Up the Crumpets!
By Rose Condo for SlawitSHOP!

Toasted with butter.
Marmite and cheese.
Poached egg on top.
Golden syrup squeezed.
Jam to soak through

Your trademark holes.
Chocolate hazelnut spread
To feed hungry souls.
Whatever your topping
Your word commands yum - it
Makes bellies rumble,

You reight good crumpet.

At Carr Lane Parade -
Number nineteen -

Now with a shop front

Of dark greyish green,

Now home to the delicious
Bistro Vanilla Bean,

In the heart Colne Valley

With its rich history

Of moonraking and canals
And mills and industry,

You were baked by the dozen
By ElIma and Valerie

And a crew that created you in the
Colne Valley Crumpet Factory.

Where you liked it hot -

A scorching 100 degrees.

Where you won out over

The shop selling cheese.

Where your makers baked you
Without recipes.

They ‘just knew’ exact measures
Of flour, salt, sugar, water, yeast
And bicarb of soda

To give you your rise.

They made sure to use red cello tape
For your plastic bag ties.



Today you're sold in packaging

Of yellow and orange,

But in those Slawit days

Your shelf life was short.

You were delivered across Huddersfield -
Fartown, Newsome and elsewhere.

Kids queued after school asking

If any of you were going spare.

Your bakers - bedecked in sundresses -
Worked hard and had a laugh,
From getting in to going home
For a coffee and a bath.
Between the cast iron hot plate,
The plastic tubs stacked high,
The mixer, scales and bowls
Molly Lewis would cry,

“Up the workers!” as they baked
In this square of industry.
Crumpets by the thousands,

In this small infinity.

A century in Slawit,

Your spot on Carr Lane

Has held many shopkeepers

Yet your factory holds fame

As a highlight in the history

Of this Colne Valley town.

And to all who make the journey
From Manchester Road and down

To the bistro - have a listen

Between the floorboards and beams.
One might hear it - ‘Up the crumpets!
Echoing through number nineteen.



