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This book is dedicated to those of my family whom I have outlived and those who will outlive me. Bless you all.
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THE SIR JERROLD WAINWRIGHT MEMORIAL PUBLIC CONVENIENCE

Throgley, a village of approximately twelve hundred souls, lies in the north-western part of the county of Yorkshire, close to the neighbouring county of Lancashire. Far too close, a large number of Yorkshiremen might think (a sentiment echoed by an equal number of Lancastrians). Like its neighbouring similarly-sized villages of Boggett and Wormhole the village is set in drab farmland that merges, a few miles to the west, into drab moorland. Unlike Boggett, with its mediaeval stocks, and Wormhole with its early eighteenth-century  ‘Murder Stone’ - a small milestone-like obelisk reputed to be the exact spot on which a local businessman met his end at the hands of a notorious highwayman - Throgley had no visitor attractions, no interesting historical features that might draw visitors to their village, visitors who might pause awhile and perhaps spend a little money in the village’s shops and pubs, as was their habit having taken in Boggett’s mediaeval stocks and Wormhole’s Murder Stone, before continuing on their way. As though ashamed of itself, Throgley, as featureless as the countryside surrounding it, didn’t have ‘Welcome To’ signs by the side of the roads coming in. The parish council claimed they couldn’t afford them, and this of course could be true, but there were those in the village who held that the real reason was because they didn’t want motorists becoming aware of the name of the village they were passing through in case, armed with this knowledge, they took pains to avoid the experience ever again. In short, if a village can be described as sleepy then Throgley could be described as slept. Which perhaps prompted a local wag to once suggest, not entirely in jest, that the village should enter the Country’s Ugliest Village competition and that if there wasn’t such a competition they should ask for one to be inaugurated as they’d be a shoo in. 

Throgley could certainly have benefited from a source of revenue other than that provided by the village’s residents: over the last few years it had lost half of what few shops and pubs it had once had and it was rumoured that it wouldn’t be long before the butcher’s shop ceased to trade and The Limping Whippet called time for the last time. ‘If only we had a visitor attraction like Boggett and Wormhole has’, Leader of the Parish Council Ernest Oldknow had bemoaned wistfully, not for the first time, at the last monthly council meeting. Oldknow was a tall, thin man with a matching long thin face that, had it been sallow of complexion would have given him the appearance of a funeral director, albeit lacking the mournful look a member of that profession is frequently obliged to wear. Hopeful of finding an attraction three of the four councillors who comprised the parish council had made efforts to uncover something of interest in the village; perhaps if they were lucky a mediaeval stocks or murder stone type of thing of their own? Several years ago Councillors Oldknow, the oldest of the parish councillors, now aged sixty-two, and Jack Slaithwaite, ten years his junior, dredged the village pond in the hope of coming up with something mediaeval, perhaps a ducking stool, but had only come up with a dead duck, both literally and figuratively, along with two cats, a shopping trolley, a pram, a gas oven, three George Foreman grills and sundry other non-mediaeval items, condoms and dog shit in little black bags prominent amongst them. Oldknow wondered briefly if this haul could perhaps be constructed into some kind of modern artefact representing ‘waste in the community’, similar to something dreamt up by one of those modern artists who specialise in that sort of thing - that Tracey Emin woman’s name came to mind - and erect it at the side of the pond on a dais, until he realised that if they were to do this someone would probably throw it back into the pond again. And only a month recently, in an attempt to make his mark as a new councillor, the nearest thing to a murder stone Councillor Elliott Scowcroft had managed to unearth in an exhaustive search of the village was a bloodstained half brick outside The Limping Whippet, evidence of a recent inebriated altercation between two of the village’s more uncouth residents. Councillor Scowcroft said he was sure red bricks were mediaeval, Rotherham United’s grandstand was built with them and things didn’t come much older than Rotherham’s grandstand, but Councillor Oldknow doubted this.

“We’re not asking for the moon,” Councillor Slaithwaite, Deputy Leader of the Parish Council had moaned. “A cobbled road would do; I’d settle for a nice cobbled road.” Slaithwaite was a man of unremarkable height and build, his only distinguishing feature a recently grown beard that seemed to need more scratching than most beards.

“We used to have a cobbled road,” said Oldknow with a sad shake of his head.

“Go on?”

“Cowgate. Cobbled top to bottom. They tarmaced it over when I was a lad. The only bit of heritage we had if we’d only but known it. But there was no such thing as heritage in those days, things were just old. I once tried to get the County Council to scrape it off and restore it to cobbles but they said it would cost too much. But even if they’d have given it the OK I couldn’t see the people living on Cowgate being too happy about it, it’s steep is Cowgate, so perhaps it’s a good job.”

It was then, still heritage-less, that completely out of the blue things suddenly took a monumental change for the good, a change beyond their wildest dreams. In the shape of the Sir Jerrold Wainwright Memorial Public Convenience. At first Oldknow and the other parish councillors didn’t realise that the new lavatories would be the village’s salvation - and in the fullness of time its nemesis - but it quickly became apparent to them, to their unbridled joy.  

Situated atop the highest point in the village, in fact the highest point in the area for miles around and visible from twenty miles away on a clear day, the public lavatory, a sixty feet high, ninety feet wide monolith built in ivory-white marble, was a replica of the Taj Mahal, precise in every detail. Three years in the construction, it was built at a cost in excess of £4 million. With its forty feet wide sandstone dome, worked with tracery of incised painting, it was the polar opposite of the village’s old stone-built terraced cottages, new concrete-built council houses and smattering of more desirable semi-detached and detached properties on the outskirts of the village: as a ninety-year-old resident, untroubled by political correctness due to his advanced years remarked on first seeing it, ‘ It stands out like a nail in a black’s arse’. 

Within days of its inauguration the Sir Jerrold Wainwright Memorial Public Convenience came to be known affectionately, and not inappropriately given its function, as ‘Jerry’s’, by the villagers; save for a few who, perhaps not as enamoured of the new facility as most, referred to it as ‘That Indian Shithouse’. 

The Throgley Parish Council had quite naturally been delighted when the recently-widowed wife of the village’s multi-millionaire, Sir Jerrold Wainwright, had informed them that amongst her late husband’s bequests was the gift to the village of funds sufficient to build a public convenience: it was a facility long overdue, a resource the village would have had long ago had the necessary funds been available, not least because Boggett and Wormhole each had public conveniences. Given the choice the parish councillors would have preferred a less ostentatious toilet facility than the one bequeathed to them - not least because its splendour made the village look even more nondescript than it already was - and had said as much to Lady Wainwright, at the same time offering the suggestion that perhaps a building of less modest proportions constructed of materials that didn’t stand out so much from the local millstone grit, grey concrete and red brick more suitable. Lady Wainwright would have none of it; a public convenience similar in all respects to the Taj Mahal but for its dimensions was what her husband had requested and that is what he would get. Or nothing. So, apart from the building’s four minarets, which Oldknow had argued successfully that there simply wasn’t enough room for, it was what they got. And were glad of it.

On questioning Lady Wainwright as to precisely why Sir Jerrold stipulated the lavatories be a scaled down depiction of the Taj Mahal, the councillors had been  informed that her husband had had a ‘thing’ about the famous Islamic mausoleum ever since the time, as a schoolboy, he had chanced upon a glossy sepia-coloured picture of it in a Seven Wonders of the World picture book. On learning this, Slaithwaite had remarked to Oldknow that it was perhaps a good thing Sir Jerrold had taken a shine to the Taj Mahal and not the Great Wall of China otherwise they might now be the prospective guardians of a public convenience stretching from Huddersfield to Barnsley, Throgley in the middle of it. 

Sir Jerrold, despite his being a multi-millionaire and thus well able to afford the indulgences of travel, to his great regret had never got round to visiting the Taj Mahal - although it had been well to the fore on his ‘Ten things I want to do before I die list’ according to Lady Wainwright - so it’s interior had remained a mystery to him. He had however once visited, whilst on a business trip to Birmingham many years ago, one of that city’s notable and very well preserved Victorian public conveniences, its opulent interior impressing him almost as much as had the exterior of the Taj Mahal. This being the case the interior of Jerry’s was similarly equipped, no expense spared. On mounting its flight of ten broad steps and passing through its twenty feet wide ornamental arched entrance into its dome-roofed sixty feet long by sixty feet wide concourse a user of the facility was met with a precise facsimile of the very finest public convenience the Victorian era could lay claim to. A veritable palace, its walls were clad in gleaming ceramic tiles of white, jade green, russet brown and azure blue. Clusters of feature tiles here and there depicted various historical scenes - the pick of them perhaps The Battle of Waterloo, The Charge of the Light Brigade, and, not out of place given the large turds regularly deposited in its WCs, The Sinking of the Titanic. A depiction of The Black Hole of Calcutta, which the more fertile mind might associate with his or her use of a WC, already not the most pleasant of prospects, was thankfully not included. Behind the large, heavy mahogany doors to the left leading to the Ladies were fifty pristine-white walnut-seated Twyfords Rampart water closets, each incorporating colourful etchings of wild flowers and exotic fruits. A silver-gilt toilet roll holder charged with triple cushioned pastel shaded toilet paper accompanied each. Fifty wash-hand basins in discreet dapple grey porcelain, each complete with its ornate bronze soap dispenser and individually mounted wall mirror, were available for ablutions. One hundred wall lights encased in mother of pearl scallop-shaped lamp shades supplemented by three forty-eight candle-style Waterford glass chandeliers illuminated the whole to striking effect. The only concession to modernity was a dozen hot air hand-driers, but even then a dozen roller towels of fine quality were provided for those wishing the full Victorian experience. To the right the Gentlemen’s section was the same in every detail except that there were just twenty-five WCs, their bodily evacuation facilities augmented by fifty gleaming white porcelain floor-standing urinals. Their highly-polished brass and copper pipe work connected them to the sewage system deep below the Italian marble floor tiles.

“It’s a shame to have a shit in it,” commented one villager on first seeing it.

On learning of the scale of the public convenience Councillor Oldknow had been much concerned as to the cost of the upkeep of such a large and munificent building. He took no time in conveying his concerns to Lady Wainwright, pointing out that it would lie heavily on the council’s already thin purse. He had no need to worry on that score, he was informed; a permanent full-time uniformed commissionaire, plus a daily cleaner, would be provided, their salaries supplied in perpetuity by her late husband’s estate, as would all the costs of maintaining the lavatory in pristine condition both outside and in.

The necessity of such a splendid public lavatory, or indeed a public lavatory of any description, was never brought up by the parish council. In fact, as Oldknow had pointed out, Throgley was a community of such small proportions both in area and population that no resident was ever more than a couple of hundred yards from home and this being the case if they ever happened to find themselves in need of a lavatory whilst abroad in the village they had only to go home in order to relieve themselves. However, as Councillor Mrs Doyle-Davenport was quick to point out, Boggett and Wormhole both boasted public conveniences - ‘boasted’ in more meanings than one, the residents of those villages never fighting shy of letting the villagers of Throgley know that whereas they themselves had public conveniences Throgley most certainly did not: finally acquiring one, and such a magnificent one at that, would be one in the eye for those Boggett and Wormhole braggarts. Herself the owner of one of the more desirable properties on the edge of Throgley Mrs Doyle-Davidson, a lady with a double chin and a double garage (the latter of which she took pains to bring into the conversation at every opportunity), was very often critical of the villagers and villages of Boggett and Wormhole. Mrs Doyle-Davidson was a female of more than ample proportions whose clothes, no matter what she wore, always looked like they had too much woman in them. (Councillor Slaithwaite had once observed that she must use a tyre lever to prise herself into some of them and no one had argued with him.)

Following its completion Jerry’s was officially opened by the Lord Lieutenant of West Yorkshire in front of a crowd estimated to be well in excess of two thousand, quite a few of whom found themselves desperately in need of the facility prior to it opening its doors for the first time as it was a bitterly cold March day, made even colder by a harsh wind blowing in from the nearby moors, and the Lord Lieutenant turning up an hour late due to an accident on the main road from Huddersfield.

Before asking the Lord Lieutenant to officiate it had been suggested by Oldknow that such a grand building merited a person of some celebrity to officiate at its grand opening. He qualified this: “A Yorkshire celebrity of course.”

“Sir Geoff Boycott would be ideal,” offered Scowcroft, himself a former club cricketer in the days when his chest protruded into the atmosphere more than his belly. “I think by now most folk will have forgotten about him battering his lady friend that time.”

Sir Geoff had been approached, but had sadly declined, begging other commitments, which hopefully didn’t include battering any lady friends. Sir Michael Parkinson, Sir Michael Palin and Sir Tom Courtenay too had begged prior commitments on their being asked, a surprise to the councillors as, as Slaithwaite remarked, none of them had been on the telly for ages and they couldn’t all be writing their memoirs. With some regret the councillors lowered their sights - a Sir would have been perfect for such a grand occasion but if it wasn’t to be then it wasn’t to be. Sights lowered (or raised many might argue), Alan Bennett was considered - although not a Sir the author and playwright was well known, very much respected and Yorkshire through and through, but eventually was not asked as it was felt that given his well-aired views on cultural appropriation the sight of the Taj Mahal transplanted to a Yorkshire village might well give him a coronary. The world of entertainment was then turned to in the shape of the equally celebrated but as yet undecorated (and most unlikely to be, given his views on royalty) Jarvis Cocker, and following Jarvis’s abrupt refusal, which didn’t even have the grace to beg a prior commitment,  the lead singer of the Arctic Monkeys, who also declined. Perhaps fearing another rebuff the Kaiser Chiefs were not approached. (Although it was reported by Councillor Scowcroft that he’d heard a rumour on the grapevine that Ricky Wilson was more than a bit miffed about not being asked, and would have come.)

Councillor Scowcroft, the youngest member of the council at thirty-seven, a moon-faced man with hair one of the more unfortunate shades of ginger, suggested. She was fit, Adele. “I’d give her one,” he added, without going into detail as to how this unlikely liaison might come to pass. Fit or no, Oldknow doubted very much if Adele came from Yorkshire, she sounded to him more like she came from Essex, but even if by some miracle she did come from Yorkshire - perhaps her mother had prematurely gone into labour on an outing to Harrogate? - they would do well to do without her; from what he knew of her it wouldn’t be long before she started effing and jeffing and they could do without that sort of talk spoiling the occasion. 

“Anyway,” Oldknow concluded, “There are other pressing things to sort out before the big day. I vote we put it on the back burner until such time as we can come up with a suitable Yorkshire celebrity, a gradely Yorkshire celebrity, a non-effing and jeffing celebrity,” he finished pointedly, with a long look at Scowcroft. 

When the matter was returned to the front burner during the next council meeting, a gradely Yorkshire celebrity still to be unearthed, it was voted unanimously to dispense with the idea and ask the Lord Lieutenant of West Yorkshire. “Bigwigs like that never miss the opportunity to get dressed up in their fancy duds and flaunt themselves,” said Slaithwaite confidently, “he’ll come like a shot.”

Invitations from the councillors of Throgley to their counterparts in Wormhole and Boggett were not accepted by either, quite expectedly, though no less satisfactorily. Invitations to the Lord Mayors of Halifax, Huddersfield and Barnsley were accepted. 

“If only we had a mayoral limousine to lead the procession,” Councillor Oldknow mused wistfully, visualising himself in the back of the limousine, graciously waving left and right to the cheering flag-waving crowds just like the Queen, but making it look more like a pleasure than a chore. “It would really put the top hat on it if we had a mayoral limousine. The Mayors of Halifax, Huddersfield and Barnsley will be arriving in their limousines no doubt.”

“We haven’t got a mayor,” Scowcroft pointed out. “How can we have a mayoral limousine if we haven’t got a mayor?”

“We’ve got a Leader of the Council haven’t we,” said Oldknow sharply. “It’s the same thing. All right, I haven’t got any fancy mayoral robes trimmed with ermine but I’ve got a chain of office just like a mayor has.”

“You could always lead the procession in your car, Ernest,” suggested Councillor Slaithwaite.

Oldknow cringed. “In a Ford Fiesta?  You are joking? It’s nearly as old as I am and there’s the big dent in one of the wings. What would I look like?”

“I was only saying,” Slaithwaite said lamely.

Lacking a mayoral limousine a tour of the village preceding the opening was headed by the Throgley Brass Band (est 1920), resplendent in mauve and gold uniforms with military style epaulettes and tassles, playing a selection of popular marches, their two euphonium players flanked by two non-playing members pretending to play inverted water closets, mates of Councillor Scowcroft (est 2018, at the last local elections), in a further attempt by Scowcroft to make his mark as the new man on the council. (An attempt that didn’t go down very well with his fellow councillors, especially Councillor Mrs Doyle-Davidson, who, seated next to the wife of the Lord Lieutenant, said it had been the most embarrassing thing that had happened to her in her entire life. With a disparaging shrug Councillor Slaithwaite had said, “Well what can you expect from a man with vertigo who buys a window-cleaning round?”

The brand new uniforms of the band were by courtesy of Lady Wainwright, who had seen the band at the last Remembrance Sunday and didn’t want their worn, nearing on shabby uniforms spoiling the occasion. A crowd estimated at over two thousand either lined the processional route or were assembled outside Jerry’s, union jacks were draped on the edifices of many houses or stuck out of their windows, bunting in many colours criss-crossed the streets. Apart from the lavatory-playing fake band members, the opening was a great success.  

A celebratory dinner followed, roast beef and Yorkshire pudding with a choice of vegetables, followed by a dessert of Yorkshire pudding topped with sugar or syrup and a choice of take it or leave it. (We’ll show outsiders what a proper pudding is, Oldknow  had remarked.)The Lord Lieutenant had been unable to attend the dinner, begging a prior commitment, possibly the same commitment the three Yorkshire sirs had begged.

Oldknow’s contention that Throgley never had any visitors held good for less than a week: the following weekend, undoubtedly by virtue of having heard about it on the radio or read about it in the two national newspapers that covered the event, no less than eleven coach parties descended on the village to view the magnificent sight for themselves, described fancifully by the Daily Mirror as ‘One of the Seven Wonders of Yorkshire’ without troubling themselves to mention what the other six were. The coach trippers were supplemented by a couple of hundred or so who came to view Jerry’s by other means of transport, amongst them two Pakistanis, co-owners of a successful Bradford restaurant, who chanced upon it whilst out for a well-earned Sunday afternoon drive and had entered it under the impression it was a mosque, an assumption of which they were immediately disabused when on looking around they were confronted not by fellow worshippers and maybe the Imam but six men from Sutton Coldfield having a pee. They were nevertheless much impressed.

Coach loads of visitors continued to arrive at Throgley each weekend with monotonous regularity to marvel at the wonder of Jerry’s, and now on weekdays too. No slouches in ferreting out a new attraction Shearings included it on their Yorkshire excursions and adjusted the price upward in less time than it takes to say profit opportunity.

Other coaching firms quickly followed suit. The number of visitors by coach was at least equalled by those who arrived by bicycle, motor bike, car, van, people carrier and 4x4s of every marque, tourists who had previously only visited the area to take in the attractions of the mediaeval stocks at Boggett and Wormhole’s Murder Stone, and who looked upon Throgley’s exceptional public convenience as a welcome addition to their itinerary. Within six months Jerry’s had brought with it, courtesy of visitors to the village, a huge boost to the local economy in the shape of two new shops, one of which had previously been lying idle for the best part of five years, to add to the four beside the village green, all of which were now enjoying unprecedented additional sales: a cafe, to accommodate the new tourists need of sustenance; a run-down bric-a-brac shop, now transformed and regenerated into a gift shop to meet the visitors needs for mementoes of their visit, a pot replica of Jerry’s being the most popular, closely followed, amusingly if a little coarsely, by a pot jerry with a painting of Jerry’s in the bottom. Italian Tony’s Mobile Ice-Cream, Hot Dog, Burger and All Day Breakfast catered for those visitors who just fancied a quick snack. The village’s three pubs too had prospered, each now offering bar snacks along with their usual low fare of pork scratchings and potato crisps, whilst The Grim Jogger offered more extensive dining facilities in its former tap room. There was even talk of a McDonalds opening, which, all credit to them, the villagers and members of the parish council with the exception of Councillor Scowcroft viewed as a threat rather than a cause for celebration. 

The village’s artistic fraternity were enthused by Jerry’s. Semi-professional painter Thomas Hardoak, who until then had steadfastly only painted farm animals - being of the firm opinion that pictures of anything else, especially buildings, were a waste of bloody paint - was inspired to commit the village’s new acquisition to canvas, although close examination of the finished work will reveal that his first love is still catered for by the inclusion of a cowpat on the second step leading up to the entrance. Local published author Bill Featherstone was hard at work on a factual book Throgley - From Muckheap to Magnificence, a title that ever since hearing of it the parish councillors had been urging him to drop in favour of something less damning of its former image, a plea that had thus far fallen on deaf ears.

Potential novelist Melville Ford was hard at work in his garret. It would be his debut novel, but an early draft revealed he was obviously a well read man....

It is a truth universally recognised that a single village, not in possession of good fortune, should seek a splendid public lavatory.

“Call me Ishmael,” said The Sir Gerald Cartwright Memorial Public Convenience’s impressive new commissionaire.

It was a dark and stormy night that night in Frogley. The....

The village’s published (self) poet Will Higgins took pen to paper to write an ode to Jerry’s....

You cannot miss it - no need to search

Looking down on the village from its lofty perch

Its plumbing designed to grab your attention 

Its facilities too numerous to mention

Except to say that they will rival any

When it comes to the act of spending a penny. 

Jerry’s was celebrated in rap by Throgley’s own budding exponent of that musical genre, Cuntry Boy....

If you’re needin’ a shit

If there is no doubt

Just head for Jerry’s

And squeeze one out....

Using stone he had removed from one of sheep farmer Ned Tupley’s walls, enabling Tupling’s flock of Swaledales to move from one field to another, dry stone waller and amateur sculptor Billy Blackwell had incorporated a facsimile of Jerry’s on top of the wall. On hearing of this Karl Cribbin included it on the itinerary of his planned Grand Tour Through Throgley’s Historic Past.

The village continued to thrive. In addition to the new cafe and the gift shop, the SPLAT! paintballing centre had recently opened in the derelict Methodist Chapel, empty of sinners for the last twenty years save from those who had continued to sin in it for another ten years on its being turned first into a bingo hall then a night club. The Throgley Morris Men, defunct for the last ten years on its complement of dancers having been reduced to just two through lack of interest, who had then thrown in the towel as just two people Morris dancing looked stupid (or stupider than they had previously looked), had reformed with the addition of four new recruits eager to look stupid, including Rupert Finney and his husband Bertie Burkinshaw, a twosome who were soon to appear on Britain’s Got Talent as a Renee and Renato tribute act on having successfully negotiated the auditions shows, a given. The parish council had had hopes, sadly but predictably unrealised, of reviving the traditional May Queen Festival, not held for the last eight years due to potential royalty now being more interested in gazing at their mobile phones to see what was trending on Facebook and Instagram than becoming Queen of the May. With the temptation of a new I-Pad for the winner, and newly-sponsored by Virgin, plans had to be abandoned when the only three prospective 14 to 16 year-olds interested in becoming May Queen were all discovered to be noticeably pregnant. A proposal for the selection of a Rosebud, the May Queen’s 12 to 14 year old attendant, which some villagers felt might not be a bad idea on the something is better than nothing principle, was turned down by the council on the off chance that one of potential rosebuds might be in the same condition as the prospective May Queens by the time the ceremony came round.  

The two Pakistanis who had mistaken Jerry’s for a mosque, and suitably impressed by it, had been even more impressed by the numbers of visitors it was attracting to the village and the business opportunity this might represent. They took no time in informing their cousins Sarfi and Immy, freshly arrived in Bradford from Lahore, who were on the lookout for a promising location for a new restaurant. Two months later the Saffron Curry House opened its doors for the first time. It was immediately popular with both tourists and villagers alike, with the exception of local farmer Ned Tupley whose small flock of Swaledales had become even smaller a fortnight after Sarfi and Immy opened for business, a special offer of ‘25% off lamb rogan josh before 7pm, children eat free’ being the cause of Tupley’s suspicions as to his sheep’s disappearance. That the sheep turned up a couple of days later if not wagging their tails behind them apparently fit and well did nothing to ease Tupley’s discomfiture. His previous plan to try the curry house one night was now permanently lodged on the back shelf.

With the arrival of ‘ The Indian’ as it was mistakenly known as by the villagers, other ethnic restaurants were mooted as a possibility: a Greek or Turkish looking individual had only to be spotted looking at one of the two empty shops still remaining in the village to bring rumours of a kebab house arriving in the not-too-distant future; there was much talk of a Chinese restaurant following the visit of a party of Japanese who had been spotted taking photographs of the empty shops along with everything else in the village that moved and didn’t. When this got back to Oldknow, with the rider that the party had not been Chinese but Japanese and the village might be looking at a sushi bar rather than a Chinese takeaway the Leader of the Council had remarked, “Chinese, Japanese, Maltese, Lebanese, Pekingese, it’s all the same as long as they come, as long as they bring prosperity along with them.” 

So six months on everything was fair to middling in Throgley, which is as near as things get to fine and dandy in West Yorkshire villages.

“The Sir Jerrold Wainwright Memorial Public Convenience has put Throgley on the map,” proclaimed Councillor Oldknow, his normally dour face wreathed in smiles. “No doubt about it.”

“It’s been the making of the village,” said Councillor Slaithwaite.

“It is the jewel in our crown,” said Councillor Mrs Doyle-Davidson.

“I still think them two fellers in the band pretending to, like, play lavatories, was a good idea,” said Councillor Scowcroft.
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