Hope Springs Eternal
by Tom Albans

Verse 1

[The 1840s: A 21 year-old mill-worker, who has been working at Joseph
Clarke’s mill since childhood]

‘Hope springs eternal’, so my mother used to say,
But 12-hour days in cotton mills is not the life | dreamed of.
Across the street | glimpse that there’s another way:

As crowds flock to the music hall, | wish to be a Star...

Chorus

Who knows what the future may hold?
Our story is yet to be told.

When the dice of life are still to be rolled,
Hope springs eternal.

It feels like we've barely begun

And some folks have already won,

Making smog so thick it blocks out the sun.

But hope springs eternal!

Verse 2

[The 1890s: John Hetherington, textile machinery manufacturer, originally
based in Vulcan Works next door to Hope Mill]

The mill came up for sale, | made my offer first.
The future’s in machinery; this space has got potential.
But still, what worries me is will the bubble burst?

They talk of revolution, but the city’s turned so far...

Chorus




Verse 3

[The 1950s: Harry Burgess, of the Burgess Bedding Company, who were
based at Hope Mill for many years after moving from Shudehill]

We relocated here; we and the city grew.
The competition’s fiercer now but specialists can prosper.

Our Hope Mill forebears would be proud of what we do.

They say we built the beds upon which baby booms were born...

Chorus

Verse 4

[The 2000s: The Hope Mill Partnership take over the Mill and develop it
into a thriving, buzzing hive of eclectic artists and creative businesses]

This mill’s historic, but we're keen it isn’t just
The best-preserved example of its type in all the region.
To go on thriving creativity’s a must:

This buzzing hive of industry weaves narratives anew...

Chorus

Final chorus

Who knows what the future ‘Hope springs eternal’, so my
may hold? mother used to say,

Our story is yet to be told.

When the dice of life are still to But 12-hour days in cotton mills
be rolled, is not the life | dreamed of.

Hope springs eternal.
It feels like we've barely begun Across the street | glimpse that

there’ th :
And some folks have already ere’s anotner way

won,
Making smog so thick it blocks As crowds flock to the music
out the sun. hall, I wish to be a Star!

But hope springs eternal!

@ HOPE MILL

The world'’s a stage and all of
us are merely players with
entrances and exits, we many
different parts. Each one
changing place with that
which goes before us in time,
like waves t'wards the shore!



