Number Twenty
the story of a shop at the end of a row of shops —
the story of Harry Redman’s fish ‘n’ chips

This dish, this bliss of taste, this paired delight
that springs from salty sea and furrowed land
is best in paper, eaten with your hands

under a Slawit sky of glowing moonlight.

Though food for millhands in a north of smog
who savoured it in sunshine, rain or fog

its history’s in the ghettos of southern Spain
with fried fish for Shabbat after synagogue —

pescado frito or ‘fish in the Jewish fashion’
first cooked by Sephardim in caps and stripes.
Add chips from frozen Belgium — or heav’n above —

and you’ve a battered and steaming parcel of passion —
warmth for the lonely, for the tired, for Friday night,
a huddle, a hug, a salt ‘n’ vinegared wrap of love.

Our Slawit story
begins with haddock from the grey North Sea
and sacks of spuds from nearby valleys.

It begins in rhythm, with working people —

weavers, twisters, piecers, doffers, fettlers,
burlers, slubbers, winders, warpers...



Our Slawit story’s

set in Carr Lane

at number 20,

that shop at the end
of a row of shops
where Harry Redman
served fish ‘n’ chips

Now when Harry was six,
his father died

of the Spanish flu

SO growing up

was hard to do.

In the nineteen thirties
the air is dirty

and grown up Harry’s
clocks onin a town

of smoking chimneys.

Chains and wheels,
chains and wheels —

the beginning of the end
for the music of the mills.

Then Harry
takes on the shop
at number twenty.



He lights the fire
under his vat of fat —
it’s all sizzle and spit

when he frizzles and dips
his fish 'n’ chips.

‘Wi’ bits’” he says

and it’s mostly ‘Aye’

'fore the meal is wrapped
in the blink of an eye.

From Globe and Spa,
they come for lunch,
all and sundry,

tired and hungry.

Chains and wheels,
chains and wheels —

the beginning of the end
for the music of the mills.

In World War Two,
there’s ration books
but fish ‘n’ chips

is off the hook.

The ‘Good Companions’
Churchill calls ‘'em

so eat those chips,

an’ lick your fingers

‘cos duty calls

wi’ salt and vinegar.



Harry’s now int ARP —
the blackout police
who walk the street.

When he spots a light
at newsagent’s shop,
a fine is right

‘cos the bombers

fly over

in the dead of night.

Chains and wheels,
chains and wheels —

the beginning of the end
for the music of the mills.

When victory’s won,
Harry soldiers on
and daughter Pauline
helps out too

when a lass or three
wants a chippy tea.

So that’s the story

of number twenty

and twenty years

of batter and lard
when life was hard

at that shop at the end
of a row of shops
where Harry Redman
served Slawit folk



his battered and steaming parcels of passion —
warmth for the lonely, for the tired, for Friday night,
huddles, hugs, salt ‘n’ vinegared wraps of love...

best in paper, eaten with your hands
under a Slawit sky of glowing moonlight.



