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From where we are today
we can see a long, long way
Across the waters
flowing from the past,
And people that have been,
like ripples in the stream,
Sparkle in the sun
and then are lost.
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From Where We Are Today
(intro)

From where we are today we can see a long, long way
Across the waters flowing from the past,
And people that have been, like ripples in the stream,
Sparkle in the sun and then are lost.
Fair England’s history is like the mighty sea
With storms and wrecks and ships that sailed away,
And all the hopes and fears of the past one thousand years
Are washed up on the shoreline of today.
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Many years have been
since England, fair and green,
Saw mighty Saxon Kings
of great renown;
But kingdoms come and go
just like the winter snow,
Uneasy lies the head
that wears a crown.
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In England, over nine
hundred years ago, some
women sat down to sew.
With their needles and
coloured wools they made
picture after picture telling
the story of the great battle
that had just been fought. The
finished embroidery, the
Bayeux Tapestry, was over
seventy metres long, scene
after scene, stitch by stitch
- a labour of love.

© TOLLHOUSE 2001

5

ISBN 0 9534343 2 X

The Saxon Kings
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Chorus:
Our needles work that men may know,
That men may know, that men may know,
Our needles work that men may know
About the Saxon Kings.
1. Five hundred years they ruled this land,
They ruled this land, they ruled this land,
With iron swords in their blood stained hands,
Those warlike Saxon Kings.
A cold wind blew from Normandy,
From Normandy, from Normandy,
King William sailed across the sea
To fight the Saxon King.
Chorus: Our needles . . .
2. The Saxons fought in the north and west,
The north and west, the north and west,
King Harold’s army found no rest
As they fought for their Saxon King.
Then came the weary march to the sea,
The march to the sea, the march to the sea,
To meet the Norman enemy
And fight for their Saxon King.
Chorus: Our needles . . .
3. King Harold fell at Hastings’ field,
At Hastings’ field, at Hastings’ field,
The Saxon men were forced to yield
As they wept for their Saxon King.
We’ll never see their like again,
Their like again, their like again,
They sew their wools to remember when
There were mighty Saxon Kings.
Chorus: Our needles . . .
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See the knight on horseback ride
with his standard by his side,
Galloping to fight
the foreign foe.
He’s been told that they are mad
and exceptionally bad,
That’s not the enemy
he comes to know.

picture by Ellen Mitchell
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Eight hundred
years ago
crusading
knights were
making the
long journey
to the Holy
Land, as they
had for a hundred years, to fight for
the city of Jerusalem. They had been
told that right was on their side and
that the enemy was mean and bad
- but things are never that
straight forward!

picture by Luke Seabright
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He Never Came Home From the War
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Chorus:
Noble lords lift up your eyes,
Come and join our grand crusade,
Come and win the greatest prize,
Jerusalem the golden.
1. Old Thomas the knight heard the call from above
And tearfully parted from his lady love:
With the help of a rope and a mighty good shove
He mounted his horse with a roar.
Out of Jerusalem, many did say,
The infidel had to be driven away
But Thomas, he wasn’t too sure of the way
And he never came home from the war,
He never came home from the war.
Chorus: Noble Lords . . .
2. A great, golden ship took him over the sea,
He travelled through France and through High Germany
And over the mountains to fair Italy
Where his horse wouldn’t go any more.
In hot, rusty armour he tramped on his way,
In Constantinople was tempted to stay
For the markets and turkish baths opened all day
And he never came home from the war,
He never came home from the war.
Chorus: Noble Lords . . .
3. And when he was marching through holier land
He stopped to make castles of Syrian sand
And there on the beach dipped his feet in the strand
And sat gazing out from the shore.
Then Galilee crossed and the Jordan sailed down,
At last he caught sight of Jerusalem town
But the hot desert sun made his head spin around
And he never came home from the war,
He never came home from the war.
Chorus: Noble Lords . . .
4. At last, there before him, the Sultan, his foe,
Stood smiling politely and bowing down low
And asking old Thomas if he’d care to go
To a party at quarter past four.
The firmest of friends they continued to be,
Tom built a pavilion beside the Dead Sea
Where he and the Sultan could sip lemon tea
And he never came home from the war,
He never came home from the war.
Chorus: Noble Lords . . .
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picture by Thomas Prince

Great heroes we all know
and mighty legends grow
But many only live
in verse and lay
And not all legends rise
from the mighty and the wise
For simple folk can sometimes
have their day.
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Six hundred and fifty years ago the
middle ages were coming to an end,
but many great legends still survive
from those times, none more famous
than the legend of Robin Hood.
Everyone has heard of him though not
many people know that he had a
distant relative, a second cousin,
Cedric . . .

picture by James Saunders

© TOLLHOUSE 2001

13

ISBN 0 9534343 2 X

Robin’s Bow
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1. You’ve heard of Robin Hood the bold and likewise Little John
And all the merry Sherwood men, brave robbers every one;
But Robin had a cousin and young Cedric was his name;
Though he was no great hero we will celebrate his fame.
Chorus:
He never was a marksman but a champion he stood
When Cedric fired the bow that once belonged to Robin Hood.
2. When Robin Hood retired, his old bow he handed on
To his young brother, Harold, then it went to cousin John;
When John took holy orders then it passed from hand to hand
‘Til Cedric found he owned the finest longbow in the land.
Chorus: He never was . . .
3. He practised hard and practised long but never got the knack;
It hurt his arms and fingers and it nearly broke his back;
He lost a thousand arrows in the meadow and the wood
But he couldn’t hit the target nor the barn by which it stood.
Chorus: He never was . . .
4. Then came the day when Cedric said, “I’m going to the fair,
For all the country’s very finest archers will be there
To join in competition fierce to win a bag of gold
And duty says the family name young Cedric shall uphold.”
Chorus: He never was . . .
5. Well his first arrow hit a stone and flew up in the air;
His second bounced back from a tree to part the squire’s hair;
His third one shaved the butcher’s cat, his fourth scared birds from trees,
The rest buzzed through the frightened crowd like swarms of angry bees.
Chorus: He never was . . .
6. In all directions through the fair young Cedric’s arrows sped;
In terror for their very lives the people turned and fled.
Said he, “Since they’ve all vanished now and only I remain,
I’ll take the gold but never fire old Robin’s bow again!”
Chorus: He never was . . .
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In days long gone before
people often went to war
For wealth and glory
or to serve their king,
For church or state or land,
on earth or sea or sand;
In truth, they fought
for nearly everything.
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With Henry Tudor's victory at the
battle of Bosworth in 1485, thirty
years of fighting for the crown of
England came to an end.
The red rose of Lancaster and the
white rose of York were united
in the Tudor Rose.
For the ordinary people caught up
in the mayhem of civil war there was
little to gain and everything to lose.
Taken from their homes and families
and forced to fight their fellow
countrymen it can have mattered little
to them what colour the flower was on
the royal coat of arms.
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The Colour of a Rose
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Chorus:
I don’t care if it’s red or white,
They marched us off and they made us fight,
Tell me, is it wrong or right
To fight for the colour of a rose?
1. Our noble lord sent his master-at-arms
To call us away from our lowly farms;
He told us to follow the beating drum
The enemy to oppose.
I left my plough in the field to stand
They put a sword in my work-hard hand
And marched us off across the land
To fight for the colour of a rose.
Chorus: I don’t care . . .
2. York and Lancaster both want power,
Noblemen all await their hour,
Ready to fight for their favourite flower,
Or so the story goes;
But I’m tired and cold and I’m miles from home
And all day long we’re forced to roam
‘Till we’re called by the hateful battle drum
To fight for the colour of a rose.
Chorus: I don’t care . . .
3. For thirty years the war dragged on
And we answered the call of the beating drum
While my lowly farm had a home become
For rabbits, weeds and crows.
Then Henry made King Richard yield
In the heat of the battle at Bosworth Field;
He took the crown and the fate was sealed
Of the fight for the colour of a rose.
Chorus: I don’t care . . .
4. So the pure white rose had a blood red heart;
To the peace of our homes we could now depart
And back on the land I used my art
An ending to compose;
I set myself one task to do,
I laboured hard and I laboured true
And in my garden there I grew
A perfect, pretty yellow rose.
Chorus: I don’t care . . .
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When Tudors ruled the land
they were eager to expand
And gallant men
found new worlds to explore.
Great riches flooded back,
of new food there was no lack
But how to eat it
people weren’t quite sure.

picture by Stephanie Kemp
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picture by Amica Chaudry

Henry Tudor came to the throne over
five hundred years ago and began a
line of Tudor kings and queens who
ruled for over a hundred years. It was a
time of adventure and discovery, of
exploration and conquest. Even the
ordinary people had to cope with new
and unusual things in their lives.
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Uncle Fitzsimmon
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Chorus:
When Uncle Fitzsimmon comes home from the sea;
Comes home from America, Raleigh and he,
He always brings back something new for our tea,
How I wish he would leave us alone,
Just hear how our poor stomachs groan.
1. The first thing he gave us when opening his poke *
Was half spiny pumpkin and half artichoke,
All covered in prickles to injure and maim,
A porcupineapple I think was it’s name.
He told us the way was to eat it when young
So we gave it to baby who blistered his tongue;
We baked it and boiled it and served it with leeks
And our gums remained swollen for seven long weeks.
Chorus
Chorus: When Uncle Fitzsimmon . . .
2. The next thing he gave us, though much to our dread,
Were tommy-tomatoes, both yellow and red;
Were they a vegetable, were they a fruit?
We tried them with custard but that didn’t suit.
We sat them in porridge, we soaked them in mead
But our teeth all got stuck with the skin and the seed;
However you ate them you knew, by and by,
That the juice would go squirting in somebody’s eye.
Chorus
Chorus: When Uncle Fitzsimmon . . .
3. He gave us potatoes all covered in mud,
He said they were tasty and good for the blood.
We scrambled them up in a gallon of oil
And made a thick sauce from the skins and the soil.
We tried them with sherry, we tried them with port,
We tried them as balls on our real tennis court;
We fed them to cattle and sickened our herds
So we fired them from cannon to frighten the birds.
Chorus
Chorus: When Uncle Fitzsimmon . . .
4. The last thing he gave us was this turkey fowl,
Half a span high, with a terrible scowl,
Livid red wattles and scaly, grey socks,
It soon chased away all my fine fighting cocks.
And then it took over the rest of the house
Letting nobody enter, not even a mouse;
Now hungry, we stand in the wind and the rain
And we pray our dear uncle won’t come here again.
Chorus
Chorus: When Uncle Fitzsimmon . . .
* poke: bag, sack
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From the earliest of days
men have tried, in many ways,
To picture life
on canvas or the page,
At the theatre,
Shakespeare says,
all the world appears in plays,
Not all of it
confined upon the stage.
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The great, London theatres of four
hundred years ago were not places
where people sat quietly and
attentively in plush seats.
Plays were performed in the
afternoon amid many distractions not
least being the weather since the
central area, where a large part of the
audience stood around the stage, was
open to the sky.
Audiences freely expressed their
pleasure and displeasure at the
performance but many people now
believe that these places of 'fine
entertainment' were, with the genius
of such as Shakespeare and Marlowe,
ideal theatre.
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Fine Entertainment
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Chorus:
Over the river whenever we may,
Off to the theatre to see a fine play;
The Globe and the Curtain, the Rose and the Swan,
Fine entertainment for everyone.
1. We went to the theatre, the Curtain by choice,
Believing their actors to be in good voice;
Young Shakespeare had written a midsummer play
But quite what the plot was I really can’t say;
There were flowers and fairies and their king and queen,
A jackass’s head where a man’s should have been
But with gaming and fighting and dice in full swing
I just could not follow the sense of the thing.
Chorus
Chorus: Over the river . . . .
2. We went to the Globe just last Saturday week,
Something more serious there for to seek;
Henry the King, very valiant to see
As he fought for Saint George and for his fair country;
But as we were watching, to tell you the truth,
A cannon set fire to the thatch on the roof
And what with the panic and running away
I just could not follow the drift of the play.
Chorus
Chorus: Over the river . . .
3. We went to the Rose on last Wednesday eve,
A play by young Marlowe, I’ll have you believe;
A doctor, a devil and Helen of Troy,
Though Helen was played by a squeaky young boy,
But as Mephistopheles started to win,
Someone came leading a dancing bear in
And what with the growling and clank of his chain,
I just could not follow the story again.
Chorus
Chorus: Over the river . . .
4. So, only last night we went down to the Swan;
The King’s Men were putting a tragedy on;
Two star-crossed young lovers, their families at war,
And many a sob could be heard from the floor;
But old Walter Raleigh his pipe he would smoke
And I, right behind him, soon started to choke
Then the skies opened wide and the rain tumbled down;
Such fine entertainment in old London town.
Chorus
Chorus: Over the river . . .
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Parliaments and kings
are not all men’s favourite things
And Guy Fawkes tried
to detonate the lot.
Though he failed to do the deed
and was taken off with speed,
Another man
knew all about the plot.

picture by Hazelouise Pritchard
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picture by Alexandra Butter

After the Tudors came the Stuarts.
James the First and his parliament
were not popular with everyone. There
was a plot to blow them all up and the
man at the centre of the plot is
remembered every year on the fifth of
November. But what really happened
in the cellars of the houses of
parliament around four hundred
years ago?
© TOLLHOUSE 2001
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Who’d Want to do Such a Thing?
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1. I was sweeping the cellar last Wednesday night,
On chilly November the fifth,
When I smelt something burning and said, “That’s not right,
I’d better find out what it is.”
I thought p’rhaps a guard had nipped down for a smoke
But to my surprise there did stand,
With gunpowder barrels and wearing a cloak,
This guy with a match in his hand.
Chorus:
Who’d want to do such a thing?
Who’d want to do such a thing?
All those fine gentlemen sitting up there,
Who’d want to do such a thing?
2. I said, “What’s all this then? What’s your little game?”
Turning to me he replied,
“If there’s a good man up above you can name
A miracle can’t be denied.
We think it’s high time they should all say, ‘goodbye’
So I’m here to give them a hand;
These barrels should make them the first men to fly,
Don’t be underneath when they land!”
Chorus
Chorus: Who’d want to do . . .
3. “But the King and the parliament govern the land
So who’s going to rule when they’re gone?”
“Don’t worry yourself, we’ve got it all planned,
By the way, just how much do you earn?
You won’t sweep the cellars when we run the show
So help me our brave plan to hatch;
It’s not who you are, it’s just who you know
And the draught’s just blown out my last match.”
Chorus
Chorus: Who’d want to do . . .
4. Well, I leaned on my broom contemplating his plot,
He seemed a nice fellow, you know,
And I thought about them up above with a lot
And me, in the darkness below.
I was long overdue for a rise in my pay
So I made up my mind what to do;
I gave him my candle and went on my way,
Well don’t look at me, wouldn’t you?
Chorus
Chorus: Who’d want to do . . .
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There has usually been
an English King or Queen
Though Charles the Second
had to flee to France
While Cromwell did his best
but he couldn’t stand the test,
He forgot that English people
like to dance.
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In fact Oliver Cromwell was very fond
of dancing and enjoyed jokes and
laughter too but compared to the
extravagance of the royal court,
Puritan ways seemed drab and severe.
Many people, not concerned with the
religious and political struggle of the
time, found and still find, the colour
and flamboyance of the royalists more
attractive.
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Our Dancing King
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Chorus:
We’ll laugh and we’ll sing, we’ll dance in a ring
And step a fine measure with our dancing king. (Twice)
1. It’s over ten years since our old king was slain,
We thought that we’d never see dancing again;
The Puritans soon put an end to our sport
When they took our king and his dancing cut short,
But now they are gone, the new king is here
So strike up the music and be of good cheer;
We’ll fling and we’ll galop, our best clothes put on,
Come dance and be merry now everyone.
Chorus: We’ll laugh and we’ll sing . . .
2. Now, Oliver Cromwell, a serious man,
Was honest, hard working and had a fine plan
To make all our people both sober and good,
If he couldn’t do it, then nobody could.
The music was stopped to finish the fun,
There’d be no more frolicking under the sun,
But, Charles, the young king, safely over in France,
Had never forgotten the right way to dance.
Chorus: We’ll laugh and we’ll sing . . .
3. So sporting and gaming were soon gone away,
No more to the races, no more to the play;
They chopped down our maypoles and banished our priests
And stopped us from eating our fine, Christmas feasts,
And Cromwell the man, so sober and sad,
Could never be popular, never be glad,
For, try as he might, he stood never a chance
As no-one could show him the right way to dance.
Chorus: We’ll laugh and we’ll sing . . .
4. So Cromwell departed and Richard, his son,
Found ploughing and harvesting gave him more fun;
He cared not for power and ruling he spurned
So Tumbledown Dick to his turnips returned.
A fine, regal ship soon sailed into port
And back came the dancing and back came the sport,
So come now and join us to dance in a ring
And step a fine measure with our dancing king.
Chorus: We’ll laugh and we’ll sing . . .
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Everybody knows
that great industries arose,
We saw an age of iron,
coal and steam.
Life changed for everyone,
revolution was begun
By men of common sense
who shared a dream.
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About two hundred and fifty years
have passed since a group of
like-minded, hard-working men
began to find new ways of using water,
coal, clay and iron. Here was the early
beginning of the great Industrial
Revolution that would later bring
change into the lives of everyone.
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Practical Men
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1. Brindley and Wilkinson, Wedgewood and Watt,
Boulton and Darby they hatched out a plot
To shape an industrial future and then
We could all sing the praises of practical men.
In the hard heart of England these men had their dream,
They dreamed of the power of water and steam,
Of water and steam and of iron and clay,
They showed us the future and then led the way.
Chorus:
Practical men, practical men,
Come sing the praises of practical men;
A working man’s home is his castle again
Thanks to the labours of practical men.
2. In Brindley’s canal now the water is still
Where black, iron barges once ploughed to the mill,
Up to the mill or down to the mine,
Wilkinson’s barges, the first of their line.
No satins or silks in the cargo were there
But coal and cast iron and crockery ware,
Pennyworth kettles and cheap pots and pans
To better the home of the labouring man.
Chorus: Practical men . . .
3. So, Brindley and Wilkinson, Wedgewood and Watt,
Boulton and Darby they gave us a lot:
Ranges to cook on and pots of the best,
Cast iron bedsteads the better to rest,
Steam powered factories roaring away
Where practical slaves went to work every day
For we became part of their practical dream
Of clay, coal and iron, of water and steam.
Chorus: Practical men . . .
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Fair England’s countryside
is drowning in the tide
Of cars and lorries
poisoning the air.
Though nose to tail they go
it was not so long ago
A horseless carriage
made us stand and stare.

picture by Amy Richardson
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picture by William Letton

Nothing has effected the way our
country looks, sounds and smells as
much as the motor-car.
One hundred years ago, when cars
were a rare sight on the leafy lanes of
England, who would have believed that
they would become such a huge part of
everyday life?
© TOLLHOUSE 2001
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In His Horseless Automobile
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1. We never believed that they would come this far,
That we’d ever see a real motor car;
Our sleepy village only knew the horse
Pulling carts, traps and waggons and the ploughs of course.
One morning early as we lay asleep
Old Farmer Grain up to town did creep;
Sorry to say, later on that day,
He brought back a monster and it’s here to stay.
Choru:
When Farmer Grain drove up the lane
In his horseless automobile,
The old sheep dropped dead and the cows all fled
And the pigs began to squeal;
When Farmer grain drove up the lane in his horseless automobile.
2. We heard this commotion coming up the lane
With a rattle and a bellow like a bull in pain;
The hens all panicked and refused to lay
And we haven’t had an omelette ever since that day,
A dust cloud mounted like a London smog
The cat from the mill bit the blacksmith’s dog,
The stallion kicked down the stable door,
We were rounding up horses for a week or more.
Chorus: When Farmer Grain . . .
3. Up the main street he hurtled like a wave of power,
He must have been going seven miles an hour;
Like a typhoon storm he reached the market place
Where the constable was waiting with his bright red face.
“You’ve disturbed the peace, you don’t drive with care,
A billy-goat’s run off with my underwear
But I’m letting you off with just a warning because
The horseless carriage won’t replace the horse!”
Chorus: When Farmer Grain . . .
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For years it was preferred,
kids were seen but never heard
And grown-ups thought
that they were in control,
But then there came the day
when a new sound led the way
And revolution came
with Rock and Roll.

picture by Jessica Gardner
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picture by Sophie Wells

This revolution happened
forty five years ago and started
with music, a new music that swept
the western world and began the
teenage revolution!
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Nothing’s Gonna Be the Same Again
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1. A brand new sound just blew in from the west,
Kids go wild and old folks get no rest;
Hear that rhythm pounding in your brain,
Nothing’s gonna be the same again.
Chorus:
When Rock ‘n’ Roll came to town
Turned the whole world upside down,
Nothing’s gonna be the same again.
2. Mom and dad just don’t know what to do,
Jack and Jill are dancing all night through;
No more Rupert Bear* or Famous Five*,
They don’t boogie, rock and roll or jive.
Chorus
Chorus: When Rock ‘n’ Roll . . .
3. Goodbye Sunday school and Boy’s Brigade,
Hello blue suede shoes and hit parade.
Duck-tailed hair and Rock Around the Clock,
All shook up from doing the Jailhouse Rock.
Chorus
Chorus: When Rock ‘n’ Roll . . .
4. Where all this will end no one can see,
Seen and heard is what we’re gonna be;
Hear that rhythm pounding in your brain,
Nothing’s gonna be the same again.
Chorus
Chorus: When Rock ‘n’ Roll . . .

* popular children’s books of the time
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From where we are today
we can see a long, long way
Across the waters
flowing from the past,
And people that have been,
like ripples in the stream,
Sparkle in the sun
and then are lost.
The river meets the ocean
far away,
We hear it call
from where we are today.
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From Where We Are Today
(epilogue)

From where we are today
we can see a long, long way
Across the waters
flowing from the past,
And people that have been,
like ripples in the stream,
Sparkle in the sun
and then are lost.
The river meets the ocean far away,
We hear it call from where we are today.
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NOTES
The Saxon Kings
First mentioned in 1476, rediscovered in 1730 by the French antiquarian Bernard de Montfaucon and now hanging in
the Bayeux museum in Normandy, the Bayeux Tapestry is a vivid record in pictures of the invasion of England by
William of Normandy (the Conqueror), later William I, and the end of more than five hundred years of Saxon rule with
the fall of King Harold II at the battle of Hastings on the 14th of October 1066.
Though called a tapestry the work is really a strip of linen embroidered with eight, different coloured wools.
A tradition in Bayeux claims it as the work of Matilda, wife of William the Conqueror. Others believe it was
commissioned by Odo, bishop of Bayeux, William’s half-brother but many now say the Tapestry has much in
common with other English works of the eleventh century and was probably created very soon after the battle of
Hastings by English women.

He Never Came Home from the War
Between 1096 and 1272 eight crusades to the Holy Land were undertaken by European rulers each with the
blessing of the Pope.
Motivated by religious zeal the main object was to recover Palestine from the Muslims but the desire for more land
and trade was also a strong inducement.
Noblemen from all over Europe left their homes and families to seek honour, glory and profit in the Middle East. The
effects of nearly two centuries of sporadic campaigns and fighting were widely varying and very confused.
Distinctions between enemies and friends became blurred and many Europeans found new lives, never returning to
their homelands.
The last Christian fortress, Acre in Syria, was lost in 1291.

Robin’s Bow
Robin Hood, gallant outlaw, lived in Sherwood Forest and accompanied by Maid Marion and his comrades Little
John, Will Scarlet, Friar Tuck and the Merry Men, carried out his long feud with the Sheriff of Nottingham. He took
from the hard-hearted rich and gave to the deserving poor. Thus does this legendary hero appear in several old,
English ballads.
He is mentioned in ‘the rymes of Robyn Hood’, in Langland’s Piers Plowman, c.1377, and in ‘the plays of Robin
Hood’, in the Paston Letters of 1473 though nothing suggests that he was ever more than a creation of popular
imagination.
Equally, there is nothing to suggest that he never had a cousin called Cedric!

The Colour of a Rose
The English civil wars fought between 1455 and 1485 were first called ‘The Wars of the Roses’ by the novelist Walter
Scott in the nineteenth century. They formed a long struggle for the throne of England between the house of
Lancaster, whose emblem was a red rose, and the house of York whose emblem was a white rose.
Power changed hands several times and there was much plotting, betrayal and swapping of sides. Finally the Yorkist
regime was defeated at the battle of Bosworth on August the 22nd, 1485. King Richard III was killed, Henry Tudor
became Henry VII of England and the Tudor dynasty began.
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Uncle Fitzsimmon
Hawkins, Frobisher, Drake and Raleigh are perhaps the best known of the seafaring adventurers from the reign of
Elizabeth I. They were daring and visionary, dashing and ruthless, poetical and piratical. They sailed the world
finding new lands, pioneering new routes and bringing home great wealth, strange discoveries and unusual foods.
Their plundering and privateering, particularly against the ships of Spain, brought them enemies as well as friends
but generally they enjoyed the protection of their queen.
Raleigh outlived Elizabeth and found that his illustrious career took a downturn when he was arrested for conspiracy
in 1603 and was imprisoned in the Tower of London for thirteen years. In 1616 he was released to lead a gold
seeking expedition to South America but after the failure of the expedition he was executed upon his return to
England.

Fine Entertainment
Several fine, open-air theatres were built in London towards the end of the 16th century. The Curtain opened in
Shoreditch in 1577 and was in use until 1622. The Rose was built in Southwark by Phillip Henslowe in 1587 and saw
the first performances of Shakespeare’s Henry VIII and Titus Andronicus. Its remains were discovered in 1989. The
‘Swan’ was built in 1595 and was last heard of in 1632.
But the very first public playhouse of London, designed and built by James Burbage and opened in 1576, was simply
called The Theatre. After James’ death in 1597 The Theatre’s lease ended but in the following year his sons,
Cuthbert and the famous actor Richard, demolished it and used the timbers to build the best known theatre of them
all - the Globe.

Who’d Want to Do Such a Thing?
Guy Fawkes was born in York in 1570 of Protestant parents but became a Catholic at an early age and served in the
Spanish army in the Netherlands from 1593 to 1604.
At the invitation of Robert Catesby he came to England and plotted with several Catholics to blow up King James I,
his ministers and both Houses of Parliament on the 5th of November 1605.
An anonymous letter was sent to warn Lord Monteagle and the plot was uncovered. Guy Fawkes was found in the
cellars beneath the Palace of Westminster, preparing to fire a huge store of explosives.
Several of the conspirators, including Catesby, were killed while resisting arrest and Guy Fawkes and seven others
were executed. This, of course, is what we celebrate every year with fireworks and bonfires.

Our Dancing King
When Oliver Cromwell was offered the crown of England in 1657 he refused it although he was already king in
everything but name. As Lord Protector from 1653 until his death in 1658 he was the most powerful man in the land.
His career as soldier and statesman was shaped by strong beliefs and characterised by determination and
ruthlessness. Even so, he united the countries of Britain and, though a vigorous supporter of Puritanism, he upheld
religious toleration.
After his death the monarchy was restored. Charles Stuart, heir to the throne, had spent nine years wandering in
Europe. Following negotiations for his return he issued the Declaration of Breda promising a general amnesty and
freedom of conscience and was proclaimed King Charles II on the 8th of May 1660. He landed in Dover on May the
20th and entered London three days later to begin a troubled twenty- five-year reign.

© TOLLHOUSE 2001

51

ISBN 0 9534343 2 X

Practical Men
The second half of the 18th century saw a sudden acceleration of technical and economical development in Britain.
The great, initial invention was the steam engine, first used to drain mines but soon powering a growing number of
industries and a rapidly expanding railway.
The balance of political and financial power shifted away from the country landowners to the great industrialists. With
the new factories, mills and foundries offering mass employment an urban working class was created.
But the Industrial Revolution was not confined by time or place. Between 1830 and the early 20th century it spread
to Europe and its colonies, the United States of America and Japan.

In His Horseless Automobile
It is generally agreed that the earliest ancestor of the car is the steam carriage built in France by Nicholas-Joseph
Cugnot in 1769. Richard Trevithick built a steam coach in 1801 and in 1860 Jean Etienne Lenoir built the first, gasfuelled internal combustion engine. From then on the history of the car is studded with the great names of the motor
industry.
In 1885 Gottlieb Daimler and Karl Benz developed lightweight petrol engines. In 1901 the first Mercedes took to the
roads and in America Ransome Olds introduced mass production on the assembly line. In 1906 Roll-Royce
introduced the Silver Ghost establishing their reputation for fine engineering. In 1908 Henry Ford used the assembly
line to manufacture his famous Model T, nicknamed the Tin Lizzie and in 1911 Cadillac produced the electric starter
and dynamo lighting and in 1928 the synchromesh gearbox. Citroen pioneered front-wheel drive in 1934 and in 1936
Fiat produced their 500cc ‘baby’ car, the Topolino. Germany brought out the ‘people’s car’, the Volkswagen in 1938.
From 1948 to 1950 Jaguar launched the XK120 sports car, Michelin produced the radial-ply tyre and Dunlop
announced the disc brake. Buick and Chrysler introduced power steering in 1951, Bosch fuel injection in 1954 and in
1959 B.M.C. produced the Mini with its transverse engine and rubber suspension.
In 1966 California introduced the first legislation to reduce air pollution by cars.
Man’s love-affair with the car is a continuing story of pioneering technology and high finance but with congested
roads, choking fumes and the countryside disappearing beneath tarmac and concrete, we are only too aware of its
legacy.

Nothing’s Gonna Be the Same Again
Rock and Roll was born in the southern states of the USA from the union of white ‘country and western’ music and
black ‘rhythm and blues’.
In 1953 a young singer made a record privately for his mother. The president of Sun Records in Memphis,
Tennessee, Sam Philips, heard the recording and the career of Elvis Aaron Presley was begun. Within three years
he was the most popular singer in the USA and shortly afterwards, the world.
Other influential American singers from the 1950s included Chuck Berry, Buddy Holly, Gene Vincent, Gerry Lee
Lewis and Little Richard.
The effect on the British music industry was profound prompting contributions from many artistes including Marty
Wilde, Billy Fury and Cliff Richard and the Shadows. Considered by many to be pale imitations of the American
originals the English artistes nonetheless attracted large followings and today are still viewed affectionately on this
side of the Atlantic. And, of course, the English ‘pop scene’ continued to grow until such artistes as the Beatles and
the Rolling Stones conquered America in their turn.
But on both sides of the Atlantic rock and roll proved a uniting force for the young - the very pulse of western,
teenage rebellion.
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THE TOLLHOUSE COMPANY is a professional touring musical theatre company presenting history based musical
shows for 4 - 11 year olds. Touring extensively since 1990 it has used its’ many talents to “...delight, entertain
and enlighten...” children in Primary schools all over the Country.
CURRENT SHOWS INCLUDE:
The Tollhouse Box Shows.
This show skilfully combines traditional and original music, song, drama and dance, blending learning with fun, to
bring to life many aspects of Victorian times.
Seasons For Sale.
A musical journey through the year taking in the customs, traditions, pastimes and the way of life in old England. In
Spring, Summer, Autumn and Winter Old Johnson the pedlar sets up his stall on the village common, his wares
reflecting the changing seasons. This show was developed with financial support from the National Lottery.
From Where We Are Today.
A look back along a thousand-year river of time. Music, drama, props, costumes, some help from the audience
together with The Tollhouse Company's unique approach all combine to reveal a few little known aspects of key
moments in the History of England. A historical journey through time from 1066 and the Bayeux Tapestry to 1956
and Rock ‘n’ Roll.
Into the Light.
For many Victorian children life was hard and often short, but some survived to tell their tales. Into the Light uses
original songs and drama to look into the lives of these children: the climbing boys, the mine workers, the strawplait
makers, the brickmakers . . .
A Winter Mixture. (December/January only)
A seasonal mix of songs, props, costumes and audience participation. This show looks at winter customs, traditions
and pastimes.
In all shows the audience is involved in singing choruses, holding props, wearing costumes and simple role play.
The Tollhouse Company understands how to treat an audience of young children and encourage participation
without resorting to, "Oh yes it is, Oh no it isn't!" The end results are unique musical shows to be enjoyed by staff
and children alike.
The Tollhouse Company has also worked in many community based projects including the Ely Dance Summer
School, the Cambridge Elgar Festival, The Welwyn Garden City Schools Music Festival, The Cricklade Music
Festival and the Huntingdon Summer School as well as a ten day tour of the Channel Islands organised by the
Channel Islands Music Council and two concerts at Wimpole Hall, Cambridgeshire as part of the National Trust
Centenary Celebrations.
Since 1990 The Tollhouse Company has been involved in producing and directing week long summer schools for 6 11 year olds culminating in productions for family and friends at the end of the week.
Previously, working under the name Witcham Toll, Roy, Barbara and John performed at folk clubs and folk festivals
throughout England, at Snape Maltings as part of the British Telecom Proms Season and have made several
appearances on National and Local television and radio.
The Tollhouse Company also plays for Barn Dances - an evening’s dancing for young and old alike.

Other recordings and books are also available including
“Horses, Housemaids and Hard Old Times” (Victorian life through song) [A4 BOOK & CD]
“Seasons For Sale” (A musical journey through the seasons) [A4 BOOK & CD]
and “Between the Flat Land and the Sky” (A Fenman’s life through song and narrative) [DOUBLE CD]
a CD “From Where We Are Today” is also available to accompany this book.

For up to date details about any of the above:
Telephone: +44 (0)1353 740101 E-mail: info@tollhouse.co.uk
Visit the web site: http://www.tollhouse.co.uk
or write to: 1 Station Cottages, Grunty Fen, Wilburton, Ely, Cambs CB6 3PZ UK
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