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Penylan House 

Forget-me-not Chorus

The Forget-me-not Chorus Penylan House is made up of residents, 

family members, staff and singing buddies. Together they have 

formed a strong community of singers that celebrate joyfully each 

week. The project is funded by Linc with support from Pencare.  We 

are lucky enough to be joined each week by volunteer singing buddies 

who give their time to the choir and join the residents in song.

 About us

The Forget-me-Not Chorus is testament to the potential of song, 

music and shared creativity to enrich and enhance people’s lives. 

The charity for people with dementia and their families have created  

five strong communities of singers who gather weekly in Cardiff 

North, Cardiff South & Vale, Newport and the  residential homes of 

Penylan House and Nazareth House. The choirs are so more than just 

a singing group. Working with different creative artists, the choristers  

create works that are meaningful and relevant to their lives and are 

given a powerfully expressive voice with which to share their world. 

Kate Woolveridge & Sarah Teagle, Charity Directors

Kate Woolveridge, Music Director

James  Saldivar, Pianist



Festive Celebration 2016 

The choristers came together to celebrate the most wonderful time 

of the year joined by students from the Royal Welsh College of Music 

and Drama. There was much singing, jingle belling and festive cheer 

at this wonderful event. It’s the most wonderful time of the year

With the kids jingle belling

And everyone telling you’ll be of good cheer

It’s the most wonderful time of the year



Food Glorious Food!

People are often quick to dismiss their own lives as ‘ordinary’, 

assuming that they have nothing significant to tell but I know that 

within any group there is a profound wealth of experience and 

meaning. The task is then to help in the mining of these rich seams. 

The idea of Food Glorious Food was to explore the choristers food 

memories and create a series of poems that share these stories. 

Louise Osborn – Project Writer/Words Facilitator

Joined by Soprano Meriel Andrew of Welsh National Opera, the 

chorus celebrated their stories  through prose and song.

Food, glorious food,

Hot sausage and mustard!

While we're in the mood

Cold jelly and custard!

Peas pudding and saveloys

What next is the question?

Rich gentlemen have it, boys

Indigestion!



Food and kitchens holding memories of times long gone -

A texture, a taste, a long remembered smell,

Mother’s and Grandmothers – the work of women’s hands

The rhythms and sounds of food cooked well.

Chopping and paring, coring and frying

Stirring and whisking, baking and dicing

Steaming and broiling, onions and crying.

Kneading and grating, slicing and rolling.

Food, glorious Food.

It’s a job never done.

 

Food was so different when we were young

Before supermarket shopping had really begun -

Before ready-made meals and microwave packing

Before convenience dishes and nibbles and snacking.

When there was no such thing as a sell-by date

And if it didn’t crawl it was what you ate!

Before the confounding choice of edible excess

In the days when there was simpler fare

In the days when you wouldn’t dare

To ask for more or make a scene

When you had to sit until your plate was clean.

 

‘Have you been to the toilet, have you washed your hands?’

Mind your manners and say your grace,

Sit up straight, your know your place,

Stay at table ‘til the grow-ups are done’

When there was never any fooling your Mum –

You held your tongue, you ate your liver

Even though it made you shiver.



Vegetables in season, an orange a treat,

When the staple diet was two veg and some meat.

Healthier times, less fat and waste

But not, as now, so much taste.

 

But back then, as now, there’s one thing we share,

A tradition so old, it’s always been there –

One thing on which we can all agree

That there’s nothing more comforting that a lovely cup of tea!!

Coffee for love and tea for caring,

Tea or coffee with a biscuit for daily sharing

Of gossip and the good things, the sorrows and the weather,

A lovely cup of tea or coffee, enjoyed all together.

I love coffee, I love tea
I love the java jive and it loves me
Coffee and tea and the java and me
A cup, a cup, a cup, a cup, a cup (boy!)

Betty would chatter while her father dug,

Allotment and garden for family vedge

Many mouths to feed, as she was one of seven,

Idling in the sunshine, her idea of heaven.

Compost heaps and hard work, Huw’s Dad grew all his own. 

Chickens and ducks, pigs and a cow

Churning butter to make fresh cheese

Gathering produce all home grown,

Huw pulling up carrots on his little scuffed knees.

Friday for Fish, cockles in vinegar,

Yorkshire puddings for a Sunday roast

Risen like magic in a giant batter

And the beef dripping on bread we relished the most!

Smokey loved curry, his favourite meal

And yams and bananas, nutmeg and spice

Served with sweet potatoes, chillies and rice.

Climbing the tall palms on the island of St Kitts

 To fetch down coconuts - to drink the milk.

Days in the sunshine on golden Caribbean sands,

A sailor, a traveller, landed up on these lands.

 

I've got a lovely bunch of coconuts
There they are, all standing in a row
Big ones, small ones, some as big as your head
Give them a twist a flick of the wrist
That's what the showman said
 
Living off the land, digging with calloused hands

The women at home cooking, not then the work of men

Chips made with dripping, a rare and special treat

Margaret in the meadow, picking field mushrooms to eat.

On her birthday Joyce could choose her favourite dinner

Simple Egg and chips was always the winner. 

Cool hands for pastry

Apple pies and cakes

Bubble and squeak on a Monday,

Made with leftover vedge

Porridge for breakfast, Quaker oats



Sometimes a treat of hot buttered toast

Cooked on the fire with a toasting fork

An egg from the hen poached to perfection,

There couldn’t have been a finer confection.

Simple fare.  Simple fare. 

Monday was mother’s washing day

In the big copper boiler bubbling away

Rows of white linen all proud on the line

Penny sweets in paper bags, pastry and fruit filled pies

Homeward bound from school at midday dinner-times.

Glenys on the mountain-side in the Rhondda valley

Picking blackberries and winberries from up on the heath

Out all day playing, in all kinds of weathers,

Coming home rosy-cheeked, with pips in her teeth.

 
Jim’s Dad kept hives of Bees, for pounds of lovely honey.

One day, Jim at three years old, thought it might be funny

To let the bees escape, to let them out to play,

He battered at the hives – until he got his way.

Fifty stings in each ear, was the price of his transgression,

Never mess about with bees – that was Jim’s harsh lesson!

A sharabang to Bridlington, Malcolm’s special day out.

For others it was Barry Island, nowhere very far.

Sandwiches and Lemonade. Fish and chips and vinegar.

A swim and a paddle, sand in your hair

Sunburn and castles and salt in your ear.

And if you behaved and if you were lucky

An ice cream or lolly for delicious sucking.

 



My boy lollipop
You make my heart go giddy up
You are as sweet as candy
You're my sugar dandy
Ho, ho, my boy lollipop
Never ever leave me
Because it would grieve me
My heart told me so
 
When Joyce was married she had her haven -

Her garden full of flowers and veg

Hours and hours she’d spend there, growing things from seed

Watching nature’s miracle, plucking out weeds.

Tiny seedlings transplanted, potted out and growing.

Fruit and flower and produce, until their cupboards were overflowing. 

The joy she had from nature, the love of every flower.

That’s where you’d find young Joyce, for hour upon devoted hour.

Fruit from the fruit bushes, apples from the trees,

Not bothered much with cooking, Joyce would whip up the family’s tea. 

Then hastily return to her garden and her favourite apple tree.

Don't sit under the apple tree with anyone else but me
Anyone else but me, anyone else but me
No! No! No!

When Leonard was a boy he lived in Diamond Street,

His family Jewish émigrés from the borders of Poland

His Father working in the old East moors Glassworks,



Arriving as a stranger in a new and foreign land.

But once he’d been a soldier in old Tzarist Russia

Now his home was settled in the streets of Splott,

His wife, Leonard’s mother, followed on behind him,

But their original place of home was never forgot.

Each Friday night the Shabbat

Blessings over candles and challah

Mother waving her hands through the air

Little Leonard would sit and stare

With fascinated eyes, for he never knew why

But he loved the ritual and he adored his mother.

A woman like her, there was simply no other.

Her fish balls, the best, her chicken soup unsurpassed

Kosher penicillin, its healing properties worked fast

Bringing comfort and warmth to all who partook.

 
Poi , Lastichka, Poi 

A clean white tablecloth each Shabbat eve,

Father blessing with wine, but only once a year

For Leonard’s family was poor and wine was very dear.

Matzah balls at Passover, friends and family gathered.

Pickled beets and farfel,

Lekah, Kichel, Borscht,

Bagels, Brisket, latkes,

Kneidlach and halva for a sweeter tooth.

Pletzel, Schmaltz and so much more!

A Jewish feast, fit for a king

The family would give blessings, someone would sing.

Praises for all that was good,

Surrounded by their ritual foods.

Ava, from Prague, speaks five languages and has tastes in many 

tongues, But, as a girl, chollent was her favourite food -

A Slovakian stew, put in the oven on a Friday and eaten on a 

Saturday. With meat and potatoes it tasted so good.

 

With many sons to feed, Doctor Mason had a busy life.

Her husband was an excellent cook and together they shared the 

load, They hosted many fine dinners for the entertainment of their 

friends. Dr. Mason did the shopping but he would often prepare 

the food.

 

And at Pesach the Seder table was filled with a symbolic feast –

Sharing  maror, charoset, baked eggs and chazaret

Lamb shankbone, karpas, and matzos - without any yeast,

In Jewish homes, across the world, in honour of their flight from 

Egypt. Now, gathering, in family groups to read from the Haggadah

And celebrating their freedom, from days of slavish conflict. 

 

Our tastes have come from far and wide, across oceans and seas 

and faraway lands.  Our lives now together under this roof, where 

we now share in our memories – and thank you for coming to hear 

our stories of long ago. 



Song list

Come let’s dance - Trad

Edelweiss- Rodgers and Hammerstein

When daisies pied-- Arne

Tip toe through the tulips- Dubin and Burke

Tulips from Amsterdam- Ernst Bader

When you wore a tulip- Percy Wenrcih

 Lavender’s blue , dilly dilly -Trad

Rambling Rose- Shermann brothers

Daisy Bell- Harry Dacre

The summer project has focused on the joy of flowers and the love 

that they so often symbolise. Our summer project has been full of 

colour , laughter and joy as we have celebrated the pleasure that 

flowers bring and the symbolism that they encapsulate. 

Among the many highlights of the past 10 weeks have been the 

male choristers exploration their falsetto voices in ‘Tip toe through 

the tulips’ as well as Smokey’s dance moves as we croon our version 

of ‘Ramblin’ Rose’. We shared a special afternoon when the ladies 

of the chorus were presented with Tulips by one of our buddies 

grandsons, Jamai. Thanks, Bev. 

Inspired and guided by Wendy O’Sullivan, the choristers have made 

and arranged the flowers for the musical celebration 

this afternoon.

Come let’s dance and sing a song together, Come 
let’s dance and have a jolly time.

Tip toe to the  window, by the  window, that 
is where I’ll be, come tip toe through the tulips 
with me.

When it’s spring again , I’ll bring again
Tulips from Amsterdam.
With a heart that’s true , I’ll bring to you,
Tulips from Amsterdam

Lavender’s blue, dilly dilly, 
Lavenders green, 
When I am King, dilly dilly, 
You shall be queen

“Tis my faith that every flower 
enjoys the air it breathes”
- Wordsworth


