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Leslie Marsh

When I was eight I heard some women in the street talking
anxiously of war. 1 didn't know what war meant, but I was
worried until the greengrocer who sold bananas joined in
the conversation, firmly saying, "There won't be a war.' My
anxiety vanished.

One day when I was nine my Dad said, 'Come and listen
to this. You'll always remember it.' The radio went silent,
and then a voice came on:'... we have received no such

assurance... we are at war with Germany' A night or so
later I was awakened by the scary wail of the air raid siren
and my panic-stricken mother rushing in to get me down
into the dank cold cellar which was our air raid shelter. It

was a false alarm and the 'all clear' siren soon went. We

returned to bed.

We were the end house of the row and our cellar was the

shelter for the whole row, so it was soon made comfortable

with its own coal fire. My pals lived a couple of doors away.
When air raids became frequent we looked forward to
them as we could play with our toys instead of going to bed.
When Manchester was blitzed at Christmastime 1940, my
father, an air raid warden watching for fire bombs, came
down saying Manchester was like one great bonfire lighting
up the whole sky. It sounded much like bonfire night and I
was extremely disappointed not to be allowed up from the
cellar to see it.

At the start of the war my school was closed, so I lost
a year's schooling. The outlook was very uncertain so my
father decided to send me to Kingswood, a Methodist
boarding school for ministers' sons in Bath, founded in
the eighteenth century. At that time John Wesley moved
ministers to a different area every fortnight, because they
had to have something interesting enough to keep people
awake for an hour at five o'clock each morning, and Wesley
thought they couldn't do that for more than a fortnight.





























































Leslie Marsh

wrote a wonderful pantomime, Give a Dog a Bone, which
filled the theatre every Christmas for many years.

In Stoke-on-Trent Roy, a circuit youth leader, suggested
we should put on a play by Peter Howard which he had
seen at the Westminster Theatre. The Ladder showed the

choice between selfish ambition 'going up the ladder'
or going towards the cross of Christ: crossing out our
selfishness and living a life of service. He offered to direct it
with the circuit youth as the cast, and I was asked to take on
the project. After its initial performance, churches across
the district were bidding to have it, and it was deemed the
best event in the district that year.

Then, as Christmas was coming, I wrote A Farmyard
Pantomime. I had only seen one pantomime in my life. I
was three at the time, and ran out of the theatre in fright
when the crocodile came on. This didn't deter me, nor did

the fact that I'd never written anything. It had little of a plot
and the music was simply popular children's songs of the
day but it was enjoyed by all.

'Give a Dog a Bone' at Westminster Theatre





















































Ride! Ride! goes national

To fulfil the Newcastle Conference resolution to take Ride!

Ride! through the country we set up a charitable trust to
run a professional production. Ron Mann, a Methodist
from Wimbledon experienced in theatre production, was
made secretary and he and John Gibbs
were largely responsible for raising |||||||h
the £30,000 needed for this task. Ron

agreed to be producer. He appointed
one of the best-known directors of

musicals, Peter Coe, and booked eleven

of the largest theatres in the country in
all the main cities.

This was an enormous financial HBBB

commitment for us and a colossal Mann, Secretary,
.  , Aldersvate Production:

risk. We had no money to cover it and

we took the decision in faith, believing that audiences
everywhere would pay theatre prices to come and see it.
Ron visited aU the Methodist Chairmen (our equivalent of
bishops) who each gave a capable man in their district the
task of promoting it.

The tour was a virtual sell-out everywhere. The
Guardian called it 'one of the most astonishing theatrical
events we are likely to see this year'.

It had its amusing moments. The play began with John
Wesley addressing the audience directly. 'Let me ask you
in tender love, is your city a Christian city? Are you living
portraits of Jesus Christ? Are your magistrates honest and
all your heads of government all of one heart and soul?' In
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