Ivy Turberville

Interview on 4th February 2001

Aqueduct Cottages: My grandmother lived there. My mother was brought up there from when she was quite young. The family had lived there for years. We went away and lived at Draycott. We came back and for a little while we lived with grandmother. In the photograph of the two ladies, that is Ann Eaton on the left and Mrs Farnsworth on the right. That was one of my aunts, one of her daughters, and the two children are her grand children [back of photo says cousin Henrietta on left; cousin Arthur on right]. Of course they’ve all gone now. I think I have only got about three cousins now. Those in the photograph have both gone. The clothes she is wearing are more or less every day wear. She wasn’t a bargee type, no definitely not, grandma wasn’t. In the small portrait she is more dressed up. I don’t really know how she came to live in the cottage. I think it must have been grandfather who got a job; he was a kind of engineer and I think he came from over Whittington Moor way but I am not certain. Grandfather died when he was only 50-something so grandma was living there for years and years and years. Grandma didn’t really have a job there, but what she used to do was to go out when anyone was ill or she used to go out and sit with them overnight, or when they were having a baby or when anyone had died they would call on Grandma. She wasn’t qualified. At the time the house belonged to the Nightingales. Florence Nightingale’s family. Grandma and Florence Nightingale were quite friendly. I think grandma would have liked to have been a nurse because there’s a saying that Grandma used to quote to us when we were kids and didn’t want a bath, she said Florence Nightingale said that with a pint of boiling water, a walnut of soap and a square of flannel anyone can have a bath. That was quite a big saying of hers.
Mr Turberville: The woodland that runs at the back of the aqueduct Cottages runs up to Nightingale’s place, the estate.
Mrs Turberville: Do you notice the ‘Ackerdock’? that was the way we used to speak about it. But we always used to spell it properly on letters etc.

Photograph 427: That’s an old photograph of mine with some of our family in it but I don’t know who they are. Looking at a later photograph she said that was later when it was going derelict, you see they removed the Bridge; and they took it up to nearer the pumping station for a while then they removed it back again down there where it is now. There was another swing bridge across the Nightingale arm in front of the cottage. It was a branch line that served Lea Mills and the lead works. The other way went down to Whatstandwell and Hartshay. It was just a swing bridge. I don’t remember any lock gates. They used to have what they called stop planks; there was a sort of ridge, a sort of little gap and just over that wall here, not near the cottage, but when you came down near to the river, there were some very stout planks and they used to be dropped in the ridge and sort of blocked off the water like a kind of lock so that certain sections could be drained off for repairs. I saw them doing that occasionally. The arm went towards Lea Mills and served the lead works. They brought the pigs of lead down to the wharf at Lea Bridge and they used to be taken by barge and they were brought round that arm [promontory on corner] there and up to High Peak. The pigs of lead I think were taken by rail down to near Homesford cottage. I think there was a sidings there as far as I can remember.

Mr Turberville: Do you remember where the smelting works was ? There is a row of four houses, and has just beyond it you can still see these hillocks. They used to bring the lead from Mill Close mine and make it into blocks at the smelting place. The pigs weighed a hundredweight and were put into the barges.

Mrs Turberville: we used to see the pigs of lead on the barges. They used to have to manhandle it in those days. They were about two feet long and were stacked alternately in piles. There used to be a Harry Bonsall. He used to work from the Lea Bridge arm coming round here and up to the High Peak. He would take coal from High Peak to Lea Mills and to the smelting works. He took that from the railway.

Mr Turberville: In the late Twenties and early Thirties there was a firm from Darley and they had about four lorries carting ore from Mill Close to the smelters at Lea. There were quite a lot of people employed in the smelting works. A lot of the men suffered with their chests. And the fields up there we always called them the Belland fields. There are houses built on them now and when they were building the houses they said gardens would be no good but they seem to be quite all right. It will tell you in Mr Wigglesworth’s book when the lead works closed down. Topliss were carting three or four lorries from Mill Close. The smelter would have closed down when Mill close mine flooded, that was about 1932. The mine flooded and they had to close it down, you can still see it up right up on the hillside from Darley Dale towards Winster. It belongs to Enthoven and now they only purify the lead they don’t work the mines.

Mrs Turberville: they used to be a huge lock on the swing bridge for use at weekends and holidays. I think there is one on the swing bridge that is there now. We used to have to keep it locked because people would come along and swing the bridge. If you stepped on one end when it was open it would go down with you. In the cottage we had a huge boat hook and that’s what you’d pull the bridge about with. Bargees used to carry one and we had one as well. I suppose when Grandma died and everything was sold up, it would have gone to the Canal company.

My grandma was not the last person to live in the cottage. An aunt went to live in it for a little while. There were some people called Seedhouse, they lived there a little while but I don’t know much about them, then there was an elderly man from Cromford or Matlock, Mr Bowler. He had a very disfigured face. Him and his wife were not very happy and she put some acid in a saucepan and warmed it up and threw it in his face. His face was terrible. I walked round there once and he started talking and he followed us right up to High Peak Junction, you know where the bridge is there, talking to us and his face was so disfigured. He lived on his own. His wife was somewhere else in Matlock Bath or somewhere. I think he was the last person to live there. Then some people took over who were going to do it up. There was just a plank across there at that time (looking at the photograph). For water we used to have to go either there to High Peak and cross over the railway and water came from the Longway Bank side, a spring of clear water came right down. Or we used to go down to the meadows which originally were sewage beds where there was clear water off the hillside and under the canal and we used to go down there and get the water. The yokes used to hang at the right hand side of the door and there was a tiny little pair of children’s yokes and as kids we used to have to go and fetch water and we had the quart milk cans. They were little wooden yokes like that in the photograph but I don’t know what happened to them.
Mr Wigglesworth told me that originally it was two cottages and a window to the left of the door was where the second door was. You can see the difference in the lintel. There was a kitchen to the right, from the kitchen you went up into the bedroom and from that bedroom you went to the second bedroom to the left. On the left downstairs was a bigger room but you didn’t go into that unless Grandma asked you. It was her room. That little bit on the right [outside, conservatory like] was added later. I think my aunt’s husband, my Uncle Tommy, put that on there. Yes that’s what my Uncle Tom put on. You can see in the earlier photograph how it used to be; it wasn’t there. There was a little bit to the side; there was a series of doors inside to lead to this and my mother told me when they went there there had been some people who had fowls that slept in that place. Apparently it was very very dirty, you couldn’t get whitewash to stop up, and someone told them to get cow dung diluted with water, smear it on the walls and then the white wash stuck to that. When we looked there it was all clean and that area made a sort of larder for us. There was a stone sink just inside the lower right hand window and the waste water came down underneath the yard into the canal. Looking at photograph 425, that could be mother to the left in the doorway or it could be grandmother; they were both little stubbies.

Just to the right of the cottage was an old sycamore tree and when the boats were resting they used to fasten them to that big tree at the end of the yard with a chain. I remember once that the chain had gone taught because the boat had swung out and I decided to do some tight rope walking. Of course when I got the middle the chain sank under the water. In answer to the question of how old she was then, she remembered that she lived at Riber for four years. I remember very well coming down to see Grandma from there. We went to Draycott for four years and we used to come back here quite often but I can’t remember, you see my father had rheumatism and had to give up work, he was a farm labourer more or less, and when we were at Draycott, mother managed to get a job at Lea Mills. All the family had worked at Lea Mills originally, so that’s why we came back this way but I can’t remember how long we lived there but then we got a house in that Post Office Row at Lea Bridge. Grandma had got quite a big family, there were eight of us altogether and she used to go round regularly and visit them all and when she left the cottage we always went back. I think I spent four years there altogether, then of course we moved up to Holloway but then my grandma had died. It always seemed such a nice place to be for children. We never had any fear of falling in the canal or river. We just went and played where we liked.

Mr Turberville: Ivy was born in 1912 and I was born in 1908, so we can go a long way back.

Mrs Turberville: To the left of the cottage and up there was a shed. My grandfather used to have a cow or two and he used to bring them down there over that swing bridge down to the meadows by the river for grazing. There was an outdoor lavatory up their and underneath was the pigsty.
At each side of the cottage there was a garden and if you walked along the side of the canal with the wood on your left hand side there was a big piece up there that we had a kind of allotment on and there was a little stone shed there which we had as a tool shed. When we walked down [recently?] you could just trace the pathway up. When we lived there the little pathway that led up from the cottage was not used very much but there were two cottages at the top of the tunnel. The Nightingales of course used it. It was not used as a public footpath then.

I remember the buildings of the hat factory but they weren’t used for anything at that time. There was a row of cottages, Hat Factory Row, round the back but I suppose they have all been pulled down by now. There was a mineral water factory run by the Elses but I don’t really know exactly where. I don’t remember them but I did hear my mother talk about them.

The cottage was overgrown with ivy and Virginia creeper. There was a little gateway by the bridge over the Nightingale arm into the yard.

There were certain places where springs used to enter into the canal and we got water from these for domestic use but for drinking water we got it from a spring in the meadows or across at High Peak. For actual drinking we had that kind of double or ‘threble’ earthenware pot and you put water in the top vessel and it went through something like sand into another vessel and then you drew it out from the tap at the bottom and that was for drinking. But for washing and that kind of thing we used to get it from the springs by the canal. It would probably have held about three gallons.
Looking at picture 566. That is the old boat; that was there years. There used to be a photograph of Grandma with the old boat but I do not have it. In the background is where the old lavatory and pigsty used to be . I don’t know whether this was Harry Bonsall’s boat. He lived on the boat. I don’t know anything at all about his family but it was his home. Harry towed it himself with a big rope. It seems that there were some people, their name was Seedhouse, who lived at the cottage on the Wharf at Lea Bridge. One night Mrs Seedhouse was very uneasy and she said to her husband “I am uneasy about Harry” and apparently the boat was sinking and Harry had sort of got off his bunk and was quite deep in water and the shock had more or less stunned him and he was making no attempt to get out. Anyway that was the finish of Harry’s boat. I think that boat in the photograph was probably the one and they towed it out of the way. I don’t know anything about his family. I don’t think he owned a boat. I suppose he was employed by the canal people. Harry’s was the only boat that I can remember. He used to pull it himself. There was a horse that was stabled at the wharf at Lea Bridge. There is a stone shed by the canal and that is where the horse used to be stabled but I think that was the horse that mostly pulled the cart that carried the coal off the barge to either Lea Mills or the smelting works and used to bring the lead back. I cannot remember the name of the boat. I don’t remember it being painted, it was just made of wood. There used to be a cabin at the back where there are some supports still visible in the photograph.

Mr Turberville: Wheatcrofts used to have a coal wharf at Cromford, they used to do quite a trade. The offices and that are still there now but some of it is derelict. There was a great big board on the wharf saying Wheatcroft and so on, coal merchants, well it all came up by canal. I can’t remember when it stopped. I reckon it would be just before the war. After the canal closed they probably delivered the coal to the wharf at Cromford by lorry. It was still there when we were courting. And I think Wheatcrofts were still there when we used to go to the colour works and I think that was during the war.

Photograph 409: you can still see the base of the crane at the wharf at Lea. At Lea wharf it was Greenough at first and their daughter married a Seedhouse and she sort of lived at home and when the old folks died she stayed there. It was a Mr and Mrs Greenough and I can’t remember the daughters name. Mr Greenough, he had something to do with the wharf. I never remember him on a boat, perhaps he checked in and check out what was brought in and taken out on the boats. There was a Mr Else who had a horse and cart that used to do deliveries. I don’t think it was the same Elses that had the mineral works. Or they could have been related to Bob Else. And I would not be at all surprised. The Elses we knew were always that little bit better off than what we were. So that Mr Else could have been a son of the other Mr Else. I don’t remember Mrs Else with a shop.

The triangular piece between the two canals used to be more like a lawn. We used to go to Ripley in the coal barges with the Sunday-school outing. I went from here or when I lived at Holloway we used to come down to here. They used to have one of the barges tacked around with sacking or something like that because in the week they would have had coal in. We used to go down to Hartshay, climb up Hartshay hill and have tea at one of the Methodist Churches. Always one of the boys fell in. It was mainly for children but grown-ups could go as well. There were probably about 30 of us in the boat but I can’t really remember. It was always the boys that would show off, jumping out of the boats on to the bank and they fell in and always one of the teachers would have to take them back soaking. It used to be great. Then occasionally we used to have parties from Ripley, they would come up to High Peak or to Cromford in those days. I suppose their port of call would be Matlock Bath.

Mr Turberville: we used to belong to an old people’s club and Ivy and I were on the committee. I was treasurer to it. We arranged a boat trip with the Cromford Canal Society when Dr Stoker was involved in restoring the canal. We had the trip to the Leawood pumping station and the Duke of Devonshire treated us. We all had our brollies up as it poured with rain and we had to have plastic sheeting down, so we couldn’t see out. That would be eight or 10 years ago [a bit more]. When we had our Sunday-school outing as it always seemed to be nice weather.

The lads used to go down to the railway line with halfpennies and put them on the line and wait until a train came past and squash them into more like a pennies. Looking at the photograph of the boy with the railway bridge in the background, she said there used to be a parapet and where the railway went under in a tunnel there used to be a wall. Looking at the photograph of the aqueduct she thinks this is the wall that they used to lean over.

You know I used to walk from that cottage right along here when I went to school at Lea school, there used to be some miserable foggy mornings and at night time it was dark when I went home but we were never frightened. Talking about the railway, I wonder if granddad worked on the railway. We have a poker that is made out of the wire that runs down the side of the railway that used to operate the signals.

Photograph 245: someone has stripped the creeper off the cottage here and done it up. When Mr Bowler left, he would be the last one, there was a sort of group called Wayfarers who took over for a little while to make it a little weekend hostel for walkers etc but it got vandalised and broken into and it didn’t last very long. For a while it said ‘Wayfarers’ in blue paint somewhere across the front wall.

Side two of tape

You can see the pigs of lead in photograph 409 just under the crane. The stables were behind the camera; as you were walking along towards the cottage as the path narrows to go on to the narrow pathway, the stables were just there. We used to call the wide hole [Gregory wide] the Dumble hole, I don’t know why. I don’t know where the photograph with my Grandma in went to. It was only a little photograph rather like a postcard that visitors buy. I imagine it had the boat in as well but I can’t remember. When you walked to Cromford along the Canal you could just walk through the coal wharf. You knew all the canal men and they would take care of you. There was no fear or of walking anywhere. There were quite a few canal men. There was a Mr Fearn, he came from it might have been Bole Hill or the top of Cromford Hill. I think there was a Mr Bunting and a Mr Bayard but they have gone. That’s all the names I can remember of the men who worked there. I had an uncle, he was a kind of foreman. When there were any repairs to be done or anything like that he used to calculate up what amount of clay would be needed and all that sort of thing. He worked for the canal company he was Mr Augustus Eaton and lived at Ripley. I cannot remember Amos White. We used to see the boats coming up from Hartshay and going straight through to Cromford. You used to just call-out to them. I think they came daily, probably once up and once down but we were more concerned with this little bit. There used to be quite a little roadway near the aqueduct where granddad used to take his cows down. He would take them across the bridge down this sort of roadway, a dip, and then underneath the canal through the archway to those meadows down their to graze them.

I remember three run-offs from the canal, one opposite the pumping station which is still there, one close to the junction with the Lea arm which is still there today and then and another one on the Nightingale Arm just where it takes a little bend and a narrows. [I think this is where the grid is today]. There were probably a lot of other photographs but with there being eight in our family they probably got split up and divided. When the Nightingales were at Lea Hurst, you could walk all around the grounds so long as you didn’t go in front of the house. It used to be beautiful when the rhododendrons were out; there was quite a good carriageway around.
Mr Turberville: Mr Bowmer bought all the woodland and tried to get permission for caravans but it was turned down. I saw and the paper recently that his wife had sold it to the Woodland Trust. Bowmer had bought all the woodland and a house, Lea Hurst, and turned it into an old people’s home. 

Mrs Turberville: Mr Nightingale had always promised Grandma that when she reached her 80th birthday he would have water piped so the cottage, but unfortunately she died just a few months before her 80th birthday. Mrs Farnsworth lived in one of the five houses just opposite the pumping station and they used to look after her and we used to go down regularly and do what we could and the bargees were very very good. You never bought coal, they used to sling you a lump as they went by. It was the real big lumps, great big doorsteps. No, I don’t think she ever wanted for anything, and they don’t think she ever had any trouble with wayfarers though she lived on her own there for years.

When they had drained the canal they used the pumping station to refill it from the river. We used to go and hang over the railings and watch the water rushing up.

Mr Turberville: When the council had done it up David Baddley took us in that Saturday morning. I had not been in before but Ivy had.

Mrs Turberville: I used to go to the pumping station with my dad. He used to know all the men there and go and have a natter with them. Yes it was in working order then; it did used to thump, it was a huge thing. I remember the trains at High Peak. Sometimes when you went up to the Derby road you had to be careful if they were shunting; it was a case of look out and dash in between. If any of the railway men saw us we used to get into a bit of trouble. We used to hear them clanging away. There was a family by the name of Oldbury lived in one of the five houses. There was a father and a son and one or two daughters and they were known as Tapper Jacks. They used to have a little hammer and they went round testing the wheels.

Mr Turberville: We were married in 1933 and when we were courting when Ivy lived at Holloway, she had to be in for 10. We used to walk either the canal or Cromford Lane and stand under the railway bridge and when the half past nine Manchester train come down we had to get cracking to get home!

Mrs Turberville: I don’t remember any pub opposite High Peak Junction. Grandma planted some daffodils up in the top garden above this cottage. [prompt: Alice Potter used to pick coal out of the canal when it was drained]. Jack Marston Smedley (of Smedleys) used to live in Holloway. There used to be a lot of a crayfish in the canal as well and whenever they drained the canal he used to go down and get these crayfish. My mother never would have them; she didn’t fancy them. Alice Potter was Alice Yeomans. Alice was sister to Bert Yeomans. Bert is still living and he lives in Wales. Mary might still be living [presumably another sister] but the older ones are not. One of my brothers married a Yeomans, married Nellie but she is now dead. [we were shown a photograph of Alice Potter and her sister Ester and her sister Vi]. There was a Fred Yeoman’s who lived in Hat Factory Row – he was an uncle of theirs. I also remember Mrs Seedhouse in Hat Factory Row.

I don’t remember a Co-op barge but there was some dispute with Snowball who was the foreman of the lead works at one time and they were very great with the Co-op people and there was a dispute about the use of one of those barges for Sunday-school outings. There was quite a thriving Co-op in Holloway. There was quite a big grocery place, and a butchery, and then there was also a big drapery. [prompt: Did Co-op sell coal?] I suppose you could order coal from the Co-op, but I can’t remember. As you come down by the Yew Tree and on Holloway beyond where the flats are, the Co-op used to be on the left hand side there, that was the grocers. If you went further along, where you went down Little London, that used to be the Co-op drapery shop. That’s where my sister in law Nellie worked in. It was called Little London; we called it salmon tin alley. I have no idea why. Three people worked in the shop there were Alan, Morris and a third. And then there was the butchery.

As you walk along the track from Lea Bridge as if you were going down to Leawood wharf, where you go up the old carriage way that went round Nightingale’s estate, past a Lodge house, a little further up there on the right hand side is a kind of reservoir which is arched over with the red brick work I think. [this is probably the cistern on the map]. I don’t remember water in the reservoir for the hat factory. [presumably this was drained when the hat factory closed]

Mr Turberville: [Talking about the barges that went to Cromford.] They were painted with Wheatcrofts name on the side, Wheatcroft of Cromford. They packed up about the beginning of the war.

Mr Turberville: We used to cart from Cromford colour works and take colour to the runways in Norfolk to camouflage the runways during the war. Wheatcrofts were still going then. But then they would have the coal brought to them by a lorry and tipped. The Cromford Colour Works was in Arkwright’s Mill. The trouble with the colour was that the dust got in the aircraft engines so they stopped doing it. I had my own haulage business with four lorries. I started in 1930 but got nationalised in 1950 by which time I had two six wheelers and two four wheelers.

Mrs Turberville: I know there were lots of photographs of the old cottage because when I was there I always used to stick myself on a wall when I saw someone photographing it. It was very very pretty down there. I don’t know why there was a gateway further down the canal to leading down to the riverside. That part of the canal bank used to be always breaking away, it’s not very good now. That part of the meadows is always damp and marshy. I remember when we lived at Draycott, it was in the paper that this canal bank had broken away, so it was a good excuse to see how grandma was getting on . We used to walk from Whatstandwell station or from Ambergate station and I remember having to walk across planks in this particular area. That uncle of mine who used to be in charge of repairs, he could calculate up the amount of stone and clay and all that sort of thing that was needed; his name was Eaton, Augustus Eaton and he lived at Ripley. There are still some relatives at Ripley called Philip and Malcolm, but I don’t think they would have anything about the canal. [trying to remember what dates the breach was] I was four when we left Riber and eight when we came back, so I would be about six [Mr Turberville: it was 1916 when you went to Draycott and 1920 when you came back, so that makes it about 1918]. I don’t remember seeing a railway down at the bottom but at that age you don’t take too much notice. I remember it was quite a good stretch that had broken away.

Looking at the photograph of Ann Eaton: the bridge is to the left, and behind Ann Eaton there is the gate post where the gate into the yard is. We used to go there to draw water from the canal. There was another little platform on the right hand side of the cottage as well. I seem to remember a little narrow walkway in front of the cottage but we didn’t use it regularly. [coping stone?] It was built of stone .

We have no family so there will be no one taking over these photographs from us.

End of tape.

Second visit 26th February 2001

People from the village used to come down and picnic on the triangle of land between the two canals at weekend. There was a lovely little green part there. We used to turn somersaults over the railings on the bridge as kids.
We had a lot of creepers growing up the house when we were living there. Look, the window is different in photograph 689. 

Photo 689 from HA. [From collection of Arthur Walker, whose great uncle lived in cottage.] Doesn’t mean anything to Ivy; not heard of a Walker [of course it might not have been Walker]. I think that might have been before my granddma lived there.
There was a low step by the big tree where we used to get water from, just for washing etc. There was a place further along here where there was a spring that came out of the  hillside where you could get cleaner water if you didn’t want to go down into the meadow.

 A lot of people imagined that grandma ought to be very untidy, very dirty, very ‘gypified’, they seemed surprised. She used to have these dresses with umpteen underskirts and when she walked her dress swayed form side to side. She had a lovely complexion; she always washed in cold water in the morning and then of course in warm water after she’d done her work when she got tidied up in the afternoon. In the photo, she was all dolled up.

It was always one cottage when my mother lived there, even as a girl.

Photograph 432: Photo of lady at Gregory wide is not my grandma. The one my grandma was on was taken as you are coming towards Lea Wood from the cottage, but I don’t know what happened to that, perhaps one of the other family had it.

Photograph 597: Look, there’s the line from the incline [High Peak Junction] in the background. I remember walking along the planks and all the men were working there. Read about it in Derbyshire Times, Peak Edition. Can’t remember what time of year it was but I remember my mother yanking me out of the school gate – the teacher had said I couldn’t go! I had to take a note when I got back, but I don’t know what my mother had written.

When we lived at the cottage, very often on Sunday nights we’d go across to Homesford Cottage, my dad used to go for a drink and my mother and I would sit outside on one of the tables, with our lemonade. We used to come out of the cottage then just drop down on to the railway and walk along there; it was  trespassing I know. There was a pathway over the field and there’s a stile on the left hand side as you’re going towards Homesford Cottage in the road, in the wall, it’s only very narrow, but that’s what the workmen used to use. Whenever a train came we used to stand with our backs to the train hanging on to the rails [of the bridge over the river]. 

Photograph 253: I wonder what that is in the distance. Is it Dawbarns, the sawmills that used to be there? It burnt down. Both my brothers worked there. They did joinery, doors, windows etc; they used to send them to London etc. They had a works at Liverpool as well and they shut this one down and moved it all to Liverpool. Finished early 1930s or late 1920s probably 1928.

Photograph 363: The father of my friend at Bull Bridge worked there [Ambergate Lime Kilns]. I remember hearing of an explosion, but don’t know if it was a big one or not. She was called Doris. At Bull Bridge, there were some sort of buildings on the left hand side as you went down the canal from the bridge, right on the roadside, I had an aunt lived there; my father’s sister, Mrs Beresford. My father was invalided with rheumatism. We went there one day. It was one huge room, living room bedroom and everything on the ground floor. Uncle was asleep on a bed in the corner. Mother and Aunt Mary got comparing ages, and we found out my father was 5 years older than my mother and he was able to get old age pension, was it 7/6 a week, and it was a godsend to my mother. When we got home she tackled him and asked why he had made out he was the same age as her, and he said he thought she wouldn’t have had her if she’d known. She went though all the preamble to get this pension then low and behold they found he’d got this growth and he had to go into Babbington. He was there about 6 months then he died. Whether it had been a farm building or not I don’t know, it sort of backed onto the road with just a plain doorway in. It was a most bleak looking place. We only went once. Mary Beresford was the aunt, I don’t know what his name was.

We had another aunt and uncle lived at Ashover, and they came and found us at Holloway, it was quite a celebration. A little while later my uncle came himself in his pony and trap and my mother asked him “Where’s Alice?” and he said “Hers gone and died” just like that.

Photograph 636: [House after Bull Br] Yes, Doris Hayden lived here as a girl. She married a Jackson and went to live at Hartshay. We went to see her once. From her house you could look across to the building where Aunt Mary lived.

Photograph 169: [Cromford Wharf] Some people there by the name of Webber lived there. Mr Webber might have worked on the canal, but there were two girls about the same age as my sister who worked at the Troy Laundry at Cromford Mill; it was in the yard. There was two ladies managed it, one was Miss Rumbol. Neither Mr or Mrs T remember boats with Dawes on. There was a blacksmith in Cromford called Mr Mee but he was 90-something but he’s been dead a couple of years.

Photograph 251: [Wheatcroft sign] They were the equivalent of a builders’ merchant today.

Photograph 574: [HPJ] We used to get water from near the 5 cottages.

Photograph 651: [Leawood Pump] On the top of the hill you can just see the two cottages. One of the people had it as a smallholding and a son who wasn’t mentally retarded but wasn’t quite average He [father or son?]had a cow or two.

Photograph 563 [Pumphouse.] It was quite an occasion when the pumphouse was working. I don’t think it was very often. I don’t know him; before my time.
Photograph 431: [feeding chickens] I’ve got one of these; that’s Auntie Cissie, Mrs Farnsworth; they used to live at the five houses, the cottages. I think they were there just a little bit at the cottage but not long. That was after we lived there. Grandma died there. Swing bridge is behind camera. Looking towards Lea Wharf. She’s got a daughter (my cousin) lives at Homesford: Gladys Greenhough but I don’t know how she is in health. There’s about 6 houses then there’s the pub. I don’t know which house she lives in . She had 4 or 5 sons, one went into the ministry, one into teaching. [confusion over who lived there] I think some people called Seedhouse lived there, and auntie lived still at the five houses and she told us about going over to see these people and as you went into the cottage there was like a partition that you went round to go into the little living room and there was a sort of seat on the partition and these people had taken the partition down so you looked straight into the living room and I remember auntie saying that what she went for went completely out of her mind and she said “You’ve taken the partition down” and she turned round and walked away. Perhaps my aunt went to live there after the Seedhouses. Seedhouses might have been the same as lived at the wharf

The time I spent there made more of an impression on me than anywhere else I lived when I was young.

Augustus Eaton was a sort of foreman on the canal. Uncle Gus was a foreman who supervised repairs. I think there was one more brother but he didn’t work on the barge and granddad didn’t work on the barge. The men that worked on the bank, there was a Mr Fearn who lived at Middleton or the top end of Wirksworth, a Mr Holmes, I believe he was from Cromford, and I think there was a Mr Bunting. And a Bayard I think, that’s a Holloway name but I don’t know if he came from there. I can’t remember where they were based. I think they were sort of general because I remember when the pump station was working they were down there. My dad used to go there and I sometimes used to go with him. There was nothing at Lea Bridge, so it would be either High Peak or Cromford.

From George Wigglesworth:

Mother was Selina (nee Eaton), who had 2 brothers and 5 sisters. Married Fletcher

See also

Down (nee Farnsworth), Marlene
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