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PUBLIZIID DY THD LORITTH NORTHUMBRIAN GATHERING COMVITTEE IN 1972.

FPORTWCRD .

On leunching a Northumbrien Dialect Writing Competition in the 1971 Northumbrian
Gothering (then celled "MNorthumbrian Festivel"), the Committee resolved to assist amat-
eur dielect writers by publishing entries, The otject of the Anthology is simply that,
to publicise the writings and the writers. THE COPYRIGHT (F EACH ITEM REMAINS THE SOLE

ROPERTY OF THE WRITER, and publication here must not be taken to diminish such copy=-
right. "

The writings here have not been selected, but are the whole 1971 entry, published re-
gardless of quality, in furtherance of the Committee's wish to encourage amateur writ-
erss The Committée has no responsibility, of course, for the contents of any items

Through the kindnéss of M.Go Bartlett Esq. of Mitford, in presenting a second trophy,
the competition is divided into two classes from 1972, one for verse (the Esther Mc-
Cracken, formerly Rothley, trophy) ond one for prose (the Bertlett trophy).




CORRECTIONS,

We apologise to writers and readers glike for several typing errors. Members are

not expert typists! -

The firet title should read "FIRST DAY AT SCHOCOL", In verse 4, the correct word is
"Spook!'t", not "SFPOK'T", and in the 9th verse, please read "wad" not ®WAS".

In "The Brotherhood", line 3, read "Bill" not "BILLM', and in line 16, read "‘'e
porrs", not " 'PCRRS", )

In "Botby Moncur'fs Cougin®, line 7, read "brassy" for "GRASSY", and insert "began"
before "TO-BREAK! o ' T A

On page 6, 6th last line, "FORM" should read "foot",

On poge 7, line 17, insert a commd after "BY". In line 20, "LIS" should read "his";
and in column 2, line 5, "IT" ghould resd "in", and in line 11, "IT" should read "ii",

On poge 8, in column 1, line 9, "OF A SUP! should read "or a sup's. 3 )

Mr. Drvies! new sddress (P-ge 2, foot) ig Windy Gyle, Birgham, Coldstreame
Mre. MeCullough's ~ddress (Prge 8) is 50 Rokeby Drive, Kenton.

GLOSSARY o

CHEY 'S¢ chring. - SALERY: celery.

CRACKET: 01l 3-legged stool. © -, STRA'MD: sgtraowed.

CYEVILS: crvils, pit working ploces - STELLS: shecp shelters on the hillse.
dr-ym by lote ~ ; SIYINGE: gponge.s

DIDDED: clecned or dusted. ' WICKEN: wick.

FORENEEST: cgoinat. YARK: o push or blowe

HOGGERS: pit trouscrs.

HUNKERS: hounchese

KEP: cops

KEPS: crtches, the mechonisn that secures
o nine "eage! (1ift) while it is holted
for lording/unloadings

PLACE: donestic service.

NORTLUMBRILYN PLAY-WRITING COMPETITION 1973

A further opportunity for Northumbrian writers is to be prcsented hy the Morpeth
Northunbrion™ G-thering's new competition for ploy-writers. It begins in 1973 and
the closing date will be in the lote winter. of that year. g

The rcquirenents for 1973 sre simple — ono-oct plays ih Northumbrian dislect or
set in Northunberlend, suitoble for amoteur groups to produce, and to be judged both
for thestricol qurlity ond rs expressions of the quality, Northumbrisn-ness. Drane
ond comedr ~re cqu-1lv ccceptables




1.

i3l DAY AT SO OGLE

Light o'clock yon Mondey morn, Greet big tecrs rowled doon ne cheeks,
Wishin! thet Aa'd netor been born, .The Tencher yells, "Ye've wet yor breeks;
Flottened doon the hrir wi! scorn; Niver mind == ye'll sit there
The Aday's the doy Ao hoe to stort the :Till ye drya"
; schyoul. *
Flodden! slowly doon the ro-d, ‘Ye think yersel! -- this swful man
Bit cheese on'! breed wog oo!' me.lood, Thot dArives ye back inte the pram,
Like 2 tronp wi! nce fixed abode, An' Aissent seer te care a Aamn,
Weaked fin, nee fonder fyeul. g if the blome wor ninel
L~nAin! ot the hrel o! brerins, Wanlkin! hyem that frosty neet,
Thinkint »~' the belts on! crnes; {Heed hung wi'! shome on' teeth set tight,
Better if fAo'd stryed ot hyen, «HonAin?' bock the sprsms of fright, '
4An' helped them feed the cowe ‘ ‘An! for from feelin' fine
The Tencher wit! his mony mugs, Leornin' on yon ~uld g-te post,
Srpek't cbeot on' pulled wor lugs; A foce soe white woe gliff o ghost,
If ALz wor his size, Wi' ¢o1d behind sre gyeun to roast,
Lo'd 1ct him knnn whee's nev! 0, the plight I bel
Wil choolks ~n!' slotes wi! gits Aa strrt Now to sce the woy she blows --
Myekin! sic on ~wful cl-rt, But noy hond stretch up to reach the tows;
Tryin' +ill it broke me herrt, Shnme on then there nivor wos,
Ln' Lo borst oot to cry. As it oa' comeg back to nme.

(Copyright of the writer, Mrs RoLe Wood, Jackson's Style, Long Framlington,
Morpeth, Northumberlsnd.)

BROTHERHCOD OF THE TERRACES (I): PYEPER TAALK

Y! knor, some things y!' reed aboot y' eon hardly believe, some things y' gonnn be-
licve, on' gome things y' dorsent believe., Mesel! =- Ao jus' divvont knoo wat t' believel

Me oan' nme motes, Billm Chorlie, Ted, Jock an' Joe, wez woitin'! £! th' kick-off at
las!' week's motch, when w? gerron teclkin! aboot o famus monoger whee'd ported wi! !is
club, on the best o! torms -- or se the pyepers soid.

Bill gie o snart thot cu’do been hord in wor hooses "Ah, hadowayd Best of tornms,
ne gronny!  'E wes socked, Lo tell ye. Wi' the teom deein' se bad, them directors just
wanted a scrape-gonte. Nooadays, mon, o monnger is just o fisureheeds Ye canna belicve
the pyepers "

Then Ao hrppened t! mention wor centre~horf, whee hodn't been playin! se weel --
aceordin' t' the pyepers =~ an' whee hod been rested for the dny's rnatch,

Y! knna, before te spoke, Ao knew Bill'wod tell ms the inside story o! that, anf
Stby - 7
"Rested? 'e bellers, "Rested? A~ tell y! the feller's been droppedi"
Then J~ck hoyed oot yen ov 'is porlse
“Just o rose bi ~nother nyem,* ! porrs. "Nivver mind wot y' resd las?! neet.
They've gorrn print summet t! sell the pyepers.! '
Well, ye mebbies think th-t neebody cud foller thot, but Ted topped it off neecely.
'E srys, "ey, Lo divvent knoa rhoot thot, but the! conns even get the wither reet. Afore
Lo eone oot this eftornyun, wor loss worned us t' tok on umberelln. Sh! says, 'It's
heor it' the pyeper -- roin, henvy, rt tirmes.! An' heor Ao am, lyukin' n porfick fyul,
wi' o 1-se's Lrolly, ~n' not ¢ elood i! the sky,."
(Continued overlesf)

IF YOU [RE INTERESTED T( ENTTR THE NCRTHUMBRIAN GATHERING'S ANNUAL DIALECT COMPOS-
ITI0" CCMPETITION, FLELSE SEND YOUR MAME AND ADDRESS TO ROBSON HOUSE, 29 NEWGATE
STREET, MORPETH (3367) AND WE SHALL ATD YOU TO OUR MAILING LIST.



Then little Chorlie started up. 2.

"Ee, ye knaa, Aa sent away a new fifty penuy bit for a dep. camera. It wes aal a
dorty fraad. Ths' kep on writin' tiv us f' mair munny -- until Za got fed up an! sent the
- _camera back. Lyuk 'ce -- heor's the advort, Joe. It says, 'Pockit cameras, fifty new
pence, ' :

Joe taks the pyeper an' lyuks it ower. "iye," 'e says, " but y! shudda read the smaal
words. It aalso says, 'an! twenty-fower instaalments o' twenty-five pence. These adVOrts

can be varry nmisleading. "
Noo, it wesn't until then that Aa reallsed that comethmg wes nissin' thet eftormyun —-

wor gewsul backgrund music o' Joe's coughs an' sneezes. Well, Joe catches a caad if ‘e
loses a shart button, se Aa axes 'im hoo % managed t' cure hissell.
'E says, "Aa saa an advort ;' the pyeper for a fifty-pemny caad cure, an' since Aa y

gtarted tyeckin' it, Aa've been champlon, man. Aa hevvent seen the doc for a week noo.”

Y see wat Aa mean? Y! divvent knaa wat t! believe i' the pyepers these days. But
Aa'll bet it winuit be long afore Joe's back to the sorgery. He'!s the oney chep Aa knaa
whee's getten a season ticket t! ivvory waitin' room in toon. 'L elwes storts t! worry
whenivvor e! feels a bit bettor. 'E says it's sich a relief to knaa theor's summat wrang,
insteed o' worryin' hissell sick incyase theor might be."

Onryway, it wes time for the kick-off, an' taalk aboot not believin'! wat y' read i!
the pyepers! Wey, that eftornyun, w' could hordly believe wat we saa oot theor on the
field! Wor team scered se many goals, w' lost coant.

An' that reelly storted it!

It wad be aboot five minutes from time, when w'!' scored wat torned oot t! be wor last
goal, an' little (yorlie storted t' coont up t' sivven.

Caase, Bill hed summat t' say aboot that. "Aa, hadaway, Chorlie, it's ite," 'e snartS‘
like 'e wes the heed of a babbies! skyul. "Aa tell y* y! canna coont, man."
Well, theor wes oney yen o' us whee dorst set up a bit cheek at Blll ~— an'! Jack reel-

ly let 'im hev it.

"Noo, Bill," 'e storts in !'is perfessional sikylogic manner, 'Y'!'ve f'getten that own
goal w! got, jus' afore horf-time. The ref disallooed ite!

Aa thort Bill wes in for an apologetic fit!

E torns an! lyuks Jack strite i' the cyes, an! says vorry deliberate llke, "Gerraway,
Jack, man! Y! canna expec! us t!' believe that. That rest, Ted? Eh. Joe?"

As yewshul, Joe was on Bill'g side. "WEIl Bill, Aa wedn*t like "t% tcontrddiet ytaw M

Bill gie's us aal a lyuk like te'd jus' won "The Brain o' Britain' competition, an!
smorkin' aall ower is fyece, ‘e says, "Thoer y'are, then. That'S wat Aa said, didn't Aa?
Aalll betcher wat ye like, it wes ite. Aa'll tell y! wat t' dee -- gerra pyeper, th' neet.
If y' canna belicve me, mebbies y'1l believe it in black an' white!n?

Mesell -- well, Aa jus' divven' knaa wat t' believe noo!

(Copyright of the writer, Mr. Philip Knox, "Devonia", Longframlington, Morpeth,
Northumberland.

A CHEVIORMILE. (Placing: 2nd)
Oh, slar's the gait an' lang's the mile But langer, sairer still's the gait
Frae Windy Gate taec Windy Gyle; If, forbye, ye gan hack tae Gate;
Nae bittie fence nor ae lane stile, Ye'll ficht wit winds as dour as Fate,
But hags o! peat in tumblin!' pile, Meath glowerin! skies as black as slate;
An' black-faced yowes in stragglin! file. ' ye'll tae bed be unco! late

Gin ye get back frae Gyle to Gate.

(COPyrlght of the writer, Mr. W.4A Davies; North View, Nedderton Village,
Badllngton, Northunberland. )



36 BOBBY MHMONCUR!S. COWUWSIN

One goalpost was a dustbin, the other a blue wool sweater thrown carclessly on the
dusty concrete. The owmer of the sweater stood betwesn the goalposts, knees bent, hands
hovering apart, eyes concentrated on the football. Around the ball, a motley crowd of
boys, arbitrarily divided into two unsqual teams, milled and fought for its possession.

Unnoticed, behind the goalkeeper, a teacher came out of the school with the handbell
that would end the foothall game. th gave it into the eager clutch of a small girl, who
grasped it in both hands and shook it vigorously. Its grassy clang echoed round the yard
and was lost in the sordid reccsses of the outdoor lavatorics. The melée round the foot=-
ball to lreak apart and the goalkceper bent down to reclaim his sweater. Then the foot-
ball rolled past his outstretched hand and a voice shouted: "It's a goall"

The goalkeeper straightened up and glared.

"It wasn't! The hell's went, Bobi"

Bob grinned. H: was small and sturdy with no front teeth.

"It was a fair go-al, so ye can gan an' loss yersel!, Chris Haalll"

He tucked the football under his arm and carried it in triumph to the classroom, to
receive the congratulations of his teams Bowhy Dawson, seVen years and one week old, and
supremely confident in his own abilities. The team knew that Bobhy'!s goal had not heen a
fair one, the bell had gone hefore he had scored, but it had given them victory. They were
noisy in their yraise, :

"She's comin'!" came a loud whisper from the door, and they scuffled to their seats
with muted voices

The new teacher came in. They summed her up silently. Soon they would begin to test
her authority, and Bobly Dawson would be cxpected to lead their baiting.

They were silent while she called their names in the register, answering the names
demurely.,

She closed the big, hlue-covered hook,

"I want twe hoys to carry the nmilk crate 1nto the classroom. "

Every hoy's hand shot into the air.

"The fair boy in the red jersgy -- you‘re Rohert Dpwson, arentt you9”

The boy stood up, grinning -- "Boh'y Dawson, miss.'

'"Bobvy, then., And the hoy next to you. Go to get the crate now."

Bonty jerked his head. '"Howway, Alan."

"We'll need twenty-eight bottles of milk,"

Bobly Dawson stopped. '"Hoo nmenny?" he muttered at Alan.

The toacher hegan to regret her choice. He must be a dull child una“le to count to
twenty-eight, in spite of the bright grin.

"Twinny-ayet," Alan said.

"Oah!" Bobhy turned the grin on the teacher. "Aa didn' unnerstan' ye, miss. Reet,
twinny-ayet bottles o! milk. Come on, Alan.”

The rest of the class giggled. The teacher tricd to quell then with a glance. So she
had met the one to be wary of, the cne to win over, the ringleader.

When Dobly and Alan lu“796 the jangling milk crate into the classroom, and put it
dowm noisily in the corner by the door, the rest of the children were gathered round the
teacher at the fromt of the room, telling her aout theuselves, their families, the school,
their academic achievements. Bobhy dragged Alan to one side of the group and curbed his
grin into an expression of mild boredem. He made occasional comnents to Alan, just loud
enough to amnoy, but offering no contribution to the general discussion.

"Aren't you going to tell us anything about yourself, BobLy?" the teacher asked.

Bobly shook his head, with a silly smirk. Alan sniggered sycophantically. The teach-
er quchly passed on to rore pronising material.

- .0 & - 1.
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She read them a story. Some show-offs showed her how well they could read. The class
played "I-spy" while BoMWhy and Alan sat aloof. The tsacher glanced at them occasionally,
but otherwise ignored them. Bobhy began to feel piqued. He had just decided to cause a
diversion by drurriing his heels on the floor when the teacher looked at her wristwatch.

"Oh, it's nearly play-time," she said. "It's time to drink your milk now. Then you
may go out to play."

Bobhy and Alan gave ocut the Bottles of milke The children sucked noisily at their
straws, then one 'y one replaccd the anpty bottles in the crate. and hurried out to play,
to race away the strain of sitting still. 3Bo“hy, last to finish because of his job of dis-
trituting tottles, dropped his carclessly into one of the little square holes in the crate,
then went to the furthest corner of the room to get his football. The teacher watched him
covertly.

"That's a nice football, Bobhy," she said.

"Aye. It's me best un. Me kee-asser."

"Kee—asser?" the teacher asked, puzzled.

"Aye. TYe knaa, a proper baal wi! a kec-ess on, wat ye kin blaa up." His voice was
contemptuous. FEveryone knew what a caser was.

"Do you ever go to foothall matches, BoLhy?"

"Ayc. 1Me Dad tyeks us ti see United when they're playin! at hyem, Aa wes there on
Sattdee, :

"That was a fine goal in the thirty-third minute, wasn!'t it?"

"Dee ye gan tiv focthaal matches, niss?" Bobty said, surprised.

"Oh, yes, often. I support United too. I have to. Bobly Moncurts my cousin,”

"Is 'e?" Bobly looked at her suspiciously, to see if she was telling the truth. She
looked as if she was. He said, "Can fa gan out ti play noo, miss?"

‘Wes, of course. I hope your tecam wins.®

He gave her his best grin and swung out. The teacher smiled. It had worked. She
hoped that the foothballer, a remote family connection, would forgive her for shortening
their relationship, if he ever heard of it. She had dome it in a good cause.

Christopher Hlall, aspiring goalkeeper and Bolbhy's chief rival, was waiting for him by
the school door.

"Howway, Chris, let's gan an! git two teams together," Bobiy said.

They walked towards a knot of boys loafing near the tall iron gate.

"Wat's yer ncw teacher like?" Christopher asked. "Alan Robscn says she'!s soft.”

Bobhy bristled.

"Alan Robson doesn't knaa nowt!'" he said crossly. "She'g reet canny! ! Aa'll tell
ye somethin' else ~- she's Bobly Moncur's cousin!™

(Copyright of the writer, Mrs. Margaret Anderson, 14 Roxburgh Close,
Winlaton, Co. Durhanm.)

1THE OLD FORE "SHIFT “SCENS (Placing: 4th)
The bairns at last hev gyen t'! hed, His feet on the chimley breest,
Thus ends thor neetly din, He luks the pictur' o' despair
The oil-lamp. glows, the fire's red, As he tyeks a wee hit reest.
ind aal seems peace within. His pit claes on the cracket lie,
But Fathor gans t' th' pit at two, Laid one atop o! thd uthor,
The thowt fair meks him glum, A2l dadded, aired, and folded b!
And Muthor wi' hor wark t' git thru! ~ Me patient hard-rowt muthor.
Tippy-toes atoot the room. His beuts weel layered wi' dubbin greasc

Me fathor sits on his fav'rite chair Stand warmin' next the jamb,

%
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Th! pull on, ye see, wi'! greater ease
Md save him nany a "darm'.

It's Thorsday neet and in the morn
The cyevils '11 be draan,

In anshus time and of consarn

Tt ivvery lad and nman.

The fire-tongs hing on a heuk

Ahint the pantry door,

Th! say it brings a hewer luck,
Mnd nebody needs it more.

For gquarters he had draan Low Main,
Aal clarts and flinty coal,

Hard wark and sweat for little gain,
The "mini" was his goal.

He hoped this time a Yard Seem flat,
Wit less graft and bettor pays,

The chance to buy the wife a hat
fnd the bits o! bairns some clacs.

These things weyghed heavy on his mind,

4As his kitchen bed he sowt,

The time was barely ha'f past nine,
Three 'cors! sleep se:ms nowt.

His body, tired oot, owsrcums

A sairly troubled mind;

fle varry syun t' sleep succumbs,
His cares aa' left behind —-

Mnd just as his and his gud wife's snores

Are blendin' nice and even,
Mnd dreams of riches op'nin' doors —-—
He's roughly snatched from hiven.

The ringin' 'larm his ear drums pierce,

But not his sleep-drugged brain,

Mnd tho! the clamour fills his ears,
His eyelids closed remain.

A stritchin' hand shuts off the noise
(Some minutes mair he'll try),

But Muthor's nudge and nmuffled voice
Brings cot a growlin'! "Aye."

Still ha'f asleep, this deid o! neet,
He grarples for a match,

He finds the lamp and strikes a leet,
Mnd var' nigh borns his 'tache.

Off cums his linin's, vest and sark,
He strips reet doon t' th' buff,

Me muthor gi's his arse a yark,

Mnd he cries, '"Noo,; that's enuff."
He dons his hoggers, badly worn,

His pit sark and his vest,

Ee pulls his beuts and stockin's on,
2* then he's aa' but dressed.
Subducd, me muthor meks the tea,

/nd joins him in a cup;

Ne word is spok! as he and she

In sulky silence supe

She packs his bait, it!s varry sma’,
Just a slice o! breed and butter
Wi! sugar sprinkled on, that'!s aa',
Fortye a bottle o! wettor.

s bottle, shothox, lamp and bait,
ACross the tyeble gyeps,

The beggars seem t! mock his fate,
The flamin!' skitttrin? yeps.

He watches them wit baleful eye

Mind wonders if he dore

Wi one mad final fling let fly

Iind swipe them on t' th' floor.

But sanity agyen retorns

And neckly, as time's pressin';

The divil in 'm draas in his horns,
/nd he finishes his dressin'.

His pit claes hez that special tang
Of o0il and grease and smoke

That t' colliery hooses aa' belang,
ind singles oot pit folk.

de ritches for his cap and scarf,
ind last of aal his jacket,

Mnd there reveals that stordy dwarf,
The hyen-med wooden cracket.

He pockets shotbox, bottle and bait
Afore he leaves his hyen,

Nods t* the wife and shuts the gate,
AS he's dun time and time agyen.

The cool neet air the cobwebs shift,
His rank bad temper hanishes,

The starlit sky his spirits 1ift,
nd gloomy thowts syun vanishes.

He gans alang the cotled street,
His hob-nailed beuts a-clatter,

He falls in step wi'! kindred feet
ind joins in wi' their chatter.

Th' reach the pit in ha'f a mile,
Thor respective tallies get,

These nen whe's destiny's t' oil
The pulley~-wheels wi' their sweat.
Me fathor clim's the pit-heap steps,
Gets three sharp picks, for nickin!,
Then joins a group fornenst the keps
And carefully trims his wicken.
Composed, he cracks, on hunkers sat
Wi' marras aal aroond.

Th! taak o! this, and them, and that,
Gud fellas, rough bhut soond.



The huzzer blaas and man t' man His wifc aside him trim and neat,
Th' queue in front o' th' cage, nd the bairns aroond them playin!
For ten lang 'oors belaa they'll gan, Se much of his life is undergrund,
T! mek a livin' wage. Se much to danger host,

Then whe wud dore the man t' judge Se much L' cheyns t! hardship boond
If Sat'day neet he hoozes? That he's easier pleased than most.
Aye! whe amang ye wad begrudge The frinds he numbers b' the score,
That cumfort, if he chooses? That cosy fireside,

That self-same man cun Sunday neet The fan'ly weel provided for

111 waak the country lane, Gi'es mair than joy —- gites pride.

(Coryright of the writer, Mr. W.B. Coombs, 84, Eighth Row, Ash-
ington, Northumberland.)
(N.B. Certain passages onitted for competition purposes, because of the time limit, have
heen restored above -- Editor)
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BROTHKREOOD OF THE TERRACES (2): ., TUDR HARDER Ty FALL

In pewerly physical torms, me mate, Bill, stan's oot in any company -- a sarta lion
amang men, sorveyin' us lesser leets across the terraced jungle. At least, that's hoo we'd
alwes thowt ov 'is six feet fower inchis ~- until las! weck's hyen gyem.

We gorron taalkin! aboot wimmin., It aall storted when little Chorlic appened 'is pyep-
er an! read oot that the big signin! ivvory hody hed heen expectin! f! days wesn!'t comin!,
eftor aall —- caase 'is missus couldn't beor t' he se for away from hor ma.

Mn' this gie Bjll 'is sormun f! the eftornyun. 'E says, '"bi the way some o' these
lasses gans on, y'd think they wes kickin' the baall, Thaor's some fellers got nee mair
guts than a stick o! soggy salary. Y! gorra stand up t! these wirmin -- mak 'em respec’
y', like."

Well, for a feller stortin! 'is hollerdays, that eftornyun, Bill wes in a reel pugnastic
fettle. Be, lad, 'e wes a fine sight, stickin! 'is chist oot, showin' off 'is new blue
short, wiv 'is yaller tie an' black kep., !'E wes a vision t' strike terror inte the varry
hort ov any man -- or woman!

Then Ted axes Bill's advice.

“Aa say, 3ill, wat wad y' dee in ry case? The brother-in-laa browt 'is wife an' fower
kids t' stay a week, ahoot six munths ago, till !'e gorra job. They're still heor, an' Aa
canna get shot on 'em."

Bill squared his showlders an' put a fetherly hand on Ted's heed, an' began t' spoot
'is worldly wisdorm. "Aa'll tell y! wat t' dee, Ted, lad. Jus' divven' be se soft wi'
yor lass, Put y' foot doon, an' say that they'll hev t' gan. Hev y'! done that?"

- The way Ted lyuked at Bill, y'd hev thowt he wes a love-sick lass lissenin' tiv 'or
favourite slop singer.

"Well, no, not reelly," 'e says. 'Y!' see, Aa divvent want t' be ower hord on 'em. 3But
itts gettin! us doon, Aa can tell y' . . .M

Then Till unfolded his master-plan f! aall henpecked hublies.

"T! makkin' a big mistyek, Ted," 'e says. 'Y* knaa, Aa hed me mither-in-laa spendin!

a fotneet wiv us ivvory time Aa hed me hollerdays. She wes heor ivvory yeor up t! twe
yeor ago. Then, Aa put me foor doon. Aa says, "Gerroot, an' divvent come hack agyen
when Aa'm hevin' a bit o' time off work. She's nivvor heen hack since. Theor y'are, noo
~- show 'em whee's hoss,"

Well, Ted's chist swelled cot o' the top ov 'is muffler, an' Aa began t' feel reel
“sorry f! 'is brother-in-laa, eftor the match.

When the match storted, Aa thowt wor convorsashun wad mebbes tak a difforent torn, as



ye might say. But hoo can y! gerraway from it when y! see grest daft cuddies kissin’ an'
cuddlin! ivvory time th' score a goall

Onnyway, wor ootside reet wes playin! aaful baad, an' Bill purrit doon t! trouble at
hyemn.

Bill shoots oot as though he wes taalkin' ' the feller hissell, "Taalk aboot loss o!
form! Wey, the feller's wife's heen gettin! at 'iﬁl Aa tell y', wimmen's the roomination
o! football. DIy, Aa waddent stan' forrit, megell.'

Well, es we wes winnin' five-nowt, wi' oneg ten minnits t!' gan, Bill says e! might as
weel gan hyem. Noo, when Bill torms, w!.aall torn. Dut, that eftornyun, te didn't see
vorry keen for us t! faller 'im, at aall. Onnyway, it wes stortin! t' come dcen in buck~
ets, and me an' Chorlie thowt we'd bettor be gamnin'! alang afore we wes droonded.

An' then, we saa Bill revealed in 'is trew cullers!

We'd hordly gorrcot the grund, when w' hord a voice like a storvin' craaw's —- Bill's
aad woman, dolled oot in hor Sunda' best. T! this day, Aa can rimimbor hor varry words.
"Hey, wheor y' been?" she croaks. "Y' said y' wes comin' oot at horf-time. Y! knaa

vorry weel w! olwes ketch the fower—twenty train t' meet me maa -- and!, noo, we've miss-
ed it. By the forst time in the last twe yeor. Me maa's gan t' be aaful mad wit y'. It's
a dorty shyem —— the oney twe weeks w! can hev hor in the, POOL & v o

/n' theor wes Bill fallerin! hor like a lamb %' the slaaghter.

in' theor wes Ted, porsin! lis lips an' shakkin' 'is heed.

Well, Aa saa Ted aboot a week later, an' Aa axed 'im hoo he'd getten on wiv 'is relat-
ionse. { *
+ "Ec Chai“lch, man, cn' rlon " te chortles. "la've getten shot on 'em. Aa just telled
Wor iabs, TTEtS ther <= or e, Tak yor' éhoice, ! A4 says),’ 'bUt yentov us 13”5nﬁinr“'ﬂ e
knua, Aa'll hev t! tell Bill hoo b addt it when Aa “see ‘1m, ‘at “the next match."" :
""Noo, Ma'm vorry fond of Tad, ant it +fyuk us thé Nest port ov an‘hoor 't porsuade ' that
it wad, mebbes, be bettor for 'is own saks, if 'e just telled Bill that’ 1ig ‘relations hed

Just disappeared of their own accord!

(Copyright of the writer, Mr. P. Knox, "Devonia", Longframling-
ton, Horthumberland.)

LIZZIE HIMES (Placing: lst)

Lizzic Hirmes is lang 'nd skinny Giz byuts t! bairns wi' nee shoes t!' thor feet.
in?' thor's nivvor eayuf uner hor pinny; :
Nee buttor, ner jam, ner btullets, ner becef,
Cas th' whole u' the famly'!'s on "Relief'.

Hor hayor's cut short becas u' th' nits,

An! hor claes is just a jumble o! bits

‘She got frum hor bettors, except for her

Th! hev cabbhage, 'n' rhubarb 'n' lettuce, sark, It
'n' neeps, Wuz howt for a permy it Paddy's Market.

Th!t cum frim th' lottments abacka th! o
s 4 Hor frock hes nee shape an' it's far ower wide

heeps;: ¢ . pecid
; 1 t! one
Dut sumtimes th've only got thin tettie An th her kings reet doon, 'n’ aa A
: 4 3 ; ! 9
; DO Ant sh!' weers hor Gannie's hug-—me—tight°
When thd pantry's bare, 'n' th'! weather's Truth t4 tell —— sh's an aaful fright.
wrath. -

Sh! weers “lack Lyuts wiv a lace-up frunt. SH'E ¢ slimar laey 4 kmaas a bit
Air's iy o SR ' Abcot in' wet 'n' beein' laid off it th!
Shi got th'“ frum skyul from a fella caald ., ¢ QE VTl NS ¥ , pit
?

’ B 8 bran OGRS By §ok LA A 11 ‘
' At th! ‘dole beein' stepped; ‘n'ith!'iMeans
A'Jlb fat chen frum Cherlty Street oy 3 ‘ o b pp‘ i } Podt Hem



Mn' gan t' pick coal wi' th' bairn's owld
pram.

An' hevin' t' mek dee wi' nowt it aal,

n' not heein' in when th'Insurance caal,
W' scrubbin' floors, 'n! pessin! claes,
When sh's dyun wi' skyul sh'll gan t! Place.

But, times've changed, th' yeers rowl on;

Lizzie Himes is Lizzie Donn.

Hor famly's dyun weel, th've aal grown up

'H! thor's nyen on th'm short on a bite of a
sup.

'n' cars, 'n' plenty o'
munny,
gan away foreign where th' weathor's
nair sunny;
'N' Lizzie, horsell, hes getten a job
I' th' works canteen. Sh's cne o! th! mob.

Th've got hooses,

N tht

Sht' dis hor layor luvly, aal high 'n' big,
Wi! grect fat corls; “ut mind, it's a wig.
'H! sh! weers fancy tights through which yo
c'n see
hor skorts rich up, reet up past hor
knece.

!I!

Sum times, iv a Sunda', hor grandowter cums,
She gans t' collidj; sh's gud it hor suss.

A camny bhit lass, not cne for trashin!

But sh's elwis dress'd i' th' latest fashin,

Lizzie's grandowter's lang 'nd skinny,
An' sh' wimnet put wuch under hor pinny.

8.

nowt
fried,

Nee buttor, ner jam, ner bullets;

Cas Lizzie's grandowter'!s on a diet.

She'll only eat lettuce 'n' stuff like that.
llowt wi' nee calories for feeor sh! gets fat.
"' sumtimes thin broth is aal th't sh'll
Sup.
he gets fair put oot if th' scales gans up.

Sh! weers black byuts wi' lace-up frunts;
M th! price o! them byuts," hor granfathor
grunts.
! hor hayor's cut short wiv a straggly
quiff.
It lyuks like sumboddy's gov hor a gliff.
Hor frock hes nee shape, fn! it disn't lyuk
reet,
Nt th' hem hings doon, var nie tiv hor feet.
But th! best thing uv aal accordin'! t! hor,

Is hor Geet-Gamnie's hug-me~tight, fund iv a
dror.

The grandowter tyeks a lyuk it hor gran
i! shakes hor heed fondly, ses hor class is

aal wrang.
Gran sighs deep. . . 'n' thinks on Lizzie
Himes,

Smiles, "Yor reet, bonny lass, Aa shud move
wi' the Times."

(Copyright of the writer, lrs. M.L. Mc-
Cullough,

WOR TZZAlN

(1)

EN

TENTE CORDIALE.

Well, Az divven' knaal
t! wait ' the tus cummin!'.

Ivvory time wor village focthaall team hes an away match, we hev
In fac', w've nivvor getten away t' time, this season.

It wes

neorly horf-pas! three when w! left las' weck -- jis' because Tatey 'Olmes, wor driver, hed
t! foller a crood o' sheep £' twe mile ( at least, that's wat 'e telled us).

Omnyway, w'd jis' sat doon when wor secriterry, Donkey Maiscn, yells oot thet te!d flget-
ten 'is "tool kit" -- that's 'is spyinge an' bottle o! caad wettor.

"43'11 hev t' gan an' gerrit," 'e seg.
Aa sez, "Divvent taalk se daft, man.
Belchford the day.

Onnyway, y! winnat need yor wettor —— it's

The way we're gannin on, we'll nivvor get t!

-

gannin t' rain syun, "

Dut Donket waddent lissen tiv us -- at least, not until Aa telled young Tom t' gie 'im
'is bottle o! limonade an' Aa gie 'im me kep for a spyunges

Noc, nee matter vheor y' gan, y' meet some daft cuddies.

W'd getten horf-way t' Belch-

ford when Dippy Upson, wor centre-half, annconces t' the company at large, "It dissent lyuk
.as though Geordie's comin'., The' must hev kep 'im in hospital.™
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We coonted three times —- hut Geordie wesntt theor,
Miey didn "t y!' tell afore?" raars Donkey.
"Well, 'e telled us 'e wes playin', las! neet, when Aa seen 'im at the darts match,

hut Aa hevvent seen 'im since -- 'cep! when the! tyuk 'im away in th' ambylance this morn-
int', Tven then, fa didn't hev a chance t' speak tiv 'im, like."
Moo, w! dorsent say nee mair -- Dippy can kick a haall from one end o' the pitch t! the

uther., Onnyway, w' heddent een gannin f' mair than twenty minutes, when somethin'! happ-
ened t' change the whole sityayshun, as y! might say.

We wes craalin' alang one o! them country lanes, when we met anuther bus comin' in the
opposite direckshun., Well, bein! in a bit of a howwy, like, we wesn't gan t' revorse —-
nee feor -- an' we aall trooped oot of wor bus t' argie the point.

Well, y' cudda chopped me heed off wi! a stick o! Shields Rock when the Belchford team
come Jumpin' oot o' the uther bus.

That's when Donkey showed hissell complete master o' the most delickut sityayshuns.

'E baalls oot, in 'is porsuasive draarin'-room voice, "D!y! not knaa we gorra gyem wit
ye this eftcrnyun, y! greet cloonies?"

"Y! mean t'neet," shoots back Delchford's captain, Rocky Bomnet, "W're playin' youse
lot t! neet, at yor place."

Well, eftor a bit ov argyun, Donkey hegins t' think on hoo he'd hed t! change the time
an' grund, on acccant o' wor team gettin! up a it late, eftor the Frida's darts match,
like.

"It's too late t' gan t!' either place, nco," says Rocky. "We'll jist hev t' play y!
some uther time." ‘

Of carse, he'd noticed we'd getten ten men -- but he'd oney getten nine.

Donkey clicks 'is tongue an! gi'es what can oney be caalled a disdainful snart. !'E sez
wi! a smile as lang as a footbaall field, "Wat aboot playin'! y' in that field ower the
hedge?2"

'E'd noticed Delchford!s nine men!

So, eftor a “it mair argyun, we got worsells changed an' lined up. Then -- wad y! be-
lieve it? -- w! jist thowt on -- neehody'd browt a haalll

Noo, y'd methes think that that wes — well - thati

Not on y!' lifel

Ls far as fAa rimimber, it wes Donkey whe orned the plaadits o' hoth teams when ‘e sugg-
isted w' caall it a draa -- a goalless draa, which, tiv onnyone whe knaas hoo wor team is
run, wes wat y' might caall a varry appropriate resultl

(Copyright of the writer, Mr. P, Knox, "Devonia", Longframling-
ton, Northumherland.)

THE SHEPHERD'S DR&N CH

Nay wunder Coquet Sherherds if the sheep arentt lyin! happ’t
Hev acquired sic aa thorst, ‘ we shaw,
drocnen! sorrows i' tha lambins, thor foondered in the clarts.

s Yos .
WL e yeRlisr gt 18 TSR The frost nips off the femma grass,

Whisky to aa rerished lamb nay sun te waarm thor backs,
with nay taste or smell; : and if for ony troubles new
far better it afore the fire, it breks oot i' the packs.

a ( ] 1
e ek e Gremen youdells Walkin! roond the stells aal

It!'s aa the same ocotby or in, stra'ad,
to herd these wintry artes; ‘ as a doctor i' the wa'ard,



lu e

we aa the tackle it!' the cap and doon the chimlat! sows,
and nay sic kind i! card. pour oot aa nip te gie ye strength,.

As aal the cases that ye tend ey R REb e W o o

are stored up in the heed, ; Ye!'ve walked yorsel' inte the groond,
mindin! hor that needs a jab, G and earned yorsel' aa dram,
and the lamb that needs ag feed. | and when ye dream yor dreams the
i neet,
3 3 ina! io) AT O -
As caald wind's blaw arcond the hoose yelll see nay perished lamb.
- (Copyright of the writer, Mr., R.h. Wood, Jackson's Style, Long-
framlington, Northumberland.)
WOR TEaM (2): 4 CHAWGE F' TH' BITTOR!
Theor'!s yun thing y' can say aboct wor village foothaall team —— it is consistent. In
fac', it must be the most consistent team in the North-East -- bottom o! the league five

times runnin'!

It wesn't until the'! put us on the s'lection comuittee, the uther week, that Aa fund
oot wat the trouble wes -~ the' will put forst things forst. An! if y! will keep things i!
the proper porspectuv, as y' might say, Aa reckon y' desorve t! be last.

Aal'll tell y!'.

Aa went alang the uther neet, t! me forst meetin' t' gie 'em aall a piece of me mind -~
but Aa might es well hev syeved me time. T!' stort wi', aalthough Aa wes forf-an-hoor late
mesell, like, Aa wes the forst theor. Wsll, when it got t! nine o'clock, Aa thowt Aa must
hev getten the wrang neet, an' Aa wes jist thinkin' ¢! gannin! hyem, when in comes Donkey
Maiscn, wor secriterry, wi! aboot six mair ov' ' em.

'Carse, Aa wes in a bit ov a funny fettle, bi then, like, an' Aa axed Donkey when we
wes gannin' t! start. .

"Wey, w' cannct start until 1vvorybody s heor," he sez. '"Theor's oney ten mair t!
come, " :

Noo, fa hed a it o! milkin' t' doe in the mornin!, se Aa telled 'em t' get on wiv it,
an' nivvor mind them wat cannot get on time. But it wesn't till Aa telled !'em that they'd
hev t' change the team f! Sadda, that Aa managed t' stop 'em taalkin' aboot the darts match
which wes gannin' t' tak place laterm at the "Broon Bottle",

D'y! knaa, Aa've nivvor hord sich a cocmotion since wor cat got hissell shut up in the
henhoose.

Theor wes Chorlie Wapload on a»oot if his laad wesn't good eneuf, 'e'd resign strite-
way. Then, aad Chucky Dunkers said it wes a varry funny thing when the'! wanted t! sling
'is laad oot jis! 'cos 'e'd cone courtin' the week hefore.

Sez Chucker, "y laad's fotty-twe on Sunda, an' 'e's still faster than some young uns
o! thorty-five."

Aa neorly said, "Aye, thorty-five styun."

Then Munbo Ranshaa's fether lost a couple o' trooser buttons explainin' hoo his laad

wes improvin! wi' ivvory gyem.
'E shoots oot, "It rimimbor w' lost twenty-nowt, forst gyem o' the season?"

"Wat aboot it, " aa says, offhand like.

"Wext match w‘ oney lost fifteen-nowt, an' las! week W' oney lost ten-nowt, " 1e saz.
"Dissent that prove 'e's gettin' hettor?"

Then 'is weskit borst reet open!

Well, 'fore 4a cud say oot, Barney Borns chips in t!' tell ivvorybody hoo 'is laad hed
stopped a sartin goal, wiv 'is heed, three yeors mack —- but 'e forgot t! mention it wes
wi' the back ov 'is heed!
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Be noo, Aa'd jist ahoot hed eneuf, an' Aa stortid 1t get up. DBut, jus' thin, some-
thin' happened t! put a different perplexion on things, es ye might say.

Tatey *Olmes, wor bhms driver, comes staalkin'! in t'! tell us thet the ithers wesn't com-
in! becaas they wes playin' in the darts match at "The Bottle", '

Noo, Aa've aalready telled y' thet theor's nee fyulin' aboot wi' wor lot —— forst things

forst ivvery time.
In twe flips ov a cuddy's rudder, we'd telled Donkey t' keep the syem team f' BSadda, an!

we wes myekin' full steam f' "The Bottle".
Well, Aa suppose if y' keep choppin' an! changin! aboot se much, ye'll nivvor get a
winnin! team, will yt'?

(Copyright of the writer, Mr. P. Knox, '"Devonia", Longframling-
ton, Northumberland.)

WOR Tirall (3): y*PNIVVOR KNAA wIt WIMMIE

Wimmin}! Aa'm fed up wiv 'em. Aa've aalwes said thet if a feller storts playin' aboot
wiv 'em, 'e nivvor knaas wheor 'e's gannin! t! land hissell. DBut, man, y' canna tell these
yung uns ccte. :

Luik at Baaldy Rortenshaa —— he owt t!' knaa bettor at his age. Fowrty-twe last borth-
day, an' not a hair on 'is heed, he got hissell mixed up wi' Bella Lickerish fowerteen -
yeor ago. It wesn't ten yeor since Aa towled hinm it wad be the roomination ov 'is foot-
baall. Tut, as 4a said hefore, y' canna tell these yung uns oot. He's still courtin!
Rella —— at least, he wes until las' Sadda. e

They say thet ivvorything comes t' them wat waits. Well, Daaldy waited a bit ower lang.

Baaldy plays full-back in wor village team, an! las! week 'e played a stormer. Aa've
nivvor seen 'im kick se many folks since wor last Chiristmas dance. Dut Daaldy can use 'is
heed as weel -— 'e isn't .perticklor whe 'e hats wiv' it.

Weel, he'd stopped six goals in the forst horf —— twe ov wor opponents an' fower o'
wors. He wes playin! like a man expired, as ye might say. It sartinly luiked as if he
wes rid o! Bella at last.

Then, ten minutes eftor the second horf hed stortid, up comes Bella wi! hor ma.

Wivoot se much es a '"by yor leeve", they jist staalked up t! Baaldy an' set aboot 'im,
'Caase, the ref wesn't hevvin' thet, an' 'e stopped the gyem, ten mlnutes later, when he
saa wat wes gamnin' on, like.

Then, Nella an! hor ma startid t' chase Naaldy roond an' roond the goal.

Then Della's ma startid t' gallop the uther way, an' ran smack inte Baaldy. Noo, 4da
divven! knaa whither it wes the aal wife'!s brolly or Daaldy's ribs wat cracked, but 'te
ended up wi! hor fowerteen styun on top on ‘'im.

"Woo," yells hor ladyship, "wey did y'!' break off the engagement wi' me dowter?"

'Caase Baaldy wesn't in a speakin' positiocn, as ye might say. Se, Della's ma batted
'im agyen wi' ivvorything she hed. Aa tell y!', it wes a good job for Daaldy thet most ov

it chind e 13 i T s "
1% ek Doud hade | B v mag nee difference —- Baaldy couldn't say owt wi! *is heed

stuck in the clarts.

Then Rella reveals Raaldy in 'is trew cullers, in a mamner o! speakin'.

ME broke off becaase me engagement ring wore oot, an! 'e's ower mean t! buy anotheri"

Y' could hev hord hor in a fifty thoosand crood.

'Caase, we wes aal varry sorry f! Nella, an' she cyuled off a bit when w! telled hor
thet she wes still yung eneuf t' wait another fifteen yecor. We wanted t! get the gyem
gannin'! agyen. Tut it wesn't until Aa heppened t! mention thet theor wes even hope f' me
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gettin' married yet, thet they come off the pitch. o
Noo, mebbies y! waddent believe it, but it wesn't till Sunda morning thet Aa thowt-on™
wey then twe fortunc hunters fallered us off the field se quick, like.
But Aa'm hevvin' nyen ov it -- Aa'm giein! Baaldy the munny t! buy another ringi

(Copyright of the writer, Mr, P. Knox, "Devonia', Longframling-
ton, Northumberland.

PeSs | THE NORTHUMBRIAN BURR.,

e

£11 Northumbrifns will know thot these compositions should be liberally decorated
with the celebrated Morthumbrisn burr, whenever they are rend or thought or recited.
It is som.thing thot Aoes not write very well, and perh-ps the best one con do is to
ingert o "y, go thot "erow! becomes not merely "eraat, but "eryaa", The gtranger can
by =dvised only to choke whenever he findg s~n "r' op "ry" in these compositiongl

The burr, 1like the Northuabrion dizlect, is an element of history, o8 much of an
oneient nonunent og the W-1l, Hexhen Priory, or Borcburgh Castlee It is o genuine
rclic of the popt, soieuhet eroded by time and educrtion, but no legs worthy of ottent-
lon "nd prepurvetion then o sorewh®t decoyed crstle or peleo

The hurr!'s existence ws recorded by trovellers ond others in the lest century, the
18th, 17th cnd, for thot rotter the 16th century, when Shrhespeare wrote of Hotspur's
"specling thiek®, lorcover, the trovellerg Aid not neeb the burr cleewhere -- it was a
trick cf the speceh of Northunborlond, vhere” everyone hed it, The popular explanction
hes long been that the Northunbriofis init-ted the greot hero, Horry Hotspur'!s "thick-
ness" of spetch, some gort of inpedinent, but in thet cose why all the Northunbriens,
ond why notbody clse? It scems ruch nore proboble thot Hotspur ginply shored this
tthickness"” with his fellow=Worthunbriens, that it was the burr that Shakegpeore was
roferring to. y

That lenves the questions why the Worthunbrions hod the burr, ond why others did
not, ond to exploin this ohe turns to history. Suppose all the Angles had the burr in
their speech? They settlcd the whole eostern constal plain fron Suffolk to the Firth
of Forth, and burred owy rerrily throughout their londse Then the Danes inveded and
settled arongst then ond the two languages and intonotions nerged (They were related
languoges, but not the same by any neans). The Angle burr could well have been one
cosuclyy of the merger -~ it would have been ruch eqsler for the Angles to lose it in
tine than for” the Dones to dequire it} Notice, however, that the Dones did not oceury
Nerthunbterland, and so could not have nffected the gspeech of the Angles here,

To the north, in south-enst Scotland, the Ingles in Aue course were heavily influ-
enced by the speech of the Scots, of whose kingdon their territory beconme a part.
Lgnin, there would have been o nerging of culturcs and lenguoges, and agnin the burr
could well h-ve been = cosunlty.s With it vonished bLoth south and north of Northumber—
lond, thet rennint of the greot kingdom of Northunbrin wos left slso as the lost strong-
held of the uncAultercted Snglisn tongue, rnd the only survivrl in this country of the
~urr. lHence the cgrcenent of the trovellers theot the burr belonged to Northumberland
~nd nowhere ¢lee. Ls confirnetion of thig explonction, I should add thet something very
, 1ike the Nerthusbrion turr h-g been repcrted in south Dennerk ond neighhouring North
 Gernony, the very territory froe which the ingles come to conquer ond occupy lonAs in
this country, '

It sbould Tollew thnt there cre other elencnts in the gspcech of Northum'erland,
Both cecent ond”voentulory, thrt, likc the burr, were once comaonploce on the country's
exstern sechocrd, hut now rre pregerved unigudy in N-rthunberlondts "Adinlectt (2 tern
which deprecintes the historierl rnd linguistic importonce of this osncient longuage),
Rolond Bibby,






