
 1 

SEA BREEZE 

 - artists’ notes: researching and telling a story  

      (a re-imagined notebook) 

 

Everything is memory, and memory is where we live. 

             

1.     The Land and the Sea 

 

Settling snug, between the fell land and the salty, salty 

sea, this old building sits here still. And breathes a sigh. 

 

We have heard rumours and we have read books. 

To work here we must place ourselves in the story.  

 

This building is landmark and touchstone for this town, and it closed in 1977. It is redbrick and solid and 

broken and grieving, ignored and accepted by people passing by. From neighbouring cafés we hear its cry. 

 

Inside its foyer (closed now, except on Sundays, and maybe a 

Wednesday), a relief frieze made in a late Victorian heyday, heady 

with classical pomp and certainty; the Land, and the Sea.     

           

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Outside, the waves are rolling in… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                            

    … and this is where we will begin. 

 

[from Sea Breeze: A Seaside Spectacle] 

 

Everything is memory.  

This was… here, when we were young. Outside these doors. One side, the sea: behind; the land. And 

this is where we live. This narrow strand, between two worlds. Oh the land, oh the sea, oh the things 

they have seen. 

How long did they remember that day? Her with the parasol? The boys with the caps? Such smiles. 

It seems like such an age ago, or sometimes only yesterday. When we were young. 

Things blur. A film; the real world. Echoes of a song. 

I remember it. I am the memory of it. Everything is memory. A day at the seaside. A ride on a tram. 

Chips and a fish and a show. Sometimes it feels like everything is memory. A day at the seaside. A ride 

on a tram. Chips and a fish and a show.  

Sometimes it feels… 
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2.     This is not a theatre anymore 

 

Inside, we arrange our sea-blown selves; our thoughts.  

First thoughts?  

This is not a theatre anymore. 

 

It maybe was, and will be once again but; this is not a 

theatre anymore… On entering, your body tunes itself to 

cold and dust, and memories. Who comes here now?  

 

We do.  

And this old palace’s familiars; a team who sweep and 

clean (on Sundays, and maybe a Wednesday), and dream 

of rosy yesterdays, and tomorrows. But the backstage is 

broken and you wouldn’t tread these boards now, not for 

an actor’s pittance wage, and the seaside crowds all gone 

to Spain… 

 

 

We watch the 1901 Mitchell and Kenyon film of the Morecambe promenade; a one take tracking shot of 

women with parasols and perambulators, boys throwing caps in the air, that was filmed and then shown the 

same day in the brand new Winter Gardens. We would like to make something as fresh and immediate as that. 

(And we do like to linger in the quiet dusk, the lebensabend, of this beached hulk.) 
 

And there is a song. (There is always a song…) Edward 

Elgar came her in 1903 and wrote a choral work for the 

Morecambe festival (a festival that Elgar refers to as the 

‘most significant in England’), to be performed here in the 

Winter Gardens, on this cold stage that now sounds the sea 

breeze in its rafters and the song of seagulls from its roof.  

We find the song; a setting of the Manx poet, Thomas 

Brown- ‘Weary wind of the west, over the billowy sea, 

come to my heart and rest…’, imagine it performed here, in 

this bedraggled building, back in the days when it was new.  

So. There will be music, and voices, that are of breath and 

the sea, and a readymade song all about it.  

This is a starting point. 

The larger question (the elephant in the room) remains… How to make a show that is both heavy with the dust 

and fading memories of this building, and is a worthy recreation of a heyday filled with laughter and spectacle?  

 

Second thoughts... (?) It is important to talk to people. People who know here. Lived here, worked here. How 

long does living memory go back? What is the difference between a building and a person? Sensation and 

memory? Who might tell us about this place, this town. Tell its stories most authentically? Most movingly? 

We are fascinated by its dust and also by its history. We hear of the sea creeping in from under the stage. 

 

[from Sea Breeze: A Seaside Spectacle] 

 

She is gathering dust. Walking the empty theatre. She pushes with her broom, like the sea pushing in. 

Once a day, twice a day, three for a matinee. 

Sweet wrappers and bottle-tops; orange peel and pennies, peanut shells and ordinary ice-cream scoops. 

Shreds of tobacco and spent matches, hair-pins and pin-drops, torn tickets and tide-tables. 

She is gathering dust. Walking the empty theatre. She pushes with her broom, like the sea pushing in. 

Once a day, twice a day, three for a matinee. She sweeps all before her, like time, like the tide. 

Outside the seagulls cry. 
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3.     Research(in)g the Winter Gardens 

 

Evelyn Archer sat in this balcony, aged six years old and never 

recovered from (the magic of) it all. ‘It was magical’. 1947. 

Aerialists suspended over the stalls. A pantomime of Cinderella. 

(And now she’s sweeping up its dust.)  

 

What does the dust contain? Consist of? What do the walls 

remember? This old building sits here, still, and breathes a sigh. 

And we? We are searching for stories, in the bones of its beams 

and its rivets and its rafters. Stories contained in jars of dust and 

a broken building’s breath. Under lead-less roof and leaden sky. 

 

We meet people and we talk. 

 

He began in 1937, on boxing day, for a pantomime. 

Footlights. Floodlights. Lonely up in the Limes. 

‘Trembling hands make trembling lights’. They painted 

the ceiling at night on a scaffolding; a little each night. 

 

This is from an interview with Joseph Sutton, aged 92. Joe told another story of those, his apprentice days. Of 

being asked to do a microphone check and, out of his ‘mind-gone-blank’, suddenly finding himself delivering 

his schoolboy recitation exercise: ‘The Quality of Mercy is not strained, it droppeth as the gentle rain from 

heaven… The Quality of mercy is not strained...’ And the writer in us thinks; ‘you couldn’t make it up…’  

(And the writer in us thinks; ‘we’ll use that…’) 

 

Out of the blue, from a man in Tahiti, by email (he lived here once);  

 

‘The night that the theatre closed, I was there. Putting the padlocks on the doors for the final time. Sea 

water trickled down the aisles to the stalls.  Little did we realise…’ 

 

And then it’s like a tap that will not stop. A flood of story. Memories like tides. (And we are sorcerer’s 

apprentices, almost upending bucket-loads of story out of windows; more than we might use…) 

 

Doreen Beresford (Mrs. B) - She sold ice creams for sixpence each. Ice cream in a tub, with a spoon. Ordinary 

flavours; vanilla, strawberry, chocolate. “Happy days, well it were lovely.” 

 

Bill Warburton. 1957 - He knew every seat in the house, so you’d give him your ticket and he’d show 

you the way to your seat. 

 

Irene Styan. c.1963.- She played in the stalls as her Gran was cleaning. She’d pick up the 

coloured plastic ice cream scoops that the posh people left behind. Her mission; find treasure. 

 

Barbara Mann - ‘Once, in the ballroom, we saw a bird flying around and around and 

around, and it landed at our feet, and we found a box and took it home.’ 

 

Who came here then? Everyone… And how, to place it; this flood of story, 

this desire we have tapped into, to remember. (Or- a refrain through some 

of our interviews; ‘I don’t remember the names’- to NOT remember.)  

How to both temper and embrace sentimentality and nostalgia. To make 

something that acknowledges past, and present, and touches on future? That 

is meaningful for us who are fascinated by its suspension and decay, and for 

people who know it better than us (for whom it is a part of their personal 

history), and who find its dereliction unbearably sad? 
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4.     This will always be a theatre 

 

Sea Breeze: A Seaside Spectacle  

 

(Or: making a song and dance of it all) 

 

Sea Breeze is;  

    - about memory, and about losing ones memory 

 

 

[The audience are seated on the stage, the safety curtain closed. We hear the sound of a gentle sea breaking on a 

pebbled beach. Hush now…] 

 

Sea Breeze is;  

   - the story of a building that has holes in its roof and lets 

the song of seagulls in. 

 

Sea Breeze is; 

  - about re-peopling an empty space, to tell people how it 

became empty. 

 

Sea Breeze is: 

  - one from the heart… 

 

[v.o] Ladies and gentlemen. Gentlemen and Ladies. Are you sitting comfortably? If you are sitting 

comfortably then we will begin. Let me start at the beginning. You might be interested to know that 

this stage is one of the few in the world specially built to hold an elephant, should an elephant be 

required. I don’t remember an elephant. I don’t remember lots of things. I forget the names. 

This is not a theatre anymore. This will always be a theatre. 

 

[The curtain rises. The song of the sea fades away on the tides out-breath and we are here again.] 
 

 

She is 

gathering 

dust. 

Walking 

the empty 

theatre. 

She 

pushes 

with her 

broom 

Like the 

sea 

pushing 

in. 

 

Once a 

day, twice 

a day,  

three for a 

matinee… 
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[The choir sing an arrangement of the Elgar song. And 

make the breathy whispered sounds of sea and story 

intermixed; a minor key canon; ‘… sometimes the Sea 

comes in, from under the stage’.  

And memory fades…] 

Memory is everything. 

Memory… was… everything… flickers. 

Things come and go now. The people who care for me 

dancing their dances. A flood one moment, and then it all 

goes dark. 

I forget the names. 

 

I have been so long inside myself. My seaside retirement. Sun and seagulls on my back and the rain coming in… 

Everything now is memory. It is where I live. It always was… 

 

Now even words dissolve. Lose meaning. Their 

straight lines and their curlicues begin to seem like 

hieroglyphics marks. Another language, and then no 

language at all. The random patterns that a sea breeze 

shapes in dust and sand. A raindrop trace on a 

window pane. 

They break apart. Lines and dust. Points of light. As 

baffling as stars… 

I am like a photograph.  

I am like a photograph of myself. 

I am… 

I… 

 

[Coda] 

 

A lullaby call from beyond the bay. The siren song of sea and sand, and a weary wind from the west. Sometimes 

we dreamed it and sometimes it was so. 

Everything is memory. Even the things that have not yet come to pass… 

She pushes. The sea pushes. A seagull calls. 

 

And.  

Like the memory of something still to come, we float out… 

we floated out… we shall float out. On the tide’s outbreath 

into the ocean’s deep lung bay. Almost… Almost to the 

ocean’s edge… 

We call out to you. We called out, we shall call out, to you 

(who are here with us), funny red brick palace of dreams, 

tucked under the fells, all your singing and dancing and 

laughter and tears so long in the past now even we barely 

remember… all your singing and dancing and laughter and 

tears still to come…and they echo on out here, here in the bay. All your stories. Gone today and here 

tomorrow, dancing on the tide’s breath and the briny salt sea breeze. And we feel it in our bones. Our brittle 

bones, our sea sway bones, that the tide will turn. Flow and ebb and ebb and flow.  

And, just as always, there’s a sea breeze blowing in… Bring on the show. 

 

Everything is memory, and memories are nearly gone.  

Everything is memory; bring on the song. 

 

Jonathan Raisin & Elizabeth Willow. 2014Jonathan Raisin & Elizabeth Willow. 2014Jonathan Raisin & Elizabeth Willow. 2014Jonathan Raisin & Elizabeth Willow. 2014....    


