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COMMEMORATIVE
PROGRAMME
9th—10th November 2018

Welcome
Welcome to our Armistice Centenary Concert.
We all felt it was important to commemorate the ending of
the atrocity that was the First World War. Tom Keeble has
written the script that will take you through the events of
The Great War. As Director, he has assembled a talented
group of actors and singers who, under the musical
direction of Jon-Luke Kirton, will bring alive songs, stories
and poems of 1914 - 1918.
Thanks to everyone who has contributed by giving their
time and energy to this Concert.
We do hope you'll enjoy the Concert and will take a few
moments to reflect on the many lives lost during this
terrible conflict.
There will be a collection at the end for Lady Haig’s Poppy
Factory in Edinburgh.
Wendy Turner
Chair of The Barony Players

Mrs Jean Drummond Bickers

Disabled, Wilfrid Owen

In memory of her father, James Crawford,
who won the Military Medal for Bravery
during the Somme.

5. AFTERMATH

If any question why we died,
Tell them, because our fathers lied.
Rudyard Kipling

He sat in a wheeled chair, waiting for dark,
And shivered in his ghastly suit of grey,
Legless, sewn short at elbow. Through the park
Voices of boys rang saddening like a hymn,
Voices of play and pleasure after day,
Till gathering sleep had mothered them from him.
About this time Town used to swing so gay
When glow-lamps budded in the light-blue trees,
And girls glanced lovelier as the air grew dim,—
In the old times, before he threw away his knees.
Now he will never feel again how slim
Girls' waists are, or how warm their subtle hands,
All of them touch him like some queer disease.
There was an artist silly for his face,
For it was younger than his youth, last year.
Now, he is old; his back will never brace;
He's lost his colour very far from here,
Poured it down shell-holes till the veins ran dry,
And half his lifetime lapsed in the hot race
And leap of purple spurted from his thigh.

After the war perhaps I'll sit again
Out on the terrace where I sat with you,
And see the changeless sky and hills beat blue
And live an afternoon of summer through.

I shall remember then, and sad at heart
For the lost day of happiness we knew,
Wish only that some other man were you
And spoke my name as once you used to do.
from After The War, May Wedderburn Cannan

One time he liked a blood-smear down his leg,
After the matches carried shoulder-high.
It was after football, when he'd drunk a peg,
He thought he'd better join. He wonders why.
Someone had said he'd look a god in kilts.
That's why; and maybe, too, to please his Meg,
Aye, that was it, to please the giddy jilts,
He asked to join. He didn't have to beg;
Smiling they wrote his lie: aged nineteen years.
Germans he scarcely thought of, all their guilt,
And Austria's, did not move him. And no fears
Of Fear came yet. He thought of jewelled hilts
For daggers in plaid socks; of smart salutes;
And care of arms; and leave; and pay arrears;
Esprit de corps; and hints for young recruits.
And soon, he was drafted out with drums and cheers.
Some cheered him home, but not as crowds cheer Goal.
Only a solemn man who brought him fruits
Thanked him; and then inquired about his soul.
Now, he will spend a few sick years in institutes,
And do what things the rules consider wise,
And take whatever pity they may dole.
Tonight he noticed how the women's eyes
Passed from him to the strong men that were whole.
How cold and late it is! Why don't they come
And put him into bed? Why don't they come?
Disabled, Wilfrid Owen

1. your country needs you
‘Lads, you’re wanted, go and help,’
On the railway carriage wall
Stuck the poster, and I thought
Of the hands that penned the call.

There’s a better word than that,
Lads, and can’t you hear it come
From a million men that call
You to share their martyrdom.

Fat civilians wishing they
‘Could go and fight the Hun.’
Can’t you see them thanking God
That they’re over forty-one?

Leave the harlots still to sing
Comic songs about the Hun,
Leave the fat old men to say
Now we’ve got them on the run.

Girls with feathers, vulgar songs –
Washy verse on England’s need –
God – and don’t we damned well know
How the message ought to read.

Better twenty honest years
Then their dull three score and ten.
Lads, you’re wanted. Come and learn
To live and die with honest men.

‘Lads, you’re wanted! over there,’
Shiver in the morning dew,
More poor devils like yourselves
Waiting to be killed by you.

You shall learn what men can do
If you will but pay the price,
Learn the gaiety and strength
In the gallant sacrifice.

Go and help to swell the names
In the casualty lists.
Help to make a column’s stuff
For the blasted journalists.

Take your risk of life and death
Underneath the open sky.
Live clean or go our quick –
Lads, you’re wanted, Come and die.

Help to keep them nice and safe
From the wicked German foe.
Don’t let him come over here!

The Barony Players will be collecting
donations after the performances in
support of

Lady Haig’s Poppy Factory

Recruiting, E. A. Mackintosh

He asked to join. He didn't have to beg;
Smiling they wrote his lie: aged nineteen years.
from Disabled, Wilfrid Owen

The original Lady Haig Poppy Factory was opened in March 1926, employing men who had been
disabled during World War 1 to make poppies for Scotland. They currently have a work force of 40 exServicemen, the large majority of whom are registered disabled. While they are a commercial
organisation, they are also a charity that provides dignity through work. Many of their workers have
been with them for many years and there is a palpable feeling of the military about the place that
provides a comfortable and secure atmosphere, for both visitors and workers alike. They work hard to
ensure it remains primarily a happy and productive place.
As well as the five million poppies that are handmade each year, they also produce over 12,000 wreaths
to order. They process over 25,000 collection tins and make up and dispatch orders to Poppy Appeal
Area Organisers all over Scotland. They also make Remembrance Crosses, Long Stemmed Poppies and
Dress Poppies, for sale to the public via the factory.

www.ladyhaigspoppyfactory.org.uk

Let the foul Scene proceed:
There’s laughter in the wings;
‘Tis sawdust that they bleed,
but a box Death brings.
from The Marionettes, Walter de la Mare

Shall they return to beatings of great bells
In wild trainloads?
A few, a few, too few for drums and yells,
May creep back, silent, to still village wells
Up half-known roads.
from The Send-off, Wilfrid Owen

4. ARMISTICE

Everyone suddenly burst out singing;
And I was filled with such delight
As prisoned birds must find in freedom,
Winging wildly across the white
Orchards and dark-green fields; on - on - and out of sight.
Everyone's voice was suddenly lifted;
And beauty came like the setting sun:
My heart was shaken with tears; and horror
Drifted away ... O, but Everyone
Was a bird; and the song was wordless; the singing will never be done.
from Everyone Sang, Siegfried Sassoon
Down on the boulevards the crowds went by,
The shouting and the singing died away,
And in the quiet we rose to drink the toasts,
Our hearts uplifted to the hour, the Day:
The King – the Army – Navy – the Allies –
England – and Victory.
And then you turned to me and with low voice
(The tables were abuzz with revelry),
‘I have a toast for you and me,’ you said,
And whispered ‘Absent,’ and we drank
Our unforgotten Dead.
But I saw Love go lonely down the years
And when I drank, the wine was salt with tears.

Paris, November 11, 1918,
May Wedderburn Cannan

2. in the trenches
‘We ate our breakfast lying on our backs,
Because the shells were screeching overhead.
I bet a rasher to a loaf of bread
That Hull United would beat Halifax
When Jimmy Stainthorp played full-back instead
Of Billy Bradford. Ginger raised his head
And cursed, and took the bet; and dropt back dead.
We ate our breakfast lying on our backs,
Because the shells were screeching overhead.
from Breakfast, Wilfrid Gibson

Colonel Cold strode up the Line
(Tabs of rime and spurs of ice),
Stiffened all where he did glare,
Horses, men, and lice.
from Winter Warfare
Edgell Rickword

Our brains ache, in the merciless iced east winds that knife us …
Wearied we keep awake because the night is silent …
Low drooping flares confuse our memories of the salient …
Worried by silence, sentries whisper, curious, nervous,
But nothing happens.
Watching, we hear the mad gusts tugging on the wire.
Like twitching agonies of men among its brambles.
Northwest incessantly, the flickering gunnery rumbles,
Far off, like a dull rumour of some other war.
What are we doing here?
from Exposure, Wilfrid Owen

World War I 1914-1918: The blind leading the blind. Men of the 55th British
Division, casualties of a poison gas attack walking in single file with hand
on shoulder of man.

3. action

A letter from the front
Archie Greig from Tranent was the
Great Grandfather of Roddy Bain, who
is playing Stan in this remembrance
concert.

“It is sweet and fitting to die for one’s country.”
Bent double, like old beggars under sacks,
Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge,
Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs,
And towards our distant rest began to trudge.
Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots,
But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame; all blind;
Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots
Of gas-shells dropping softly behind.

Archie went missing in action on the
first day of the Battle of Loos on 25th
September 1915.

Gas! GAS! Quick, boys!—An ecstasy of fumbling
Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time,
But someone still was yelling out and stumbling
And flound’ring like a man in fire or lime.—
Dim through the misty panes and thick green light,
As under a green sea, I saw him drowning.

Private Archibald Greig
12th Royal Scots

In all my dreams before my helpless sight,
He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning.
If in some smothering dreams, you too could pace
Behind the wagon that we flung him in,
And watch the white eyes writhing in his face,
His hanging face, like a devil’s sick of sin;
If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood
Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs,
Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud
Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,—
My friend, you would not tell with such high zest
To children ardent for some desperate glory,
The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est
Pro patria mori.

Out of the smoke of men's wrath,
The red mist of anger,
Suddenly,
As a wraith of sleep,
A boy's face, white and tense,
Convulsed with terror and hate,
The lips trembling. . . .

This postcard was sent to his wife from
the front lines just over 3 weeks
before he was killed.

Dulce et Decorum Est
Wilfrid Owen

Then a red smear, falling. . . .
I thrust aside the cloud, as it were tangible,
Blinded with a mist of blood.
The face cometh again
As a wraith of sleep:
A boy's face, delicate and blond,
The very mask of God,
from The Face, Frederic Manning
Broken.

“Dear Wife,
Just a [postcard] to say I’m well and going on
strong. I think we will be back again soon. We
did all they asked us the last time we were in
a pretty hot place. Hunter wishes to be
remembered to you. Hope this finds you well.
Your loving Husband, Archie.”

11th February, 2017
The Barony Theatre, Bo’ness

