THE NORTH COUNTRY CHORUS ON TOUR

(England and Wales, June-July 1982)

One Singer's Reflections
By Linda C. McGoldrick

After two years of singing benefit concerts, hosting fabulous fund-raisers,
eating baked bean suppers and Easter cakes, and groping through “Gerontius",
the North Country Chorus was eager to embark for England.

On Monday, June 21, members of the Chorus arrived at the British Airways
Terminal at Logan Airport in Boston around 7 p.m. By 9 o'clock all 405
pPassengers, including the 60 singers and 20 camp followers, were settled
on board the sleek red-blue-and-silver 747. During the six-hour flight to
London, spirits were high and jovial conversations began to cement new
friendships among the group.

As we departed, the setting sun was an enormous red globe poised over
Boston's skyline. But three hours later we met the same sun rising in a
Pink glow on the eastern horizon. The paradox of jet-age travel! In
similar telescopic-time, we ate breakfast three hours after the crew had
finished serving us dinner. The chances to sleep or even dofe were minimal.

Tuesday, June 22s¢ Rain and fog (what else did we expect?) greeted us at

Heathrow Airport and was to stay with us most of the
time for ten days. We clambered onto the two bright orange-yellow Happiway
Spencer buses and met our drivers, George and Archie. In heavy rains we
hurtled on the "wrong” side of the road to Oxford and only glimpsed the
colleges of that University through shimmering curtains of silver. Onward
to Banbury Cross where we saw the famous spire with the cross on top at the
town's central crossroad. We all singsonged the nursery rhyme:

"Ride a cock horse to Banbury Cross (cock horse = rocking horse)
To see a fine lady upon a white horse.

Rings on her fingers and bells on her toes.

She shall have music wherever she goes."

So, too, the North Country Chorus.

Groggy from lack of sleep, we arrived in Stratford-on-Avon to be distributed
in the rain to a series of B&B's (bed-and-breakfast inns) on Alcester Road.
Some of us drew Brook House as our billet, run by Rosemary Banner, a hard-
working “slip of a girl" with long, dark hair. Like giggling schoolgirls,
five of us crammed into one rooms Caroline Gale, Beulah Foster, Selenda
Grow, Amy Jarrell, and me.

Between showers we walked past cottages and gardens festooned with lupine,
roses, and foxglove to see Anne Hathaway's Cottage. Built in the 1400's
and owned by 1l generations of Hathaways, the famous home of Shakespeare's







































