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OREWORD BY COMMISSION PROJECTS

Songs and Verses from North Cqmbrldge 1s the Latest of an on30Ln3 series of art Projects commusstoned b3
Brookgote. It continues their commitment to cqrepull.y consitdered and strateg'tc contributions b3 artuists to

the deveLoPment process, 'mFormed b3 stte, and of beneFLt to both estt'mg and new communtties.

Led by EmLL3 Peqsgood, the project marks an mportant new deParl:u,re anoLv'm3 mustctans and Local PeoPLe
wn the creation Of New MusLe that celebrates north Cambrldge. Brookgqte are PrOu,d of this approach and hope

that this commitment to deveLoP'm3 wnnovative ways of uuork'mg sets a Precedent.

The Produ.ct'tor\ of this songbook 1s the culmunation ofa 3eor-LonS programme of activities b3 EmLL3 and her
team whose Lon3 experience of creob'mg mustc with communtties has had exemPLqr3 results. The 34 songs
and verses b3 contributors gromthe many communtties across north Cqmbrldge contributestoa Le30c3 which

ks hoPed will be bult on.

It ts remarkable that much of the Projecl: was wndertaken dur'mg COVID 19 lock down' and it is a tribute
to its Leodershlp that it was PossLbLe to devel,oP ways of deL'wer'mg the programme when contact became

LmPossLbLe.

Projects of this kind reLa on the valuwable 'mPut of others and the initial work b3 Network Ratl, the Su.PPort
of the Cqmbrldgeshlre L'Lbror3 Service and wnput of the stagg and PupLLs of Chesterton Commun'ut3 CoLLeSe

have been qut'tcu.l,arl,y valuwable.

Songs and Verses from North Cambrldae marks an meorl:qnt Po'mt wn the deveLoPment of north Combrldae,
contrLbuI:'mS to this exth'mg new dustrict and encoqu'mg new wnterests and skills qmongst the commxmlty.

We hope that this will continue.

David \l\/rlahl:

Commission Projects



O LOSE MY WRITING

When words and stories are not recorded, the3 are eventuaLL3 Lost in tume. This book captures and preserves
local stories for Futu.re 3enerqtlons. Abtaq'tl. shares the LmPortonce of do'mg 50, and how she would Feel [

her wrll:'mg was lost forever.

Tolose mywriting the reeling of knives cutting up my soul the same waylige has cut through my congidence:
completely desolatingmybeing inthis Lige. ALl my heartbreak would have been for nothing. My ethos; without
heartbreak: there s no art. Without art there us no gatety cor the Lost souls being cut with those same knives
used to obliterate human beings grom the ones they love. Writing: my one, true Love. I can only begun to
tmagune the annthilation that has hacked a place in the hearts of those whose writing s Lost grom theur
wdentity To all those who spoke the beautipul words of Cambridge many years ago, I am wholeheartedly
apologetic for the Loss of who you truly are. The soul has been sliced out of your city. To lose my writing
would geel nothing but heartbreak. Your Lost words brings great sadness, to not only my heart, buk to the hearts

of your entire thy.

83 Ablgall, Thorne-Miles



NTRODUCTION

Asa young mussician, ?ng around polk clubs in Grimsby, I would scour the Local Ltbrary for songs Tcould
perporm. Whenl foun The g'mg’mg Ruver' b:, John Connol,ty and Bull Meek (1935) 1 Fell, wnlove withthe songs
about Local people and places in Grtmsbg. Hull and the Ruver Humber. They chI:ured what it was Like to
live in South Humberside wn the 1980s and have stayed with me throughout my Lige. As my career has
deveLoPed, 1 have moved towards creating mustical composttions that are wnstalled as sound unstallations wn
historic Public quces. But there s Qlwogs ahint o my FoLk roots in my work, from my wnterest in work'mg
wn the community to the melodies T write and the stories T tell.

1 jumPed at the chance to create an artwork with people in north Combrldge. The brieg centered on the CB4
postal area comprised of: Arbury, Chesterton, Kings Hedges, Orchard Park, CombrLd(?e Business Park and
Cambridqe North train station. It was an area u.ndergolng s'Lgn'LF'Lcont deveLoPment and chanqge, and 1 wanted
to know what it was Like to Live there and what made this area wntque. 1 hoPed to capture the sense of place
b3 creating songs that exPLored wrban myths, mysteries, characters and landmarks whtle preserving local
stories for pubure generqtlons to enjoy,

This work recerences the British Folk Song Revival of the earl 20 centurg which saw golk song collectors
like Cecil Sharp, Luc3 Broadwood and quph Vaughan Williams record'mg and notating polk songs with Local
PeoPl,e wnrural communtties. At the tume, these songs were kept alive b3 qus'mg them from person to person
by word of mouth. The changed and evolved as ttme qused and it became mpossible to know the original
auwthor. They were rorety recorded for posterity, and sometiumes dquPPeqred wnto obscu.rltg along with the
stories thea told. At the dawn of the 20™ century, the polk son(? collectors 50u.3ht to preserve what was
becoming a vantishing oral tradition and captured the words and mustc of local people to create musical
resources for fubure 3enerthons. M“”B of the songs collected in the revival form the canon of folk music
Performed todoy. This project aums to have a similar egpect by capturing stortes grom north Cqmbrldge for
future generations to pergorm and enjoy.

‘Cambridge North Folk Song Project’ was concetved and 1 organised songuiriting workshops, which were to
be opened by the greats of British folk music. A big perpormance of the songbook was planned and a
preview was booked at Cambridge Folk Festival. However, with the events of 2020 our plans were
cancelled and replaced with online songuriting sessions, one-on-one. I reached local people in the only
ways avatlable to me: social media, community groups, Local raduo stations and word of mouth. Together,
this helped to spread the word. Culbural organtsations and Cambridge CLI:y Council were wnstrumental n
helping me to reach a diverse group of people grom many digperent backgrounds and age groups. Our
youngest sonquiriter s 8 years old and our eldest is in their 80s. T was portunate to be supported by a
fantastic songwriting team: Anna Hester Skelton and Bob Hines. For a year, we met with up to twenty
people a week. We developed rapport, explored ideas and eventually, created these songs and verses.

1 hoped to celebrate as many pacets of lige in north Combrldge as posstble, and as people started to sign wp,
the project equnded to include spoken word, rap and other genres Of MusLc considered outside of the realm
of folk music. 1 o‘u.estloned i this matertal couldbe ina folk song book, and what 'FoLk mustc Ls todqg. qug
of the songs Per[,ormed by contemporqry Fol,k mustctans were collected inthe Folk song revival or are inspure

bg historical artegacts and verses in ballad books. Whtle folk music has evolved to expand us use of
wnstrumentation and Feqtu.res. there is stiull an aesthetic quoLLty that we Lnsl:qntl,y recognlse as Folk MuSLc.
I believe these solmd'mg qualities are rooted un the songs and mustc collected du.r'mg the folk song revival;
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that colk music todqg contains sontc resonances of the mustc collected 100 years ago. The work of the Fol.k
song collectors has Lived on for 100 years, has evolved into a tradition of tts own and s a testament to the
'meortqnce of coptur'mg stories and music with Local PeoPLe.

Folk mustc 1s more than the Preserved notations and record'mgs polk song collectors made 100 years ago. It
moves beyond a specific sound and tnto soctal contexts. Folk music contains stories shared in local
communities, which change as they pass grom person to person, breathing new lige into songs and melodies
which evolve and grow. Todqy, FoLk music reperences the culture it is created in and takes many gorms. Folk
muste ts muste of the people.

This project took place in the north of Cqmbrldge wtth a diverse group of Local people whose stories might
have otherwtse been Lost. Some contributions were made inde endently or anonymowslg, and the majorll:y
were deveLoPed with the songwriting team. AUl contributions were included. While some authors are
ProFessLonoL writers and musicians, the majorlt have not written a song or verse beFore. My team and 1 took
greqt eFForts to FchLLtql:e wdeas without chang'mg them wnto someth'mg unrec03nlsoble. The resulting book
reglects the culbure and mustcal styles of people in north Cqmbrldge communtties wn the early 21 century,
T hope that everyone who wses this book F'mds a song or verse they can relate to, and T hope they will stull
be Performed wn 100 years. Onty tume will tell.

Some of the songs un this book echo the tradition of Fol,k mustc and others take a dlﬂ;erent form like pop song
Dol:'m3 wn CB4, rap song Steamroller Park and houwse music prece Heron Man. As the transcriber and arranger,
representing this mustcal d'wers'uty wn the gorm of musical notation was a chql.l,enge. 1 qpproached Heron Man
and Steamroller Park by notating the wndividuwal rhythmic, melodic and harmontic components and unwiting
PeoPl,e to create their own arrqngement on acoustic or dLSLtoL wnstruments. F Lexlb'ul,lta s a theme throughout
this book: you. are encmrqged to interpret its contents Freely and to odaPt and arrange it to suit your needs.
Apart rom G.OAT. and Green End Road, the songs and verses wn this book can be wsed fed’ﬁ n any wa and
no Licence or (ee is reqmred. The onl.3 requirement is that you credit the authors as detailed in This %ook
Is Free!

T couldn't be PrOu.d(’.r of this book and of the egrorts of those who contributed songs, poems, deas, stories and
most tmportantly, time. This project has taken me back to my roots and to the mportance of celebratin
people, Places and stortes that mlght be Forgotten winthe passage of tume. The culmination o Cambrldge North
Folk Song Projecl: forms a bOdX a contemporary folk songs and verses that capture a moment in tume in a
communiky that is evolving and changing, It celebrates and explores Locations, events, places, organisations,
Personol storties, quL3 I,LFe and local histortes. 1 hope the commmmlty spurik recorded un this book will still
be around wn 100 years. This communit song and verse book contauns stories that capture what it was Like
to Live in north Cambridge in 2020. Here are just 34 of them. Please sing the songg, read the verses and
remember theur stories - that is uuh3 they were written.

Emllg Peqsgood
Lead Artist & ComPoser
Cqmbridge North Folk Song Project



HIS BOOK 1S FREE

By EmLI,H Peasgood

Copyright ts an tmportant feature inthe Lives o artists and musicians. Our ideas are our only currency and
wn my practice, 1 frercely protect my copyright. Creating this book raised many challenging ideas around
copyright, particularly as one of its primary aims was to create reely available songs and verses that
would survive because people didnt have to pay to perporm and record them. It s unsurprising that many
British community music groups and perpormers draw grom the canon of polk songs collected in the revival.
As part of an oral tradition, it is umpossible to trace the authors of these songs and they are public
domatn; anyone can pergorm and record them and they can be adapted with ease. The traditional folk songs
we know and love today have survived gor this reason. This book embraces the nature of public domatn songs
and eschews copyright by setting its contents gree to evolve as tume passes and to increase the Likelihood

that I:hey may stull be known in years to come.

The people who contributed ideas, stories, songs and poems did so greely and generously to create a
communiby song book avatlable gree o charge for the public to access and enjoy. Ideas and matertal
were guven anonymously, independently or collaboratively for this purpose. Following the completion of this
book, song and verse contributors assigned their copyright to me, in order that Tcould make watve my rights
and make the totality of the book freely available. There are two exceptions: GOAT. by Lucille Rococoa
and Green End Road by George Bacon. These pieces were not written as part o this project but capture the
story of the local area and the authors have kindly guven permission or them to be included in this book.
All other songs, verses and accompanying illustrations can be perpormed, adapted, edited, rearranged,
photocopied and recorded by anyone and no licence or fee is required. However, the moral rights-the right
to be credited-op the writers for each song and verse are upheld. I a song or verse is used in any way,
the writers should be credited; the authors of the works contained in this book have asserted their rights
to be dentified as authors in accordance with sections 77 and 78 of the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act
1388. The Licence or this book is available to view on page 108. T hope you will take as much pleasure from

this book as 1 had creating ik with the people of north Cambridge.



ONG & VERSE NOTES

The way these songs are lnterpreted s entlreL3 wp you. Most songs are notated sLmPL3 witha meLoda and chords
and block Lercs. Others have more sPecLFLc notation and wnstrument suggesl:tons, or comptemenl: sPecLFLc
performers. For ease Of use, some S\LSSQSELOI’\S of sutqbltlty for sPecLF'Lc groups or contexts are Provlded below

- but aga'm, these are only Suggestlons as each song can work tn dlﬂerent ways.

The songs and verses have an orLg'maL intentionand a way the author created them to sound. Sometimes, there
s an qccompqnymg pergormance SuggestLon at the toP of the score. However, in all cases what you see wsa
guLde. You are encouaged to Lnl:erPret songs with FlebeLL'Lty. Rearronge and oqut them, chonge the order of

sections, alter the pace, change the chords, rewrtte the melody or tweak the Lercs. Anyth'mg goes.

A CAPPELLA SOLO SINGER' Black Fen Club Blues and Fen Road.

CHILDREN'S SONGS. Arbu,rg Carnwval, A Battle of Plates, Gru,mpy's Pet ShoP,
NHS Clap (with recorder), The Ballad o Mr Asbo and Turin the Python (recorder).

CHOIR AND MULTIPLE SINGERS: Beth Shalom (round song), Burial No. 4 (chk'mg vocals and round
song), Fen Road (round and part song), River Shanl:g (call and response with improvised
harmontes) and Unton House (3-Por|: song).

DIGITAL INSTRUMENTS: Heron Man (howse music), Steamroller Park (raP, song and GarageBand
samples).

INSTRUMENTAL: Chesterton Waltz.

SINGER-GUITARIST/ PIANIST OR BAND: e Chesterton Road, Arbury Court, Big Issue, Boathouse,
Cambridge Community Arts, Chesterton Allotment Society, Dating in CB4 (PoP), Eliza,
Green End Road, Haligax Road, Kindness s ALwoys wn Season, Strqwberr3 Fair, The Ghost
of The Snowcat, The Shqun3 Shelg, When DqL53 Met Winston and When J onny Pl,oys.

SPOKEN WORD: GOAT, Heron Man, Seasons, Steamroller Park and The Swmmer of 19%9.

To Listen to the author's demos of the songs and verses visit:

emilypeasgood.com/songs-and-verses-grom-north-cambridge

i3



CHESTERTON ROAD

"This song is LnsPLred b3 a bu.LLd'mg near my house that has been shul for some time. It Looks back at its thtor3
and how Wt has served the Local commu.nll:3 since ut oPened wn the 1920s. There s an oPtLonql, wnterlude that

can be Per[.ormed before or QFt(’.r each verse. The rhyl:hm can be LnterPrel:ed Freelg to allow for breathlng."

Deborah has Lived in Cqmbrldge stnce 2017 and works at the Un'wersltg of Cambrldge. She enjoys Png'mg muwstc

wn her spare tiumne, sings n Combridae Rock Chotr, and hopes this bu.Ll,d'mS wtll be a ctnema again one dqg.

By Deborah Slee
(OPTIONAL INTERLUDE) and Emi.l,y Peasgood
Violin/uwhistle E A m E A
(VERSE) 1 By the

Boat-house on Ches - ter - ton Road there's a buLLd-LnS, It's all Pq'ml:—ed whtte and sur-

round - ed b3 hoqrd-’mgs, for sev-eral years now the whole Pche has been closed,  and the

birds have been nest-ing where the roop s ex - posed. I won-der what stor-es are
known of this  place? Who used to  go? Has ik seen bet - ter  days? Do the
board-ed uwp win-dows hide a dark emp - bty space?’— What
(CHORUS)
lies  be-hind the door? The mem - ories of be - pore. 2. Well, it

i4



1
53 the Boathouse on Chesterton Road there’s a building
I's all painted white and surrounded by hoardings
For several years now the whole place has been closed
And the birds have been nesting where the roof is exPosed
1 wonder what stories are known of this quce?
Who wsed to 90.? Has it seen better dqgs?
Do the boarded wp wtndows hide a dark empbg 5poce.?
What Lies behind the door? The memories of bepore

2.
Well, it started its lige as the Tivoli Cinema
Butlt in the twenties, Art Deco exterior
An orchestra Pqued for the stars on the screen
ALL the stagr dressed un brown and they kept the place clean
P03 more for a box or 30u'd stk in the pit
It the Cam rose, then your feek would get wet
It was closed in the figties when the tax wasnt met
So pull the curtain down, the doors are closing now

3
When the Tuvolt closed it had several careers
There are not many stories well known from these years
But l:hey say b was used for electrical Soods
What a strange chotce of stock to keep somewhere that FLoods
No Longer a place where the locals could 90
Tea breaks rePLoced all the matinee shows
With a custard cream biscuit and a brew, 1 suppose
It's tume for cLock'mg out, the doors are cl,os'mg now

4.

Then the three decades q[.l:er brOught Pub oFter Pub

From a warehouse of 3oods to a bustling hub
When F'Lrst came The Exchqnge, onLH there a few months
But it wasnt too long til they restocked the pumps
The Fresher and Firkin with brewery on site
Kath brewed fine ales to the Punter's deLLght
Then The Graduate put ggs on and ‘a pound a punt’ nights
Well, pour the funal round, the doors are closing now

3.
Twenty-ten saw the Tivolt title restored

The F°°d prices and specLoLs were chalked on a board

And it seemed Like the business was going to plan

Until one theFuL morning a bL3 fure beaan
The water that once touched the FLngoer's toes

Doused out the lames with the fure 'Lahter's hose

But the build'mg was dqmoged and it had to be closed
So, put the fire out, the doors are closing now

1=



BATTLE OF PLATES

"InsPLred b3 the 2014 cricket match betuween St quegund pub and The Haquker's Arms in Chesterton, this
song has Ptagers resembLLng whtte dots from above, or wn heraldic blazon: silver Ptol:es.

As the Umpire was Milton Legend ‘Beard, the stage was set”

Gu3 went to school tn Cqmbr'tdge and teaches Deslan Technology n nearby BLshoP's Stortford. He has released two solo
albums, both recorded in CB4. He Fmght wn the Battle of Plates and was clean bowled for a duck, third ball.

83 Gu.y D'an'tddy
£ (VERSE) A B

1T tell you a tale of crick -et and ale, and fear -some der —rlng

E A B E

do. The5 met on a FLeLd a Fel:ch-'mg Fqlr FLeLd, ten and one Plates FOught Ewo.
(CHORUS) B

A E
With leath-er and  wil - Low, a 3reqt pec - ca - du - Lo,
B A B
A bat -tle of Plates. 9[0 -ry a- watts. 2 The



1.
TUL tell you a tale of cricket and ale
and fearsome derring do,
They met on a pield, a petching pair field,
ten and one plates fought two.
With leather and willow, a great peccadillo.
A battle of plates, glory awatts!

2
The Haymaker's Arms (not just grom garms),
cheered by a kangaroo.
The team crom the Saint without complatnt,
let the irst blow gall true.
Two bats and a ball, bails rise and they fall.
A battle of plates, glory awatts!

3
The plates they were told by a red beard so bold
exactly what to do,
And the beard said who's out, who was wn and not out,
and they all agreed and played too.
The Saints, well they made hay, the rest had a fine day
A battle of plates, glory awatts!

4.
They ended up griends (cricket transcends)
and o to the Arms they (lew.
Beers overturned, but we all learned
this wasnt Waterloo.
A battle of plates, this song celebrates.
A battle of plates, glory awatts!

LI



RBURY CARNIVAL

In 1977, The Arbury Carnival was started bg the commu.nltg for the commu,nltg and rematns true to its
Fomd'mg udea- ik s exuberant, col,ou,rFu_l, and Produces a sea of h“PPU faces. Thus song cQPtu,res the joy of

the Carnival and celebrates how women, kids and men who had never spoken, became best FrLends.

83 Bob Hines
n2 (CHORUS)

The Ar-bu.-ry Car - nt-val, we wel-come one and all, brlna-'mg Wt
qul:_ your door the car - nu - val. The Ar-bu-r3 Car - nt-val, for for - t3
years_  or more, do come a - Long,_ en - joy the car - nt - val. 1 To

(VERSE) 2. To
ce - le-brate  the Queen's Ju- bt - lee, what -ev-er we do we want to in - clude the
Cqu-k'm Road came one, two and three, ut start - ed off small but soon it in-volved the
whole com-mu - nu - |:3. What do you want?  What shall we qun? We
whole com-muw - nu - tﬂ' What do we do? What do we wear? 1
ant done this be - fore, and then Ut Popped out some - one's head: ‘Let's
hoPe you wul  be there, come jo'm in with uws lo - ca Fol,k and

18



do a car - ni - va" The Ar - bu - ry

come a - Sq'm next Bear!
REPEAT CHORUS
(BRIDGE)
C B 4 awnt ne - ver seen the Llikes of this be - fore.___ C B 4 aunt
ne - ver seen the likes of this  be - fore. The Ar- bu- ry
(CHORUS)
Car - nu-val, we wel-come one—— andall, br'mg—'ms ut Posl:_ your door the car - nu -
val. The Ar—bu-r3 Car - ni-val, for for - ty years_  or more, do come a-
Long, en - joy the car - nt - val.



RBURY COURT

This song s about a hidden l:hr'w'mg corner n Arbu.rg, busl:LLng with Lnteresl:'mg characters and Lndependent
shops. Itis LnsP'Lred b3 Dantel Nestlerode's instrumental 'HumPhreg's Waltz' which reFLects on LLan3 n

HuLmPhreg's Road. When wrlt'mg the Lercs, Caroline interviewed Local PeoPl.e for LnsPLrol:Lon.

Caroline grew up wn CB4, attended Local schools anlud'mg Chesterton Commtmlta CoLLege, and lLives un Arbu,rﬂ.
Dantel s a Fol.k mustcLan from Pennsatvqnlq, who lived in Arbu,rg from 2012 to 2078 and recalls; T will never
Forgel: ouwr house, the school where my wLFe l:au.ghl:, the church 1 Possed uualk'mg to Arbu.r3 Court, and most of

all our I.ovel3 and cu.ltu,quL3 diverse neLgthu.rs". Dantel cu.rrentl.g resides in France.

83 Bob Hines,
Caroline Mead
and Dantel Nestlerode
(INTRO)
Guitar 1 Ts
(VERSE)
1. hid -den a - way now, on Ar- bury Road, where the pub's now a Stkh  Tem - PLe. There are

2 Dor—r'mg -tons Ba-kers make Love—l,y cake, and it's all nice and Fresh, home - made, Tum

beaw - tv - F‘LL FLOw - ers, shops of all  sorts, wt's SoI: ev - e - ry - l:h'mg. and it's

goes wn there dau - Ly, 8 on the dot, wt's 3ot ev - e -y - th'mg, and it's
called Ar - bu.rg Court. IF 30u.'re hun - gry go to Art of Mea, l:hey wn -
called Ar - bur3 Court. Law - ra says wt's the peo - ple she meets,  the com-
vent-ed a  saus- age, a Val - en - tune's treat, For Fmtt and for  veg, spice,
mw - Nu - l:y Feel - ing that makes Wt w - nique. For  Sa - rah it's 3reqt to
Pu.L - ses and ‘:LOuuers, Les Ward the green - gro - cer Suor-qn-tees a smile

meet  up and  chat, Qui-et - Lg thr - ving, it's Ar - bury Court.

20



(CHORUS)

Ar - bu- ry Court, I know it so  well, The peo - le, the shops, the
Ar - bu- ry Court, wt's some—th'mg to  see, the L'LFe— blood of  our own

notse and the smell, The en-swon-ers chat-ting all  day on the bench
com-mu - Nt - tg, The par - ents with Push-chmrs, teen - a” - gers on bikes

all dance to the Ar- bu- ry Waltz.

all dance to the Ar- bu- ry Waltz.
(VERSE)

3. Kur- stg has mem-orties 90 - Lng back years, she came here each week with mum, Fish and

chLPs on a Fri- day, per - Fect, the3 I:honght, it's 9ot ev- e- ry- l:h'mg and t's called Ar—bur3 Court.
(CHORUS)

1. But now our shops are Fa-c’m a threat grom click and bu3 shop-ptngon the wn-ter-net, The
2 Ar-bu-ry Court, 1 know it so well, The peo- Pl,e, the s opS, the notse and the smell, The
3. Ar-bu- ry Court, T knowit so well, The peo- PLe. the shoPs, the notse and the smell, For

bot - tom line s that they need our sup - Port, Let's dance to the  Ar-bu - ry
en - swon-ers chal:-l:'mg all”™ day on the benc all danceto the  Ar-bu- ry
Les, Tumand Sar - ah,~ and Law™ra and George, let's dance to the  Ar-bu - ry
Waltz. And 1 ‘:eel, like Im

danc- g the Ar-bu - ry Waltz, t's Sot ev- e~ ry- th'mg, and it's called Ar-bu,r3 Court.

4



ETH SHALOM

This short round is inspured by The Beth Shalom Regorm Synagogue in Auckland Road, which is butlt on
the site of the Yasume Club. This was a place where ormer soldiers captured and enslaved by the
Japanese tn WW?2 could share their experiences. Yasume is Japanese for rest’ or break trom forced
labour. The club wound up in 2008 and was bought by The Beth Shalom Jewtsh community in 2010.

The round can be PQFFOl’med with voices entean3 at 2 bar intervals (DD Q@) or
4 bar intervals (23] [4]) in Hebrew, Japanese or English

Bg Emlly Peqsgood
(Hebrew) Me - nu - chah, me - nw - chah, shab - bat sha-lom me - nu - chah,
(JcEPqnese) Ya - suw - me, a - su - mu, 0-ya-swu-m ku - da - say
(I ngllsh) Rest a  while, ress a while, mund, bo - dy, soul F'md still - ness,
Me - nu - chah, me - nuw - chah, shab - bat sha-lom me - nu - chah,
Ya - su - me, ya - su - mu, 0 - ya - Sw-mt kw - da - sat,
Rest a  while, rest a while, mund, bo - dg, soul Fmd still - ness,
Me - nu - chah, me - nu - chah, shab - bat sha-lom me - nu - chah,
Ya - sw - me, ya - su-mu, o - a - sw - mt ka - da - sai,
Rest a  while, rest a while, mwnd,  bo - dy, soul F'md stull - ness,
Me - nu - chah, me - nw - chah, shab - bat sha-lom me - nu - chah
Ya - su - me, a - sw - mu, 0 - ya - su-mt ka - da - sat
Rest a  while, ress a while, mwnd, bo - dg, soul F'md still - ness.
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LANGUAGE GUIDE

J apanese

Yasume, Yasumu, oaasuml kudasat

Engl,tsh translation: Rest, rest, could you Pleose have a rest
Pronunctation 3ulde for EnSLLsh speqkers, as written:

Ya-sue-meh, Ya-su.e-moo, oh-ya-sue-me-coo-dq-slgh

Hebrew

Menu.chah, menuchah, shabbat shalom menuchah

Engush Translation: Rest, rest, Peacefut sabbath of rest
Pronunctation 3uLde for EngLLsh speakers, as written and with emphasts on
the last saLquLe of each word:

Men-o0-chah , men-oo-chah, sha-bat shal-om, men-oo-chah

chis Pronomced wn a sumilar way to the 'ch’ in Loch. There is no
oFF'Lc'LaL transliteration of this sound wn Hebrew. As it s best heard,
PLeqse seek the advice of a Hebrew sPeqker

and Listen to how it ts PronOumced.
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1G ISSUE

This song is ’msered by a BL3 Issue seller who sleeps in Kings Hedges. Ever3 dQ3,

he travels into Cqmbridge to his PLl:ch outstde M&S. This song discusses some

of the Problems he experLenced du.r'mg Lockdown in the sPang of 2020.

83 Bob Hines
and EmLI,y Peosgood
, D Afci Bm Bm/A GrmY(bS)
7 — p— s e —1 X — e e
g : 2 S e e e
o
1. 1catch the bus a - bout hql,F_ qul:_ eighl:. wn-to Cqm-brldge from Down
% Gm D AjcH Bm Bm/A
I i =3 ’ al[ c | | 1 1 1 1 1 l') | ] i‘v
- ham's Lane, to my Pche of work, Tm ne-ver  late,—
GH#m'(b5) Gm D AjcH
 a—  E— —F—T T}
) [ § ‘I 1 L 1 fl)
but I'm My own boss, so who's__ to say?_ 1  make some mo - ney with the
%.' B{n Bm/A GH#m1(b5) Gm
e = T
L ~—— . . ~— == A d vd
B'Lg Is -  sue_ Wt 3Lves me some - l:h'mg 3ood_ to do—
D Alc¥ Bm Bml/A GHm'(bS)
y s i ) e v | " e I T
zy%”_’—}“_ﬁ_.,_.,ﬁ_, S A
and ev - 'rg morn-'mg, ev- ry of- ter - noon, 30u'LL see___ LLFe from a dLF-Ferent
Gm A Bbm
Po'mt of view.— Doo doo doo_— doo doo— doo doo,_
Bm Bm/A A
= E=1 N ’ .\ < = e e
S = e
doo doo doo_ ba doo doo doo._ Doo doo doo doo doo doo
Bbm Bm Bm/A E
St o N @ va
— doo doo_— doo-dle-oo doo doo doo.__
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1 catch the bus a-bout hol,F_ Posl: elght, wn -to Com-bridge from Down

- ham's Lane.

1
1 catch the bus about halg past 8, into Cambridge grom Downham's Lane
To my place of work, Im never late, but Tm my own boss, so who's to say?
I make some money with the Big Issue, it gives me something good to do
And ev'ry morning, ev'ry agternoon
Youll see life grom a digrerent point of view

2
And there are those that will turn away, they dont know what 1 hear them say.
"He's a scally, he is on the make, and he aint homeless, he's just a pake”
But there are others who will stop and say: "Hello”, and pass the time of day
A cup of copee and a piece of cake
The kind that mmm My momma made

3
When everybody was sage at home, T was lost with nowhere to go
So, T wound up eeling more alone, some days T elk Like the only one
It seemed to me the world had gone to sleep, it brought a familiar kind of peace
But when you Live on these deserted streets
Then Wintercomgort s the place you seek

4.
And now that it has all been relaxed, I've fnally got my punters back
It reels strange to see the world go by, I cant quite figure the reason why
I guess T missed them more than they missed me, and that's how it will always be
Cant put my finger on what has changed
Some things have gone and some have rematned

1 catch the bus about halg past 3, into Combridge from Downham's Lane
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LACK FEN CLUB BLUES

This song started lige as a poem, LnsP'Lred by a serendLP'LtOuLs duet between a qutitarist
and a blackbird one warm APrLL evening at the Black Fen Folk Club on Holland Street.
Anna s a local writer and FoLk-Fqn who comPosed her prsl:-ever Folk
song whtlst dr'w'mg to Tesco du,r'mg Lockdown.

(VERSE 1) 83 Anna Shelton

Grea-hqired 9@ - tar- tst in sen - st-ble  brown shoes, tqpped a - way the rh3 - thm of his

Black Fen Club blues, His F'm - gers Fret-ted sul-len str'mgs as he sang of black-ened bones, while

out - stde a black-bird sings wn har- mo -nu - sing tones. Oh s
(CHORUS)

Sun - d03 mght ot Folk  Club, we come to hear mu - si-cuans play When

L'Lfe ts hard theurr me - lo- dies tran - sporl: us far a - way Its a

to - nie for the bad times, LLFts ws high when we are Low,

Hands chp-P'mS, Feet taP-PLng on the stlck-3 FLoor, When the mu -sic sl:oPs we all cry:

“PLQB one more! Pl,ay- one more! PI,03 one more! Some-one
(VERSE 2)

squeez-es a me-lo-de-on be - side the red-haired 3'u-L, She s\ueet-L3 s'mgs of death and duels, the
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tales be-g'm to twirl. With their bal-lads, reels and shan-ties the3 will teachus a  tune and

REPEAT
CHORUS

all our vowce-s full the  room, this  dar - kened room. Oh s
(VERSE 3)

Please ex-cuse the compere with his baw-d3 romp so bluwe. 13 - nore the white-haired heck-ler, he's

had adrink or  two, But br’mg out a ban - i and my heart o - ver Fl,o\»s. S'mg me
REPEAT
CHORUS
songs  of bow head-ed bor-l.eg. and the - F“‘L Brt - ar Rose. Oh it's
(VERSE 4)

There is-nt much dl—ver-sl-lzy, av-erage age s F'Lphg four, and 30u,'Ll, need to PL°3 more LOud-Ly than the

creak—’mg toil-et door, Buta tin Fl,ute and a dul-ci-mer beat an orch- es- tra hands down, In the

TO
FINAL
CHORUS
back room o the so-cual club inthe north of Cam - brLdge town. Oh s
Final Chorus

(Oh, it's) Sund03 nLSht at Folk Club, we come to hear musicians PLQB
When LLFe s hard theur melodies transport ws gar away

We return ogo'm each weekend, Like the tide runs to the shore
Hands cLoPPLnS, Feet tqpp'mg on the stlck3 FLoor
When the mustc stops we all cry "PLag one more! PL03 one more!”

End

"Pl03 one  more"
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OATHOUSE

This song laments and celebrates \Alednesdqg evenings at the Boathouse Pub, where
lovers of live mustc from all quarl:ers converged to enjoy the cream of Cqmbrldge mustLcLans.
The diamonds added 3L0m0u.r and 3L'Ltter to create an qtmosphere of fun, vlbronc3 and

wnclusion. Composer Bob remembers PL03Ln3 there and Lgrlclst Neil was a regulor.

Neul ts a Foster Carer and songwrllzer L'w'mg n WLLLlnghqm, Cambr'xdge.

By Neil Banks
(VERSE) and Bob Hines
Guitar: Palm mute on the beat
Mandolin 1 Ev- 'ry Wed-nesday eve - nin'

2. Jon-no sang the blues with
3 Le - o lived like Eun-stein,

at the  Boat - house, T'm Peo-Pl,e wqtch-'mg as thea comewnn and— oul,
truee - mo - twon, wn his suut of speck- led mattee - mul - swon,_
re-la - twe - Ly, S and his el - bow Pqtch -es  ne-ver l,eFt — me,_
live mu-sic tswhat s all o - bout,_ let  me wel - come you wn.__
and Fred- die sang ‘Stand 83 Me/, we were so troub-le free.
and cou- PLes who dLs-gu'Lsed thewr ro - mance danced the Moon-dance all night.
_ It ne-ver mat-tered [T was cold out - sude,
_ We hitcheda ride wn - to the Del -ta blues__ and
_ How we muss that Lit - tle sPLn - n'm3 la - dy,_
or  you were Look - Ln3 for a bet - ter PLace to hide, ut on- L3 mat-ters what s
we Walked On Sun-shine wear-ing Blue Suede Shoes and — be-side the danc - ers__
and how our Del - la FLLrt -ed, ve - ry sha - dU'_ he was she, or she was
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on the wn - sude, let  me wel-come youw tn. And the
rom the  Wiud - er Side, we watched  worlds  col- lide.___
he, well may - be,
(CHORUS)
house - band  drove all night,___ at the wheel was John - ny \A/rlght,
and the dia - mond 9Lrls wore dua - monds, red
Alternative Lgrlc: on their

LLPs and hlgh heel _  shoes.

Ev-'r3 Wed-nesd05 eve-nin’

souls and on theur— shoes.
at  the Boat - house,
Mandolin RLH

ooh.

ev - 'rB - bo - d3 come n.

at  the Boat -

house, _

Mandolin RLH:

Ev "rfj Wed- nesd03 eve-nin

ooh.
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(\VERSE: LAMENT)
Flexible rhythm, Sultar F‘”Ser P'Lcked

4. The Ru- ver Cam it keeps on FLOw - g — skurt - ing C B 4 and
ne -ver slow - g, — all its pl,eqs-ures Wt keePs be - stow - g, —
the twists, the turns, the ebbs___ and — (low - ings, — and sat be-side the Boat

- house just_ the_— same,— the Wed-nesdqy 5€5-5L0N FoLd-ed as s hall—of  fame,

drew the gems that qurk - led like_—_ a crown,— now sad - L3 ta -

Gu.itar: Pal,m mute on 8ths

- ken from_—  this town. But T still hear_

(END)
3rd & 4th repeat w. Mandolin rif

the sounds of ev - 'ry \z\/ed-nesdoy eve-nin’ at the Boat - house,

(REPEAT X4) (END)

ev - 'rg Wed—nesdaa eve-nin at  the Boat - house.
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1.

Evir \/\lednesdqy evenin' at the Boathouse
I'm PeoPLe wol:ch'ma as thea come in and out
Live mustc ts what it's all about
Let me welcome you tn
It never mattered u b was cold outside
Or you were Look’mg for a better Pl.qce to hide
It only matters what s on the inside
Let me welcome you [¥a)

Chorus
And the house band drove all nLSht
At the wheel was J ohnny \A/r'ujhl:
And the Diamond Girls wore diamonds
Red lips and high heel shoes / On their souls and ther shoes
Ev'ry WednesdQ3 evenin' at the Boathouse, ooh

2.
Jono sang the blues with true emotion
In his sudt of sPeckLed matte emulsion
And Freddie sang; ‘Stand By Me'
We were so trouble (ree
We hitched a rude into the Delta blues and
We Walked On Sunshine wearing Blue Suede Shoes and
Bestde our dancers who were on the Wilder Side
We watched worlds collide

Chorus

3
Leo Lived Like Eunstein, rel,atlvetg
And his elbow patches never legt me
And couples who disgused their romance
Danced the Moondance all nLght
How we miss that Little spinning quy
And how our Della FLLrted, very shng
He was she, or she was he, well mqybe
Everybody come un
Ev'r3 \A/ednesday evenin' at the Boathouse, ooh

4.
The Ruver Cam keeps on (lowing
Sklrt'mg CB4 and never sl.OwLnS
AUl its pleasures it keeps bestOwLn3
The tuwists, the turns, the ebbs and flowtngs
And sat beside the Boathouse just the same
The Wednesdqy sessLon FoLded as its hall of pame
Drew the gems that qurkled like a crown
Now sadly taken grom this town
But stull T hear the sounds of
Eviry Wednesday evenin' at the Boathouse (x4)
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URIAL NO.4

Burtal No4 s uuldel,y known as ‘The Arbu,r3 Skeleton' on dLsPl,og wn the museum of Archaeol,o% and
Anl:hroPoI,o% wn Cambrldge. It was Folmd wn summer 1952 when work on the new Arbu.rg hms'mg estate was

l:ok"mg Pl,ace, ol,ongs'tde other burials from the late 3rd or 4th cenl:urg. Ths song Ls 'msP'Lred by the rematns of a

woman Folmd wn Burtal No.4' and what we know about her: she was a Roman woman in her 40s to eorlg 50s

and her burtal in a stone lead-lined COFFU’\ suggests considerable wealth. We Lmagine her L'LFe as it mlght have

been.Ths song comPrLses a verse and a chorus wtth varied pergormance oPtLons to be Lnterpreted b3 the

perpormer. An exqmpl,e of how t m'ujht be 'ml:erpreted s Prodeed on the F'mol, page.

Lara s a local songwr'tl:er who s redlsaoverlng erl:'mS. She works at the UnLvers'Ll:y of Cqmbr'tdge.

130
(VERSE)

1T M cream s made in  Rome,
2 Tve  lived four score and  more,
3 Ca - ml-"la s my  name,
4. To see  me, wo-man, dead,
spin  the wool 1 wear,

run our home - sl:e.Qd weLL,

our de - lL - clous wtne,

EnOw this  too will 90,

tw - niec s S0 ‘:'me

url s gone  a - way,
raise  a ass to ws,
stand  and stare ot me,

Bg EmLLg Peqsgood

and Lara Gisborne

th0u3h 1 know what mat-ters s love and home, 1

my hus-band be - siude lay - g down the law, We
con - ten-ted 1 am wah My mo - dest fame. Well

1 rest a while in my mo-se - um bed. And

whtle teqch-'m3 my slave how to  braid my hatr, M3

while kee -'mg owr peo-ple un-der my sPeLL, M3

re - FLect on the pas - sing  of love  and time, Lets

i cli - mate con - trol ong a gl,os - sy show, Yes,
and grace - pul - L3 made by my hands di - vine.

we

and

son's young-est  chil-dren come ev - ery day
vu - Vst ¥ tor, ske-le- ton, not 3et du‘&.
then con - tem - Pl,al:e My mor - ta - L - |:3.

The verse can be PerFormed as a 3-qu|: round, hummed or with Lgrlcs, with voices enl:er'mg at

2 bar intervals (D@ Q) or 4 bar intervals ([1]2] 3. 1t can be perpormed a cappella or with optional

wnstrumentation.
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(CHORUS)

Bur-t-al  Num-ber Four, Wil 1 Fmd ske-le-tons  at my door? WUl T mind?
BVs
Bur-t - al Num-ber Four, Ske-le-tons ot my door,
Keys (Marumba)
Bass
TrLangLe
T.V. comes to I,'LFe, well Tm  kind of wor- ried.
T V.

The chorus has a cross-rhythm reel, with optional backing vocals, keyboard (martmba or bone Like sound), bass
and tqungle. Shakers on Toths and other percussion wnstruments or squLes of TV static can be added at the

perpormers discretion.
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Bur-t-al  Num-ber Four, sta - tus quo, Peo—PLe knock  on my door, do they know?

Bur-t-al Num-ber Four, Peo—PLe knock-Ln9 on my door,

Tr'mngle

HLs—to—r3 re- Peots, and Tm FeeL - - - 'm9 Flur - ried.

Re - peats.



INTERPRETATION EXAMPLE

Intro

(Hum the verse as an a cappella round with 3 voices at 2-bar intervals)

1.
(Solo singer, a capella)
My cream is made wn Rome, though 1 know what matters s Love and home
I spun the wool T wear, while teaching my slave how to braud my hatr
My tunic is so fine and gracefully made by my hands divine.

2.
(Solo singer with piano and bass)
T've lived four score and more, my husband beside L03Ln3 down the law
We run our homestead well, while keeping our people wunder my spell
My gurl s gone away, my son's youngest children come every de-

Chorus
(Solo singer with backing vocals, keyboard-marimba tone, bass and shaker on Teths)
Burtal Number Four, will 1 F'md skeletons at my door? Will T mund?
T.V. comes to lige, well I'm kind of worried.
Burial Number Four, status quo, people knock on my door, do they know?
H'le:ory repeats, and I'm feeling [.Lu.rri.ed.

3

(Solo singer with piano and bass)
Camtlla s My name, contented 1 am with my modest fame
We'll pour deliciouws wine, reglect on the passing of love and tume
Let's raise a glass to us, we visitor, skeleton, not yet dust.

Repeqt Chorus
(Solo singer with BV's, keyboard-marimba tone, bass, shaker Teths and tr'mngl,e)

4.

(Solo singer with piano and bass)
To see me, woman, dead, I rest a while wn My museum bed
And know thts too will 90, wn clumate control and a 9l,assy show
Yes, stand and stare at me, and then contemplate my morl:ql,'utg.

Repeqt Chorus
(Solo stnger with BV's, keyboard-marimba tone, bass, shaker leths and tr'mnal,e)

Chorus & V1

(Solo singer with BV's, bass and shaker with sumultaneous V1 round: 3 voices at 2-bar intervals)

Endlns

(Hum the verse as an a chPel,La round with 3 voices at 2-bar intervals)
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AMBRIDGE COMMUNITY ARTS

Cambridge Commumlty Arts offer winclusive courses for PeoPLe to expl,ore their creativity. This song ts
inspure b3 Matra's experience of taking part in their mustic courses, and how it hel ed%\er re-centre
qFter moving back to the UK from work'm9 as a mLssLonqry wn Thatland and Asta. Tt us best QccoqunLed
with Su,LI:ar. percussion and 2-3 bcmk'mg s'mgers.

Matra ts an Irish Australian who Lives in Cqmbrtdge, having 9rqndporenl:s who hatl crom Wales and Yorkshtre.
She enjoys writing poetry and songs, making beats, developing skills in

musicianship and work'mg on her home recordlng studio.

By Matra Ka
(VERSE) and Em&y Peasgoog
1. When L'LFe s hard and ITm in  astrange Pl,oce where 1 don't e - ven wan-na
2. P'Ll:ch up  when I'm less than my best, 1 F'md my heart or Set ut
see  my face, 1 dont, 1 dont  know what Im
off ™y chest when 1 dont, 1 dont  know what Im
do - g, And some-times 1 canlt see  the
FeeL - 'mg. And some-times Im  troub - led and
wood for the trees. 1 ev -en stmg-gl.e l.ook-'mg at the birdsand bees,- and 1
caughl: in a  bub - ble, need-LnS to  wn-wind a con - fu - s’mg mud - dle, 1
dont, 1  dont know what Im say- g,
dont, 1  dont know what I'm think -ing,
(CHORUS)
1 Cam-brldge Com-mu - nu - t3 Arts saved me, and 1 be -came who 1
2 Com-brldge Com-mu - nu - ty Arts saved me, Im wn a world of dis -
want  to be, Now 1 know, 1 red- Lﬂ know  what Tm
co-ve - ry Now 1 know, 1 red- Lg know  what TIm
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do - 'mg. Cam - brldge Com - mu - n - ty Arts

FeeL - 'mg. Cam - br'tdge Com - mu - n - ty Arts
gave me Friend—shLP and fun, cre-a -k -w - ty, Now 1
gave me Friend—sh'up and fun, an o -den- bk - I:g, Now 1
know, I real-ly know- what Tm say - g 2.1
know, 1 read- Ly know - what Tm th'mE - ing
(MIDDLE 8)
Woah, were talk - in' ‘boul,
woah, we're talk - in' 'bout, woah.

(VERSE1  CHORUS 1)

PerForm at the same time with two singers. Use munimal gu_i,l:or for the FLrst 8 bars (breakdown)
then FLLLLQI’ Sultor with oPtLonqL back'mg vocals. BVs can be introduced one hqrmon:, at a tume.

(VERSE 2 CHORUS 2)

PerForm at the same time with two s'mgers. Continue with Full,er gultor for the FLrst 8 bars then

cut Sultqr out for the F'mql 3. Optlonql, bock'mg vocals can continue unaccompanled to end.

(OPTIONAL BACKING VOCALS)

A Slide
Woabh, woah, wa, oh, woah, Woabh, woah,  wa, oh, woah,
D A
Woabh, woah, wa, oh, Woah, woah, wa, oh, Woah, woah,  wa, oh, woah,
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HESTERTON ALLOTMENT SOCIETY

"M3 allotment has browghl: me a Lot of joy and Feeds my qu'tl,y heql,l:h3 Food whtch tastes so much better than the
shop bowght veqgqies. It's close to home but FeeLs like a journey wnto the c0um|:r3. There wsa Pond for frogs to breed
and eat the sl,ugs and my quily oFten vistt to heLP out and have a P'Lcn'xc."

Liz wsa granny who enjoys singing, quys Fl,ud:e. accordian and Indian harmontum and takes qut wn orchestras and

Fol,k clubs in Cqmbrldge. She was born in Australia and Llived in India before sel:l:L'mg wn Chesterton in the 70s.

By Liz Huelin
and Anna Hester Skelton
(VERSE) Em Am Em Am B Em
1. There s a__ F'Lel.d wn a se-cret PLoce, sPL'Lt wn-to ma- ny Lots. As -
2w a__ fox L'w-'mg n his—  laur, 1  saw hum b3 my tree. 1
Em Am Em Am B Em
Pa - ra - gus grows and_  rhu - barb waves, and seeds ger - mi - nate in ots. The
stood Llike a stone and_  stared at__ him as he nged rtght back at me. Ob-
Em Am Em Am B Em
road goes— off from_ U - nwon_ Lane, the Sotes hid-den from the—  road. Its
ser - ving_ from two_ streets a - way: the tower of St Georg-es_ Church. It
Em Am Em Am B Em
curved road hides the_ en -tran - ces, al - lot-mentso-ci- e- ty's a - bode.

sees the_— sea - sons_ l:hrowgh the — year and watch - es  ws nur -tur -'mg the earth.
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(CHORUS)

Am G Am
Who'll come q-Long with_  us to - doa, armed with a Fork and a
C G Am Em Am B Em

Come and P'Lck the  straw-ber-ries, Pu.l: seeds in the beds we_ make.

Em

make.
1

There tsa FL?.Ld wn a secret Pche. SPLLl: wnto many Lots.
Aqurogus grows and rhubarb waves, and seeds 9erm'mqte wn Pots,
The road goes off from Untion Lane, the Sqtes hidden from the road.

Its curved road hides the entrances, Allotment Soaetﬁ's abode.

Chorus
Who'll come ol,on3 with ws l:odqg, armed with a Fork and a rake?

Come and P'Lck the strawberries, Pu.t seeds in the beds we make.

2
There ts a fox Living in his lair, T saw him by my tree.
I stood Like a stone and stared ot hum as he gazed right back ot me.
Observing grom tuwo streets away: the tower of St Georges Church.

It sees the seasons thro\Lgh the year and watches us nurtur'mg the earth.

Chorus
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HESTERTON WALTZ

"Chesterton Waltz s 'msP'Lred b3 three of my favourite Pchesz the spactous and Pemepl Old
Chesterton Allotments, the historic Green Drogon Pu.b and the Hoamakers, wtth ks rich
tradition of mustc mqklng. These FdeLe tunes forma trio that reFLects the thtorg.

character and commu.nll:y sPLrLt of each Pl,ace and of Chesterton LtseLF."
Sharon s a Local violintst, composer and teacher, oFten seen cycl,'mg around wtth a violin on her back.

152 Lively Waltz

Pakenham Close By Sharon Sullivan

At the end of Pakenham Close there's the Old Chesterton Allotment Soclety site. It's a peaceful haven; an
escape grom the bu53ness and stress of modern LLFe. Al sorts of PeoPLe grow veg, fruit and Fl,o\uers on
theur PLol:s. qmongst the insects and birds, and foxes and frogs.

The Merr3 Hoqukers

This Pub has a Long hlsl:ory of music and donc'mg, from World War 2 era sLng-oLongs to blues jams and
cover bands. It s better known todqg for s Lorge selection of real ales and excellent pLzza, but [ 30u.'re
Lucky you. can still catch a band now and ogoln.
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Green Dragon on the Cam [ The Missing Ferryman

Thes Lovel.y Pu,b wtth its 3qrden b3 the river has been Part of commu.nltg LLFe for hundreds of years.
F requented bg Oliver Cromwell and JRR. Tolkien, the PLace X steeped wn thl:ory. Mgstery was added
when a local ferryman dqupPeared qFter Leqvlng the Pu.b one evenLng.



ATING IN CB4

This songis LnsPLred b3 Eleana’s dat'mg expertences in CB4. There are two chorus options to choose grom. OPtLon
1 requires omittingthe Last word of verses 2 and 3. Verse 4 ends C\bru.Pl:l,a on"boo". This soNg Ls sung, and spoken

wn quts wtth LmProvLsed ad Libs to describe Frusl:rqt'mg qu'mg expertences.

Eleana grew up n Arbu.rg, s a keen amateur Photogrqpher and studies

PerForang Arts at Anglia Ruskin Unlvers'tty.

) . Bg Eleana R03
Latd Back F u.nky Guitar 120
and EmLL3 Peosgood

(VERSE)

1 Fust tume 1T met Ron - nie, we went to the Gol - den Hind, he
2 Fust tume 1T met Tom - my, we went to The Wa - ter - man, he
3Fust tume 1T met Jon -ny, we went to the Mu-ton Arms, he
4. Fust ttme 1 met Rob - bie, we walked by the  ri-ver Cam, he
said Do you like ga-ming? - I saud "T dont mind'_ He
asked me for a  cud- dle, 1 satd: “No, no  thanks" He
sad: "1 think you're love - Ly, he was pull of charm He
sad T red - ly  like you, T your big -gest pan’__ He
told me ‘bout the pla - nets and look -ing ot the stars, 1
satd T am a mo - del, and  have great an - gles too’ 1
told me all the cute  qgurls have  lots of ot - b - tude, 1
talked a - bout his spread - sheets, how mot to o - ver-spend, 1
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rolled my—  eyes__  and saud "Is there liye on  Mars?”
slumped  in - to—  the chatr, but he was-nt

saud: "0 - kay, that's nice. Shall we or - der  food?-
freaked out__ when_  he saud: “Are we more than griends?”

“Wan-na PL°3 Nun - ten - do? We can PL°3 Star__
"T dont go on bus - es,— 1 think Im real
"1 can or - der for  you,— I am a good_

"Youw can come to my PLoce,_ but pre - tend  we're—
you  be Princ - ess  Let - q, 1 will be The Force'_
1 work a a jewel - ler and 1 have a PooL"._
how a - bout @ - g tas then some ap - PLe P'Le?"_
Y we see my lod - ger, were_ not on a  date __
I  dont know what 1 want or what I'm look - Ln3 for,
1  dont know [ T want to see these quys a - Sq'm,
1  dont know [ 1 want a guy who thinks he's boss,
I knew 1  dud -ntwant a guy wih-out a clue,
wish 1  knew the ans-wer, Ron- nie was
wish 1T  knew the ans - wer, Tom - my  was
wish 1  knew the ans- wer, Jon - ny made
think 1 med the ans - wer: 1  dont need

(Gu.itar back wn)

bore. (Spoken ad Lib aboult the prustrations o dqtlng, )

43

|:hr0u,9h,

Wars,

mates,

he saud:
1
1
1
1
a
too
me

a-—>(To END Page 45)

(qup dur'mg ad Libs, then return to verse)



(CHORUS OPTION 1)

Da - t'mg wn North Cam - brLdSe,

Fine wine, love anddv - n'mg,

"leht, nLght. see  you la - ter"

then l:he.3 90 and ruin Wt

about the prustrations o dqt'ma. D)

are these quys for real?__

had a nice ap - peal.— 1 say
The3 say; "Good - nLght beaw - tu - Ful“._ But
(Unaccompqnled)

by say - ing; (Spoken cheesy chat up Line, into ad libs

(TO VERSE Page 42)
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(CHORUS OPTION 2)

2. vain.

3. cross

(END)

4. boo.

He was a
He was a

he was a

he was a

He was a
He was a

he was a

he was a

bor - g,

bos - sy,
bon ny,
bon ny,
bor Lng,
bos Y,
bon ny,
bon ny,

bor
bos

bor
bos

bor

bos

bor -

bos -

- Lng

Lng
Y

'mg bon-ny
sy bon-ny

'm3 bon—ny
sy bon-n3

o,

o,

o,

o,

(To VERSE Page 42)



LIZA

In 1799, Imp’mgton resitdent Elizabeth Woodcock was buried in the snow for eight dogs. She survived the
horrendouws ordeal, but never tmL3 recovered and died six months later. This song captures how her
husband Dantel must have celt; Frqnl:Lc with worry, and devastated when she did not recover. Dantel

died shortL3 agter Eliza, Leqvi.ng their son William orPhqned.

(VERSE 1) By Guy Dinwiddy
Some called her E - li-za - beth, but 1 called her E -l za
we'd been mar-ried three years gone, thenl lost her, T lost her inthe snow.
We walked out  of our church, tohave and to hold, Did she re-
mem-ber  that as her peet grew  cold? Ice went
(CHORUS)
wn-to her heart, wn-to her veuns, E-li-za, where  have you gone?  Tve

Alternative l,yrlc: She ne-ver thawed out my love LeFt and

called and tried and cried.
tore my world a - Porl:.

(VERSES 2-5)

2. She went rL—dLn3 thrOu.Sh the snow ona horse that she called Tun-ker,

Flash! And Tin-ker reared up so high, and she lost him, she lost hum in the snow.
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That won-der - Ful mar-ket, not one eg9g un sold, Did she re
(CHORUS)

mem-ber  that as her heart grew cold? Ice  went

Chorus
Ice went into her heart, into her veins
Eliza, where have you gone? T've called and tried and criedy
She never thawed out my love legt and tore my world apart

1
Some called her Elizabeth, but 1 called her Eliza
We'd been married three years gone then 1 lost her, I lost her un the snow
We walked out of our church to have and to hold
Did she remember that as her feet grew cold?

2
She went riding through the snow on a horse that she called Tinker
Flash! And Tinker reared up so high, and she Lost hum, she Lost him in the snow
That wonderFul market, not one eqq unsold
Did she remember that as her hands grew cold?

3.
Buried, far above her head, in a blizzard that entombed her
Church bells tolled out and twice they rang, but 1d Lost her, I'd Lost her in the snow
Behind Sittle's sheep parm, Kissing by the Fold
Did she remember that as her lips grew cold?

4.

Eight dqgs later, pree at last, but the ice and snow still 9rLPPed her
Sux months Later she slipped away, and Td Lost her, Td Lost her in the snow
T muss my Eliza, we said we'd grow old
Dud she remember that as her heart grew cold?

5.
T've not got much Lige tn me, not without my dear Eliza
Twill see her in one missed breath, but Tl Leave hum, Tl leave our boy alone
She cradled our William, more preciows than gold
Did she remember that as her arms grew cold?
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EN ROAD

Twrote this song qFl:er receLang anematl froma Traveller who lives on Fen Road, tak'mg additional LnsPqul:Lon
from sound bites in recent Local papers. It has an optional chorus that can be sung aFter some or all verses, and
can be Performed as a solo, a 4-part round song, or muxed and matched to create a unique interpretation. The

round works wn two ways: with voices entering at 2 bar intervals D@ ®) or 4 bar wntervals (7112 B] @)

83 Emily Peosgood
(VERSE)
1.1 have Llived on Fen Road for more than  twen - ty - F'we years, We are
deeP - Ly a - shamed of what's hap - P'n'mg, It's the
Foult of some  young - sters, young men wn theuw prime and their
ac - Ltuons, l:he3 know what theg're do - 'm9. 2. When 1
(OPTIONAL CHORUS)
A few bad ap - Pl,es. A ap - Pl,es.
Few bad ap - Ples. ap - PLes.
Few bad ap - Pl,es. ap - PLes.
Few bad ap - PLes. ap - Ples.
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)
I have lived on Fen Road gor more than twenty-pive years
We are deeply ashamed of what's happenting
It's the fault of some youngsters; young men in their prime
And their actions, they know what theyre doing

2
When T go to the shops T must apologise
They dont see Tm a man of good standing
We are just as grustrated as others, you see
And we dont all deserve this harsh branding

3
One bad apple can taint the whole barrel, it's true
And we're all just as bad as each other, they say
But we cant bear the blame for what we didnt do
And a man’s not an apple to be thrown away

4.
On The Wild West' Fen Road, as it has come to be known
Where the actions of some bring us shaming
We have tried to escape all the stigma we pace
But to many we're always for blaming

5.
Tm a man of few words but T will take it on board
53 and large iw's the only way to ut
When we all bear the shame of a few who're to blame
Quet grace ts the only way through it

o.
Now then it doesnt matter where you're going, it's true
Cause it's always who you have beside you
But i cold-faced disdain is on each pace you meet
Then youll wish the ground open and hide you

Chorus

A few bad apples
A few bad apples
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O.A.T.

“LL Cool J fans and all Hup Hop heads know GOA.T stands for Greatest Op ALl Tume. This is a few words

Of warning to quents searchng for the one erthdqy Present that will make theur 13 year old smule.”

Lucille s a writer and choreographer, a Produ,cl: of north of the ruver, Long-l:erm-Ful,L-t'Lme Arburynaut and

a third of the creative drive behind world famous Arts and Culture orgqnlsqtlon, SIN Cru.

By Lucille Rococoa

Tve  loved other quys.

Tve  looked into their eyes

but this was supposed to be no strings
now wethered, you're tethered

by some reingorced acrylic to a tree

swrrounded b3 mud, carrot ends and

We fetched you grom a council estate

outside ‘boro

Just you, me in the car, and my daughter.

Her smile was unusually constant and Cheshire.

You calmed the Sulk3 understud3 Of a woman and let her

Love HOu,.

Last night we Legt you on a temporary bed

of presh  wood shavings.

You escaped grom the curst

squeezing your balls through the cattle stalls
and were moved to the stable block

where you could be  locked in.
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Tve  heard all the Lines

Tve cried (0) so many tumes
but when the peelers came round
on Boxing Day morning ,

Tknew you was wandering,

1 could guess what was coming

Pulled my dressing gown

down over the bruise on my thigh

never as high as the ribs you cant reach
and for a moment, I enjoyed the silence.
No head butting walls and braying

It's hard to explain you're only play

In the court a crowd had gathered
fencing you in,

preventing you grom

entering through the

awtomatic Supermarket

doors. But stubborn, you werent Bu.dgens.

Now a gull page spread in the local news,
exaggerated views from readers,

reports crom the pub cleaners

who were chased down the road

and had to hide in a bush

but you's keeP'mg stush - no comment, it read.

Tve el por other smiles

Tve  walked a thousand miles
but no matter where I go

T unintentionally smell of you

No Paco Rabanne, Lynx, or even nglc Tree
your Fronl: Legs, chest, face, and beard are all covered in
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We were advised it was a wise Procedu.re
and ratsed {30 to debase you.
1 qluuogs thOu_Sht your sack

hung Like Bajan soursops
Prol:ected bg Emerald CL'ZB carrier bogs to sl:op

the monkegs from Panthg them.

Teeth sunk softly into a squ.idgey
dumpling made grom glutinous rice.
Sticky lips rimmed with all things nice -
wrong chotce of snack for that day

as the red bean and mullet jelly

remunded me onl,g of your oPerat'Lon.

A lack of loyalty ungortunately's not new to me
so I knew as you've reached puberty

you were roaming, you. cad,

Looking for Love,

wearing youwr own musk,

and it was worse durlng rut.

Maybe now youll lose your bravado,
no more Arbury psycho.

But my daughter wants to rehome you.
So i you should ever doubt,

wonder what love is all aboult,

Just think back and remember babes

Yy you hadnt eaten my knickers, mqvbe you could have stqged.

Copgrlght Lucille Rococoa, 2015
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AP OF SONGS & VERSES

Every song and verse can be mapped to alocation or jowrneyinnorth Cambridge. Specific locations, buildings
and landmarks are celebrated in songs like 1o Chesterton Road, Grumpy's Pet Shop and Kindness is Always
wn Season. Other pieces capture more general Locations with an interesting history or a peeling to share, Like
the histories surrounding Burtal No. 4, Haligax Road or Unton House, or the sense of community spurtt in
Arbury Court and Green End Road. Some songs and verses reperence several locations or capture a specific
journey. The ramous herons in Heron Man can be seen in two locations, and we can observe the route the
Arbury Carnival procession takes, the Big Issue seller's daily walk to his pitch outside M&S, and the rave
convoy that travelled around the ciby in The Summer of 1939 and collected people from Milkon Tescos. This
map Locates each song in iks specific place. Please wse it to find stories at specific Locations,

and the location of each story.









REEN END ROAD

"1 have lived in CB4 since J anuary 2008. 1 have travelled wp and down Green End Rd
innumerable tumes since, and quoas liked the name. EsPec'le.3 since the

20mph Limik was wntroduced, it has a LoveL3 local geel to "

George s a ProFessLonqL songwr'tter and troveLL'mg muwstcLan.

100
(INTRO) By George Bacon
(VERSE 1) Thus
Cam-brtdge street  witha Pub at oneend_and a Pet store  at the oth-er,_ from
Gmm-Py's to the Gol - den Hind, you can walk or take a bus. down_
(REFRAIN)
Green End Road, an end-less__ Prom—Lse, our way w, — our way out.—
Green End Road, — a went_way, withCB 4 3q|:h-ered round you.
(VERSE 2)
Thmu.gh the heart of our nelgh-bou-hood, where the green and end-’mgs_ dwell,
at the end_ of the thh_ street, there it be-g'ms four bus sl:ops Long,
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REPEAT REFRAIN

(INSTRUMENTAL)

(VERSE 3)

Past.the Pl.qy-grmnd swngs and round - a - bouts, a Fool: - quL-PLtch. and shq-dy trees,
Mace OFF Li - cense, Ches-ter-ton Prim-qry a Meth-o-dist Church, Ni-sa Lo - cal,
(REFRAIN)
Green End Road, an end- Less_Prom-Lse, our way wn,— our way out._
Green End. Road, a went_woy, wthC B 4 9qth - ered round you.
_ Green End Road, Green End Road,
Copyrtght

George Bacon, 2020



RUMPY'S PET SHOP

T had so much fun writing Gmmpg's Pet ShoP because it let me express my Feel.tngs of love, 1y and
happiness about antmals, and my excitement un vLsLtlng Lulw and the nice people at Gmmpy's who help

me care for my pets, esPecLoLL3 my chickens Summer and PoPpet."

Chtara ts eLSht years old and attends Chesterton Perqr3 School. Her Friends wnclude
chickens, dogs, tortoises, moths, guinea pigs, cats, fish and other children.

Gru.mpals Pet shoP can be qccomponled on P'Lano or Sultqr.

By Chtara Berry,
160 Genevieve Berry
(INTRO) and EmLLB Peasgood
11In
(VERSE)
Ches -ter-ton_ on  Scot - land Road, near the school and church and Pork,

You'll F'md Grum -py's pet  shop and when dogs walk by thea bark, bark, bark!

Slide wp on ‘O

Rich - ard and Ju-lie are there to chat,
(CHORUS)

‘bout your pets n  this n that. There

was an old man named Mis - ter Grum - PY: and he owned a shop, a Pel: shop,

When he died they named the shop: Mis - ter Gmm—Pg's, Grum —Py's pet shop.
(OPt'LonoLI repeat Last two bars)
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1
In Chesterton on Scotland Road, near the school and church and quk
You'll find Gmmpy's pet shop and when dogs go by they bark, bark, bark!
Richard and Julie are there to chat bout your pets n this n' that
Ooh. ..

Chorus
(Repeat agter each verse)

There was an old man named Muster Gmmpy
And he owned a shop, a pet shop
When he died they named the shop:
Muster Grumpys, Grumpy's pet shop

2.

Go see Lulu the cockatoo, when 3ou're there she'll talk to you
Shell shout i you walk away, she really wants to play, play, play!
She talks sogtly just to kids, and she doesnt have eyelids
Ooh. ..

3
Mg cheeky chickens the3 were blue, Ly'mg wn the chicken coop
So we took a stroll to Grumpg's and we bOu,ShlZ some Food, Food. Food!

Oats and seeds and bqu,ey too, now I:hea do nutritious poo
Ooh. ..

4.
My guinea pig was feeling grumpy, ‘cause his arms and legs are stumpy
And hts brother's bed was l,u_mpy, so we went to Gmmp, GmmP, Gmmpy's!

It cheered them up rLSht away, when we gave them straw and hog
Ooh. ..

5.
There's treats for dogs and cats and F'Lsh, all can F’md a l:asty dish
Turtles, Ferrets, hedgehogs, rabbits, everyl:h'mg you wtsh, wish, wish!

Monkegs, eels and doLPh'ms too, it's your FrLendl,g Local zoo!
Ooh. ..

o.
We skip and run and jump and hop, all the way to Gmmpy's shop
Near and far and far and wde, Please let ws come inside, side, side!

PeoPLe and anumals all agree, Grumpg's us the place to be
Ooh. ..
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ALIFAX ROAD

"Tused to live in a former Victorian almshouse on HaLLFax Road. Ths song [ 'msPLred bg

many dLFFerent lives PLoyed out there over the centuries. ALl the stortes mentioned are true.”

Jessica s a Cqmbr'tdge—bqsed slnger—songwrlter. As well as rel,eqs'mg two studio albums,

Jessica wsed to be a costumed thl:orH 3uLde at the Black COuntry L'w'mg Museum.

83 Jessica Law

(VERSE) and Anna Hester Skelton

1. T can see the Shosts of those who walked this road n years be - fore,

Har - ry Bra - zter's se - ven chil - dren Pnged be - tween these  nar - row  walls,

Hud-den dqg—gers sPorked a scan-dal thur - ty me - tres from my door,

War-time wi-dows Paced these ve - ry Fl,oors my dan-c’mg shoes now score. Cross the
street, a ta-vern liesa sLeePZ dLsPched ah Just a
house,  the paint-ed name e rased:  blank space, ah And
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(CHORUS)

do you see what I__ see? Do you FeeL the th'mgs 1 FeeL? And are you wn tune with

me? Do you thuink it mlght be real? Do you think it mlght be_ real? Do you

think Wt mlghl: be real?

1
1 can see the 3hos|:s of those who walked this road in years beFore

Harry Brazier's seven children played betueen these narrow walls
Hudden daggers sparked a scandal thirty metres grom my door
Woartime widows paced these very floors my dancing shoes now score
Cross the street
A tavern Lies asleep; displaced (Ah...)

Just a house
The qunted name erased: blank space (Ah...)

Chorus
And do you see what T see?
Do you. feel the things 1 reel?
And are you tn bune with me?
Do you think it might be real?
Do you think it might be real?
Do you think it might be real?

2.
1 can sense what one tree meant to Lovers, F'Lghters. thieves and stoats

I can gind the signs of Lives inscribed in stone or scratched on posts
Metal sparrows quard the park and watch the runners stretch and boast
While the River Cam plays host to diggerent Lives on digperent boats
In these lanes
A history s made each day (Ah...)

On stone stage
We come and 90 away, ut stqgs (Ah...)

Chorus
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ERON MAN

Heron Man s a prece of house music b3 Darren F LthQtrLCk mstred by the anonymous 9I"QHLL|:L
artist who patnts herons around Cqmbrtdge The rhythms, melodic Lines and harmontes created b3
Darren are Presented here as individual parts. PerFormers are invited to aner, mux and match them
i any order for any mustcal wnstruments to create their own unique version of Heron Man.

Darren has lived in CombrLdge all his L'LFe and enjoys creat'mg Poel:ry, mustc, art, sewing
and cragting and has a Photogrqph3 studio.

126b|>m
(SPOKEN WORD - SECTION 1)

1 am the

cross Cqm-brLdSe, I wish to  re-main

(SPOKEN WORD - SECTION 2)

o

In north
Je-sus Lock BrLdge. There's
have you seen them?
(SPOKEN WORD - SECTION 3)
Heron sounds
He - rons are
1 en -joy

to see

he-ron man.

a-non - 3 - mouws,

Cam - bridge I:hea're on

hQP_Pﬂ birds.

Bg Darren F Ltqul:rLck

1 do drc\w-lngs of he-rons a-

a-non - 5 - mouws.

Mul - ton Road and

prob 'bl,3 more, there's some at  Tes- co's,

(Heron sounds)

my qu-'rlte birds,

uuol:ch-ing them wn FL’LSht,



(SYNTH MOTIF 1)

(SYNTH MOTIF 2)

(SYNTH MOTIF 3)

(BASS MOTTF 1)

(BASS MOTTF 2)

(PERCUSSION: STANDARD GROOVE)
Hi-hats / shaker

Hand clap

Hand drum Flexible Instruments

Bass drum

(PERCUSSION: BREAK. DOWN [ BUILD UP)
Crash cgmbol

Flexible Instruments
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INDNESS 1S ALWAYS IN SEASON

In Au.gu.st 2017, artists Dan B'ngs, Sa'adiah Khan and Samirah Khan created a commu.nltg mural tn
Chesterton. It states Kindness s ALways wn Season’ and Featu,res Su.ggest'tons from Llocal restdents, Brown's
Field Youth and Commu.nltg Centre and Eddie’s, a local chqubg Su.PPorI:'mS people with Leqrnlng

disabilities. As it was Pq'ml:ed qusars-bg contributed additional ideas. This song cQPtu,res a few of them.

33 Emilg Peqsgood
and Bob Hines
(VERSE)
1.0On the cor-ner of Mu - ton and of Green End Road, at a junc—tlon where cars hur-ry
by, on the wall of the Co—oP_ s a mu-ral for kind - ness
(REFRAIN)
F
where you can Look and  think for a while. I you need a rea - son
uuh3 it was done, — kind -ness s al - ways W sea-son. 2. It was
(BRIDGE)
IF you love your son, welll Pq'mt for your son. IF you want some kind-ness,
welll gwe you  some. For  kind-ness s al - ways, al - ways  tn  sea - son.
Regrain x 2,
then V1to lesh.
We all need some—th'mg we can be - lieve un If. ..
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1
On the corner of Milton and of Green End Road
At a junction where the cars hurry by
On the wall of the Co-op ts a mural for kindness
Where you can look and think for a while

IF you need a reason wh3 it was done, kindness s quqgs N season

2,

It was painted by Saadiah, Samirah and Dan
As a symbol of kindess and peace
They Listened to voices of Chesterton people
And patnted it all on a Chesterton street

IF you need a reason wh3 tt was done, kindness s quqgs n season

3
As they were painting and people passed by
Saadiah would Look up and say
"What do you Love?" "We love our son;
He died aged eighteen and he's not gone away’

IF you need a reason wh3 it was done, kindness s quqgs N season

4.
And they carried on panting, still people came by
They would Look wp and again:
"What do you Love?" "We'd love some kindness,
To brighten up this cold and dark dqy"

IF you need a reason wh3 it was done, kindness s quqgs N season

Brldge
It you Love your son, well paint for your son
It you want some kindess, well give you some
For kindness s always, always in season
We all need something we can believe in
It you need a reason why it was done, kindness s always in season

IF you need a reason wh3 it was done, kindness s C\LwC\yS N season

RePeqt 1
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HS CLAP

"We created this song to celebrate the sense of commumll:y shown by the cLoP for carers to Su,PPOr|: hard-

worklng keaworkers during the 2020 Lockdown.”

Nicola Lives in Hardwick, works in Cqmbrldae and s a member of the St Neots Folk Club. Her doughl:er

Chloe is 9 years old and a keen mustcian, Leqm'mg recorder and Fl,ul:e.

83 Chloe F! Load.
NLCkH Fi LoHd
and Bob Hines
(INTRO)
(Recorder)
Get out for the N H S clap clap. 1Tt
1. start-ed with one on her own, b3 the next week the num - ber had grown,
ev-'r3 -oneo- Pened their doors, a hun -dred, a thou-sand or more.
Lis-ten to the Ar-bury Es - tate, ev-'ry Thurs-dqy eve - n'mg at by A -
(CHORUS)
no - ther week gone and we're back, do-'mg the N H S clap A-
no - ther week gone and we're back, do-’mg the N H S cl,qP.
(Recorder) CLQP Cl,ap CLqP Cl,qP
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CLQP

Clap Clap 2. From the

Clap Cla
P Come on and dont be late, ev—'ry

Clap Cl
Thurs-doy eve- ning at 8l ap Llap

1
It started just one on her own, by the next week the number had grown
Ev'ryone opened theur doors, a hundred, a thowsand or more

Listen to the Arbu,ry Estate, ev'ry Thursday evening at &'

Chorus
Another week gone and we're back, do'mg the NHS clap
Another week gone and we're back, do'mg the NHS clap

2.
From the doorsteps qLong H\LmPI’\FQBS Road, to the children who Live on The Grove
We cl,qp as much as we can; a small way of 9Lvln9 our thanks
Listen to Kings Hedges Estate, ev'rg Thursd03 evening at 3!

Chorus

Come on and dont be Late, ev'ry Thursdqy evening at 3!

3
Br'mg all your Pots and your pans, you should make as much notse as you. can
CLQPPLn9 for carers l:onlghl:. ouwr heroes must keeP up the F\.ght
Com'mg out one by one, ev'rybody wn Chesterton'

Chorus
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IVER SHANTY

"L'w'mg by the Cam s etemalla wintriguing, inspuring, soothing and rejuvenating It pumps lige through
Cqmbr'tdae jotning land and water, flora, fauna and people and it connects ws all. This s our shqnl:y for the
Ruver: l,on9 may it thrive. Tt takes the form of a traditional caLL—qnd—resPonse sea shqntyz the pirst bwo bars are
called by the shanty-person with singers respond'mg. Singers are wnvited to choose the words for each response,
with examples provided in brackets below. The response can be harmonised Freely. There are two rhythmic
vartants with corresPond'ma verses. Have a 90 at mqk'mg up some of your own!”

Gen s from Queensland and FeeLs Fortu.nqte to be qut of Chesterton's warm
and wel,comtng commu.n'tl:y since 20713.
83 Genevieve Berry

RHYTHM 1 and Emily Peasgood
(Call) (Response & example hormong) (Call..)

1This is a song for the man in the cap, (30 - 2ing at) the Ri-ver Cam, He
(Call) (Response) (Call...)

knows all the  fish and he's quite  the chap, (chaP - ping near) the Ri-ver Cam, He

(Call) (Response)

some-times wears tweed— and plaits the reeds, (weav - ing )  the Ri-ver Cam,

(Call) (Response)

This is a song for the man in the cap, (307. - ing at) the Ri-ver Cam
2

This s a song about Asbo the Swén, (5qu0wktn9 wn) the Ruver Cam
Hell chase you” away if you. do him wrong, (chasing wn) the River Cam
He's rather an antisocial bird, (violent in) the River Cam

(Repeat first Line)

3
This is a song or the old Pike and Eel, (buming by) the Ruver Cam
No l,onaer a PLace for beer and ale, (l:h'trsl:y ba) a'\e Ruver Cam
The old ferry Crossing s no more, (cannot cross) the River Cam

4.
This is a song for the Lady De Clare, (hawntin bg) the Rwer Cam
They say several jealous men murdered her, (murdered by) the River Cam
Shé's called The Black Widow of the Cam), (widowed by the Ruwver Cam

This s a sonq for what could Lie 'qheqd. (ruture of) the River Cam
Wil blcgcles [’me the old water bed? (Cgct'ms 'mF) the River Cam
The river's outglow is very low, (nothing of ) the River Cam
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RHYTHM 2

(Call) (Response)
This s a song for the cowsof the ri- ver, (3ra7_ - ing at) the
(Call) (Response)
spring-time theg're clum-sy and all a quiv-er, (qulv-erlna ) the
(Call) (Response)

top - ple in ad g0 for a  swim, (toP - pling wn)  the

(Call) (Response)

Thisis a song for the cows of the ru- ver, (9ra7_ - 'mg at) the

2

Ru - ver

Ru - ver

Ru - ver

Ru - ver

Thus is a song about Justin the diver, (ju.m ing wn) the Ruver Cam
The Last time he did it he lost a fuver, (FLoqt'mg down) the River Cam
He took a chance and lost his dear pants, (moon'mg wn) the Ruver Cam

(RePeat purst line)

3

This is a song gor the ghosts of the .erer, (hmml:Lng by) the River Cam
Dont visit at n'ujht, you mLaht Feel. a qulver, (sPook'm3 by) the Ruwer Cam

[Ghoslzly 00" to the tune of the call and the response] Oo...

4.

This is a song for the posh college rowsers, (rOw'mS down) the Ruver cam
1 think they'd Look sLLLH [Ta) Feather boas, (9Lomor0us on) the Ruver Cam
Theyre earnest, sweaty, yet so refined, (sweating on) the River Cam

S

This is a song for the ancient Green Dragon, (ernk'mg by) the River Cam

Where Cromwell would swill his beer from a Fl,qaon, (Suull.L'mg bg) the Ruver Cam

A FLogon s two Sqll,ons of beer, (qugons by) the River Cam

b

Tolkien would visit to gind inspiration, (Tolkien bg) the River Cam
It sparked his creative imagination, (wrlt'mg by) the Ruver Cam
The Hobbit and the Lord of the Rings, (quLc bg) the River Cam

v

Metal detectortists FLSI"\ for theur |:r€..05u,re, (F'Lsh'mfj wn) the Ruver Cam
With magnets on (ishing rods ot their Leisure, (wlsh'mg by) the River Cam

There's bicycles, and also a pram, (cgct'mg wn) the Ruver Cam

7t

(Call...)

Cam, In

(Call...)

Cam, The3

Cam,

Cam.



EASONS

"Seasons is based on Frogments Of Memortes of my LL[.e wn North Cqmbrldae, bulldlng a narrative

from them of the changes within each year and across the 3eors."

Mark s a Poet, Poel:r3 Promoter and event organser wn his spare tume. He moved to CB4 un

the equy 1990s and now lives there with his wLFe of 21 years.

33 Mark McGivern

On the last of the cold days

Furst buds become showers of pink and white
Milton Road's cherry blossom decoration blown
Swirled and spiralled, wind scattered

Carpets across the tarmac, a welcome mat for spring
A signal for the end of winter's short days

Hands deep in pockets, bitter winds and stinging rain
A raded memory in the purst hot sunlight

Making front doors shine

More than neon Christmas colours ever could
Gardens more than pools of darkness between streetlights
Green and brown alone no more

Winter's smaller palette (looded

A feast of lige bordered by wooden pences

Low brick walls, Like the one, now gone

Where T used to perch on dry days and read

Oppostte the Yorkshire Grey, gone too

Although the name remains to confuse tourtsts

T would wait there rather than walk the High Street
Walking reserved gor summer nights at the Portland
Agter the last song, missing the Llast bus

Not so much gun in winter so Td skip the shouts

Exchonge "More" for the brlghl: nghl:s

-



The inside of a bus with misted windows

Like the ones 1 take now along the same streets
Seeing the window

My reading perch on long gone summer nights
Overlooking Green End Road

Where Id sit on the wide inside ledge

My back agatnst the grame

Words (lowing grom the page into my head
Looking up and locking out, but never down
Along the worn out pavements

Some now resurpaced but others worn and wearing out
Showing old cables put in long ago to bring

A host of channels and then access to an internet
That had just barely started

Its reach into our Lives when we urst met

And sat outside on summer nights

Warming with our smiles as the air cooled

The places that back then we called our own
They still remain gor new Lovers

Sitting where we sat

Where we still sometumes sit and talk

Of here and now Like them

For the worlds not changed much more than we have
Like our streets, changing but remaining

The newest thing a prompt

Everywhere you go each new thing is yours to see
And still someone else’s memory

From that bus I can see our girst flat

That echoed to the clatter of a metal stair

And a door that never closed silently

T have been told it's all changed now

From there, on nights when the sun shone warm
Lighting grey walls, heavy with the gol,den glow
That only ever travels along the surface of the river
We would walk, not far

To a wooden table set on slightly too Long grass

Between qugon and water
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By the bridge where cyclists rarely dismounted
We would sit in the Last of Light

And Look across sun sparkling silver grey
Flowing and rippling naturally

Momentarily spattered and shattered

Oars breaking the wake of swans

Ignoring or protesting this intrusion

One became a press sensation

Begore being moved to a less interruptible Location
We did that too, a moving exchange of riverside
For a green space of our own

Our own bench and table, where we sut

On the very edge of the hum and rumble

In iks season there is the addition of distant chants
Roars at the Abbey

The rumbling trundling hum of trawns

Begore they brake at our new station

In the mudst of bird song

Al the other lige of this corner of our shared city
We whtle away those evenings

The ones gilled with just ws two, ourselves

For it's people that make a place

People who make their lives, as we make ours
Growing into it and growing in ik

Through bright colours back to green and brown
Holding hands becomes hands alone

Deep in pockets against the remembered cold

T walk past the cherry trees and watt

And watt, for the blossom to begin again

Always the same and yet, Like spring itselg

The3 are also Ql.uuays new
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TEAMROLLER PARK

Steamroller Park is a rap with a sung chorus b3 Kirsty and Rory. coustns born and raised in Cambridge. In
the 80s and 90s l:hey quyed on the steamroller at Steamroller Park, now known as Green End Road Park.
This song explores real events and memortes growing up n Combridge across three generations. It Looks
at how things have changed since their childhood, and asks i lige is easier or harder for kids today. The
rhythms, melodic Lines and harmontes that comprise the beat are Presenl:ed as tndividual parts which are

also avatlable as samples to use for (ree in the Gar03eBand LLbrqrg. as named below. PerFormers are

wnvited to aner, mix and match them in any order for any Live or dLSLtoL
mustcal instrument to create thewr own unlque versLon.

K'Lrslza s a nanny and Rory s a cleaner and pather to two children. Both share a qusLon for

music and recentL3 started wr’ut'mg songs t03ether.

BEAT COMPONENTS
(DOShOu.SQ Mel.odg Piano)

(Deep Electric Piano 06)

Music box, or tw'kag sownd.

(Drops of Rain Piano)

With chorus, tremolo and excessive reverb.

(Velvet Rope Sub Bass)

(Altered State Beat)

Drum kit (Rim)

(Steam Machine Beat)

Drum kit (With brushes)

(-]

33 KLrsl:3 Roberts
and Rory Yanez



1
He there folks, m name's Rory
And Im aboult to tell you a sl:ory
1 remember being in a cream stroller
See'mg kids un the park on a steamroller
But now he's older, pretending it would work
1 was running over all the PeoPLe that were jerks
Back when kids had tmagination
You'd think silly thoughts and then just create them
Before we had a phone, street lights come on
We'd have to 90 and get ourselves home
IF we werent home n tume, we would get 3r0umded
Detention at home, b3 four walls surrounded
Everyone who's come from here
Has a house and a family, a Sood career
Now I'm a better man, got two kids to raise
On the same sude Like a parallelogram
Talking back when sweets were just a penny
We used to 90 and get plenty, go on a grenzy
But now I'm comng out empt
Unless it's someone else that's sent me

CHORUS
So, what's bet - ter? The past or pres - ent? Whendo we think lige
was  most  pleas- ant?  May-be things have - nt got bet - ter or worse?
Time may go by but it's the same w - nu-verse. May-be the past—  was bet-
- ter? May-be the fu - ture's hard - er?
May-be the past was hard - er? May-be the fu - ture's bet - ter?

Te



2
Let's take it back to the 1970s
Children had Lmqa'matlon, endless PossLbLLLtLes
No phones, hlgh tech 3od3ets or technoLo%
Kuds could be kids, no ‘;Lght for Popul,orlty
Our parents spent hours hanging in the gens
Mak'm3 memortes, Loughlng, bull.d'mg dens
HoLF the year spent prepping for bongire nl?(ht
Grois of young children built their own bikes
More tume was spent outside than at home
Get back from school, droP your boas off and 90
PoP back home when it's tume to eat
Meet back up with thewr FrLends on the street
Tight knit communtties, l:hey all knew each other
A?L our Family gothered at one table for supper
Sagety was no tssue, no need to Lock doors
Things were so dLFFerent, can't do that on?ymOre
Back in the 70s were things better:
We think th'mgs were easter but was there less Presmre?
Yes, you could get bigger, cheaper bags of sweets
But was Lige really any sager out on the streets?

(REPEAT CHORUS)

3
This next verse s about my kids
So Let's talk about the kinda things they did
I¢ they could leave their technolo
T'd tell them 'boult the steamroller ProPerL3
But 1 got no proog now that it's gone
Thea're on the same streets that T come grom
That's why they cant leave our home
Not wtthout theur mobile phone
And not alone, they need each other
Either with their FrLends or wtth theur brother
Must stay on the streets that we Live
'Cos 1 dont trust these other kids
No staying out late at night
'Cos kids nowadays they all carry knives
When it's dark there's no street lights
So, they dont come home when the tume is right
They want something trom the shop 'cos they're hungry
But you can no longer get a sweet for Ip
Can't Let them 90 with an empty bummy
So T tell them: "hurry” and give them money
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OUTRO
(To be pergormed by a young person)
GoLng to the shop with some change
Also 30Ln3 with my mates
Even though the shop's qu.ite long range
Quick tings begore they shut the gates
Com’mg back with drinks whtle mak'mg jokes
Don't wanna think about my polks
The3 grew up at the park, came home agter dark
Used theur Lmqg'mqtlon at stearmroller park

1 90 out with my griends ‘cos 1 want to
1 stay out Late cos T want to
Play video games ‘cos T want to
1 do what T want ‘cos T want to
1 90 out with my griends ‘cos 1 want to
1 stay out Late ‘cos T want to
Play video games ‘cos T want to
1 do what T want ‘cos T want to
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TRAWBERRY FAIR

This soNg was 'msPlred by the commumLt3 sPLrLt behind Strawberry Fair mustc Fesl:'wol. 1t takes Place each
year on Midsummer Common, and is created b3 and for the PeoPLe of Cqmbrtdge. Strowberr3 Fair is run b3

volunteer Sl:mwberry Fairies who Put on a show that deserves to be celebrated in a song.

~3-
Upbeol: ﬂ= J J) By Bob Hines
1 It
2. 1t's
(VERSE) 3 1ts
start-ed way— back— wn__ twelve-e- le - ven, ut haP—Pens ev - 'ry year what
like a v'LL-nge green_ ta - ken over b3 hip - P'Les, but some are from the w - n
ve-ry vo- lun - ta - ry for the straw - b'rg Fqlr - \es, some are  un theur teens, and
ev-er the weath - er, Stowr-brldae Fair brou,ght traders to - Seth - er,
some crom the Ci - ty. young and old they look so Pret - ty,
some n  theuwr e'ughl: - les, com - mon FoLk to dia - nu- tar - e,

And still W's held on  Mud-sum-mer Com - mon,
comea - Long.— Pa - rade round town wn  daz -z - LLng co - lours

We've bel - L3 dan - cers, lun - dg hop, hop - pers,

a-thers with theur sons and moth-ers with dou.aht- ers, s or- gqn—lsed may - hem
to the wil - Loge green where 30u'LL_ dis-co - wver, the sweet,— sweet smell of
Try_ as  you mlghl:, you ne - ver will stoP_ ws, but here'san i - dea, come

but you — oughl: - a

Straw - b'r3 sum - mer, come a - Long— to
(REFRAIN) on and_— jo'm_ ws,
Straw-ber-ry_ Fatir,— Strqw-ber-r}j_ Fair,— Tl be see-ing you there! Yeah, 3eah.
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(BRIDGE)

there! ‘Cause lo-cal means com-mu-n'u-l:g, 30u'LL F”‘d it at the heart of the pawr,
TO THE
START
Lo-cal means com-mu-nl—l:y. BO\L'LL see it at the heart of the fair,__ geqh!
(REFRAIN)
there! Sl:rqw-ber—ry_ Fair, Strqw-ber-ry_ Fair,— Tl be see-'mg you there! ___
(VERSE 4)
Read all a-bout &t in the Lo - cal pa - pers, br'm3 all your fa- mu - Lﬁ'
br’mg your neigh- bours, a gree  jam- bor - ee for all a - ges,
dan-cers and bands are gra-cing the sta - 9es, wt's hap-pen - ing a-gan  so

wh3 are we watk - 'mg? Ev - 'r3 -bo - d3 leaves with hap - Py fa - ces, ut

star - ted way back W twelve-e-le - wven and hop - pens ev - 'r3 year what -
(REFRAIN)
ev- er the weath -er s Straw - ber - ry— Faur,
Straw - ber - ry— Fair, — Tl be see- g you there!

(OUTRO)



HE BALLAD OF MR ASBO

"' Mr Asbo' was an aggressive swan who made headlines in 2009 by attqcklns rowers on the river Cam, Pol,qusLng
local oP'mLon. He was eventuqlly moved for hts own saFety qFI:er ql:l:qck'mg motorboats. I have Lived in the north of

CambrLdge since 1985 and Love the Cam towpath, but Fortunatel,y never met Mr.Asbo whtile wol,k'mg or running there."

Stegan is a software engineer who enjoys singing and playing the qu.itar.

33 Sl:chm Kage
J = 96 (CHORUS) and Anna Hester Skelton
D A D A
o — { T i I 1  mm— { T - !
== S ===t =S == —T=c===
Fours and elghl:s and  mo - tor boats, sculls, ca-noes and  all that Fl,oqts, T
Fo1 gol gbo7 Dot A D
34—
DRSS I S S Eﬂi.gitﬂ_*—a—j 5
chase you all un - bl 30u,'re gone, I'm Mus-ter As-bo the hoo-LL-gqn swan!
(VERED D A D A
4 { :‘\ |l lk\ . T N—7 = } Y 7 m
" &___J oo i_", i i:%i—@ = Cﬁ— &
1. While Suuon-ning a —Long the ri-ver Cam, be - side Fen Dut-ton's shores, wtth my
G D A
k — r-|r ﬂ.* % f——
oy P f ;' IF f——ﬂ;jﬁ:iq‘:i'
S — | ] 1 ! i I ~ @
mMLs-sus and my  cyg- nets for to see__ my swan-in - laws,
D D7 G
} '[ {7 F ‘Hl } Jr— 1 1 S, 1 .
—o—— i 1 | —— - >
= SESS e = =
Pod - dl,'mg up to Ches - ter-ton as wn a th-w dream, when
A D
e o o T e = — ——
:: e e e e e —F e
eLghl: 3req|: oags wn a huge Lon3 boat came charg - 'ma down the stream. Those
Bm Fém
e 1 1 | N | 1 |k\ = j § 1 . N { } T .
e T ==
great bL9 guys all N A row, — with mas-swve  oars, thea scared uws  so, to
Bm A
! r— [e— 1 | e | | A
T T e o e e M S e
| ] 1 1 ll ! !I !. !I

stoP my Fa—ml—Ly be- Lng h;r'r:ed, 1 Flew at the one that was small and un-armed. 1
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0y & L i i - D
i 2 } 1 I l"‘ll 3 I ! } 1 ] 2 e REPEAT
4 T =S J—g—=——1 CHORUS
saved us all from dreod-Fu,l. knocks with a mlsht-3 Peck wn the mid-dle of the cox!
(VERSE 2) D A D A
| 1 1 L 1 i 3
A = =
1 So'med are - Pu-tq - ton as an an - kL - so - cial burd, the
G D A
4 — | } } T y 1
e —p—p P P F 5 oo ) —
b1 | i | ! N ! I
stw - dents called me  'Sta - lin' and the tales__ grew qulte ab - surd. Some
D b7 G
B - S S S — S
S N ﬁ o i‘ _i & i___‘l J I Hvd. i'
called formy e- vic -  twon, but some spoke wn my de—Fence: "The
A D
e S S W S __ S TS S — I
%?A&.L e e e e e e e e —
swans were on the rvover FLFS':!" It sound - ed Llike 3ood sense. Then
Bm Fm ' '
‘ T —
s ——1 Y e | { T X ] ] I ] ] —1—1
I 1 1 i Jl' ‘I\’ i i i i d@i
Bqt-tle-sh'tp Bob wn hisold grey bqr3 be - came my Frlend and led the charge,
Bm A
AN 1 | smmogti | | N 1 = = } = { 1 [ | 1 AY
1 1 ——1 } P— N N4a ™ E— - H—
4 o #
turned on hismo -tor witha  clank, and steered his crqpl: from bank to bank. He
G D A D
— — 1 p—=—— F———J——H REPEAT
. SRR . Z T—g—=——1 CHORUS
made the oars-FoLk Look Like chumps when he went for a crutse wn the m'Ld-dLeoFThe Bumps!
%n. " | [ - 1 1% . e | ] f—— y)
) _‘. d' ‘l —1 d; = 'y - c i
Thena la-dycalled Mi-chelle, she cameandasked _  me whatI_ feared She
G D A
‘“’ = II = } { 1 1 ] ;
e F ¢ J == —
k¢ ] | | ' I b
ths—Pered she'd con - nect__ with me, &  sound-ed some-what weurd, but
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D D? G
VJ);“ |k\ } |k\ ] T | T T
S —— — j | i f } =+ —p
: — = v * —
thenl  turned my an-ger on amo - tor boat or two, and the
A D
4 | { : } | 1 | } 1 - 7 T
T S A S — m— m—— m— ——— + P )
ﬁ:&_—_ﬂ : = —— o= = =
dear old Cam con - ser - van - Yy the3 saud it would-nt_ do. They
Bm F¥m
P AT 1 | momer | [] | | } = ¥ N ¥ ’ H ¥ 1 | N
A — — ! i ] T T o — _i_ﬁ-_—.g:‘j%
= = - H—J—i*———'l::td_
saud that Twas a sPLen-d'Ld FeL- la, but W's not so  cle-ver to Fl.ght a Pro-PeL-Ler. Thea
Bm A
0 S W S T W VN W —
{es ‘%j‘ dl ii o | } S—F et ® _ .
; took me off to a dis-tant stream, 1 hoPe my kids con - tin - wethe theme. As
G D A D
e 4 e e e e o e e e sy REPEAT
p o o o (o &—F——=H(HORU
S | I Z Ze 2 .
be:

Long as there are Fea-thers on

me, my

Own Swan-song wull still for-e-ver

OPTIg)NAL LAST LINE
END
( A7 D
%} ) = } N —
1L 1 1 ] 1 y] l} | 1 _' (1 —
= === =i
v . .
Mis -ter As - bo the hoo-h—aqn swan'
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Chorus
Fours and ewghts and motorboats,
Sculls, canoes and all that floats,
TU chase you all until you're gone,
T'm Mr Asbo - the hooligan swan!

1
While swanning along the river Cam, beside Fen Ditton's shores,
With my missus and my cygnets for to see my swan-in-laws,
Paddling up to Chesterton as in a happy dream,
When eight great oags in a huge long boat came charging down the stream
Those great big guys all in a row, with massive oars, they scared us so,
To stop my pamily being harmed, T flew at the one that was small and unarmed,
1 saved us all prom dreadpul knocks
With a mighty peck in the middle of the cox!

Chorus

2
1 gained a reputation as an anti-soctal bird,
The students called me ‘Stalin” and the tales grew quite absurd.
Some called for my eviction, but some spoke in my degence:
“The swans were on the river first!” It sounded Like good sense.

Then Battleship Bob in his old grey barge became my griend and led the charge,
Turned on his motor with a clank, and steered his cragt prom bank to bank.
He made the oars-folk Look like chumps
When he went cor a cruise in the middle of The Bumps!

Chorus

3
Then a lady called Michelle, she came and asked me what 1 geared.
She whispered she'd connect with me, it sounded somewhat weurd,
But then I turned my anger on a motor boat or two,
and the dear old Cam conservancy, they said it wouldnt do.

They said that T was a splendid pella, but it's not so clever to fight a propeller.
They took me o to a dustant stream, T hope my kids continue the theme.
As long as there are feathers on me,

My own swansong will still forever be:

Chorus

Mr Asbo the hoongan swan'
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HE GHOST OF THE SNOWCAT

"The Snowcat tn north Arbu.ry was my local as a young man wn the 80s. I lived on Compk'm Road, was a Labour
counciller for Kings Hedges, and a teacher in Humtlngdon. It was destgned for Greene King b3 esteemed
architect David \/\/3n Roberts and Prodeed 3rqut3-Fed bitter from barrels un the roof space. 1t served the new

K'mgs Hedges estate as a vital Port of our commumltg for many 3eqrs."

Andrew s a professor at Un'werslty CoLLege London, Lives un Milton, and Plays

melodeon and Northumbrian small pLpesin the CambrLdge Fol,k band Camus.

33 Andrew Burn
) (CHORUS) ’ G G? Cc
~ i
rw ) 1 J : ) = 1 I : } i .} i
== &
Here's a health to the Shosl: of the Snow-cab———— We
F (#
D 4 : —
I d—r > =" = == h—
¥ o — g - ——
meas - ured ouwr tume i Pmts of strong
F (o G
) =5 F——++ —
@ - 5 - . #
ale when we were young Here's a
0 C ‘ G’ C _ .
G —
—— + € &
health to the ghost of  the  Snow - cabm————" 10n
(VERSE)
p C G’ ¢ .
' = ——— ] :
; - C—— 3 &
land  which  the Ro - mans had named, and
F‘ | CL G
¥ . = s ——g— 1
K’mg Hen - ry's Hed - ges had dri - ven the game;
G c i .
‘ st F = . =
- S ' S —
In  nune - teen - [y - tﬂ -nne  bull- do - zers roared, and
c G7
t —N—i 1 i — T - ; )
= S —g—1 ==
carved  oul the qun on the ar - chi- tect's  board Here's a
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Chorus
Here's a health to the ghost of the Snowscat.
We measured our time in pints of strong ale when we were young,
Here's a health to the ghost of the Snowscat.

1
On land whtch the Romans had named,
And King Henry's Hedges had driven the game.
In 1959 bulldozers roared,
And carved out the plan on the architect’s board.

2
Furst pub on a brand new estate,
And named or the Antarctic Sno-Cat machine.
Topped off with copper, it shines while we watk
For opening time, though we hadnt a bean.

3
The Snowcat in Arbury Court
Woas hard by the chippie and old hardware store.
Butcher and grocer, the bits that we bOu.Sht
To help us to keep the bold wol¢ grom the door.

4.
In summer when days work was done,
We'd amble along Campkin Road for a jar.
With politics and pastimes the evenings would run
In the dim smoky Light of the old public bar.

5.
But now the old Pub LS NO more,
The 3host of the clgarette smoke, and the ale
angs Like a must over Arbu.rg Court.

With sunrise the memorg's s0on Swept away,

.
On the skglfme the COpper roof. soars.
The local Stkh templ,e now calls tt theur home.
Ale house to 30d house, it oPened ks doors

For PeoPLe to Sqther wherever l:he3 roam.
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HE SHARING SHELF

The Shqun3 SheLF was set up b3 Simon \/Oung wn the 1990s, at the back of his uuorkshoP on Agl,estone Road,

north Cqmbr'tdge. Itlasted for nequ3 I:wenl:3 years, and o”ered a space for the nelghboulng commu,nlty to donate

and collect ttems for gree. It divided Local optnion and started to become u.nmanogeabte whenmuch Lorger ttems,

such as a Frtdge and bed, were donated. It s Fondty remembered bg local PeoPLe.

Michael is based in EL3 and has been wrlt'mg soNgs for many years.

(VERSE)

1 There was

2 slgned and
ob - jec - twon i3

3. such

oE our
shel
kind - ness

help his neLSh - bour -
cups and  saw - cers
time a dLF - Ferenl:

on an

one L - tem

Fr'xdge twrned wp,

F

L - tems seem

pop - w -

bur - den - some,

ves l:he3 would en -

83 Michael Judkins
and Anna Hester Skelton
lo - cal  man called St - mon Young, one
butlt be - side his old work - shop, these
did not de - Feqf this
he - roes 3el: un - sung, to
cour - age you to stop, with
Fownd a - long the street, n
n com - mu - nu - Lty came up -
ket - tles and tea - Pots. take
chal - Lenge came w1 -  stead, a
of some no - wvel -ty when
L ow wish take Lots, the
some - one br0u,3ht a bed, too
have  no ur - ther wse, not to
l:g kept grow - 'mg higher; once
now colred it a 303, but for
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thunk of o - ther peo- Pl,e, no  ex - cuse, S0
some - one br0u.9ht a - Long a deep Fot fryer, no

near - Ly twen - ty years peo - Pl,e would say "Just

whe - ther youre Wn sick - ness or wn  health, Pl,eose

mat - ter [ oW were some-one  of wealth, ou'd

90 a - l,ong, look round and hel,P your - sel‘;, come

come o - ver and see the shar-ing shelp. 2 Well-  shelg. Some
stl  be wel-come at the shqr-’mg sheLF.

take  what you need crom the shar-ing (TO'END)

(MIDDLE )

li - v'mg in the lo-cal nelah bouwr - hood,

Sood:
down  we dont want it a- ny more!"
(END)
sheLF." The shar-ing shelp,
need from the shqr—'mg shel,F.

8%

"It lowers the tone, cre-ates a real eye - sore!

ex-Pressed the view the whole th'mg was no

Take Wt

3. Whulst

the shar-r'mg shelf. take what you



HE SUMMER OF 1939

"This PLece LS lnsPLred bg a Personql, anecdote from my keyworker Lu.cy. who grew up wn north Cqmbrldae.
Protests and parties are worlds apart but the PoLLI:LcaL nature of raves resonate with me as 1 believe we
need to stand together against current brutality Lucg's story relates to my teenage years

wn London, F“l'l"‘nﬁ wn Love and Porty'ma."
AbquLL has a Passion for erthg, justlce. change and peace. Thus P'Lece expresses her ethos.

33 AbLSQLL Thorne-Mtles

Booming dilapidated cars that could shake an entire skeleton
speed up the Al4.

Irudescent beams light up the sky

Acid house pumps up as the yin embellishes the yang

as the night dances with

hand-me-down memories that are the Late 80's.

Strawberry smoke machines

blow senses into another dimenston.

Need T mention the release of souls grom political tension
lingering with the sexy smell of white musk.

Raving in disorientation whilst Liberating an entire nation,
falling in love

and
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1 think Tknew love

because, that night

you became my muse and my muse you still are.
Binaural beats and the twangs of my broken gu.itar,

a disco light that would blind us for days

its all a haze

as |

remember the tumes with no complications,

burying peelings in recreation.

It all pelt Like a dream until you subdued me to your
fure and damnation.

I could see in your eyes that you were only morally taken
Or by someone else, apparently so God gorsaken.

Our curtain came down and the circus was through.
AUl that was Legt was me you and all my tears.

So many tears

Tears of hquLness for redemptton
and sorrow for Pa'm 'mfl,'ncted b3 the hlerqrchg

Margaret Thatcher and who's qrmy?

Beads, peace and Osh Kosh dungarees

leather medallions swaying.

The dry hot summer of 1989

packed in love Like sardines marinading in
sweat stained granddad tees

drunken apologies from a need to abolish greed
AUl magazines became about teens

from l:oP secret to Front page headlines.

From Proper Stugg, Sunrise, Hacienda to the world
the Berlin Wall was knocked down

Nelson Mandela greed.

From fighters to peaceful warriors

all to the melancholic sound of Frankie Knuckle's Tears.
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URIN THE PYTHON

In June 2019, Turin the Python esaaped from his house on Lovell Road, Klngs Hedges. Hus escape is one of
Lercle: Irene's most memorable moments as a resident of Lovell Road for over 30 years. Her brother who lives
wn the same road found the snake in his neLghbmr's tree, having had his own garden searched by police ot
night. This song can be PerFormed a chPeLLq or qccompanled b3 pLano or gu.itar. The snake charmer meLody can
be Pnged between some or all verses. To add suspense, 3r0du.0|.L3 3et paster and higher, rising a semtitone every
couple of verses. For a super snakey rendition, emphasise the ‘s’ sounds and invite
the audience to join in with a Sss’ when the snake charmer plays!

Irene was born in ‘Old Chesterton' and s oFF'Lc'mLLg a 'Chestertonian’. She enjoys wr'LI:'mg poems and short stories.

(SNAKE CHARMER MELODY) Bg }rene Rogers
and Erml,y Peasgood

For woodwind instruments (recorder, oboe, etc.)

Sss Sss
(VERSE)
1Tw -rin was a Py -thon who was rest-less in  his  bones, and
so  he slith-ered out the win-dow of his lov- ing  home, A
neigh-bour saw him  sneak -ing ofr, they had an  aw-qul fright, The

PoL'Lce were called and re - st -dents were wo - ken b3 search - L'Lghts!

2.
Tuwrin he was savvy as thea hunted thh and low

We checked under our beds, in Michael's Pond, and hedgero\us
Mg [;rlends looked near ther Poddlﬁmg PooL and underneath the slide

But no one Fownd where savvy, sneqky, snokea chose to hide

)



3.
Muster 'Snakeman'’ HoPk'ms saud. "Tll travel down from Wales!
TU heLP you Look for Turin Yy you Fmd that all else Fqll,s
But snakes are territorial and won't 90 very Far"

Nobod3 n K'mgs Hedges dared to Leave theur door ajar

4.
Agter pour long days had passed we started getting scared
Imagining a nine-poot python sliding up the staurs
We kept our windows tightly shut and locked our pets indoors
Cause pets are tasty snacks gor pythons with their guant jaws

5.
Rumours spread that pythons Liked to snuggle people too
But not the kind of snuggle you'd get at the petting zoo
They wrap themselves around you and they squeeze you very tight
And when you turn a shade of blue they take a tasty bite!

b
Turin's Famll,y worried every nlshl: and every dqy:
"We're sorry this has happened, it is all a big mustake!
At tumes he's shodg, sometimes scary, but he's just a charmer

IF you F'md him PLeqse let us know as we can keeP him calmer”

1
On day five a grightpul scream was heard on Lovell Road
The sneaky snake was spotted not too far from his abode
He'd dressed in nigty camouglage to match a nearby tree
And sunbathing and sleepy, Turin smiled and looked at me
(Phew! He'd funally been Fomd!)

8.
Turin was now famous and he made the headline news
The media took pictures and held Lots of interviews
He'd seen the sights of Cambridge and was happy, sage and sound
These slippery snakeys are so cheeky when they go to Sromd

Q.

Never lose your sneqk3 snake or every tume you do
You'll wonder where your snake s and you'll even check the Loo
The moral of this story ts Wt's hard to trust a snake
Cause when they need a holiday then they will just escape
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NION HOUSE

In 207, Cqmbrldge Adult Loaol,Ll:y Teams mental health services moved to Union House on Union Lane,
where there wsed to be a workhouse PqLd for bg a local wnion. In this FoLk sl:ory a mochoL objecl:

cawses an ePLsode of Ul health.

Connte J ts a Cqmbrldae songwrll:er.

53 Connie J
(VERSE 1)

1 sLLPPed wn-to__ my mo - ther's shoes, walked a mile her way, 1

1 sLLPPed wn-to__ my mo - ther's shoes, walked a mile her way, 1
dud not know_— what 1 would see;_  the whis- pers of her day. The
dud not know_— what 1 would see;__ the whus - pers of her day. The
and-scope wild Ut Fr'mahl:-ened me,;_ 1 could not_ wun-der-stand the
and-scape wild Wt Fr'uahl:-ened me,;__ 1 could not__ wn - der-stand the
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ter - rors lur - k'ma wn the hils,_ the mon - sters shig - I:'mg sand. 1

ter - rors lur - k'm3 in the hiuls,__ the mon - sters shig - t'mg sand. 1
(VERSE 2)
sLLPPed wn - to— my moth - er's shoes, 1 dud notmean to 90. The
sLLPPed wn - o my moth - er's shoes, I dud notmean to 90. The
smell was strong. my tho\LghI:s were rushed: 1 could not stand the blow. The
smell was strong, my thOughts were rushed; 1 could not stand the blow. The
gen-tle hands  held out to me,.__ the peo-ple close  be-side all
gen - tle hands  held out to me,__ the peo - PLe close__  be - side all
tried and tried to PuLL me oul, but 1 was lost  in - siude.
tried and tried to Pu.LL me oub, but 1 was lost  in - side.
(BRIDGE)

StrLP me down, make me Sood, Fmd the Fqull: in  the hood. Fi- r'mg's Off wl-r'mg's gone

Sl:rLP me down. Make me 3ood. Find the [;qu.l.l:.
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ev-'ry - thlng, ev-'r3 - th'mg, ev-'ry-l:h'mg

In the hood.
(VERSE 3)
sLLPPed wn-to_ my Mo - ther's shoes
sL'LPPed wn-to_ my mo - ther's shoes
Foot -ed 1__ could Feel, the grass
Foot -ed 1__ could Feel, the grass
ans - wers to me ev-'ry doa_
ans - wers to me  ev- 'r3 d“ﬂ—

hear  her Lqu.ah wtth - in my  own.—

hear  her Laugh with - n my  own,.—

(BRIDGE)

mlght be ans-wered \n U - nwon House. 1

and then sL'LPPed out

and then sLLPPed out

and breathe in - to

and breathe in - to

. rose - ma - ry

N rose - ma - ry

em -braced with - in

em -braced with - in

U - non House.

once more.

once more.

my core.

my core.

and smoke.

and smoke.

my throat.

my throat.

1

Bare-

Bare-

She

She

StrLP me down, make me good, pnd the Faul,t in the hood. Fi- r'mg's Offs wt- r'mg's gone

Strip me down.

Make me 3ood.

96

Fund the Foult.



ev-'ry-l:h'mg, ev-'ry-l:hlna, ev-'ry-thlng mlghl: be ans-weredin U - nwon House.

In the hood. U - niwon House.

ev-'ry-th'ms, ev—'ry-th'ms, ev-'ry -th'ms mLSht be ans-weredin U - nwon House.
U - nwon House.

1
1 sLLPPed wnto my mother's shoes, walked a mile her way.
1 did not know what T would see; the whspers of her d03.
The Londscqpe wild, it fr'xghtened me; 1 could not understand

the terrors Lurk'ma wn the hills, the monsters sh'LFl:'mg sand.

2
1 sl.LPPed wnto my mother's shoes, 1 did not mean to 90.
The smell was strong, my thoughts were rushed; 1 could not stand the blow.
The gentle hands held out to me, the people close beside

all tried and tried to pull me out, but T was lost insude.

Brldae
Strip me down, make me good, find the faulk in the hood
F 'Lr'ma's Off: wirlng's gone, ev'ral:h'ma, ev'ryl:h'mg, ev'rath'ma

mlghl: be answered in Union House.

3
1 sLLPPed wnto my mother's shoes and then sL'LPPed out once more.
Borefool:ed 1 could Feel the grass and breathe wnto my core.
She answers to me evryday in rosemary and smoke.

1 hear her ngh wtthin My own, embraced within my throat.

Repeat Bridge
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HEN DAISY MET WINSTON

This is a story of two people born on the same dqg. One enjoaed privilege, wealth and fame, whilst the
other grew wp as one of the workhouse poor on Union Lane in Chesterton. Fate conspired to arrange for the
two to meet, and with the help of Anne Winterburn BEM. and Mrs Bevan of Chesterton Hospital, Dausy met

Winston. This song was written with Anne’s daughter Judith.

Juwdith moved to San Antonio, Texas in the 1960's and s a nurse.

33 Judith Lamm

and Bob Hines
VERSES 1& 2)
’_—ﬁ ( D Bm G Al D‘ '
2 1 | 1 : } -1 1 1
ATHFX i : =ESE=E=== ———
1 The.5 were both_____ born on the same dqy. then their Lives
2 cards— on ev- 'ry birth - dqy, n ce - le -
7 7
QH%L Fﬁ{ T } « 1 1 i P B;“ T G; 1 }
' iy I % —
N \-——/
went ve - ry dLF - fer - ent ways: One had more— than he could ask

bra - tion; l:he3 shared the same dog, and she  dreamed that one d03 theg'd

E A7 Em’ E7 A AT |
‘f - 1 i 1 " | ] l I " ! - i

for, one knocked on U -nionRoad work - house door. When
meel: may - be hed be walk- g down  the street?
(PRE-CHORUS 1)
G A D Bm G A
i Lt - . o
GRS E IF e s s S e e ==t

Dat - sy met  Win - ston, she  knew in that  in-stant that this was the d03 she'd

D D;' L, Gm ct Fl _ D m
ﬂ iii .{ = l & 1 i | § i ? j . ' .—J ‘l[ IL‘
I 1 | I ¢

been qut-Lng for, and when Win - ston met  Dat - sy Id like to think may - be he
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(CHORUS)

) Em! E? A' Al G A
I t Y s ] [} 1 "l* : - N
%‘; —J—J—Wé——d——hizq;——ﬁd———i e g =
treat - ed her like the la- dy she was. The dcxg Dat - sy met
IT. 1
D F47 G A D &
At ——+ = = 3 :
Z & = —
Win - ston. The day Dau - sy met  Win - ston. 2. She sent
(VERSE 3)
2.0 D Bm G Al
[ i: v
Win - ston. Work-house  closed, the3 took down the name,
5, P : Fif" ' G A7 D Bm
2 =SS S . E==E
L [ v
Ches - ter -ton  Hos - P'L -kl Wt now be - came, and  now t was
7 3\ 7
D % CT — A En: " Ei — — A: . — A: f
l‘ ¥ til 1 ’ : ‘1 = ‘l_—— PRl | l' 4‘| ll 1 1
Dav - sg's new home, where she was sage and with grace could grow old. The
(CHORUS)
G A D F#7 G A
: R e
d03 Dav - sy met  Win - ston. The d03 Dat - sy met
(VERSE 4)
7
) & ® . ° B I .
? 17 1 a{ é é" # [ § !
i ;_ v
Win - ston. F LF - ty - nwne, Chur - chill came to  town
D l F4#7 : G AT D Bm
] 1 ] 1 I
%H&;ﬁ:#_i = 2 - 4 .
ke X \——/

to PLonl: a tree in his own col - Lege 3r0unds. and  now,
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G A Em? E7 A A7
: ] 1 1 X ] N 2 N
%%f —— = e ] bt
= p—g—¢ e —fe—e—¢
now could &t be time to take this op - por - b - o - ty? Mus-sus
(VERSE 5)
D Bm G A D F#7
) 4 1 1 1 1 } ! I { -
EESSEEE = eSS
vJ N ——
Be - van and Anne Win - ter - burn thOu.ght Dat - sy could,
G A7 ») Bm G 1 Al
%%_r ‘1 ili g}. 1 T 1 1 1 -
. \-—/
thOught that she should be  there, and bg in - vi- ta - Ewon,
(PRE-CHORUS 2)
Em! €7 A A7 , G A
—1—3—F ——1 ¥ I J R — o ‘, r '!
?ﬁ_‘—— T | ( ' l 4
Dat - sy now stood with the Sreat and the 3ood, and let &t be writ-ten that the
D' ‘ Bflh G A D D'{
e e e e T e e =
G — - e o
9reql: - est of Bri - tons bowed his head,  most Ftt - l:'m9, him - seLF Lost for words, and I'm

g o c T o A .
:"#9; ======1x== ===
of the op - in -ion you cantaket asa gu-wven, that proud old  wo - man was
(PRE-CHORUS 1)
0y N, A M A .. .
e == === ste s
once more a  qurl. When Dai-sy met Win-ston, T swear in that in-stant that
G: L A D . D? ., Gm cl
e S SES S S ===
this was the  day shed wait -ed  for, and when Win - stonmet  Dai-sy  Td
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Fl Em? g7 A AT
| 1 s Y 1 ] L N
like to thunk may - be he treat -ed her Llike the la- d3 she  was. The
(CHORUS)
G A D F#7 G A
YET
dq3 met Wun - ston. The d03 Dat - sy met
(VERSE 6)
) D m D Bm G‘ . A7
%%J g E s % bl ‘- d"— tl ‘r - d= D
* L ;. N ——— v
Win - ston. When l:hey died still the3 shared the same qu:
H’ Dl . ' G Al D Bm
1L 1 [ 1 lT ] d{— :‘i[ F : :
one a state fu-ne - ral, one wn - marked grave. The3 lie
G Em? A A7
T —t - A——F—F—+= ’.\ }
w0 dlg -nu - t3: West-mun-ster  Ab - beg, Ches - ter-ton Ce-me - trg. The
(CHORUS)
q G Dl | I Gi' 1 A DI m
{‘\’1 e i al' +'_6___‘ p= i
d03 met Win - ston. The d03 Dat - sy met Wn - ston.




HEN JONNY PLAYS

"Jon Ward has been an 'ml:egral, qut of the Cqmbrldge mustc scene since the 70s. T have oFten Played FoLk

mustc with him at The Carlton Arms; grom his many bands to DJ sets, he br'mgs a smile wherever he goes."

Z0é isa Peror3 school teacher in Cqmbrldaeshlre and beFore that worked extenslvel.g as a mustc tutor

and commumll:y mustclan H"\r0u,9h0u,t Cambrtdgesh'tre and Peterbormgh.

(VERSE 1) 33 Z0é Austin
The.3 say a Place s made up bg its peo - Pl,e; not bu.LLd-Lngs, roads or
wn - der-Pass sub - ways, but b3 FoLk like J on-ny, born and bred in Cqm-bridge,

who LLShts up a-ny room when he Ptogs. When

(CHORUS)

J on-ny Pl,ogs we all start smu - l,'mg. When Jon- ny PLQHS we Put a - way sad thlngs,

There's ma - gic inhis  mu-sic and there's heart in his strings,  when Jon- ny Ptags_ the

whole world s'mgs. When Jon-na Pl,ays the whole world s’mgs. A
(VERSE 2)
muw - stc man, he al - ways a-ma - z2es A - ny Pl,ucked str'mg beast

ts his to  tame, They FLLL up all his heart and his at-ten - tion,



and they F'LLI, up his home just the same.

(VERSE 3)

No need for pa - per notes, he's Sol: hits  tunes sage,

me-mo - ry so  wude. Rock 'n"  roll,

He PLoys themall, no needto sPe—cLaL - ise.

(VERSE 4)

Red boots, a base - ball cap,  jeans and a T -shut,

neck and n each ear, A jewel blue

A teen- age heart to

(VERSE 5)

A thou- sand, thou- sand 3135 a-cross the de - cades,

stem the cree- P.‘”S years.

REPEAT
CHORUS

When

Stored in

mu - SLc

blues, Fol,k and coun - trg.

REPEAT
CHORUS

When

Sl - ver round his

trike to tour the bg - ways,

REPEAT
CHORUS

When

A bi-lwon of his chords

stull skLP i space, His notes have 3rqced o ma ny lo - cal
REPEAT
CHORUS
ears, His mu-sic servesto  sanc-ti- (Y this Pl.qce. When
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HE SONGWRITING TEAM

EMILY PEASGOOD

Emily is an Ivors Composer Award winning composer and sound artist who creates research-led and site-
spectfic tnteractive artworks for galleries and outdoor public spaces, ranging prom large-scale communtity
events to intimate sound installations. Her work invites people to connect with people and places that are
forgotten, taken ror granted, or surrounded by historties that can'be remembered and celebrated through sound
and music. Peasgood s best known for her work creating outdoor artworks and community projects.

www.emllypeosgood.com

ANNA HESTER SKELTON

Anna ts a singer-songwriter, a teacher and a huge believer in the power of the arts to connect people and
share stories. She has released tuwo EPs and her girst album, Postcard Songs, will be released in 2021 The songs
on the album all use postcards as a starting pount, and tell a range of intertuwining stories inspired by the
people and places the postcards depict. As well as being a musician, Anna is a teacher with a range of
experience within English as a Second Language, singing and songwriting, and Spectal Educational Needs
and Disabilities. Anna delivered a TEDx talk in 2018 about embracing your creativity called You can make
it Although Anna wasnt born in Cambridge, she eels at home there. Her parents met when they were both
working at Heggers Bookshop and her grandmother lived in Cambridge, so she visited regularly and Later

attended Cqmbrldge Un'werslta.

wwqunahester.com

BOB HINES

Bob has been a Water Consultant gor over 30 years but his real passion ts music, tn any shape, porm or variety,
He has been writing songs for over 40 years and has an interest in songs that are written about local areas
and communtties. One of his many albums, Songs from The PrLory (2019), is a collection of his songs about
his home town of St Neots where he helps to run St Neots Folk Club. Bob s a sel¢-taught and prolific
songwriter who taught humself guitar when he was 14 so he could joun a glam rock bank. From there came
heavy metal, Motown, rock, jazz, a Little classical, country, an Open University Music Degree and ginally polk
mustic. Bob has played at The Cambridge Folk Festival and most of the clubs and pubs in and around
Cambridge.
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ICENCE

1. Save for all and any moral rlghl:s and conditional on every copy of any work from Songs and Verses from
North Cqmbrldge ("the Book™) reProdu,anS the notice of assertion of moral right of paternity ("the Notice"),
Ldentlw'mg the author of the work, as it us set out below, to the extent possible wunder law, EmLL3 Peqsaood wawves

all of her coPBr'Lghl: and related rtghl:s to the book.

The Notice: "The rlght of [md:hor] to be LdentLFLed as the author of (name of the work] has been
asserted un accordance with the Copyrtght, Deslgns and Patents Act 1998, sections 77 and 73"

2. For the avoidance of doubt coPgr'Laht wn the Follo\u'mg works does not beLong to Ele,y Peqsgood and has
not been watived bythe copyright holders: (L) GOAT. byLucille Rococo; (it) Green End Road by George Bacon.

3. This work s Pu,bllshed from: Engtqnd and Wales.

Statement of purpose

4. Emily Peasgood wishes to permanently relinquish the rights set out below in relation to the Book for the
purpose of contributing to a commons of creative, culbural and scientific works that the public can reliably and
without gear of later claims of ingringement build wpon, modigy, incorporate in other works, reuse and

redistribute as Freel,g as Possible wn any form whatsoever and for any purposes, anmdmg commercial purposes.

Watver

5. Tothe greatest extent permitted by, but not in contravention of, applicable Law, Emily Peasgood hereby overtly,
fully, permanently and trrevocably, watves, abandons, and surrenders, save for moral rights, all of her Copyright
and Related Rights, and assoctated claims and causes of action, whether now known or wunknown (anlu,dlna
existing as well as fubure claims and causes of action), in the Book (1) in all territories worldwide, (it) for the
maxtmum duration Prodeed by qPPL'LcabI.e Law or l:reql:3 (anl,u,d'mg Fu,ture tume extensions), (L) in any current
or Ful:ure medium and for any number of copes, and (iv) for any purpose whatsoever, anLudLna without
limitation commercial, advertising or promotional purposes, conditional on every copy of any work grom the Book
reProdu,c'mg the notice o assertion of moral right of paternity, Ldenttwlng the author of the work (the "Watver™.
Emily Peasgood makes the Waver for the benegit of each member of the public at large and to the detriment
of her heirs and successors, pully intending that such Watver shall not be subject to revocation, rescission,
cancellation, termination, or any other legal or equ.itable action to disrupt the quiet enjoyment of the Book by

the PubLLc as contemPLal:ed by her express Statement of PurPose.
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6. Should any part of the Watver for any reason be judged legally invalid or inegpective under applicable Law, then
the Watver shall be preserved to the maxumum extent permitted taking into account Emily Peasgood's express
Statement o Purpose. In addition, to the extent the Watver is so judged, Emily Peasgood hereby grants to each
appected person aroyalby-free, nontransgerable, non sublicensable, non exclusive, irrevocable Licence to exercise
her CoPyrlghl: and Related R'Lghts wn the Book (1) in all territories worldwide, (i) gor the maximum duration
provided by applicable Law or treaty (including puture time extensions), (itt) in any current or pubure medium
and for any number of coptes, and (w) for any purpose whatsoever, wincluding commercual, advertising or
promotional purposes (the "License™), conditional on every copy of any work fromthe Book reProdu.ang the notice
of assertion of moral right of paternity, tdentipying the author of the work. The Licence shall be deemed eggective
as of 1April 2021 Should any part of the Licence for any reason be judged legally invalid or inegpective under
applicable Law, such partial invalidiby or inegpectiveness shall not tnvalidate the remainder of the License, and
wn such case Em'Ll,y Peasgood hereby aggrms that she will not (1) exercise any of his or her remaining CoPyrlght
and Related Rights in the Book, save gor those reserved by this Licence or (i) assert any assoctated claims and

causes of action with resPect to the Book, tn either case contrqry to thus License.

7. EmLLy Peqsgood disclaitms resPonsLbLl,Lty for cLeoang the rLght of other persons that may qppty to the Book or
anyuse thereoF, anl,u.ding without Limitation any Person's CoPerSht and related rLghts wn the Book or Parts thereop.
She Fu.rl:her disclaims resPonsLb'LLLt3 for obta'm'mg any necessary consents, permissions or other rLghts requared

for any use of the Book or Parts thereoF.
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