be enough to recognise the sacrifices made.  We set our hearts on creating something practical by which we could properly commemorate the lives of our lost sons, including our Rector’s three beloved boys.  This would be a living memorial unique to Adel - something that would last forever and would actively benefit everyone who lives here.  

Reverend Draper:
In 1919 all we had in Adel as a meeting place for our parishioners was a big black wooden shed that had once been the recreation hall for the navvies who had worked on the railway in Hemsworth.  It had been in the grounds of Church Lane school since about 1878 after my predecessor, the Reverend Standidge, saw the need of the people for a club and purchased the shed with his own money.  It could hold two hundred and fifty people, was lit by paraffin lamps, and was heated with a single stove.  There was a small stage for concerts; dances and whist drives were held there, and classes in such activities as wood carving.  Daily newspapers were always available for parishioners to read, and to preserve good behaviour at all times alcoholic drinks were not allowed on the premises.

Colonel Arthur Bray:
This makeshift club had served its purpose well for forty years, but by 1919 its wooden walls were in increasing disrepair.  Every time there was a gale we expected to find it collapsed beyond restoration and that we had been left with nothing.  We needed a proper club house in Adel, a sturdy hall built of stone surrounded by properly laid-out playing fields, a place that could become the centre of our cultural, sporting and social life.  

Reverend Draper:
Ever since 1901 we’d been accepting donations of money and gifts of land to achieve this.  After Armistice Day we set about with renewed energy to the task of raising the funds needed to build a proper club-house and getting the remaining land required for sports fields.  We owed it to the men who had given their lives to protect our homes and make our country a better place. 

Colonel Arthur Bray:
In June 1919 we sent out notices to the whole parish about our plans.  Collectors were appointed and called at every home in Adel, Eccup and Cookridge, seeking donations for the Building Fund.  The first sports fields of the newly created Adel War Memorial Association were laid out in 1921 for the playing of cricket and football, and good co-operation between sports sections became essential when a mixed hockey section was also formed which would use the pitch on alternate Saturdays.  

Mrs Evelyn Bray:
A decision to proceed with two tennis courts and a bowling green followed, but the bowling green had to wait because the £400 estimate to lay it out was beyond our means.  Priority had to be given to the building of the club-house.  This was the first time that the Trustees had had to make a decision that was disappointing to some but was in the interests of the club as a whole, and inevitably with a venture of this kind it would not be the last.

Colonel Arthur Bray:
The decision to build was finally taken in 1927 and on the 14th of November 1928 Adel War Memorial Hall was opened.  The annual subscription was fixed at five shillings per person for all members over sixteen.  This was to include all activities except Badminton.  Badminton was the first section to be created formally as part of the Association and held its first Committee meeting early in 1929.  Finally the black shed could be disposed of, and the caretaker who had been appointed at a wage of ten shillings a week was instructed to dismantle and burn it, which he duly did.

Mrs Evelyn Bray:
I was determined to see that the ban on the consumption of alcohol continued in the new club.  On March 4th 1929 at a meeting of the Trustees I proposed that no intoxicants should be consumed or sold on hall premises.  This was seconded by a fellow Trustee and approved unanimously.

Music Hall Singer:
Yes, and you can imagine what trouble that caused the Association for years afterwards.  It wasn’t until 1964 that the Trustees were finally able to get the ban on alcohol removed from the Trust Deed, and I’m sure you won’t be surprised to hear that by the end of that year the membership had doubled.  (Looks around at the audience assembled with all their drinks)  I hoped Mrs Bray isn’t too shocked to see all of you sitting here with your alcoholic drinks in our well-stocked and popular licensed bar.

Mrs Evelyn Bray:
I am deeply shocked and it is no laughing matter.  I will be discussing this with my husband immediately this meeting is concluded.

TEENAGE BOY BLOWS HIS SQUEAKER AT MRS BRAY AND IS 

SHUSHED BY THE OTHER ACTORS

Leeds Reporter:
The First World War guns fell silent one hundred years ago but the legacy of that war has lasted to this day.  Six million British and Irish men were mobilized of whom seven hundred and twenty-five thousand never returned.  Of those who came back one and three quarter million suffered some kind of disability and half of those were permanently disabled.  History now suggests, too, that the seeds of the Second World War were laid in the punitive terms of the treaty that ended the first, and after a second global conflict the Commonwealth War Graves Commission looks after the graves of war dead in twenty-three thousand locations in more than one hundred and fifty countries.  

Teenage boy:
In schools we’re taught about the First World War and taken on trips to see the battlefields in France and Flanders.  It’s terrible to think that some of the people who were killed there were boys my age and seeing where these things happened makes it very real.  When we get back we write about what we’ve seen and sometimes we write poetry too.  This poem was written three years ago by Daniel Green, aged 10, the grandson of AWMA member Keith Sparks and a pupil at Meanwood Church of England Primary School. 


A river of poppies


River of red cascading down,

Representing lives lost

Lives never to laugh

Or share their precious time.

Each one a fallen soldier.

Each one a loved one lost forever.

We remember what they gave.

The ultimate sacrifice they made.

With honour, courage, and pride you fought.

We will remember you.

Folk singer:
In 1976, the folk singer Eric Bogle visited the war cemeteries in northern France and Flanders with his wife.  One day after doing a great deal of walking they began to feel very tired and, when they sat down to rest, they found themselves by the grave of a 19-year-old soldier from the Inniskiling Fusiliers called William McBride.  As Eric Bogle rested there he thought about that young Irishman, about the life he might have led before the war, and about the future that now he would never have.  He began to scribble the words of a song on the back of an envelope he’d pulled from his pocket.  That song was a plea for every one of us, everyone in this hall, in this country, and throughout the whole world, to learn from history, and it has since been hailed as one of the greatest anti-war songs ever written.  I’m no Eric Bogle, but I’ll try to do it justice.  It’s called “The Green Fields of France”. 


(Sings unaccompanied)

How do you do, Private William McBride, 
Do you mind if I sit here down by your graveside 
And rest for a while in the warm summer sun? 
I've been walking all day, lad, and I'm nearly done. 
I see by your gravestone you were only 19 
When you joined the great fallen in 1916. 
Well, I hope you died quick and I hope you died clean 
Or, Willie McBride, was it slow and unseen? 

Did they beat the drum slowly, did they sound the fife lowly? 
Did the rifles fire o’er you as they lowered you down? 
Did the bugles play The Last Post in chorus? 
Did the pipes play The Flowers of the Forest? 

Did you leave a wife or a sweetheart behind? 
In some faithful heart is your memory enshrined?  
And though you died back in 1916, 
In that loyal heart were you always 19? 
Or are you a stranger without even a name, 
Imprisoned forever behind the glass pane 
In an old photograph, torn and tattered and stained, 
And fading to yellow in a brown leather frame? 

Did they beat the drum slowly, did they sound the fife lowly? 
Did the rifles fire o’er you as they lowered you down? 
Did the bugles play The Last Post in chorus? 
Did the pipes play The Flowers of the Forest? 

The sun’s shining now on the green fields of France; 
The warm wind blows gently and the red poppies dance.
The trenches have vanished long under the plough, 
 No gas and no barbed wire, no guns firing now.  
 But here in this graveyard it’s still No Man's Land. 
The countless white crosses in mute witness stand
To man's blind indifference to his fellow man
 And a whole generation that was butchered and damned. 
Did they beat the drum slowly, did they sound the fife lowly? 
Did the rifles fire o’er you as they lowered you down? 
Did the bugles play The Last Post in chorus? 
Did the pipes play The Flowers of the Forest? 

And I can’t help but wonder, young Willie McBride, 
Did all those that lie here really know why they died?
Did you really believe it when they told you the cause, 
Did you really believe that that war would end wars? 
The sorrow, the suffering, the glory, the pain,
The killing, the dying, it was all done in vain.
Oh, Willie McBride, it all happened again, 
And again, and again, and again, and again.

Did they beat the drum slowly, did they sound the    fife lowly? 
Did the rifles fire o’er you as they lowered you down?
Did the bugles play The Last Post in chorus? 
Did the pipes play the Flowers of the Forest? 

FOLK SINGER SITS DOWN

Colonel Arthur Bray:
We have a wonderful legacy in this club here in Adel, one that has been developed more and more since we handed over responsibilities to later trustees.  The Adel War Memorial Association now has more land, thirty acres of it, twelve sections, over fourteen hundred members, and sadly of course an additional dedication to the dead of the Second World War that was added in 1945.  Even though Adel has long since become part of Leeds, people want to come and live here because Adel has kept its community identity in spite of a population growth here to over three thousand. It is for every one of you to work together with fellow members to preserve that legacy of community from the past and to learn from history so that our sports and social club remains, as it has always been, a living and sacred memorial to the first of those who sacrificed their lives one hundred years ago to protect us from tyranny. 

LIGHTS GO DOWN AND SOFT PURPLE LIGHT REPLACES THE STRAW 

AND BLUE MIX OF LIGHT IN THE ACTING AREA   

MUSIC HALL SINGER PLACES VASE OF POPPIES CENTRALLY WITHIN 

THE PURPLE LIGHT IN FRONT OF THE AUDIENCE AND SPEAKS THESE 

LINES FROM “ODE TO THE FALLEN”

Music hall singer:
They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old:
Age shall not weary them, nor the years condemn.
At the going down of the sun and in the morning
We will remember them.

Audience and cast:
We will remember them. 

MUSIC HALL SINGER SITS DOWN

PAUSE, then .....
CLOSING MUSIC:  “Benedictus” from Karl Jenkins’ “The Armed Man –

                               A Mass for Peace” 
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