
 

WHATEVER NEXT? 
(subject to change at but a moment’s notice!) 

 

11TH DECEMBER 
Tattie Jam 

All the way from Glasgow, electric cello and trad Scottish 
Andy Cook   Seen him before….! 

Mistletoe Mayhem with 
Terry Tandler & The Golden Lion Orchestra 

 

8TH JANUARY 2010 
New Georgia Jazz Band (TBC) 

Jim Allen   ….and him! 
Stained Glass Bluegrass (TBC) 

 

12TH FEBRUARY 
Allen Prosser   Guitarist from Oysterband  

Ceilyx   Youngsters playing folk rock 
Raise the Dust   Appalachian Step dance team 

 

12TH MARCH 
Dan Smith & T bone Taylor    

Amazing blues and boogie woogie piano  plus London’s top lead 
guitarist  

 

APRIL 
Rumbajax (TBC) 
Rhythm Thieves 

 

MAY 
Dan Cassidy 

One of the highlights of the season - top fiddle player 
John Swindells    

Trumpet like you’ve never heard before 
 

JUNE 
Chill Blue (TBC) 

Extraordinary young bluegrass band 

 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 

13th November 2009 
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WHAT’S ON TONIGHT? 

 

Floored 
Andy and Jim with a welcome & intro 

 
Whalebone 

Great instrumentalists from the Wenlock Edge are 
 

Remi Harris Trio 
Old School gypsy jazz 

 
Toy Hearts 

A five-piece family, Traditional and Contemporary Bluegrass Band 
from Birmingham, England. Formed in 2001, Toy Hearts have 

created and honed their own distinctive bluegrass sound; close 
vocal harmonies and virtuoso instrumental drive. Their original 
material draws on influences from Western Swing, Jazz and 
Country. They have built up an enviable reputation and loyal 
following by consistently delivering exciting and energetic 

performances of their own brand of Bluegrass. Toy Hearts have 
gained an enviable reputation as one of the UK's hottest acts on 
the emerging acoustic scene; with a loyal ever-growing fan base 
who attend Toy Hearts concerts expecting an original, dynamic 
and innovative performance of modern bluegrass music. Sisters 

Hannah (lead vocal/mandolin) and Sophia (guitar/harmony vocals) 
front the band, and along with their father Stewart (banjo/
dobro) they carry on the established tradition of the family 

aspect within country music.  
 

 
 
 

 

face to relax. The jobbing farmers can return to their own farms or to the contract jobs – 

fencing, planting, shearing. The bloody book learners can return to their herb teas (“herb-

bloody-tea”) and their indoor, intellectual pursuits; the women to the myriad things that 

women do. But the fields look naked, forlorn and empty, waiting until the yards are strung 

and braced again and the new shoots trained to climb. To begin again.  

                                …...TO BE CONTINUED NEXT MONTH …... 

TRADITIONAL MUSIC SESSIONS  
Musicians, singers and their friends all welcome  

From 8.30pm 
Every 1st Friday at The Salwey Arms, Woofferton 

Every 3rd Friday at the Talbot Hotel, Newnham Bridge 
Further info from Ann on 01584 879348 

THE HATCH 
 

Professional recording facility  
and workshop retreat. 

 
www.thehatchstudio.co.uk 

www.thehatchworkshop.co.uk 
Contact Ben on 01584 881207  

or 07906 333986 

Bransley Cattery 
Country Holiday Home for Cats 

Proprietor: Linda Cruickshanks 

Bramsley Villa 

Cleobury Mortimer 

Worcs. DY14 0AD        Tel: 01299270170 

Shindig Event @ St Michaels Village Hall 

Saturday 14th November, 7.30pm prompt start 

A melodrama - The Mystery of Irma Vep 
Subtitled 'A Penny Dreadful' and taking its lead from tales of gothic romance, The Mystery 

of Irma Vep is a fast-paced and wickedly funny parody of the genre, mixing in references 

to a whole host of novels and films. Watch in wonder as Dominic Goodwin and Emanuel 

Brierley play all 8 parts - including an Egyptian Princess - in a quick change dark farce! 
 

Suitable for adults & children aged 12 + Tickets available from BOOKS BOOKS BOOKS 

in Tenbury or call 01584 819845. Price £7.00 in advance(£8.00 at the door) Family Ticket 

£20.00. Door and Bar open at 7pm 



 

a full trailer and the crow’s nest on the back under the mocking gaze and ready laughter of 

the load is full and I get back to the yard as quick as you like, park the trailer, just so, under 

the hooks and get up on the back to unload the bines and hook them on to the hooks passing 

by overhead. Even in this there is an art – pull off the wrong bine from the pile and whole lot 

gets snagged up and don’t hook them on too soon or you’ll pull the whole line off its rollers. 

At 9.50 sharp, the machine stops for a ten minute tea break and the men go off to the ‘cabin’ 

– the kiln control room, for their tea. Women are allowed in here only on sufferance as it is 

deemed unsuitable. There are some pictures on the walls of presentations and prize-winning 

ceremonies, but mainly the posters are large-breasted, topless, page three girls from ten year 

old copies of The Sun. The shelves are lined with beer bottles from myriad different 

breweries (this, after all, is what its all about). Here, the kiln-master and his assistant spend 

their time during the hop campaign, adjusting the kiln temperatures every hour of every day 

and night. If he gets it wrong and the hops are too wet they will go mouldy and spoil, if too 

dry, the oils will evaporate and money will be lost. He feels them between thumb and 

forefinger until they are deemed just right – a skill he learned from his father who was kiln-

master before him. With no night unbroken, as the campaign progresses, so his temper gets 

worse. In the evenings the kilns have to be loaded and in the mornings the dried hops are 

unloaded from the kilns and pressed into pockets, ready for delivery (after they have been 

tested for quality and taste) to the breweries. 
 

Ten o’clock, back to work. The women meanwhile have been confined to the bagging room 

for their tea.  One o’clock til one fifty  is lunch - strict timings, mind - banter and the esoteric 

chatter of cross-bred mules, Texel tups and yearling prices. And then, for the ten minute tea-

break in the afternoon, the job of making tea for everyone falls to the women. 

The more experienced men, the real farmers, compete to drive the Manitou - hydraulic arm, 

great grabber and huge tyres - to clear up the hop waste pouring out of the shed to the yard 

below. Misjudge the pile and the position of the spikes on the grabber and the tarmac or the 

side of the shed is ripped apart and workers inside traumatised. Ah well, another fixing job 

for winter. A makeshift sign advertising demolition services on top of the Manitou the 

following morning shows that the shame-faced driver must bear the jibes of his peers with 

fortitude. He’ll not easily live down his mistakes.  
 

So, who has the hardest job? The engineer anxiously prowling the machine with oilcan, dirty 

great hammer and spanners, or the boss, perhaps, who has to ensure that the whole process 

keeps going and who carries the burden of the huge investment that it all involves? For my 

money, the job with the most pressure is the bagging – the end of the line. As each sack is 

filled, another is snapped on to ensure a continuous flow.  Get it wrong and there are hops 

everywhere. As each sack is filled (and they are heavy)  it has to be dragged onto the green 

staging and lined up with all the others. In between this, a constant tally has to be kept of the 

number of bags filled – too many and they won’t go in the kilns, too few and we can’t go 

home yet.  Predictably, this job falls to a lady. 
 

As a ‘rooky’ I have taken my turn at many of the jobs. I have been an honorary lady and 

fought the boredom, the blisters and the din. I have even made the tea (like dishwater, the 

men said). I have swept and loaded, hooked on and ‘pulled’. But at early morning, with a 

white mist in the valley and the sun flickering hypnotically, ecclesiastically, through the hops 

swaying in a light morning breeze, with the banter of the lads and the physicality of the 

labour,  I see why the women are envious – surely there is no finer place on Earth to be.   
 

And now the hops are all in, the pole and wires are bare. The pockets line up proudly white 

and stencilled and the boss can allow the tension in his shoulders and the nervous grin on his 

 

Welcome ……… 
 

Yes, tonight is our 8th birthday!! Have you been coming since the beginning? 
A huge welcome to everyone tonight - to you, and especially to our artistes - 
the boys and girls of Toy Hearts, Whalebone & the Remi Harris Trio. 
 
Next month the Christmas Floor brings us Tattie Jam all the way from 
Glasgow especially for us; Andy Cook (he’s been before) doing his own thing; 
and some mistletoe mayhem provided by Terry Tandler and the Golden Lion 
Light Orchestra. A real Christmas special.  
 
As usual please support us in the raffle - with a musical prize, the CD of the 
month and the grand prize of a bumper sticker to be fought over. 
 

 

….& NOW …… ON WITH THE SHOW!! 
 

Obligatory Banjo Joke 
 

What’s the fastest way to tune a banjo? 
Wire cutters 

 

How to contact us for whatever reason:    

 ANDY COOK     JIM ALLEN 
 Green Farm,      The Sycamores,  
 Berrington Green,     Bockleton,   
 Tenbury Wells, WR15 8TQ   Tenbury Wells 
 01584 810291     01568 750546  
 anjuisal@tiscali.co.uk 

www.thefloor.org.uk 
 

JR COMPUTER CLINIC 
• Computer health checks & Virus removal 

• Troubleshooting & repairs 
• Evening site visits by appointment 
• Networks broadband & wireless 

• Software and training 
• Easy-to-maintain web sites and hosting 

• Desktop computers - notebooks -  
printers - peripherals 

Tel: 01584 781444     07733 304466 

TEME VETERINARY 
PRACTICE 

 

             Ludlow tel: 01584 872147 
 
 

 Tenbury tel: 01584 810227 
 

Clifton-on-Teme  
tel: 01886 812456 

 

Leominster Tel: 01568 611400 



 

 

comes to Ludlow 
in conjunction with Ludlow Brewery 

 

tomorrow  - Saturday  14th November 
3pm ‘til late 

 

Venue: LUDLOW BREWERY 
(ex Lloyds of Ludlow railway shed, off Corve St/behind Aldi) 

 

A musical event proving we CAN organise something in a brewery, by 
individuals raising funds in aid of Oxfam 

 

Loads of bands, loads of variety, bar, food - 
something for everyone.  

Drop in for 5 mins or all day. 
 entry - suggested £2 donation to Oxfam. 

 

For more details visit Sam in the new Oxfam Bookshop 
in The Bullring, Ludlow,  tel. 01584 876951 

 

“Fighting poverty with music”“Fighting poverty with music”“Fighting poverty with music”“Fighting poverty with music”    
Oxfam GB is a registered charity (England & Wales No.202918, Scotland 

SCO039042) and a member of Oxfam International. Oxfam works with others 
to find lasting solutions to poverty and suffering. 

 

Hops - Teme Valley 2009 - from Ray Peacock  
 

The women, admittedly with some justification, complain that the men have the best jobs. 

They are confined to the tedium of the table, the roar of the rollers and the brutal boredom of 

the brushing, whilst the men get to drive the tractors and, thus, to move about.  

 

The women, though, have themselves organised – they alternate between the three jobs so that 

they do not have to spend the whole day straining their eyes, staining their fingers and fiercely 

maintaining their concentration whilst picking extraneous matter – bits of twig, hop-bine 

stems, matted resin, the occasional dead rabbit or wellington boot sent down the line by the 

men as a joke -  off the endless flow of hops passing on the belt before them. Or, with a bit of 

twisted wire and a hooked knife, cleaning the rollers as they thrash the hops from the bines, all 

the while listening intently for any change in the endless din of the machine, a giant, cacopho-

nous, rumbling, clanking beast of belts and rollers, gears, motors, cogs  made in another era by 

Bruff of Suckley (long since gone). Any odd noise might signify a broken bar or some other 

catastrophe, that if not dealt with immediately, may stop production for hours. ‘Was that din 

the same din as before?  Was there a change in the quality of the din? Should I stop the ma-

chine and hold everyone up, maybe for nothing other imagination, or should I let it go and risk 

disaster?’ Decisions have to be made in a moment, every moment. Then there’s the sweeping. 

Not for them the luxury of leaning on the broom when the job is finished and looking over the 

gleaming kitchen floor at a job well done, but a constant process of trying not to allow the 

whole process to disappear under an avalanche of spilled hops. 
 

The men, on the other hand, get to do proper men’s work. Either they are out in the field, per-

haps slashing the bines with a razor sharp slashing hook, before the tractor comes through. Or 

on the back pulling the bines into the bed of the trailer so that they fall just right. Or, most 

glamorous of all the jobs, reserved for the youngest and fittest of the lads, up in the ‘crow’s 

nest’ fixed to the back of the trailer, dodging the wires and swinging another slashing hook at 

arm’s length to cut down any hops that remain after the pullers have done their work. Most of 

the men that do this work are old hands – they have been doing the hops for years and they 

have made each job their own – for each job has its own rhythm, its own skills and, if not done 

right, will affect everyone else down the line. 
 

Then there are the drivers, often a peripatetic team of ‘pressed’ (and not so pressed) men like 

me. ‘Bloody book learners’ with soft hands and a halcyon view of country work set some-

where between Piers Ploughman and Sting in ‘Fields of Barley’ mode. We come each year to 

reconnect with soil and with toil, to be part of it all, and to replenish our souls by working the 

land. It is us of whom the women are jealous. We get to enjoy both the rigours of the machine 

and the fresh air of the fields. But its not that easy, girls. 
 

At seven thirty sharp the tractors trundle out of the yard and head for the fields, top gear in the 

fast box – get there fast, boys, or face the dry sarcasm of the yard boss. Which row? Oh which 

bloody row? Up or down?  River end or road? Don’t drive over the roots. Don’t, whatever you 

do, snag the wire or hit a pole or the whole bloody yard may come down. Slowly, slowly 

down the row, first gear in tortoise mode and stop as soon as you a hear a grunt from the back. 

“You gotta listen.” “I was listening.” “We weren’t a-talking to you.”  Is there room to turn at 

the top? Will I be lucky and get the middle of a row or, God forbid, will I have to reverse with 

the cutting crew, short on advice (“Do it faster next time”) and positively parsimonious with 

praise (“What the bloody hell are you doing?”)? If I get it wrong, the guy in the crow’s nest 

will be decapitated by the wire or we’ll all end up in the river – no pressure, then. Right, now  


