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            A Few Words on Barnsley

         

         I first saw Barnsley through the eyes of the writer Barry Hines. Three words caught its spirit: strength, struggle and laughter.

         The strength comes from the work of those who dug for coal; the struggle was against their exploitation by their employers, whether the coal owners or the Tory governments; and the laughter is from their sharp observation of the contradictions of daily life and work.

         Barry relished all three aspects of the town’s spirit. He captured them in his love of the Barnsley language, its words and rhythms. It is the language of resistance and comedy, and it is always a joy to hear.

         
             

         

         Ken Loach, 2025
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            Foreword

            moor rattle than a can o’ mabs

         

         I was on the 219 the other day going from Darfield into Barnsley; the bus was pretty full and I got sat behind two women who, as far as I could make out, hadn’t seen each other for ages and were catching up. It was like being in the audience at a storytelling festival as memories piled on anecdotes piled on tales and then poured themselves liberally over impersonations of long-lost school mates. Sometimes, gloriously and with a kind of language-abundance, they both spoke at the same time, laughing as they did so. It was a joyful journey.

         Eventually we rolled into Barnsley Bus Station and one of the women looked out of the window; ‘Bloody hell, I was supposed to get off at Kendray!’ she said, and I knew then that this would be the start of another story the next time the two met: The Time We Went Past Kendray.

         And that is what is at the heart of this wonderful book: stories. Here are Barnsley people telling their lives in sentences and paragraphs that shine and sing. Here is abundance and nuance and deep feeling and gags that encapsulate truths. There’s a myth, a strong and persistent myth, that Barnsley people (particularly Barnsley men) don’t talk much about anything; that we are strong, silent types – like pitstack versions of Mount Rushmore faces.

         This book proves the opposite: that we are people who love to talk and that we tell our lives because our lives are worth telling. And we tell our lives because we want to be listened to, and we want to listen back to other people’s lives.

         Each morning I go for my early stroll which ends at 6 a.m. at the paper shop. I meet two other early blokes and we carry the papers into the shop. Then we stand for a while and ‘kall’, which is a grand old Barnsley word for the art of gossiping and nattering. We have, as they say round here, ‘moor rattle than a can o’ mabs’. 10

         One of us is slightly deaf, and so we have to enunciate and make ourselves clear and it struck me one rainy morning that we were like a chorus in a Greek drama or like a group of people in a Shakespeare play, making theatre from the everyday, holding folks up for praise or ridicule, and turning the everyday into something epic and meaningful. ‘See you tomorrow,’ we say to each other and we go our separate ways. Until the next day.

         Enjoy this book. Enjoy it so much that you miss your stop on the bus. And then, of course, tell your own stories, because I know you’ve got plenty.

         See you at the paper shop.

         
             

         

         Ian McMillan, 2025
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            Authors’ Note

            this one’s for you

         

         To write this book, we’ve met people from every corner of this town. We’ve run workshops, hosted coffee mornings, arranged play dates, gone on walks, met in pubs, churches and school halls – we’ve even followed farmers through their fields. Wherever we went, whoever we spoke to, we always asked the same question:

         ‘Do you see yourself as creative?’

         Almost every time, the answer was the same – a resounding yes.

         Because Barnsley isn’t just full of stories. It’s full of storytellers.

         The voices in this book come from real conversations with the most joyful people – creative, generous, funny, fierce and full of life. These monologues are built from interviews, but what’s been captured goes beyond words. It’s the spirit of a town that knows exactly what it is.

         One of the final people we had the privilege to speak with was Dickie Bird. It was just days before he passed, but his energy never wavered. He spoke with love and humour, sharing memories of the two great passions in his life: cricket – and Barnsley.

         There’s a statue of Dickie in town, with his finger raised – a proud symbol of Barnsley’s spirit. But we’re certain Dickie would agree: every single person in this town deserves a statue.

         Not all heroes are cast in bronze. This book may not stand in the town centre, but it stands for the town. It’s a way of preserving the stories and celebrating the gorgeous souls we met – and the many more we didn’t.

         Barnsley – this one’s for you.

         
             

         

         Helen Monks & Matt Woodhead,

         Co-Directors of LUNG, 202512
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            CALLING BARNSLEY

         

      

   


   
      
         
            15Stories haunt this mining town,

waiting to be heard.

Whose voices are we missing,

in this place that we call home?16
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            Premiere Production

         

         Calling Barnsley was first performed as an audio installation in a public phone box at Barnsley Civic on 16 January 2025. The cast was as follows:

         
             

         

         Madiha Ansari

         Paul Atkins

         Dermot Daly

         Jem Dobbs

         Kay Elúvian

         Danielle Phillips

         
             

         

         Sound Designer  Owen Crouch

         Recording Engineer  Jack Helliwell

         Production Manager  Ethan Hudson

         Producer  Camille Koosyial

         Engineer  Joe D’Souza

         Designer  Lulu Tam

         Engagement Officer  Rachael Walton

         Director  Matt Woodhead 18
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            Guidance

         

         This book can be read as a series of bite-size stories, or performed as monologues.

         Numbers

         In our phone box installation, audiences are invited to step in, dial a number and hear a story. Each story has been given its own unique number, to capture the dates, times and other digits that stand out in people’s lives.

         Performance

         This book is packed with brilliant voices, waiting to be brought to life. If you are performing these stories, ask yourself:

         
	Who are you speaking to?

            	What are the turning points in the story?

            	How are you different at the end of the speech to theperson you were at the beginning?

         

Bring your own interpretation to the character you are playing, and most importantly of all, have fun when you’re doing it!

         Accents

         Barnsley is a melting pot of accents and dialects. We’ve heard from voices that hail as far as Sierra Leone to down the road in Stairfoot. If you haven’t been to Barnsley before, there are plenty of stories to get your teeth stuck into. And if you know Yorkshire, you’ll spot that ‘wor’ means ‘was’ or ‘were’. 20

         Content

         Some stories contain content that some readers might find challenging, including the subjects of addiction, coercive control, death and grief, domestic violence, racism and self‑harm.
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            0: Infinite

         

         
            I moved in with my grandma, in Darton. My room was smaller but the view out the window. Wow. I could see Barnsley Town Hall, right in the distance and at night I watched as all the colours changed.

            It started at school. I remember sitting in lessons and I just couldn’t engage. I just couldn’t focus. I wanted to be somewhere else. To avoid the pain my mind would drift. Wander. It started as daydreaming. Then over time, it became almost obsessive. I got to the point where I was living completely in my imagination. I’d created an alternative reality. In my head.

            My dad was driving me along in the car, but he wasn’t my dad. He was my security guard. And there were cars like, driving alongside us, but they weren’t just any cars. These cars were escorting me, to keep me safe, on my way to the very important event I’d been invited to. I was famous. And I was the richest person. My life was amazing, my life was so amazing, in my head.

            I needed to get back. I had to come back.

            There’s this spot. This one spot. On the way to Sheffield. It looks out over. Well, everything. You’re so high. So high up. You can’t hear sounds but you can see it. See everything. And because of the bend in the hill it’s like looking through a tilt-shift lens. Have you seen those? They make everything miniature. You’re big and the world is small and you can sit up there, almost like a god, and look down and see and understand. Process. What am I escaping from? Face it. Bring me back.

            Imagination is so important. But I’m glad that I live back in reality.
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            1: It Beamed

         

         
            It’s on top of a hill. And it’s white. And I have so many memories of seeing it, like, there, up there on top of the hill, lit up. The sun hits it. And it beams.

            My dad always had a motto about Barnsley Hospital: ‘It’s the place where all of our relatives go in, but very few come out.’

            My grandad had this cough. I always just thought it was like a nervous tic or like a character thing or something. Yeah, he had an oxygen tank and he carried it around with him. I didn’t think owt of it. He’d always been fine, right?

            It happened so fast. Grandad, he suddenly went downhill. And before I knew it – he was sent to Barnsley Hospital.

            My mum had gone ahead and she called the house phone. She said, ‘You need to get here – now.’

            Me and my dad hared it into town. There it was, on top of the hill, bright white, beaming.

            We walked in the main entrance and I said to my dad, ‘Is it left or is it right?’ I wish I’d trusted my instinct. I wish I’d trusted my gut. My dad was like, ‘I’m sure it’s right.’ I knew it was left.

            We turned right. Down the straight, straight, straight corridor. Into this massive lift. Up, up, up until we came out and realised, we were in the neonatal ward.

            Quick. Hurry. Back down in the massive lift, back down the straight, straight corridor, back to the main entrance, and this time, we turn left.

            Moment we stepped out, a nurse comes out of my grandad’s room. And she’s like, ‘I’m so sorry. You’ve missed him. He just died.’ 23

            I watched as all the blood just slowly drained from his face. I watched his flesh turn from pink to blue. It was like, I can’t explain it. It was like uncooking a ham.

            If only I’d trusted my instinct. If only I’d trusted my gut. If only I’d turned left rather than right, I would have seen him before he died.

            Dad drove us home, out of town. I looked back behind us and there it was, on top of the hill. Standing, like it always did, like nowt was different, like nowt had changed. Bright white. Lit up. And as the sun hit it. It beamed.
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            2: Scars

         

         
            Scars are something to be proud of, they show the journey of your life.

            My memory is quite foggy, but from what my mum told me, I almost died when I was two. We’d just moved to Barnsley and mum was letting me just run around ASDA because I was a free spirited child. My favourite outfit was my cute little Juicy Couture tracksuit, bright pink. I had a hat on, sunglasses over my eyes and I was running down the clothing aisle.

            At first I didn’t cry, I was like, ‘Whoa, what’s just happened?’ When I realised I’d run headfirst into a metal clothes rack and proper impaled my head, that’s when I started to cry.

            Mum was swearing and insulting people, she does that when she panics. The ambulance wasn’t coming, I mean they never do round here, and I was bleeding. There was so much blood.

            When the ambulance finally arrived, this paramedic was trying everything to stop me crying. He got this rubber surgical glove and blew it up. I looked at him and Mum was like, ‘She’s stopped’ – but then I started crying all over again.

            The paramedic glued the crack in my head, put me back together again and sent us on our way. I didn’t need stitches, but I do have this round dome scar in the middle of my forehead. It feels like the moon. Not crater and rockery but a tiny circle you can just brush with your finger.

            A lot of people want to look young forever. They freak out when they get marks on their skin, but not me. I’ve got scars on my knees from when I fell off my scooter, I’ve got a scar for my nose piercing because it never healed and I’ve 25got scars on my arms too. I used to self-harm because, just because.

            Scars are something to be proud of, they show the journey of your life. My scars tell the world that I made it and I’m still alive. And that girl in the Juicy Couture tracksuit – she has many more journeys left to go.
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