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One Singerrs ReflecEions
. By Linda C. McGoldrick

After two years of singing benefit concerts, hosting fabulous fund-raisers,
eating baked bean suppers and Easler cakesr and groping through "Gerontiusf',
the North Cowrtry Chorus nas eager to embark for England.

0n Monday, June 21r menbers of the Chorus arrived at the British Airnays
Terminal at Logan Airport in Boston around 7 p.m. By 9 o.clock alr 405
passengersr including the 60 singers and 20 camp followersr w€r€ settled
on board the sleek red-b1ue-and-sil.ver 747. During the six-bour flight to
Londonr spirits were high and jovial conversaEions began to cenent, new
friendships among the gpoup.

As we departedr ttre setting sun was an enortnous red globe poised over
Bostonfs skyline. But, three hours later we net the same sr.rn rising in a
pink glow on the east,ern horizon. The paradox of jet-age travel! rn
sinil'ar telescopic-tine' we ate breakfast three hours after the crew had
finished serving us dinner. The chances to sleep or even doile nere nininal.

Tuesday, June 22r Rain and fog (what else did ne expect?) greeted us at
Heathrow Airport and was to stay with us most of the

tine for ten days. We clanbered onto the two bright, orange-yellow Happiway
Spencer buses and net or.rr driversl George and Archie. In hearry rains we
hurtled on the r\ilrong" side of the road to oxford and only glirnpsed the
colleges of that, University through shimnering curtains of silver. Onnard
to Banbury Cross where ne saw t,he fanous spire wittr the cross on top at the
townrs central crgssroad. lfe all singsonged the nursery rhyrnel

'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 be1ls on her t,oes.
She shall have nusic uherever she goes.,'

So, too, the North Corurtry Chorus.

Groggy fron Lack of sleepr se arrived in Stratford-on-Avon t,o be distributed
in the rain to a series of B&Brs (bed-and-breakfast inns) on ALcester Road.
Sone of us drew Brook House as our billet,, run by Rosenary Eannerr a hard-
rorking FsLip of a girl" lrith longl dark bair. Like giggling schoolgirls,
five of us crammed into one roomt Caroline Galer Beulah Fosterr Selenda
Growr Any Jarrellr and me.

Between showers we walked past cottages and gardens festooned with lupine,
toS€sr and fo:<glove to see Anne Hathawayrs Cottage. Built in the 1400fs
and owned by 1.1 generations of Hathaways, the farnous home of Shakespearers
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