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Foreword

The best thing that ever happened to me was coming to live in Warsop Vale. As soon
as | moved in to the Old School House, | knew that | had come into the midst of a very
special community. As time went by, | realised that at one time that community had
been even more special.

When | walk through the streets of Warsop Vale today, | do not see the boarded up
houses, the overgrown gardens and verges, the site of the demolished pit and the
dereliction. I see a thriving pit village with happy children playing ‘Tin Can a Lurky’
‘Raliko’ and ‘Finger or Thumb’ in the streets, with housewives scrubbing their front
door steps, miners coming home from their shifts and heading for the ‘Swing’ and the
welfare club, people chatting whilst queuing at the Co-op and the mobile shops, the
cricket team playing on the welfare ground and school children tending the flowers
round the war memorial. | look up to see the headstocks and tall chimneys towering
above the miners’ cottages. I do not hear the eerie silence of empty houses, I hear the
winding gear, the pit buzzer sounding, the clatter of Monty Caudwell’s milk churns,
the school bell ringing for home time, laughter and activity. Memories of a bygone
age impressed into the very fabric of the buildings.

One thing’s for sure; Warsop Vale will never be the same again.

Mave Calvert
Warsop Vale
February 2001

This book is dedicated, with our gratitude, to everyone who helped us by lending or
giving photographs and documents, and all the others who helped with information,
anecdotes and memories.
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Preface

In April 2000 a book called ‘The Hundred Year History of Warsop Vale & Warsop
Main Colliery (1889-1989)’ was published and went on sale in Warsop Vale and the
surrounding villages. The book was a result of research done by Mave Calvert, who
lives in the Old School House at Warsop Vale, and Terry White, landlord of Warsop
Vale’s only pub, affectionately known as ‘the Swing’. Amazingly, in less than a year,
over 750 copies have been sold and books have been sent to every continent.

In order to obtain funding to print the book, Mave and Terry decided to set up a local
history society. Former deputy manager of Warsop Main Colliery, Jack Winfield,
was drafted in as chairman. Claude Everett, former chairman of Warsop Parish
Council and life long resident of Warsop Vale, agreed to help. Deb Clarke, who now
owns the old Police House at Warsop Vale, offered her services as treasurer. John
Walker, another past resident of the Vale, completed the committee. Mr. Bill Everett,
who lived in the village for almost 90 years before retiring to a nursing home in
Warsop, was nominated as Honorary President. In less than a year the Society has
grown from strength to strength obtaining no less than five grants and enrolling over
sixty members.

On the evening of the first Thursday of every month, past and present residents
congregate in ‘the Swing’ at Warsop Vale to meet old friends and neighbours, and
swap memories about that very special community. Known as ‘Warsop Vale Local
History Society’, these people have brought part of the village back to life by
resurrecting precious memories for those who were once part of the community.

Perhaps the most memorable tribute to the first book was from an ex Warsop Main
miner who, pointing at the site where the colliery once stood, said “They’ve taken all
that away from us, but this book has given us a little piece of it back™.

This is the second publication by the Society. This time it is based on the memories
of the members and other residents in their own words. The publication of the first
book prompted a deluge of more photographs, documents and memories and we have
tried to include as many as we can. Apologies for any that have been missed. We
will endeavour to include them in the next one!

This book would not have been possible without the contributions from the members
of the Society and the generous funding we have received.

We owe a particular debt of gratitude to all the organisations that have given us
financial support, namely the Coalfields Regeneration Trust, The National Lottery
Millennium Festival Awards for All, The Coalfields Alliance (SRB5),
Nottinghamshire Rural Development Area and Warsop Parish Council.

Special thanks goes to our chairman, Jack Winfield, for writing the pieces on the
characters of Warsop Vale and the Staveley Coal & Iron Company. We are also
grateful to lrene Asher, David Cheeseman, Richard Crossland, Jeff Noble, Harry
Parratt and Dennis Sampson for their contributions. Also, a big thank you to all the



members of Warsop Vale Local History Society and other Warsop Vale veterans, who
have contributed, dated and named the majority of the photographs in this book.

We should also like to thank Liz and Jeremy Thompson-Jewitt and the staff at
AlphaGraphics in Nottingham for all their time and advice with the typesetting and
printing.

Finally we are indebted to the secretary, Mave Calvert, for collecting and scanning the
photographs, typing and editing, to Terry White for compiling the photographs and to
the other committee members for proof reading.

Warsop Vale Local History Society Committee, January 2001
Claude Everett (insert), John Walker, Treasurer Deb Clarke, Secretary Mave Calvert, Chairman Jack
Winfield, Terry White & President Bill Everett (insert)
(Courtesy of Mave Calvert)

Whilst we have made every effort to ensure accuracy, mistakes are inevitable in a
book of this nature, especially as the content is based on people’s recollections and
feelings. Please be charitable towards us, but for the sake of accuracy we should be
glad to hear about any glaring errors.



Introduction

Warsop Vale is a small village situated on the Nottinghamshire/Derbyshire border
between Warsop and Shirebrook. It was built by the Staveley Coal & Iron Company
in the early 1900s to provide housing for the miners of Warsop Main Colliery,
which the company had sunk in 1893. The Company not only provided the housing
but also ran infant and junior schools, provided a Church, Chapel and Church
institute, built a doctor’s surgery and a hotel. It also contributed generously to
schemes to form a Co-operative Society and to all social events in the village. The
Company directed the social life of its workforce through the mine manager who sat
on all the village social and welfare committees as well as the school board. The
houses were kept in best repair and there was soon a waiting list to live in the village.

When the pit was first sunk in 1893 six limestone cottages were built for the pit
officials and sinkers. Later it was realised that more accommodation would be needed
for the miners and their families, so between 1901 and 1908 some 240 miners’
cottages were built in barrack square fashion, all to the same blueprints. The School
was built in 1901 and officially opened in 1902 providing education for all the village
children. The Vale Hotel officially opened in 1903 providing leisure for the hard
working miners. In 1905 a Schoolmaster’s house was built and in 1907 a Mine
Manager’s house. A local Co-operative Society was formed in 1901, which provided
stores and over the next 20 years built ten more houses for Co-operative staff and
committee members. In the early 1920s the Company built additional housing a mile
or so down the road at Church Warsop.

In the 1920s and 30s when the miners’ welfare scheme was in operation, a new sports
ground was opened behind the Warsop Vale schools with cricket pitch, football pitch,
tennis courts, bowling green and pavilion. The scheme also provided Warsop Main
Colliery with pithead baths and a miners’ welfare club for social activity.

Many people lived in the village all their lives and turnover of tenants in the houses
was very low. Virtually all the male inhabitants were miners and as the village was
only a stone’s throw from the pit, the waiting list to rent a house in the Vale was long
and people often lodged with relatives already living in Warsop Vale for years before
getting their own house. The villagers of Warsop Vale braved two world wars, a
number of pit strikes and several fatalities down the pit but the community spirit
always pulled through.

The Staveley Coal and Iron Company ran the pit and the village until Nationalisation
in 1947 when the National Coal Board took over. As time went by the village began
to decline with the closure of the Co-op in 1980, the closure of the school in 1987 and
finally the pit itself in 1989

The pit closure in 1989 has left the village semi-derelict with many of the houses
abandoned and boarded up. Plans for regeneration are underway but this takes a long
time, much longer than the time it took for the decline once the pit ceased working.
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Warsop Vale in 1968 from the headstocks of Warsop Main Colliery

Showing the school with the welfare ground beyond.
(taken by PC Des Cooke)
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The Characters of Warsop Vale when | was a Lad
By Jack Winfield

Jack Winfield is a former deputy manager of Warsop Main Colliery. He has
contributed much to Warsop Vale whilst holding various positions on the
Warsop Vale Community Association and is now the worthy Chairman of
Warsop Vale Local History Society. Jack lives in the house at ‘The Rocks’
once occupied by Edwin Ellis Booker, the first manager of Warsop Main

Colliery. Jack Winfield

When 1 sat down to write this article I realised what a mammoth task | had set myself
because on recollection | realised there was at least one character of some sort or
other worthy of note in every house in the village. To mention them all would
necessitate writing a book solely on these people so | will refer to a select few and
offer my apologies to all who thought that Grandfather, Grandmother, Uncle, Aunt, or
whoever, deserved a mention and did not get one. Believe you me they all remain
wonderful memories to me — they were all great people living in a great community,
never to be seen again. What a privilege it has been to have known these people.

The days to which | am going refer start in the late 1920s and carry on until around
1947. At that time the village was one of envy to many of its neighbours — being a
village of some 240 houses and having a Church, a Church Institute, a Chapel, a
Public House, a Miners’ Welfare club, a silver prize band, a first class cricket field, a
bowling green, two tennis courts, a football field and some 150 plus allotments that
were the pride and joy of the men who tilled them.

The Mine Manager

I would like to start with the man who had the responsibility of combining the
working life with social life in the village, namely the Colliery manager. Under those
“wicked coal owners”, namely the Staveley Coal & Iron Co., the mine manager, in
addition to overseeing the running of the Colliery, was charged with overseeing the
effective running of the village. It was part and parcel of his duties, and was a
wonderful public relations exercise conducted by the Company in promoting good
relationships between management and men.

The first Colliery Manager | can remember was Herbert Gent.
A small, portly Yorkshireman who had a broadly accented
Yorkshire wife and a daughter named Gwen who subsequently
married a mine surveyor called Bruce Whittington — no
relation to Dick! | mention this because it was the first
wedding | witnessed where the men wore frock coats and top
hats!

Herbert Gent
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Mr. Gent left in the early 1930s and was followed by Mr.

Charles Ringham, who had earlier been an under manager
at the pit and was a well-known member of the local Colliery
cricket team. Mr. Ringham left to be an area official in 1947
on Nationalisation — disaster day!

As mentioned previously, these two people, in addition to
managing the mine were entrusted with running the village as
well. To those ends they served as chairmen on many
essential committees — welfare committees, sports

Charles Ringham

committees, school governors, and were the commanding
officers of a very effective St. John’s Ambulance Division.

The School Master

The second most important people to my mind were the headmaster and the staff of
the village school, also run by the Colliery Company and known as the Warsop Vale
Staveley Co. School.

J. W. Sleight

The first headmaster | came in contact with was Mr. Sleight who,
in addition to his school duties, was also a Co-op committee
member and an officer in the Colliery S.J.A.B. Division. | did not
come into contact with Mr. Sleight during my early school life.
My school beginnings were overseen by Miss Rose Causer
(Headmistress of the infants), Miss Muriel Story, Miss Edith
Woodward & Miss Hilda Langrick. Who in my age group can
ever forget the teachings of these wonderful people? Dedicated
and hard working with class sizes of 40 to 50 at times, and time
for every one of the pupils.

After Mr. Sleight came Mr. Reid in the early 1930s. He was the
headmaster when | graduated upstairs at the age of 11 for the next
three years tuition at school. Assisting Mr. Reid to maintain
discipline in the upper classes was the doyen of teachers in his
day, Mr. Jimmy Penrose, Mr Arthur Stone (who used to cycle
from Kiveton), Miss Fiddler (affectionately known as “Fanny”),
Mr Reg. Lucas and student teachers Miss Nora Ward, Miss
Daykin and Miss Muriel Taylor (Mr. Reid’s sister-in-law).

When Mr. Reid left to take a headship at
Colchester he was followed by Mr. G.A.

H.H. Reid

G.A. Meakin

Meakin who was murdered by his son, Owen, on 29" December
1937. The story goes that Owen asked his mother if he could go
to the pictures and she said to “go upstairs and axe your Dad” —
which he did! Owen served nine months in Lincoln jail for
manslaughter and was defended at his trial by one of the Country’s
leading lawyers - Sir Norman Birkett Q.C. (Mave, the secretary of
WVLHS, now lives in his house!!)

12



In concluding the section on my schooldays, | must say that along with a good
number of my peers still have the utmost respect and admiration for all the teachers
who, along with our parents, taught us respect, discipline and the 3 R’s so very well. I
can only remember one boy who could not read and write when he left school.

The Village Policeman

The third most important person to contribute to the well being of the village, to my
mind, was the village policeman (how we miss this pillar of society today!!).

My earliest recollection of the long arm of the law was PC Sharpe, a tower of a man
with ginger coloured hair who resided in the Co-op Villas, next door to Mr. Holmes,
the Co-op Manager.

Following PC Sharpe was PC Jerry Morgan who was the police boxing champion
and used to visit the school and pass on his boxing knowledge to the senior boys. He
was well known for looking after the village drunk, ‘Dawdy’ George Cadman.

Next came PC Albert Woolnough who | remember quite well as the PC who was
cycling alongside the wall that contained the pit premises when a man whom | shall
not name, threw some timber over the wall and knocked Albert off his bicycle! How
cruel fate is at times.

Following PC Woolnough was the last village policeman to live in the Co-op Villas,
namely PC Albert Woodward, a likeable young fellow who did not stop all that long
at Warsop Vale.

PC Des Cooke was the first village policeman to live in the purpose-built Police
House complete with office, no less. The building is now the home of our worthy
treasurer, Deb Clarke. Des was a very much liked and respected guardian of the law.
He was followed by our last village bobby, PC John Palmer, another well-liked and
respected PC, even though he was affectionately known as “Banacek” the TV
Detective and “Clouseau” the zany cop portrayed by Peter Sellers.

Again, as with the schoolteachers, all the PCs were dedicated to their profession and it
showed in the standard of life experienced in the village — totally different to today.

Mr. Alf Naylor

Having dealt with the three most important ‘groups’ of people in my opinion, I would
now like to deal with some of the well-known characters that lead prominent lives in
the village.

It is very difficult to say who was the most important character in the village without
being accused of being biased, but | am sure that all in my age group will agree that
one man stands out — namely Mr. A. Naylor. Alf held many important posts that
provided much of the social life of the village. He was secretary of many
organisations, namely the Sheffield Equalised Independent Druids (a medical Benefit
scheme), Warsop Main Welfare Committee, Warsop Vale Miners’ Welfare Club,

13



Warsop Vale Garden Holders Association, Warsop Main Cricket
Club and Warsop Vale Football Club as well as being a committee
member of the Warsop Vale Co-operative Society.

As a manipulator of finances, Gordon Brown had nothing on Alf!!
All his Associations showed a profit and the members of the village
! were highly delighted. So they should have been as | well
remember his achievements as secretary of the Vale’s miners
: ‘ welfare club. For members’ children he provided annual trips to the
Alf Naylor seaside with 5/- pocket money and lunch. He also provided an
annual sports day in which every competitor received a prize, as
well as the Christmas party where there was a tea, entertainment such as a magician or
ventriloquist and a gift for every child. For the OAP members of the club Alf
provided an annual trip to Bridlington with a stop at Boroughbridge for tea and
biscuits, a meal at lunch time, meal at 5pm and spending money. Full members also
had tokens to spend at Christmas time.

Alf was employed as a charge electrician at the Colliery and wore glasses like milk
bottle bottoms. His boss, Mr. Wilf Ogden (my father-in-law) said he was an excellent
electrician and a very good organiser of his staff, which was reflected in his ability as
a top class secretary to so many village associations. I read recently that Alf’s son,
Vaughan, had retired as a top rank police officer.

The Everetts

The Everett family played a very important role in the life of the
village with Mr. Bill Everett Snr, his sons Claude, Tom, Harry
and Bill jnr (our esteemed president).

Bill Everett Snr. was a Senior First Aid attendant at the Colliery,
an officer in the Colliery S.J.A.B., President of the Warsop Vale
Co-operative Society and was well known for his help to §&
villagers who had accidents at home as well as at the pit. All his &
four sons were members of the S.JLA.B. Claude and Harry

were underground officials, Bill a surface charge electrician

and Tom ended his mining career as a First Aid Room Attendant.

W. Everett Snr.

Claude followed his father as President of the Co-operative
Society; he also had one of the first motorcycle and sidecars
before he owned a motor car.

Claude’s sons, Claude Jnr (a WVLHS committee member), Harry
and Harold, continued the Everett run of helping the village.
Claude Jnr. served as a Parish Councillor, Secretary to Warsop
Vale Community Centre and Secretary of the Garden Holder’s
Claude Everett Snr Association._Harry z_md Harold gained prowess on the football
field — a family the village can be proud of.

14



Jim Poultney

Mr. Jim Poultney, the village sweep and pig kKiller extraordinaire
(along with his able assistant Charles ‘Chuck’ Etches), Jim was
also remembered for his gift of wine making — the quality of
which would put some of today’s makers to shame. For proof of
their excellence ask Mr. Tom Hawley who as ‘Chad’ reporter
called to interview Jim and his good lady on the occasion of their
ruby wedding. Tom was asked to partake of some of Jim’s wine.
The result was a bleary-eyed and unsteady reporter trying to write
notes about the occasion!!

Jim Poultney

The Etches

The Etches family was another well-respected family in the village
headed by Mr. Tom & Mrs. Ada Etches, the elders of the clan.
Tom was a miner at the Colliery and took an active interest in the
social life of the village as well as being a playing member of the
Warsop Main Silver Prize Band. His wife, Ada, was renowned for
making and selling her meat pies and mushy peas on Friday lunch
times.

-~
=

Their eldest son, Herbert, was also a prominent member of the ‘Chuck’ Etches
village being a member on various committees and also a playing

member of the band. He was well known for his work with the British Legion, being
a founder member and astute treasurer of the Church Warsop & Warsop Vale
Memorial Club situated on Bishop’s Walk at Church Warsop.

Joe Hammersley

Mr. Joe Hammersley who lived in the Co-op Villas was another pillar of society being
amongst other things, a Co-op Committee member (being Vice-President to Mr. W.
Everett). A member of the S.J.A.B. member of the Warsop Main Silver Prize Band, a
devout member of the Warsop Vale Chapel (being a conductor of the Anniversaries
with Mr. Storey). | remember quite well Mr. Hammersley with his face guard and
smoke gun in hand looking after the beehives in his garden.

The Bonsalls

The Bonsall family, led by Mr. Bonsall Snr., was another family
who gave a lot to the social life of the village. Mr. Bonsall Snr.
was an active member on many committees including the Co-
operative, the Colliery Welfare, and the football & cricket clubs.
He also provided Warsop Vale with a Fish & Chip shop situated
next to Uriah Ward, the Cobblers, on West Street. The venture
was run by Jack Bonsall. Tom Bonsall Jnr. followed in his
father’s footsteps and became a member of various committees
including the Co-operative, Cricket and Football Clubs.

Thomas Bonsall
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The Brailsfords

Another prominent family in the life of Warsop Vale were the Brailsfords. They were
known in my youth for providing book-making or betting facilities within the village.
Three brothers, namely Albert, Harry and George (‘Tashy’) were all bookmakers.
Albert lived on Carter Lane with his wife and family of eight children and the house
was office as well as home for the family.

Many a time have | taken 3d bets to Mr. Brailsford for my father - the betting slips
going in one basin, the money in the other. When you went in the house there were
always three or four ladies (Blockley, Bramley, Millership and Robinson) having a
little gamble whilst Mrs Brailsford would be busily engaged in her domestic chores -
washing, ironing, baking bread, chastising the kids (especially Bill & Jack). No
Social Service assistance & councillors in those days, only Dr. Court who called in on
his daily round around the village to have his 1/- on his choice, a big money gamble!

The eldest son, Roy, worked in the lamp room at the pit and joined the R.A.M.C.
during the war and became a captain serving in the Far East. He took over as ‘bookie’
after the war.

Who can forget Bill Brailsford? We were in the same class at school, and at
Christmas time Miss Fiddler, the History teacher, was giving three-penny bits to
pupils who could answer questions on History. Billy sat next to me in this class and
Miss Fiddler asked what does ‘BC’ mean after a date? I answered correctly “Before
Christ, Miss” and duly received threepence. The next question was what does ‘AD’
mean after a date. Billy whispered, “What does it mean?” 1 whispered “After the
Devil”. Up shot Billy’s arm to answer, which was very unique! “After the Devil,
Miss”. Down the classroom came Miss Fiddler and gave Billy what for — | bet he
thought she was the Devil. Needless to say, | did not stop running for the next
fortnight!

Bill worked as a welder at the pit and he also served in the forces during World War 2
where he met and married Ella (Singer). On leaving the R.A.F., Bill also joined the
‘bookie’ business before taking over at the ‘Swing’ as one of the most renowned
landlords in the District.

Bill’s exploits with another good friend of mine, Jack Preston, are many and varied
and would make a very interesting book on its own! | must sit down and recount
some of their many encounters, which would without doubt rival the ‘Last of the
Summer Wine’.

The Demon Barbers

In a very small village we lads had the choice of four hairdressers |
namely Mr. George Cheesman, Mr. Sam Dickinson, Mr. Fred Pearce
and Miss Lillian (Pop) Garner. Mr. Cheeseman was noted for his
coconut style of haircutting. George would hold your fringe in one
hand and close crop you with the other — hence the coconut style!

Mr. Dickinson was a little more up-market giving you a smart back and
George Cheeseman
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sides trim. Mr Fred Pearce was also a little stylish with his hair cutting. But by far
the most popular with the lads was Pop Garner — | cannot understand why! Maybe it
was because she had three other sisters who would be flitting around and would give
the lads an added interest whilst having their hair cut - all this for threepence!

The Holmes Family

The Holmes family, who lived in North Street (known as “Top Row” or “Pig & Pony
Row”), were also highly respected for their contributions to Warsop Vale. Mr.
Holmes Snr. was an officer in the S.J.A.B. Division and a member of various social
committees. His sons were well known members of First Aid competition teams who
entered and won many prizes locally. One of his sons, Richard (Dick), was an officer
in the Cadet Division at the pit. Along with Mr, Bert Nutall, a fellow cadet officer,
Dick was well liked and respected by lads in my age group. I well remember
Thursday evenings in the Colliery First Aid Room being taken on practical First Aid
by these two stalwarts for an hour and then having an hour of games, boxing,
swinging the Indian clubs and, more sedately, Ludo, Snakes & ladders etc. | owe a
great deal to Mr. Dick Holmes, who in his role as training officer at the pit taught me
quite a lot about mining practices.

Freddie Brookes

Freddie Brookes lived on Carter Lane, Warsop Vale and worked on the surface at
Warsop Main, latterly as driver of the shunting engine called ‘Do-well’. Fred was
born in Shirebrook, one of a very large family and he would often recount how he
went to school in a pair of his sister’s shoes after his breakfast of POBS — bread
soaked in a mug of tea.

Fred used to sit in the ‘best’ room at the Welfare Club and recount stories of his life.
On one occasion when the Feast visited Shirebrook there was a Boxing Booth that had
a kangaroo and anyone who could survive three rounds with the boxing kangaroo
received the magnificent sum of £2. Fred was cajoled by his mates to have a go — and
in the ring stepped our hero. For two rounds the kangaroo stood practically
motionless whilst Fred danced around and tapped it on the nose. Fred and his pals
thought the £2 was as good as theirs — until the third round. Fred says he remembers
going to the centre of the ring to spar up to the kangaroo when he felt a sudden violent
pain in his middle — then nothing else for 5 minutes. The kangaroo had lashed his tail
round and knocked Fred out cold!

On another occasion, Fred’s wife was unfortunately ill with phlebitis in her legs and
he was advised by Dr. Court, the local G.P., to put two building bricks under the legs
at the foot of the bed so as to raise same and reduce the flow of blood to her legs. In
those days it was commonplace for the master bedroom to be equipped with a
washstand, jug & basin, and a large mirror. Fred duly put the bricks under the legs at
the foot of the bed and on waking in the morning looked through the mirror and said
“By Gum Brookie, you look well this morning” and on getting out of bed fell flat on
his face!! What worked for his wife worked for Fred.
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Another incident involving Fred happened during World War Il when | was employed
as clerk to the under manager, Mr. Lewis Gross. On occasions it was my duty to take
the statutory report books to Mr. C. Ringham’s office for him to sign. On this
particular day Mr. Charles Ringham, the colliery manager, was signing the books
while | turned over the pages for him, when into the office came Mr. George
(Puffler) Cowlishaw, the Mechanical Engineer, who told the Manager he had a man
outside who had sworn at him. The Manager said to bring the man in and through the
door, cap in hand, came Fred.

“Now, Fred” said Mr. Ringham “I understand from Mr. Cowlishaw you used obscene
language to him this morning”.

“If obscene language means swearing, that’s true Sir” said Fred.

“Why did you swear at him?”” asked the Manager.

“Well Sir, in the last 3 weeks | have worked 12 double shifts and he asked me to do
one today so | told him to b------ s” relied Fred.

The Manager asked me to fetch the surface timekeeping book to check Fred’s story,
and on doing so asked Fred when he swore at Mr. Cowlishaw.

“This morning at ten o’clock, sir” replied Fred.

“I would have sworn at him a fortnight ago. Case dismissed!”

Arthur Rushton

What Warsop Vale boy or girl in my era can forget Mr. Rushton? He was without
doubt one of the best groundsmen in his day and the Welfare ground at Warsop Vale
ranked amongst the best in the district. In fact | will go as far as to say that the cricket
pitch was as good as, if not better than, some of the country cricket grounds of today.

Arthur and his able assistant, Mr. Joey Johnson, used to tend the cricket pitch,
bowling greens and tennis courts. They also supervised the senior boys from the
school in making the drive from the main road, past the war memorial to the cricket
ground a pleasure to behold, with lawns and flowerbeds. (Do you remember the
notice board at the drive entrance saying ‘no children under the age of 14 allowed past
this point unless accompanied by a parent”)?

Another task allotted to around six of the senior boys on Friday afternoons to assist
Mr. Rushton was to climb over the wall to assist in rolling the cricket pitch for
Saturday’s game — but before walking on the hallowed turf off came your boots!! We
used to vie with one another who had the biggest hole in their socks!!

Arthur was a staunch member of the village Home Guard being made a sergeant due
to his military knowledge gained in World War 1. One of his most noted exploits in
his Home Guard career happened around 1942 when the local battalion had six rifles
and one bullet — which had to be signed in and out by the person being allowed to
have the honour — and on this occasion that person was Arthur. On this particular
occasion Arthur and his squad were on squad duty at the bottom of the hill leading to
Rock Cottages when who should come along the road in his Lanchester car but Mr,
George ‘Puffler’ Cowlishaw. He was challenged to stop and be identified (even
though they knew it was Puffler) but instead of stopping, George put his foot down,
so Arthur fired and the bullet hit the back of the car and a rather shaken Puffler then
stopped and up ran Arthur saying “I shall not fire over the top of your car next time”.
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The Preston Family

Another well respected family in the village. Mr. Preston senior worked in the pit on
the coalface until he was 70 years of age and everyone at the pit vouched what a good
and able pitman he was even at 70. The Preston family was fairly large, Mrs Preston
having been married before to Mr. Staniforth and the resultant marriages provided
four children from each. Irrespective of the arduous task of looking after such a large
family, when the lads called on Jack or Harry to go out to play, one could always
bank on a fresh baked cob plastered with pork dripping.

On June 1% 1940 word was received that Harry, the elder brother of Jack, had
drowned during the evacuation of Dunkirk. Harry was serving as an infantryman in
the army at the time. Harry, along with Henry VVann, son of Fred Vann the singer, and
B. Northern (born in Warsop Vale but living in Skegness), were the three casualties of
World War 1l who were born in the village.

Looking on the brighter side of the Preston family, |1 would like to recount some of the
exploits of Jack who is just a little older than me and we sort of grew up in the same
era.

During our schooldays it was recognised that on attaining the age of thirteen, the girls
went to the Burns Lane School in Warsop for cookery lessons and the lads went to the
same school to be taught basic woodwork by Mr. Dick Carr. Jack and | had the
honour to be sent to the woodwork class and our Mothers fitted us out in aprons to
protect our clothes. It is true to say that some of the aprons were better than the
clothes they were supposed to protect!!

The first lesson we had was how to draw up a plan, elevation and side elevation of the
object you were going to make. In this case it was a simple teapot stand — two pieces
of wood in the form of a cross on which to stand a teapot. We managed the drawing
all right but three months later when the other lads had made pipe racks, paper holders
etc. Jack and I were still doing our best to make a teapot stand! During this time we
must have used 12 ft of wood each, had Dick Carr tearing his hair out and both of us
subjected to missile attacks (pieces of wood) thrown by a very irate Mr. Carr.
Eventually we were both told not to bother attending the class again as they were
running out of wood. | think the thing we both missed most was the sampling of the

girls cooking efforts as we walked home (we found out why ‘rock cakes’ were so
called!)

Jack joined the Home Guard during the Second World War but due to his many
commitments on the dance floor at the Elite Ballroom at Shirebrook, not to mention
all the young girls who wanted him to comfort them during the frequent air raid
warnings, he found it very inconvenient to turn up for his Home Guard drill and duty.
One afternoon, answering a knock on the door, Jack was confronted by his near
neighbour, Tommy Hammersley, a sergeant in the Home Guard, and Lieutenant
Ellis, also of the Home Guard. “Does Private Preston live here?” queried Tom. A
bemused Pte Preston replied, “Who do you think I am?” — or something like that. He
was told that if he did not present himself for the next parade he would be court-
martialled. He came very close to being the only person in the County to be court-
martialled as a member of the Home Guard.
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One of the most humorous of Jack Preston’s exploits has to be his outing with Bill
Brailsford on a supposed fishing trip. As | have mentioned earlier, Bill was landlord
of the Vale Hotel and Milly, Jack’s wife, helped out behind the bar. The pit was on
the annual holiday when most of the villagers went to the miners’ holiday camp at
Skegness for a well-earned rest. During this period, the pub, for once in a while, was
fairly quiet so Bill suggested he and Jack had a day’s fishing at Bridlington leaving
Bill’s wife, Ginger, and Milly in charge of the pub. The lads were duly supplied with
‘refreshments’ for the journey and off they set, Bridlington bound. They arrived at the
top of Cuckney Hill and Bill had a brainwave — instead of going on to Bridlington
why not go the Skegness and have a day with the lads? Agreed - so Skegness here we
come. On arriving there they met up with some of the Vale lads and a good time was
had by all. Later that afternoon, Bill decided he had drunk too much and could not
drive home. They decided to have another drink or two with the lads later and sleep
on the sands and return home the next day.

Staying in the paraplegic home at the miners rehabilitation centre next to the camp
was a paraplegic from Warsop Vale who was well known in the locality — a Mr.
Ernie Broughton. On learning the lads’ plans to sleep on the sands Ernie said he
could fix them up with a bed in the unit where he was staying. In one dormitory there
was an empty bed next to the entrance door and if they saw him at 11:30pm he would
open them the door — but they must be very quiet and leave before the staff arrived at
7am the next morning. The lads met Ernie as arranged, took off their shoes and Ernie
opened them the door whispering that it was the first bed on the right. In they crept,
felt the empty bed, and got in — two fifteen stone men in a single bed and this is well
before Section 28 was thought of. Jack said they clung to one another all night — it
reminded him of his wedding night when he closed his eyes!! When they woke in the
morning and looked round the other seven beds in the ward were empty and
unoccupied for that period. | forget what they said to Ernie when they saw him later!

Meanwhile at the Vale Hotel, two worried ladies contacted the village P.C. informing
him that the lads had not returned from a fishing trip to Bridlington. He in turn
contacted the police there and they confirmed that no one was reported missing on a
fishing trip and similarly no road accidents had been reported. | cannot remember any
bands playing or banners waving when those two returned!

The Blockley Family

This was another family that played its part in the social life of the village especially
in the guise of Mrs. Blockley. She was without doubt one of the most humorous
persons one could wish to meet, Warsop Vale’s answer to risqué comedian Max Wall.
Whatever circumstance arose in the village, this lady had a joke to match the
occasion. Unfortunately they were mostly too ribald to repeat here.

Other Characters

Can anyone remember the gymnasium on Bowman’s lane behind the pit? This
enterprise was set up by another top row resident, Mr, Abnah Kilner. He also served
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on many committees and can best be remembered for being secretary of Warsop
Working Men’s Club for a good number of years.

Then there was the Gee family who lived on Carter Lane. Mr. Bill Gee was an active
member of the Warsop Vale Church and was caretaker of the Church Institute that
stood alongside the Church and provided Social activities for the youth of the village.
Can you remember the ‘Magic Lantern’ shows given by the Church Army personnel
during Lent?

Mr. Gee’s two sons were prominent members of village society. Stan was the chief
wages clerk at the pit. Harold was at one time steward of the Vale Club and then
Church Warsop Club ending his pub life as landlord of the Gate Hotel at Langwith.
Mr. Gee’s daughter, Ivy, married Mr. Aubrey Townroe the well-known undertaker of
Warsop.

Mr. Wilf Ogden, my father-in-law, was one of the most
respected of mining electrical engineers of his day. He was
completely self-taught and well liked by all his staff. He
served on many social committees connected with the village
and had the distinction of being the first man to floodlight
Warsop Parish Church to celebrate the end of World War II.

Other characters one could write about include Mr. Tom
Hardy, Co-op committee and Chapel stalwart. Mr. Herbert
White Snr. and family including two sons, Danny and
Herbert Jnr., both of whom were electricians at Warsop Main. Mr. Bill Whatmore
Snr. and his family, who contributed so much to the social life of the village. Bill Snr.
being a member of many of the social and welfare committees, Bill Jnr. an official at
the pit and two sons, Ray and Stan, both on the electrical staff.

Wilf Ogden

Sporting Personalities

I would like now to mention the sporting personalities | knew as a
lad. The first I must mention is Cyril Ellis (my mother’s
brother). He was the A.A.A.’s half mile and one mile record
holder for a number of years in the 1920s, also representing his
country in the Olympic Games in Amsterdam in 1924. He was
originally trained by Mr. Jim Poultney and Mr. Dave Howe in the
village and progressed to run for Birchfield Harriers. He won
three Bournville Bowls presented to the mile winner at Bournville
Sports Day by Cadburys. He won it nine years on the trot and was
asked not to run for the tenth time. Cyril Ellis was sponsored by
Mr. George ‘Tashy’ Brailsford initially, who paid most of his travelling expenses
when he was competing up and down the country.

Cyril Ellis

Then there was Walter Millership, known as ‘Smut’, who played football for
Bradford City and Sheffield Wednesday. Walter won a Cup Winner’s medal with the
latter team in 1935 and represented his country in King George V Silver Jubilee year,
1937, playing centre-half against Scotland at Wembley.
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We also had four lads of my
generation who played
professional football namely
Steve Unwin (Notts
County), Harold Everett
(Notts County), Harry
Everett (Boston Utd.) and
4| Len Thorpe (Kettering
{ Town).

Harold Everett & Steve Unwin

Two other footballers to mention were Mr. Thorpe (Len’s Dad) who played for Aston
Villa and Howard Goddard for the same team.

The footballing authorities overlooked two more who had made their mark — and that
after only one match! I refer to Jack Preston and myself who played for Warsop Vale
Evening Institute against Warsop Burns Lane Evening Institute. Jack was centre-
forward and | was goalkeeper. We lost 14-1. We both had most kicks for our team -
me kicking them out of the net and kicking the ball to the centre for Jack to kick-off
again!

As for cricketing prowess, it goes without saying that the Warsop Main 1% and 2"
X1s were outstanding in the 1920s and 30s and the Hunt family were most prominent
members, together with Harry Marshall, Arthur Dobbs and Albert Woodland as
bowlers and Edwin Herberts and Les Griffiths as wicket-keepers.

A Final Word

As | said in my opening statement, there are so many people I could write about and
thank them most posthumously, for making Warsop Vale the village it was. Such as
Charlie Ward, the striding one-legged champion of the game of ‘Peggie’. George
Plevey, the football trainer and sportsman. Bert Kinnison, football secretary when
the team used to use the upstairs in the ‘Swing’ for changing rooms. ..

The list of characters becomes endless, and | must get down to recording the people
and events of the village when it was a privilege to be here. As | said at the
beginning, my sincere apologies to any | have not mentioned. Tear me off a strip at
the next meeting!

In conclusion, may | say that it is pleasing to note that we have had some village
people make their mark and a credit to us all, namely Vaughan Naylor, recently
retired Senior Police Officer. Tony Harrison, a member of the N.A.S.A. team in
Florida. Harold Tomlinson, Colonel in the army and C in C Territorial Army for
local Area. Pete Neilan, head of the Top Line double-glazing firm at Langwith
Junction. And last, but my no means least, my own son, Kim Winfield, a Brigadier
serving as Defence Attaché to H.M. Government.

Let’s keep our fingers crossed and hope we can add to the list.
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Photographic Memories

Schooldays

Warsop Vale School Children in 1907
(Courtesy of Gillian Farrow)

Warsop Vale School Children in the 1920s
(Courtesy of Jack Winfield)
Far right at the front is Mary Marson, daughter of James Marson of the Vale Hotel
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Warsop Vale Cookery Class 1939-40
Back Row: Joyce Millership, Muriel Holmes, Audrey Jackson, Joan Kilby, Muriel Golding
Middle Row: Mrs. Hetts, Emily Platts, Burton, Edna Bonsall, Aline Lowe, Irene Hobson
Front Row: Ester Cook, Freda Betts, Betty Kinoson, Doris Deakin, Betty Cadman
(Courtesy of Mrs. Muriel Parkinson nee Holmes)

Warsop Vale school did not have any craft facilities, therefore the boys went to
Warsop Burns Lane school for woodwork (see the section on the characters of
Warsop Vale by Jack Winfield) and the girls went to Cuckney for cookery lessons
taught by Mrs. Hetts. This photograph was taken in the snow outside the Cuckney
school, which was situated near the bottom crossroads in the village. The building
has now been converted into a private house. Second from the left on the back row is
Muriel Holmes who is now Muriel Parkinson and is a member of Warsop Vale Local
History Society. Mrs. Parkinson kindly lent this photograph. In the middle of the
photograph is Edna Bonsall, now Edna Brown, who is also a member of the Society
along with her sister, Freda.
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Warsop Vale School Group c. 1943-44

Back Row: -, -, -, Johnny Cheeseman, -, -, Frogatt, -, -, -, - ,Jimmy Penrose
(Headmaster)
Middle Row: Cath Storr, June Plant, - , Jean Stansfield, - , - , Rex Poultney, -, -, -, -, -,

Front Row: -, Margaret Farnsworth, Holden, -, Lorna Trolley, Betty Gee, -,-,-,-,-, -,
(Courtesy of Jim Needham)

Warsop Vale School Children outside the School House in 1948
Back Row: Mrs. Fearn (teacher), Beryl Walters, W. Harrison, C. Ringham, G. Bostock, V.
Chadburn, D. Gee, Mary Poultney, Jimmy Penrose (Headmaster)
Middle Row: Shirley Foster, Pam Sayce, Maureen Rogers, J. Wheatley, L. Nickless, D.
Sharratt, R. Moody, M. Stansfield, J. Shaw, J. Richards
Front Row: Margaret Walker, Margaret Rhodes, Rona Naylor, Joyce Platts, Diana Everett,
Hazel Slaney, Anne Johnson, Kathleen Peace
(Courtesy of David Cheeseman)
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Village Life

Slack’s Red Bus
(Courtesy of Howard Marshall)

Slack’s red bus of Mansfield was often used for village outings in the 1920s. It is
pictured here, a little less overloaded than when it took the choir to Matlock (see
section on musical memories).

Albert Brailsford with one of the Warsop Main pit ponies, 1920s
(Courtesy of Ann Marshall)
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Group of young people at Warsop Vale Parsonage c. 1930
(Courtesy of Terry Marshall)

Warsop Vale School Camping Holiday in 1932
Harold Sansom, Harold Walters, Jack Needham, Jack Brailsford, Mr Robinson

(Ollerton school teacher), Bill Mellor and Horace Harrison
(Courtesy of Jim Needham)
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The Needham Boys (Albert, Jack, Harry & Jim) in 1936
(Courtesy of Jim Needham)

All four Needham brothers enjoyed playing in the hills and holes and around ‘the
Rocks’. They are pictured above in 1936 in front of ‘Booker’s ponds’ with the side
view of Rock House in the background. They all grew up to work at Warsop Main
Colliery. Their father managed to arrange for them all to be on the same shift so
Mother only had one meal to cook. Jim, the youngest, is a member of Warsop Vale
Local History Society, and has kindly loaned this photograph.

Edna Bonsall with Charles The Bonsall boys in fancy dress, 1930s

Ringham Jnr. outside Rock (courtesy of Freda Hallam, nee Bonsall)
House, 1940s

(courtesy of Edna Brown, nee
Bonsall
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Presentation Evening, 1950s
Left to right: Frank Bumstead, Johnny Witham, L. Palfreyman, A. Machin, -, Fred Johnson,
Bob Anderson, J. Allen, E. Wood, W. Clayton, -, Jack Jones, S. Walters, C. Ward, W.
Bumstead, Arthur Stray
(Courtesy of Mrs. M. Collier)

Trophy Presentation, late 1950s
Back Row: K. Walker, R. Dean, H. Robinson, H. Walters, S. Stray, H. Platts, -, -, -, C.
Hopkins
Front Row: W., Brailsford, J. Miller, K. Sansom, Mrs. Preston, G. Beswick, J. French
(manager of Warsop Main Colliery)
(Courtesy of Mrs. J. Miller and reproduced with the kind permission of the Derbyshire Times)

29



Celebration in Warsop Vale Church Institute, 1950s
Mr. Alf Naylor, Mr., Jack Winfield, Mrs. Freda Winfield, Mr. Bob Anderson (mine

manager), Mrs. Anderson, D. Steel
(Courtesy of Mrs. J. Miller)

Celebration in Warsop Vale Church Institute, 1950s
Facing: F. Johnson (5™ from end) , D. Walker, G. Beswick, K. Sansom, Mrs. Sansom

Turning: Mrs. Walker (5" from end), K. Walker, L. Beardow, H. Walters, -
(Courtesy of Mrs. J. Miller and reproduced with the kind permission of the Derbyshire Times)
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Warsop Vale Thursday Club, late 1950s
Standing: Mrs Cheeseman, -, Mrs Partridge, Mrs Golding, -, -, -, Mrs Wright, - , -, G.
Johnson, Mrs Weightman, Mrs. Garner, Mr. Golding, Mrs Savage, Frank Ward, Mrs. Ward
Seated: Reuben Horton, Mrs. Horton, -, Mrs Parkin, -, Mrs. W. Whatmore, Alf Betts, Mrs.
Wagstaffe, Mrs. W. Cantrell
(Courtesy of Mrs. Burton)

Warsop Vale Thursday Club, late 1950s
Mrs. W Whatmore, - , Mrs Tomlinson, -, J. Johnson, Connie Marshall , Sadie

Sansom, Mrs. Cantrell, Mrs. J. Whatmore
(Courtesy of Mrs. Burton)
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The last Warsop Vale Co-operative Gala in 1967
Held on the welfare ground behind Warsop Vale school
(Courtesy of Stan Whatmore)
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Socialising in the Warsop Vale Miners’ Welfare Club, 1970s
Left to right: K. Bennett, Alf Naylor, Mrs. Bennett, L. Jukes, Mrs. Miller, George Bostock,
Joe Miller
(Courtesy of Mrs. J. Miller)

Warsop Vale Deep Sea Fishermen, late 1970s
Left to Right: Gary Broughton, Kevin Cantrell, Terry Broughton, George Carr, Steve Woodward, Ken
Walters, Jack Betley, Gary Cooper, Glynn Broughton, Keith Sargison, Terry Sowter, Pete Carr &
David Broughton
(Courtesy of David Broughton)

This group of Warsop Vale likely lads were photographed in the lounge of the
‘Swing’ after having won trophies for the biggest fish and most caught throughout the

Deep Sea Fishing season
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Life During the 1920s Strikes

Despite the hardship suffered during the 1920s miners’ strikes, the villagers of
Warsop Vale kept a brave face and the community pulled together in many ways to
ensure the children and elderly did not go without food.

During the 1921 miners’ strike the ladies of Warsop Vale got together and formed a
ladies football team to raise money for the soup kitchen that had been set up in the
village. In a those days women were never seen in trousers and it was frowned on for
them to show so much as an ankle, so it was a brave band of women who ventured
into the men’s domain to ensure the village children did not go hungry. Mrs.
Blockley, described as ‘a loveable, fun-loving lady, (see the section on ‘Characters of
Warsop Vale’ by Jack Winfield) was the team’s goalkeeper, Mrs. Elliot was the
trainer and Mrs. Millership the lineswoman. The team’s motto was ‘Feed the
Children’ and their footballing exploits all around the locality did exactly that.
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Warsop Vale ‘Feed the Children’ Ladies Football Team 1921
Back Row: Mrs Elliott (trainer), Dave Howe, Mrs. Cotton, Mrs. Blockley (goalkeeper), Mrs. Etches,
Tom Bonsall, Mrs. Millership (lineswoman)
Kneeling: Mrs. Howe, Mrs. Laughton, Mrs. Bonsall, May Widdowson, Mrs. Garner, Jessie Downs,
Mrs. Beardow, Mrs. F. Mellors
(Courtesy of Freda Hallam, nee Bonsall)

The soup kitchen that the ladies raised money for was situated behind the Methodist
Chapel at Warsop Vale. Among the helpers were Jim Poultney, miner and local pig
killer, Joe Hammersley, father of Irene Asher (see section on Irene Asher’s life in
Warsop Vale), Charlie Nickless, grandfather of Alan Nickless (see section on the
Nickless family), Tom Bonsall whose wife was part of the football team and Dave
Howe who also helped out with the ladies football team.
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Helpers at Warsop Vale Methodist Church Soup Kitchen in the 1921 Strike
Left to right: C. Nickless, D. Howe, C. Wass, G. Cooper, S. Parker, T. Bonsall (seated), J. Measures,
J. Hammersley, S. Parker (Snr.), Mr. Butler (seated), J. Meredith, G. Warren, J. Poultney
(Courtesy of Alan Nickless)

In both the 1921 miners’ strike and the 1926 general strike, the children of Warsop
Vale would take their jugs and queue three or four times a week for their ration of free
soup. On a good day they might also be treated to a thick slice of bread, a banana or
boiled pig potatoes. There may have been no welfare state, family allowance or free
vitamins in those days but the community did an admiral job in ensuring no one went
without.

Children waiting at the Warsop Vale soup kitchen in 1921
(Courtesy of May Johns)
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Village Celebrations

Warsop Vale Garden Party c. 1918
(Courtesy of Terry Marshall)

Above is a picture of Warsop Vale residents enjoying themselves at garden party held
in Warsop Vale, possibly to celebrate the end of the First World War. Trestle tables
had been erected with a large tea urn and the picnic food carried in wicker wash
baskets. The ladies are all dressed in long skirts and stockings, as was the order of the
day, and nearly everyone wore a hat or cap. Who could have imagined that in three
years time some of these ladies would be dressed in football kits and food would no
longer be plentiful! The boy in the cap on the extreme right is George Marshall,
grandfather of Terry Marshall who lent this photograph. Some of the others are
recognisable as being on the photographs of the ladies football team and soup kitchen
helpers in the 1920s strikes. Perhaps the babies on this photograph were some of the
children who took part in the 1924 Empire Day parade.
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The 1924 Empire Day Parade
(Courtesy of Alan Nickless)

Every year, on Empire Day, the school at Warsop Vale was closed to allow the
children to take part in the annual Empire Day parade. This group of children, all
dressed in their Sunday best and carrying high the Union Jack, are pictured here
making their way down William Wood Lane from the pit, past the pit deputy’s houses
on the ‘Top Row’ (North Street) and towards William Wood Bridge on Carter Lane.
They are just passing the old walled garden and stable yard entrance of ‘The Swing’
(The Vale Hotel). The windows of the concert room upstairs in the ‘Swing’ are
shown with the smoke room below. Advertising hoardings can be seen on the end
wall of 34 North Street (then occupied by the Robinsons), heralding various products
and events of the day. In the background the old headstocks can be seen over the wall
of the ‘Swing’ garden.
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Coronation Day in Warsop Vale
(Courtesy of Iris Hickinbottom)

In 1952 Queen Elizabeth 11 came to the throne, and a national holiday was called to
celebrate the Coronation. The residents of Warsop Vale paraded through the village.
Pictured above is Iris Hickinbottom carrying the flag for the ladies band.
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The Queen’s Silver Jubilee in 1976
(Courtesy of Mary Bowers, nee Poultney)

In 1976 Queen Elizabeth Il had been on the throne for 25 years. The residents of
Warsop Vale, as always, celebrated in carnival style with a parade through the village,
floats, fancy dress and street entertainers. These photographs were taken as the
parade moved down Carter Lane past the school and the Co-Op Villas at the junction
of King Street and Carter Lane.
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Musical Memories

Music was always a big part of life in Warsop Vale.
Many households had an organ or a piano. There were
choirs at both the Church and Chapel as well as a male [
voice choir at Warsop Main Colliery. The choirs |
provided social entertainment with annual outing to
Matlock, amongst other places.

There was also one notable resident of Warsop Vale
who became the hero of the village when, in 1953, he F=
cut a record. Fred Vann was aged 72 when he recorded s
his record, ‘Drinking with a ‘B’ side ‘Roll On’. He is
pictured here in the parlour of his house at 68 Carter
Lane singing his hit song.

WarsopVale Choir Trip to Matlock, 1920s
(Courtesy of Terry Marshall)

A very overloaded chara-bang left Warsop Vale bound for Matlock in the 1920s.
This was the annual outing for the Warsop Vale choir. The ‘Slacks Red Bus’ from
Mansfield was so over-loaded that two lads had to go by motorcycle. Standing on the
far left is Frank Townroe, the undertaker. In the middle of the back row (with no hat)
is Mrs. Langton of 159 Warsop Vale. Third and fourth from right at the back are
George and Agnes Marshall of 234 West Street, with their son, George, at the front
right leaning out. Sitting in front of George are Mr & Mrs Alf Naylor, and seated at he
front, next to the driver, are Mr & Mrs Arthur Gee of 55 Carter Lane.
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Warsop Main Male Voice Choir outside No. 1 The Rocks
(Courtesy of Freda Topliss)

In the 1930s Warsop Main Colliery had an excellent Male Voice Choir that won many
awards. The above picture shows the choir in the garden of No. 1 Rock Cottages. To
the left of the shield is Herbert Gent, the mine manager, and to the right is J. Wass, the

under manager.

Warsop Working Men’s Male Voice Choir in the early 1950s
Including from, Warsop Vale, Bill Broughton from 53 Carter Lane (centre with the

tie) and Fred Vann (extreme right)
(Courtesy of Bill Broughton)
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Cricketing Memories

Warsop Vale Cricket Club
(Bassetlaw 2nd Division Champions 1929, 1930 & 1931)
Back Row: G. Robinson, L. Griffiths, H. Marshall, T. Poole, W. Millership, W. Hunt, R.
Broadhead, F. Abbott
Front Row: P. Abbott, - , F. Blackburn, Capt:- G. Marshall, H. Sansom
(Courtesy of Percy Abbott)
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Warsop Main Colliery Cricket Club,
Winners of Bassetlaw League Division 1 in 1947
Standing: Fred Blackburn, -, Arthur Dobb, Frank Ward, Cyril Ellis, Joe Wass, Alan Naylor,
Ken Sansom, Joe Miller, Harry Marshall, -
Seated|: Wilf Hunt, David Blackburn, Edwin Herberts, Arthur Hunt, Bill Hunt
(Courtesy of Terry Marshall)
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Harry Marshall 1947
Bowling an over on the Warsop Vale welfare ground
(Courtesy of Terry Marshall)

Warsop Vale Pirates Club 1948
Back Row: Ray Whatmore, Jack Leatherland, Jack Booker, Dennis Booth, Billy Mellor,
Sammy Stray, Reg Cooper
Front Row: Stan Whatmore, Jack Winfield, Albert Atkin, Ernie Sharratt, Timmy Cotton
(Courtesy of Stan Whatmore)

In the late 1940s Warsop Vale was brimming over with cricketing talent to the extent
that some of the local lads could not get a game. Consequently, they decided to start
their own pirate team known as the “Warsop Vale Pirates Club”. They borrowed
equipment from the first and second teams and played many friendly matches thus
ensuring that everyone got a game.
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Footballing Memories

Warsop Main Colliery F.C. Under 18s, 1941
(Pictured in the Warsop Vale School infants class room)

Standing: J. Whatmore , -, -, -, -, Davies, -, -, Chesseman , - ,Steve Unwin- , Tommy Bonsall Snr,
George Eaton (goalkeeper), -, - , Ray Maloney, -, Jack Preston, Len Beardow, G. Allwood , Tom
Bonsall Jnr. Seated: Steve Smith (trainer), Dennis Betts, Len Thorpe , Ken Samson, Robin Peace, R.
Elliott , W. Trolley ,

(Courtesy of Danny White)

Warsop Main F.C. on Mansfield Town’s ground, 1946
North Notts 1%t Division Cup and League Winners
Back Row: S Smith, H. Sansom, T. Hallam, Harold Everett, R. Bearder, H. Turton, R. Cooper, G.
Eatson, J. Winfield, S. Unwin, R. Maloney, D, White, E. Trolley, L. Beardow
Front Row: J. Whatmore, H. Walters, G. Bushby, K. Sansom, R. Peace, S. Whatmore, T. Bonsall
(Courtesy of Danny White)
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Sports Days

The annual village sports days were held on the welfare ground behind the Warsop
Vale schools and always attracted a healthy crowd. Events included the tug-o-war,
running, sack races and much more. The St. John’s ambulance were always in
attendance to tend to any injuries. The photographs here are from the July 1936
sports day; courtesy of Terry Marshall whose Uncle George kept them in his
scrapbook.
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The St. John Ambulance Brigade

Many of the men in Warsop Vale were members of the
Staveley Company’s Ambulance Corps. There was a purpose
built ambulance room at Warsop Main Colliery and the men
and boys attended annual camps at Blackpool and Great
Yarmouth. Big names in the ambulance brigade were the
Everetts, the Marshalls, Mr. Sleight the headmaster, and Rex
Ringham, the mine manager.

Each member received a badge, similar to the one shown below, to wear on his
uniform and a badge with the year engraved on it to
commemorate each year of service.
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The Staveley Corps of the St. John Ambulance Brigade
on parade at the Great Yarmouth camp 1935
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Group of St. John Ambulance Cadets at Staveley Park, Blackpool 1938-40
(Courtesy of Muriel Parkinson, nee Holmes)
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St. John’s Ambulance Certificate presented to Harry Marshall in April 1923
(Courtesy of Terry Marshall)
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Warsop Main Colliery

Warsop Main Colliery in 1937
(Courtesy of Gillian Farrow)

The photograph above is from a picture postcard, which was postmarked
“Bournemouth, 24" August, 1937 and addressed to Mr. E. Storey, c¢/o Mrs. Sleaford,
Eakring Road, Wellow, Newark, Notts. It reads, “We are having a very nice time
here at Bournemouth. We hope you are also enjoying yourself and have, for at least
one week, forgotten the place shown on the other side of this card. I think you will
know where it is and from where it was taken. Lou.”

Mr. Wilf Ogden (far left), Head Electrician at Warsop Main, supervising a

repair to an armoured face conveyor in 1956
(Courtesy of Jack Winfield)
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Warsop Main Electricians 1946
(Courtesy of Gillian Farrow)

Back Row: C. Everett, R. Wagstaff, H. White, P. Booker, J. Brailsford, R. Whatmore, L. Furrows, T.
Marshall, A. Atkin, D. White, Gregson, J. Johnson, V. Long, A. Truman, J. Ogden, J. Mellors, S.
Green, A. Trinder, A. Chapman, E. Garner
Front Row: J. Ellis, F. Pearce, J. Allsop, G. Pearce, G. Smedley, W. Ogden, P. Ogden, R. Greaves, A.
Sheppard

Warsop Main Electricians in the 1960s
(Courtesy of Gillian Farrow)

Standing: J. Allsop H. Randall, H. White, V. Long, J. Marshall, W. Abbott, E. Garner, Mr.
Leo (Area), W. Everett, D. White, J. Cotton, C. Everett, L. Furrow, P. Whatmore
Seated: G. Pearce, F. Pearce, G. Smedley, S. Green, P. Ogden, A. Trinder, A. Chapman, J.
Ellis, J. Wass and A. Atkin (kneeling)
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Warsop Main Colliery before the 1950s re-organisation

Shows the original winding gear
(courtesy of Alan Nickless)

Warsop Main Colliery after the 1950s re-organisation

Shows the new headstocks
(courtesy of Alan Nickless)
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Man-Rider in the intake drift from the High Hazel to the Deep Soft Seam, 1985
(Courtesy of David Howell)

The Deep Soft Seam 1985

Full circle ringing new road through to Shirebrook
(Courtesy of David Howell)
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David Howell at the Tail Gate at Warsop Main Colliery in 1985
(Courtesy of David Howell)
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Memories of Jeff Noble

Jeff Noble is a retired History teacher and President of the Nottinghamshire Local
History Association. He has lived in Warsop Vale since childhood in one of the
Colliery officials’ houses known as ‘The Rocks’. Mr. Noble’s research has shown
that the original name for the area of rough scrub growing over shallow limestone
workings, between Church Warsop and Warsop Vale is ‘Rhein O’ Thorns. This is a
derivation of ‘Reynold’s Thorns’, which is how the area was known as in 1629. Mr.
Noble has re-introduced the name ‘Rhein O’ Thorns’ thus acquiring two addresses
for the same terrace of six stone cottages.

Growing Up near Warsop Main Colliery

From the age of ten, I have lived in a stone terraced house next to the sidings of the
Colliery, where my father was an underground engineer. A footpath led from our
gardens up the edge of the sidings and past the old tip which was grown over with
brambles, bracken, oak, willow and silver birch, to the pit top buildings. It always
seemed a thrilling journey when we were young, and there was the possibility of a
ride on the footplate of a shunting engine. Strictly illegal, | suppose, and risky. But
not so dangerous as actually playing among the lines of wagons on the sidings, which
we did. And we always thought, “What if an engine moves the trucks just as we are
creeping between them?”

Another public footpath led past
the end of the sidings where the
lime kilns stood, and from there
. a narrow rail led down into the
» quarry.  The limestone was
: worked in small quantities to be
burnt in the kilns to make lime
for Colliery purposes. It was
filled into a kiln and burnt with
layers of coal, and what a thrill
it was to go at dusk and watch
e the glow and feel the warmth.

Rock Cottages (Rhein O’ Thorns) and the colliery My brOther_ was mad on trains
sidings in 1976 with the tall chimney and headstocks ~ Of any kind, and on one
in the background occasion, helped by the

Manager’s son, he released a
line of tubs that ran away to crash at the far end of the quarry (aged about seven!).
Most of the quarry was dormant and overgrown with ponds of clear water with newts
and water boatmen, a wonderful playground. All that was swept away when the war
started. The quarry expanded enormously to provide 500 tons a week of dolomite
limestone used in the production of Sheffield steel. After the war it was filled with
Colliery shale. On the surface grew bushes and parts of it smouldered where it was
burning underground like most pit tips did. | was walking across it one day when the
surface gave way, and | fell in. | was able to save myself by flinging both arms
sideways and heaving myself out. My blood still runs cold when | think about it.

Beyond the limekilns the footpath led up-hill and over the last railway track of the
sidings. On a grassy bank, there were lizards on warm summer days. Another
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pastime here was laying halfpennies on the rail. With luck they grew as big as
pennies when a train had passed over. Then the path turned left alongside the large
whale back tip, and followed a stream around the tip end to lead towards Warsop
Wood. It was always absorbing to watch the buckets gliding along the aerial ropeway
until they were tipped and down dropped the contents. These contained rubbish of
many kinds as well as shale spoils, especially the tin water bottles, or Dudleys, which
clattered down the slope, and made good boats in the stream. Where the ropeway
passed over the path there was a protective metal grid hanging, and this was the only
safety feature | can recall. No gate into the sidings, no fence round the lime kilns, no
railings at the quarry, although they did blow a whistle and wave a red flag before
they blasted.

Childhood Memories of Warsop Vale

In front of our row of houses was a large open square of grass, unencumbered except
for rows of posts for clothes drying. Here we could play games, make dens and romp
about in safety. A man was sent from the Colliery to scythe down the summer grass,
which was often fetched by Monty Caudwell the milkman as fodder for his horse.
The houses are now privately owned and the green is sadly diminished, with sheds
and lines of fencing or alien conifers dividing off individual parts.

The Manager’s big red house with its high garden wall was a bit remote and secret.
Between the garden and the quarry was a small field with a high corrugated iron fence
where poultry were kept. After the Second World War poultry keeping was
abandoned. One manager, a cricket fanatic, laid some turf and started to develop a
practice pitch, but the idea petered out. Then the field was used for pit ponies on
holiday or resting. All it does now is grow horseradish.

Below and to the West of the Manager’s
house was one of those rough areas of ancient
quarrying known as Hills and Holes. This
was a prime favourite spot for local children,
with rock exposures for climbing, grassy
slopes for rolling and sledging, shrubs, trees
and bracken for cowboys and Indians, and at
the bottom, a series of clear water ponds.
This was always well used with well-marked
pathways. Water is a great attraction for
children. The hilly part had short grass and
no shrub growth, and the reason for this only | ==
became apparent when  myxomatosis [&
removed the rabbits. The ponds were always
well filled, because water was pumped out of
the new quarry area. In winter they froze,
and in summer they were often used to float
homemade rafts. Children occasionally fell
in, but nothing serious happened until 1964
when a small Warsop Vale boy was reported
missing one Saturday morning. There was a Ponds in the Hills & Holes, 1958
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mass turn out and all weekend the district was searched in vain. Finally the fire
brigade was called in and the largest and deepest pond drained. The lad was found
drowned in the deepest part. It was thought that he had gone alone at dusk to play on
a raft, having been driven off by bigger boys. Soon after this the ponds dried up,
probably because pit working caused cracks in the strata below them. They ceased to
attract children, and the whole area became overgrown.

On the Warsop Vale side of the site there were two oblong settling ponds, known as
Booker’s Ponds, where the pit washery water was trapped to deposit its black silt
before running under the road towards the River Meden. These ponds were emptied
at intervals using a clattery old donkey engine; the sludge was tipped onto a black
heap. You can guess the state of the children and dogs after playing there. Oddly
enough the next piece of land held a white expanse of solidifying lime — another
Colliery cast-off.

Warsop Vale

Parallel with the stream, a cart road ran down to the river. Here was another exciting
playground where the River Meden received the washery stream and a brook of
clearest water from Sookholme Bath. Also at the junction was a pump house housing
the pumps to send river water to the Colliery. The water was pumped from a channel
dug at the side of the river, known as the Markham Cut. Also near this spot was a
blue brick construction like an empty swimming pool. We called it the Roman Bath,
but it was really a long-abandoned sewerage works. What a combination of delights,
with more old quarry faces and ponds on the Warsop side, and towards Warsop Vale
the boggy patches of Sookholme Moor.

With the Second World War something had to be done to stop the fires on the pit tip,
which were extra bright in strong winds. Soon after war started, an unknown
humourist chalked an arrow on the manager’s garden wall with the words “To
Blackpool Illuminations”. So a cast iron pipeline was laid to the tip all the way from
the river.

The last play area on the East side
of Warsop Vale was the old tip
separating the village from the
sidings. It was made in the early
days of the Colliery, and became

overgrown with oak, birch willow,
| hawthorn, bramble and bracken.
In summer time you could think
& you were in Sherwood Forest

| along the top. The sides were,
marked with gullies where old
trays and shovels had been used as
sledges. In the war an old iron
cylinder was upended and used as
an aircraft lookout post. It had a telephone and a concrete stairway from the pit yard.
I believe it was “strafed” once by a fleeing German plane. The top of this tip made a
fine grandstand for watching the pit yard shunting operations. It was intended to keep

The view from Mr Noble’s front window
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this tip as an attractive feature, but there was so much waste coal in it that it was
entirely removed.

It is increasingly recognised that children develop through play, and need space and
freedom to roam, to construct and demolish without nagging interference from over
protective adults. Adventure playgrounds are often provided now, but we had space
to spare and make our own adventures, and if that was not enough, at the other side of
the Colliery were miles of Warsop Wood. How lucky we were!

Aerial Ropeway bonfire at the Rocks The large quarry North East of The
in 1955 Rocks in the 1950s

Filling in the large quarry around 1953

56



Growing up in Warsop Vale during the 1940s by Harry Parratt

Harry Parratt lived at Warsop Vale for 25 years and knew almost
every person that lived there at the time. He is now living in
Mansfield and is a member of Warsop Vale Local History Society.
He has kindly recalled a few of his boyhood experiences for us to
share.

Not the Seaside

During the early part of the War it was deemed essential for sand to be distributed at
various spots in the ‘Vale’ — this sand would deal with incendiary bombs (if any were
dropped). After a while, this sand was widely distributed by the kids by means of
throwing it at one another. This must have been brought to the attention of the Air
Raid Warden who, in turn, informed the headmaster, Jim Penrose. The following
morning the whole school was assembled in the main hall for an admonishment, and
to show he meant business, Jim Penrose gave me six of the best as an example.

Shelters

When the war was into it’s second year, the authorities built a number of air raid
shelters. These were mainly situated on the roads between the houses, although two
or three were erected on Bowman’s lane. The route to this area was through the pit
yard or the lane towards the farm and woods. Almost every day, after school, a large
number of kids, like myself, would enter shelter number two where cigarettes were
handed out like confetti. It was like having a birthday every day. It would not be
prudent to name the source of our supplies, but the practice continued for some
considerable time.

Aliens

To us “Valeites’, Shirebrook was an alien place. We could guarantee a good hiding if
we ventured any further than the bottom of the steps at the bridges at Shirebrook.
There was almost always a battle of sticks, stones and words. In fairness, the same
position applied to the Shirebrook kids who tried to sneak through the Vale via the pit
yard to Booker’s ponds.

Football

Soon after the war, when events had returned to near normality, the football club was
restarted in earnest by stalwarts such as Len Beardore, Joe Maloney, Alf Naylor and
many others. The club at that time was in the North Notts Division 1. | was picked in
the team as a left-winger. | think this was probably because | was the only one in the
team who could kick left footed. The team, as | recall, had a very successful season.

Immediately after the season finished, it was decided that the club would have a day
out. Belle Vue, Manchester, was chosen. During the day out there were various
events taking place including speedway, wrestling, rides and boozing. A good day
was had by all. However, when the time came to go home there were a number of
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absentees. It was two hours later when the last bunch of players arrived at the bus
loudly arguing with one another and all very drunk!

Out of the party | recognised big Steve Unwin who was carrying an enormous stone
statue and was obviously intending to take his trophy home. With some difficulty he
brought the statue onto the bus and we set off for home. However, there were
numerous arguments taking place for over an hour, all centred on the trophy, until
Steve was persuaded to get rid of it. However, instead of putting it through the door,
he just turned and hurled it through a window taking window and frame along with it.
| can only say what a draughty and scary ride back it was for a sixteen-year-old lad!

| also remember Walter Millership, who went to play for Sheffield Wednesday. On
one occasion, Walter was visiting relatives at Warsop Vale and he came across a
number of us Vale kids waiting at the bus stop. We were going to the Strand at
Warsop to see a film called ‘The Elephant Boy with Sabu’. Walter immediately
stopped and crushed fifteen scruffy kids into his small Ford 6 car and took us. Some
things one never forgets.

Work at Warsop Main Colliery 1944-48

One Friday in August 1944, | reached the age of fourteen and, having heard of a
vacancy in the offices of the local colliery, I presented myself to Mr. Fred
Blackburn, the Chief Clerk.

“Yes”, he said, there was a vacancy for an errand boy and I was to start the following
Monday bringing with me my cycle. This created a problem - I hadn’t got a cycle.
However, | very thankfully said T would start at 7 o’clock on the Monday and 1 was
able to borrow a bike of sorts from a neighbour.

Full of excitement, | presented myself at the agreed time and was met by the
watchman on duty, Tom Lovatt. He told me that | had to go post haste to Shirebrook
Post Office and collect the mail on my bike. He pointed out that this was my first
daily duty. 1did enquire whether this was necessary as the postman delivered mail by
half past eight. Tom said “Lad, you’re the postman here — the manager wants his mail
by quarter to eight which is the time he gets to the pit”.

I can’t remember the number of times I cursed the manager when I was wet through
or frozen riding that old bike to Shirebrook with an old leather bag slung around my
neck.

Immediately | returned from Shirebrook | was informed that there were five offices
which required heating (even in August!). This meant making up five coal fires.
Unfortunately they also required mending during the day. | asked Tommy where the
coal was kept and who supplied it. I was told, “You see that barrow, take it to the
landsale and bring it back to the offices full.” I looked in horror at the barrow, it
looked to me to be twice my size as | was a very skinny lad.

Nevertheless, eventually the barrow had to be taken to the landsale where | saw the

landsale clerk, Len Fletcher, a wonderful person who was, in fact, my step father.
He helped by letting me load washed doubles instead of Brights, which contained a
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lot of slack. Len had quite a reputation for being the only person known to man who
used to eat strong onions like apples!

Another daily task was the collection of books for the manager’s signature. This
meant a fast run to the winding houses, power station, both shafts and may other
statutory outlets. The books had, of course, to be returned after signature, though this
time it was only at a trot.

After the first few days of employment | soon realised that | was employed as a fast
‘guffer’. Everyone treated the errand lad, whoever it was, with little consideration, to
put it mildly! I would be sent to the bottom weigh run by Bill Millington, or the
empty weigh to see Dick Bromley, and then again it could be the Co-Op in the Vale.
| remember Arthur Young seemed to be in charge and I’m sure that Joe Maloney
worked on the grocery department, generally chewing a lump of cheese.

On big race days such as the ‘Derby’ etc. the majority of the staff had a bet on the
horses. It was my job to take the bets to the colliery bookmaker/wagon lowerer, Tot
White. He quite often gave me a shilling for my trouble. Tot also played football for
the main team for quite a few years.

During my spare time | had to learn how to operate the telephone system and
perfected the art of listening in to personal conversations. | also gave out surface
checks at the appropriate times. Unfortunately, these tasks usually took place at my
snap times!

One of the most important weekly tasks was to prepare for Friday pay out. At that
time workmen received their pay from a type of tin which had previously been put in
large numbered racks by the wages clerk. Naturally, after each pay day, these tins had
been dropped, thrown or kicked all over the place and it was my job to return the tins
to the racks. This proved to be very time consuming as my time was at a premium.
After a while, it dawned on me that if |1 could borrow a bin or basket of some
description 1 could save hours. The only receptacle | could think of was the
Manager’s waste paper basket. I decided that I would use this basket when he went
underground. This I did for some time until one day when | forgot to return it. All
hell broke loose when the manager, Chas Ringham, couldn’t find his basket. I was
sent for and | admitted that | had used it. | was sacked on the spot. | was horrified as
there were not other jobs and | was making a contribution to the household budget as
there was just no money around at the time. After getting an ‘unholy’ rollocking from
Mr. Blackburn, he went to the manager and asked for another chance for me — in bad
grace the manager allowed me to restart.

The Chief Clerk was a Churchwarden and appended to be extremely careful where his
money was concerned. He always cycled to work from Warsop except if the whether
was bad when he took a bus. However, if it was dry by early afternoon, my job was
to cycle to Warsop, collect his bike, and bring it back along with my own to allow Mr.
Blackburn to cycle home thereby saving a few coppers.

By the time | was fifteen and a half, | was told | would be starting on the phones on

three shifts. This meant seven days, seven afternoons and seven nights. 1 recall the
phone operators at that time were Arthur Fretwell, Tommy Collier and Chris

59



Dawson, who had previously broken his back underground. The job was really for
underground workers who had been injured. There was also Jimmy Hinds who did a
great deal of crooning in his spare time. Jimmy also fancied himself as a Judo expert,
unfortunately he used me for practice!

My interest in football was now paramount and | practiced and played as often as |
could. Len Thorpe and I spent hours and hours practicing on the ‘backs’. We lived
next to one another which was convenient. The new job presented real problems
during the football season. The thought of working Saturday afternoon really sent me
crackers. In desperation, | asked Chris Dawson to swap. He agreed and my problem
was resolved.

I recall learning how to play ‘Solo’ and many other card games working afternoon
shifts at weekends. The card school comprised of Tom Lovatt (watchman), Jack
Duckmanton (shift mechanical engineer), Jimmy Johnson (shift electrical engineer)
and myself. | remember with great affection how my grandfather, George Plevey,
would bring me my snap when | worked on backshifts. Working afters, at five
o’clock the office cleaners would appear and the jokes would start. I remember Mrs.
Garner and Mrs. Morley were the ladies in question.

After four years of employment with the Staveley Company, His Majesty sent for me
to do my National Service. | left Warsop Main with few happy memories. Ironically,
when they let me out of the forces | went to the pit to reclaim my old job only to be
told there were no vacancies. The best news I’ve ever had — | started at Welbeck
Colliery the following Monday!
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Childhood Memories of Warsop Vale by Dennis Sampson

Dennis Frank Sampson was born at 24 North Street,
Warsop Vale on 20" June 1922, the son of John William
Sampson and Ellen Mary (nee Muldowney). The family
lived with Dennis’ grandparents, John Sampson and
Ada (nee Pickering). Dennis and his elder sister, Avis,
attended Warsop Vale infants’ school for several years
before moving to London where Dennis followed in his
father’s footsteps and served in the Royal Air Force. He Dennis Sampson

is now retired and lives in Dorset. He has written a

book of poems about life in the RAF entitled “The Blue & Khaki Hunters . Dennis
and his cousin, Redvers Cainey of Nova Scotia, are both members of Warsop Vale
Local History Society.

| was born at 24 North Street which was the home of my grandparents, John & Ada
Sampson. | only spent the first seven years of my childhood in the Vale as | was
packed off to boarding school in London. However, those early years are forever
imprinted on my memory.

During the 1930’s many holidays were spent with my Grandparents; sometimes with
cousins Trevor & Cedric, the sons of Aunt Mabel and Redvers, the son of Aunt
Winnie.

In 1940, my mother, sister and | came to live with my grandparents for a while having
been ‘bombed out’ during the London Blitz. My father who had been a reservist was

already serving in the RAF. | joined the RAF in 1942,

Back to the early days — memory flashes of young friends and great adventures in
fields, woods & streams. Looking back, we lived and played with danger. Climbing
trees and railway embankments much to the consternation of our mums. This can be
‘summed up’ by the mother who said to one of her children “Go and see what our
Willy is doing, and tell him to stop it”!

Memories of the ‘tuffy shop” where the top price was 4d a
quarter! Kaylie lemonade powder, tiger nuts and other
strange treats. You could buy a lot of sweets for a penny
—if you had a penny!

Memories of walking over the ‘Hills & Hollows’ to visit
relatives in Warsop. To five year olds they were like a
mountain range.

Memories of washdays. The clotheslines strung across
the yard from the house to the middens. The copper
boiling and the dolly tubs. The rubbing board and the

Dennis Sampson
aged 6 in 1828 wooden ‘ponch’. The smell of homemade bread and

rabbit pie.

! Copies of “The Blue & Khaki Hunters” (ISBN 1 872308 34 1) can be obtained from D.F. Sampson,
17 Shelley Close, Highcliffe, Christchurch, Dorset, BH23 4HW for £5.95 including postage.
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Grandfather coming home from a shift down the mine (before the pit baths were built)
removing the grime in a tin bath in front of the kitchen range.

‘Monty’ the milkman with his pony trap and churns who walked into the kitchen and
helped himself to a milk jug from the cupboard (we did not need to lock doors in
those days). Sometimes my grandmother would shout out “Pour it under the door
Monty, Dad’s in the bath”.

My grandfather had very little schooling, being
taught to read and write by my grandmother. He
was however a very wise man in many ways. In
advancing years he was known as “Gentleman
John” Being a very early riser all his life he
refused to say “Good Morning” after 7am and
instead would mutter “Good Afternoon”.

Most of the kids caught measles at some time.
My dose was just before my fifth birthday. After
recovering, and still very weak, | went out to
play. Mother said, “Keep off the Swings” — |
went on the swings and fell off breaking my
collarbone. The ambulance man came from the
pit and told my mother it was bruised. After
yelling for a week my mother took me to
Mansfield hospital where X-rays revealed the

truth. Dennis Sampson in the R.A.F. in 1943

In 1991 I visited the Vale with my wife to show her my birthplace. | was saddened to
see the effect the pit closure had caused. The village was like a ghost town.

I’m sure that the formation of the Warsop Vale Local History Society has breathed
some new life into the community and residents past and present owe a debt of
gratitude to the authors of these publications for their dedication and splendid
achievements.

“Tempora mutantur et nos mutamur in illis”

Dennis F. Sampson
Christchurch, Dorset
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‘Finger or Thumb, or a Rusty Bum’ by Richard
Crossland

Richard Crossland spent his early childhood at 227 Hewitt
Street, Warsop Vale, one of a family of six children. His
mother, Ethel May Crossland, became the only woman in
Warsop Vale to give birth to triplets, Herbert, Ethel and Jim
in November 1933. The Crosslands were great friends with
the Cheesemans and Etches families who lived on the same ‘ :
street. The Crosslands moved away from Warsop Vale : oy
when Richard was nine but he still has very vivid memories y ' 95 v
of his childhood in ‘the Vale’ and he and his elder brother Richard Crossland
Fred, who now lives in New Zealand, have become members

of Warsop Vale Local History Society,

As children of Warsop Vale in the 30’s there was never a problem with entertaining
ourselves, we had a full repertoire of sporting games to while away the winter and
summer evenings. The most energetic of these was the game that we called Finger or
Thumb, an energy sapping game that could last for hours and was a test of both
fitness and courage, and even downright stupidity at times. | never saw any girls
attempt to join in, although 1 bet that it would have been an even more interesting
game if they had.

It was a kind of a wall game; in fact it was impossible to play this unconventional
game without the support of a wall or the side of a building of some sort. Just like all
of our other pastimes it was a game for boys with no toys, kids who had to provide
their own entertainment. A typical colliery village game | suppose; rough and tough,
but played in a fair and proper manner.

It was a static game inasmuch as that we didn’t need to dash all over the village, as we
did when playing ‘Raliko’ or ‘Tin Can a Lurkey’, but it was still a very energetic,
almost athletic game, and tall lanky individuals were much sought after to be on your
side. I thought that it was great fun because it was a game that both sides never really
won, it just went on and on until everyone taking part was either exhausted or it was
time to go home to bed, usually the latter.

Two sides were chosen and a coin was tossed to see which of the two sides was ‘ON’
The least athletic lad, preferably a tubby individual with a well padded stomach was
chosen to stand with his back to the wall and he was known as the ‘Pillow’. He was
neutral, belonging to neither one side nor the other, and it was his job to adjudicate on
the complicated rules, and more importantly to act as a buffer between someone’s
head and the wall. If the well-padded boy decided to stay indoors that evening then
another lad of any shape or size was chosen to be the reluctant umpire and cushion.

The game began when the boy chosen as the pillow stood with his back to the wall.
Then one lad bend down in front of him and put his head or shoulder on the Pillow’s
stomach, grasped him around the hips and waited for the game to begin. The first lad
on the opposing side had the easy task of jumping onto his back and making a signal
that the Pillow could see. He had to make a sign with his right hand and say, “Finger
or thumb, a Rusty Bum, or a Packet of fags. A finger or a thumb was indicated easily
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enough, but the ‘Rusty Bum’ was a clenched fist and the ‘Packet of Fags’ was all five
digits held high in the air. The lad bending down facing the floor had to guess which
one was being signaled. If he guessed wrongly another lad on his side had to bend
down behind him and grasp his hips and wait for the second jumper to arrive.

The first jumper remained astride facing the lad who was the Pillow, but eased
himself back onto the new lad’s back. And so the game went on until a signal was
guessed correctly and the sides changed over. But that might not happen until there
was a long line of lads bending down and an equivalent number of lads hanging onto
their backs. The lad with his head in the Pillow’s stomach still did the guessing and
God help him if he continued to get it wrong, a long line of kids groaning under the
weight of a dozen Jumpers would give him absolute hell.

Sketch of WarsopVale lads playing ‘Finger or Thumb’ by Richard Crossland

The Pillow suffered the most because he took the full impetus of the leapers on his
stomach and he was continually buffeted and jammed against the wall. If the game
went on too long he would leave the wall a punch-drunk wreck, no one in his right
mind ever volunteered to be the pillow.

However, it was not all one sided and the rules were more than a little complicated.
For the boys who were jumping there was a rule that said there was no ‘Utching Up’.
To those people who have never heard that word before it meant that you weren’t
allowed to move forward, or ‘Utch Up’ to get a better position. Wherever the jumper
landed that’s where he had to stay, even if he was hanging on the side with is head
near the ground, he had to hang on like a limpet with arms and legs and not touch
down or his side was ‘Out’.
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One more very important thing was that the Pillow had to actually see the signal that

was being shown. This meant that no matter how long the line was, the boy who’s
turn it was to jump had to leap all the way to the front, over the boys of his own side
to be able to show his signal to the Pillow.

Over a long line of stooping boys, this leap often turned into a despairing dive making
it very difficult to for him stay on. If he fell off or caused any of his own side to fall
off the game was over, much to the relief of the long-suffering Pillow.

Although the pillow was neutral he was the most important player in the game, for he
was the official adjudicator confirming or denying the accuracy of the signals and
guesses. He had to actually see the hand that was giving the signal, and hear message
that was coming from below. He did all this under great physical duress, a long-
suffering umpire, knocked from Pillow to Post as you might say.

The rules of the game that I’ve just described might not be exact because I remember
them through the eyes of a child; I left The Vale a month before my ninth birthday.
But like lots of others the memories about the village they are vivid and clear. On
those cool autumn and winter evenings | can still see this picture in my mind, of
groups of boys of both sides waiting expectantly to join in the game. The happy hoots
of laughter, the shouts of encouragement and the groans of despair from defeated
contestants, the cheers of the victors, and especially the tortured face of the
unfortunate Pillow.

I was speaking to my wife about this game and she told me that | was wrong about the
signal Rusty Bum. She told me that it was “Finger or Thumb” a “Kick up the Bum”
and a “Packet of Fags” but I‘m sure that she’s wrong.

The Crossland children outside 227 Hewitt Street in 1935

The triplets, Herbert, Ethel & Jim (seated) with Fred (left) and Ethel May Crossland
Richard (who had just come back from an afternoon at the ‘Little (nee Dove), Richard’s
River”). Missing from the photo is elder brother, John, who was ¥

mother
killed at EI Alemaine in 1942.
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Irene Asher’s Life in Warsop Vale

Irene Asher (nee Hammersley) has lived in the same house on King Street in Warsop
Vale all her life. She was born in 1916, the daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Hammersley.
Mr. Hammersely was well known as the local beekeeper and was also big in the local
Co-operative society, St, John’s Ambulance Brigade and the local band. In 1991
Irene sat down and wrote these memoirs.

I was born at 80, New Villas, Warsop Vale, 75 years ago and I'm still in the same
house. My father was a miner and my two brothers worked at the mine as well.
There were just three children in the Hammersley family, my eldest brother George,
Tom and me. One would later go up North, the other (George) went to New Zealand
but we all kept in touch. George was a mining engineer whilst Tom went into the
boring machines becoming a rep up in Newcastle.

We are descendants of two Staffordshire families, one in pottery and the other in silk
dying. My brother, Thomas Raven, is named after the raven dye that the silk dyers
created.

Where we lived in Warsop Vale we were quite fortunate because housing varies. |
was one of the lucky ones in that | was born in a house with a bathroom; three steps
down with big bedrooms, sitting room, pantry, living room and kitchen. It was one of
ten built in the village by the Co-operative Society. Many houses in the village had
no bathrooms and an outside toilet. We had a water toilet. With the other kind they
used to have to come and empty them. That could be quite interesting that, a horse
and cart coming in the middle of the night. The smell was terrible.

Life when | was little was a struggle, the money was nothing. We could always say
we were well fed and well clothed but there was a lot of luxuries we didn’t have. We
didn’t get them, but we could always get some things
if we were prepared to wait. This meant that for us
Christmas was out of this world.

We were Methodists, we used to go to the Methodist
Chapel at Shirebrook where | had to play the piano
to six hundred children and it did me good. For
some reason or other we came down to Warsop Vale
and my father would conduct the Sunday School
Anniversary and | found myself still playing to
children but on a smaller scale.

I’ve played ever since I can remember; I’ve never
had a lesson, just my five-finger exercise and that
was it. Dad said, “You carry on from there.” I was
left to amuse myself on the piano. Whenever they
were short of an organist at Chapel | used to fill in;
on the Anniversary Sunday you had the Ambulance
people at one side and the brass band on the other
side. When they all joined in it used to be
marvellous.

Mrs. Hammersley, Irene’s
mother, on her 90" Birthday
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My dad was a bugler in the St. John’s Ambulance band that they ran at the Colliery.
My mum did not go out to work but she worked hard because she took in two men
who used to be winders at the Colliery. That gave us seven in the house, sometimes
more because if anybody else turned up, they’d say, “Go and see Mrs. Hammersley,
she’ll take ‘em in.” It was useful then because my father was not a well man, he used
to work while he could but he had two spells of rheumatic fever, a thirty-six week one
and a twenty-eight week one, and of course if he started to be ill he had to come off
work.

Dad went into the Colliery band from the bugle band, he played
bass trombone, E-flat, euphonium, my brother played flugel and
my Dad became assistant Bandmaster. They’d go out to Warsop
or to Edwinstowe and play on the green there. The last time we
went to Edwinstowe there wasn’t enough turned up so we
played a cricket match. Often we played cricket instead of
music. | bowled overhands and took nine wickets one afternoon
on Edwinstowe Green. The band always took cricket bats with

us when we went out. Later it broke when they’d just bought all

Joe Hammersley, ) .
Irene’s father. the new uniforms and all the new instruments. | only learnt a

few months ago where all the instruments went, they were taken
to the Colliery and they were thrown under the concrete when they did the pit yard. |
thought it was sacrilege.

My Dad kept bees, eighteen hives of bees on nine hundred yards of allotment with
twelve more on our home garden. We had, pounds and pounds of honey that we sold.
He brought it home and would get hot knives to take the wax off the top that the bees
had built over the frame. Drop it in an extractor, whirl it round and round to get the
honey out, leave it a day or two, and then run it into what they call a ripener and sieve
it before bottling it all up. He got stung, | got stung, but now I could take a swarm of
bees for anybody. Our Policeman came round and said, “They’ve just been down
from the pit Irene, there’s a swarm of bees on a tub in the front yard, what we gonna
do?” I said “Oh, get a swarm box out” and I’d take a frame, put some wax in it and
embed it and just go and put it over the swarm. Then, when my Dad came back from
the Afternoon shift I said, “There’s a swarm of bees in the pit yard”. “Oh well, let me
have supper then we’ll go fetch it.”

My husband kept them but it got too much. We had a greenhouse and all that garden,
yet at four o’ clock on Saturday afternoon you could see all the people making their
way down to the pictures, and there were we, working. He sold the bees, and then we
could go to the pictures.

At five years old | started school, just across the road. | liked the basketball and
stoolball; I used to like to play cricket for the ladies team when we had little charity
matches. | never went to secondary school; I left my first school with meningitis and
never went back to school ever. I went into a draper’s shop, Lewis’s, when I was
fifteen and stayed there until I married at twenty.

Throughout my life 1 have liked to play sport, bowls, tennis. | was secretary and
captain of the bowls club. We had a new pavilion and a lovely day to open it. Most
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people round here were interested in sport. But it’s all been vandalized. I can’t weigh
up what they did it for because they’ve got a good cricket pitch, a good football field,
a beautiful bowling green, and this lovely pavilion; but they vandalized the tennis
courts, everything’s gone to ruin. Probably it was teenagers that just didn’t know
what to do, you see when we first started the football field near the Colliery was the
cricket field and there was a lovely pavilion down there. When they made the new
cricket field we took the pavilion there, when they got money we got a pavilion for
the bowling club. Later on, a new beautiful new pavilion was built but it’s vandalized,
it’s just gone now, a lot of it has been taken over for allotments and people have built
sheds on it. It’s a shame really, my father helped to build that bowling green in the
1926 strike. | was ten then.

During this strike, times were hard and some of the old people and the man that ran
the bus service found the stuff to make soup and that for the kiddies.

They had a Spencer’s Union at the Colliery. It was supposed to last forever but when
the Coal Board took over they took that. My husband had to finish work early and he
got £12 and 10/- a month in old money from Spencer’s Union. I didn’t get it when
my husband died; when he died it died with him. You get the Coal Board pension
too.

I met my husband by chance, it was Sunday, and I wasn’t looking for a fella at the
time. We were upon Cuckney Hill near the cemetery, it was snowing and my friend,
who I was with, said, “Ooh, I know these two chaps, lets just have a word.” We
arranged to meet again at night, and on the Wednesday he came to where | worked
saying, “Are we going out tonight?” From there, he was the only boyfriend I ever
had.

He came from Pontefract but settled here and we lived with my parents. My father
and my husband were like brothers, we used to all go out together and enjoy life
together, and he was very good to my parents. I’ll never forget that.

Up in Yorkshire he was a semi-professional cricketer, a stumper and batsman, playing
for clubs like Wakefield City Police. He played for Welbeck down here and pro
cricketed for Hucknall Colliery because they were all one firm then. Mr. Wharmby,
who lived topside of my daughter used to ring him up and say “Can you come and pro
for us on Wednesday?” and he’d get all his expenses.

He was always out practicing or playing but he kept Saturday night free for us to go
out together. Often we’d go walking when we could get out but when we did have
that spare time we liked to go to the theatre, to the Nottingham Theatre Royal in the
afternoon and the Empire at night. If we didn’t have our own transport we’d go on
the bus.

The advent of television has killed off a lot of music, you could listen to “Friday night
is Music Night”, my husband wasn’t musical but he like music a lot. I played the
piano less and eventually let it go to a girl who wanted it. Now though I’ve bought an
organ, three in fact, each one better than the last. On a Friday night we’d be off to the
cinema, but most entertainment was cricket. We popped over every week to see
Derby County play.
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| gave up my job when | got married, | was twenty and he was thirty, both a miner
and professional cricketer. But playing cricket did not mean he had to go down the
mine any the less. He’s come home from cricket, had his dinner, and gone to work.
He was tired though. As he got older he said, “I think I’d better pack it up.” So we
got a motorbike and off we’d go to Leeds, Sheffield, Nottingham (Trent Bridge, that
is) and any test match. Holidaying took us either to Scarborough for the Cricket or
Skegness for the bowls.

We had a series of bikes, the first one was a scooter which | could drive on my own,
then he bought a big panther and that did me, I couldn’t drive that one, then we had an
Ambassador, a beautiful motorbike, but he was having blackouts. I said, “Let it go.”

The blackouts were caused by coal dust, emphysema (also possible Pneumoconiosis).
He first started to complain of it after we got married but he carried on work, it
gradually got worse. He was off work fifteen months, and they wrote and said was he
going back to work? I said, “No, he’s finishing, pay him up and have done with it”
but they didn’t get the redundancy pay then that they get nowadays, I don’t think he
got above four hundred pounds. That was in the 1960s.

I think many people were suffering from the same condition but it didn’t come to light
then as it has done nowadays. He had a friend that had it. They wouldn’t let my
husband go and see a specialist; they said he wasn’t bad enough yet he used to have
blackouts. I used to know on a Monday morning if he wasn’t home on the half past
twelve bus coming back from my daughter’s that he’d had a blackout. Someone
would always bring him home but his friend was sent in and he got ten thousand
pounds. If we’d had that kind of money we’d have been on top of the world.

A big event for us would be the Warsop Vale Co-op Gala; all the members’ children
would go and parade. They’d get prizes for it, then they’d have their tea and races
and sport later in the afternoon. That no longer happens because the Co-op’s gone in
Warsop Vale. It was a lovely village at one time but they’ve pulled down all the
Colliery buildings now. The lights from the pit used to light my bedroom up at night,
now they’ve all gone.
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Reminiscences of Warsop Vale by David Cheeseman

David Cheeseman lived at Warsop Vale for 27 years. His family were
well known in the village, his father being the local barber. David now
lives in London and has very fond memories of his time growing up in
Warsop Vale, working at Warsop Main Colliery and playing in the
Colliery Cricket Team

Introduction

| lived at 218 Hewett Street, Warsop Vale from 1937 to 1964. | was the youngest
child and had four sisters - Evelyn, Doris, Violet and Beryl, and three brothers - Bill,
George and John. We were in fact two generations, with John, Beryl and myself
arriving after the others had got a head start. Apparently | attended sister Doris's
wedding in my pram! Our dad loved singing and one of our family traditions was a
get together, all sitting round in the living room at 218, singing all the old songs.
Doris, Bill and George are sadly no longer with us, but the tradition of family get-
togethers is sustained, with the whole family aiming to meet at least once a year. Now
our children and grandchildren come along to these occasions, and organise them.

Warsop Vale as a physical entity was nothing special. 250 terraced houses, a school, a
church and church hall, a welfare club and sports grounds, the Vale Hotel, or Swing,
and the Co-op with its general store, drapery and post office and a sweet shop, but the
surrounding area is full of interest.

Growing up - 1937 to 1952

| went to Warsop Vale School from 1943 to 1948. Jimmy and Mrs Penrose, Miss
Langrick, Mrs Spencer, Mrs Fearn, were the teachers | remember at the school.
When | first started, pupils stayed on beyond the age of 11. We had pupils from
surrounding farms and from Church Warsop. The photograph overleaf of the school
group taken in the school garden in 1948 includes pupils from all those areas.

We used to use the Colliery sports facilities - football and occasionally cricket - just
over the back from the school.

One of the advantages of being a youngster at school with kids much older was that
the level of activities was much higher. Mrs Penrose was the music teacher. | can
remember standing outside the main hall on the upper floor of the school, listening to
the seniors singing "Who is Sylvia', it was absolutely fantastic.

I loved music lessons and singing, and the younger pupils had musical instruments to
accompany Mrs Penrose on the piano. My one regret was that | never got a go on the
drums - not sure why! On this particular day I'd got a triangle as usual, and | was
playing up to vent my frustration. Mrs Penrose made me go and stand by her while we
sang the song for the day, which was "The Cuckoo is a witty bird'. After we'd finished
Mrs Penrose said, "You've got a lovely voice David'. But | never did get a go on the
drums.
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Warsop Vale School Garden 1948
(With the Church and Institute in the background)

Back Row: Derek Deeming, John Holden, Jimmy Penrose (headmaster), Brian Cook, Reg Moody,
Colin Stray, David Cheeseman, Walt Sargison, Joe Wheatley & Warner Harrison
Foreground: Doug Gee, Les Nickless,

(Courtesy of David Cheeseman)

One day, Chris Gibbons, a well-known local singer, was performing on 'Workers
Playtime', a radio variety programme. Several of Chris's brothers were attending the
Vale school. We persuaded our teacher (Miss Langrick I think) to let us listen to the
programme. What a treat for us all, to hear that wonderful baritone voice coming out
over the radio.

Given that there was not much to do in the home - no TV etc - there would be large
numbers of us out and about just about every night. Yet there was almost no trouble. |
don't remember any of our generation being in trouble with the law and there was
hardly any crime. The local bobby, PC Woolnough, prided himself on having one of
the quietest patches in the region. As for youngsters being out and about when we
should have been at school, it wasn't worth the risk. There was a school attendance
officer, we called him the school bobby, and he was built like a Sumo wrestler. His
name was Mr. Greenhalge, and he patrolled the Vale and other villages under his
command, on a bicycle. The mere mention of his name would reduce a bunch of
tearaways to jelly.
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Warsop Vale School Group 1947
Back Row: Mr Penrose (Headmaster), Kathleen Peace, Shirley Foster, Doris Hallam, - , Pauline
Greaves, - Shelia Jarvis, Brenda Moxon, Doris Midipp, Margaret Rhodes
Middle Row: Warner Harrison -, Edward Wood , Barry Harvey, David Cheeseman, Gibbons, Reg
Moody, David Townrow, - David Pearson, Derek Deeming, Tony Eaton, Colin Stray
Front Row: Walter Sargison, Les Nickless, - , Joe Wheatley, Nora Johnson, Diane Everett, Doug Gee,
Roland Gregson, George Bostock
(Courtesy of Alan Nickless)

Warsop Vale and Environs

The area surrounding the Vale was a great place to grow up - like one great adventure
playground. We had the ‘hills and hollows' with its large pond, Stoney Bridge,
Three Bridges, the 'little river’, Sookholm ‘docks’, and the woods to the north and
east of Wilson's farm.

All these places created a rich variety of opportunities for us kids to escape to and
'lose ourselves' for hours on end. During the summer school holidays one of our
favourite pastimes was to dam up the little river on the Vale side of the railway track,
so as to make it deep enough for swimming. We'd pull up clumps of weeds from the
riverbank, and with boulders and timbers, build the dam.

Home & Family

The houses at the Vale were well built and sturdy. The biggest problem with them
was that they were very cold places. Nice in hot summers but terrible in winter. We
used to have one fire and that was in the living room. And on a winter’s night it took a
great act of will to ascend the stairs to bed. There was no central heating, and the
bedrooms were like igloos and the bedding like sheets of ice. They could have been
used for training for arctic expeditions! | would dash up stairs, undressed and in bed
in a flash and head under the bedclothes. Then go in to a sort of suspended animation
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in the hope that the warm air from my breathing would raise the temperature under
the sheets before | died of exposure. If it was extremely cold we would get ready for
bed in the lounge. Occasionally we had a bed warmer, which was the oven shelf
wrapped in cloth and placed in the bed. There was a report out recently which said
that parents should read more to their children particular when they were tucked up in
bed. My thought was this depends on the domestic circumstances. The idea that
anyone would want to read to us in those freezing cold bedrooms, or that if they did
you would poke your head out from under the sheets to listen to them, is laughable.

Every house had a ‘best’ or front room. In ours we had most of our best pieces of
furniture, some stuffed animals in glass display cabinets, a Granddad chair, a pedal
organ, and a display stand, on which stood an Aspidistra in a kind of brass pot. It was
used mainly for special occasions, births, marriages, and funerals. Otherwise they
were kept dusted, tidy and preserved. Ours was used by Dad to play the organ, usually
on a Sunday morning, and | have fond memories of waking up with the strains of
‘What a friend we have in Jesus', drifting through the house.

At one time there were no fences between the houses in each terrace, except the Co-
op Houses. At the end of the war in 1945, these open yards were the setting for the
street parties held in celebration, with trestle tables stretching the length of the street.

Allotments were a major part of our lives until | was about twelve, when dad gave
them up. The Vale had two lots of allotments behind the top row and between Carter
Lane and the Railway lines. We had an allotment on each. Over a period of years we
had a range of livestock including pigs, poultry, rabbits and pigeons. We grew an
incredible range of produce. In addition to the staples of potatoes, carrots, peas,
cabbage and beans, we grew celery, parsnips, red and black currants. We had some
garden produce available all the year round. My sister Beryl and | used to feed the
pigs. Each garden had a boiler where we boiled potatoes etc for the pigs. The potatoes
used were from the garden, and were considered too small for the table. So they
would go in to the boiler for the pigs, skin and all. We called them pig potatoes.
They're the kind of potatoes - small and unpeeled - that are very fashionable in some
restaurants today. I still think of them as pig potatoes!

When we killed a pig, usually in the autumn ready for Christmas, Mr. Poultney, the
pig killer, would shoot the pig as near as possible to the pigsty. It would then be
scalded and scraped to remove the hairs. Just about every part of the pig was used.
Even the bladder was blown up and used as a football - after it had been well washed
of course! The big advantage of having a walk-in pantry was that it was big enough
to store a dead pig. The small bedroom above the pantry had a hole bored through the
floor, and a bolt was passed through to hold the pig. It was great to be able to slice off
thick chunks of bacon for breakfast of a Sunday morning, with fresh field mushrooms
from the local fields. We also made pork pies, mincing the pork, and baking them in
the oven. It was a tradition to lay the pork pies on tissue paper on the front room floor
to cool them when they came out of the oven.

One year we had a new dog called Don, a sheep dog which Mr. Moxon the local
gamekeeper had let us have. Someone left the door to the front room open, and Don
got in. Having helped himself to the pork pies he could hardly waddle out. He must
have thought that Christmas had come early. We used to pickle our own onions, using
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one of Dad’s special recipes. They went down a treat with home made pork pie and
home made bread.

In those days it was important to respect ones elders. Us kids would get short shrift if
we were seen to be disrespectful. The men of the village would tend to address each
other by their Christian names, but everyone would tend to address women by their
surname, unless of course they were of the same family. I can hardly remember an
occasion when | was out with my mum when she was addressed by her Christian
name. “Hello Mrs. Cheeseman, how're things”, was a fairly normal greeting.

Games

The Vale was great for games such as ‘Raliko’, where those playing (usually about
20), divided into two groups, and one team would hide and the other team had to
capture them by touching each one on the head three times. The geographical
boundaries for the game were usually the railway track to the east, the pit tip to the
west, the allotments to the north, and the football pitch to the south. One game could
last all night.

"Tin Can a Lurky" was a very simple and popular game. One person would guard an
upended (empty) tin can, and the other players would aim to kick it as far as they
could. If the guard had their foot on the can it could not be kicked, and if s/he had a
foot on the can when they spotted one of the players that player would be captured
and out of the game. The challenge for the other players was to kick the can when the
guard was away from it - trying to find them. Often the guard would spot a player
when he was away from the can and there would be a frantic race, for the guard to get
a foot on the can and for the player to kick the can before he could do so.

A game requiring more skill was ‘Peggy’. This involved two teams, who would take
it in turns to 'bat’. The equipment was a short piece of wood, about six inches long,
shaved at both ends and a longer piece of wood that was the bat. The idea was to hit
the Peggy at one end so as to knock it in the air, and then while it was in the air, hit it
again as far as possible. The distance the Peg travelled was counted out in paces, and
the total number of paces for each team added up when all had batted. The number of
strikes at the Peg for each player was decided before each person batted. The batter
would throw the peg on to a grid of squares, marked out in chalk, in which a range of
numbers was written. So you had to get a high score on the grid, and then make each
strike count to get the Peg as far away as possible.

When we were out and about on winter nights it could be very cold and one way we
kept warm was by making what we called Roman Candles. These were portable
fires, made in tin cans. The tin can was punctured with holes - to let air in and ashes
out - with two holes either side of the can at the top, through which a loop of wire
would be threaded. We would start it off, just as you would an ordinary coal fire:
some paper, small sticks, and bits of coal, and when it got started we would swing it
round at arms length to get a really good blaze going. When swinging it round the
trick was to avoid catching the can on your legs, otherwise it could get very messy!
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Gala Day

"The Village Annual Gala day' organised by the Miners Welfare Club was held on the
cricket field in mid-summer. There was a great range of activities, some very serious
and some held just for fun.

The local branch of the Meden Valley Harriers used the cricket ground for their
running practice and they would be at the heart of the serious stuff. With races over a
range of distances keeping the crowd enthralled to the end.

Fun events included the slow bicycle race, the last one to cross the line who'd not
fallen off won. "The whistling' contest was a hoot. The winner was the first contestant
to eat a canteen rock bun -a challenge in itself - and then whistle. There would be
crumbs flying everywhere as the contestants tried to be the first to squeeze out a
whistle!

‘Bite the apple’ was another challenge - with the apples floating in a barrel of water.
You could tell those who'd been in for this competition - clean faces and damp
straggly hair.

There would be competitions for the best baby, fancy dress and carnival queen. The
carnival queen was a testament to the number of attractive girls who grew up in the
Vale. One year, with the final being held in the Vale school hall, my sister Beryl and
Jean Stansfield - both absolutely stunning - were just about joint favourites for the
title, which Jean Stansfield won. One of the things that my sister Beryl and | had to
look out for on in the run up to Gala Day was the events which mum decided we
should enter. One year she put us both in for the fancy dress contest. We didn't have
much to use for fancy dress attire, and we knew we would be paraded before the
whole village!! | wore a sort of plastic wrap with the union jack on it, and | can't
remember Beryl's costume. There were only three entries, so we came second and
third. 'What did I tell you, mum said, you never know unless you give it a try".

Jobs - Helping Out

A wide variety of traders plied their trade in the Vale, and | used to love to be
involved with them, helping them out. | gained a wealth of experience of different
exciting trades and the people who work in them. Without exception the people |
worked with as a kid treated me fairly and | never felt exploited in any way.

Milkman

Milk was delivered by horse and cart from a dairy on Wood Street at Warsop, and |
would wait for the milk cart to arrive at the Vale and follow it round. Gradually the
milkman let me help, and ride on the cart around the Vale. One horse, a large grey,
had been working this route for years and needed no driving, except to say 'go-on'. He
knew every stop by heart and the milkman scuttled up and down the yards delivering
the milk as the horse plodded round.

What | really wanted was to be on the cart on the open road because then the horses
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would get into a trot and there was more action and excitement. The chance came
during one school holiday when the milkman agreed for two of us to go down to the
dairy, and help them load up the cart, gear up the horse and drive to the Vale on the
open road. It meant a 5am start from the Vale and a walk to Warsop, - what an
adventure.

Coal Delivery

Coal was delivered locally by hauliers from wagons at the colliery sidings topside the
pit. Two of the hauliers | remember most vividly were Mr. and Mrs. Glover. Mrs
Glover delivered coal to houses in the Vale. Mr Glover, (affectionately known as
'Fat’), had a large vehicle that he used to deliver 'slack’ to Stanton and Staveley Iron
Works, and other firms in the area. | would help him shovel the slack from the wagon
onto the truck, and then go with him to deliver it. The shovelling was backbreaking
work, but the trips out were well worth it. When the lorry was struggling with a full
load up a steep hill, Mr Glover used to talk to it. '‘Come on old lass' he'd say, 'pull for
your dad'. He used to like to relax in the Swing with his pipe and a pint.

Cricket Teas

In those days cricket at the Vale was a big event, and there was usually a good crowd
to watch the matches. Teas would be provided for the players and for spectators after
the players had eaten. Mrs Holmes, wife of the landlord at the Swing, used to prepare
the teas, and | got a job helping out: laying the tables, preparing the sandwiches, and
washing up. This afforded two big treats: a chance to be around my sporting heroes -
such as Ken Samson and Arthur Dobbs, - who were key members of the first team,
and sixpence and a buttered crust from Mrs Holmes when my days work was done.

Farms

We used to do potato picking at Chadburn's and Willison's farms, and one year | got a
job at Willison's helping with the haymaking. The haymaking was just about the
hardest toil I've ever done, above ground.

Butcher

Our butcher was Bradleys from Warsop, and in the Vale the meat etc was delivered
on a van by a bloke called Jack Yates. After he'd sorted out our meat our mum used
to invite him in the house for a cup of tea. | remember him sitting there puffing away
at his cigarette. One time his assistant was on holiday and he asked if I would help
him out. This meant loading up the van at the shop in Warsop and delivering to
Mansfield Woodhouse and a wide range of other places in the area, as well as the
Vale.

Paper Boy
Miss Maloney ran the paper shop in the village and | was her delivery boy for a
while, morning and evening. | had a real struggle getting up in the mornings and she

had endless patience in putting up with my late starts. When | was on holiday my dad
agreed to deliver the papers, and on my return was very sheepish. He said he only
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delivered one paper to the wrong house, but that house turned out to be Miss
Maloney's. Dad said that no matter what he said he couldn't convince her that that
was his only mistake on the round.

Training Greyhounds

George Deakin used to train greyhounds for the Everetts who lived on the side row,
and he agreed to allow me to accompany him on his training walks with the dogs.
After a while | was accepted as part of the team, and would be taken by the Everetts
to the dog races, usually at Shirebrook, and occasionally at Forest Town. Their two
dogs were ‘Buster’ and ‘Dot’, and it was a great thrill to see them running at the races,
and an even bigger one to see them win. My mum used to like to have a bet on the
horse races occasionally, and one time she gave me some money to put on Dot at the
races. Perhaps she chose Dot because of my sister Dot. Anyway, | was convinced that
Buster stood the better chance and put the money on him. Needless to say he lost and
Dot won!

After a while | got a job greyhound training for Len Thorpe and his wife. Len and
Mrs Thorpe had style, and always dressed very classily. Mrs Thorpe was from Ireland
and her dad bred and trained greyhounds. He sent over a greyhound called ‘Mick’.
Mick was a great character, and was like a bullet out of a gun coming out of the
starting traps. He'd be yards in front of the rest of the dogs at the first bend, but he
would go so fast that he couldn't get round the bend. We tried every way possible to
get him to slow down, for example, by giving him extra walks on the day of the race,
but without much success What he really wanted was a race course that was straight,
and we tried him on the course at Forest Town, which had more gradual bends than
the track at Shirebrook, but the track wasn't quite straight enough.

Holidays

Most of us kids at the Vale didn't have an annual holiday away from the village. Our
big treat was the annual day trip organised by the Miners Welfare Club. We went to
seaside places on the East coast, such as Skegness and Cleethorpes. The single-decker
buses were supplied by Truman’s, the company that ran the regular local bus service.
The outing would be on a Saturday or Sunday, and the buses would line-up along
Carter Lane, and stretch way back to the Swing. Each bus would be numbered, and
one year there were thirteen.

There would be a club committee member on each bus, and they would give each kid
a little bag of goodies and 5 shillings each. A cooked lunch would be provided, and
we would have a great time. Occasionally one of the buses would get lost en route,
and there would be great drama, about whether it would ever be seen again.

We would leave the seaside at dusk, and for some strange reason, always managed to
get back to the Vale before the club closing time.
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Mrs. Cheeseman, Mrs. Etches and Mrs. Crossland in Skegness
(Courtesy of Violet Moore, nee Cheeseman)
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Playing Cricket

For several of us growing up in the Vale cricket was not simply a game but a great
adventure. There were two teams sponsored by the Colliery - Warsop Main first and
second teams. Both teams were in the Bassetlaw League, and the first team game was
of a very high standard, with county players guesting for some of the teams. As a
group of youngsters aged around 15+, we were desperate to get in the second team.
The set up was ideal for us, a group of youngsters with several older experienced
players such as Joe Miller, Joe Maloney, Ron (Wire) Dean, showing us the ropes
Looking back we learned so much about the geography of the region and of course,
life itself. For away games we hired a coach, and travelled to places such as Retford to
play British Ropes, Gainsborough to play Rose Brothers, and then the mining teams at
Thurcroft, Dinnington, Manton, Clipstone, Mansfield, and the rest.

Eventually some of us were lucky enough to get places in the first team, and benefited
from playing with the fine sportsmen such as the Hunts - Arthur, Bill, Cliff and Roy,
Arthur Dobb, Frank Ward, Ken Sansom amongst others.

Warsop Main Colliery Cricket Club around 1954/55
Taken at the Warsop Vale Cricket field behind the Schools
Back Row: G. Deakin, J. Maloney, C. Stray, A. Betts, D. Cheeseman, R. Dean & R. Peace
Front Row: J. Wheatley, H. Platts, captain J. Miller, D. Butler & D. Gee
(Courtesy of David Cheeseman)

Unfortunately, the decline of the coal and other industries in the region resulted in the
decline of sporting and other facilities. As many schools used the sporting facilities
provided by local industries, the schools lost out as well.
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Warsop Vale Cricketers Re-Union, January 2001 in ‘The Swing’
Left to Right: Dennis Broughton, John Johnson , Keith Johnson, Rocky Peace, Mick Smith, Ken
Blimstone, Colin Stray, Ken Foster ,George Bostock, Mick Stansfield , David Cheeseman, Doug Gee
(Courtesy of Mave Calvert)

The Church in Warsop Vale

The church was a key part of educational and social life for some of us growing up in
Warsop Vale. A range of activities, including cubs and scouts, and the Church Youth
Club, were held in the Church Hall. We were also invited to the vicarage to the North
of the Vale for some activities. A condition of being allowed to attend the church
Youth Club was that one had to attend church, which some of us quite enjoyed. At
one time | was a choirboy, and was required to wear a surplus and cassock. The older
churchgoers could hardly recognise us in our church finery, as the ragamuffins that
could be seen playing around the streets of the Vale. During our time around the late
1940s we had Revd and Mrs Robinson, followed by Revd and Mrs Cox. Both couples
were interested in the development of young people in the village, and were very
popular.

Revd Robinson drove around in a very old car, which looked like a biscuit tin on
wheels, which is what we called it. He was very keen on sport and formed us into a
cricket team, helped us to get bats etc, and arranged matches with other teams in the
area.

One such game was at Forest Town, and to get the twelve of us there he used his car
and organised a relay system - three in the car and the rest walking, then after a couple
of miles, drop the three off and come back for another load and so on.
He was really pleased with his car this day, because he had repaired the perspex
windows, and smartened the top. It had taken him ages to make these repairs, and he
was beaming with delight at how well the old car looked. Our group was the last to be
delivered, and as the car pulled-up outside the cricket ground, it stopped rather jerkily
and my head went back and straight through the newly fitted rear window. Revd
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Robinson was distraught, and found it very difficult to keep his temper. We lost the
match.

I've often reflected on the dedication Revd Robinson showed in seeking to make
decent citizens out of us, and how we must have tested his faith to the limit.

Revd Cox was a very flamboyant character, and strode around the Vale with his long
flowing hair and robes, and cigarette perched in a holder, clenched between his teeth.
He came to our house one day to talk to my mum about my sister Beryl taking Holy
Communion. Beryl was very keen that we should make a good impression.

My mother, a Yorkshire woman, tended to speak her mind, and Rev Cox got a piece
of it. As he sat in our living room, cigarette holder wafting the air, he leaned back in
the chair so that it was balancing on the two rear legs. Mum's eyes widened. 'Don't
lean back in my chair, | don't allow my children to do that, and you're not to do it
either'. For a few moments the air was electric but he seemed to take it in his stride,
did as mum asked, and no harm seemed to have been done.

Revd and Mrs Cox organised all sorts of ‘educational’ activities to extend our
knowledge, and these would sometimes be held at the Vicarage. One such event was a
mock trial where each of us played a role. A great attraction at the Vicarage was the
super orchard there. If we were well behaved we were allowed to collect windfalls.

My most memorable event with the Cox's was when four of us were allowed to camp
out over night in the grounds of the Vicarage. Mrs Cox was very concerned about us,
and kept sending out extra supplies -blankets and the like. Then the heavens opened
and it poured with rain, and she insisted that we vacate the tent. She agreed that,
rather than go home, we could camp out in the huge garage. We were determined to
be under canvas this night and so we put up the tent in the garage, fastening the top of
the tent to timbers in the roof of the garage with string.

The church was a great asset to the Vale, and in my time added to the range of
activities, which helped us grow, kept us out of mischief and added to the sense of
community. There's no doubt that when the church was demolished, it left a hole in
more ways than one.

The Cheeseman Family
Bill, Beryl, George, Evelyn, John, Violet & David

81



Rose and George Cheeseman
Pictured at the Derbyshire Miners Holiday Centre in Skegness
(Courtesy of David Cheeseman)

David’s sister, Doris Cooper, with husband Tom
Pictured at the miners’ convalescent home in Skegness 1955. Doris sadly died of cancer shortly
afterwards aged 39 years
(Courtesy of David Cheeseman)
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1952 to 1964 - Warsop Main Colliery and the National Union of
Mineworkers

After leaving Burns Lane Secondary School in 1952 when | was 15, there was never
much doubt that | would go to work at the pit, which paid more for school leavers
than just about any other local job.

Starting at the pit was both familiar and strange. Familiar in the sense that the pit had
been on our doorstep all my life, and in those days there were no gates so we could
walk through the pit yard and up to Shirebrook, or the woods. Many a time we'd stand
outside the canteen with our two pence and persuade a miner to buy us a rock bun.
(We were not allowed to enter the canteen). So, the general environment on the pit top
was familiar, but going down the pit and getting into the world of work, with its
routines, and dangers, and the camaraderie and competition between the men, was a
shock to the system.

All new recruits went through a training programme, which for us included several
days a week at Mansfield Colliery where they had a regional training centre.
At Warsop Main we were allocated to a particular job and location at the pit,
where we developed our skills, learned the rules, and built relationships. Although
there could be some sore heads amongst the older hands, particularly of a Monday
morning, | can honestly say that | was never given a bad time by any of the men |
came into contact with.

The National Union of Mineworkers branch at Warsop Main Colliery was part of the
Derbyshire Area NUM. This was as a result of a disagreement with the
Nottinghamshire Area NUM over matters connected with the so-called ‘Spencer
Union’. The Derbyshire area NUM, under the leadership of Bert Wynn, was one of
the most progressive in the country. It had holiday centres providing cheap holidays
for members at Skegness and Rhyl, and convalescent homes for miners recovering
from accidents. The union was keen to support the education of its members, and in
collaboration with the Workers Educational Association, promoted a range of
weekend schools for miners. With the support of Mr. Miron, the Head of the Coal
Board in the East Midlands, the Union established a day release course for members,
which was held at the union headquarters at Chesterfield. | attended the course along
with Bert Whitelaw, another member of the Warsop Main NUM Committee. The
three-year course covered a range of subjects including industrial relations,
philosophy, economics, and economic and social history. Participants attended one
day a week in the first year and two days a week in the second and third years. The
course had excellent tutors from the Extra-Mural Department at Sheffield University.
The aim was to enable miners to broaden their education and thus play a wider role in
their local communities and the trade union branches.

At the end of the course in 1962, | was lucky enough to win a scholarship to Ruskin
College at Oxford, where | did a two-year full-time course leading to a Diploma in
Public and Social Administration. There were students at Ruskin from all over the
world, including Russia, Poland and America. Ruskin students used the University
facilities and attended lectures. So, apart from the course, the life experiences that
Ruskin provided were tremendous.
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1964 to 2001 - Work after Ruskin College

When 1 finished the Ruskin course in the mid-1960s, I'd hoped to get a job with the
NUM but the coal industry was getting smaller, and so was the Union. Jobs were hard
to find, and so | moved into community work and training. My first job after college
was with Swindon Borough Council as a community worker on council estates in the
town. Since then I've worked for a variety of organisations at city and national levels.
For three years | worked as a lecturer for the government of Papua New Guinea,
training government workers. Prior to going to Papua New Guinea | did a further
period of study at Nottingham University and was awarded the degree of Master of
Philosophy in Applied Social Science.

For the past ten years | have run my own business called PACT, doing consultancy
work and training with a range of agencies.

Whatever | do, and wherever | go, | never forget Warsop Vale, and the rich variety of
people who live and have lived there, and the people and experiences which are part
of my soul, which tug at me, sometimes more often than I'd like.

There's no doubt in my mind that the experiences | had growing up in the Vale, and
the life chances for the further education I had through the NUM and the NCB, were
crucial influences for the better in my life.

These few words are offered simply to describe what happened to one resident from

the Vale, whose story may be different but no more significant from the many other
people who are part of that history.
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Warsop Vale Families

The Nickless Family

Alan and Les Nickless are keen members of Warsop Vale Local History Society and
have kindly loaned several photographs of the family in Warsop Vale. Their
grandparents, Charles and Maria, lived in Warsop Vale, as did their parents, Les and
Grace. Both lads spent their schooldays in Warsop Vale in the same era as David
Cheeseman (see section of David Cheeseman’s reminiscences).

The Nickless family
lived at 45 Carter
Lane, Warsop Vale,
which was known a
‘the Fronts’, being on
the main Warsop to
Shirebrook road. Next
door were the
Poultneys at no’ 44,
and the Strays at no’
46.

Charles Nickless was
the head of the family

and worked at Warsop
Main CoIIiery. Sadly, Charles and Maria Nickless with ‘Grandma Booth from 40

Carter Lane, pictured at Church Warsop

he was Kkilled there in
1934. His wife, Maria,
then married John Cooper, and went to live at 150
West Street, Warsop Vale. Her son, Joseph Leslie
(Les) and his wife Grace remained at 45 Carter
Lane where they brought up their family,
including sons Alan and Les.

Charles and Maria’s son, Joseph Leslie, was
always known as ‘Les’. He married Grace Parker
from the Co-operative houses known as
Wheatsheaf Terrace. Les was a very good
goalkeeper and played for the Warsop Vale
football team for a number of years. Grace
became a Parish Councillor and worked hard for
the community.

Maria Nickless with her
second husband, John Cooper
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Les and Grace Nickless Grace’s brother, Robert Parker, in the

garden of 2, Wheatsheaf Terrace in the
1940s with Warsop Main Colliery in the
background

Neighbour Margaret Stray with Joseph Leslie (Les) Nickless with his
brother Stan and the Nickless’ dog, mother Maria outside no 45 Carter Lane
Paddy
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The Peace Family

George and Alice Peace (nee Stretton) were married in September 1901 and came
from Newhall, near Stoke-on-Trent, to live at 28 North Street, Warsop Vale in 1913.
George and Alice had six children, all of whom attended the Vale schools. Frances,
Dolly, Nellie and George Junior were born at Newhall, while Wilfred and Ronald
were born at Warsop Vale.

George Peace worked as a miner at Warsop Main Colliery. He was a keen sportsman
and played football for Gresley Rovers. He was also a keen gardener, a member of
the Vale Club at the Vale Hotel and, in later years, a member of the Warsop Vale
Thursday Club along with his wife (see section on village life).

In 1951 George and
Alice celebrated their
golden wedding. Alice
lived another three years
and died in 1954 aged
74, George survived her
by fifteen years and died
in 1969 aged 87.

George and  Alice’s
daughter, Nellie, married
one Willis White who
was better known as the
one-legged  ice-cream
man from Warsop (the

result of an accident at . . .
(celebrating George & Alice’s Golden Wedding )

War§op Main ‘C‘ol’llery). Nellie, Dolly, Frances, Ronald (Robin), Alice, Wilfred,
Nellie and Willis’ son, George, & George Jnr.

Terry White, is now the (Courtesy of Robin Peace)

landlord of the ‘Swing’

(Vale Hotel) at Warsop Vale where many of his mother’s family have worked,
socialised and celebrated over the years. (Terry is on the committee of Warsop Vale
Local History Society and is co-author of the first book published by the Society).

The Peace family in 1951

George and Alice’s youngest son, Ronald (Robin) Peace, went to the Warsop Vale
schools in the 1930s when the infamous Mr. Meakin was headmaster. Robin was a
keen and talented footballer and cricketer and appears on many of the sports photos in
this book. He played both football and cricket for Warsop Main Colliery, and went
on to play football for Nottingham Forest with Len Thorpe. Robin is the only one of
George and Alice’s children now surviving and still lives in the house where he was
born in 1925 at 28 North Street, Warsop Vale.
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The Pearson Family

May Johns (nee Pearson) was born in Warsop Vale in 1916. She and her
husband, Gilbert Johns, ran the ‘London Stores’ at Langwith for many years.
Now widowed, she lives in nearby Shirebrook and contacted Warsop Vale Local
History Society after reading the first publication. She has kindly lent the Society
photographs of her family and other information about Warsop Vale for

inclusion in this publication.

Elizabeth Pearson
(nee Tomlinson) outside no 85 King
Street with one of her daughters
c. 1915

William Cornelius Pearson came to Warsop
Vale in 1902 having been born in Eastwood
and started work at Clifton Pit at the age of 13.
He married Elizabeth Tomlinson and they
lived at 85 King Street, Warsop Vale. William
worked as a miner at Warsop Main Colliery.
William and Elizabeth had thirteen children,
three of whom died young. The seven girls
were named Gladys, Annie, May, Dorothy,
Emma, Joan and Joyce. Their mother,
Elizabeth, died aged 43 in childbirth in 1929
and the eldest sisters were left to bring up the
family. All the children went to the Warsop
Vale schools. May was the third daughter, born
in 1916. She married Gilbert Dardenelles
Johns on 2" August 1937 at Warsop parish
Church wearing a pink veil borrowed from
Leslie Nickless’ wife, Grace. May’s father,
William Pearson, died in 1972 having never re-
married. He worked at Warsop Main Colliery
all his life and was a keen domino and crib

player, a member of the Warsop Vale tennis club as well as Old Moore’s Athletic FC.
His brother, John Pearson, also spent his working life at Warsop Main Colliery.

William Pearson with his daughters in the 1940s
Back Row: Annie, Gladys, Dorothy, Joan, Michael (Emma’s son)
Front Row: May, William, Emma and Joyce, William Pearson
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The Wedding of Gilbert Dardenelles Johns and May Pearson
Warsop Parish Church, 2" August 1937

William Pearson with son-in-law Gilbert
Johns in 1955
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The Sampson Family

John Sampson (left) married Ada Pickering on 3™ February
1895 at St. James Church in Worksop. He was aged 22 and
she 20. The Sampsons were native of Worksop and Ada
Pickering was in service there when she met John Sampson.
John had been working at Warsop Main Colliery since it’s
sinking in 1893. In 1901 they became the first tenants of 24
North Street, Warsop Vale, moving in while the rest of the
village was still being built by the Staveley Coal & Iron
Company. Over the next few years they would have
witnessed the building of the rest of the miners’ cottages, the
] church and chapel, the school, the pub, the school master’s
ohn Sampson . )

(1873-1957) house, the mine manager’s house and a very special
community emerging.

The Sampson’s lived on the top row in the block
nearest the Swing next-door to the Sansoms, and later
the Whatmores, at no.” 23 and the Maloneys at No’ 25.

John Sampson began an association with the Staveley
Coal & Iron Company at the age of 17 originally in a
sand quarry and then at Warsop Main Colliery from
the time it was sunk in 1893. He became a deputy at
Warsop Main Colliery. He was also a member of the
Colliery tug-o-war team in which he was the ‘anchor’
at the annual sports for many years. He retired at the
age of 57 due to rheumatism. John was also a founder
member of the
Warsop Vale
allotments
association and was
still tending 600
square yards of
land at the age of
81. After retirement Mr. & Mrs. Sampson became
members of Warsop Vale Thursday Club and Ada
| spent many hours doing wool crocheting and
knitting, being an expert needlewoman. Ada lived
to be 90. On 3" February 1955 John and Ada
celebrated their diamond-wedding anniversary.
John was then 81 and Ada 79 and they were still
living in Warsop Vale.

John (62) & Ada (60) Sampson
outside 24 North Street in 1935

|{ Only three of John and Ada’s nine children

survived to adulthood. These were Mabel, John

John & Ada’s Children in 1905 William (Jack) and Winifred. All the Sampson

John William, Winifred & Mabel ~ children left Warsop Vale and dispersed across
Sampson England and Canada.
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John William Sampson was always
known as Jack. He was born in 1896 in
Worksop. He worked for the Staveley
Coal & Iron Company before joining the
Royal Flying Corps in World War 1.
After the war he returned to civilian life
for a short while before joining the R.A.F.
and spending many years abroad. He
married Ellen Mary Muldowney, known
as Nellie, on 25" June 1919. Nellie died
in 1956 aged 58 and Jack lived to be 79.

Jack and Nellie had two children, Avis in
1920 and Dennis in 1922. Avis married
an RAF fighter & bomber pilot, Alan
Fellows-Morley, during World War 11 and

they had three children. Avis died in [0 0 %% =
1985. The Sampsons in 1932

John William (Jack), Ellen Mary (Nellie),
Dennis attended Warsop Vale primary Avis (aged 12) and Dennis (aged 10)

school before going to a boarding school in

London administered by the RAF benevolent fund. He served most of his working
life on the River Thames. During the Second World War he served in the R.A.F. and
the Royal Engineers as a landing craft skipper. He now lives in Dorset with his third
wife, Doreen. He has a daughter from his first marriage, two granddaughters and a
great grand daughter. Dennis is now a member of Warsop Vale Local History
Society.

Avis Sampson’s Wedding at Warsop Parish Church

_ _ 24™ July 1941
Avis Sampson in 1929 L to R: -, Dennis Sampson (best man), Alan Morley, Avis
with the rear of 24 North Morley (nee Sampson) and Nellie Sampson (Avis’ mother)

Street in the background
showing the infamous earth
closets and ash middens
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Winifred Sampson was born in 1897 in Worksop. She married Frank Cainey and
lived for many years in Hampshire & Wiltshire. Winifred and Frank had two
children, Redvers and Rosina. Redvers Frank Cainey was born in 1919 and followed
his uncle’s footsteps into the R.A.F. emigrating to Nova Scotia, Canada in 1953 with
his wife Beryl. They have three children and Redvers is now a member of Warsop
Vale Local History Society. Rosina was born in 1929. She married Harry Tharme and
had two sons and a daughter. She is now widowed and living in Cornwall.

Mabel Sampson was born in 1898-9. Like her sister Winifred, Mabel also moved to
Hampshire having married one Aubrey Cheshire. They had five children, two of
whom emigrated to Ontario, Canada.

Ada Sampson outside 24 North Street in 1930
with grandsons Redvers (11) and Dennis (8)

Four Generations in the late 1950s
Julia Tharme pictured with Mother Rosina (nee
Cainey), Grandmother, Winifred Cainey (nee

Sampson) and Great Grandmother, Ada
The Sampson Ladies in 1921 Sampson

L to R: Winifred Cainey (nee Sampson), Redvers
Cainey (boy at rear), Ellen Mary Sampson
(Nellie), Ada Sampson with granddaughter Avis,
and Ada’s daughter Mabel.
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The Staveley Coal & Iron Company by Jack
Winfield

Jack Winfield is the worthy chairman of Warsop Vale Local
History Society and a former deputy manager of Warsop Main |
Colliery being employed by the Staveley Coal & Iron Company
from leaving school. Jack gave a very interesting talk to the
society on the Staveley Coal & Iron Company, which he has
written up for the benefit of those who missed the occasion.

The Rise of the Staveley Coal & Iron Company

The following is a brief look at the Colliery Company that was responsible for the
building of Warsop Vale.

The first known mention of any coal mining and iron ore extraction around Staveley,
which is situated next to Chesterfield, dates back to the mid 1600s. In that era there
was a forge known as Staveley Forge, which was engaged in making of implements,
cooking utensils and the heads for arrows. One of the main reasons that an industry
of this sort sprang up in this area was the close proximity to the surface of coal seams
and the strata containing iron ore. In fact, being close to the foot of the Pennine range
many coal seams actually outcropped and the four mines in this area were the drift
mines where no shafts were required. These were Arkwright, High Moor, Renishaw
Park and Westthorpe collieries.

In the early days most of the coal was extracted by men working what was known as
‘Bell pits’ — so named because the men would sink a shallow shaft to the seam and
work around the shaft bottom in the shape of a bell until roof falls made it impossible
for further extraction. They would then leave that extraction and dig another. During
an aerial survey in the 1970s following a farmer losing a cow, which fell down one of
the old pits, it was revealed that around the Chesterfield area there were in excess of
1,500 of these pits.

The Staveley forge continued as such until the early 1800s and was owned by a man
called Ward who sold the forge to two brothers named Barrow. It was under this new
management team that the business extended quite rapidly. They sunk two mines, not
very deep, called ‘Do-well’ and ‘Hartington’ and the production of coal and iron
rapidly increased. These two commodities were in great demand at the time due
mainly to the introduction of the railways. During this time the Barrow Brothers (I
nearly said Barrow Boys!!) built one of the first housing complexes for their
workforce, Barrow Hill, near Staveley. Due to them requiring wagons to move the
coal and iron products they became friendly with a Mr. Charles Markham who was
the Freight Director for the Midland Railway based at Derby.

Charles Markham was a very remarkable man. He was born in Northamptonshire, the
son of a lawyer. He attended Edinburgh University and attained degrees in
mechanical and chemical engineering. After a brief spell at an iron works near Calais,
France, he was appointed Director of Locomotives at the Midland Railway and during
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this time invented a firebox for the locomotives that could burn coal. Prior to this
locomotives were fired by coke. This innovation saved the railway company a vast
amount of money and Markham was given a directorship as the result of his effort.

In 1846 the Barrow Brothers, astute enough to see
the potential in Markham, offered him the
Managing Directorship of the new company they
were forming — the Staveley Coal and Iron
Company.  Under Markham’s guidance, the
Company grew even larger and in the late 1880s
they sank another pit at Staveley - Ireland
Colliery. They also built the Markham works at
Chesterfield, which provided steam engines and
winding engines in addition to locomotives for
industries in the area. He also had the Staveley
Chemical works built at Staveley for the extraction
of chemicals such as Napthelene, Benzine, Tar, etc. from coal. The success of the
Company was such that it ranked as one of the leading conglomerates in Europe.

Warsop Vale.

In the early 1890s the need for coal to sustain the expansion of the Company was such
that it was decided to sink another mine. The site of Warsop Main was decided upon
following the good results rival companies were having at Pleasley and Langwith
which were both working the prolific ‘Top Hard” seam. They leased the land from
the FitzHerbert family of Tissington Hall and work began in 1893 to sink the pit.

They first removed a layer of sandstone and the sand was mostly used in the
ironworks at Staveley. After removing the sandstone, a thick layer of magnesium
limestone was revealed and Rock Cottages were built from this limestone. Rock
Cottages were the first houses to be built in the Warsop Vale. They were built to
house the engineers involved in the sinking of the mine. Later on, the limestone was
quarried and again mostly used at the chemical works.

During the development and the subsequent working of the pit, the Colliery Company
instigated the building of the village to accommodate some of the workforce required.
Plans for the village were provided by the Company architect, a Mr. Marson. His
plans were never totally executed, there being plans for houses running at right angles
to West Street, just below Wheatsheaf Terrace, which for some reason were never
built.

The houses were built by a firm called Moore of Chesterfield at a cost of £40 per
house — hence the name the ‘Moore £40 house’. Replicas of Warsop Vale could be
seen at Arkwright town before they were demolished and at Poolsbrook — both built
by the Staveley Coal & Iron Company.

That is why Warsop Vale was built — to house the workforce at Warsop Main

Colliery. “Now there is no colliery why is there a need for Warsop Vale?” is a
question | was asked recently.
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The Staveley Coal & Iron Company- Facts & Figures

In concluding my little effort on the Staveley Coal & Iron Company | would like to
give you a few facts about the Company.

General Offices of the Staveley Coal & Iron Company
(Courtesy of Terry Marshall)

They were a very progressive and safety conscious company, promoting the use of
gas detection lamps, running safety first classes for boys employed in the mines, and
organising a St. John Ambulance Brigade (S.J.A.B.) at every pit and works.

They maintained their properties to a very high standard — employing full time staff to
deal with repairs. They helped, along with the inhabitants, to make Warsop Vale a
desirable place in which to live. It is true that waiting lists for the houses were quite
long and the village, despite being so close to the pit, was kept very tidy indeed.

The Company had their own fleet of lorries, ambulances and fire engines and a first
class military band.

In 1937, one of their peak years, they employed some 6,000 people, 2,500 of whom
worked at their flagship mine, Warsop Main, producing 22,000 ton of coal a week —
output per man 8.6 tons, all hand filled. They owned 4,000 houses for their
employees including Warsop Vale and Church Warsop. They worked 7 mines these
being Markham 1, Markham 2, Markham 3 & Markham 4, Ireland, Hartington and
Warsop Main. They also owned chemical works, iron works, sand quarries and lime
quarries. Every year all officials were measured and fitted for a Melton cloth suit by
Swallows of Chesterfield. Every year they held an annual camp either at Blackpool
or Great Yarmouth for members of the Company’s S.J.A.B.s at a cost of ten shillings
per week adults and five shillings per week boys.
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All in all I think we were most fortunate to work for such a well-organised colliery
company who looked after their workforce reasonably well. What one may call a
good public relations exercise!

Collieries Worked o ’

4 §
with date sunk, by the T T R s ]
Staveley Conl & lren Co, Ld 4 |
b )

e @ Y

and its Founders.

|i_..-/ '
i
‘ St |}
%,
A7
AL ras 140C
S [ y
{// (e STERFIELD \
;// STERFI 4 e
/’/,""'7 \ Q\J ;
P R A e
7, / 3 .i 3 - ,
77 3 ¥ 5 Ko
P WOMT N
// » ."i '-\3;\"“ 4 ““
c\:lig.i bl | iy W These Collieries shown with a Red l

dat wern taken over by the National .n; |
Canl Bourd, on January 1a, 1947 WARSOR |

. 1
with a lite of over DG yowmy at . 1
3 —

L million tom per anrum oulput

Leza
L N ]

Collieries worked by the Staveley Coal & Iron Company
(Courtesy of Terry Marshall)

The above plan appeared in a pamphlet, produced by George H. Marshall, to
commemorate the passing of the Coal Mines to the National Coal Board in 1947. It
shows the date each colliery was sunk as well as giving the detailed layout of the
railway lines and sidings that enabled coal distribution to be carried out with ease.
The collieries marked with a large circle were the ones taken over by the National
Coal Board on 1% January 1947. Interestingly, it was estimated then that these
collieries had over one hundred years remaining at an output of over 2.5 million
tonnes per annum.
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Warsop Vale Electoral Roll 1946

No’s 1-34
No’s 35-74
No’s 75-80
No’s 83-106
No’s 141-178
No’s 187-210
No’s 211-232
No’s 233-250

North Street

Carter Lane

Co-op Villas, King Street
King Street

West Street (South Side)
Hewett Street (East Side)
Hewett Street (West Side)
West Street (North side)

Wheatsheaf Terrace is next to the Co-op

Holmes, Emma

Cottages
School Penrose, James
House Penrose, Lois E.

Hough, George Arthur
Hough, Margaret Ann
Hough, Cyril George

Vale Hotel | Holmes, Alfred
Holmes, Amy F.

Yates, Minnie Matilda

Morley, James E.
Morley, Gladys
Roberts. Thomas

North Street

10

Sperry, Walter
Sperry, Emma

11

Sansom, William
Sansom, Gladys
Sansom, Albert E.
Sansom, Lillian S.

12

Spiers, Fred
Speirs, Ada Mary

1 Ogden, Wilfred
Ogden, Jane
Ogden, Freda

2 Parker, John

3 Kilner, Abnah
Kilner, Eva

4 Pearce, Frederick

Pearce, Ada M. H.

13

Thorpe, Arthur Frederick
Thorpe, Madelena
Thorpe, Leonard

5 Holston, Robert
Rhodes, Alfred
Rhodes, Ethel

14

Plevey, George Thomas
Plevey, Jane Ann

Rock Ringham, Charles W
House Ringham, Margaret E.
Rock Cottages

1 Rock Cusworth, Herbert
Cottages Cusworth, Jane E.

2 Rock Riley, James

Cottages Riley, Helen Phyllis

3 Rock Noble, John L.
Cottages Noble, Hilda M.

4 Rock Taylor, Samuel Arthur
Cottages Taylor, Elsie

5 Rock Renshaw, Robert Arthur
Cottages Renshaw, Mary Ann

6 Rock Wood, Edward H.

6 Bonsall, Thomas
Bonsall, Kathleen

15

Poultney, James
Poultney, Florence

16

Greaves, Raymond A.
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Greaves, Emilene

27

Ellis, Stanley
Ellis, Dora

35

Johnson, James
Johnson, Harriett

28

Peace, George
Peace, Alice

Peace, John Wilfred
Peace, Elsie May
Peace, Ronald S.

36

Buckland, Frederick William

Frogatt, Joseph
Frogatt, Ruby

29

Everett, Lillian
Everett, Willie

37

Ward, Charles
Ward, Jane
Bradley, James

30

Smedley, George Ernest
Smedley, Ethel

38

Storr, George Henry
Storr, Nellie

31

Holmes, George Alfred
Holmes, Emily Mary

39

Clare, Alfred John
Clare, Mary Ellen

32

Wagstaffe, Leonard W. R.

Wagstaffe, Mary

33

Murphy, Harry
Murphy, Hannah

40

Booth, Henry Meakin
Booth, Hannah Grace
Booth, Leslie Francis
Booth, Dennis M.
Booth, Christina
Booth, Lilian

34

Robinson, Fred
Robinson, Frances
Stewart, William
Stewart, Margaret
Smith, Clifford
Smith, Mary

41

White, William Herbert
White, Florence Beatrice
White, Herbert W.
White, Joyce

White, Philip D.

17 Hillaby, George
Hillaby, Hannah E.

18 Freeman, Ernest W.
Freeman, Millicent

19 Hardy, Thomas
Hardy, Nellie

20 Evans, Walter
Evans, Annie

21 Hawson, Frederick Oswald
Marshall, John
Marshall, Ethel

22 Farrow, Lewis E.
Farrow, Winifred M.

23 Whatmore, Raymond H.
Whatmore, Gwendoline E.

24 Sampson, John
Sampson, Ada

25 Maloney, John
Maloney, Celia Mary
Maloney, Raymond
Maloney, Delia P.

26 Blintstone, Joseph

Blintstone, Gladys

Carter Lane

42

Madin, Charles Ernest
Madin, Catherine
Madin, Allen

Madin, John T.




43

Savage, Florence
Savage, Harold

52

Whatmore, William H.
Whatmore, Ethel L.

62

Fowkes, Agnes Annie

44

Poulteney, James
Poulteney, Hannah

45

Nickless, Joseph Leslie
Nickless, Grace

53

Black, Walter
Broughton, William
Broughton, Ellena

54

Ellis, Annie

63

Holmes, Richard Henry
Holmes, Ethel Harriett
Holmes, Winifred M.

46

Stray, John
Stray, Annie Mary
Stray, Margaret L.

55

Gee, Arthur William
Gee, Annie Gertrude

64

Stray, Miles
Stray, Emma
Stray, Benjamin A.

47

Archer, Gilbert
Archer, Elaine

56

Wheatley, John Edwin
Wheatley, Gladys May

65

White, Kathleen

48

Whatmore, Francis William
Whatmore, Pollie
Whatmore, Stanley C.

57

Robinson, George William
Robinson, Annie

Robinson, George William jnr.

66

Brookes, Fred
Brookes, Cecilia M.

67

Harrison, Herbert
Harrisson, Elizabeth

49

Cooper, George
Cooper, Reginald
Deeming, Richard
Deeming, Lillian M.

58

Lee, James Ashley
Lee, Annie

68

Vann, Frederick
Vann, Ada

50

Goulding, James Henry
Goulding, Olive Thurza
Ambrose, Thomas E.
Ambrose, Olive
Ambrose, Thomas E.

59

Brailsford, Albert J.
Brailsford, John T.
Brailsford, Albert R.
Brailsford, Harry

69

Harrison, John J.
Harrison, Vera
Newton, Arnold
Newton, Emma E.

51

Gee, Harold
Gee, Catherine Sarah

60

Eaton, John

Eaton, Florence
Eaton, George
Aldington, Hilda M.

70

Winfield, Arthur S. Garwood
Winfield, J.R.

Stansfield, Ronald A.

Ellis, Olive

61

Smith, John
Smith, Eliza

71

Walters, George Samuel
Walters, Eva
Walters, Sam




Walters, Agnes
Walters, Harold
Walters, Rose

Asher, Joseph
Asher, Irene L.

Dicks, Kathleen

King Street

92

Preston, Jack
Preston, Millicent

83

Sharratt, Henry E.
Sharratt, Louisa A.

93

Howe, David
Howe, Louisa

72 Newton, Leonard Francis
Newton, Nellie J.

73 Tomlinson, Charles
Tomlinson, Alice Lilian
Hollingworth, Alice Mary

74 White, Richard

White, Irene

84

Bonsall, Joseph W.
Bonsall, Ida

94

Williams, Walter George
Williams, Frances Eliza
Williams, Sarah

Co-operative Villas (King Street)

85

Davy, Walter
Davy, Winifred
Broughton, William

86

Butler, Clifford
Butler, Eva E.

87

Bonsall, Thomas
Bonsall, Ruth
Bonsall, Freda

95

Garner, James
Garner, Lily

Garner Edgar
Ford, Kenneth
Ford, Audrey

96

Etches, Charles Edward
Etches, Sarah

88

Broughton, John Ernest
Broughton, Olwen Marjorie

97

Bearder, Ronald
Bearder, Evelyn R.

89

Beardow, Leonard
Beardow, Edith

90

Beardow, Samuel
Beardow, Elizabeth
Beardow, Elsie

98

Buckland, William
Myers, John A.
Myers Edna M.
Cantrell, Herbert
Cantrell, Elsie M.

75 Causer, Albert Edward
Causer, Lucy Ann

76 Fletcher, Agnes Selina
Fletcher, Arthur Leonard
Fletcher, Elsie
Mellor, Lewis

77 Abbott, Elsie E.
Abbott, Alice A

78 Woolnough, Albert W.
Woolnough, Celia

79 Sansom, Henry
Mellor, Kate

80 Hammersley, Sarah
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Whatmore, Annie Elizabeth
Dicks, Sam

99

Wilson, Henry
Wilson, Ivy




100

Hickinbotham, George Edwin

Hickinbotham, Mary

101

Miller, Joseph T.
Miller, Lillian M.

102

Cadman, Charles
Cadman, Gertrude
Cadman, George

103

Divine, John
Divine, Edith

104

Collins, Frank
Collins, Jane
Collins Marjorie

105

Storr, Albert
Storr, Kathleen
Storr, Lionel L.

106

Smith, George
Butler, Aylmer D.
Lunn, Cyril H.
Lunn, Florence

West Street (South Side)

141 Everett, William
Everett, Emma
142 Bennett, Henry

Bennett, Mildred

143 Johnson, James
Johnson, Clara

144 Palmer, Edward E.
Palmer, Dorothy M.

145 Murphy, Edith Mary

146 Wheatley, Sidney
Wheatley, Emily

147 Poultney, Edward
Poultney, Ann

148 Partridge, Albert G.
Partridge, Olga M.
Partridge, Audrey M.

149 Nickless, Hannah

150 Cooper, John J.
Cooper, Maria

151 Harby, Bertha
Blakesley, Leslie W.
Harby, Clifford

152 Richards, Frank
Richards, Irene

153 Wheatley, Joseph

Chadbourne, Dora
Chadbourne, Frederick

154 Marriott, Wilfred
Marriott, lvy

155 Millership, Harold
Millership, Edith M.

156 Collins, Frank

157 Tipple, Leslie
Tipple, Doreen

158 Naylor, Alfred
Naylor, Alice

159 Langton, George
Langton, Elizabeth
Hennessey, Raymond
Short, William T.A.

160 Richards, Mary J.

161 Chapman, John W.
Chapman, Freda

162 Crowe, John
Crowe, Thirza
Derby, Charles
Derby, Violet M.

163 Everett, Claude
Everett, Maud

164 Millership Doris




Millership, Elizabeth A.
Millership, Bernard

165

Millership, William
Millership, vy M.

173 Beckerton, William
Beckerton, Lily

191

Lake, Samuel
Lake, Mary

166

Peters, John
Peters, Violet C.

192

Broughton, William
Broughton, Florence
Broughton, Sydney

167

Betts, Alfred
Betts, Dennis A.
Betts, Jessie M.
Crowshaw, Arthur

193

Parkin, Henry
Parkin, Rosa J.

168

King, Joseph A.
Deakin, William
Deakin, William H.
Deakin, Dinah A.

174 Trolley, William A.
Trolley, Cora
175 Swindell, Charles
176 Rampton, Joseph
Rampton, Harriett E.
177 Plant, George
Plant, Elaine,

Harper, Isaac

194

Lowe, Samuel
Lowe, Lillian

178 Mellors, Frank
Mellors, Elizabeth
Wardley, John

195

Murphy, Thomas F.
Murphy, Winifred
Thomas, Mary E.

169

Preston, John
Preston, Beatrice M.
Wager, Kenneth

Hewitt Street (East Side)

196

Ellis, John
Ellis, Sarah

170

Millership, Edwin
Millership Elsie

197

Strauther, William
Strauther, William
Strauther, Florence D.
Strauther, Winifred Ann

171

Trolley, Doris E.
Trolley, Eric

172

Lee, George E.
Lee, Susan A.
Ailward, George E.
Ailward, Sylvia

198

Parker, Edwin
Parker, Beatrice
Fisher, Arthur
Fisher, Sylvia A.
Atkin, Albert

187 Buxton, John H.
Buxton, Lucy

188 Johnson, George W.
Johnson, Florence E.

189 Shaw, Charles
Shaw, Mary

190 Northern, Sandy

Northern, Ellen
Northern, Violet K.

199

Everett, Claude
Everett, Edith May
Everett, Harry




Everett, Harold

200

Hodgett, George
Hodgett, Doris

Beswick, Emily

201

Harrison, Horace
Harrison, Ivy

210 Ashton, William
Ashton, Gladys

Kinnison, Eva
Scott, Constance M.
Lowe, John

Lowe, Renee R.

202

Archer, Tom
Archer, Susan
Brown, Charles A.

Hewitt Street (West Side)

217

Gilby, John
Gilby, Marion

203

Cantrell, William
Cantrell, Sarah A.

211 Bacon, Cassie E.
Bacon, Wilfred J.
Rutland, Emily
Butler, Harriett

204

Johnson, Joseph
Johnson, Margaret
Johnson, Horace

212 Holehouse, Francis
Holehouse, Annie

218

Cheeseman, George E.
Cheeseman, Rose H.
Cheeseman, William E.
Cheeseman Violet
Cheeseman George

205

Jarvis, Charles H.
Jarvis, Frances E.

213 Betts, Adelia
Braddock, Adelia J.
Bradley, James
Copestake, Wilfred H.
Copestake, Sarah E.

219

Sindall, Oswald
Sindall, Millicent A.

220

Stray, Arthur M.
Stray, Harriett A.
Stray, Arthur M.

206

Brockley, Thomas
Brockley, Edith E.

207

Duckmanton, Joseph
Duckmanton, Daisy
Slack, Horace

214 Catton, Abraham
Catton, Albert,
Catton, Abraham
Catton, Edith A.

221

Robinson, George W.
Robinson, Nellie B.
Robinson, George F.
Millership, Lancelot

208

Shaw, Charles H
Shaw, Sarah
Shaw, William

209

Beswick, Benjamin
Beswick, George

215 Smith, Stephen S
Smith, Phyllis E.
Etches, Thomas H.
Etches, Harriett A.
Etches, Doris M.
Etches, Douglas

222

Bonsall, John J.
Bonsall, Dorothy M.

223

No-one listed

216 Kinnison, Bertie C.W.

224

Lee, George W.
Lee, Constance I.




246 Mellor, Rosannah
Mellors, Connie
Mellors, Leonard Roy
Mellors, William

247 Wale, Stanley
Wale, Edna

248 Everett, Thomas
Everett, lvy

249 Johnson, Joel
Johnson, Elizabeth

250 Creer, Gwendoline

Cantrell, James
Cantrell, Mary Ann

225 Pearson, Thomas
Pearson, Mary L.

226 Platts, Richard
Platts, Clara

227 Foster, George F.
Foster, Nora W.

228 Whatmore, Francis J.
Whatmore, Gladys C.

229 Harding, George
Harding, Cyril
Harding, Maurice W.

230 Walker, Dennis
Walker, Gladys E.

231 Holmes, Francis M.
Unwin, Charles
Unwin, May

232 Needham, Jim

Needham, Hilda
Needham, Jack

Wheatsheaf Terrace (Co-op Houses)

West Street (North Side)

233 Godhard, Fred
Godhard, Phyllis E.
234 Kinch, Horace

Kinch, Phyllis M.

235 Horton, Reuben
Horton, Florence
236 Corcoran, Bernard
Corcoran, Dorothy M.
237 Rodgers, Albert
Rodgers, Betty I.
238 Dickinson, Samuel
Dickinson, Dorothy M
239 Hallam, Mary E.
240 Sansom Herbert
Sansom, Elsie
241 Sansom, Albert
Sansom, Sadie
Cooke, Florence M.
242 Rushton, Arthur
Rushton, Clara
Rushton, Ethel M.
243 Cadman, Harold
Cadman, Frances L.
Cadman, Alice A.
244 Peace, George
Peace, Elsie M.
245 Weightman, Sydney

Weightman, Emily A.

1, Kenyon, Robert
Wheatsheaf | Kenyon, Jane
Terrace Kenyon, Lena

2, Topham, Ernest
Wheatsheaf | Farnsworth, Mary
Terrace Farnsworth, Arthur
3, Wright, Harold
Wheatsheaf | Wright, Emily
Terrace Rodgers, Claire




4,
Wheatsheaf
Terrace

Chapman, Mary Blakesley
Callaghan, John

Palmer, Arthur B.
Rodgers, Peter E.

2 Williams- | Hooley, William A.
wood Hooley, Florence
Cottages

Sookholme | Chadbourne, Thomas J.
Lodge Chadbourne, Olive M.
Farm

The Madge, John B.C.
Parsonage Madge, Gladys

Railway Cottages

1, Railway | Stansfield, Mary E.
Cottages Stansfield, Samuel E.
2, Railway | Sussams, Thomas J.
Cottages Sussams, Elsie M.

WilliamWood Farm

Williams- Willison, William
wood Willison, Lilly

1 Williams- | Hall, Rex L.
wood Hall, Elizabeth M.
Cottages Moxon, Lucy

The above data is taken from the 1946
electoral roll. The names and spellings are
as noted by the persons taking the roll at
the time and therefore may not always be
accurate or the same as used today.
However, the intention is to present the

picture as it was in 1946.
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Warsop Vale is the village, and resultant
community, called into being at the start of the
twentieth century to serve the needs of Warsop

Main Colliery in North Nottinghamshire.

Sadly, the Colliery is no longer in existence.
However, memories of life in this little mining

community are still vivid for many past and
present residents. This book is intended to be a
collection of these people’s memories in their

own words.
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