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HOW THE BOOK 
WAS WRITTEN 

For three weeks in March and April 1987, a team of 
interviewers from Yorkshire Art Circus and Kirklees 
Libraries and Museums talked to members of the community 
in Dewsbury, Ravensthorpe, and Mirfield about their 
reminiscences and experiences of life in the area. Those 
recollections were recorded on a word processor, photocopied 
and bound to make a "Proto-book" - a process which links the 
newest of communications technology with the oldest - the 
spoken word. 

In keeping with the Yorkshire Art Circus motto "Everyone 
has a story to tell", "Proto-books" contain the unvarnished 
memories of a wide cross-section of the host communities' 
recorded as near verbatim as possible in order to try to convey 
something of the character and personality of story tellers. 

Local history books are so often simply worthy tomes reciting 
names and dates - the "Proto-books" aim to put flesh and 
blood back on to the bare bones of history. 

It is hoped that this book is a beginning, not an end, of a very 
enjoyable exercise and that people within the communities 
who have a story to tell will contact Dewsbury Museum on 
Dewsbury 468171. 
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OUR HOUSE 

The first house I remember was a prefab. It was made of metal on the outside and wood 
inside, wall papered, with a picture rail. In 1958, when I was five, we moved into a council 
house, my parents are still there though they've bought it now. Our first house was an end 
cottage; a terrace house really; two up and one down. In 1973 it cost £2000 and it was 
bought on a mortgage. We were the first to have a mortgage in our family. Our next move 
was into the house next door; an older type of semi but one with a bigger garden. Now we 
have progressed to a detached bungalow. I'll say this in favour of our first house. It was 
warm and the rates were low. 

* * * 

We'd have roast belly pork and rabbit stew together. On Sunday for a special treat we might 
have finny haddock or ham - that were a luxury. 
 

* * * 

Monday was washing day. You'd get up early and get some coal from the fire and put it 
under the set pot. Everything would be scrubbed on the table, rinsed, boiled, rinsed again 
and starched and blued. Then they'd be hung out, then ironed with a flat iron or a charcoal 
iron. We always had cold meat and potatoes and onions for tea on a Monday. No pudding, 
Mondays. Tuesdays we "did" upstairs. We used to have mash on a Tuesday. You'd get a 
carrot for 1d and a 1d onion and mix it with the left-over meat. On Wednesday it was fry-up 
and Yorkshire Pudding. Thursday was baking day. You'd pick up your brass fender and put a 
wood one down instead to put your bread on to rise. Then when you got that out of the oven, 
it'd be fruit pies and feather cake in the pudding tins - it were lovely. 
 

* * * 

We lived in a small house with an outside toilet. One toilet was shared by a couple of 
houses. We thought ourselves very well off because we had a flush-toilet but my 
grandmother had a dry closet. The toilets were kept spotless and we took it in turns to clean 
them. 
 

* * * 

We had the first flush toilet and hot and cold water in Mirfield for the working man. We 
shared it with next door. Everybody else had dry toilets, Some dry toilets had double seats - 
my pal and me could use it and tell the tale at the same time. 
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MONDAY WASHING DAY 
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* * * 
 
Our first house was an isolated farm cottage at Mitchell Lane, Earlsheaton. We were two 
miles from the nearest bus stop surrounded by cows, sheep, horses and little else. My father 
worked on the farm and used to deliver milk on his horse and cart. He was famous for being 
the only person to "Get the milk through" in the bad winter of 1947. I can remember in the 
kitchen we had a black lead fireplace and a copper boiler. I used to play in the barn with the 
farmer's boy. Our favourite game was Tin Can Squat where we put a can in a dust circle and 
whilst he was "on" I hid. He had to find me without me getting back to the can and kicking it. 
 

* * * 

There was 9 of us in our family, me, three sisters and five brothers, and I was the eldest girl, 
so it was always me who had to help my mother with the cleaning and with jobs around the 
house. We lived in a one-up, one-down, with all nine of us sleeping in the one bedroom, 
with beds in all four corners. It's a good job those old houses were as big as football fields. 
My favourite job was cleaning the kitchen range which was black leaded and this needed 
doing at least once a week. We didn't have much furniture downstairs and most of our meals 
us children used to sit on the floor to eat. We had a big horsehair sofa, but I didn't like to sit 
on it in just my skirt and socks because you used to prick your bum. My father worked at 
Thornhill Pit and he would have to be up by half past three in the morning to get to work for 
the six o'clock shift. Many's the time he would have to struggle through snow which came up 
to his knees. He would finish work at three in the afternoon and by the time he came home 
my mother had boiled up a couple of pans full of water and he would take his bath in front of 
the fire. For us children, bath night came as regular as clockwork every Friday night and 
with nine of us to go at it got very steamy and hot in that room. 

* * * 

I was born in 1905 in Ackworth. There was 9 of us besides my mother and father. We lived 
in a two-up, one-down. We had to do everything in that living room - wash, bake, eat, sleep. 
We weren't all at home together - some were away in private service. Then we moved to 
Dewsbury, the four of us who were still at home, and got work in the factories to help bring 
more money into the house. 

* * * 

I lived in 'Pendleton Hall' up Greenside in Mirfield. It wasn't a Hall then, it was made up into 
three houses and we lived in the middle one. At the end was Mrs Gills house and my mother 
used to tell us that in her day that was known as the 'mangle-house'. Folks would pay her a 
few coppers and she would do all the mangling for them. 
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* * * 

Vaccination was all free under the public health. You had to pay for your doctors, but what 
doctors used to do in them days, they used to take sixpence or a shilling a week. You might 
have a ten pound bill but they didn't worry as long as you paid your shilling a week. They 
were very tolerant and nearly every doctor had a man who used to go round collecting the 
money each week. 

* * * 

During the war they told me I had T. B. and tried to send me to an Isolation Hospital but I 
wouldn't go. The nurse told me "You'll be begging on your hands and knees to be let in" - but 
I didn't. Our Doctor, Dr. Everett, was in the Territorials, so we had to go to another doctor. 
After the war we went back to Dr. Everett - he was surprised to see me! He thought I'd be 
dead! 

* * * 

My Father died in the Smallpox epidemic of 1904. I was 29 then. The epidemic was so bad 
all the hospitals were full and we had to be cared for at home. Mother looked after him and 
she had to stay in the same bedroom 
all the time and food had to be passed through to her. 
 

* * * 

My mother used to give us "Indian Brandy" for upset stomachs and the like. I still keep some 
in the house for heartburn and acidity. It's difficult to get hold of these days. 
 
"Fennings Fever Cure" - my mother used to give us that as well. We used to collect 
elderberries and then my mother would make a syrup with them. We had that in winter to 
ward off colds. It was lovely. 
 
We used camphorated oil as a chest rub. We'd have a bath, then rub it in. You could feel it 
loosening your congestion. 
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OUR STREET 

We kept an Off Licence in Ravensthorpe but the yellow double lines saw us off. That and the 
Asians. They don't drink and so trade slumped phenomenally. 

* * * 

We could walk to Ravensthorpe and buy anything. We had four Co-ops - Mirfield, North 
Road, Broomer Street and Low End. Now we've only got one. 
It calls itself a Co-op. You can't buy a needle in Ravensthorpe. 

* * * 

There used to be a beautiful apple blossom on the roadside by Horace Green Builders. It was 
always the first sign of spring. I don't know who pulled it down but I bet its roots are still 
there. 

* * * 

In the early 1950' s when we first moved to Ravensthorpe we got a terraced house. At the 
bottom of Scout Hill there was a large wall with trees and we thought, "How lovely, we can 
walk in that park behind the wall". We got a shock when we found out that it was a sewerage 
works. 

* * * 

Ravensthorpe was a thriving community with all the shops you wanted. No one had to go 
anywhere else. I was a postman and Sackville Street was one of my rounds. People used to 
say the coloured people were unfriendly and kept themselves to themselves. But I tell you 
this, I got more presents down Sackville Street when it was their Christmas than I did in the 
rest of the town when it was our Christmas. 

* * * 

The milkman used to come round with a horse and cart and ladle out the milk from churns. 

* * * 

All the women used to scrub the steps. They used a ruddle stone and a white stone. A ruddle 
stone was yellow - some folk called it a donkey stone. 
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* * * 

 
Before alarm clocks there used to be "knocker-ups". They came down the street and snuffed 
out the gas lamps and then tapped on your bedroom window with their stick to wake you up. 
You had to pay them a copper to do it. 
 

* * * 

My father was an engine driver and had to get up at all hours. Sometimes 2 o'clock in the 
morning. A "Knocker-up" with a long stick would tap on the window until the window was 
opened and he knew my father was up. Unfortunately it woke the rest of us. The "Knocker-
up" went to the engine shed each night to look at the rota so he knew who to wake up and 
when. When my father was on a journey in his engine he would cook eggs and bacon on his 
shovel. 

* * * 

Taylor Street in Batley Carr was known as "Good Husband Street". I suppose it's obvious 
what it meant but I don't really know how it came to have that sort of a reputation. 

* * * 

During summer time it was too hot to go to bed, we would sit on the doorstep talking. 

We lived next to the St. John's Ambulance place. They had dances every Saturday night. 
There was never any trouble. People used to sit on our steps waiting for the doors to open. 
You could go out then and leave your door unlocked. 

I worked in Mr. Whitehead's Fish Shop. It was always busy, especially Fridays, there was a 
queue in both directions. 

Bonfire night in Garden Street was great. One person would make parkin, one would make 
potatoes, another toffee. It was a real party. The fire got so big it would set the phone lines 
on fire. The fire brigade knew to come every year. 
 

* * * 

We lived at Shepley Bridge, which was a bit out on its own, between Mirfield and 
Ravensthorpe. Our house was surrounded by water on three sides, so I was allowed to play 
out whenever I wanted. No problems with watching for cars in the street. Mind you, I did 
fall into the canal once, and had to be rescued by a chap walking on the tow path. It turned 
out he couldn't swim, so he got a medal for pulling me out. 
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* * * 

 
We used to buy most of our shopping from Mrs Hawkhams corner shop, because she sold 
everything. For our "big" shop, once a week, me and my mum would walk into Mirfield and 
shop at Lions Stores. We had a choice of buses to get back. A number 26 went along the 
bottom road and the number 27 went via Savile Arms. 

* * * 

Since I came to Mirfield about 20 years ago the amount of new building has been colossal. 
We had a new house built on the poppy field. People were annoyed then at it being built. 
Folks used to come from miles around to see poppies before, so I was told. The local Council 
were very friendly in those days. Our street often got flooded, we'd send for local Councillor. 
Once when he came I popped into garden shed to get a pick axe to lift the manhole cover. 
Well he went off saying a woman had been after him with a pick axe. Anyway they mended 
the road right quick after that. 

* * * 

We lived at Whitley. There were only three houses, but people used to walk past to work 
every day. I used to walk from Whitley to Marshall, Kaye and Marshall's. When the buses 
were more regular and people used them regularly, you used to see the same people every 
day. You knew who was going to get on and off at every stop. 

We got our water from an underground lake under Bluebell Wood. There was too much iron 
in the water and we had a thing with charcoal in that we ran the water through to purify it. 
We used to keep a few pigs and hens. One year we had some goslings taken. My dad knew 
who had taken them but they had them eaten and he couldn't prove anything. 
 

* * * 

I don't know how street names get changed but they do. Taylor Hill Way was known as 
Docky Lane in my youth. What is sometimes referred to as Slipper Lane I always knew as 
Highthorpe Lane. By the way, each house down Highthorpe Lane had its own well in the 
garden which never ran dry even though they occupy an elevated position. They are still 
there but have been carefully sealed. 

* * * 

One shop down Nab Lane was Addy's. It actually said "shoemaker" on the window. The 
Misses Addy, one of whom was a Sunday School teacher at Curtis Street, purveyed only 
honey. At least I think they did. There was just jars of honey and a flat iron in the window. I 
still sometimes wonder what the flat iron was for. 
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* * * 

Halfway along Nab Lane was a long row of low, back to back cottages known as "Wasps 
Nest". I suppose they were pretty squalid by modern day standards. A large Victorian home 
further down the lane was home for some refugees from Guernsey during the war. Their 
name was Kantz. They had escaped from the Nazi occupation in a small boat and eventually 
found a home in Mirfield. 

* * * 

I lived on Cam Lane in Mirfield. It was a steep road they used to come up the hill with a 
double load of coal on a flat cart. They only used one horse until they got to Cam Lane, then 
they needed two.
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OUR TOWN 
 
Dewsbury had no infirmary so every Church or Chapel would have a "Sing" to raise money 
for a hospital. There was usually a good conductor in every congregation and everyone had a 
right good time. Sometimes we went on till midnight. 

      * * * 

Mirfield had no trams and was a bit cut off from the rest of the mill towns. It was famous for 
its "Prom" on Sunday evenings. Whatever the weather, all the young men and young ladies 
would walk down from Church Lane to Knowle Road, in their Sunday best, after going to 
Church and Chapel. A lot of people met their "intendeds" like this. 

      * * * 

Divi day was a big thing for most families. It was a chance for most of them to rig out the 
kids. I worked in a chemist shop in Heckmondwike. You couldn't get too much of the basic 
things like razor blades, soap. There weren't many drugs or tablets, it was medicines. 

      * * * 

We went to the old Greenside Chapel in Mirfield. My dad was Baptist and my mam was 
Primitive Methodist and each went to their own Chapel, unless there was a special sing and 
then we all went to that. I remember Mr Joseph Armitage, Superintendent of Greenside, who 
was a right lovely man. He always had a good word for every child who came to chapel. He 
had a horrible job though. He worked for the Council and had to empty all the ash pits where 
folks had done what they had to do. I always used to feel sorry for Mr Armitage and 
wondered why such a nice man had such a nasty job. 

* * * 

My dad got killed in the pit in Doncaster in 1915. We had some relatives and friends in 
Dewsbury and so we came over here because it was better for my mother and there was 
plenty of work in the factories. We lived in Ashworth Road in a one-up-one-down. It nearly 
broke my sister's heart, moving. Doncaster's a much nicer place than Dewsbury, isn't it? The 
rents were cheap though. My mother paid 1/6 a week and 1d for the water rates. Of course 
they were all private landlords. There were no council houses. 
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* * * 
 
I was born in Crossley Lane Maternity Hospital in the early fifties. From what I can make 
out it had been a barracks during the war. Mirfield had its own maternity hospital then. My 
little boy was born in Staincliffe. They had knocked down Crossley Lane by then. 
 

* * * 

We moved from Batley Carr to live in a back to back terrace in Eastborough; it was known 
as "New Land". I can remember King George V and Mary coming down Station Road in 
1911. 

I can vividly remember being 18 months and cutting my foot but we didn't wear shoes you 
know. Most families couldn't afford shoes in those days. 

There were three railway stations in Dewsbury. The Lancashire and Yorkshire Line was a 
dead end. It started down in Long Causeway and went out through Savile Town Way, The 
London North East Station went from the bottom of Crackenedge Lane. You could get from 
Dewsbury to Ossett for 1d. 

* * * 

I loved the market in Mirfield, you could get a 6d bag of sweets with real chocolate in. It 
weren't a proper market but it seemed to live beside the Black Bull like an old friend. 

* * * 

There were two right characters in Ravensthorpe - Freddie Lee, the one- armed man who lit 
the gas lamps, and Billy Custard who kept a shop and held his head on one side. 

* * * 

I remember there were five cinemas and a theatre in Dewsbury. The Empire was smashing, 
we got all the London people up here in the war, even though it was a horrible, dirty place 
and they wouldn't have come normally, but it was safe from the bombs. Well, Dewsbury 
wasn't worth bombing. We even had a Repertory Company once. 

There were lovely plush seats at the Empire. They were red and they had big ones like 
armchairs. You could put your feet up there after a day's shopping. I'd go to the cinema two 
or three times a week and it was cheap. 
 

* * * 
 
In the 40's and 50's Dewsbury was superb for shops. There were 7 or 8 different grocers, you 
could get everything you needed. You only went to Leeds for something special and for a day 
out. 
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* * * 
 

We went to church every Sunday morning, to Sunday school in the afternoon and to 
Evensong at night. It was the busiest day of the week! We stopped going to church on 
Sunday nights when there was a mission chapel built in Battyeford. They had a wonderful 
old man who played the harmonium there and people used to come from miles around to 
hear him. 

* * * 

It was a lovely little community here in Ravensthorpe. We all helped each other out. We'd 
give 1d a week for the District Nurse and 1d a week for the ambulance so if anyone needed 
it, it would be there. I lived down Church Street. We had a small holding and dairy business 
but later the Health people said you couldn't keep cows too near people so we had to buy 
in our milk from elsewhere to sell it. 

* * * 

Ravensthorpe in the 1940's was a lovely place, you needn't go anywhere else for your 
shopping. On the Lane there were three Co-ops, six bakers, at least three butchers, two 
greengrocers, a hat shop and two shoe shops. We only went into Dewsbury to go to the 
market. If you wanted to get a bus into Dewsbury from the old Albion end, you had to first 
take a twopenny ride the other way, up to Fir Cottage, because by the time the buses got to 
the old Albion they were full. They used to turn round at Fir Cottage, in front of Colonel 
Walker's house. 

* * * 

The day before we moved to Ravensthorpe I had to go and see Dr Hartley. He asked me why 
I was looking so sad and I told him we were moving to "mucky old Ravensthorpe". He said, 
"Oh dear, is there anything I can do to help you?". Well, there wasn't and I've been in 
"mucky old Ravensthorpe" for 26 years now. They're a funny lot here, not like in Thornhill. 
Sometimes I've gone shopping in Huddersfield Road here and said "good morning" to folks 
and got a right look back. I'm not joking, but sometimes I've come home and wept. 

* * * 

When there were still rationing, I used to go to Tommy Ellis's shop for a quarter of humbugs 
for my mum. You'd give him your ration book and ask for twopence worth of humbugs and 
he'd recite "Large or small, brown or white, striped or plain" - all for twopence! His wife 
would come into the shop and say "Tea's ready, Ded", in this affected accent, and he'd say, 
"What is there?", and she'd always say "Boiled hem". We all knew it was always the same 
thing. They were probably only having bread and jam! 
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* * * 

Ernest Haigh used to deliver the milk with his horse and cart. He were always "kettled" - his 
horse knew the round though, so it used to manage without him. 

* * * 

We used to go to the Lions Stores for the flour and we used to have to carry it in stone bags 
under our arms. 

* * * 

I've been living in Mirfield for almost 20 years now. We came up here from Nottinghamshire 
as my husband was teaching in the Grammar School. I think the thing that struck me about 
Mirfield was the friendliness. My daughter had her fifth birthday a few days after we moved 
in. We didn't know anyone but we went out on the street and got people in. There were no 
carpets down so there was nothing to spoil and it was really the best birthday party we've 
had. People were very proud and conscious of Mirfield being the largest village in England. 
Although it was one village, all the small communities seemed to keep their identities. A real 
mind your own business town. We almost had the road with the most petrol stations along 
Huddersfield Road in Ravensthorpe, but there are more in Bradford. 

* * * 

Dewsbury had 5 cinemas. We had a lift, a ride up, and then a couple of films for 6d. You 
couldn't go wrong. Dewsbury also had a lot of public houses. Before I visited them as a 
customer, I delivered their newspapers as a paper boy. My uncle kept the Market House on 
Church Street 28 years. In 1911, when Dewsbury came home from their Wembley Victory 
with the Cup, my dad took his turn and had a drink from it as it was passed round at the 
Market House. 

* * * 

People who lived at the other side of the river at Battyeford had to use the ha'penny bridge to 
get anywhere. You paid 5d for a weekly ticket, I think it was 2d for children. 

* * * 

I came to Dewsbury when I was about 6 years old. Before that I'd lived in Batley. I went to 
Chickenley Juniors and after that to Earlsheaton Modern. There's been a lot of change in 
Dewsbury over the years. I've been a town centre worker for 17 years so I've seen the 
changes. Robinson Street has gone altogether now, it's all become Tithe Barn street - you 
know that used to be spelled "Tythe" - it's all changing. There were 5 cinemas then - the 
Esoldo, the Pioneers, the Rix, Tudor and Playhouse. The organ used to come out of the floor 
in the Playhouse and I went to see the last film they showed at the Playhouse - it was about 
the first World War - a musical, I remember. 
  

13



 

 

* * * 

One mill used to sound a 10 O'clock gun. I think it was either Marshall Kaye Marshall or else 
another place up Calder Road. 

* * * 

The "Tin Can" was what everyone used to call the bell of the Moravian Chapel. 
* * * 

When I was a child they used to bring malt to the brewery on flat carts. The sacks would be 
piled up on the cart and 4 shire horses would be pulling it, snorting and clicking their heels 
on the cobbles and making sparks. I used to be very frightened. 

When the library was in Grove Park the librarian used to be Mr. Armitage. In the park there 
were "Keep off the Grass" notices. Mr. Armitage must have spent all his time looking out the 
library window because whenever you put just a foot on the grass, his window would fly 
open and he'd be shouting at you. 

* * * 

I remember as a child being drawn to the Gent's Hairdressers on town. He used to have all 
sorts in his window, like umbrellas but particularly there were long strings of brightly 
coloured beads. These really attracted me as a child. They were probably rubbish really, but 
seemed fascinating at the time. "Nora's" milliners used to have the latest style of hats in the 
window. These styles were made famous by film stars at the time (you weren't dressed up 
without a hat in those days), and each had a card near it saying "June Allyson" or "Veronica 
Lake". 

* * * 

You had some lovely shops in Ravensthorpe. Harry Mellors sold everything. When it was 
fine, everything was out on the pavement. When it was raining you couldn't get in the shop. 
If you wanted two pennorth of something you went to Harry Mellors. The Maypole used to 
sell cheese and butter and they used to bat the butter from a churn. 
 

* * * 

I was born in Ravensthorpe, either Clarkson Road or the one next to it. We had a char 
woman, she lived near. She came and did the washing on Mondays. When I was little we 
moved to Dewsbury, to West Park Street and I went to Wheelright Grammar on Halifax 
Road - that was at the end of the First World War. My father was a manager at a Shoddy mill 
in Ravensthorpe - Law Mills. Part of it was worked by waterwheel and people used to come 
and see the wheel even when the mill wasn't working. 
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* * * 

There used to be a Co-op at Battyeford before the war - I don't remember it being there when 
I came out of the army in 1945. I always remember the smell of coffee and the butter and lard 
cut off for you from the slabs in the shop. I got married in 1945 and moved to Ravensthorpe 
and we lived with mother and father for 12 months, then father got a new job in Morley and 
we took over the house. I used to go down to Ravensthorpe Ambulance Hall and the Drill 
Hall in Mirfield to go dancing to the local dance band - on a special night out. 

* * * 

Long before the war there was a pub at the bottom of Daisy Hill called the Friars Vaults, but 
it was always called the Naked Lady. The reason was they had topless waitresses even in 
those days. They used to sit on the men's knees too. 

There was a tripe shop next to where the White Lion used to be and next to that was a shop 
where they made iced cakes. At Christmas they used to have these wonderful castles and 
things in the window. 

There was a cafe opposite Joe Lyman's pub where, at half past six in a morning you could go 
in and buy 2 slices of fat and bread and a pint of tea for 2d. The men used to buy it for their 
snap. 

* * * 

My mother always told me it was her grandfather, a Frank Sheard, who did a lot of the 
carving on the stone at Mirfield Parish Church. Apparently he used to dice with death every 
day, having to climb up there on a real rickety pair of ladders. He used to have a stone 
scraper which he passed down through the family, made in the shape of Mirfield Parish 
Church. It was a boot scraper and it's still in our family today. Apparently Frank Sheard 
made it out of the same stone as the church was made of. I can remember going to the 
centenary service at Mirfield Church and gazing up at the carvings in the roof thinking, "It 
was a member of my family that put those there." 

* * * 

Both my father and my uncle were members of the Mirfield Baptist Military Band and were 
very proud of it. They looked ever so smart in their red jackets, white cords, gold tassles and 
a sash across the chest. They were the best band in Mirfield and often played in the park in 
the summer. We would all go and watch 'our dad' with his cornet and 'our uncle Bingley' 
with his clarinet and be very proud of them. The band used to lead the Whitsuntide march 
from the Baptist Church down to the park. They also played there for Peace Day in 1919 and 
regularly played at Huddersfield Town as the half time turn. They went to the Crystal Palace 
Championships five years in a row, though I don't know as they won anything. The 
conductor was Gill Brearly from a very well-to-do Mirfield family who did a lot for music 
and art in Mirfield. 
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* * * 
 

When my mother was married she was a Wesleyan, but my father's side were all Primitive 
Methodists. She was right worried that her family would never speak to her again, because 
Wesleyans used to cross to the other side of the street to avoid meeting Primitives. 
 

* * * 

My husband was a railway man and I knew when he was arriving home because he used to 
blow the train hooter at Mirfield to let me know. 

At one time you could buy anything from a pin to a house. There were all kinds of shops. I 
remember Murphy's general store, Hargreaves Grocers, Harry Newsome's shoes, 
McLaglen's babywear. There were some good bakers - especially Asquiths. There was 
always a queue there at one time. You didn't used to go to Dewsbury for anything - you 
could get it all in Ravensthorpe. 

* * * 

The shops used to keep open till 11 o'clock most nights. I used to work in a shoe shop and 
catch the last tram home at 11. 30. I was never afraid of being mugged. 

In the centre of the Market Place was the 'Banana Kings' stall - they'd give you a carrier bag 
full of bananas for 6d - and that included the carrier. In those days we had no 'fridges', of 
course - we'd keep food in the cellar. It was cold and it had those stone shelves. 

My mother could buy a roast of beef for 2/6 and that would feed a family of 9 for two days. 

* * * 

We used to have a double-island station at Mirfield. At the turn of the century it had its own 
sweet shop and even snooker tables. It was a Junction for the Bradford, Leeds, Huddersfield 
and Wakefield lines. The Bradford line was closed in the 50's. It used to be very busy and 
occasionally mistakes were made. Once the goods train was diverted into a siding. It went 
straight through the buffers and off the edge. Nobody was really hurt. 

* * * 

I can remember them building the Infirmary. Before that I was a patient in the old Infirmary. 
I had a lump on my neck. It was quite common then. It was because we were short of 
vitamins and we only got oranges at Christmas. I remember one Christmas my mother took 
in some boarders. They were theatrical players who were in the pantomime. I got lots of 
presents from them. 
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* * * 
 

My husband loved Dewsbury. He never went on holiday. He used to say "This is my 
holiday". He used to work in the market. He started when he was 9 years old, running 
errands for the other traders. Then he got his own stall, selling crockery. "Harry Arry" - that 
was his nickname - everybody knew Harry. 

* * * 

We kids were on holiday in Blackpool when war broke out. Our Mum thought we ought to 
come home straight away but we decided to stay till Saturday. 
 

* * * 

It'd get round that Medder Dairy or Maypole Dairy, or such a butcher would have a 
consignment of sausagemeat or margarine and the mother sent the kids down to queue. 
When you'd queued and it were time for school, mothers used to come down and take their 
places, and they might be queueing about two or three hours for a bit of sausagemeat. I've 
queued all of five hundred yards for margarine, and me mother's come down and taken me 
place at five to nine - I've been off to school, and she's queued while about half past ten, 
waiting for a quarter of a pound of margarine. 

* * * 

During the war, the Post Office had its own Volunteer Defence Force and dad firewatched 
on the Post Office roof. Around Christmas 1940 some enemy bombs came down on 
Wakefield Road ripping all the stone sets up and a brave woman sheltering went back into 
her house to rescue the spice cake from the oven. They say they were after the railway goods 
yard and the guns which were sited on Caulms Wood Golf Course and after the war when 
houses were scarce my newly-married sister managed to get a Nissan hut there. My brother 
and I thought it was great but the place was crawling with cockroaches. 

* * * 

During the war, young people had to join a youth organisation. I joined the St John's 
Ambulance Cadets in Dewsbury. My mother and father were air raid wardens and every time 
they put on their uniforms, I put on mine. Every time the sirens went, we went round the 
houses of the elderly to make sure they got in the shelters. 

* * * 

During a Battle of Britain celebration in Dewsbury I met the Australian airwoman, Joan 
Batten. At another big parade in Dewsbury, I met Lady Mountbatten who was Commander-
in-Chief of the St John's Ambulance.
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* * * 

My mother said my experience of the war was like Cook's tour. I volunteered like a patriotic 
idiot and had to serve 7 years of active service. My father hadn't been in the first war 
because he was valuable as a steel man at home, but I soon learned what war was really 
about. It's not a shilling in your hand and the bible, it's smelling Belsen Concentration Camp 
miles before you get to it and seeing lampshades made out of human skin. 

* * * 

I was not poor but I lived among poor people. During the war I was earning fabulous money, 
£50 and £60. Imagine that! £50 when men were keeping families on £3, I had beautiful fur 
coats and a luxury flat. This was the time I was singing with Major Glenn Miller. He did not 
bring his girl singers over, just the band; nine brass and six saxophones doubling clarinets. I 
sang for him in France and Belgium. He was a lovely man but a perfectionist. Harry Ray 
was the same, sticklers for work. 

Band life in those years was hard but you had to be good, have perfect diction. Today they 
say "You sing awful, you look awful but you'll go a long way"! It wasn't the same then. I 
was probably best known for my rendering of "Brazil", "Dearly Beloved", "When I Fall in 
Love" and "You'll Never Know". 

I got married in 1946. It was a hard life. My husband was not a theatrical and thought them a 
bit false. It took him some time to see that they are very affectionate people. Poor man, he 
married into a world he didn't understand but we've kept together all this time, almost 41 
years and I can tell you this, I would not change him for the world. 
 

* * * 

My husband was in the Navy. He was a Dental Surgeon and we lived on Bradford Road, 
Dewsbury. It was very quiet in those days. Miss Sykes lived next door. She had a sweet 
shop and only opened when she had sweets, then there was a queue about a mile long and 
afterwards she'd shut until she got some more. Madame Jean's the tailor was down the road. 
There was a smash and grab there. The lad must have been a bit cuckoo. He threw a brick 
through the window and stole the dress and the stand. But they got him back by the time 
he'd got to the Majestic. 

If my husband came home without a leave warrant he didn't get a ration book. Neighbours 
were very kind - most of their husbands were in restricted jobs and were at home and they'd 
give me eggs or bags of sugar. That's the best thing about the war, everyone was kind, no 
one was nasty. At Kays Arms in Grange Moor they had a harvest festival evening. I'd cycle 
over there and they usually made about £100. £50 went to Huddersfield Infirmary and £50 
to Dewsbury Infirmary. You'd usually go with the intention of giving £5 but then you'd 
spend it on something you really needed like sugar - so you weren't just giving £5, you were 
getting something you really needed. 
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* * * 

 "Solly" Booth, the Bookmaker, lived down from us. He was very kind to me during the war. 
If there was any trouble, he said, I was to phone him up. I'd lean out of the window and 
place a bet, 1/- each way just before the race. 
 

* * * 

Some of the girls used to go out with American soldiers, Just for the sake of getting the 
nylons. 

* * * 

Dewsbury was pretty safe during the war but two men got killed on Wakefield Road one 
teatime, so it wasn't a safe place for them. 

* * * 

There was a big air raid on Wakefield which affected Dewsbury. The anti- aircraft batteries 
at Caulms Wood started up. It was really noisy. Several people were killed by a bomb up 
Wakefield Road. 

I was in the hairdressers when the raid started with my hair half done. It had to be finished 
off in the air raid shelter. 

There was an animal rescue service. You were supposed to round up any stray animals after 
an air raid. There were some cellar dwellings under the Park Hotel and one was fitted out 
with shackles to keep the animals safe. 

* * * 

My family had lived at Eastborough over 50 years, my dad at Kiln Lane, my grandad at 
Battye Street and my great grandad at the Grocer's Shop on Lawson Street, a shop even I 
remember, 50 years after visiting it regularly as a schoolboy, remembering those old Fry's 
Chocolate ads and a loud door bell. My great grandfather, a Bradford weaver and 
shopkeeper, first arrived in Dewsbury in the mid 19th Century. He eventually kept three 
shops in town but he couldn't read or write but somehow knew how many pennies were in a 
pound in spite of this. 

* * * 

Cyclists from all over Yorkshire used to come and race on the cycle track at the bottom of 
Commercial Street in Ravensthorpe. It was a good track and there were plenty of "bumps and 
scrapes". My grandma used to tell us she used to go there and sell fresh lemonade she would 
have made, using proper lemons, in ha'penny glasses. When the cyclists fell off it was her 
who used to bandage them up and give them a free glass of lemonade. Hundreds of folk used 
to turn up and watch. 
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* * * 

There was a commissionaire at the cinema in Dewsbury who dressed up like a Swiss 
Admiral. I didn't know him but we got to talking. He earned £1 6s 2d a week and the 
Manager had said someone else would take this chap's job over for half a crown less. This 
was the sort of blackmail that sent the wages down in the depression days. My father was a 
canvasser for the Conservative Party at the first elections after the first war. He had a blue 
rosette as big as a dinner plate but before he died he was a communist in his thinking. Life 
had treated him in such a way he felt that was the only way of thinking for ordinary people. 
 

* * * 

Between the ages of 12 and 14 I was a Tramboy. This was after school from 4. 30 till about 
7 at night and between 8. 30 and 1 p. m. on a Saturday morning. I got paid half a crown a 
week which was good money for a twelve year old lad. There were a few tram firms 
operating from Dewsbury at the time, the main ones being the Ossett and Soothill Tramway 
Co., and the Yorkshire Tramway Co. which went into Birkenshaw, Cleckheaton and 
Ravensthorpe. The main duties of a tramboy was to deliver parcels from one place to 
another. The system would work like this. A person would want a parcel taking, say from 
Ravensthorpe to Thornhill. He would give the parcel to the driver of a tram going into 
Dewsbury, together with the necessary fee. The driver would give him a receipt, pocket the 
money and hand it all in to the office at the end of the day. The parcel would be left at the 
Dewsbury terminus until the tramboy picked it up. It was our job to make sure the parcel got 
to its destination. In this case it would mean taking a tram up to Thornhill and then walking 
to the right address. Sometimes you had to walk a couple of miles from the tram stop to the 
address. I don't think we ever really finished at 7 p. m., this was when you picked up the last 
parcel. If the last delivery was to a far out place then you could be working till 8. 30 or 9 
o'clock at night, but weren't paid from 7 o'clock onwards, and remember you had to be up at 
8 next morning to get to school. 

* * * 

I was evacuated along with my five year old brother John to Colne in Lancashire. We spent 
two years there staying at the home of a local councillor. The last time I saw my mother was 
at home on the Saturday morning but I can't recall being particularly sad at going. It was a 
bit of an adventure and something out of the ordinary. Practically the whole school 
assembled in the hall, all with our raincoats on, bags in hand and badges with names on were 
pinned to our coats. We were taken by bus to the railway station and I can remember people 
coming out of their houses to wave at the bus as it went down our street. At the station there 
seemed to be thousands and thousands of children all in rows and dressed alike with the 
raincoats bags and badges. The train journey was very noisy and exciting. It was the farthest 
I had ever been from home.
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* * * 

There wasn't the same amount of traffic in the town centre. Nobody had cars really. Up to 
the war, I'd say that about 50% of traffic was horse drawn; then there were trams but all the 
long distance work was done by the railways. The market has shrunk to make way for 
traffic, it used to stretch to where the Town Hall is and all Market Square used to be full of 
stalls on market days. 

* * * 

On Saturday nights everything used to be auctioned in Dewsbury market. They used to put 
sweets and chocolate bars in a bag and shout, "Who'll give me a shilling a bag?". My mother 
used to give me half a crown and say, "Get breast of mutton, you'll get more that way". We 
had to buy at the market auction, we couldn't afford to buy it otherwise. 

* * * 

I was born at the Ship Inn, Shepley Bridge. My grandfather kept the pub from 1887 to 1906, 
then my parents kept it until 1931. First of all it was Kirkstall Brewery and then it became a 
Free House. We kept the local brews such as Ramsden's and Websters. 

* * * 

Dewsbury was a happy sort of town. Although there was always a shortage of work, people 
were happy - there was always someone there ready to help you out if you needed it. 

* * * 

My first recollection of Mirfield is standing by the side of Ings Grove Park entrance 
watching a German tank from the First World War, when I was three years old (this was in 
1919). Crowds of people were watching it come along at three miles an hour. It was kept on 
display in the park until 1939 when they collected them all for scrap. There was one in 
Dewsbury park too. 

* * * 

We always paid 2d a week to the doctors fees and the doctor came to the door every Friday 
evening to collect it. Neither of our doctors had a car. Dr Walker came on a bicycle and Dr 
Oliver rode a horse. 

There's a farm by the river at Ravensthorpe where the farmer used to let the bottom of a field 
flood in winter so when it iced over people could skate on it. 
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* * * 

I bought the old Central Garage in Mirfield, which was situated where Listers Stationers is 
now, over the road from St Paul's School. It was quite an important garage, famous for 
having the first pump in Yorkshire where the customer could select not only different grades 
of petrol but different brands. This was in 1921 when the garage was known as the Mirfield 
Carriage and Electric Light Company. 
 

* * * 

Mr Carter, who had a Smithy next to the Black Bull in Mirfield was a rival of mine although 
he must have been at least 40 and I was only 8 or 9! We both kept guinea pigs and used to 
enter them at Fur and Feather shows held at the Bull. I remember at one show the judges had 
a big argument about what was the best exhibit at the whole show, a pigeon or my cavy, 
Blackie. They were unable to make their minds up so the prize was equally divided. The 
prize was a bottle of whisky, so the pigeon fancier gave me 6/3d and took the whole bottle. 

* * * 

I first came to Ravensthorpe from Thornhill when I was 22. I married a Ravensthorpe man 
and on the day of the wedding it poured it down. We didn't get any photographs, it was that 
bad. I got married in white, silk and lace, it was a gorgeous dress. I had my hair coiled up on 
top of my head - short hairstyles had just come in but my dad wouldn't let me have it cut. A 
few weeks after my wedding my husband said, "You're your own woman now, have it cut if 
you want to. ", so I did. I kept the two long, black coils of hair that were cut off for years - I 
only gave them away a year or so ago. 

* * * 

The first to build a house up Church Lane was Mr Morton of Sands House. When Major 
Ingham who owned the estate opposite found out he was furious, he insisted that no-one 
should overlook his land. He was a big man in the church, he used to give money and have a 
private pew. He couldn't stop him building so he built a wall to block his view, saying that 
the wall had to be as high as the upstairs windows of the house. Because of this it became 
known locally as the Wall of Spite. The Mortons were members of the same church and were 
so upset that they changed churches and started to go to Whitley Church. To make it easier, 
they had a stone track built to get their horse and carriage from Sands House through 
Ladywood and the corn fields to Whitley. 

* * * 

The pit at Gregory Springs was working in them days. They called it a day hole because the 
men didn't have to go down the pit, they just walked straight in, even the pit ponies walked 
straight in. 
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* * * 

I arrived on 22 May 1977. I came to Dewsbury from Mirpur. I was 17 years old when I came 
here. My father had lived here since 1961 and I had to settle down with him, he had lived 
most of his life in Dewsbury. I used to live in Ravensthorpe just off the North Road. No-one 
had told me much about England, they had just said it was cold in winter and it rains all the 
time. I found it very boring here for the first six months. I couldn't speak much English well, 
I couldn't start a conversation with anyone so I just stayed at home all the time. 

* * * 

I lived up on Dewsbury Moor and I had to walk down to Dewsbury for shopping. 
Heckmondwike was near but I didn't like it there. Dewsbury was grand, the shops were nice 
and you could get everything you wanted. People came from miles to the market. It was the 
best market of all, you never wanted to go nowhere else. 

* * * 

I came to Mirfield from Shepley. Thought it was the big city, Mirfield. Well Shepley was 
back end of beyond - you'd have 2d bus ride to the local flea pit there. But here, well there 
were two cinemas and on a Saturday you could go up to town to Huddersfield or even 
Dewsbury - and for diversion people would go somewhere exciting like Brighouse. 

* * * 

I used to have a gown shop. My partner had this big brown poodle called Coco. It was a vile 
dog, a real swine. It would attack anything on two or four legs. It was oversexed - it would 
bite the male dogs and "assault" the female dogs that came in the shop. 

For each year's spring fashions we would hold a gown show in the Vale Cinema. Admission 
was free and we'd provide afternoon tea for the public who'd sit at tables. The models were 
local girls who worked at the shop. 
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OFF TO SCHOOL 
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MIXED INFANTS 
 
I went to Battyeford Infants School, but about the only thing I can remember is the forms we 
had to sit on were very hard and on quite a few occasions I ended up with splinters in my 
bottom. The Head was a Miss Roberts and I was in Miss Micklethwaite's class. We were 
taught reading, writing and arithmetic and very little else. No PE, no art, no crafts. I 
remember Mrs Wormald, the wife of a big mill owner, would visit the school occasionally 
and hand out sweets to the children. These were "great occasions" and all the children had to 
be in their best clothes on that day. 

* * * 

During the war our junior school was taken over by the ARP for their headquarters. They 
surrounded it with sandbags. We all had to share with the infants school. 

* * * 

I went to Ravensthorpe Church School, which was a very good school. The Vicar, Rev V H 
Legg, used to give us lessons every morning. He would come in and say "Who are your 
Guardians in Faith?", and we'd have to repeat our catechism beginning "My parents and 
God-parents... ", and we would all repeat it all together. We all had to go to church on Good 
Friday morning, but we didn't mind this because we had a half day holiday in the afternoon. 
The Headmaster was a Mr Morgan who was very strict. 

* * * 

I remember story time in the afternoon at school. Sometimes our teacher, Mr Hudson, 
wouldn't read from a book but recite to us. He knew "Sherlock Holmes and the Speckled 
Band" off by heart and "The Highwayman", that started "The moon's a ghostly galleon, the 
road was a river of moonlight". Mr Hudson was a prisoner of war in Japan and he used to tell 
us stories of escapes from the camps. We thought this was very exciting and sat in absolute 
silence. 

* * * 

Before going to Infants I went to Nursery School, I think I was about 2. I remember having 
to swallow a spoonful of Cod Liver Oil every day, which was followed by a small glass of 
orange. There were some camp beds which the teacher used to bring out in the afternoon and 
we had to go to sleep. If you didn't feel tired you had to close your eyes and pretend. She 
covered you with two very coarse grey blankets, which were very itchy.  
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* * * 

 
Our classroom in the Infants was quite a long walk from the main school. I remember there 
was an article in the paper saying it was a shame we had to walk so far. Our classroom was a 
temporary one, built just after the war, but it had been there for twenty years. 

* * * 

At Christmas we'd make a Christmas pudding at school. We'd all bring something and the 
pudding was cooked in a wash boiler and suspended from a window pole. There'd be enough 
for 40 or 50 children. 

* * * 

I went to Miss Castle's Primary School in Ravensthorpe. It had a "proper" name but I can't 
remember what this was. The headmaster was a Mr Sheard and he was very small. 

* * * 

I went to Hopton School and was good at art. I remember Mr Player, the Headmaster, 
complimented me on my still life. My brother also did something well and both our 
pictures were framed and put on the wall. 

For the silver jubilee in 1935 we all went to school. It was a Saturday and it was raining 
so we all had to tell stories, and I got up to tell a story, even though I was a shy lad. One 
of the best things about Hopton School was that it was so near to the station. We were all 
keen train spotters and we to collect the names and numbers as we saw them going past. 

* * * 

Before I was married my last name was Soloman which is a Jewish name. My 
Grandfather was a Jew but all his sons had married out of the faith, so I didn't know much 
about it when I was young. On the way to school I had to pass a Catholic Junior School 
and sometimes the boys and girls there would stand at the railings and chant "Who killed 
Christ?". This really upset me and one night I told my Aunty Kit why I was in tears when 
I came home. She told me to reply "Who killed Cardinal Hinsley in Pheonix Park?" the 
next time this happened, which I did. The next day at school I was called to the 
Headmistress's Office and found two nuns there who pointed at me and said "There, that's 
the girl." The Headmistress asked me why I had said such a wicked thing but when I 
started crying and told her my side of the story she turned to the nuns and told them she 
didn't think it was a very Christian attitude to pick on one little girl. I don't know what the 
Nuns said when they got back to the Catholic School, but the chanting was never repeated 
again.

* * * 

I went to the Old Council School at Earlsheaton. Mister Knowles was the headmaster. 
Other teachers were Mr Harry Thomson (he was a cricketer with Dewsbury and Savile). 
Miss Potts and Miss White. They never married as far as I know. I don't think women 
teachers did marry in those days. I know one teacher who waited until she retired before 
getting married. 
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* * * 

I walked from Shepley Bridge to St Paul's School. They used to send us into a tiny little 
sewing room for meals. It had broken chairs and no heating. There were some little cottages 
nearby and the lady in one of them used to mash our tea or cocoa for 1/2d. For an extra 1d 
she would put milk and sugar in it for you. Our sandwiches were nothing fancy, either Jam, 
dripping or cheese with nothing for "afters". 

The teacher had to take two classes of about 25 or 30 in one room with a small fire in one 
corner - it was very cold in winter. There was a lot of TB, consumption, whooping cough. 
The toilets were awful and they were right down the yard. When there was frost and snow, 
the teacher wouldn't let you go, she was afraid you'd fall so you had to go into the sewing 
room and use an old bucket. 

If we had been good, for a special treat we were taken out to the churchyard for physical 
exercises, you know, deep breathing, arm swinging and so on. I really enjoyed it and used to 
look forward to it. 
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B I G  SCHOOL 

On May Day at school we used to have a Maypole and a May Queen. The May Queen was 
elected by all the school and she had a flower bearer and crown bearer for attendants. 
Afterwards she used to take them home for tea. 6 girls and 6 girls dressed as boys did Morris 
Dancing. 

* * * 

I went to East Thorpe Girls' School where the gallery is now. I remember we had a Maypole 
in the playground and we used to dance around it in May. A May Queen was crowned and 
wore a crown of May blossom. She was one of the girls from the top class at School. The 
younger girls would dance around the Maypole while the older ones would do Morris 
Dancing. I always used to be one of the dancers around the Maypole. The Morris Dancers 
used to have little sticks with silver bells and flowers at the top of them. I think the piano 
used to be pushed out of the kindergarten part of the school to give us some music. It was a 
great day and lots of people in the town would come and watch us. 

* * * 

On a Tuesday afternoon we used to do mental arithmetic and I would have done anything to 
miss Tuesday afternoons. If you didn't get your sums right you had to go and stand in a line 
outside the headmaster's office and you would get caned. I nearly always ended up standing 
in that line. I still got my sums wrong again next week. 
 

* * * 

Education was important to my whole family. We were brought up that way. My father was 
a steel master and worked very hard but when the demand for steel got less, after the First 
World War, we had to commute to Sheffield from Thornhill Lees, Dewsbury, and eventually 
was left high and dry. My future wasn't going to be like my father's and both he and my 
mother encouraged me and my two sisters to read and learn as much as possible. 

I left school at 13, I had to, my father couldn't find work, but I went to Batley Yard School in 
the evenings. I'd get in at 6 o'clock from my work as a compositor and I'd eat my tea while 
walking down Bradford Road on the way to the classes. I wouldn't get back till 11 o'clock 
some nights and I'd have to be at work for 8 o'clock the next morning. I had the same teacher 
on evenings as I'd had during the day at school. 
If you wanted to go to Tech you had to spend two years at night school and that's what I did. 
I stayed in education till I was 18. This was in 1925 and it was thought of as quite unusual.
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* * * 

I used to take photos of all school events, did my own developing and printing and at annual 
Bazaar Time took orders for prints from my school chums. Proceeds went to the Bazaar 
funds which were in aid of Dewsbury Infirmary. On 11 July, 1931, I took pictures of the 
laying of the foundation stone of the new Wheelwright Grammar School, Girls School. It 
amazed me in 1970 when I was contacted by a Mr V Pickles, who was writing a history of 
Wheelwright and wanted a copy of my schoolgirl picture. Apparently, it was the only one in 
existence. 

* * * 

I was a pupil at Dewsbury Grammar School and every morning I would run up the steps at 
Mirfield Station, listening for the Porter's cry. If it was "Thornhill, Horbury, Wakefield and 
Normanton!" I could stop rushing.  If it was "Dewsbury, Batley, Morley and Leeds!", I ran 
like the wind! 

* * * 

I went to Wheelwright Grammar School, which was an all girls school. It was quite a journey 
to get there from Shaw Cross, it meant catching two buses. Before going to that school I was 
dragged around Dewsbury to be fitted in a uniform, which must have been two sizes too big. 
We all had cherry-berry badges. My favourite lessons were maths and English but I 
absolutely hated PE. I would do anything to avoid hockey, even inventing "mystery 
illnesses". 

* * * 

I went to Ravensthorpe Senior School, where my class teacher was Miss Baker. She was a 
very good teacher, quite advanced for the day. My favourite subject was history, which 
when I think about it must have involved a bit of geography as well, because we got told 
about different countries and about different ways of life. I remember girls got taught sewing 
and housework, whilst boys were taught woodwork and metal work. Housework was called 
"Domestic Science" but it didn't involve a lot of baking. It was mostly washing and ironing. I 
remember a big, black stove in the centre of the classroom with all irons round the side of it. 
In washing we were told not to mix colours with whites and to add a drop of vinegar with 
the soap for colours. We did washing once a week at school. 
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* * * 

We were very green in those days. No one told us the facts of life. At school, when we did P. 
E. the boys used to peep over the partition so they could see us exercising in our navy blue 
knickers. My mother told my brother this would make him go blind and he believed her so he 
stopped. I believed her as well. A girl in our class, the vicar's daughter, had to leave because 
she was having a baby. We all giggled about it because we knew exactly what happened. It 
was obvious. You got babies when you started kissing the boys behind the toilets at 
dinnertime. We knew because our mothers had told us. 

* * * 

Our family came down here for work. We lived up in the North East and it was only the pit 
up there and no work for my sisters. When we came here it was the first time I had been to 
school properly. I was at Knowle Council School but only stayed there for my last 18 months 
of schooling before I left at 14. I wouldn't go to school when we lived in Durham. I just used 
to go answer my name and come out. Here it was different. 

* * * 

When we went to school we did as we were told. If you got into trouble you got it again 
when you got home. We respected our teachers. You daren't answer back and you had to be 
clean. I was one of 7 children and we all won scholarships except my sister who suffered ill 
health and had to leave school early. 

We were frightened of the police. They used to say "If you don't behave I'll fetch a bobby'' 
The police used to walk around with truncheons. 
 

* * * 

I loved school. I went to elementary school but I never passed any exams. Every morning the 
teacher would say 'Lids up, inkpots filled' and someone would go round the room filling the 
inkwells from a big pot. We weren't allowed to take our books home. Now they daren't leave 
them at school. 
 
I used to go to school in dresses my sister made me. I remember one in brilliant red with 
voile sleeves covered in roses. It was too bright for school really, everyone wore dull, drab 
colours, like brown and navy blue. 

* * * 

Mr. Parker, Headmaster of Boothroyd Lane School, Dewsbury wrote a song about the school 
which we had to sing every week on a Friday.
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*  *  *  

* * * 

I left school when I was 13. You didn't have to pass any exams but you had to have so many 
attendances before you could leave. It was my 13th birthday on September 30th and they let 
me leave school at Christmas. I looked forward to leaving so I could earn money to help 
bring up the others. My father was a miner. 

* * * 

I left school at 12 ½ so that I could go to Dewsbury Homemaking School up Halifax Road. 
This was a quite new thing at the time and aimed to teach girls cooking and domestic 
science, subjects which weren't taught in the old reading, writing and arithmetic schools. It 
was exciting going into Dewsbury on the tram each day for 2d although it was less exciting 
having to walk up Halifax Road every day. I was there for a year and then I had to spend my 
last week living in and waiting on the teachers. I suppose it was a bit like being a skivvy, but 
we enjoyed it then. 

* * * 

I was quite good at Art at school and I got a lot of encouragement from my teacher Miss Lea 
and one day she came round to see my father. She told him that she had taken some of my 
work to show a friend of hers at Shipley Art College and that they were impressed with me 
and were prepared to offer me an assisted place. When she had gone I asked my father what 
she had said and he told me. "But you needn't think you're going there lass" he said. "Who'll 
look after me and your brother now your mother's gone if you go away to draw pictures all 
day. " So I finished school the next week and kept house for my father and brother. 
 

* * * 

My daughter went to the Secondary Modern on Mertle Road in Ravensthorpe where they 
wore green uniforms. When things turned Comprehensive in the early 70's she changed to 
Westborough High School. Their uniforms were Navy Blue and it was very annoying 
because they wouldn't even let them be worn out. We had to buy a completely new set. 
 

* * * 

In the twenties I went to St Saviours School in Ravensthorpe until I was 14. Marshall's Mill 
was right next door and a buzzer would go off from there at exactly 5 to 9. All in lines we'd 
shoot into the big hall, orderly as you please, for our morning service. Mr Clegg was the 
vicar, a real strict man. Even on Good Friday mornings we'd have to turn up at school in 
order to go on to church. Though school had broken up, we'd have missed a mark if we 
hadn't gone. There were no school dinners then. Everyone was local and we all went home 
for lunch. Classes ran from 9.00 to 12 and 1.30 till 4. They were mainly lessons in the three 
r's, with science, sewing and cookery. The cookery building that was, is now the baby clinic. 
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* * * 

My favourite time was Friday afternoons when there was a rota to look after the flowers kept 
on the classroom windowsills. I used to wash the plant pots and everything. I loved it. 

If there was ever any trouble we'd go to the Policeman. He had a sentry type box near the 
park up the road. Of course there were no lollipop ladies then and one of his jobs was to help 
us across the road. 

* * * 

We both went to Warwick Road School. The Headmistress was Miss Dobson and later it 
was Miss Topliss. I was only 3 when I started school. 

There was a homemaking course for girls. It was held in the house near the school where 
younger teachers lived. Lads went to Mill Lane for joinery. We went to a reunion in 1980. 
All us girls had a lapel badge with our maiden names on. There were lots of our old 
classmates there. It was marvellous. 

At the end of school each day we had to assemble and we sang "Now the day is over, night 
is drawing nigh, shadows of the evening, draw across the sky. 

* * * 

I went to Boothroyd Lane School. The Headmaster Hubert J Parker was a nice chap. He was 
keen on music and used to give us music lessons sitting behind an upright piano. He was 
only a small chap, he had to peep over the piano top every now and then, but he hit the keys 
so hard we used to expect the piano to drop in pieces. I remember we used to sing "Who is 
Sylvia" and that sort of thing. 

* * * 

To go to Wheelwrights after infants school you first had to do 6 months homework and then 
take an exam. I did the 6 months homework and then my teacher said I was too young to 
take the exam. Next year when it came to doing the homework again my father didn't allow 
me so I ended up going to Victoria Central school instead. 
 

* * * 

My first school was St Lukes C of E in Middlestown. The headmaster was a Mr Shackleton 
and I can remember a teacher called Miss Peace. Every day would begin with an assembly 
where we sang "Every New Morning" and before we went home we had to sing "Now the 
day is over". It would take us twenty minutes to walk to school over the fields because they 
didn't have any trams to Middlestown.

* * * 

I went to Wheelwright Grammar School, as a Scholarship girl, when the Headmistress was 
Miss I Thaites. Out of the class of 30, 22 were "paid- fors" and 8 were Scholarships. At the 
start of every term Miss Thaites would say "hands up all those who are going to have the 
new books.", 22 hands would go up. "And who's going to have the old books?", we all had to 
put our hands up, and we felt a bit ashamed. 
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* * * 

The main thing is that families were poor. Kids were poorly dressed. You see, the parents 
were that busy working to make ends meet, there was no time to be interested in what you 
were doing at school. There were four of us in at Warwick Road School who sat for 
scholarships but not many people could find the money. One lad went into a rug warehouse, 
one went bus conducting and another got killed on a motorbike. 
 

* * * 

As a schoolboy I attended Eastborough, overlooking the Central Railway station, a school 
boy's delight with all those steam trains passing close by. I enjoyed it not having a model 
railway of my own, although there was an excellent model shop up Daisy Hill in those days. 

Other schoolboys' delights in town as I remember were Caddy's Ice Cream Parlour, a tiny 
shop which sold and displayed "Britain's" models, row upon row of toy soldiers displayed in 
a case by the door. 

* * * 

I used to go to Shill Bank Junior school. It used to take us 20 minutes to walk there. When 
there was snow in winter we had to walk on the top of the walls to get there and back. 
Sometimes, in bad weather, we would stay at school at dinnertime and the farmer would 
bring us food. At the end of school he would take us home in his cart. 
 

* * * 
 
I was at Mirfield Parish Church School. I was in the school football team. Billy Fairhurst 
was the headmaster. I remember if you were late you became part of the late brigade and 
had to walk round the big classroom with a card saying "I'm one of the late brigade". 
You'd do the same if you had dirty boots but they had to be really bad. He also used to get 
very annoyed if you came to school in torn trousers - it didn't matter how many patches 
you had on them though. 
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* * * 

After I sat my 11+ and failed it, I got a choice of schools to go to! We lived in Shepley 
Bridge, which was between Ravensthorpe and Mirfield. Most of my friends lived in 
Ravensthorpe, so I decided to go to Ravensthorpe Secondary Modern. I never regretted it 
because it was a good school in those days. In my last year I was a "prefect", which I really 
enjoyed. I was hopeless in most subjects but came top in English. Because of this it was 
decided I should go into "office work". 

* * * 

Dad was killed during the First World War. I had to take my pension paper for the 
headmaster to sign. You got 8/- for the first child, 6/- for the second and so on. When our 
Jack, who was the eldest, got a job our Mam got 8/- for Beattie and 6/- for me. 
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LAIKIN 

We used to play with whips and tops. We would colour the tops with chalk, each would 
experiment with their own patterns. We would spin them in the main road where it was 
smooth. There wasn't any traffic and buses were only one an hour. 

* * * 

We always used to play out at night. We played games like hide and seek, sardines and tig. 
We used to play on the "rec" and hide in the rhododendron bushes. We also played 
hopscotch, skipping rhymes and marbles. 

* * * 

We used to go for walks and took bottles of "Spanish water" with us. We made this by 
dissolving blocks of liquorice in boiling water. 

* * * 

It was all fields where I lived when I was young. It's all built up now. We used to play in the 
haystacks at harvest time or in the corn stooks standing in the fields. 

* * * 

We used to go ice skating when we were kids down on the pond by Hartley Bros., there was 
a sewerage works there. My kids would play down by the dye works and amongst the logs. 
They'd get covered in dye, all over their pinafores. They often got told off for that. 

There was a sand pit down Crawshaw Street. We'd go with our bucket and spade and dig 
there but if you went down too far it'd be all black and water would come in. They've filled it 
in now and put houses on it. There were a cycle track down by Commercial Street. I always 
remember they'd come to my mother to be bandaged up if the chain broke or something and 
there was blood on their ankles. There'd be bottles of ginger pop in the cellar. The little ones 
would sell for a halfpenny and the bigger ones for a penny. We'd all be sitting upstairs and 
there'd be a loud bang. "Go and look for that cork", mother would say, "and put it back in the 
bottle.". 

* * * 

When I was 10 or 11 I was "Miss Cambrian Mountains" in the schools Peace Pageant. Every 
school represented a different country - we were Wales. 
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* * * 
 

There was a big marshy area, just opposite Ravens Ings Mills, behind the rag works. When it 
was cold this used to freeze up and children would come from miles around, with metal bars 
strapped to their boots. Because it was so shallow parents didn't mind us young 'uns skating 
on it as much as we liked. 

* * * 

We went up to watch Ravensthorpe Albion, who were a good Spen Valley team. We played 
football, cricket and squat can (a game where you stood cans on top of each other and 
chucked stones at them) either in the street or down by the old cycling track. 

* * * 

We used to go blackberrying along the canal bank and up Kenworthy Wood over the 
Halfpenny Bridge. It was called the Halfpenny Bridge because there was a toll house there. I 
think he used to let us kids go over free but the farmers were stopped and had to pay. I 
remember seeing the barges go up and down the canal. They carried coal mostly. 

* * * 

We used to go down to Hartley's leather works and watch the fellow greasing laces in the 
cellar. If he had any grease left he would grease the wheels of our scooters for us. 

* * * 

I remember the old baths. I got a certificate and I only had to swim a length. There were no 
fancy costumes or bikinis then, the costumes were all dull colours - brown or navy blue - and 
they covered everything they should. 

* * * 

When my father was in a good mood he would give us a silver threepenny bit and tell us to 
"get yourselves off to Horbury Picture Palace". It cost tuppence to get in and that meant we 
had another penny left over for sweets. My favourites were Charlie Chaplin and Jackie 
Cougan, but I couldn't stand Laurel and Hardy and still don't know why folks laugh at them. 

* * * 

Games we played at playtime were skipping, hopscotch (with a round grid) and tig. During 
PE we played netball and rounders. We had to go to the park to practise these. The park had 
swings, a roundabout and a long swing for quite a lot of people to sit on at once. I don't 
know what it's real name was, but we used to call it a "ranty". 
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* * * 

One old lady in Garden Street used to bake thin cakes and leave them at the doorway to cool. 
Well all the kids used to lift them and run away. I think she really did it knowing they'd fetch 
them. 

* * * 

I did quite a lot of cycling. The first time though was quite an event. I went with a friend 
from Heckmondwike to York. He was alright as he had a bike with gears but I had one of 
those sit up and beg types. Well we got there, looked around and came back again but he left 
me before I got home. I was shattered and I stopped at a small shop in Mirfield and asked for 
a packet of biscuits, well they were on ration and he couldn't give me any but I think the 
sight of me must have softened him a bit. 

After that I did quite a bit of cycling and often went to York. You could buy celluloid 
mudguards from a shop there, and they were all the thing then so we'd cycle over there and 
bring them back. 

When I was younger, I used to go on walks with a Sunday School teacher. He'd give us a 
cigarette now and again and tell us a few of the facts of life. There were about 12 of us 
altogether and he seemed very old but I suppose he was in his 40's really. Every Easter we'd 
go for a long walk, take the train to Honley, walk up the Wessender Valley to the Isle of 
Skye pub. One year we went to Mytholmroyd. We marched through all the villages singing 
on our way up to Hollingworth lake. 

On Bonfire Night we'd go out chumping up Doctor Lane. Jack Muggle was the bonfire 
leader, much older than we were. At night we'd throw stones and raid each others fires. The 
more organised had people standing on guard and it was really exciting raiding the older 
boys fires 'cos we all believed that if they caught you you'd be tortured. 
 

* * * 

There used to be paddle boats on the lake at Crow Nest Park. It was about 3d an hour. Our 
family went to Springfield Congregational Chapel as did the Waring family. Eddie Waring 
persuaded me and a lot of others to play for his Black Knights team. Some of the team went 
on to be famous. There was Ernest Ward and John Kane. 

* * * 

Our favourite games were: Relieve-O, kick-can and hook-it and Ip-Sally- badger-pie-crust-
coming. 

It was mainly football and cricket, mainly Sunday School teams. Most nights we spent just 
kicking a ball around until it was too dark to see it. 
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* * * 

When we were kids we all followed Huddersfield Town, but couldn't afford to go and watch 
every week. We used to go to the ground, peep through the gaps in the wooden fences till 
three-quarter time, when the gates were opened, then we would go in and see the last quarter 
for free. One summer we thought we had cracked it. We went down to the ground during the 
big summer holiday and dug a hole underneath one of the gates, reckoning that we'd be able 
to sneak under it and see the match for nothing. However, come the first day of the season, 
we turned up at the ground expecting to get in via 'our hole' only to discover that it had been 
filled in with tar. 

* * * 

After school and at holidays we used to play with our bully bowls. These were metal hoops 
about foot in diameter. We had a metal hook to speed it up or slow it down. We would have 
races between 5 or 6 of us on the roads over about 3/4 of a mile. There was very little traffic 
on the roads then, no buses and only a few motors and steam engines. I could never take my 
hoop indoors, because it was too dirty. It had to hang on a hook outside. The girls used to 
have wooden hoops and short wooden sticks. They didn't have metal ones. 

* * * 

We used to play lots of games outside. In those days there was no television so you had to 
make your own amusement. We were Ovaltinies and listened to radio Luxenburg and all 
that. We used to play a game called Chin Pie Crust. One stood at the front facing another 
who was bent double and there was another bent behind him. The one at the front was called 
the support. You'd have to jump on top of the lad bent down and as you did, say Chin Pie 
Crust then see how many they'd get on top before he'd collapse. Similar to leap frog but you 
didn't jump over. We'd also play a game called Filmstars. You'd say names of film stars and 
move across the road. The first one to touch the lad and get back to you was the winner. 
Then there was British Bulldogs, Squat Can. You'd have an old bean tin similar to hide and 
seek and if you found me you'd have to run back and put your feet on back of can and shout 
squat can. We also played a game with a ball - we threw it to each other but if it hit you you 
were out, but I can't remember the name of that one at the moment. There were loads of 
games we played at. There would be 18 to 20 of us at a time when we were playing things 
like whip and top. We used to chalk fancy colours on the top of the top to watch it make 
fancy patterns and throw darts. We went down to the mill for old skewers to make into darts, 
in fact I made one for my daughter no so long ago. In those days all parents would sit out on 
the steps and watch us play hopscotch and things.
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* * * 

We used to laike by these archways under the school and if the coke man used to come he'd 
play merry hell with us. He was a misery. 
 

* * * 

On Saturdays we'd go to the pavilion picture house. It was known as the Tuppeny Rush. 
Some of the boys used to go to the front seats then crawl under them all to get to the back. 
 

* * * 

When we were kids we'd come and play in this park and there were flowers and trees. Now 
they pull the flowers out as soon as they're planted. We're not having any this year. I could 
cry when I think what it used to be like. There was a farm and there was a canker dyke. We 
used to go skate on it. Down Spen Valley there used to be allotments but they used to flood 
in winter. They built houses on them. 

We'd have cocoa and sugar in a bag and dip our fingers in it, like Kali. We'd have condensed 
milk on bread, it were lovely. Sometimes we'd pinch a stick of rhubarb out of a field and dip 
it in sugar. We couldn't afford proper sweets. 

After Sunday school we used to go for a walk in the graveyard and look at the gravestones. 

* * * 

We used to go to Dewsbury Childrens Library and get books out like Coral Island, Boys 
books and the Wizard. No one ever bought books, they only ever had them as prizes from 
Sunday School. 

Games we played were mainly skipping for girls, whips and tops and iron hoops for boys. 
Dewsbury Park was always a favourite which had a warden so everybody behaved 
themselves. 

Our milk man in Dewsbury would deliver skimmed milk and we would regularly be visited 
by the trap and pony selling green and grey peas (hot ones) 

We got our first radio set sometime in 1927. My uncle bought it with these funny 
headphones. 

* * * 

Spending money was no more than 1d. Mind you, you could buy a bag of aniseed balls and 
two long strips of spanish for a halfpenny. Things like whips and tops were bought for Easter 
presents and so on. 
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* * * 

The main games were just the simple well-known ones: whip and top, skipping, shuttlecock, 
hopscotch. In skipping games we used to sing: 

House to let Enquire within When I 
go out 
(pause, pause, pause) 
 "Mary Smith" comes in! 

* * * 

Some skipping songs were: 

Jelly on a plate 
Jelly on a plate  
Wibble-wobble, wibble-wobble 
Jelly on a plate. 

Sausage in a pan 
Sausage in a pan 
Turn 'em over, Turn 'em over 
Sausage in a pan 

Nebuchadnezzar, King of the Jews 
Bought his wife a pair of shoes 
When the shoes began to wear 
Nebuchadnezzar began to swear... 

Eenie-weenie, nacker-racker 
Rare-o, dommer-nacker 
Alla-bacca, sugar-racker 
Om-pom push. 

* * * 

We would play down by the river near Wormald and Walkers. There was a dam down there 
over the river - and a mill stream. That was very dirty but when the river was down we'd go 
across on to the island and play out there. When they closed the sluice gate you could hear 
the rush of water - it'd fill up quick and you'd have to paddle across it right quick. 

* * * 

Our group was well organised, my brother was the eldest and the leader and we all had secret 
meetings in my Mam and Dads paint shed. If anyone told our secrets to their Mam and Dad 
they had their mouths washed out with soap and water in that paint shed. 
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* * * 

* * * 

The particular craze for us girls was not to wear dresses or skirts. We had definite rules. We 
wore Levi trousers, the creases had to be just right and if you could get hold of the two toned 
ones you were the bees knees. We wore black Crombies (smart dufflecoats) and Arringtons. 
If you could find a navy blue Arrington you were also thought the bees knees as most of 
those came from London way. 

We wore green socks and monkey boots and had our hair short on top with long straggly 
bits, the lion cut it was called. 

We took great pride in our fashion rules. The Black shirts we wore had to have a white tie 
and a neat triangle of silk hanky with a tie pin in it in the pocket of your Crombie jacket. If 
you had a checked shirt then a black tie had to be worn. 

I remember going off to Huddersfield one day with my best friend. My Mam had bought me 
a black umbrella and they were the in thing. It poured down all day and when we got home 
we were soaked. We explained that it wasn't the fashion to put the umbrella up. Our mam 
was furious, 

We were called peanuts - probably because of our hair styles and we worshipped the group 
Slade and The Monkees. All of us in our early teens dressed like this, in Ravensthorpe at 
least, but we thought we were the best. 

* * * 

We used to get ½d a week pocket money. We used to spend it on whatever we could get 
most of, aniseed balls and everlasting strips. 
 

* * * 

We used to wash people's flags for 1d even if it was raining. I had housemaids knee at 10. 
My friend Hetty used to hold an umbrella over me. We'd clean out lavatories far 1d as well. 
 

* * * 

Dandy Dicks was a gentlemans outfitter in the town centre. He used to place an advert in the 
Reporter every week saying "Dandy Dick dresses at Dandy Dicks" There used to be a token 
with each advert, which you could cut out and if you saved enough, go to the shop and get a 
shirt or trousers at half price. It became something of a competition in our school playground 
as to who could collect the most 'Dandy Dicks'. 
 

* * * 

We had a week in Blackpool - 5 of us for 10/-, it was self catering. My father always saved 
2/6d so that we could arrive home from the station in a taxi. This was so that people would 
think we had some money left - we didn't really.
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* * * 

We used to play lots of games when we were kids. Football out in the streets, games round 
the gas lamps, tig, hide and seek, stuff like that. We used to chase cats as well - not like today 
though, we didn't do anything horrible to them. Down in Towngate we used to live in small 
streets where all the doors were close together. We'd tie the door knobs together then a lot of 
swearing would go on and rope broke. We were always well away by then! 

* * * 

At school our PE consisted of exercises in the yard and the occasional game of netball and 
races on Sports Day. Out of school we played "Tats" or "Alleys", which were another word 
for marbles, and "Kick can", together with skipping. Well, we didn't have that many toys, did 
we. I remember my favourite was a big, black doll, which I called Trixie. It was bought as a 
Christmas present and I had it till I was twelve, then I lent it to my sister and she broke it 
which I have never forgiven her for. It was unusual to get a toy for a present, mostly at 
Christmas we got an orange, an apple and some nuts, whilst at Easter we all got an Easter 
Egg. My dad did make my sister and me a big dolls house, very posh with electric lights in. 
We weren't allowed to play with it though. It was stuck at one end of the front room for 
everyone to admire and when we got a bit short of brass dad had to sell it. 

* * * 
 
The places we used to go to meet the boys were discos at Morley and Batley Town Hall, Club 
70 at Batley, Dewsbury Parish Church Youth Club, although quite often my dad would drop 
us off in front of the youth club and we would go in and out of the back door. Then we would 
go to the "Bin Lid" in Dewsbury. Dad wouldn't let us go there because he said it was "rough, 
where people with long hair smoked drugs and got involved in fights". It wasn't like that at all 
and as I always got back in front of the church youth club in time for my dad to pick me up, 
he never found out I went there. 

* * * 

When I was about 13 or 14 there was a film on at the Playhouse in Dewsbury called "Helga". 
It had a reputation of being a film that told you everything there was to know about sex - with 
diagrams as well. I wanted to go and see it and asked my mother if I could and she said "Yes, 
but don't tell your father because he wouldn't like it". I remember queuing up outside with my 
friend and giggling because we weren't really old enough to be able to see this, but we got in. 
It was a serious film and told you all the basics, but I remember coming away quite 
disappointed because it didn't really teach me anything that I hadn't already picked up from 
playground gossip. 
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* * * 
 
It was definitely more popular to be in the Brownies and Scouts 20 years ago than it is now. I 
was in the Brownies at Shaw Cross and we had a leader called Mrs Wainwright. She was a 
stickler for regulations and insisted that all Brownies should wear black sandals. Well, my 
mum always bought us brown sandals as she thought dark ones looked too dour. I turned up 
in my brown sandals to a church parade and Mrs Wainwright wouldn't let me join in so my 
dad went down to see her. He came back fuming saying she was a silly woman and I wasn't 
to go to Brownies again. 

* * * 

I was a member of Mirfield 2nd Scout Troop, that was good fun, kept you busy and out of 
trouble. We went on weekend camps up in Bradley Woods - put all the stuff on a track cart 
and pulled it up the hill to the woods. But in the summer we went further afield - we'd put 
the stuff in a big old army wagon and sit on it on our way to Scarborough. 
 

* * * 

We went pinching apples in Naylor's allotment, but sometimes the police caught us and we 
had to empty our pockets. They threatened to tell us parents, that was a real worry and then 
they'd take the apples home to make pies. 

The milkman down our way was called Fred Field. It was horse and carts in them days. He 
fastened the horse round the gas lamp when he went on his rounds, we untied his horse once 
and led it into a field. He found it eventually but never knew who did it. 
 

* * * 

Kids living in Knowle had a long, boring walk to Battyeford school but some days we were 
lucky enough to get an unofficial lift. Mr E Kaye would deliver sweets in his small truck (I 
think it was a Ford) first to the confectioners at the top of Knabb Lane, where we would hop 
on the back, then to Gertie Wrigley's at the other end of Knabb Lane, almost at school. 

Many Sunday mornings us lads used to cycle to the woods south of the river where we 
would hunt rabbit with catapults. We never hit a single thing but saw many animals that you 
don't see today like red squirrels and long-tail tits. There were plenty of bats too. I was once 
in a group of boys and girls standing under a gas lamp in Knabb Lane when a bat fell dead at 
our feet. Apparently, it had overshot and hit the gas lamp. I was once crossing the high steel 
girder bridge at Battyeford when a weasel trapped between two of us dived all of 30 feet into 
the river and swam to safety. I don't see wrens these days. They used to be common and we 
would often come across their nests in the long grass. Come to think of it, there are lots of 
jays around now, I don't remember seeing them when I was young.
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       * * * 

We just used to play out in the summer holidays. We'd go on a picnic to Coxley Valley. 
We'd make jam sandwiches and spanish water. You used to put it under the sink to darken it. 
We would set off for the day but many a time we'd be home again in an hour, usually for 
hunger. 

* * * 

It used to be all fields round Mirfield. We used to camp out in the fields far weeks on end. 
One friend's family had an old gypsy caravan that they let us stay in. We knew some of the 
canal boat families very well. 

In the school holidays there was a little group of five or six of us used to wander all over 
playing. We would wander round Crossley Bottom, Blackditch tower, right up to the golf 
links and nobody bothered us, apart from the occasional farmer shouting at us. You were 
quite safe in those days. 

* * * 

We went home for dinner, there was no school dinners then. Sometimes the rag and bone 
man would be outside the school gates with balloons. He would persuade you to fetch some 
old rags from home and bring them back to school after dinner. I always took something if I 
could find anything. 

* * * 

School sports were rounders, netball and swimming at Dewsbury baths. There was a long 
pole that they used to hold in front of you when you were trying to do your length. At Batley 
baths they had chains hanging from the ceiling with rings that you used to put your hands 
through and it moved along with you on sort of pulleys. Miss Taylor would give you 6d if 
you could swim a length. I remember doing mine and getting my 6d. I don't think I've ever 
swum a length since. 

* * * 

Swimming was usually the last lesson and you made your own way home. It made you 
hungry and we used to go to Fox's house shop and get a bag of broken brandy snap for 1d. I 
used to take something to eat for after swimming. I used to make it myself - it was two slices 
of bread cut really thick with condensed milk spread on it. 
 

* * * 

Once there was an outbreak of dermatitis and my mother wouldn't let me go swimming. It 
went on for months. 
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• * * 

* * * 

Foxroyd, now a housing estate, was full of hedgerows that were often full of hedge sparrows, 
blackbirds, song thrushes, mistle thrushes and field mice. We found many nests but never 
thought of touching them, we were worried that the mother bird might abandon the nest and 
the eggs. I once saw a sparrow hawk take a flying sparrow right above my head in bright 
sunshine. 

Westfields was once just that, open fields and a farm near the Zion Baptist Chapel. The 
present road into the estate was the gate to the farm yard until 1944. Cycling home past there 
in the middle of the night, the quiet was shattered by a goose honking and stamping at a fox 
which was glaring at it. Eventually the fox retreated. 

* * * 

In spring wooden tops were brought out and new coloured designs were chalked on the tops 
which changed patterns as the top was spun round with the whip. As we visited friends they 
all had different exciting toys to share, one had a huge rocking horse on a stand and we 
greatly admired a friend as he deftly hopped around on his pogo stick. Some played 
hopscotch on marked out pavements. Others had different scooters and some special friends 
had a governess cart with a small horse. This was great fun as we sat face to face on rides 
down Granny Lane way. It was magic unharnessing the horse and stabling the cart at 
Archdeacon Howe's place up Knowle Road then riding the horse down Doctor Lane to put to 
grass in a small field. But my speedy transport was a bicycle which was also useful for 
fetching sawdust from the saw mill down Newgate, the sackful rested on the bike fork, the 
dust was used in my cavy and white mice cages. On winter days friends joined in playing the 
usual board games popular in those days, Halma, Snakes and Ladders, Ludo, Dominoes, 
Draughts, and Tiddley Vinks.
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RUN OF THE MILL  
 
Fentons had a clock and you'd to clock on in a morning. This was the first two or three years 
I was there, you'd to clock in in a morning and if you were in time you got, for a month 
without being late, an extra half crown which was very welcome. The people who were late 
were generally the people who lived nearby. It took me three quarters of an hour to walk 
there every morning and you had time to make it up if you were late, where the people who 
were late just on the job they hadn't time to make it up. So it was the people who lived on the 
job that were always late. 

* * * 

The women were feeders, that's looking after the machine. It was all scribbling and spinning 
at Fentons whereas before, at Gledhills, they did the weaving and everything like that 
besides. There were some rather rough characters, a lot of them came from low end of town 
and they were very rough. Sometimes they seemed to drink a lot and that sort of thing. I 
remember one time my immediate boss was away poorly for six weeks and I had charge of 
them and with being very young they tried to take advantage of me. 

* * * 

The machines had to be fettled nearly every day. The residue gets in the bottom of the cards 
and then these fettlers have combs. The machines are stopped while they get all the shoddy 
out and if they aren't kept up to the machines the fancy throws all the stuff into the middle 
and the wool isn't even. The material isn't even right throughout the width of the machine 
and you get uneven threads which will not do at all you see. I remember the gang of the 
fettlers, six of them. One came to me one day - they'd finished work about 4 o'clock and the 
mill didn't close while half past five - and I said to him, "You'd better get that machine 
fettled Edgar, it wants fettling". "Oh we can't do it today, it's too late. " he said. "Well you've 
got to do it today, " and he said "No, we can't do it today, " and then he said, "I'll go see what 
they say" and then you see he came back and said, "They don't want to do it today" so I says, 
"If you don't do it today you'll have to get up the yard. " In those days you were sacked 
straight on the spot and you'd have to call in the office for your cards. 
 

* * * 
 
The overlooker at the mill used to come down every Saturday morning collecting for the 
blind and you'd pay 1d. 
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* * * 
 

I left school on the Friday and went to work at Marshall's on the Monday, as a woollen 
mender. I was there between 1927-1942. I got 15/- my first half week. During the war I was 
a full-time ambulance driver, I liked that. After the war I went back to Marshall's till I was 
49. 

* * * 

Being the eldest girl, when I left school at 14 my father wouldn't let me go out to work. I had 
to stay at home and help my mother. I wanted to work because all my friends were and they 
always had more money to spend than me, so I kept nagging at him to let me. Eventually he 
let me go to Wormalds and Walkers to learn how to use a loom. In those days you paid them 
to teach you how to and just as I was getting good my father decided he wasn't wasting 
money on teaching me something when I could have been at home and helping me mother, 
which would cost him nowt. So that was that for a bit, until I took it into my head that I 
wasn't going to stay at home with my mother for the rest of my life and told my father I was 
going out to work whatever he said. Well, he let me go, but told me, "I don't mind where you 
go a-weaving, but don't go to Hamers in Ravensthorpe because they end up with more 
weavers in infirmary than in weaving sheds." Well, only place that would take me on was at 
Hamers, but I only stayed there for three weeks. We were weaving damp cloth to make bags 
to put good cloth in, but the smell was right sickly and I wasn't able to eat for three days, so I 
didn't go back. The next place I worked they gave me an "Irishman's Rise" after 12 months, 
which meant they brought a new girl in, who I had to train, and then they set her on and set 
me off. I eventually ended up at Mark Oldroyd's, who made good quality gentlemen's clothes 
and it was there I met my husband who was a "tier on". 
 

* * * 

I was out of work and went down to Dewsbury on the tram with my friend Mary Hargreaves. 
She told me she was off to Mark Oldroyd's seeking weaving work and I said I would go with 
her for the company. This foreman asked where she learnt to weave and she told him and 
then he asked me. I wasn't right bothered at working for Oldroyd's, but told him I'd been 
taught at Wormalds and Walkers. Foreman sent for me next day and set me on. It were two 
weeks before he sent for Mary Hargreaves and she were fuming mad with me about it. 

* * * 

I left school when I was 13 and went to work at Marshall Kaye Marshall. I had to be at work 
at 6.00 am and I was too timid to come to work in the dark, so one of my sisters who worked 
in another factory walked me to work every morning. We finished work at 5.30 pm. We 
were on our feet all the time, they were very strict with us - any yarn we wasted had to be 
paid for. I got 6/- a week. It didn't go far. I used to get l/2d pocket money. We knew what it 
was to be poor. I was a bobbin winder until I was 18 and then they made me a weaver. I 
worked 40 years as a weaver at Marshall's. 
  

49



 

 

 

50



 

 

 

* * * 

 
Marshall Kaye Marshall was the biggest mill in Ravensthorpe. It employed over 1000 people. 
It closed in 1969. At 5.15 you'd see the workers streaming out of the gates like a football 
crowd. 

My mother used to work there. She started when she was 12 while she was still at school. 
She'd get up at 4 am and walk home again at dinner time to go to school in the afternoon. At 
13 she left school and went to work full time. 
 

* * * 

I started work the day after the Easter holidays. I trained to be a cloth weaver at Ellis's. It 
was a family tradition to work there. I had 3 aunts, my mother and 4 cousins working there 
when I started. 

There was one local firm that emigrated to Canada before the first war, taking a lot of the 
workers with them who wanted to go. 

J. T. & J. Taylors was a profit-sharing mill. There was a meeting every January and you 
usually got a 5% bonus per £1.00 share. After you'd worked there 5 years you got double the 
bonus. When my aunt retired her husband wanted her to cash her shares but there was a 
rumour that the value was going to be increased, so she decided to leave it until after the 
next annual meeting. It was announced that everyone would be awarded an extra share for 
every two shares owned so she was 50% better off. She was right and her husband had been 
in too much of a hurry. 

* * * 

Theodore Taylor lived to be over 100. On his 100th birthday he invited all his employees to 
his house at Grassington, for tea - not in the house, but around it. There were a lot of us and 
we went in busloads over a period of 6 or 7 weeks. 
 

* * * 

I worked for 50 ½ years apart from about 7 years when my children were little. Even then I 
used to work evenings sometimes. I lived right near the mill and if they had a lot of work 
they would come and say "We're 
starting up evenings - can you come in?". 

* * * 

When the millowners came to the area they would build a factory and then a row of cottages 
for the workers, right nearby, so they could keep their eye on them. My Father bought a 
factory and a row of 4 cottages - it cost £700. To begin with he was a barber in Corporation 
Street, then he bought this mill and they manufactured lamp shades. How they've moved to 
Mirfield but they still make lampshades. During the war they made half lampshades and half 
parachutes. 
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* * * 

I started at Mark Oldroyds in the shed office at 10/- a week. I had 1/- a week spending 
money; that was the regular rate, a penny in the shilling. 

I went as a tier-on and eventually became a weaver. When you felled at the end of a piece, 
that would be booked down and you would be paid for it the next day. Sometimes you had a 
heck of a struggle to finish a piece in time. Weavers got paid every day except Mondays, 
There were no pay packets. The wage clerks used to count it out into little cups, then bring 
the cups round the shed on a tray, every day. You held out your hand and they would 
empty your cup. Then you used to tie it up with a bit of waste. 

* * * 

I worked in Brittania Mills, Mirfield - a cotton mill. There were 4 mills in the group, three in 
Lancashire and us in Mirfield. We were the only one to deal with dyed cotton, all the rest 
used the raw stuff. I stayed there right until it closed down. 25 years in all. I started off as a 
tuber, dropping the paper tubes into hoses. I did that for different mules and you had to be 
quick - take off the cops and put the tubes straight on to the spindles. From being a tuber I 
went on to a little piecer still working on the mules. I used to have to lie flat when the mule 
came overhead and creep back to start all over again. Later I became a big piecer. The 
money wasn't good. I used to get more for going to the fish shop. That would be my 
spending money 1s 6d a week, on top of my wage of 7s 6d. When the war came all my mates 
had gone and joined up and I went too but came back after the war. When I left I was getting 
about 25/- week but when I came back it had gone up to around £6. 

* * * 

In the mills we worked a day week up to Saturday dinner time. We'd start around quarter 
past seven. I used to catch the train from Dewsbury because we lived on Bradford road. 
Many's the time I've had to run for it and nearly missed it. It cost 6d return as I remember, 
though when the buses got cheaper we switched over. All of us used to go together, me and 
my sisters. 

* * * 

There were no breaks in the mill, no knocking off. You made your own time - especially if 
you were a piecer, you might get 5 minutes to sit down and have it but if you were doffing or 
creeling they'd be no time at all. We'd go on to the landing to make tea. There were no 
canteens in those days - they only started during the war. I used to go down to see my sister 
and see what they had left to eat. The temperature in the mill was really hot - for the cotton 
you see. If it fell below 70 you were paid cold money. You were on your feet all day and no 
shoes. I used to take lots of water when I first started but one of the older chaps said to me 
"Don't do that, the more water you drink, the more you'll sweat."
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* * * 

 
My first job in England was as a packer in a factory. I worked as a rag packer. That was 40 
hours a week for £22. There were about 30 of us in that mill. I didn't like it there and I gave it 
up and went into full time education at DABTAC. I was there for four years and I did my '0' 
Levels and 'A' Levels. After that I looked for a job and got one as Assistant Lab Technician, 
that was in 1984. It was a part time job so I could carry on with my 'A' Levels. 

* * * 

My first job was in the Public Benefit shoe shop in Dewsbury, then my cousin got me a job 
in Rawden Briggs mill in Ravensthorpe. She taught me to weave - I liked it and I stayed 
there until I got married. My husband didn't really approve of married women working, so I 
gave up. 

* * * 

We used to have to take our breakfast and dinner to the mill. We'd take sandwiches and fruit 
and sometimes some sweets. 

* * * 

From age of 14 I went straight to work as a rag sorter. I always worked at that. My first job 
was at Machells for 12/-. Every other week we waited for a rise. It was 25/- by the time I 
left, a lot of money for then. I worked there for 2-3 years. I always liked sorting. You did 
have to stand up all day though and didn't have so many breaks, you just had to have it while 
you were sorting. We'd sing songs when we worked - used to sing all afternoon. There was a 
bale at the side of your riddle and I'd sort rags into different shades. There was only two of 
us on a riddle but riddles went all the way round the mill. After you'd done, it all had to be 
looked over. The Forewoman did that, she looked at every piece. Sometimes took her an 
hour to look over one basket - she'd even give your basket back if it weren't right. She'd tell 
you straight. There were no dust in the new rags but with the old ones we used to get 
coughing and you put nowt in your mouth then. 

* * * 

I didn't fancy working at the mill. Went there once and couldn't stand the noise. Lots of lads 
of my year worked for B. R. as signal men, firemen, engine drivers. Lots of them are still 
there now, it was a good wage there. A few went into the mills and some butchering. The 
girls, well, they mostly went into the mills but in the offices, very few went on to the mill 
floor. 
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HOME FRONT 
 
Each day had it's own duties. Monday was wash day and this really started on Sunday 
evening with the buttons being taken off, the pearl buttons being taken off my father's shirts 
and off any other clothing that had breakable buttons on it, because washing was put through 
the wooden rollers of the heavy mangle and any breakable buttons would not only be lost but 
also cut the material. So it was very important to remove them. Then the washing was put 
into the capper and in the morning, Monday morning, the first job was to go and light the 
copper. The gas was under the copper and then the soap was shredded in from a big bar of 
white Windsor soap into the copper by a grater, rather like the kind of thing you grate your 
cheese on now. After it had boiled it was transferred to the tub, the oak washing tub, and 
some cold water was added and it was rubbed on a rubbing board and possed with a big 
wooden posser. Then it was fed into the mangle. In school holidays I was allowed to turn the 
mangle which was great fun. Then when it was mangled it was rinsed clear in several rinsing 
waters and lightly mangled each time to squash the rinsing water out so that all the soap was 
out of it before it was put out on the line to dry. In bad weather, of course, it had to be dried 
indoors on a clothes horse or winter hedge. When it was partly dry, ironing dry, the 
household things like teatowels and sheets were put through the mangle again on a very tight 
pressure. These things didn't need to be ironed. More particular things like aprons and print 
dresses and shirts were starched and they were ironed the next day because my mother 
maintained that clothes which had been folded and thoroughly laid out in the clothes basket 
overnight ironed better than clothes that were ironed too quickly. She reckoned that the 
dampness and the starch may have been a little uneven through the fabric. The white damask 
linen tablecloths, that we used every day and the table napkins to match, were starched and 
ironed rather carefully. The shirts had to be ironed carefully too, aprons and the print 
dresses, those were the ironing things. The others, the sheets, pillowcases and teatowels were 
just put through the rollers and they came out quite nice, quite nice and smooth but not with 
the same finish that, of course, the starched and ironed ones had. 

* * * 

People had to be tougher in those days. My Grandma had 6 children to bring up. She baked 
teacakes and the youngest went round selling them. Then she got a shop at the top of Leeds 
Road. It was just a shed attached to a house really. She ran a Christmas Club and my dad 
helped organise it. Nearer Christmas he would take the list of customers orders and saying 
"Come on, lad", would take me to the Wholesale confectioners warehouse where we would 
collect the chocolates. I'll never forget that smell of chocolate!
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* * * 

 
My father was out of work for years and my mother found it hard to make ends meet. Once 
she had bought a dress for me for a few pence at a jumble sale, but it was a bit too big, so she 
unpicked it, washed it and re- stitched it. The first day I wore it the means test man called at 
our house, took one look at me in my new dress and decided that because we could afford 
this 'luxury' he had to knock half a crown off my fathers allowance. Another time I remember 
a neighbour had got wind that the means test man was on his way and as my mother had just 
finished baking, she rushed into the kitchen, wrapped the cakes and buns in a cloth and took 
them round to her house until the man had gone. My father was very ill with his chest at this 
time, but however ill he was he still had to go out and do the snow shovelling after it snowed, 
because if he didn't we wouldn't get any allowance at all that week. 
 

* * * 

I left my post as domestic servant to get married on the 15th March 1937. My employer was 
a widow lady called Mrs Aubrey Lyles. Her husband had been a woolen mill owner and 
another owner was Mr Cecil Lyles. I enjoyed working in Dewsbury for about 3 years and the 
house was a large light fawn stone house in its own ground in Birkdale Road, a very nice 
house with many rooms, oak panels, wine cellar and a large garden. I remember the lovely 
raspberries we used to pick in the summer. I was the General Servant and earned 12/6 week 
and we had a chauffeur-gardener called Kirkby. I worked long hours with one evening and 
one half day off each week. The evening was spent at the cinema in town and for the half day 
I came home to Hemsworth. I remember going down Dewsbury cutting in a double decker 
bus. (very young and brave) when the frost or snow was on the ground, sometimes in the fog. 
I would never fail to get back on my night off as that was my principle. I couldn't let my Mrs 
Lyles be on her own in that big house. I had a friend who worked in Oxford Road and more 
in different places. It was the usual thing in our village for girls leaving school at 14 years to 
go into domestic service or to the Mills in Halifax. We had to work hard but somehow we 
seemed to enjoy housework more than they do today. The market was a real pleasure to us 
and many a dress was made out of material bought at 6d a yard. 

* * * 

I met my husband at a dance at the 'Kings and Queens' Ballroom in Bradford. I wasn't really 
one for dances and only went because it was a friends 21st birthday. I suppose I didn't get to 
meet a lot of men because I didn't tend to socialise much. Mind you there wasn't a lot of 
chance for women to meet men, not if you didn't like dancing and were a nice girl. Nice girls 
didn't go down to the Park on a Sunday afternoon and hold hands with their man for 
everyone to see. If you did that you got looked at. And many's the time I saw other girls in 
our street coming home last thing at night, rubbing their faces to get rid of the make up 
before they went into the house. You used to spend ages making sure your stockings and 
seams were straight before you went out on a night. 
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* * * 

I met my husband and fell in love with him at first sight. It was like something out of a film. 
I was just about to get up to leave the dance, which was rather boring, when the dance floor 
cleared and I could see the men at the other side. One of them I hadn't seen before had his 
back to me and it suddenly occurred to me that he would be nice to dance with. It was an 
odd thought for me to have because I wasn't a girl who was keen on boys. Then, all of a 
sudden, the man turned round and he looked lovely. He was dark with short black shiny hair 
and when he smiled his teeth were brilliantly white. He smiled at me then because he noticed 
I was gaping at him. I don't suppose he could fail to notice really. Then he strode over the 
dance floor all alone but easily and purposefully and asked me if I would like to dance. How 
could I refuse? We didn't miss another dance that night even though I usually felt ill at ease 
on the dance floor. With him I didn't. He was a Ukranian who had fled from his country in 
1948. He knew he could never go back because he would be killed. 35 weeks after that first 
dance we were married, which was a short courtship then. My father didn't really approve of 
my choice of husband because he was a foreigner and because he didn't speak English very 
well, but to me he was my ideal man and always will be. 

* * * 

At 14 I was considered old enough to earn my own keep, so my father decided I should go 
into service. At first he was going to send me to a Dr. Verity, but one of my old teachers, 
Miss Lea, found out about this and decided I couldn't go there because he was a 'slavedriver'. 
I was to come and keep for her and her invalid mother. My father was right annoyed just 
before I left, because he had to go out and buy some clothes before I went to Mrs and Miss 
Leas - a gaberdeen coat, new shoes and a nightdress (I hadn't had one before) When I went 
to the Leas this was all I took, along with the clothes I stood up in. They were very kind to 
me, they didn't laugh at me. They just took me into town and bought me some working 
clothes straight away. The working clothes were a lot better than the ones I wore for 'best'. 

My days 'in service' were long and I was working all the time, but Mrs and Miss Lea were 
very good to me so I didn't mind too much. I was up at 7.30 in the morning to light all the 
fires and then start to make breakfast. Miss Lea would have hers in the dining room before 
going out to work, but Mrs Lea always had hers in bed. Then there was all the housework to 
do which included washing, ironing, dusting, polishing the furniture. At midday I had to 
make Mrs Lea a light dinner, maybe a boiled egg or some broth, and I would always try and 
go out for a short walk with her in the afternoon, unless it was very bad weather. I always 
cooked a big high tea for the two ladies, which they would eat when Miss Lea returned 
home. Just after five. I suppose I was a combination of cook, housemaid and nurse, but I 
enjoyed looking after the two ladies. They trusted me with buying the food, which was quite 
a credit to a 14 year old and saw that I was alright for money to spend on my half day and 
day off. I suppose that they were quite well off because they had a phone, which not a lot of 
people had then. 
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THE NAVIGATION 
 
My father, William Hennell, was the foreman at Ledgard Bridge boatyard (at the side of the 
Navigation pub) and when I was 10 we moved into the house in the boatyard. I don't think 
the house has ever had a name as such, its always been known locally as the boatman's 
house. There were three boatyards in Mirfield at that time. Besides ours there were those at 
Shepley Bridge and at Battyeford. They say that before the railways came to Mirfield the 
boatyards were the biggest employer. They had the nearest dry docks to Whitby and it was 
quite a regular thing for coastal boats to come into Mirfield during winter to be re-fitted. Our 
boatyard only ever made one boat at a time, which would take between 8 months and a year 
to do. My father always said he had the best team of boat builders in Yorkshire under him. 
The yard was owned by Jackson and Thornton and some of the men I can remember were 
Johnny Charlesworth, Frank Maskel, Reece Thornton, Frank Mallinson, Albert Jackson and 
my uncle Ernest Hennell. We used to make barges to order for people like Duttons and 
Pilkingtons and the Brighouse Dyers Association. They used to carry a wide variety of things 
such as coal, corn, lime, salt from Cheshire (the lock-keepers house at Shepley Bridge 
became known as the Salt Lodge), not forgetting night soil. The boats we built tended to be 
the standard 14 foot wide, 56 feet long barges, principally built for carrying heavy loads 
from one side of the Pennines to the other. They say that the stone flags which were used to 
build the Strand in London came down the Calder from Elland. All our timbers came from 
Joe Midgleys timber yards in Hopton and my father took great care to select each piece of 
timber himself and to make sure that it had plenty of time 'weathering' in the yard. 

Boat Launch days were always special in Mirfield. Most of the town would gather on the 
towpaths and bridges and there would be a big cheer when the boat finally made it to the cut. 
The boat would be balanced on an intricate arrangement of props, which had already been 
sunk into the cut. These were then hammered away by the yard staff and it was a special 
honour to be asked to hammer at the final two props. This had to be done in time with the 
chap who was hammering away at the prop on the far side, because if yours went before his, 
there was the danger of the boat keeling over on one side into the cut. To help us in our 
endeavours the landlord of the 'Navigation' used to keep us supplied with jugs of ale. After 
the launch, the men had the rest of the day to themselves, and most of this would be spent in 
the 'Navigation' Usually boats would be named after the wife of the owner or director of the 
firm that had commissioned the boat. The lady concerned would generally hit the boat with a 
bottle of wine, attached to some string. However I'll always remember the day we launched 
the last boat to be built at Ledgard Bridge, under Jackson and Thorntons. It was named the 
'William Hennell' after my father, in appreciation of all his years spent in the yard. It's still 
afloat on the Mirfield Section of the cut today. 
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* * * 

Around the turn of the century, an act of Parliament was passed which forced every barge 
working the canals to be registered, in an attempt to make it easier for the authorities to trace 
the children who lived on the canal and ensure that they had an adequate education. The 
town where the boats spent most of their time moored became known as 'Registration ports' 
and Mirfield was the largest registration port in the North of England. I think it had 368 
boats registered compared to Huddersfield's 11. In actual fact this didn't make much 
difference to the boatman's way of life or to his children's education. The jungle telegraph 
was nothing compared to the canal telegraph of the time and the boatman always knew 
when the 'education man' was due to make his inspection. The children would conveniently 
be removed to another boat for the duration of the inspectors visit. I doubt if a quarter of the 
children who passed through our boatyard ever received any form of schooling. 

* * * 

The dialects in Mirfield were so different. We had one lad working for us from Battyeford 
and another from Towngate and they couldn't understand each other. There were dry docks 
in Mirfield and they used to build barges there then. Last place to use barges down to the 
Power Station. They carried mostly malt and coal for the malt kilns - now that's a smell - 
used to get canvas shoes then, what with working next to them. 

* * * 

Going up Station Road in Mirfield, we hoped a barge would appear on the canal because it 
was fun to watch the man disconnecting the towing horses, and as the barge slowly 
continued under the bridge, the horse knew to walk up the slope to the road (all by itself), 
cross over and walk down the slope to the tow path where it was again connected to the 
barge. 

Next to the canal was the Maltkiln, where a wonderful aromatic smell would come from, 
tempting you to peep through the small windows and watch the malt covering the huge 
floor, as it was being turned over. 

* * * 

We used to live at Shepley Bridge. In 1935 we had a big flood. There had been heavy rain 
and a dam burst its bank and the river overflowed. There was a big lake all over the area. At 
the Ship Inn the water was six or seven feet deep. Reggie Oldfield, who lived there, had to 
be rescued out of the bedroom window because he was getting married next day. Dead cows 
and sheep would come floating past and hen huts with the hens still alive on top of them. 
We had stables and we had to take the pigs away. We brought our hens into the house and 
kept them in the bedroom. The water got into the Mirvale Chemical Works and into the 
dynamos. Chemicals from the works were washed into our cellar. When the water went 
down there were thousands of nylon stockings hanging from the fences. I don't know where 
they came from.  
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* * * 

A young girl attempted to commit suicide. I saw her in the water from my bedroom window. 
I'd just had a bath but I ran out and jumped in and managed to pull her out. Just then a 
policeman came past and he rushed her off to hospital. I think she was alright. I had to go for 
injections afterwards because the water was rat infested. 

* * * 

When they made the big pie up at Denby Dale, they floated the pie dish past our house on the 
canal. 

* * * 

I grew up on the barges around Mirfield. We carried coal up from Normanton and 
Castleford. We went to Hull too. That was in 1909, I'd drive the horse for the barge as far as 
Wakefield and then there'd be steam tugs - they could pull nine of us at a time loaded, them 
steam barges. We used to call them the Barnsley Flyers. We used to work night and day. 
Used to pay 1d for the locks and there were a good many of them. It was a good life, we'd 
leave Hopton at 7 am and get to Castleford about 3 pm. We carried a lot of stuff mostly coal 
and wheat flour but we didn't carry much for the mills. That was the good thing with the 
canals in those days. You could go all over. I even went up to Halifax. That was a long haul. 
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THE DAILY GRIND 

On my 17th birthday I got my driving licence, I queued on Dewsbury Town Hall steps and 
was first in. I worked with my brother in his transport business. We'd carry bricks and yarns. 

Later, I got my licence to drive a bus. With a PSV you could drive any vehicle. On your test 
the examiner would ask you the time as you passed Dewsbury Town Hall. If you looked and 
told him, you'd failed. 

* * * 

When I was a projectionist the first film I showed the week I started was called 'Two Years 
Before The Mask' it was William Bendix and Alan Ladd. I always remembered that one and 
you showed the current films of the day which were mostly Gene Autry films, westerns and 
there were other things that were popular. Leeds showed the films first and then about a 
fortnight after that you got them. I remember Harry Vernon who was the first Manager at the 
Picturedrome. He was quite a character. Before I knew him he had been one of the artists 
who appeared in Bamforth's films of Holmfirth. His wife before she met him had been a 
variety artist and was well known. When she married, she gave all stage work up but I do 
understand that she had appeared in Russia on more than one occasion at variety halls there. 
She was one of the artists with Bamforth films. An old doorman at the Picturedrome who 
worked with me had also been with Bamforths, as had one of the usherettes, a Mrs Elsie 
Pearson. So all four of them at different times used to chat to us when they were in the mood 
and tell us of their experiences filming in Holmfirth with Bamforths, which we used to 
enjoy. On top of that Harry Vernon himself had quite a few copies of the films in which he 
appeared and in which the others appeared as well. He said they were his own property. How 
he got hold of these films I do not know, I'd like to know where they are today. He would 
invite friends to the cinema on a Sunday afternoon, course there was no film-shows then on a 
Sunday, and for a few shillings, a cup of tea, a pork pie and a buttered teacake we used to go 
to work on a Sunday afternoon and show one or two of these films of Bamforths. 
Unfortunately, I can't remember any of them. I had the job of repairing them because they 
were in a terrible condition, but I don't remember any of the stories. They were not of good 
quality whatever one hears of Bamforths films at Holmfirth, one must remember that they 
were not professional they were very, very amateurish. I'm not playing down on these films, 
I'm playing down on the time that they were made because the American films afterwards 
were just of the same standard as those. They were amateurish, everything is amateurish 
when it first starts.
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* * * 

I worked at Mirfield Brickworks (Garforth's) from 1924 to 1939. By that time, I was earning 
about £2 10/- a week. Most people were on short time but I was on full time because I had 
learned nearly every kind of maintenance Job. 

The management's attitude was daft. One day the boss complained about having the machine 
stopped to replace a part on a brick press. I had to point out that breakdowns don't normally 
occur at weekends when the machinery is stationary. 

Mirfield Brickworks was owned by the Garforth family and it was their way to occasionally 
show willing by working with the men. One day a big lump of shale fell off the quarry wall 
and landed on Tom Garforth, breaking his leg in two places. He was in Huddersfield hospital 
for a long time. 

There were a lot of accidents. One lad had both legs taken off. He was taken to hospital on a 
flat cart with the snow falling. Once or twice, people got fast in the press. There were guards 
on the machines but these slowed the Job down and were kept off. They were only used 
when the Factory Inspector paid a visit. You had to clear clay off with the machine running 
or it would clog up. Somebody would come in from the office and say "Get the guard on, the 
inspector's coming round.". Of course, it was wrong but you couldn't do anything about it, 
neither could the union, there was no point in joining. It went on a lot in those days. 
Ordinary workmen never got to talk to the inspector, they treated you like a dummy. 

You got into trouble for complaining. I once saw the boss watching me struggle and said to 
him, "You're a right slave driver, the only thing you're short of is a whip.". I got my cards. 
You had to sign on for 6 weeks before you got your dole. Anyway, they eventually sent for 
me back and even gave me a five bob a week rise. After that I got on with them like a house 
on fire; they had a lot more respect for me. 

It's interesting to talk about it now but it wasn't interesting to do. It was a real slave works. 
You lifted 13 green bricks a minute, each one weighing 11 ¼lb and it was non-stop; if you 
wanted a pee you had to call for somebody to stand in. 

I know people are better off now but, by God, there's some need to be. Things were terrible 
in those days, however little you were paid you were glad of a job. I reckon I've worked for 
shirt button wages all my life. 

* * * 

On my first day at work at ICI I was called in to see the boss. As I was waiting outside my 
supervisor said "Don't worry, his bark is worse than his bite. ". I went in and sat down and he 
started holding coloured pencils up and asking me what colour they were. I thought he was 
mad. It was only later I discovered he was testing me for colour blindness. 
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* * * 

I worked for the Dewsbury Reporter among other things. I was a typographer, a display 
artist - all sorts - I had money for old rope then. We were responsible for 6 newspapers for 
the area, liberal newspapers. Just as I retired everything started to be computerised. I lost all 
feeling for the work then. 

* * * 

In 1943 I was in Ravensthorpe as a soldier. There was about 80 of us living on top of Co-op 
Hall on North Road. I was with the Royal Army Service Corps then. 

I got married while on leave from Germany in 1945 to a local Ravensthorpe lass and settled 
in the area when I was demobbed. My first Job was in 1947 as a railway man at Mirfield. 
That was a real harsh winter - snow up until Whitsun, and when the coal waggons couldn't 
get through we'd all go up to Thornhill and scratch about on the pit heaps. We'd roll the clay 
and coal dust into balls. We called it "devil's muck" and we'd take it home - it made brilliant 
fires better than coal. I stayed on the railways for 4 years. I remember my first wage well. 
We were given our £2 10/- in a small black tin box, shaped like a mustard pot, and maybe a 
few bread and sugar coupons, as rationing was still on. 

There were 2 sets of shifts on the railway, one during the night and one group of 6 different 
sets for the day. When I worked nights, midnight to 7.20 a.m., I'd sometimes have to go out 
onto the track to relight the paraffin lights on the gantries when they blew out. I'd to take a 
lamp with me, we called them "dollies" and climb up the ladders to the lights above the 
track. Sometimes it were so cold that your hands would stick to the metal rungs. The worst 
thing was when it had been snowing, because it killed all sound of the trains and you didn't 
know when one was coming. 

* * * 

I went to work when I was 13 years old, earned 5/- and trained for three years. I got 7/6d the 
second year and 10/- in the third year. I trained to be a feather curler - ostrich feathers. There 
were 18 of us when we first started and we used to do the feathers for theatres and things 
like the Bradford Alhambra. We did the feathers that went on top of the horses in the shows. 
Now there are just two of us left. When the Queen Mother went to Australia the fashion in 
feathers came back and they asked us to do more feathers at home. I did feather boas, 
feathers in hats and them feather fans - the little pearl things. I worked down at Jas Smith's 
cleaners and I had 6d spending money and 6d for the cinema. 

* * * 

If you worked for Jas Smith all your life, when you retired they gave you a pension. They 
also had a tea every year in April for all retired workers. For those over 80, every birthday 
the women get a bouquet of flowers and the men a bottle of whisky.
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* * * 

I only came to Mirfield in 1954. I wanted to farm by myself and I scoured the Yorkshire 
Post and saw an advert for a smallholding in Mirfield. The house was very small like a shoe 
box on end, and in the garden there was an apple tree and red squirrels. We stayed there until 
1960. I inherited 7 cows and 4 calves. I had them TB tested and they all proved positive so I 
got rid of them. After waiting 6 months or so I got eight new ones. My wife had 300-400 
chickens to look after. The land was overrun with foxes. One December we got a friend up 
who was a dead shot. We got 30 foxes that month, all clean killed, no injured animals. We 
also grew vegetables and had 4 free range pigs which we called Marshall, Snelgrove, 
Debenhams and Freebody. They were Wessex Saddlebacks, quite a rare breed now. 

We kept ourselves very much to ourselves in those days and I took a part- time job at 
Wormalds and Walkers end mill. I had to stand at the bottom of the chute and wait for a roll 
of damp cloth to drop down the chute. I had to pick it up and put it on my shoulder and carry 
it to where these 8 women were working. They laid it out and what they did with it, I do not 
know. I worked there four days and then the Manager said, "You're not happy working here, 
are you? You'd prefer outdoor work.", and he set me on to sort out his new garden. 

* * * 

When I left school I went to Commercial College in Huddersfield to do typing and 
shorthand. I didn't really fancy this much and gave it up to become Assistant Matron at St 
Agnes' Childrens Homes, Towngate. This was run by the Church of England and catered 
mainly for "waifs and strays". We had some beautiful children with us then and I used to 
really enjoy looking after them. It was always sad when they left, either because they 
became adopted or because they went to a big boarding school. My first month's wage was 
£4 7/6d. 

* * * 

I trained as a shorthand typist/book keeper, but when I left school jobs were difficult to find. 
Times were bad, it was the slump, so I got a Job at Jas Smith's as a repairer. Worked there 
for 17 years doing invisible darning. I trained as a furrier too and did stoles and things. There 
were 5-600 people there but they only took on single women, you had to leave when you got 
married. Lots of people came to work by bus from Dewsbury but the bus driver never used 
to call out the stop, he used to say "Fairyland" because they used to call us fairies. 
 

* * * 

My husband used to work at the leatherworks. They tanned the leather there and made wash 
leathers, belts, laces. He used to cut the laces by hand with a special knife. You needed a 
steady hand otherwise you'd cut off your fingers.
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* * * 
 
When I left Earlsheaton Modern I went as apprentice coachbuilder at the bus company. We 
made the wagons from wood then. Not like now when it's all aluminium and such. After the 3 
years apprenticeship I had to ask them if they wanted a skilled worker - it was just a 
formality, I was 21 then. I worked for Harrison down Mill Street East. They were a good little 
firm but we did lots of work for other people too - Jas Smiths the cleaners and Fox's Biscuits 
- we used to go to their dances too - it was good fun. 

* * * 

My father was a lamplighter in Mirfield. He had to climb up a little ladder with a spike on it 
to keep it steady. He got a bit flummoxed one day and put the spike through his big toe. You 
couldn't afford to be off sick in those days though. At one period my father and my 3 
brothers were all on the dole at the same time. My dad was a Labour man, but you daren't 
admit it, you wouldn't have got work. 

* * * 

I had my accident with a circular saw at Buckleys. It's called British Bung. They make 
wooden things, broom handles and so on. They used to call it the Leg and Arm shop, 
accidents were that frequent. I got no compensation because there was no guard over the 
machine, but there was a proper inside guard fitted. I wasn't in the Union at that time. 
Someone left a straight-line edger running by mistake - didn't switch it off properly. The 
sweeper happened to flick it - lost all his fingers. Poor Willy Roebuck got his hand in some 
rollers. They couldn't free him until the machine ran down. He's in his nineties now. 
 

* * * 

I started work at Weaver to Wearer at 14, starting on 12/6 a week. You could smell the cloth 
when you walked in. I used to have to walk up three flights of stairs just to put a bucket on a 
gas ring to scrub outside the shop. One job they had me doing, they wouldn't have me doing 
it today, was scraping the scale out of the toilet with a screwdriver. 

You had to wear a black jacket, vest, striped trousers and a stiff collar. They didn't provide 
it, you had to buy it. Maybe you got a discount. The shop opened till 7 every night, 8 on a 
Friday and 9 on a Saturday. I've seen me go home at midnight on a Saturday night, it was 
rough. You see, people got paid on a weekend and they only had enough to last to next 
payday so the time to buy was Friday or Saturday. It was very busy and everybody was out 
and about and meeting up with each other. Shops started shutting earlier during the war and 
those times seemed to stick afterwards. 

There was part time and seasonal work like potato picking and Christmas Post. If it snowed 
and you were on the dole they used to send for you to do snow-shovelling. 
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* * * 

My grandmother used to work as a knocker-up. She went out early and knocked people up 
and then came back and went to bed. 

* * * 

I wanted to be a draughtsman - went to Spenborough Engineering at Heckmondwike. They 
made Alliance trucks and things but stopped during the war and made things for the Air 
Ministry then - Mobile generators and such like. I went there at about 16. There was one 
other chap there that I knew. Straight away I was given a job to do without supervision. You 
learnt a lot that way. We weren't allowed to smoke in the Drawing Office so we did that in 
the toilet - but the boss used to wear rubber-soled shoes and came creeping up on us. We 
weren't ever supposed to talk in the drawing office. Strict regime then. 

* * * 

My father was a miner all his life, as was my uncle. They both worked down Nevin's pit in 
Ravensthorpe, proper miners, grovelling with pick and shovel on their hands and knees. My 
uncle was killed in 1941 when a landslide ended up on top of him. My father had to go down 
the pit and identify him, because he wasn't working that shift. He came back and I heard him 
tell my mother when he thought I wasn't listening, that there wasn't really anything to 
identify. 

You didn't get much of a wage down the pit then. I remember my dad developed a bad chest 
and had to give up being a 'proper' miner. He left Nevins in search of other work, but no one 
else would set him on, so he had to go back to Kevin's, cap in hand. They gave him a job 'up 
top' oiling pulleys, but the wage wasn't very good at all. My mother nagged him to go to 
Tommy Nevins and ask him for a living wage. When he did, Nevins asked him how much 
he wanted. My father said £2. Nevins laughed and said "Why that's a mans wage. I can't pay 
you that." My father had worked down the pit for 32 years. A month later I got my first job 
in a Cleckheaton mill, earning 39s 5d a week - more than my father, and I was only 14. 

* * * 

I spent 23 years at Hartley Brothers leather works in Ravensthorpe. I started off as an 
apprentice on 8 shillings a week which was a good wage when you were 14. We lived in 
some back to backs which Hartley's owned and when the elder apprentice came round on the 
Friday to collect the rent he said, "Mr Lister says you have to send Albert round on Monday 
morning.", and that were it for the next 23 years. I was the eldest lad, so there was no chance 
of me ending up anywhere else. When I left Hartleys I was on £3/15/- a week. It was a good 
job with good workmates. 
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* * * 

After the war I started work at Jas Smith's, the big cleaning firm based in Ravensthorpe. I'll 
always remember my first day there. It was 1946, just after the floods and I was put on 
Eiderdowns. There were hundreds and hundreds of eiderdowns which had all been covered 
in filth from the floods. All they had me doing that day was lifting them up and beating 
them, so that the worst of the muck fell off before putting it into the machines. My arms 
ached so much at the end of the day that it was painful to lift them from my sides. The next 
morning was agony but I struggled into work and the girls all stood up and clapped when I 
walked in. No-one had expected me to turn up. When I started at Smith's I was on £2 basic 
pay a week. When I left in 1967 the basic had risen to £7 a week, but by then I was working 
in gentlemen's clothing, which was far classier. 
 

* * * 

I was a dispenser at Boots in Dewsbury. My first wage was 12/6d at 15. I took it home and 
gave it to my mum who gave me a bob to last for the week. I stayed at Boots for 12 years 
and when I left to have a baby in 1951 I got paid £5 a week. That was £1 more than my 
husband! 

* * * 

My first wage packet at Jas Smiths was 10/-. I went home and gave it all to my mother. After 
a month they raised my wage to 12/-. 

* * * 

I left school when I was 13 and went to work in a drapers. The hours were very long, 
especially Saturdays when we worked from 8.30am to 9.00pm. We worked nearly 50 hours 
a week for a wage of 7/6. I gave my mother 7/- and had 6d spending money and I always 
managed to save out of that. 

* * * 

When I was fifteen I had had enough of school and talked to my mother about it. She was 
Jewish - my father Roman Catholic - so she didn't think it too odd that I should want to go 
on the stage. She telephoned her brother Jimmy James, you'll have heard of him, and he and 
his wife, Dolly Hanmer agreed to look after me for three years. Jewish families, like Indian 
ones, look after each other, so I was packed off to London. 

I started off in the business as a hoofer, routine dances and kicking high into the air, but 
eventually I became a sombret, singing and dancing. I was really good at tap. At this time I 
changed my name and eventually started singing with the big bands; Joe Loss, Harry Parry, 
Jack Payne and Harry Roy. In the business everyone has a stage name. Mine have been Joy 
Stevens and Gail Page. Matt Munroe's real name is Terry Parson.
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* * * 
 
I left school on Christmas Eve 1924 and started work on the day after Boxing Day, as an 
Apprentice at Warden Fliggs, Just behind the Dewsbury Empire. I got 10 shillings a week. 6 
years later my apprenticeship finished and I wanted the full rate which was £2 15s, but the 
boss said he could only afford to pay me at three quarter rate. Well I'd done six years learning 
the trade and was having none of that. I left and got a job with another firm. 

* * * 

At 14 I left school and became an apprentice at one of the printing firms in Huddersfield. In 
those days there were quite a few 'print shops' in the town - I remember Preston Brothers. 
Jubbs and Netherwood and Daltons for 10s 6d for a 48 hour week. My hours were quarter to 
eight to twelve thirty, three quarters of an hour for dinner and then quarter past one till 
quarter past five. We worked straight through with no tea breaks. Printing was considered to 
be a better class of trade, certainly better than working in the mill. You could go dressed up 
to printers, whereas if you went to mill, you had to go in your clogs. They had around 30 full 
time staff, but a lot of the work was seasonal and a lot of women were taken on during the 
winter (from November to March) In those days there was definate 'mens work' and 
'womens work' and the one couldn't do the other. 

Our main job was to produce pattern cards for the local textile firms, who gave them to their 
salesmen. These would be very posh things, with gold lettering on the top and every firm 
would try and get a better one than any other. The printing would be easy, but it was cutting 
the cloth to fasten on to the cards which took the time and effort. This was a very skilled job 
and it was one that a printer in this part of the world had to learn, otherwise he'd lose a lot of 
trade. No mill owner wanted his cloth ruined by the printer when attaching it to the card, so 
you had to be very careful what you did to it. After the war they started putting the patterns 
in plastic covers or just taking pictures of them, so the printers lost out on that job. 

* * * 

My grandfather, Joe Kaye, worked for the council. He used to have to remove all the dead 
bodies from the houses during the smallpox epidemic in the 1880's. They'd take them to 
Mirfield for communal burial. None of our family caught it. He was the Blacksmith and 
Fireman for Ravensthorpe. He had about 6 jobs. The fire engine was just an ordinary hand 
drawn cart where the clinic is now. There was a bell. If you rung it to warn of a fire you got 
2/6. The ambulance was a Rolls Royce. My dad was the air raid warden round here. I'm 
secretary of the community association. 
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* * * 

My husband was a motor mechanic at Crawshaw & Thirkins garage in Ravensthorpe. He 
left school at 14 and started an apprenticeship there, must have been around 1930 that. 
There were few cars in those days, only the rich could afford them. All the petrol pumps 
had to be hand cranked. He stayed there until the beginning of the war then left to do 
munitions work, that's when I met him. We were both on A. R. P work. He drove the 
ambulance and I was the attendant. We used to be on duty in the park here at Ravensthorpe. 
After that he went on to work on tanks and aero engines and went to Ferrybridge for some 
time. 

We got out own business together in about 1959, had the White Bear Service Station at 
Tingley where we did petrol and repairs but we moved from there in 1970 when they 
altered the road and the garage was pulled down. Then we moved back and took over a 
place at Shaw Cross where we stayed until 1978. Always been mad keen on cars and things. 
He used to take motorbikes down in to the cellar to strip them down and re assemble them 
in the front room. I used to do quite a bit of the driving too. I'd learnt in the war when tests 
were waived but afterwards I wanted to take it up again so I had to do a test - always used 
to pull his leg about that - and say he couldn't pass a driving test - he'd learnt before you had 
to do tests but he was a very good driver and could drive anything. 
 

* * * 

Mr Proudfoot was the boss over the shed. He was fair but very bossy. When he walked 
round he would stop you from singing. He once stopped me when I was selling chocolate 
for the Church funds and said - I'm going to fine you. But I'm not making owt for myself I 
said and he changed his mind. 

You used to push on the loom - it made you feel you were doing something. If Mr 
Proudfoot caught you he'd say - there's no need to push it, it'll go no faster, you'll only tire 
yourself out. 

* * * 

Mirfield was a real railway town. Every third man was on the railways. They used to 
change the engines here off the Newcastle train. Straight through to Blackpool it was - came 
into Mirfield around midnight, quick change and off again. You could go to Blackpool for 
dancing on Saturday nights. 

* * * 

You used to be woken up early in the mornings by the sound of the miners walking to work 
in their noisy clogs. 
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* * * 

One of Mirfield's most interesting characters in the 1920's was Mr MacKinnell and his 
fascinating Tinsmith's shop in Easthorpe. It was quite an experience paying him a visit. He 
made and soldered everything in his shop from tin baths to coal box linings, all made to 
measure and individual order! All his products hung from the low ceiling awaiting 
collection. In fact I still have an old set pot ladle which I use to this day. Mr Mackinnell 
lived on the premises with his sister who often popped in with a rice pudding to place in the 
oven of spotlessly blackleaded kitchen range behind the counter. The shop served a dual 
purpose as their cottage kitchen. 

* * * 

I left school just before my fifteenth birthday, so I was actually working for a few weeks at 
fourteen. I worked at E Rushworth's and Sons in Dewsbury and my first week's wage was 
£3, which went up to £3 10/- when I was 15. My job was to answer the phone, typing, 
sorting the post and of course making the tea and coffee. I left after 11 months to work at 
Rest Assured in Batley where I was paid the princely sum of £5 a week. Not bad for a 
fifteen year old girl in 1962. 

* * * 

I left school at 16 with eight '0' Levels. My dad wanted me to go on to teacher training, but I 
was sick of schooling and just wanted to earn some money. I saw an advert for a junior at 
the National Westminster Bank, went for the interview and got the job. I started off at £40 a 
month, of which half went to my mum, but as she agreed still to pay for my clothes I thought 
it was a good deal. I stayed at the Bank for 8 years, it was a good job paying good money 
with a good social life. I could have taken the banking exams and got further on, but 
spending hours studying text books on economics and law never appealed. When I started 
all the ledgers and accounts were compiled by hand, but by the time I had finished it was all 
computerised, which made it easier but less interesting. 

* * * 

I left Knowle Council School at 14 and went to work at Buckley's Brush Place in Mirfield. 
My first job was assembling peggy stools for the washing. I got 12/- a week and if you were 
one minute late they knocked 1d off. I stayed there two years and I don't think I ever got a 
full wage. I was a signal box lad until I was 20, up to 1930 that was. They sent you off to all 
courses and things. I used to go off to Manchester for evening classes in signalling but I was 
made redundant when I was 20 and I didn't get another job for 3 or 4 years after that. Rather 
like today really. 
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* * * 

I used to work at the Swan Inn as a cook. I used to do quick grills and that sort of thing. 
They decided they could do better and so they hired a chef instead of me. He burnt the place 
down on the first or second day he was there. 

When I left school I went to work for Lions Stores in Mirfield. I enjoyed working in the 
Grocers store. My first job was as errand boy delivering orders round Mirfield - in all 
weathers that was. I'd go from top of Hopton right round. Often got cups of tea from people 
who lived far out. Mrs Boon who lived up Lowlands Road gave you a cup of coffee and a bit 
of her marmalade cake. It was really hard going and I always used to say "I'll eat that when I 
get back to shop", but really I dropped it in river as soon as I could. It was always the Camp 
Coffee they gave you in those days. 

Later on I was relief manager and moved round the area in the summers covering for those 
off. Used to go as far away as Chickenley, Sowerby Bridge but you never had much chance 
to make friends. 

* * * 

After school I started working as a butcher. I started on the Monday and the next day I cut 
into a sheep but I was so unsure that I cut my thumb. My first wage there was 7/6d as a 
trainee. 

* * * 
I joined the specials in 1970. I just felt I wanted to something useful. You were supposed to 
do 4 hours a week and I used to work Friday nights from 8 pm to midnight. 
Chief Inspector Jim Brook met me with the words "You're a bobby now, and you're fair 
game for any thug and hooligan in town. Don't come crying to me if anybody thumps you." 
The full-timers treated you very well once they got to know you. 
 
One dark night, my mate and I saw two lads breaking into one of the lock-up shops in the 
market and we hid to wait for them coming out. I was squatting behind one of the empty 
stalls in the open market when a courting couple started to get extremely amorous only a few 
feet away. I didn't know where to look or what I was going to do about the burglars but, 
fortunately, the deadlock was broken when my radio crackled into action, bringing a quick 
end to the courting activities. 

* * * 

Work was difficult to find in the 1930's. I'd been made redundant off the railways and I had 
to go off to York in 1934 doing rubber processing. I had to get lodgings from Monday to 
Friday and come home at weekends. You had to go a long way for work in them days - bit 
like now. 
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* * * 

Dewsbury Fire Station in the 1960's was 40 years behind the times. The regime was strict 
and discipline hard. Most days you had to parade in full fire gear with everything scrubbed 
and polished. My first uniform had belonged previously to a man who had recently retired 
and I was reprimanded for wearing it without removing his medal ribbons, Every night was a 
different scrubbing and polishing routine. These were extremely thorough and ranged from 
walls and floors to the underside of the fire engines. Everyone had to learn all the skills and 
learn the hard way. I remember my first turn on supper duty, I boiled 15 eggs in a pan for 37 
minutes (2 1/2 minutes each!). Whoever was on bar duty was expected to balance the books 
and if there was any short you had to make it up out of your own pocket, If there was a street 
you didn't know, you were taken there on the appliance and left to find your own way back. 
We used to go up to places like Whitley and walk round. It was a good way of learning the 
area. 

In 1965 I got £10 and some shillings a week "rounded up". You had to go on pay parade in 
overalls and cap or, if you were off-duty, you had to go to the Town Hall and tap on a little 
window saying "Fire Brigade 5". 

If the chief spoke to you, you had to stand to attention, sometimes you would get a clout 
round the head. The chief, Ted Pearson, had been a fire bobby in Leeds. If I was late as a 
young chap he would say "What's up, lad, did she lig on your shirt tails then?" 

They didn't like you to wear breathing apparatus, thinking it was a bit namby-pamby, "Get 
in, lad, and gobble some smoke!" was a favourite command. Some everday terms included: 
"gouking" - having a sleep; "wings" - a term of comradely respect; "wingsy" - when you 
wanted a favour. 

To the question "Why are we doing it this way?" the stock answer was, "Because we always 
do it this way, lad!". 

They were all middle-aged or old men and had all been in the forces. 

* * * 

After I left school I went into the butchering trade, down at Harry Brear's in Ravensthorpe. 
But when war came he had to shut shop and I moved to Arthur Howleys down Calder Road. 
He used to do his own killing but it was all brought under government rules after and we 
mostly had frozen food during the war. Used to get around £1 a week and tips on top for 
deliveries - up on my bike on a Friday all the way to Crackenedge and Batley. We'd give the 
customers two penn'orth of fat dripping we'd rendered to go with the meat. But we couldn't 
do that every week. You could have a shilling of meat and 2d of corned beef but I reckon we 
were far healthier during the war, we had a much better diet. None of these preservatives like 
today. 
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* * * 

There are three men who have been made redundant in our house. I'm the youngest but my 
dad is coping although he is in his mid-fifties. He keeps his mind going by taking 'A' level 
maths in Huddersfield. When he was my age, and I'm 22, he was in the Army, later in 
railways, but ended up in textiles. My brother has been hardest hit, he's been redundant for 2 
½ years and it's almost destroyed him. I've tried everything, Post Office, Council Work and 
every building. I went to Lancashire once but I had to come back for an operation. I've 
written 15 applications since my last job in November and I've not had one acknowledged. 
I'm sure that this lot is not as bad as the Thirties, we're still able to have egg and chips, but 
it's bad enough. 
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HIGH DAYS AND 
HOLIDAYS 
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CHURCH V. CHAPEL 
 
 

I went to Sunday School until ray friend's sister, who had been to Church the Sunday before, 
said, "There's this lovely lad with long, curly hair in the choir.". I went to Church the Sunday 
after and never went to Sunday School again. I married the lad "with curly hair" 12 years 
later. 

* * * 

In Sunday School each year there was a missionary concert. Every child in the Sunday 
School had to have a line to say in it. We would stand on stage like a choir with the youngest 
in the front, about 50 of us altogether and starting from one end each one of us would say our 
line in turn and so tell the whole story. 

* * * 

We had best clothes for Sundays and we used to get dressed up for church, then go and sit in 
the park and listen to the band. 

* * * 

At our church we had a dumb-bell class. The dumb-bell was made of wood with a handle 
and a knob on each end. We would sing hymns like "Sound the Battle Cry" and you'd hear 
the click of these dumb-bells as we moved them in time with the hymn. It was an early form 
of keep-fit. It died out in the late 20's. 

* * * 

Every church or chapel in Ravensthorpe had its own Whit procession and "bunfight". There 
were a lot of chapels in Ravensthorpe - New Connection, Wesleyans, Congregationalists, 
Primitive Methodists were a few. On Whit Monday we would all walk around the village 
with our new clothes on, stopping every now and then for a singsong. Then we would go 
back to the chapel and have games and races and then a tea. If you won any of the races you 
would get a little pot with the chapel name and the date on it. However, the rowdy element 
would be attracted to the Whit Walk just for the "bunfight". They would cause trouble and 
then not come back till next year. The Superintendent, Mr Wood, wouldn't point the finger at 
them because he knew they wouldn't come back if he did. So he'd take it out on the rest of 
us. Well, this year I couldn't stand him getting on at us, so I called him all the names under 
the sun and then went home. When my mother asked us what I was doing home early I 
wouldn't tell her, so I got a good hiding. When my brother and sister came home they told 
her what I'd said to Mr Wood and I got another good hiding. 
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 * * * 

Ravensthorpe Methodists had Whit outings to Coxley Valley and a place called Paradise 
Farm in Whitley. There wasn't much there really but we enjoyed ourselves. 

* * * 

You couldn't get on the main road for people either walking or watching. The chapel would 
walk in the morning and the church in the afternoon. There'd be a tea for the children and a 
field to play in. 

* * * 

I went to Church school. They had a pageant for the 100th anniversary and we all dressed 
up. I went as "Topsy" in Uncle Toms Cabin. I had a wig and my face was covered in soot. 
Not long ago I saw this man I recognised and I went up and said to him "Hey! You were 
'Mr. Safety First' in the Church School pageant, weren't you?". He didn't remember me but 
he said "You've got a good memory!". 

During the 1926 Strike they had a "Waffenfuffen" band. The man at the front used to have a 
long piece of wood, like a polony, waving it about. They collected money for the soup 
kitchens. 

On Whit Monday there were parades. The Wesleyans did their walk on the morning and in 
the afternoon the church did theirs. They both had a band. The Primitive Methodists and the 
Congs. didn't. 

* * * 

At Whitsuntide my mother used to dress us up in new clothes and we used to show them to 
all the neighbours and they'd give us 3. penny. 
 

* * * 

 
On Whit Mondays we'd start off at top Knowle and sing the Whit hymns. Some people from 
Kirkheaton would meet us up there and we'd sing at Chadwick fold on the way back and 
then go home for breakfast. On the afternoon we'd walk. The baptist band would turn out and 
we'd walk round and sing for sick people. We'd meet in Ingsrove Park, have a united service 
and then all walk on to Easthorpe, up to Doctor Lane then disperse to the Sunday Schools for 
tea. In the evening we'd have a field where they'd play games and things. On the Tuesday the 
band went to Bradley and the following Friday to Smallbridge in Lancashire. I was the bass 
drummer then and my brother Jack, the Conductor. We'd go over by bus, usually one of the 
Longstaffs and draw up at the village boundary. In those days Lancashire used to play 
Yorkshire at cricket on Whit Sunday and whichever team won shouted the loudest. Then 
we'd play Hail Smiling Morn at the church. It didn't matter about the weather. We always 
played that tune and had breakfast and then go on a procession through the village. That 
band was very popular you know. It went on up to 1962 and we used to play at football 
matches at Huddersfield Town. 
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* * * 

I went to the Primitive Methodist Church. Primitive Methodists were called 'ranters' because 
we liked ranting. At the end of a hymn somebody would start singing the last verse or chorus 
again and everybody else would start to join in. The organist, the person pumping the organ 
and the choir would all join in. 

* * * 

Whitsuntide was a high point in your social year in Dewsbury. No matter what church you 
followed. Chapels would always walk on Whit Monday and Proddies and Catholics on Whit 
Tuesday. There were some right races round the town on Whit Tuesday. Whoever got to the 
Market Place first could walk through the town centre before the other lot and this was 
considered a matter of pride. I was in St. Johns Church Choir, so I would always walk with 
the Proddies. We had Emley Band playing in front of us and Would sing hymns as we went 
round from the Parish Church, up Daisy Hill to St. Judes and back into town again. Catholics 
had an Irish Band to play for them and would sing songs such as "Wearing of the green" 
when they marched. They'd start off from Paulinus and come down Albany Road. The town 
was always packed on Whit Tuesday with folks holding their caps in the air and cheering for 
all they were worth. Although there was a bit of rivalry between us, it never got out of hand 
and there was never any fighting, just perhaps the odd word aired in the direction of the other 
lot. In the evening us Proddies would go down to Savile Town fields where there would be 
tea, buns and races for us young ones to run. 

* * * 

We used to have to go to Sunday School every week. My mum and dad didn't go to church 
but it was considered "good" for us to go to Sunday School. The best part was Whitsuntide 
because you got to go on the Whit Walk on Whit Sunday, which meant my mum would buy 
me a new dress, which I used to look forward to. The Vicar was the Reverend Saviour, which 
was quite funny because the church was called St Saviours! He was really nasty to me 
because I was away ill for a couple of weeks. He knew because my attendance stamps 
weren't in the book. He said some really nasty things and I ran home weeping buckets. My 
mum said I didn't have to go again. 
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AT EASE 
 
 

I've been a rugby referee for 32 years. Once when we were playing a match in Birstall 
against a side from Huddersfield, a large hole appeared in the middle of the pitch, which 
turned out to be the cellar of a house previously demolished, The match had to be abandoned. 
 

* * * 
When I was still courting my wife she put in for one of these beauty contests. They were a 
new thing then, a lot different from today. They took place at night in a town hall before a 
panel of posh nobs who were the judges, you know, people like councillors, solicitors and the 
editor of the "Reporter". The lasses all wore their best frocks and had to parade up and down 
the stage, smiling all the time. Showing a leg was considered daring and bathing costumes 
just weren't allowed. Well the first one day Doris entered she won and that started her off. 
After that we spent many evenings at places like Bolton Town Hall and Leeds Town Hall. 
She was the first Miss Yorkshire and better than that 'The Wool Queen'. She won £100 for 
that, a lot of brass but it went straight into the bank for a rainy day. Of course a lot of fellows 
started giving her the eye and making suggestions to her but I always went along as her 
minder and made sure that they knew what was what. One chap wanted her to go off to 
London as a model but I told her she had a good enough job in the mill and if she went to 
London I wasn't coming after her. We stayed in Dewsbury. 

* * * 

I was a member of the Mirfield Boys Brigade. We took part in a very special relay to mark 
the silver jubilee in 1935. I carried the scroll and we ran from Mirfield to Dewsbury. We 
were in the John 0'Groats to London Part. There were other relays from different places in 
Britain. We were given the scroll from the relay from Brighouse, by where the council office 
is now. I remember it was dark and we had to run wearing a belt with reflectors on it. We had 
a car at the front of us and bicycles behind. We ran all the way, except up Scout Hill, where 
we had to walk that bit. When we got into Dewsbury all the Boys Brigade Companies were 
lined up to watch us. I handed over the scroll at the Town Hall and it stayed there till 
Monday when the next relay took it to Ossett. The relay never ran on a Sunday. That was 
more or less the last thing I did in the Boys Brigade as I had to leave when I was 17. 

* * * 

There were no T. V. 's in them days but I remember when it was the Coronation we went 
down to my uncles house because he had a telly. There was a street party in Chickenley with 
benches down at the end of the lane by the church hall and plenty of pop for everyone.
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* * * 

T. V. has stopped a lot of communication. It's not just Mirfield. There was a lot more 
community spirit then and we were better off in some ways, 

* * * 

Things are generally easier these days but you seem to age suddenly when you pass 70. You 
can't seem to do some things so you slow down a bit. I look after one of my neighbours who 
is blind and in her late 80's. I usually take her on holiday. It's not really a holiday for me 
because she needs to be looked after a lot but you have to look after people don't you. 
 

* * * 

I was a member of the Dewsbury swimming team organised by Eileen Fenton, the famous 
Dewsbury channel swimmer. She was the fastest woman to swim the channel and I 
remember being taken to the Town Hall to see her on the balcony when she came back. They 
gave her a big china pot which you can still see in the Town Hall. There were hundreds of 
people there to cheer her. Later on I was a member of her team which won the English 
School championships in Huddersfield. I came second and third in the Yorkshire School 
Championships but wasn't as good as my friend Jean Oldroyd, who went to the 1960 
Olympic games and Jenny Thompson who was in the European games. We had to train hard 
though. I had to be up at 6.30 in the morning to get the bus down to Dewsbury in order to be 
at the baths for 7.30. Eileen would train us for an hour before taking us to school at 8.30. We 
did this every day during term time until I left school. 
 

* * * 

I'd always been nagging at my Bill to buy a motor car but he wasn't having any of it, saying 
his motor cycle and sidecar would do us for a couple of years yet. Any way this Friday night 
he sees an advert in the reporter for a three wheeler. Well he surprises me and tells me that 
he and our David (our eldest lad) are going to give it the once over tomorrow. Day after he 
goes and comes back all smiles, telling me he's going to the bank on Monday and we are 
having the three wheeler. Later on that night there's Just me and him in the house watching 
the television when he suddenly bellows out "I'm not having it". I look at him but he's sitting 
there staring at the box then he suddenly says again "I'm not bloody having it." I ask him 
whats the matter and he looks at me, for the first time noticing I'm there. "Sarah" he says 
"you can still have the three wheeler if you want it but I've just been thinking about all the 
folks I know with motor cars and they all have money troubles. Cars give folks money 
troubles because they always need keeping up to and I don't want us to have money 
troubles." Well I never mentioned the car to him again after that night and we still had that 
old cycle and sidecar in the shed when he passed on, twelve years back. 
  

81



 

 

* * * 

Eddie Waring and me were something of schoolboy rivals. We were both keen on football 
and cricket and were often on opposite sides to one another. He was keener on soccer than 
Rugby League in those days. In fact Rugby League was the game I never did play against 
him. I was C of E and he was Wesleyan so we had some cracking good Sunday School ding 
dongs against each other. Even at that age Eddie was a bit apart from the other lads. He was 
a devout Wesleyan and never came out for a drink after a game as some not so devout 
chapel goers would. He got set on as a reporter with the Reporter and started writing on 
Dewsbury. It wasn't long before Noble Ellis, one of the Directors, took a fancy to Eddie's 
views on game and set him up as Secretary/Manager. He was the best one Dewsbury ever 
had and they won more cups under him than anyone else. Then, of course, he went on T. V. 
and became a household name but he never forgot Dewsbury and would often come back to 
Crown Flatts on a Sunday afternoon to watch a game and have a chat with his old cronies. 

* * * 

We used to go on trips with the Recobites to Sunny Vale. There was no drinking and you 
had to be a teetotaller. They had a sick club as well, I think I paid a penny a week. 

I used to go with my mother to the Bakers every Saturday. We would buy 2 small loaves, 3 
pennyworth of oatcakes, 3 pennyworth of coffee buns, 6 jam pasties and 6 currant pasties. 
These were to finish your meals off at the weekend. You didn't generally have sweet stuff 
during the week. 

We never used to think of riding (on the bus) down to Dewsbury from Shaw Cross. It was 
only 1d each way but multiply that by 5 days a week and it was your spending money gone 
nearly. It was too far out of town to go to the pictures. My mother used to get a taxi when 
she went down to Dewsbury to buy the children's clothes. There are no poor people today 
like we were poor. There are no patched trousers or darned socks. 

* * * 

On Whit Monday we would parade from Church and walk up to Field Head. There we 
would sing for them and in return they'd let us use the field opposite to have races in. 

* * * 

In the Mirfield Carnival procession there was a 'wuff n puff' band. This was a comic band 
and the young men used to wear silly costumes and bowler hats. Their 'instruments' were 
cardboard with tommy talkers inside. Tommy talkers were metal with a piece of tissue paper 
inside and you hummed a tune through them.
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* * * 

 
I think TV had a lot to do with the old Empire being pulled down. It was a disgrace to pull it 
down, it was a really good theatre. I think people were more taken by television than they are 
even today. 

* * * 

They used to have amateur boxing and wrestling at Batley Carr skating rink. After it burnt 
down we used to go skating around the band stand in the park. My eldest daughter was only 
a baby when we took her. Like a block she was but oh so graceful. Batley Carr had a 
viewing balcony and a cafe and I used to be steward on the floor. We took all our own 
records and then split up into free skating and dancing and fast skating. I was in a race once 
and couldn't get into the middle of the rink so I went up top but my front wheels fell off. My 
feet dug in and I went up, hit the wall head on and went down the wall. Oh yes I've had my 
spills and tumbles. Sunday morning was hockey practice. I've been hit with a hockey ball 
several times in goal - We never put on guards, after all it was only practice and we were just 
going in for five minutes. We used to do a lot with our time in those days. On Monday night 
I went boxing at the YMCA up Leeds Road. Lots of amateur fights and things like that. On 
Tuesday we went to the skating rink and on Wednesday it was club night there. Thursdays it 
was drinking, Fridays we went swimming at Dewsbury baths. We used to get a lift straight 
from work or sometimes we caught the train from Mirfield to Wakefield after work and went 
skating there. They had a lovely rink in Wakefield where the C & A is now. It had great big 
pillars in the middle. Saturday, well we came home from work and got changed and then 
went skating again. Well we lived on Bradford Road you see so it wasn't far. We had such a 
good time on Saturdays. We used to go out looking for the girls, go on the bunny run up 
Dewsbury. Sometimes if you were lucky you could go in and get a cup of tea, take a girl 
home and then go back and get another, if you'd time. 
 

* * * 

Every year Earlsheaton Highfield Chapel used to put on a pantomime which had been 
especially written by one of the members. I can remember being in 'Babes In the Wood' and 
'Cinderella'. The pantomime included jokes about people in the audience and if we knew 
anyone special was coming we sometimes changed the script. One night Eileen Fenton the 
swimmer came to watch and we put in some jokes about 'waters graves' and 'greasing up' 
especially for her. 

* * * 

We were always early to bed Christmas Eve. There were plenty of presents, simple stuff like 
apples, oranges and new pennies. 

One year I was given a size 5 football. I was the most popular lad in Hanover Street for a 
while. 
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* * * 

 
Whitsun was a real occasion in Mirfield. All the free churches assembled in the park at Ings 
Road. Hymn singing was accompanied by Mirfield Baptist Band conducted by Mr. Gil 
Brearly. 

Whit Tuesday we had a day at the seaside. The kids had saved all year. For two or three days 
before we watched the railway carriages being assembled at Doctor Lane Goods Yard. 

Whole families went certainly, but the kids stuck together in groups with adults in different 
groups. 

* * * 

There was a pot stall at Ravensthorpe Feast. He used to juggle the pots as he was showing 
them to the crowd. He would shuffle all the plates together, hold them up and say something 
like "Here you are, ladies, six beautifully patterned plates.", then the saucers and so on. Then 
he'd say, "I'm not asking £5, £4 10/-, £4..." and so on, until you thought you were getting 
them for nothing nearly. But he was very entertaining and his stuff was good. People went 
year after year to see him. 

* * * 

We had our honeymoon at Ravensthorpe Feast. My husband only had a 24 hour pass. 

* * * 

We helped Lower Hopton Chapel cubs and scouts to organise a Gang Show. We had trouble 
persuading the boys to dress up so we talked one of the most masculine lads into having a go. 
He agreed to wear the fairy skirt and a bra and make-up provided we would let him wear his 
hiking boots. When the other lads saw him there was a real clamour to join in and they all 
entered the spirit of it and it was a really good show. We took it to the old folks home and 
they were so pleased that they insisted on having a collection for us, although this wasn't the 
idea. The boys had a think about what to do with it and eventually we bought fruit and took it 
down to the old folks home, so then everyone was happy. 

* * * 

Earlsheaton Whit Fair was a proper little festival. People wore their Sunday best and church 
and chapel sang hymns together on the Sunday evening in Town Green. There was a special 
hymn called "Bugs and Blossoms" which was the Earlsheaton anthem. There were pie stalls 
after the original calf pie which gave the feast its name "Calf Pie Feast". 
 

* * * 

Mirfield Feast, well that was in the Black Bull yard, the week before Whitsun. The old 
saying went "If it rains at Mirfield Feast, it would be fine at Whitsuntide". 
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* * * 

Dewsbury Feast was our red letter day. There was an old man who fried potatoes in little 
pieces which he called chats at 1d a bag. Lovely they were too. 

* * * 

We got a TV for the Coronation. It was a small one with a massive great set around it. We 
got it from Thornes in Dewsbury, The house was full with all friends and relations after we 
got it. 

* * * 

When we got a telly it became a little shrine, which we all had to worship once a day. It had 
pride of place in the front room, my dad sold our piano to help keep up the payments. It was 
a huge thing, more like a cabinet than one of today's tellies. There was a rule in our house, 
you couldn't talk when the telly was on (especially when dad was in the room) and the lights 
had to be out, so you could see it properly, My mum and dad's favourite programmes were 
"The Lone Ranger", "Emergency Ward 10" and "Coronation Street". I used to like the Old 
Mother Riley films they used to show at Christmas. 

* * * 

Racing cars has always been one of my hobbies and when I built the Central Garage in 
Mirfield, demolishing 18 properties to build the present building, it was the ideal opportunity 
to develop this fascination. We had a cracking team who raced Group 5 Sportscars and took 
the name of Mirfield all round the world. We started off racing at places like Silverstone and 
Brands Hatch and when we started winning on a regular basis I decided to race the team on 
the international circuits in Europe and the USA. John Lepp, the National Champion, 
regularly drove for the team in those days, although I started off doing the driving myself. 
We became known as the amateur team the professionals feared and it was tremendous 
publicity, both for Mirfield and the Central Garage. Our racing colours were red with two 
white stripes down the side and our symbol was the elegant "Brewster Carriage", which 
appeared on every car we raced and every car we sold at the garage. I got the idea while 
flicking through an old Rolls Royce catalogue, because they had used it as a symbol on an 
early model. 
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* * * 

 
In 1958 Jas. Smiths had their centenary. All their employees were taken to Scarborough for a 
day trip. A train was hired and across the front of the steam engine was a banner with "Jas 
Smiths Cleaners" on it. The platform at Dewsbury Great Northern was lined with family and 
friends waving off the train. 

* * * 

My auntie used to run "charra" trips. They were right high up and you used to have step-
ladders to get on and off. 

We went to the same digs from being toddlers to growing up. The landlady used to tell my 
mother that we were three of the best behaved kids she'd ever known. You HAD to be with 
my mother though. One look was all you needed - you knew that any more would mean a 
good hiding! 

* * * 

When I worked at Netherwood and Daltons the printers one of the top men was a Mr 
Hanson who was on the board of Huddersfield Town. If Town were playing a night 
match he would say that if you wanted to go and watch then you could, and then you 
could come back to work afterwards and put the couple of hours in. Many's the time I 
didn't finish at Netherwoods till half past eleven at night, when Town were at home. 

Town had a very good team then and were well supported. I remember at one match with 
Arsenal 65, 000 were in the ground and there wasn't a sniff of any trouble. In 1938 Town 
got to Wembley and were to play Preston North End in the F. A. Cup Final. I saved up 
for 4 weeks on end so as to get a ticket. We left Huddersfield Station at midnight after 
working late Friday, so as not to work on Saturday. We left on a special excursion, one of 
many that went from Huddersfield that night. It got us into London for four in the 
morning and we had breakfast in Lyons Corner Cafe at Marble Arch. We got a tram from 
Victoria to Wembley and I don't think I've ever seen so many people in one place at one 
time than as outside Wembley that Saturday. I'll never forget it. Town lost one nil to a 
penalty in extra time and the journey back to Huddersfield was miserable. 

* * * 

There was a Whit Sunday trip from the Ravensthorpe Hotel. It was just for the men. We 
weren't bothered, it was grand to get rid of them for a day. 
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DAYS OUT 
 

Sometimes you'd go to Blackpool or Bridlington for a few shillings. When you got your 
holiday times, your parents would take you. I remember one time going in a horse drawn 
charabanc. There were about sixteen seats and I had to sit in the middle and I couldn't see 
nothing. I were sat well down. There were a lot of small gardens and small amusement 
places. There was one I remember very clear at Honley, that's just the other side of 
Huddersfield. 

* * * 

There were 7 of us going to Blackpool, we used to have an apartment. You would buy your 
own food and the landlady would cook it for you. She would charge extra for use of the 
cruet. 

* * * 

Our annual Sunday School outing was to the Sunnyvale Pleasure Gardens in Honley. They 
had a skating rink there and once we went the day after my sister's birthday. My sister had 
got a new watch for her birthday, but she slipped and fell on it. We had to get the brush and 
shovel and clear all the glass away. 

There were also pleasure gardens at "Little Billy's", just across the Ha'penny Bridge from 
Battyeford. They had peacocks there and a slide. It cost 1d to get in. Whenever you went you 
saw an advert for a "Grand Dance" on Saturday night. It was my ambition to go to this but 
my father would never let me. 

* * * 

Bill and I were members of Dewsbury Clarion Cycling Club and a lot of his chums were in 
Ravensthorpe C. T. C. so it wasn't surprising that our first holiday after we got married was a 
tandem ride to Whitby. I'll always remember that ride because it took us 16 hours and we 
had 8 punctures on the way! Bill would stop and mend the puncture but after another couple 
of miles the same tyre would go "hiss" and we'd have to stop again. It wasn't until a R A C 
car found us like this that we realised what was up. The spokes hadn't been filed properly 
and they were always catching on the tyres. Another time we went to Whitby with my sister 
and her husband. Me and Helen slept in a bed and breakfast whilst the lads spent a night in 
the tent up near the abbey. Well, that night it rained stair-rods and I was up every 1/2 hour, 
looking out of the window, praying that it would stop raining and that the lads would be 
alright. I was up at 6 the next day and fair ran up those 199 steps to the abbey. When I got 
there I found I needn't have bothered. The lads were snoring away, as snug as a bug and 
hadn't woken up all night! 
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* * * 

 
We used to live on Nab Lane and all the women were members of the local Co-op. Once a 
year all the horses and carts would get scrubbed and trimmed up and we'd all meet up 
with the others up Hopton Hill and on the waste where they gave us Commemorative 
mugs and a sticky bun and filled your mug with tea. Then we all went into the field for 
sports and things such as guessing the weight of the pig, Punch and Judy and such like. 

Then there was the Mirfield Carnival. I always remember one character in particular - he 
wore a schoolboy cap and shorts and his face was painted white and he had a cake with a 
bite taken out of it. He always looked miserable. The carnival finished up in the memorial 
cricket ground and used to attract people from all over. One year there was a strange man 
there lying on a bed of spikes with a man standing over him trying to break a slab on his 
stomach. It left quite an impression on me. 
 

 * * * 

We went to Blackpool for our Honeymoon. It was October and the weather was awful. We 
never got to the Front - it was so windy we had to stick to the back streets. 

* * * 

I was working as an office junior when I was fifteen, and will always remember our staff 
Christmas lunch that year. Well, I'll always remember not remembering it anyway. I was 
drunk by 10.00 in the morning and we only started at 9.00. I had to be sobered up to be taken 
out to lunch. We went to Trader Jack's which was a restaurant at the bottom of Daisy Hill. I 
remember climbing up the stairs, but I can't remember what we ate. 

* * * 

When we were little, our dad used to have a pale blue and white Austin Cambridge car which 
was his pride and joy. Every weekend he would take mum and us out in it, usually to the 
seaside even in winter. Scarborough was our favourite place to go, although it took us about 
four hours to drive there. We had our own little spot on the front. We and my sister would 
play on the sand whilst mum and dad would sit on a bench, dad reading a paper and mum 
doing her knitting. We would always go and get an ice cream from the same ice cream man. 
He thought we were locals because he saw us so often.
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* * * 

 
When I was a girl I lived just outside Ossett and a Saturday afternoon trip to Dewsbury was 
one of the highlights of the week. It was threepence return from Earlsheaton station and took 
about 10 minutes. Our trips would always follow a set pattern. First to the market which was 
the best in Yorkshire, to buy some fresh fruit and any other fresh vegetables my mum 
fancied, then we would go to Smiths and have a look at the new books. I remember buying a 
Penguin book for sixpence each week, including the very first one "Ariel" in a green and 
white cover. Then we would go to the pictures, the Playhouse more often than any other. My 
favourite films then were horror films and I remember seeing "The Mummy" and "Daddy 
Long Legs" in Dewsbury. Then it was into the restaurant in the Great Northern Railway 
station where we had the same tea each week, baked beans on toast, a pot of tea, a bun - all 
for a shilling - then back to Earlsheaton and the walk to Ossett. 

* * * 

The Mills would organise trips and that for us, off to Blackpool many a time. They hired a 
bus for us and we'd all go off for the day. We sang songs on the bus, especially when we'd 
been out for a drink or two. They took us to Batley Variety Club too - looked after us well, 
they really appreciated you. 

* * * 

I was 15 when I left school and as soon as I'd left I had my first bicycle bought for me. 
Mother wouldn't let me have one until I left. I got a BSA sit up and beg bike. The first time I 
used it I went from Mirfield to York. We left at 7 am and just had time to eat our sandwiches 
on the city walls before starting off home again. Used to go all over with bikes, up to 
Cullingworth and Skipton for weekend and things like that. 
 

* * * 

We used to go to Boat Sam's at Ravensthorpe. On Saturday and Sunday you could hire 
rowing boats for 2d or 3d. We also used to go a bit further up to Calder Wharfe and make a 
raft out of any wood we could get hold of. Very dangerous practice. 
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A GOOD NIGHT OUT  

On Friday and Saturday nights we went out dancing. Our favourite halls were the Town 
Hall, which was the only one where you could get a drink, the Temperance Hall and the Ben 
Riley. At the Ben Riley you got a stamp on your hand if you had to go out, but I always used 
to wash this off before I got home, because my mum thought the Ben Riley was common. 
We used to dance to records by Elvis, The Beatles and Gerry and the Pacemakers. If you 
didn't have a lot of money you could always go to a coffee bar because you only had to buy 
a cup of coffee and you could stay there all night, listening to the juke box. 

* * * 

We'd go to Ravensthorpe Pavillion, buy a fish and "penn'orth" on the way home and have a 
good night out for a shilling. 

* * * 

We used to go dancing at the Top Hat at the Town Hall. The dancing always finished by 
10.30. They promised us that the Beatles were coming but they never did. 

* * * 

There were two cinemas. It was 3d to go into Collins Cinema. There was a Saturday matinee 
at the Pioneer or Andrews as it was. That cost 1d. I suppose they showed mainly westerns 
and that sort of thing. There was Pearl White, Charlie Chaplin and so on. Dewsbury Empire 
was one of the best known Music Halls in the country. You could sit in the gallery for 3d. I 
think that Gracie Fields made her first stage appearance there. They reckoned if you could 
do it at Dewsbury Empire you stood a chance. I think it was pulled down in the 1960's. 
Unemployment had started to grow and variety was out of favour anyway. 
 

* * * 

There were five picture houses in Dewsbury then, the ones I remember best were the 
Playhouse, the Pioneer and the Majestic. We used to go about once a week, but we only 
went to something we were really interested in because we hadn't got the money to spend on 
just anything. My favourite night out was watching the Dervilles, who were a family who 
used to put on a different play every week. We always used to go and sit in the front stall, so 
that we could chat to the lads in the orchestra. I remember going to Dewsbury Empire to 
Florrie Ford. She was thought to be "a bit brown", but I didn't mind her. You've got to be a 
bit open-minded when you go into these places. 
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* * * 

 
I used to go out with my mates, about 12 girls and their husbands. We'd have a kitty and all 
the men would put into it. Beer was 3d a pint in those days. One lad had a wife who couldn't 
drink beer, so she drank whisky, but he used to say "We're not taking out of the kitty for my 
expensive wife!". I was 19 when I first went into a pub - we didn't drink at home and my 
father would have shot me if he'd have known. I had to ask my mother what I should drink, 
she said sherry, but that was 7d and my husband said it was too expensive so I started on 
shandy and even that was 1d more than beer. 

* * * 

I think I miss the theatres most - we used to go a lot in the 1930's. There were really great 
live shows on but the nearest one now is in Leeds. The cinemas were good too - us lot from 
Mirfield would go to Ravensthorpe's cinema and their lot would go to ours. It was daft 
really, but you never thought of going to your own. 

* * * 

I met my husband to be for the first time on Newgate, Mirfield, when we had both been to 
sign on for our two bob a day. I went with my mate and when I saw this tall, handsome lad 
smiling at us, I thought he was interested in her. But it was me he was more interested in. 
After that he used to cycle to Ravensthorpe to see me most nights. Sometimes I wished he 
wouldn't come because I was keen on sewing and wanted to get on with that. We didn't have 
a lot of money so most of our courting was done in Ravensthorpe or Mirfield. It was a 
special event to go into Dewsbury. We went to Ravensthorpe pictures to see "The Exploits 
of Elaine" every Saturday night and used to go and see the band at Ravensthorpe Co-op Hall, 
as it only cost a bob to get in. But we never went to Dewsbury Majestic - that was too 
expensive. 

* * * 

We went to the Empire (in Dewsbury) every Saturday night and saw the repertory - a new 
play each week. We went to the first house and then would walk on and get some fish and 
chips and things like that. We'd walk round town looking for lads - do the bunny run and so 
up Daisy Hill. It'd be twanging with them up there. We'd walk round the market place too. 
Most people courted for 3 years in those days. 
 

* * * 

On a Sunday night we used to go 'promming'. We put on our best suits and a gang of us 
would walk up and down the same stretch of road. We were really hoping to meet the girls 
and many did start courting this way. We walked up and down all night and you'd keep 
meeting other groups doing the same thing. 
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* * * 
 
Mirfield was a good place for cinema. There was the rink up at Battyeford where they had 
the old silent films. It used to be a roller skating rink before it became a cinema but I don't 
remember that. We first went there on a Saturday afternoon. I had 2d to spend - it cost 1d to 
go in and 1d to buy a sharps creamy. Mrs Garnett played the piano there - she hadn't any 
music but she always managed to find music to suit what was on the screen. When I got 
older I went at night but it cost 3d then. Mother and father used to go there on a Friday night. 
When the town hall opened with talkies it was the demise of the rink really - after all 
everyone wanted to see the talkies and not the old fashioned ones. Then they built the Vale - 
now when I was courting we'd go and have tea there as a special treat but it used to smell like 
the devil of cats. They had 2 houses and we'd go to the first one and afterwards walk around 
the town before I had to take her home. 

* * * 

The young men, those who could afford, sometimes went to Blackpool on a Saturday night, 
dancing in the Tower Ballroom. It was half a crown return from Mirfield by train. I suppose 
they got back about 2 in the morning. 

* * * 

There were two cinemas in Mirfield. One was like a corrugated iron shack. There were silent 
films with a live stage show in between. It cost a penny for matinees - 2d to go in the tip up 
seats at the back. 

The projectionist, Tony Mann, was a bit of an entrepreneur. He used to give film shows of a 
sort on a toy cinematograph at his garden hut in Battyeford. They were pretty poor pictures 
but we weren't too bothered. Entrance was by cigarette cards and so on. 

When I was about 17 I used to nip into the Ship 'cos that was out of the way and I wouldn't 
be seen. I'd play the piano there but one day my sister, who was four years older, found out. 

We'd go to lots of dances at Nab School on a Saturday evening, where there'd be a 3-4 piece 
band, and they'd have raffles and spot prizes and things like that. We'd be too young for the 
pubs so we'd buy a bottle of barley tox, a fizzy drink - if you drank a bottle of that it smelt 
like you'd been boozing. We never went to Huddersfield - that was big stuff. Instead we used 
to go to Heckmondwike and later to Dewsbury Town Hall, that was a popular place. 
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* * * 

 
We went to the Rink up at Battyeford but that was a right flea pit. It had a wooden floor and 
you used to stamp your feet when something exciting happened. 

* * * 

Mirfield was dead of an evening. There were two cinemas and Saturday night dances held in 
the old drill hall and there were youth clubs but unless you were a member of a church they 
didn't like you to go to them. 

* * * 

When we were young we used to go to the ABC minors club on a Saturday morning. It was 
great. There were cartoons, a serial each week ("Flash Gordon" was my favourite) and we all 
sang pretty little songs with the cinema organ playing. One started, "We are the boys and 
girls, well-known minors of the ABC...". There was crisps, pop and little feature films as 
well. It was great. 

* * * 

A right good night out for us was to go to the pictures in Dewsbury or at Ravensthorpe. My 
favourite was Clark Gable but he used to drool over Jean Harlowe. The Playhouse in 
Dewsbury was the poshest picture house in town with very comfortable seats. If we didn't go 
out, we would stay at home knitting or doing embroidery. My mother had the weeklies 
delivered - "Peg's Paper", "Red Letter" and "My Weekly", but my mother wouldn't let us 
children read these, because they were considered too racy! We had a big wireless set in the 
corner of the room, which we called "Henry the Eighth" because it was the eighth set my 
father had got from Radio Rentals. He had sent the other seven back because he said the tone 
wasn't right. When we were kids our favourite programme was "The Ovaltinies" on Radio 
Luxembourg. 

* * * 

Some of my best nights out were spent at the old Dewsbury Empire. It was reckoned to be 
the best variety theatre in the North of England. I can remember seeing Florrie Ford and 
Vesta Tilley there. Charlie Chaplin even played Dewsbury. He was in an acrobatic troupe. 
I remember seeing the tramp, but I must admit Charlie Chaplin didn't make any special 
impression. There were two shows in those days, one from 6.30 till 8.30 and another from 
8.45 till 10.30. There was never any problem getting home, after the late house because 
the trams kept on till midnight. I remember the prices at the Empire. 2d in the gallery, 3d 
in the pit, 6d in the circle and 1/- in the orchestra stalls. Those in the stalls would make 
sure to walk about a bit during the interval, so everyone could see them sitting down again 
at the start of the second half. 
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* * * 

My wife's grandfather, a Dewsbury man, often had to go to Horbury to get a drink out of 
hours. They thought nothing of walking to Leeds for a night out. They were travellers - if 
you went over five miles you were travelling. I used to like the Empire, Norman Evans over 
the garden wall and all that. First time I ever saw Morecambe and Wise were at the Empire, 
36 years since they were in pantomime, they were just up and coming, they walked on with 
boots on their knees and I said then, "they're good are them two". 

* * * 

When the new Mirfield Fire Station was opened they started to put on social evenings which 
became a big thing for a while. One time, on the day of the social there was flooding and the 
firemen were called out to deal with it, so the wives had to do all the arrangements. This 
meant wading through the floods, carrying the stuff for refreshments. I remember feeling 
very nervous doing it. 
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Parry 68 
Parson 68 
Partition 32 
Pasties 82 
Patriotic 19 
Paul's 23, 28 
Paulinus 79 
Pavement 14 
Pavements 47 
Pavilion 41 
Pavillion 91 
Payday 66 
Payments 86 
Peace 15, 34, 37 
Peacocks 88 
Peanuts 43 
Pearson 62, 73 
Peg's 95 

Peggy 71 
Penalty 87 
Pence 55 
Pendleton 4 
Penguin 90 
Penn'orth 73, 91 
Pennies 20, 83 
Pennines 58 
Pennorth 14 
Penny 37, 38, 52, 78, 82, 

94 
Pennyworth 82 
Pension 36, 64 
Period 51, 66 
Pew 23 
Pheonix 27 
Photographs 23 
Photos 31 
Piano 29, 34, 86, 94 
Picture 2, 31, 38, 41, 91, 

95 
Picturedrome 62 
Pictures 27, 31, 33, 69, 82, 

90, 92, 94, 95 
Pie 40, 61, 62, 85 
Pig 89 
Pigeon 23 
Pigs 8, 23, 59, 65 
Pilkingtons 58 
Pillars 83 
Pinafores 37 
Pioneer 91 
Pioneers 13 
Platform 87 
Playground 29, 43, 44 
Playhouse 13, 44, 90, 91, 

95 
Playtime 38 
Pogo 47 
Police 32, 45 
Policeman 34, 61 
Polony 78 
Ponies 23 
Poppies 8 
Poppy 8 
Pork 2, 62 
Port 59 
Porter's 31 
Ports 59 
Postman 6 
Potato 66 
Potatoes 2, 7, 86 
Power 59 
Prefab 2 
Preston 69, 87 
Projectionist 62, 94 
Prom 10 
Public 5, 13, 24, 53 
Publicity 86 
Pubs 94 
Quarry 63 
Quarter 12, 18, 40, 52, 59, 

69 
Quarters 48, 69 
Queen 29, 64, 80 
Queens 55 

Question 73 
Rabbit 2, 45 
Races 40, 44, 76, 79, 82 
Racing 86 
Radio 40, 41, 72, 95 
Raffles 94 
Raft 90 
Rag 38, 46, 53 
Rags 46, 53 
Rail 2 
Railings 27 
Railway 11, 17, 18, 21, 

35, 64, 70, 85, 90 
Railways 22, 58, 64, 70, 

72, 74 
Rain 59 
Raincoats 21 
Raining 14, 27, 43, 88 
Rains 24, 85 
Ramsden's 22 
Ranger 86 
Raspberries 55 
Ration 12, 19, 39 
Rationing 12, 64 
Ravens 38 
Ravensthorpe 6, 7, 11, 12, 

13, 14, 15, 17, 20, 21, 
22, 23, 24, 26, 27, 31, 
33, 36, 38, 43, 49, 51, 
53, 64, 67, 68, 69, 70, 
73, 76, 78, 85, 87, 88, 
90, 91, 92, 95 

Ravensthorpe's 92 
Raw 52 
Rawden 53 
Ray 19, 76 
Razor 10 
Recobites 82 
Redundant 71, 72, 74 
Reece 58 
Reflectors 80 
Refreshments 96 
Refugees 9 
Registered 59 
Registration 59 
Relations 86 
Relatives 10 
Remembering 20, 89 
Rent 67 
Rentals 95 
Rents 10 
Repairer 65 
Repairing 62 
Repairs 70 
Reporter 43, 64, 80, 81, 82 
Restaurant 89, 90 
Rev 26 
Reverend 79 
Rhododendron 37 
Rhubarb 41 
Rhymes 37 
Ribbons 73 
Rice 71 
Riddle 53 
Riddles 53 
Ride 12, 13, 24, 88 
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Rides 47 
Rink 83, 88, 94, 95 
River 13, 22, 26, 42, 45, 

59, 72 
Rix 13 
Road 6, 8, 9, 10, 11, 12, 

13, 14, 18, 19, 20, 23, 
24, 26, 29, 33, 34, 35, 
37, 40, 47, 52, 54, 55, 
59, 64, 70, 72, 73, 78, 
79, 83, 85, 92 

Roads 40 
Roadside 6 
Robinson 13 
Roebuck 66 
Roman 68 
Room 4, 28, 32, 44, 56, 

70, 86, 95 
Rooms 55 
Roses 32 
Rosette 21 
Roy 68 
Royal 64 
Royce 69, 86 
Rugby 80, 82 
Rushing 31 
Rushworth's 71 
Russia 62 
Sacks 14 
Sackville 6 
Saddlebacks 65 
Salesmen 69 
Sam's 90 
Sandals 45 
Sandbags 26 
Sands 23 
Sandwiches 28, 46, 53, 90 
Sarah 81 
Sardines 37 
Saturday 7, 18, 21, 22, 24, 

27, 48, 52, 66, 70, 82, 
83, 87, 88, 90, 91, 92, 
94, 95 

Saturdays 41, 68, 83 
Sausage 42 
Sausagemeat 18 
Savile 8, 11, 27, 79 
Saxophones 19 
Scarborough 45, 87, 89 
Scholarship 34 
Scholarships 32, 34, 35 
School 8, 12, 13, 18, 21, 

23, 25, 26, 27, 28, 29, 
31, 32, 33, 34, 35, 36, 
37, 39, 40, 41, 43, 44, 
45, 46, 49, 51, 54, 55, 
65, 68, 69, 70, 71, 72, 
73, 76, 78, 79, 81, 82, 
88, 90, 94 

Schoolboy 20, 35, 82, 89 
Schoolboys 35 
Schoolgirl 31 
Schooling 32, 59, 71 
Schools 33, 36, 37, 78 
Science 31, 33 
Scout 6, 45, 80 

Scouts 45, 85 
Secondary 33, 36 
Senior 31 
Sentry 34 
September 33 
Servant 55 
Sewerage 6, 37 
Sewing 28, 31, 33, 92 
Sex 44 
Shackles 20 
Shackleton 34 
Shale 63 
Shandy 92 
Sheard 15, 27 
Sheds 49 
Sheep 4, 59, 72 
Sheffield 29 
Shelter 20 
Sheltering 18 
Shelters 18 
Shepley 7, 22, 24, 28, 36, 

58, 59 
Sherlock 26 
Sherry 92 
Shilling 5, 19, 22, 52, 73, 

90, 91 
Shillings 62, 67, 69, 73, 

88 
Ship 22, 59, 94 
Shipley 33 
Shire 14 
Shorthand 65 
Shuttlecock 42 
Silverstone 86 
Sixpence 5, 90 
Skipton 90 
Slave 63 
Slavedriver 56 
Smith 42, 64 
Smith's 64, 65, 68 
Smiths 66, 68, 87, 90 
Smithy 23 
Snelgrove 65 
Soccer 82 
Socialise 55 
Soldier 64 
Soldiers 20, 35 
Solicitors 80 
Solly 20 
Soloman 27 
Sombret 68 
Soot 78 
Soothill 21 
South 45 
Sowerby 72 
Spanish 37, 41, 46 
Spindles 52 
Spinning 48 
Sportscars 86 
Springfield 39 
Springs 23 
Squalid 9 
Squatting 72 
Staincliffe 11 
Stamp 91, 95 
Stamps 79 

Stations 11, 13 
Steam 35, 40, 61, 87 
Stevens 68 
Stew 2 
Steward 83 
Stream 42 
Sugar 19, 28, 41, 64 
Suicide 61 
Summer 7, 15, 40, 45, 46, 

55 
Sunday 2, 8, 10, 12, 39, 

41, 45, 54, 55, 62, 76, 
78, 79, 80, 82, 83, 85, 
87, 88, 90, 92 

Sundays 76 
Sunnyvale 88 
Superintendent 10, 76 
Supervision 67 
Supervisor 63 
Surgeon 19 
Swim 7, 38, 46, 81 
Swimmer 81, 83 
Swimming 46, 81, 83 
Swiss 21 
Sykes 19 
Sylvia 34 
Tailor 19 
Tails 73 
Talkies 94 
Tandem 88 
Tank 22 
Tanks 70 
Tar 40 
Taxi 43, 82 
Taylor 7, 8, 46, 51 
Taylors 51 
Tea 2, 15, 24, 28, 29, 51, 

52, 56, 62, 64, 69, 71, 
72, 76, 78, 79, 83, 89, 
90, 94 

Tea's 12 
Teacakes 54 
Teacher 8, 26, 27, 28, 29, 

31, 32, 33, 34, 39, 71 
Teachers 27, 32, 33, 34, 

56 
Teaching 13, 49 
Team 35, 38, 39, 58, 78, 

81, 86, 87 
Teams 39 
Tears 27 
Teatime 20 
Teatowels 54 
Tech 29 
Technician 53 
Teetotaller 82 
Telegraph 59 
Telephoned 68 
Television 40, 81, 83 
Tellies 86 
Telly 80, 86 
Temperance 91 
Terminus 21 
Territorials 5 
Test 55, 62, 70 
Tested 65 

Testing 63 
Text 71 
Textile 69 
Textiles 74 
Thaites 34 
Theatre 11, 83, 95 
Theatres 64, 92 
Theatrical 17, 19 
Theodore 51 
Thirkins 70 
Thirties 74 
Thompson 81 
Thomson 27 
Thornes 86 
Thornhill 4, 12, 21, 23, 

29, 31, 64 
Thornton 58 
Thorntons 58 
Thorpe 29 
Threepence 90 
Threepenny 38 
Thrushes 47 
Tiddley 47 
Tilley 95 
Timber 58 
Timbers 58 
Tingley 70 
Tinsmith's 71 
Tithe 13 
Toast 90 
Toddlers 87 
Toe 66 
Toffee 7 
Toilet 2, 66, 67 
Toilets 2, 28, 32 
Toll 38 
Tom 63 
Tommy 12, 67, 82 
Toms 78 
Tony 94 
Town 6, 10, 11, 13, 14, 

15, 20, 22, 24, 29, 35, 
40, 43, 44, 48, 55, 56, 
58, 59, 62, 69, 70, 72, 
73, 78, 79, 80, 81, 82, 
85, 87, 91, 92, 94, 95 

Towngate 44, 59, 65 
Towns 10 
Towpaths 58 
Tox 94 
Toy 35, 44, 94 
Toys 44, 47 
Trader 89 
Traders 18 
Tradition 51 
Traffic 22, 37, 40 
Trained 51, 64, 65 
Trainee 72 
Training 71 
Trains 35, 64 
Tram 17, 21, 33, 49, 87 
Tramboy 21 
Tramp 95 
Trams 10, 22, 34, 95 
Tramway 21 
Transport 47, 62 
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Travellers 96 
Travelling 96 
Trixie 44 
Troop 45 
Truck 45 
Trucks 67 
Truncheons 32 
Tuesday 2, 29, 78, 79, 83, 

85 
Tuppence 38 
Tuppeny 41 
Twelve 21, 44, 69, 81 
Twenties 33 
Two-up 4 
Twopence 12 
Twopenny 12 
Typist 65 
Typographer 64 
Tyre 88 
Tyres 88 
Tythe 13 
Ukranian 56 
Umbrella 43 
Uncle 13, 15, 41, 58, 67, 

78 
Uncles 80 
Underground 8 
Unemployment 91 
Uniform 31, 73 
Uniforms 18, 33 
Union 63, 66 
United 78 
Usa 86 
Usherettes 62 
Vaccination 5 
Vale 24, 82, 94 
Valley 38, 39, 41, 46, 78 
Vaults 15 
Vegetables 65, 90 
Vehicle 62 
Vernon 62 
Veronica 14 
Verse 79 
Vicar 26, 33, 79 
Vicar's 32 
Victoria 34, 87 
Victorian 9 
Victory 13 
Village 13, 55, 76, 78 
Villages 39 
Vinegar 31 
Vinks 47 
Vitamins 17 
Voile 32 
Volunteer 18 
Volunteered 19 
Waffenfuffen 78 
Wage 52, 53, 64, 65, 67, 

68, 71, 72 
Wages 21, 63 
Waggons 64 
Wagon 45 
Wagons 66 
Waifs 65 
Wainwright 45 
Waitresses 15 

Wakefield 17, 18, 20, 31, 
61, 83 

Wales 37 
Walk 6, 8, 10, 21, 24, 27, 

32, 33, 34, 35, 39, 41, 
45, 48, 51, 56, 59, 66, 
73, 76, 78, 79, 80, 82, 
90, 92, 94, 95 

Walker 22 
Walker's 12 
Walkers 42, 49, 65 
Walking 7, 21, 29, 70, 78, 

96 
Walks 37, 39 
Wall 2, 6, 23, 27, 63, 83, 

96 
Walls 35, 73, 90 
Ward 5, 39, 86 
Warden 41, 69 
Wardens 18 
Warehouse 35, 54 
Waring 39, 82 
Warwick 34, 35 
Wasps 9 
Water 2, 4, 7, 8, 10, 37, 

42, 46, 52, 54, 59, 61 
Waters 54, 83 
Waterwheel 14 
Weasel 45 
Weather 10, 35, 54, 56, 

78, 89 
Weave 49, 53 
Weaver 20, 49, 51, 52, 66 
Weavers 49, 52 
Weaving 48, 49 
Websters 22 
Wedding 23 
Wednesday 2, 83 
Wembley 13, 87 
Wesleyan 17, 82 
Wesleyans 17, 76, 78 
Wessender 39 
Wessex 65 
West 14 
Westborough 33 
Westerns 62, 91 
Westfields 47 
Westminster 71 
Wharfe 90 
Wheel 14 
Wheelright 14 
Wheels 38, 83 
Wheelwright 31, 34 
Wheelwrights 34 
Whisky 23, 64, 92 
Whit 76, 78, 79, 82, 85, 87 
Whitby 58, 88 
White 6, 12, 15, 23, 27, 

43, 47, 54, 56, 70, 86, 
89, 90, 91 

Whitehead's 7 
Whites 31 
Whitley 8, 23, 73, 78 
Whitsun 64, 85 
Whitsuntide 15, 78, 79, 85 
Whooping 28 

Widow 55 
Wife 12, 26, 42, 58, 62, 

65, 68, 80, 92 
Wife's 96 
Wig 78 
William 58, 62 
Willy 66 
Windowsills 34 
Windsor 54 
Windy 89 
Wives 96 
Wizard 41 
Woman 8, 14, 18, 23, 45, 

81 
Women 6, 27, 48, 53, 55, 

64, 65, 69, 89 
Womens 69 
Wood 2, 8, 18, 20, 38, 66, 

76, 78, 83, 90 
Wooden 40, 47, 54, 66, 95 
Woods 45 
Woodwork 31 
Wool 48, 80 
Woolen 55 
Woollen 49 
Worker 13, 66 
Workers 51, 64 
Working 2, 14, 21, 23, 35, 

49, 51, 52, 53, 55, 56, 
59, 63, 65, 67, 68, 69, 
71, 72, 87, 89 

Workmates 67 
Workmen 63 
Works 6, 37, 38, 59, 63, 

67 
World 13, 14, 19, 22, 29, 

36, 69, 86 
Wormald 26, 42 
Wormalds 49, 65 
Worship 86 
Worshipped 43 
Wrens 45 
Wrestling 83 
Wrigley's 45 
Yard 18, 28, 29, 44, 47, 

48, 55, 58, 85 
Yards 18, 58 
Yarn 49 
Yarns 62 
Ymca 83 
York 39, 72, 90 
Yorkshire 2, 11, 20, 21, 

23, 58, 65, 78, 80, 81, 
90 

Youth 8, 18, 44, 95 
Zion 47 
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