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THE MESSIAH

Most of us are familiar with the words and music of the great Oratorio but Amy Pogson of Golcar, a little village in the West Riding of Yorkshire, had never been to a performance .She tried to persuade a friend to go with her to the Huddersfield Town Ha1l to hear the famous Choral Society, but her friend refused. "Nay" she said "that sort 'O' music's nowt in my line. I like a good comic song or a lively jig, but I reckon nowt to this sacred stuff as they call it. It's beyond me. An' another thing - there'1l be none of our sort there. It'1l be mostly religious folk and swells done up in boiled shirts and wimmen wi' nowt much on. Nay, you go by theesen and then you can tell me all about it sometime".

So Amy went by herself.

The next time they met up the fo1lowing conversation took place. "Well cum on, how did you get on at Messiah? Te1l us a1l about it. "Ee well" said Amy - "It were fair champion. I wouldna missed it for a1l the tea in China. When I got there, Town Hall were crowded, it was chock fu1l o' fo1k and I had a job to get a seat. But no wonder, it was a1l them singers, they took up half the gallery. Anyhow I did manage to squeeze in somehow. Well after a while a lot of chaps came in carrying fiddles, then they brought in the Messiah. Wel1 - that's what I took it to be. It were the biggest instrument on the platform and it were covered in a big green bag. Any road they took the bag off it and then a chap rubbed it's stomick wi' a stick and you should have heard it groan. It were summat like the last expiring moments of a dying cow. I was just thinking of going when a little chap came on, all dolled up in a white waistcoat and wi' a flower in his buttonhole and everything went dead quiet. You could have heard a pin drop. He had a stick in his hand and he started waving it about and a1l the singers stared at him. Then they started to sing - they hadn't been going long before they were fratching like cats. I reckon he should have wal1oped one or two of them with his stick. First one side said they were King o' Glory, then the other side said they were, and then they went at it hammer and tongs, but it fizzled out and I've no idea which side won. Then there was a bit of bother about some sheep that was lost. I don't know who they belonged to but they must have been champion twisters and turners judging by the fancy music. One lot of singers must have been very fond of mutton becos they kept on singing  "All we like sheep ". I couldn't help saying to the chap sitting next to me that sheep's alright in moderation but I like a bit of under done beef meself- he looked daggers at me and said "Shush" - so I shushed.

. Then a chap stood up and sang by hisself. They must have beep his sheep becos he said every mountain and hil1 should be made low. I thought they'd be sure to find them if they did that, as well as finding employment for the unemployed. Then the organist started banging, and the rest of the band was just as mad, 'cos the way they were sawing them fiddles I thought they were going to go through 'em. I bet everyone was glad when that chap sat down. A lot of wimmen stood up after that and a1l of 'em looked as is they were - getting on a bit. Some of 'em must a bin 65 if they were a day they sang, "Unto us a child is born" and the chaps shouted back "Wonderful", and I thought "Wonderful" it's a blummin miracle"

After that a chap got up and said he was the King of Kings and another said HE was, and then blow me, they started arguing about that. I was getting a bit fed up and everyone stood up to see what was the matter and they suddenly shouted "HALLELULAH . . . . It's going to rain for ever and ever!!' Well at that I jumped up and made straight for the door. I'd had me money's worth and besides I was thinking that if it was going to rain for ever and ever I'd better get home before the flood came. It was a real good do though - you should 'a come but oh I do hope they find them sheep.

