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Dear Reader,

‘If you’ve got the time to read a book you’ve got time to write one!’ In our younger days,
 that’s what my husband usually said when he ‘found’ me reading a historical novel
 or a Catherine Cookson tale of the North of England. 

In those early days he was always too energetic to sit and read, too busy earning us a living.  
Under my breath I used to answer. ‘Don’t be so daft.’ 

The characters in my life were so colourful, this story I suppose could have been vast, but I am 
not a writer by anyone’s stretch of the imagination. I never ever dreamed about writing.  I just 
wanted to be a painter. Well, I did that!  Been there as they say.   So, here is my book. 

When I first attempted these stories, I couldn’t foreseen the outcome, the ending is not 

what I had planned on and there was no picture on the box for my jig saw puzzle of a life to 
go by and after all we can’t dictate the end.  So please don’t peek.

These words took 4 years to find, at first it was like digging a tunnel with a spoon. 

After the first year, my cousin Graham wrote too and it became a joyous journey of discovery;
we laughed and cried side by side and it meant our fun loving, yet ordinary family would not be 
forgotten.  The written word had always been difficult for me; then in 1997 we  bought a 
computer. It seems when there is enough positive energy and some decent tools, even the hardest 
tasks become enjoyable; so these words that I have cobbled together became a soothing balm to 

my dyslexic brain; I kept going day after day with a long awaited sense of fulfillment in my gut.  
Confidence: Strive for things impossible…and you will get the better of them.
 The answer is your will.’  G.W.

Ten years before, at age 50 I had taught myself to paint.  In 1992 I began using old books and the 
occasional bottle of ink or a fountain pen as subjects.  
Was this book in me all the time? Heck I don’t know!  It seems fate or destiny  held the upper 
hand in finding  all the pieces of my life and Graham’s and our  family’s,  at the end of the book 
we all came together for a final farewell. So here are a few simple stories of common folk written 
as honestly as memory and circumstance permits; they are dedicated to my father without whose 
notes and letters it could never have been written. These are his stories, he was writing them 
when he ran out of time; we felt we should finish them. My fathers own words are chapter 6 in the 
middle of the book. Just like my father; Graham and I have written simply, not trying to reach for 
anything profound or clever and to quote our grandfather Isaac. 
“Don’t  mess about wi’ words you don’t understand.” 
 I first heard some of these tales underground in our raid shelter when I was little, during the 2nd 
World War in our City of Steel.  My father knew no fairy stories, only the real world.    Later 
Graham and I and our other cousins heard more from our uncles and aunts.  We cousins played 
together under kitchen tables, listening to the grown ups while they drank tea endlessly from their 
fancy big cups.  We were well off, spoiled children,  therefore we never tired of our elders stories 
of their poverty childhood and their enterprise and our grandmother’s  shear guts. We assumed 
naively that all families were like ours, glorying in making really hard work fun and absurd, it 
had helped them climb out of their pit of poverty. The tales told here are true to the best of their 
knowledge and ours.  As we wrote, we remembered more and more. We could feel their situation 
because we are them and they are us, skin, muscle, bones, blood, sweat, tears, laughter and wit, 
they made us what we are.
 A few names have been changed to protect the wonderful, the wacky, and the wise.

CHAPTER 1

June 15th 1908 

The midwife wrapped the newborn in a bit of an old flannelette sheet; a puny boy no 

more than 5 ½ lbs and skinny like a little plucked chicken.  She had seen many babies 

born into poverty; every time she wondered how they would endure. It was doubtful 

he would have the strength to survive, yet his eyes looked lively and bright.

This one was of her own flesh and blood, another grandson; it seemed her sons could 

only produce boys, she had 10 grandsons now.

“You know Emma lass, this one's goin' ta be nosy I can feel it, it's wide awake, 

watchin’ everythin’ I've been doin'.  Never mind--- It's another lad.”
Laying the baby temporarily in a wicker clothes-basket, the matter-of-fact midwife 

turned her attention to her daughter in law; taking a small basin of warm water and a 

soft cloth she began to wash her, and then she combed her long black hair plaiting it 

neatly. 

 “How’s that’s luv’ feelin’ a bit more comfortable? Now you can hold your little lad.’
She placed Emma's fifth son in her arms. 

“Emma looked at her son for the first time; he had thick black hair and his big eyes 
stared into her soul, she looked up at her mother-in-law.

 “It's all right, he's welcome just like t’ rest. Could you tell Isaac an' t'lads they can 

come up, I'm feeling a bit better now.  Thank you ma for looking after me an' this 

little ‘un.”
“That’s all right luv’, bringin’ babbies into world’s what I do best--- mind you I was 

hopin’ for a girl.” she said with a smile.

Grandma patted her Emma’s hand; it hadn’t been an easy birth despite the baby being 

so small, she tidied the bed and gathered up all the signs of a home birth into a 

bundle for burning.

At the door she turned for a final concerned glance at her daughter in law and her 

newborn in the make do bed; she saw a loving mother, once a fine-featured young 

woman, but today Emma’s dark gentle eyes were weary from the struggle of living 

and birthing. 

“I’ll come an’ see thee to’morra. Don’t yer be getting up just yet, our Isaac can 

manage, I do 'ope mi son appreciates you.

Emma nodded. “He does his best,” 

She closed her eyes, trying to gain some inner strength in anticipation of the 

appearance of her boisterous brood; yet listened for their clambering footsteps on 

the stairs.  First Isaac's two at a time, then the lively steps of her young sons.  

Albert, her second son was in the room just behind his father. 

 “Are you all right mam? You look tired. It’s a bit small int it?” he said, as he looked 

at his new brother, “Is it goin’ to be all right?”  

Albert was ‘seven and a bit’, a stoic lad with the manner of a much older child; his 

mother’s right hand man. 

Two more sons followed; finally the last in the room was 2 year old Billy, forgotten in 

the rush he had climbed up the narrow staircase little by little. He scrambled his way 

onto the bed towards his mother.

 “Me see, Me see.”  He cried excitedly, looking at the new baby and then at his 

mother.  “Is that my baby Mam?  ‘ello baby!  Hey! look at it’s little fingers--- Dunt it 

look clean!!  

Five year old Len came close. “ It looks funny!  It’s nose is squashed, ‘as it been 

fightin?’
“Yes I suppose he as, it’s not easy being born, it’s ‘ardest thing we do, gettin’ born, 

it’s a wonder,” answered his mother.

Little Billy, cupped his chin in his hands and gazed intently at the baby.

“Why dunt it sey sum fin’?”
“He can’t talk yet! His mother answered.  “He’s just brand new, this is your baby 

brother, you'll 'ave t' watch out for ‘im when he grows up a bit.”
Snuggled into her side to get a better look, he said.

 “Why ‘as it got so much hair--- it looks like a scrubbin’ brush, what's it called Dad?”  

He hoped his father knew its name.

“Nay lad, I don’t know, we were bettin’ on it being a girl called Nancy.”
Isaac picked up his new son, pretended to look for the baby's name among the 

folds of the cloth, he said.

 “Let's see, let's see, who 'ave we ‘ere?  Look ‘ere baby boy, yer big brother William 

Henry here, who gets called Billy wants to know yer name. Come on, you can tell 

us, speak up!”
The baby began to bawl, Isaac cocked his head sideways as if to listen.

 “Well! He says his name is Wilfred, not Nancy, an’ what a noisy lot you are and he 

wants his breakfast!”
When they all stopped laughing, Ike, the oldest who was nine, said, “That's a funny 

name.” 

“It’s a Saints name, St. Wilfred was a good kind man, but you can call this little baby 

Wilf for short,” said his mother. “Now you lads 'ad better get ready for school.  Go 

downstairs an' see grandma, she'll get you washed properly.”
Isaac carried his youngest child to the window to get a better look at him, the Sun was 

just coming over the roof tops.

 “A brand new day, for a brand new lad, St. Wilfred eh?”  

He kissed his son.  

“It won’t be much of a life we’ve given yu mi lad, you’ll just ‘ave to mek best on it as 

we do.”
 Kneeling down at the side of Emma he handed her the baby.

 “He's just grand  luv’, a bit small, but he certainly sounds strong enough. How do 

you feel?”
“I’ll be all right in a couple o’ day luv.’ 

She gently touched his big rough hand, then she closed her eyes as she felt another 

wave of afterbirth pain in her pelvis; she knew it was her bones knitting back together 

again.

He kissed her hand.

 “I'll stay 'ome t’morra, but if you're all right ‘day after on your own, I shall go lookin' 

f'work, I’ve heard of a job on a hotel.  I’m going downstairs to clean up a bit, knock 

on t' floor if yer need anything.'”  

Picking up young Billy, he tucked the lad’s wriggling body under his arm. 

“Come on you! Let's give you're Mama a bit o' peace an' quiet, she needs a rest. If 

that yon babbie talks as early as you did, you’ll be a right pair o’ chatterboxes, St. 

Wilfred indeed!! Yer won’t be livin’ the life of a Saint wi me my lad.” 

He looked back at his son having his breakfast.

Despite his shabby appearance, Isaac was a handsome man well over 6 feet with 

broad shoulders, strong of arm and hand, he had a lively wit and a quick temper to 

match his tongue.

He went down the stairs muttering to himself. 

‘Now that's seven mouths to feed, I wish there was some other way I could get a 

decent living.   It ‘as to get better than this, kids coming like flowers, but we can’t 

just water ‘em, when they need something more substantial, an’ she’s lookin’ sickly 

this time.’
Work on a regular basis was hard to come by.  He was a stonemason, the best work he 

 had lately, was making stone sinks, steps and window sills, it wasn't a well-paid job 

at the best of times. The weather was always a problem, every Winter and Spring 

he got a lot of chills, that he couldn’t shake off.  He had begun working as an 

apprentice at the age of ten, just like many others of his generation half timers they 

were called, part of the time at school, but most of the day at work. 

His teachers considered him a bright lad, even clever and he could calculate well, but 

he was told  by his parents he had to work and that was the way it was with older 

children of big families, the younger children needed support.  

Now in his early thirties, the stone dust was beginning to bother his throat and chest; 

he drank vinegar to ease the discomfort the grit caused in his throat. He remembered 

his grandfather dying from lung disease, it had been a cruel death and it seemed his 

father was heading for an early grave too; he only worked in the Summer now.  

Isaac had learned his craft from his father, who was a master at his trade.  Lately his 

mother had turned to midwifery to help sustain her large family; she made a good 

living at it now.  Down in the kitchen his capable mother was getting his older sons 

ready for school. 

“Thanks ma,” he said. “You've been a godsend to us.  She’s not lookin’ too good 

this time is she?”
She looked up at him.  “I know lad, I’m a bit worried about her, she might seem 

strong, but 5 births in nine years is ‘ard on a woman as small as she is. You’d better 

start lookin’ after that lass, there aren't many like her around here, her kind aren't 

10-a-penny, yer know there’s not many with that energy an’ drive.  She doesn’t 

need twelve steps on a staircase she goes up in six.”
“I know ma, I know.  She can run rings round me does jobs faster that I can think of 

‘em.”
“You mind my words son, we only get one chance at this life so do it right, you hear 

me, do it right.”
His mother left. She still had her own household needs to look after. Gran’ma Emma 

(Brakes) Wardley had always been stern with her children.  That’s the way it was, 

characteristic among the working classes to not show affection; many thought it a 

weakness, but his Emma was different. Her affection was as boundless as her energy,

sometimes he thought, she was too soft with the boys.  When his Mary Emma was a 

young woman she had turned many a head with her beauty.  He knew he was lucky to 

have such a good natured wife, if only he could control his drinking and the jealousy 

that came after the drink, but what else was there to do? The end of each day was 

liked being released from toil in the desert, the nearest pub was his oasis, where 8 

pints of strong beer could be bought for a shilling.

They had married after a short courtship.  Isaac first saw Emma at 'Thorpe House,' 

where she was head cook, a woman two years his senior, not even thinking of 

marriage; she had been in service since the age of eleven.  For her, life was very

comfortable; free from worries, living in a grand place, she had her own room and 

was in charge of the kitchen and a number of maids.  He was at the house with his 

father, they were replacing several blocks of weather damaged sandstone on the 

chimneys. On the first day he had noticed Emma picking fresh vegetables and 

herbs from the raised beds in the kitchen garden. He high up in air, a risk taker, 

she firmly planted on the ground. That’s the way it had always been since he 

had known her, a capable woman, a take charge woman. At snap time, he had gone 

into the kitchen, to get his tea made.

While he waited for the kettle to boil, he watched Emma’s deft movements as she 

kneaded dough on a big sycamore board. She was making bread. Her neat body 

moved with grace, her flour covered hands shaped the dough into loaves, which she

carefully dropped  into red glazed stoneware bread pots, ready for a second 

rising. 

She had a calm confident air, with cheeks of rosy red, her long jet black hair was 

coiled and covered by a starched white bonnet; she wore a long dress of dark blue 

cotton with a crisp white apron and peeping from the hem of her dress her highly 

polished buttoned shoes completed her cooks uniform. 

 After a couple of weeks of Isaac’s sweet talk, Emma fell for the tall young virile  

stone-mason with the unkempt appearance.

 The lady of the house had told her she would regret such a reckless marriage, but 

Emma wouldn't listen.  

“He'll be more than you can handle Emma, he’ll bring you down, he’ll drag you to the 

gutter, he's from a rough background and he’s got that mad look in his eyes.”
But Emma wouldn’t listen she thought those eyes exciting.

“Hopefully I’ll tame him, Madam”.

“ They can tame lions Emma, but inside they’re always wild and ready to bite.”
A few times over the years he had lashed out at his beautiful wife, in temper, or 

frustration, it certainly wasn't her fault they were poor.  She was a good housekeeper 

and a thrifty  cook always making the best of the bit they had, which hadn't been 

much recently. 

Shaking himself from the fond memories of his youth, harsh reality set in, as he 

looked in the battered bread crock and saw the remains of the bread she had made a 

couple of days before.  Cutting just enough slices for the children, he scraped on a 

smear of lard, then handed each of them a slice.  Ike, Albert and young Len ran out 

the door, breakfast in hand off to school. There he stood in the tiny kitchen-cum-

living room with it's faded distempered walls and serviceable dark brown paint on the 

woodwork, not much of a place.  He looked around at their few sticks of shoddy 

furniture and his two year old, playing in a corner.  With a sinking heart, he thought, 

what must his Emma think of him now, a supposed bread winner not able to provide 

for his family; there was a time not long since, when she thought he was a young go-

getter, virile and strong.  Now she’s just worn out, worried about the rent and living 

in constant fear of the ‘bum bailiff's’ knock on the door, though she never reproached 

him.  They both knew there were millions like them in England, lowliness was their 

accepted lot.   

 A drinking friend had said.  “ Throwaway work-horses us labouring poor are and 

always have been. Big bosses think we’re nothing, our wages next to nothing, we 

don’t matter we’re just like chaff to them. They use us, they cripple us and sometimes 

kill us and  throw  us out without so much as a tar’ very much when we’re done for. 

Best be your own boss and please yourself. So you’re not dodging death and 

destitution at every end and turn.” 

That bitter outburst from his factory maimed friend, who now had a fair living 

as a rag and bone man with his own pony and cart, made Isaac want to improve his 

family’s way of life even more. He wanted to be accountable only to himself and his 

family, always grateful he had never worked indoors, he enjoyed hard physical 

work and at his best could keep three labourers busy.

Emma had seen fine things when she was in service as a cook, she knew the right way 

to eat and had proper manners, could have been a lady, he thought. Instead she's just a 

drudge. She was always telling her family about beautiful china, fine furniture and 

paintings that rich folks lived with in their grand houses.  

Now it seemed a long time since she had said. 

‘If everyone is born equal like they say, then opportunity must be equal so let’s try to 

find ours, these last few years we’ve fallen into muck or  stinging nettles, whichever 

way  we went, it seems we can’t do right for doing wrong, but by God we’ll show ‘em 

we’ll do our utmost to get on.’
 Isaac looked at his lad.

“One day ! One day lad summat 'll turn up!” he said and the words of his Grandfather 

came to him. He passed them on---  

“A man who is wishin' for something to turn up had better start with his own shirt 

sleeves.”
 His grandfather, Joseph Wardley, had been a grinder, that dirty unhealthy job in the 

cutlery trade. 

Isaac began to sweep the kitchen, singing softly to himself.

“ I had another son today,

 I want to shout hooray, 

but I’m feelin’ sad,

I can’t care for the lad, 

Cus my pockets are empty today.”
A few days later Emma was nursing her baby with young Billy at her side,  she

 hadn't eaten all day, the boys and Isaac had the last of the porridge the night 

before, he had found a week’s work, but couldn't get his wages just yet. All 

that was left by way of food was a few potatoes, one carrot, half a turnip and one 

small onion. She had chopped everything finely to make it seem more, to make a kind 

of watered down soup. It would have to do for tonight’s meal, unless Isaac managed 

to borrow some money from a mate.  Now she was thinking that it was time to go to 

the ‘Big House’ for the food. Her old friend was the cook there, she always gave her a 

parcel of food after the birth of each child.  A tradition started by Mrs. Hall, a way the 

mistress had for expressing her gratitude to past employees. Emma didn't feel up to 

the usual visit, to show off the new baby; it was up hill all the way and a long walk 

across the park to the house.  She would have to drag herself along and carry the 

baby; she certainly wasn't strong enough to carry the food back home, because the 

weight of birthing depression still hung around her like a damp shawl. 

 The door banged open.  Her three sons were home, they had been at school all day.

“Owt to eat Mam we’re starvin' " said Ike.

“Yes luv, we’ve got  ‘all in’ soup again.” Emma knew they were disappointed, ‘all in’ 

meant the dregs of their food supply. 

“Do you want me to go scrompin’ in t’allotments, Mr. Atkinson’s got some big 

veggies  comin’ up.”
“No you don’t! He wins prizes with them he’d go mad if you did that, don’t you 

remember when t’rabbits ate up his runner beans row, he went crackers, you leave 

stuff alone that’s not yours, we’ll manage.  Its Saturday tomorra’ I want you to help 

me with the washin,’ I’m not feelin’ too strong just yet.”.

“But you never wash on a Saturday!  I’ve got to play football they count on mi.”
Well I ‘ave to wash this Saturday, you’ll stay here till washin’ is done, an’ if we get 

up early enough you’ll still ‘ave time for your precious football, do you understand?”
“Yes,” he said with a groan. 

He knew not to answer back, his mother was stern when she needed to be.

“Come 'ere Albert, I want to talk to you. Do you think you could go to see t' cook at 

t’  big house by yourself  t'morrow for some food. Can you remember t' way?  It's the 

one t’other side of t’ Park.”
“Yes Mam, I know where it is.”
Albert was bright, with a feisty instinct for survival, though only a young child, he'd 

regularly made a few shillings working at odd jobs to help his family.  Ike was crazy 

about sports, in a world of his own, he might get distracted by the games in the park. 

Next day Albert woke early and crept downstairs. The strong smell of boiling clothes 

and carbolic soap permeated the whole house.  His mother was poshing clothes in a 

dolly tub, using a three-legged wooden posher, then vigorously rubbing the clothes 

on a metal corrugated rubbing board.  From there she put the few baby's clothes and 

nappies in the boiler, later came the rinsing in the red stone sink, then buckets of wet 

clothes were carried outside by Ike; who began wringing out the water using the huge 

cast iron mangle near the back door. He hung the washing on the line, holding half a 

dozen pegs in his teeth as he worked his way along.  The tall gangly lad was afraid he 

would be seen doing ‘women’s work’ so he cowered behind the washing already on 

the line.  

He wished his mother would do it herself, so he worked fast in order to get away to 

play; he kept his mouth tight around the pegs and suffered his embarrassment in 

grim silence.  

The yard was narrow set on a steep slope, with lopsided steps going down to a few

communal outside toilets; the uneven ground was laid with a few stone slabs, mounds 

of bright green moss grew in the cracks.  Tired washing lines criss-crossed from each 

house to metal poles, fastened to hooks looped over and back again. It was not an 

orderly yard, too many neighbours, living in each others pockets, too many houses, 

with endless snotty nosed kids, their parents worn down by drudgery and the toil of 

existence.  One neighbour kept pigeons in a rickety lean to shed, another uncountable 

mangy cats, there were ‘ hurriedly banged together’ kennels for scruffy tear away 

mongrels. Numerous long grey galvanized tin baths hung on hooks at the side of 

kitchen doors, a mangle or two waited for wash day by the steps; left out side because 

of its size and always covered with an oil-cloth or sacking to prevent soot falling onto 

the rollers. Odd bricks and sundry rubble littered the yard, together with scraps of 

wood, orange boxes, dust bins, barbed wire and piles of old roof slates. Everything 

lay in apparent abeyance, it would come in useful one day--- perhaps.

The humble row of red brick houses was set near the top of a steep hill. The rent was 

cheap due to the long trek from any kind of public transportation. Everything had 

to be hauled up the hill either in an old pram or carried, old timers had trolleys which 

they fashioned from oddments of wheels, boards and handles. It was not a convenient 

place to live. 

The back yard overlooked the valley of the district of Abbeydale and its dense 

smoke which for years had tried its best to suffocate the locals.  

Fresh air and the purple heather-covered moors of Derbyshire lay just beyond, yet 

they was rarely visible through the sulphurous lung choking smog of industrial 

Sheffield.  The constant descending soot made friends with every building large or 

small and clung bonded forever to every brick, slate and stone. 

Despite the foul air the Sun struggled to be seen, trees and gardens survived still, 

fighting to adapt to this modern environment. 

“What do I say Mam, if anybody stops me?” Albert said with concern.  

“Tell 'me who you are lad---just tell ‘em—say-- I'm Albert Wardley of 8 Cross 

Chantrey  Road and I have business wi' Miss Alice the cook.  Can you remember 

that?”
Albert repeated what his mother said.

“Very good-- now give me a big 'ug.”
Albert washed his hands and face, then his mother wet his strong black hair trying to 

comb it down.

“ Why won’t mi hair keep down Mam ? I try an’ I try, but it always jumps up again.”
Well you see luv’. You’ve got such a lot of it and it’s such strong hair, It’ll be ‘ard to 

keep you down luv’, you mark my words Albert lad, one day when you’re a big fine 

man, you’ll be top o’ heap. Clicking your heels, collar proud and stepping out. My 

you're 'ansome.  You be careful now, an' mind your manners and speak nicely when 

you're spoken to.”
As he went towards the door, he said. “I'll be back as fast as I can Mam!” 

Emma went to the end of the passage to watch him go; he ran across the little street 

and up the steep cobbled pathway that lead to the shortcut through the Park.  Then she 

realized he'd had nothing to eat, but that was no surprise, she couldn't have given him 

anything anyway.

‘He’s a heaven sent child that one, she thought; her older two were lucky, they 

hadn't developed rickets like young Billy and Len and what about baby Wilf, he was 

so puny.’  

With a despairing sigh she turned back into the house.  ‘Did Albert's stomach ache as 

much as hers did?  He never showed he was hurting, her second son of a second son of a 

second son and so on and so on.’  

Putting herself last on the food chain, was to lead to her early demise.   

She tried to keep her mind busy with the washing, working briskly. It seemed if she 

kept her mind and hands occupied, the hunger pangs and the heart ache diminished, 

but every time she heard the church bells ring the time, she worried as one hour ran 

into two. 

Albert had run up the alleyway across Cobnor Road and over the wall into the Park.  

As he jumped from the wall there was a ravine to cross with jagged boulders and 

Rubble. In heavy rain, it filled with torrents of water flooding the main road and the 

tumbledown cottages below where he had been born.

Albert was born at ‘Coalstream Place’ during a severe snow storm on Dec 17th 1900. Emma was alone, and couldn’t open the front door because of a snow drift, she eventually pulled away some wood which covered a broken window and screamed for help. A library now stands on that site.

After a while he stopped to catch his breath by a horse chestnut tree.  He had been 

here before on a trek for ‘conkers,’ a popular game with boys at the time; he had sat in 

its embrace twenty feet from the ground, yet still forty feet or more from the highest 

branch.  Now it smiled down on its small visitor and it’s well placed branches 

beckoned glorious blossom promising a good harvest. It was a warm summer 

morning and he could hear the song of a black bird high above him.  He felt good, he 

was helping his Mam and a bird was singing sweetly to him as he went along. It 

seemed as if it was following him, watching over him, he didn't know it was a 

blackbird, he just knew it was wonderful and he would remember it all his life. 

 When he was in his 80's he fed a blackbird every day, thankful for its songs and the 

memories it brought back to him.

Finally he saw the big old house made of blonde sandstone, graced with tall Georgian 

windows and elegant wide stone steps led up to the imposing front entrance with it’s 

fanned stained glass transom.  There was little soot here, the house sat sprucely clean 

in its commanding position high above the city.  It seemed much further than he had 

thought; on his last visit there was the chatter of his brothers and his mother’s 

company.  

Round the back to the kitchen door he went to the tradesmen's entrance.  He been 

taught there would be no welcome for such as him at the front door.  Besides, his 

business was with the cook, not the lady of the house.  

Skirting the formal perennial garden in all its mid-Summer morning glory, he noticed 

a marquee still in place where the family held their Summer church garden parties. 

Two peacocks strutting across the lawn, shouting their mournful, “H..elp.. H..elp...”  

‘They might be beautiful birds’ he thought, ‘but they can't sing, not like the other 

one.’  As he walked towards the kitchen garden, he noticed its orderly raised beds of 

herbs, vegetables,  lavender and flowers. He wondered what it must be like to 

grow such colourful things.

 Unafraid,  Albert knocked sharply on the back door. 

A young maid opened it and looking down at him, she growled. “Well! who are 

You? What do you want?  Who do you think you are, knocking so loud.  I'll set the 

dogs on you, you cheeky little Gypo.” ( Gypsy)

“Excuse me Miss. I’m not a Gypo! I'm Albert Wardley of 8 Cross Chantrey Road.  

I’m not a gypo! Miss, mi' Mam sent me! t' see Miss Alice the cook, if you please 

Miss.”
“Aren't you the polite one.” she said sarcastically, “Wait here.”
With a girlish huff, she slammed the door in his face. 

After several minutes the door reopened, it was the cook, she had been in conference 

with her mistress, concerning a menu. 

 “Well I'm blowed, it's young Blackie!” 

(She always called him that because his hair was so black and she couldn't  remember 

his name) 

“Did your mother have a baby girl this time?”

“No Miss it's another boy, she said they didn't 'ave any little girls, there’s five of us 

boys now.”
Miss Alice laughed.  “You tell your mother next time to buy a girl, have you got any 

food at home?”
“No Miss,” timidly he continued, whispering in confidence.  “That's why I'm ‘ere.”
Miss Alice nodded knowingly. “Come on then, let's get you a good breakfast, you'll 

need some food inside you to carry the load I'm going to give you.”
She led him into the high spacious kitchen.  A big scrubbed top sycamore table and 

several strong ash chairs sat in the middle of the room.  Shiny copper pans 

hung on hooks above an enormous well-polished black range; fancy dinnerware sat 

on open pine shelves with cupboards below, hiding other things that he couldn’t see.  

Everything looked new, or shiny clean he wasn't sure, nothing was battered, or dented 

from being thrown at the wall in a rage.  The smell of fried bacon still lingered in the 

air, now he could feel the pain  in his stomach, it was a different to the stitch he got 

running, but, like his brother Ike said all the time. “It's only pain - It'll go away.”
A  girl about 13 was cleaning vegetables, while another was washing the family's 

breakfast dishes.  Miss Alice sat our young traveler at the big table she gave him 

some left-over breakfast, fresh fruit, bacon and sausage, with marmalade on cold 

hard toast and a big mug of fresh milk to follow.  A comfortable fat tabby cat sat 

watching him with her amber slittered eyes.  He cleared everything and relished every 

mouthful, finally looking up from his plate, he had a good look around the 

kitchen and saw all the things his mother didn't have.  Fancy things, useful things, 

lots of things, so much in one room.  ‘One day I'm goin' to live in a big 'ouse an' eat 

food like this every day, and eat from a table, with proper things,’ he thought.

He looked at the smug cat in envy.

The cook went in the pantry to get some provisions, she gathered: tea, flour, sugar, 

lard, butter, cheese, and a block of dried dates. From the meat safe she took out two 

rabbits, and a piece of ham.  Then decided to put a few big bars of carbolic soap in the 

lad's pockets, she knew Emma was a strong believer in keeping her boys scrubbed, 

and clean.  She began organizing a makeshift sack for him to carry on his back.  In the 

pantry she pulled the sturdy muslin off a side of bacon hanging from a hook; 

spreading the cloth on the table she placed the supplies in a neat pile, then she folded 

the corners forming a back-pack of sorts. 

“Turn round Blackie luv, I'm going to tie this to yer back and around you.”
Finally the two recently dead rabbits were fastened together with rope and hung 

around his neck, one each side of his chest. 

“You look like a poacher---how's that--- is it too heavy? Are the ropes too 

tight?”
“No miss it's fine, ” he said with a slight wince as he tried to make it comfortable.

He looked at the rabbit on the left side, it’s glazed dead eyes stared back at him, 

he felt just a twinge of pity for the rabbit, then he thought of rabbit pie, tasty gravy, 

new carrots and mashed potatoes. 

“I'm real strong yer know Miss.”
“I know yer are luv' an’ I'd be proud to have yer for a son.”
Miss Alice had lost her soldier sweetheart, she would never know the love or joy a 

child could bring. She had been one of the servants under Emma at Thorpe House, 

and would always remember her kindness.  Her skills as a cook and the recipes she 

used had been learned from Emma. 

Miss Alice had a comfortable life, she was warm, well-fed and decently clothed.

“You be quick!  Run as fast as yer can past the house do yer understand! the young 

master’s home.”  She said with a wink, “an’ be careful, take no notice of anyone, 

keep out of trouble, it's for your mam, it's nobody else's business. Yer Mam was 

good to me when I were a lass. She used to say to me ‘There’s a good Samaritan in 

everybody given the chance.    Now, d’yer think you could manage a basket of eggs 

in yer hands?”
“Oh yes miss! you see Mam said she'd be grateful for anything,” then as an 

afterthought, he said. “Miss, could I take these few breadcrumbs from t' table please?”
“What do you want those for Blackie?”    

“Well yer see, there's this bird int' park it sings a lovely song, an' I thought he 

might be hungry too, so I'd like t' leave some breadcrumbs where I 'eard 'im, then he 

can 'ave ‘is breakfast as well.”
Miss Alice wiped a tear with her apron then made him a little paper cone to scoop up 

the crumbs for his bird.  She kissed his head and gave him sixpence.

“Don't lose that, it's fer you and give this note to your mother, I’ll put it in your 

pocket.”
“Thank you Miss, me an' mi Mam are ever so grateful.”
He put the sixpence between his teeth and tucked the breadcrumb package gently in 

among the eggs; then carefully picking up the basket, he stepped happily out of the 

door with the rabbits bouncing along. 

She held it open for him, and as he ducked under her out-stretched arm she said, 

“Blackie! That might have been a blackbird who sang to you, it has one of the 

sweetest songs of all the birds, it doesn't need bright colours like our peacocks!”  

She knew Mrs. Hall wouldn’t mind her giving Emma food, there had been lots left 

over from the last garden party; but Mr. Hall and the young master weren’t so 

charitable. 

Albert headed towards home at a steady pace.  Approaching where he had heard the 

blackbird, he lowered the basket to the ground dropping the crumbs on the grass. 

There was no song this time, but the bird would pick up the crumbs he just knew it. 

Some boys were shouting and kicking a soccer ball close by, he loved soccer, but 

couldn't spare the time to watch; besides the ball might bump the egg basket.  The 

sack was heavy now it weighed nearly as much as he did and the rope seemed to be 

getting tighter across his chest, not much further; he tried to hurry. 

Then he realized, because of the eggs, he couldn't cross the ravine and climb over the 

wall to the short cut, so he went the long way, down the long steep hill, out of the 

fancy entrance gates to the park, and along the main road; it added a considerable distance to his journey. 

It was Saturday and the shops and the streets were busy, the crowds of people saw the 

little poacher and their eyes followed him.  Some laughed, some whistled, some 

shouted and pointed, as he weaved and dodged his way through the busy throng, 

somebody sang..

‘ Run Rabbit, Run Rabbit, Run.. Run… Run,

Don’t give the farmer his Gun.. Gun.. Gun. 

He’ll get by without his Rabbit Pie..

So Run Rabbit.. Run Rabbit.. Run… Run’
The best part of an hour went by, eventually he turned up the hill on his home stretch. 

Never pausing for a rest his back bent with the weight as he climbed.  He saw some 

big boys tormenting a kitten, they stopped to watch him. Raising his head, he looked 

defiantly at them.  Their eyes met his, he wanted to avoid trouble to keep the eggs 

safe. They knew him as a tough little scrapper, so aware of his bravery they let him 

pass, yet couldn't forego hurling a few derogatory remarks his way.  He had no time 

for their taunts and gibes, he was tired of the weight.  Over and over in his head he 

kept saying.   ‘Sticks an' stones may break mi' bones, but callin' me names won't hurt 

mi,' don't answer back,  keep yer mouth shut, don't let 'em see the sixpence, keep out of trouble.’
His grandma said. “ People’ll call you a rogue an’ a thief!  You've got a lot to live 

down, an’ always know yer place.”
She had told him tales of ancestor highwaymen, of two brothers who had come to a 

bad end and hung from a gibbet. She said he and his family had a bad name and

scared him with her stories. Some nights he dreamt about the men he didn’t know from long ago, hanging on a rope till the crows came and pecked at them till they were just 

bones. He was sick of hearing he had a bad name to live down.  His Mam was right, 

he knew he'd be somebody one day if he tried hard.  Didn't she just say this morning. 

“Tell 'em who you  are.”
By the time he reached the top, his heart was beating fast.  Catching his breath he 

stopped and turned to look at the scene below, there was no one in sight, except the 

boys at the bottom of the long hill.

With head held high and the sixpence in his cheek, he shouted at them and the City 

below.  “I'm Albert Wardley and I'm going to live in a nice house one day.” 

Under his breath he muttered ‘and eat great big dinners from fancy plates an 'all!’
He thought he might pay for his outburst later, so he ran down the passage and 

urgently kicked at the back door.

In the safety of the kitchen he was freed from the heavy burden.  His mother was 

amazed to see how much her little lad had brought, then she saw deep red 

marks the rope had left on his chest.  She kissed him and hugged him tight, this 

willing child had cheered her up. 

“Thank you Albert luv', wi' lads like you we’ll lick these bad times.”
“You should see the stuff they've got! It’s everywhere…I 'ad breakfast there… mi 

belly's real full.”
I haven't had that feeling for a long time. Emma thought secretly, breaking off a piece 

of Wensleydale.

“Miss Alice gave mi sixpence!” he said, handing the wet coin to his mother. 

She looked at him with a smile tempted to take it, but she closed his hand tightly over 

the coin and whispered as if the walls could hear. 

“Nay luv' that's for you son, save it f'summat special.  Buy some spice.” ( candy)

Emma read the note, it said.

Dear Emma, 

Please bring the baby when you feel up to it, I will arrange for Gowers the grocers on Chesterfield Rd to have a 56lb sack of flour ready for Isaac to pick up.

Love Alice.
 It would be about 1932 See. When he was in the center of Sheffield, Albert then aged 32 used to eat his lunch at Butler’s workmen's café. Butlers served wonderful wholesome 

meals from steaming bainmaries, which were set in the window for passers-by to 

salivate over the faire The queue of lunch hour work people outside was always long, 

but the service was always speedy. Albert worked hard and ate hard.  One particular 

day he was feeling really hungry.  When his turn came, he asked for double portions 

of every thing and 4 portions of Yorkshire pudding. 

Mrs. Butler said. “ It won't fit on one dinner plate I'll have to give yer two Albert.”  

Old mister Butler hearing this said. “Just a minute lad.” He reached under the 

counter  fishing out a large meat platter,  and said triumphantly. 

“We'll put it all on this.”
 The steaming food was piled high.

“Follow me Albert lad!”
Mister Butler, moved fast and cleared a space in the next room, a small table was 

found for the large platter and Albert was  placed right in the window, Mr. Butler 

lifted the blind for all passers by to see. 

Albert ate the enormous meal. Bets were laid as to whether he could finish it or not. 

He did and the pudding and two cups of tea. When it came time to pay.

Mr. Butler said. “No Charge lad! That’s best advert this place has ever had.” 

He lowered the blind, end of show, Butlers served four generations of our family, with 

no complaints. 

CHAPTER 2

Emma gave birth to her sixth son in 1911.  Not much is known between 1909 and 1912, until my father Wilf's memories begin.  We called it, ‘The Family's Dark Ages.’  Our fathers’ and uncles passed on no stories of this time.  What we do know is that Isaac broke Emma's jaw during that period, supposedly in a fit of drunken jealousy.  We know they lost everything more than once to the bailiffs and had to move to a small three-room house in Olivet Road, known locally as the ‘lump o' bricks’.  It was a tall pile of shoddily built brick ‘back-to-back’ houses, ten houses to a yard and it was swarming with children in varying stages of deprivation.  The funny building stood out from the neighboring houses like a sore thumb. Though years later Harry Wardley who was a cousin of our fathers' went back whenever he was close by and looked fondly at the funny building and mourned for days long gone, his parents, with their five sons, had lived there too. 

Oct. 1912
Emma was kneading the bread dough; she had used the last of the flour and the yeast. Things were looking bleak and the rent was overdue, they had moved a few months’ before to this hovel of a place with its cockroaches that came out at night.  At dawn, to heat water, she first had to scoop the disgusting things out of the copper boiler, throwing them quickly in the brick fire hole below on to a freshly lit fire, hoping none would escape.  She moved fast to kill as many as possible but the thoughts of their bodies crackling in the flames made her shudder.  Isaac told the children he had hit a big one with his boot, and it was so big it came back the next night with a patch over one eye and walking with crutches!  Though the rent was cheap, they couldn't manage on what he brought home, especially if he got carried home, or pushed in a wheel- barrow, a paralytic drunk with empty pockets.  She knew that was common, there was little money, men were dog-tired, it needed no energy to drink and it relieved pent-up frustrations for a while. Then it led to anger, with usually a wife and children bearing the burden of such a wretched existence. When anyone asked Isaac what he did for a living he answered.
“I knock big lumps off little bits, and if you don’t believe me I’ll show you!” 

It was a double meaning, that he would knock your block off, but what he really 

meant, was that some times the chisel took too big a chunk off the stone he was 

carving and he had to start again from scratch.
But Emma told him he should say he drank for a living and he'd smacked her one for that. She would always forgive him because when he wasn't drinking she loved him. He was a wonder to know, full of crazy ideas, jokes, ditties and spontaneous banter, she'd wet her knickers many a time laughing at him.  Her youngest son was almost two and Wilf was four, the other four boys were at school.  Her heart was heavy, it had been agreed they would have to do another ‘Moonlight Flit.’ 

Move after dark to avoid the rent collector or bailiffs. 
“What's wrong Mam?  You look sad,” said young Wilf looking up at her. He rarely went far from her side.  “I'm just thinkin' luv'.  One o' these days.  One o' these days,” she paused and stared into space. He watched and waited for her to finish.  Then wistfully she said, “We'll all 'ave enough t'eat, an' enough coal t'keep us warm I promise you that, though things aren't goin' too well at the moment, that's why I look a bit sad, but its nothin’ for you to worry about. We’ll be all right..”   She hugged him with her floury hands.  He always liked to know what she was thinking, always nosy and always trying to make her laugh.  Holding his little face in her hands she said. “Babbies are like theater folk mi lad waitin' their turn int' wings to come on stage, just a few u'll be famous like Lily Langtrey, some u'll be int' chorus, but most of em ‘ull just be sweepers o' stage, but they're all needed to made the play of life work, ‘cus Shakespeare said.  ‘All the world's a stage.’

Wilf had no idea who Shakespeare was, maybe he was the milkman who only came when they had money; all he really knew his Mam looked worried.  “Now look at you, flour all over you,” she gently wiped his face with her apron.   “Don't worry Mam, when I'm big I'll look after you, an' buy you nice things and make you laugh.”
“Thank you luv' I know yer will, you're my little comedian.”  she smiled.

“What's Billy. Mam?”
 “Oh, he's a clown, yer could 'ave a double act.”
Emma was waiting for the dough to rise, it lay under a clean cotton flour sack in the big yellow and terracotta bread panchion.  Sitting down she lifted the child on her knee and with arms around him they cuddled each other for mutual comfort. Ike would be leaving school soon; he had been working on weekends as a golf caddie at the local golf course for tips, when he wasn't off playing soccer in the park.  He'd bring in a few shillings a week, which would help a bit.  There was a job waiting for him at a local factory learning a modest trade, making picks and shovels.  It wasn't much, but it was the best he could hope for, meanwhile they would have to move again.  The rent was due tomorrow and they were already weeks behind.  After the bread was in the oven, she began bundling the bits and pieces of her home in tea chests. 
Large wood packing cases used to ship bulk tea from India. 

They were getting good at moving maybe she could start a business moving furniture and household effects for people.  That would need money to buy a horse and cart, but where would it come from, she rarely dared to dream anymore.   If it hadn't been for her six sons Emma might have regretted marriage.  She never thought too long about the past, it just didn't do to dwell on times that had been easy, when she had a Sunday best dress and a decent pair of winter shoes. ‘Get through today’s muck or nettles, tomorrow could be roses and rainbows.’
“What would you think lad if one day I bought an 'orse an' cart an' we could start a 

little removal business, an' you six lads can help mi move furniture, we could do that;  if we are really lucky yer Dad will stop drinking an’ help us as well.” 
“Women can’t carry furniture can they Mam ?”
“Well this one will lad! You just watch.”
“Can I be a removal man?  I'll help you, I'm real strong.” He flexed his arm muscles to show her.  He sensed a change in her.  “Are you 'appy now?”

She thought of his little bent legs, but with a smile answered. “Yes luv' we’ll all be removal men, all of us… if we pull together an’ we keep working 'ard and have confidence.”
Confidence….Work is the start of it. Joy is a part of it. Love is the heart of it. G.W.
Later that night when everything was quiet with their children Isaac and Emma crept out of the little house, eight conspirators in the common crafty game of avoiding the rent man and the bailiff.   Wilf and Billy were bundled off to grandma’s home across the street; she and granddad still had several grown children living at home. The bedrooms were cramped, occupied by various gangly sons and 2 young unmarried daughters.  Fortunately the house had a 'front room,' it held a few chairs and an old pram, but was used mostly for the storage of fruit.  Wooden crates stacked four or five high lined the walls, some were empty.  Those stood around waiting patiently for produce, several others littered the room, dropped haphazardly, scattering their remaining contents to the corners of the wooden floor.  The boys uncle Joe was a costermonger, selling fruit and vegetables, he bought the produce at the wholesale market and sold it around the streets with a horse and cart.  

Emma and Isaac carried the sleepy boys into the room, dodging under and around damp washing hanging from lines strung across the ceiling. 

 “You two mind your manners in this ‘ouse, mi mothers’ got a reight ‘backhander’ and she uses it on naughty lads.” 

With that brief warning their father left.  He winked at his wife and off he went in the darkness back to fetch their few meagre possessions with the help of Ike, Albert and Len. Quietly, keeping a watchful eye for nosey neighbours they carried their things across the road in the gaslight. A few blankets, small stools, a kettle,  one or two saucepans, two wooden arm chairs, three tea chests full of necessary possessions a carefully folded pair of quality lace curtains, a couple of lumpy flock filled palliasses, ( thin straw filled mattresses) and finally the big old mangle was dragged across the cobbled street. Not much really, but without these few things, they were lost, no better than vagrants. Isaac stacked everything as neat as possible in his parents outhouse.  

Meanwhile Emma bedded Billy and Wilf down in an old horsehair armchair. 

“You two look after each other, snuggle together to keep warm, it’s damp in here.”  

She took the shawl from her shoulders and tenderly tucked it around her 2 sons.

“ Young Joseph’s asleep at Aunt Sara’s.  You two be good, please don't be any bother to yer Gran’ma, she’s got her hands full with yer Granddad.”
The room was heavy with the sweet fragrance of the fruit and a musty smell that un-lived in front rooms had.

Billy whispered. “What's that smell Mam?”  He rubbed his hand over the horsehair. “And this black stuff prickles me.” 

“It’s uncle Joe's apples wot makes that smell, don't you be touching any now, these things don't belong to us, be good, an' say yer prayers.” 

She kissed them good night.   Wilf was feeling sorry for himself, she'd never left him before and he sensed trouble.  The room was not like home it was too big! He felt cold, itchy and scared; long, strange shadows from the net curtains and the washing cast threatening shapes on the wall.  He squeezed his eyes shut hoping the image and the fear would go away, then he snuggled up to Billy and felt warm, he would look after him, for his brother was six and very brave.  “Where are you an' t'others goin’? Don't leave us ?”  He said,

“It’ll be alright luv' we're just over in't next street at your Uncle Percy's. Your dad's heard of some cottages up at ‘Backamore’ that needs some stone work done on ‘em, we can stay there for a few weeks rent free, until he finishes t' job.  Then we ‘ave to find somewhere else t’ live.  I'll come back for yer tomorra when it’s just going dark.”
The boys couldn't sleep.  The smell of the fruit was overpowering. In the dim light Billy began fumbling around, feeling for the crates of fruit and the lost ones on the floor.   He whispered, “I've found t' apples, shall we share one?”  He took a bite then changed his mind  “Lets 'ave one each, uncle Joe'll never miss two apples.”
 He rolled one across the floor to his brother.

“Sh! Sh! They’ll hear yer.”
“Nar! They’re all playin’ cards, listen, they’re laughin’.”
Fruit was a rarity, unless an older brother went scromping in a local garden. It was hard for Wilf to resist, he was always hungry and it smelled so good.  When they had finished the apples, Billy found some small things in another box.

“What are these?”  He said quietly, as he smelled them. “Oh, they're a bit 'ard.” 

He passed one to his brother.

“I like these,” said Wilf, munching on the new taste, not knowing then that they were greengages. ( green plums)

One followed another, they finished off the secret meal with a pear each, with bellies full of fruit, they fell asleep huddled together, in the cool damp room, two little robbers of the night.

Just as the sun came up, Wilf shook his brother. “Billy wake up, wake up! I've got belly ache, real bad, will you come t’ lav wi' mi, I can hear Gran’ma in t'kitchen I'm scared of ‘er.”
Billy realized his belly ached too. “Come on then.  Stop tremblin’.  I 'ave to go as well, don’t complain, or she’ll guess, keep yer mouth shut, she’s not that big any road, but I still don’t want to feel her backhander.” 

They went into the kitchen.  She was putting the big black kettle on the fire. “My you two are up early.”
“We 'ave to go to t' lav Gran” said Billy, who was holding his brother's hand.

“So I see,  'ave yer been at Joe's fruit?”  She looked straight at Wilf. 

He lowered his eyes.  “Yes Gran’ma, I'm sorry, I was 'ungry, an' it all smelled so 

good.”  

He had been taught by his mother not to lie. You can tell me anythin' but lies, remember life is so much simpler if you tell the truth, she always said. 

Gran’ma laughed. “Go on then, get thi gone, I won't tell ‘im.” 

There were four toilets in the back yard, which were shared by eight houses.  The boys were lucky one had just been vacated.  There was always a line-up in the early hours of the morning.  Some of the other tenants of the yard had to go to work, for the 6am shift; usually a man's leather belt or some article of clothing hung over the top of the door, to show the little outhouse was occupied. Billy went in with his little brother to help him undress and to lift him up onto the wooden seat, which was still warm from the previous occupant.  Billy always looked after his younger brothers, as he'd been told.  Back in the kitchen, grandma was making porridge and tea.

“That'll teach thee not t’steal fruit.” She said when they returned.

“Thank you Gran’ma for not telling' on us, we're both sorry.”
“It's a good job year not 'ere for a week, year Uncle Joe'd 'ave nowt left t'sell.  Get washed both of you and don’t forget behind your ears, you help your brother, to climb up on this stool.”
“Mam usually washes ‘im, Gran’ma.”
“ What! a big lad like that, she spoils ‘im!  Like she spoils thee as well!  It’s time you learnt to do things for thi sen’  Wilfred Wardley, you’re a big lad now! Not a babbie.”
Wilf was beginning to feel uncomfortable, his lip was beginning to tremble, he was homesick for a home he didn’t have and she was shouting at him, his Mam never did that, she never smacked him either, he was scared of his Gran. After a few minutes grandma wandered over to see their progress, Billy had finished and was wiping his face on a course roller towel on the back door.  Wilf’s little face looking up at her was so clean it shone and his eyes were brimming with tears, her old hard heart softened just a little.  

“Well I must say yer aren’t much trouble. Come on sit down an’  ‘ave some porridge, it'll help thi tummy ache.”

 The kitchen table was big, on one side was a large wooden board on which lay great chunks of meat and a large knife recently sharpened on the back door stone step.

  “What’s all that meat for Gran’ma?”
“That’s for a stew, yer can help me after you’ve ‘ad something’ t’eat.  I’ve still got a big brood o’ grown ups t’ feed, tha knows. We’ll make some suet dumplings an’ cook ‘em in oven on top o’ stew so thi go crispy on top. How does that sound ?”
“Ooh it sounds lovely Gran.”
The boys stayed all day and watched the comings and goings of their uncles and aunts, who were all working.  There was plenty of money coming into this house, despite the fact their grandfather was unable to work any more.  A once strong stone-mason, he now suffered with silicosis of the lungs caused by the stone dust, he lay upstairs, a semi-invalid. Their grandma told them tales of her father George Thomas Brakes the blacksmith and her life in London as girl, of how she was the first in her family to read and write and go to school, it cost 2d a week every Monday morning she told them.

 Later that afternoon as it was going dark Emma and Isaac came back to the house for their children and to borrow Joe's horse and flat cart. The cottage was about three miles away, just on the edge of the City.  The cart was loaded with their things, every child was collected from various relatives; finally the family was whole again. Climbing up onto the cart, one by one they waved goodbye to Grandma. Gas lamps were being lit as they rode along the main road, they past rows of shops, pubs and pawnbrokers, soon they reached a very steep hill, known as Meadowhead.

“You big lads get off an' walk and carry something, it's not fair to this owd horse to carry all us lot, he’s got enough weight shifting’ this here soddin’ mangle,” said their father.  They all jumped off, carrying a pot or a pan or a bundle. Running as fast as they could to keep up with the horse, but soon then got tired and slowed their pace and the little ones lagged behind.  About halfway up the hill across the road, they saw a night-watchman, just inside the gates of a brickyard 

“Get back on t' cart quick.” Isaac hissed.

“Mek yer bleedin' mind up,” Ike muttered, much to his brother Albert's amusement.

They jumped on, dropping their burdens, the bigger lads boosting the little ones. 

“What's up Dad?” said Albert. 

“Nowt' keep your mouths shut!  Look miserable. Just imagine we’ve just put yer Gran’s cat through them there big rollers o’ mangle!” Isaac replied.
Isaac drove the cart across the road, making sure he pulled the old horse up under a gas lamp near the gates. He jumped down and wrapped the rein round the lamp, then put the chock behind the wheel to stop the cart running backwards down the hill. He grabbed Wilf and Bill by their collars.    Under his breath he said.
 “ You two chatterboxes come with me, don't forget, keep yer mouths shut, I mean shut and pretend t’ look miserable, this is a test to see what good actors yer both are.”
The threesome walked slowly up to the watchman.  Wilf began practicing pulling his mouth down at the corner with his free hand, then he looked over at his brother who was making funny sad faces, he wanted to laugh, but he didn't dare and he wondered which end of the cat would go in first to be squashed by the big wooden rollers of the mangle. It must be the tail first, he muttered to himself.

“Stop it, be quiet.. Sh. You’ll give the game away!” Said their father.

As Wilf grew older and watched the silent movies he often wondered if his father had some special foresight that actors should not speak on celluloid, only on stage were they allowed to have a voice!  

Emma saw them walk up to the man, who sat by a coal brazier warming his feet, the two men talked for a few minutes. The watchman was hidden behind Isaac’s huge frame, then she saw the man lean to one side to take a look at her and the children under the gaslight, removing his clay pipe as he did so.  Isaac came back to the cart moments later carrying a small sack. Raising his voice so their generous benefactor could hear, he said. “That kind mester gave yer some coal missis, so yer can 'ave a cup o' tea when yer get to yer new 'ouse, wave t' nice Mester”  

Then lowering his voice, he whispered and winked at the two little actors. 

“You can smile as much as you like now.”
More acting, thought Wilf. The boys waved and jumped off the cart to follow behind, or run ahead as their energy allowed.  Isaac dumped the coal onto the cart with a mischievous gleam in his eye, then he returned the empty sack. 

When they finally set off again, he exclaimed, “How's that!  Black diamonds to keep you warm, I wish I cud get you real uns'.”
“What  'ave you bin up to?”  She poked him in his ribs with her elbow.

“I just said I was moving' this poor woman, who 'ad six sons, an' she hadn't got any coal, an' could he spare a few lumps?”  

Feeling ashamed she said, “You shouldn't tell lies luv', you set a bad example  t’ lads.”
“Now don't look at me all high and mighty, Mary Emma, I didn't lie, every word I said 

was true; I just forgot to mention I was married to you, an' these were my sons, an' as 

you know a widow woman u’ll get more charity than a married 'un.”
She laughed, “Oh you're crafty.”
“Nay! its survival of the down, but not yet outs. 

Sing us one of your ditties then dad, cried Ike.

Ahem Isaac cleared his throat.....

“The Rubber Yacht of Hemi Cohen
The moving’ finger writes for song or story writers,

but fingers can’t write very well if they ‘ave artherrightus.

The movin’ finger writes and havin’ written

if it writes rude things on the wall

that’s a crime that it’s commitin’
The movin’ finger writes, and havin’ written writes on

but fingers can’t write at night you know, 

if there is no gaslight on.”
“You should be a poet dad,” said Ike.

“Oh yes lad like most folk round ‘ere I could be a lot a things given ‘alf a chance.” 

He always said his trade was stone masonry, but his quick wit was his craft.  

As they moved along, in the moonlight, Emma began talking about her idea for starting a little removal business.   

“We've certainly 'ad more practice than most folk, but it might feel funny doin'

it in broad daylight for other people, all above board.” He said.

It was perfect because they had so many sons, but they supposed it would never happen, for they could never keep ahead of their debts.  Emma leaned her head against his arm as they trotted along in the night.

She whispered, “But we can't stop hopin'.”
He looked down at her. “You're right, sumat'll turn up.”
“Oh I know,” she said.  “Start with turning up our own shirt sleeves.  I just 'ope these lads find it easier to mek a livin' than we 'ave.”
Isaac wasn't a great church-going man. He said if you could listen to people praying, you would probably think they weren't praying but wishing.  Surely God must be tired of people wishin’, and wantin’. 

 " God helps those who help themselves," he said. “So if you want something first plan for it, then work for it, just don't be disheartened if it doesn't work, and don't waste time being mardy ( grumbling ) just start a another plan.”

Everything cometh to he who waiteth, provided whilst he waiteth, he worketh like helleth. W.W.
Posterity proved that sometimes my Grandfather didn't steadfastly stand by his own axiom, but because of circumstance maybe some humans should be measured by what they aspire to, not what they achieve.  He certainly inspired his 6 sons and their children and his common sense words still ring true.  Just a comment from the writer of this tale. Nearly a hundred years later, here I sit in luxury, using a computer, which has made it possible for me to write this story.   We live in a comfortable home with possessions and people we love, on forty pristine acres surrounded by thousands of trees and wildlife. It's our own kind of paradise, never hungry, hot or cold, wet or dirty, except by choice.  We have the technology to search the world through the Internet. Yet we are just here by the skin of our teeth and the survival skills of our ancestors.  Simply put, how could they keep so cheerful!  For some, it seems to me, the 20th century was the ordinary people’s century.  At the end of it we ordinary folk could do, what only the rich, the learned, the privileged, the famous and the talented could do at the beginning of that century.  We travel the world now, women can vote, we are knowledgeable, there are self-help books by the thousands, we aren’t kept in our place anymore. We question authority and collectively try to adjust it. We can get schooling at any age and as in my case we can be artists very easily even late in life.  Look around, artists are everywhere, once they were put above the norm.  Change comes from the bottom.  The rich and privileged didn’t need to improve their lot in life. Yet in the year 2001 half the population of the world still live on less than $2.00 a day. 

December

Ike was in the cottage garden kicking an old soccer ball, bobbing and weaving against imaginary opponents.  He loved the space around him it was better than practicing on cobble stone streets, because it was hard to judge the rebound of the ball off the cobbles.  Playing soccer and being a caddie was all he wanted out of life.  Occasionally the golfers let him swing a club.  The pro had realized the young lad was a natural and showed him the correct grip and how to swing at the ball; Ike got quite good at it. Golf, like tennis, was considered by rich and poor alike, not generally a game for the labouring classes.  Soon the only time he could caddie would be on Sundays; he had to start work in January at 'Hardy Patent Pick'.   His thoughts were interrupted by his brother Len tugging at his arm. 

 “Come on there’s food ready an' Mam wants to talk to us.”  

Ike drop-kicked the ball towards the house; as he got closer, he could smell a familiar aroma, he was hoping for a big bowl of stew and dumplings, his favorite. His mother usually cooked a good meal, provided her housekeeping money hadn't been spent on beer. The biggest drawback with the cottage was that it was next door to 'The Nailmaker's Arms' the local pub. Every night drunks came out singing loudly and generally making a nuisance; occasionally his father in their midst.  He knew his mother couldn't wait to move away, it was too far from the shops and the big schools she had said to anyone who would listen.  Reality quickly set in as he looked down at his chipped old plate and saw a few bits of carrots and potatoes, one tiny piece of meat floated in the broth.  He joined her brothers and sat down on the floor with a sigh, his plate in his lap.  He couldn't understand it, they had no rent to pay, and dad was getting some wages.When everyone had finished eating and were drinking their tea, Emma said to the boys.

 “Yer Dad's work 'ere will be done after Christmas, so we're going t'move back int’ valley, somewhere near Meersbrook Bank School an' where Ike is going t'work. It means you lot won't 'ave as far to walk to school.”
Because they were living rent free, Emma was secreting a few coins under a stone in the yard.  She was determined this year all her loved ones would receive, modest as it maybe, a Christmas morning surprise and a proper Christmas dinner.  Her plan was to go to the outdoor market, known as the 'Rag & Tag'; it was in the center of town.  Emma loved the hubbub and the bustling crowds, almost anything could be bought there from used clothing and fruit, to exotic birds and fancy china.  The stalls were lit till late at night with oversized paraffin lamps, giving the place an exciting air; with all the market Wallah’s shouting their wares to the crowds of eager shoppers.  

She would buy the boys favourite sweets, 'Yorkshire Mixture', 'Marry Me Quick', and 'Hard Candy Fishes', which they called boiled sweets. A precious ‘Jaffa’ orange and a few Brazil nuts would be placed in the toe of each of their oft-darned stockings and she hoped to buy them each child a pair of gloves, if good second-hand ones could be found.

Young Len said to his Dad. “We're goin' carol singing starting tonight.”
It was an old tradition eagerly looked forward to by the children; it meant pocket money at Christmas, the harder they tried the more they earned. Isaac looked up from the day old  newspaper he was reading, he had picked it up at the pub.

“ 'Ave ye learned any new carols this year?”  He was searching the 'Help Wanted' page.  

“No same old stuff, but we don't know if we should sing. Good King Wenceslas last, or sing Good King Wenceslas first,  Ha.. Ha...”
He looked round for applause with a grin, his brothers giggled.

 Len said. ”Can I 'ave t' old candles Mam?” 

“Yes luv' you know where they are.”  

She found him 3 jam jars and some string, so the Christmas ritual began.  Two sons tied the string around the neck of the jars to fashion a handle, then passed it to another who melted a bit of wax in the bottom of the jar to secure the candle.  This was the first year young Wilf was allowed to go with his brothers; he had a sweet little voice, but couldn't remember all the words of the carols.  It didn't matter just to be part of it with his big brothers was enough for him.  After everything was ready, Emma sat down, with young Joseph on her lap. 

“Now let me and dad hear yer practice what are yer goin' to sing.”
Her sons stood in front of the dying fire ready to sing. Joseph's eyes slowly closed, finally he fell asleep in the comfort of his mother's arms.  Emma loved to have all her sons around her.  They were the best thing that ever happened to her; there they stood, her reason for living, her bunch of funny mixed wildflowers, each son different, but all precious; the house rang with their merriment and song.

Emma looked across at her husband.  “With six sons, we can’t ‘elp but have fun.”
He just smiled.  The boys began to sing, the ones who could hold a note covering for the ones who couldn't.  They started with 'Good King Wenceslas,' then proceeded on to sing ' Silent Night.'

“Sing 'Away in a manger' for me.”  Emma rocked back and forth, humming softly to the sleeping child in her arms.  

Wilf was upset because he couldn't keep up with his brothers.

“What's a crip?” he asked, when they had finished.

“What do you mean?” said his mother.

“No crip for a bed, we just sung that” he replied.

“The cat crept into the crip (crypt)  an' crapped and crept out again,” was the quick reply from his big brother.

“Sh! Stop it Albert! Its Christmas!”
Then Emma turned to Wilf pulling him close and whispered, “No luv' it's a crib, not a crip, little Jesus didn't 'ave a proper bed.”  

“Like me! Like me!” cried Wilf, he mused that he and baby Jesus had something in common.

“Did Jesus go carol singin' Mam?”
“No luv! ‘is dad,  'ad a steady job.”  She glanced at her husband, who was already looking at her then she saw the pain in his eyes over the top of the paper.  

Immediately she regretted her joke.  

The arrangement between the lads was that they split any money they made down the middle and spend half buying presents for their parents.  Ike was saving to buy a golf club he had seen in the local pawnshop; Billy wanted a catapult and Wilf wanted marbles. Luck was on their side that year the cottage was near to new suburbs with better homes, so they went singing for a whole week.  With candles lit, for hours on end went the five young ragamuffins, their feet covered in chilblains and fingers cold, unless they were lucky to carried the little jam jars. Sometimes shouts of.  “Too Early! Come back at Christmas.” greeted them. Occasionally as they were singing lights strangely went out at the next house, in anticipation of their visit; they passed that one, they knew there would be no welcome there either.  It was a good Christmas that year, they bought their mother a set of embroidered handkerchiefs and a new scrubbing brush, their father got a bottle of H.P. Sauce and a red polka neckerchief.  Isaac bought a goose half price from a hawker next door at the pub; not much was said about the dead creature's original owners, but it was doubtful it was come by honestly.  Pubs were places where dubious dealings took place, especially in the sale of cutlery, pocket knives, along with sets of fish knives and forks.  Sheffield at that time was the world’s largest producer of cutlery.  Wages were so low in the factories, it seemed there was always some 'fiddle' (scam) going on, to eke out the merger wages; it was a necessary evil sometimes, when wages had been drunk or gambled away at the dog races.  Ike never got his golf club, but he did get a pair of old soccer boots, after he had been working a few weeks.  His wage as an apprentice was three shillings a week at most.

1913

The New Year brought another move. Emma walked down the long hills from the cottage towards streets unfamiliar. She pushed a rickety old pram, borrowed from her sister-in-law, in it sat three year old Joe; together with a bucket, some rags, soap and her new scrubbing brush. It was a grand day, a chance for a fresh start.  The shops were just opening as Emma and Ike walked down the main road, he walked ahead with a broom over his shoulder looking for their street. They were on their way to clean their new home.  Isaac had found a small house for cheap rent, he had come back to the cottage the previous night from his search, he had handed her the key, and told her the rent had been paid for a week.  

When Ike saw the street sign on the left.  He shouted, “ ‘ere we are!  Little London Place.”
As they turned the corner, Emma saw a short narrow rundown cul-de-sac of a cobbled stone street.  At the end was a high wall with railway lines above; beyond this were factories which emptied their waste directly into the adjacent river and whose chimneys belched constant foul smoke.  It had been dark when Isaac had been to see the house, he couldn't find the gas meter, but knew there wouldn't be money in it anyway.  The stench of grease in the kitchen told him it needed cleaning.  The street hadn't shown its daylight ingrained grime to the newcomer, but he knew it was there, it always was.  It was well known as a rough place, peopled by the lower working class; some respectable and clean, some not, with a few young and old rogues thrown in as a natural balance.  When you said you were from 'Little London Place' those days, it was judged you didn't aspire to much, and you were to be watched on a daily basis by the local Bobby on his beat.  Over the years Emma and others would prove them wrong.

On the right was a row of tall narrow three-storey ‘back-to-back’ houses she knew that was her side of the street.  The other side was better, it had row houses of four rooms and sometimes five.  The rent for decent housing would be beyond her family's pocket.  Down the dark stinking wet passage they went, the cleaning team of two. Their house was on the right.  Emma turned the key in the door, then she pushed it open with the old pram, over the worn down stone step they stumbled and the door banged against the wall.  She knew what to expect, she had no illusions left.  Here was their new home, a kitchen cum living-room; that had an actual floor space of roughly ten feet square.  Built in on the left stood a small stone sink, a brick hot water boiler, a black cast iron 'Yorkshire Range' and narrow tall wooden cupboards at the side of it .  On the back wall were two doors, the one on the left led to the cellar, the one on the right to the bedroom and the attic.  That was it!  A typical scruffy ‘back-to-back’ house, one up, one down and a tiny attic. Built because of the industrial revolution with little concern for the comfort or the size of its occupants, by factory owners looking to entice the cheap labour of simple country folk coming to the City in their thousands, looking for work.

This was partly  due to the Enclosure Act of the early 1800's when common  folk who for generations had the use of common  lands, were ordered to forfeit them to local squires and the wealthy landowners.
These houses had not weathered well over the years, futility, poverty and quiet desperation had slowly seeped into the cracks. Ike was disappointed, after living high above the city in the cottage with its picturesque garden and fresh air.

“It’s a slum, O! it stinks! thi must ‘ave kept pigs an’ goats in here,” he grumbled.

“It won't be that bad luv' when we've cleaned away the smell and the grease and got a fire going,” she said with a inward sigh as she kicked the door closed.

A few minutes later there came a knock.  Emma was greeted by a stranger, with rosy cheeks, little bright eyes and a smile with a few rotten teeth; all set in a big jolly face, she was middle aged and decidedly buxom.

“ 'ello luv' I'm Tessie Buckle, yer neighbour on this side.”  She motioned with her hand.  The passage lay between Emma and Tessie's homes.  Eight houses at the back and front shared the back yard.  Two at the end had little slop kitchens attached to the yard wall.  There were four shared toilets along the back wall.  Every morning chamber pots were carried to the toilets from the houses that opened on to the street, for that reason the passage didn't smell too sweet and it was common practice, if one neighbour had an argument with another, one would ‘accidentally’ spill the contents of a chamber pot on the other neighbours stone step.    To remove the soot and the filth, front steps were scrubbed every week along with the windowsills and flagstones in front of the little houses. Often a neat little white line was drawn around the step with a piece of chalk-like stone called ‘Donkey Stone.’  No matter how humble their homes, most women took unusual pride in how clean their houses looked from the outside.

Despite what George Orwell let his readers to believe in his social commentary  "The road to Wigan pier.” about  Sheffield and Barnsley, although both were dirty industrial cities, the slums did have many spotless interiors in the back to back houses. I guess it made for better reading, to say the homes were hovels, but he perpetuated the myth that all ‘Northerners’ were lacking in cleanliness, taste, education and manners. Ernest Hemmingways Grandfather came from Sheffield
“Pleased t'meet you, I'm Emma Wardley, this is my eldest son Ike, an' this is Joseph, I’ve four more sons between these two.”
“No lasses Eh?” said Tessie.  “Well there's a little lass in this yard, who's mother's just died. They sent ‘er t' Workhouse they did, poor little sod, she's a lovely little thing an' all, she's five; if she manages to get out I’ll do a spot o’ mothering on.”
‘Mothering on’ was a term used by shepherds who had lost a ewe in lamb birth.  They would take the skin from a still-born lamb pull it over the ‘orphan’ lamb and place it with the stillborn’s mother.  A wonderful solution to Mother Natures decree.
Emma felt compassion for the child she didn't know; the stories she had heard about the workhouse made her angry, she dreaded the thoughts and the shame of any of hers going there.  It was known as being one step away from debtors’ prison in earlier times.  All kinds of pitiful folk abided there, most through no fault of their own, it housed the elderly, the feeble-minded, the crippled, in fact anyone unable to make a living.  Unmarried mothers, or widows and their children and other poor souls spent endless, mindless empty years there, with little hope for freedom or an ordinary existence. 
“Maybe she'll come out soon,” she said.

“I 'ope so lass! That's no place for a little 'un, on ‘er own.”
Tessie began rolling up her sleeves.  “I'll help yer fettle (clean) it out, they left a stinkin’  mess din't they, t’ last lot were dirty buggars. Mind you they never caused a bit o’ bother.” she said, as she looked around the room.

 “Back in a minute.”    

“O!  Thank you,” said the surprised Emma, talking to thin air, as her new neighbour bustled out of the door. 

“So much for the bad reputation of the street, an’  you thought it was a come down.” 

she said to Ike.

Tessie Buckle was the matriarch of the yard, had lived there the longest and knew everybody's business, her sloppy, sagging old body held a heart of gold and she enjoyed mothering, but her children had grown; now she had begun looking after her neighbours children whose mothers worked in the local factories.  Tessie had gone to get hot water from her boiler, her fire had been lit a while because she had intended to do a bit of washing, but more urgent matters had turned up now.  This nice looking woman with the gentle eyes and beautiful skin needed help.  Tessie came back a few minutes later, with two more neighbours. Mrs. Meg George and Mrs. Phyllis Sheppard; each with their own buckets of hot soapy water and scrubbing brushes; they carried floor cloths and red India rubber kneeling mats under their arms. Mrs. George reeked of tobacco, it was obvious she was a stuff taker, the woman’s top lip was stained brown with years of indulgence; her thin greasy hair was rolled in metal curlers which only came out when she went to the pub in the evening.  Everything about Mrs. Meg George was well worn from years of abuse and turmoil.  Mrs. Sheppard, on the other hand was well-spoken, very pleasant and nicely dressed.

“We'll all work together from t’top down, shall we?  That way we can chat and get t’ know each other as we work,” said Tessie, heading for the stairs, in her take-charge manner.        Emma agreed.  Up they all went to the dirty attic, they cleaned windows, scrubbed walls, doors and bare floorboards, slowly making their way down towards the kitchen finishing with the back doorstep.  As each level of the tiny house was left clean, bucket after bucket of dirty water was thrown with a satisfying flourish across the yard or down the passage. It swilled the dirt, the soot and the odor of the previous tenants, down the drain into the sewers.

“There lass, that'll do yer. Welcome to our yard !” said the friendly Tessie. She gave Emma a small package..

“ What’s this?”  said Emma.

“It’s Borax luv, mix it wi’ some alum.  It’ll keep cockroaches away.”
“Oh, That’s good to know! I don't know how to thank you all.” Emma said as she looked at the three vastly mismatched women.

“You don't 'ave t' thank us lass, it's what we do int' street, we stick together, nobody calls t' copper on another, an' we help, if we can, when t'bailiffs come a knockin', one day you'll return t' favour.”
“You can be sure o' that, you're all welcome t' mi  'ome anytime,” said Emma.  The company of women and girls would make a pleasant change she thought, sometimes she felt out of it when her lads and their father talked about soccer and billiards and other masculine things.  The house smelled of carbolic and ‘Izal’, it looked much better, more like a home for people.  Young Joe was playing hide-and-seek in the bottom cupboard.  It was always called that.  It's uses were many, from a place to keep pots and pans, or cleaning rags and ‘Brasso’, a tin of ‘Black Lead’ for polishing the Yorkshire Range and a lump of Donkey Stone.  Because of it's location next to the fire, it was often used for a birthing space for a cat with kittens, or a bitch and her puppies, a play area for toddlers and even a crib, and  believe it or not a bunk bed for Buckle and Lettuce the street’s midget brothers. Who became mascots as they aged and were protected and loved dearly by the ‘Little London Gang’.  The top cupboard held dishes and dry food, because of the warmth. Perishable food was kept cool at the top of the cellar steps, known as ‘t'cellar 'ead.’  The head of the cellar.
The district the family had moved to was filled with enterprising individuals, many sold their wares around the densely populated streets.  There were hawkers of all kinds; men, women and children with baskets or hand carts, even old prams which were by and large held together with hope. Those peddlers walked the streets in fair weather and foul hoping to make a bit of a living.   They sold pikelets and oatcakes (crumpets) or 1d bottles of homemade ginger beer, elderberry, or rhubarb wine, or allotment grown vegetables and flowers. Gypsies came round on a regular basis, selling lace and hand made wooden pegs, and they would tell your fortune if you had a silver coin. Long ago, even nutmeg salesmen had regular customers ling ago nutmegs were rare and very valuable. There was a Jewish man who mended windows, carting his stock-in-trade strapped to his back; the ball players of the district made sure he didn’t go hungry.  Fresh milk was delivered twice a day from a wheelbarrow type cart which held two very large covered milk cans. The milkman used various sized measures from a gill to a quart, depending on the requirements of each household.  It was ladled out into a family jug with as much as needed or the family could afford.  The famous old shopping area of ‘Heeley Bottom’ was close by, it drew people from all over the city and the nearby country-side; (enticed by very cheap fares of electric tramcars or trains) to shop at the wonderful parade of shops and the accompanying street hawkers.   From 8 am until 10pm six days a week costermongers lined the road standing at every corner and alleyway; a colourful ‘Hurdy Gurdy’ man walked the streets, stopping at convenient locations to play a tune, hoping a few coppers would be tossed into his hat on the ground.  Along with the usual shops, the area had a high concentration of pawn shops, pubs, beer off shops and corner ‘buy anything crammed to the ceiling with stock,’ shops.  Bookies runners plied their trade in secret hiding places with their elaborate signals, winks and gestures, they were sharp eyed and distrustful of strangers.  The district was a virtual hive of busy-bodies, activity, and misconduct, that accommodated the needs of the working populous. There weren’t many work-shy layabouts in that area.

Ike came from the coal cellar he had been cleaning; he had placed newspaper carefully on the stone steps as he came up, so as not to leave a black trail of footprints.  At the top he took off his boots and wiped the soles with the old floor cloth in the bucket. He looked back down the freshly cleaned steps and wondered if he had folded the newspaper neat enough for his mothers sharp eyes. It had been lonely down in the dark cellar, though he could hear his mother and the other women laughing and talking.   He knew they were exchanging gossip and confidences as they worked, he had heard it all before.  Why didn't men do that, he wondered, men just worked and stayed away for days and seemed to hold nice words in, putting a stern faces on for strangers.

“Well Lad! What’s it like down there?” 

His mother was unrolling her sleeves, her face look red and sweaty and he thought, that’s from either from laughin’ or scrubbin’.

“It's not such a bad place after all Mam, an' there's a bit o' coal down there.  I bet it was t’cleanest place in the whole house apart from were t’coal is, all t’ walls are white-washed and there’s a lovely stone table down there and t’ floor is all flagstones, a bet they nicked em from Road-Works Dept, it looks like someone used it for a workshop.  Dad’ll love it down there; he can bang about and sing an’ that and bother nobody.”
“You know lad, it might be a mucky little ‘ole but I think we'll be all right here. This house has had some happy times. #2 court #2 house Little London Place, I like the sound o' that.   If yer didn‘t know any better, it sounds posh.”  

Emma hugged her big kind lad.  The three of them, mother, oldest son, and her youngest, chased each other round the clean empty room, laughing as round and round they went, finally falling in a heap on the still damp clean smelling floor.   The family would live there for more than 20 years, though it wouldn't be that long for Emma.

Oh my!!  Working class lives were hard then weren’t they ?   Yet so much simpler. All that was needed by our lot, was food, warmth, a roof over your head and each other and  they were the lucky ones.    Then  if  things  weren’t black,  they  were  white,  now  it’s  every  permeated  computerized designer shade in between. It seems we want everything and we want it now. We even have a lottery ticket which says ‘Cash for Life.’  If you have got your life,  surely you don’t need the cash for it too.
 Everything was fine for a few months. Isaac had found a good job at the new Ewden Valley reservoir, which was just outside Sheffield.  He worked there Monday to Saturday afternoon, sleeping at the job site along with the other stonemasons and labourers in company supplied tin huts.  It was said he worked so fast he could keep up to his 3 labourers. At noon on Saturdays Isaac got a ride to the nearer tram terminus, then rode the tram all through Sheffield to his district and his home. 

I was told when I was young that my grandfather Isaac never would have his photograph taken. I was upset by that fact because I never saw a picture of the man who had loved me and held me close so much during the first two years of my life; he died in 1939. But in 2003 on the internet on a Sheffield pictures site with 15,000 old photographs of my home city. I found a photo of my Isaac. There he stands defiant, unsmiling, ( with his black hair as unruly as he was,) amongst a group of stone masons at the site of the reservoir. There is no doubt in our minds, his ancestors; we all saw straight away “the family face or the family soul.”  So I sent off for the photo to The Sheffield Library and I would not trade that ancient image for money. Isaac’s great great grand- daughter Ann Marie aged 21 year old said. “Oh there’s granddad when he was young !
 “ I laughed. She was 90 years out and 2 generations.  As you will find out at the end of the all this the pieces of our lives fit in the present time, the past and the hereafter. Despite being a poor reader, thankfully I was able to write with the aid of this computer. I do not know to this day where all these words came from. It seems Graham and I were meant to write this.  WE were truly blessed, him and I to have shared a great romantic life together and produced such great loving and funny children. A.W. 2003
Emma got increasingly worried about him, now in his early thirties, his 'normal' stone-mason's cough was getting worse and worse.  When the stonework on reservoir was finished, each mason received a bonus of 200 shillings.  For once Isaac handed to whole lot over to her.  Emma had her photograph taken with her two youngest sons by a itinerant photographer who walked the streets once a year, and she bought Isaac a jug of beer and a few packets of 'Woodbines' and she spent the rest on cheap old furniture.  Later than night in the moonlight and the foggy haze around the local gas lamps, they danced together in that mucky old yard. Their six young sons munched sweets out of little paper cones as they sat on the row of dustbins watching their tall father and small mother circle the yard.  He sang to her by the light of the moon.   Full of remorse, he had been nicer to her since he had broken her jaw.  Yet he always remained gruff and distrustful of neighbours and people in authority, he trusted only a few.  She was never really under his thumb; she had a mind of he own and wasn't scared to speak up in defence of right over wrong and now as her three older sons were getting bigger, they always stood up to him and protected her. 

CHAPTER 3

Their good fortune lasted only a few months.  Isaac developed Pneumonia, he became desperately ill and unable to work; they were in debt again and didn't have the rent money of 3 shillings a week. Eventually the landlord sent the bailiffs to take their few bits of newly bought furniture to retrieve what owed; only the sickbed was left. A sympathetic remover looked at Isaac, then at the bed and said, “Don’t worry thi sen chum, it’s worth more to thee than it is t’ boss, we won’t tell ’im.”  

They left the ‘make do’ bed and sparse bed clothes and Tessie had hidden Emma’s ‘pride and joy’ lace curtains, which had been given to her by Mrs. Hall, when she had left her place of work to get married.

“With those curtains up at t’ window, no one’ll know we ‘ave lost everything inside t’ house.” Emma told her neighbour.

The family was lucky not to have been dumped out on the street; if they had gone into the workhouse they would have been separated, women and children in one section and men in the other.  Isaac could have died during such an upheaval; it was a particularly wet winter, with lots of fog and smoke and the ever-present soot.  Now the boys slept in the attic on pasteboards placed upon short stacks of old house bricks to make bed legs, two boys to a board; if one rolled over in the night the other usually fell on the floor with a thud.

Wallpapering pasteboards, nearly every house owned one; it was either kept down the cellar or under a feather mattress
They couldn't sleep on the bare floorboards because of the damp, it caused rheumatism and creatures of the night could crawl over their sleeping bodies. The boys’ shoddy bed linen was gone, replaced by bed linen of a different kind made of serge, or tweed along with buttons and pockets, with newspaper as an under-sheet.  During this and similar times, when they had to sell or pawn things, they used thin wooden tea chests to eat off, or sit on, the boxes also made makeshift storage containers for their few clothes. Ike was working and Emma had been mending clothes, even taking in washing and ironing; but there was no other money coming in.  Isaac's illness had cost money for the doctor to come to the house. Now they were out of coal and there was no food, only milk. The milkman was a soft hearted soul who couldn’t see little un’s wi’out milk and some neighbour had left a few tea leaves and sugar in little tightly twisted paper bundle on the doorstep.  It was time for the boys to help, with various schemes to get their family through their worse time yet.  

To keep their family warm Albert and Len went to the nearby coal yard and along the railway line to scavenge for coal.  It was also common practice for the youth of the rough area to encourage coal to fall from the coal carts as they made way up the steep cobbled lane from the station yard.  All of the driver's attention was focused on the carthorse, he would dismount from the dray, grab at the bridle while shouting encouragement. “ Jip lass Getonn!” he ran excitedly at the side of the horse up the slippery slope, hoping to reach the main road in one go.  Stopping midway sometimes meant returning to the bottom of the hill and repeating the whole process.  Local lads were at the ready, their old coats turned inside out and   fastened with their sleeves tied behind their back at the waist.  This formed a kind of apron, in which to catch the coal as it fell off the heavy cart during its clomping bumpy ride over the cobblestones.  It was a dangerous occupation, because if a horse slipped, a boy might be injured, any cut could have developed into Tetanus, (Lockjaw) which was a common cause of death, there were no Tetanus vaccinations then.  With aprons filled, each boy went to his own special hiding place close by; usually a hole he had made near the Station wall.  When he had enough, the coal was carried home, or sold for a few coppers.  Bigger boys who were cheeky and brave took big lumps from the top of the cart on the drivers’ blind side; smaller boys poked sticks or clothes pegs at any small hole they could enlarge in the bags, to make the lumps fall out.

Coal, that precious commodity, was used for heating the house and for cooking; even a pot of tea needed a fire.  Better off people had a gas ring, which was a one-burner ring connected to a gas spout at a stop tap, with a red rubber pipe. George Orwell was right when he said the country could only run well because of the miners. If they went on strike those days industry came to a stand still after the stockpiles of coal were used up.

Not to be outdone by their older brothers, Wilf, who was nearly five and Billy seven, hatched a scheme.  They had borrowed a barrow from Mrs. Buckle who used it for the washing she took in, though it had seen better days, it would do the job.

“Don’t forget your ears,” Emma said.

Wilf was washing his hands and face under the cold tap, and then he climbed into the sink, and began scrubbing his feet.  They got very dirty because at that particular time he had no useable shoes.  The two lads often had no shoes or boots, it was always a nightmare in wintertime for Emma as she constantly tried to fit all the 6 boys out with decent boots; she had even bought a pair for Billy from the 'rag and bone man'.  The only good thing about them Isaac had said were the laces, so the boots waited in the cellar by the shoe-last for him to attempt to perform a miracle on them, if he got well again.

She continued, “Where are you two going? What are you up to?”
“It’s a surprise for you and dad.” Said Billy

“Now listen t'me.  If you won’t tell me what it is, then promise to mind yer manners 

an' don't bring me any worries 'ome, I’ve got enough o’ them on me plate right 

now.”
“Yes Mam we promise,” Billy answered, not understanding the irony of what she had 

just said.

“Come ‘ere then, let’s comb yer hair, you’ve got to look decent and honest.”
“We won’t be long.  All right?” said Billy. 

He wanted to be off!

Holding her shawl close around her shoulders, with her youngest son at her side, she followed the boys and the barrow down the passage.  It was damp, so she picked up Joseph holding him tight in her arms as if to protect him from the hardship she was feeling.‘April can be so bone chilling, but thank goodness they don't seem to notice.’ She glanced at the grey sky, ‘looks like rain’s coming.’
As she stood there watching them go down the street towards the local factory, she heard a shout; turning, she saw Albert and Len coming towards her. Albert was carrying a sack on his shoulder and Len a lumpy bundle of a coat in his arms; he had a piece of wood over his shoulder too.   ‘Oh thank goodness! So that’s where they’ve been!’  She thought.  ‘Now we can 'ave a fire an’ a nice cuppa tea.’
Wilf and Billy hearing the shout, called out,  “We're off to get some grub!”
They had a couple of ideas about how to get food or money, but this one was their most ambitious. They dodged passed a neighbour who was on her hands and knees, with a bucket of soapy water at her side, she was vigorously scrubbing the doorstep and flagstones in front of her humble house, a weekly task along with cleaning the windows and washing her curtains, this chore not to be neglected while living in the shadow of several factory chimneys. Away went the two lads pushing the barrow as fast as their rickety legs would carry them.

Apart from the lack of decent food, lack of sunshine caused by the smoke was one of the main reasons rickets was so common in industrial cities then.  The previous generations of Wardleys had been giants of men and the good lot had to change their name from Wardlow to Wardley. This was because of the two Wardlow brothers were highwayman in the mid 1850s. There were also Blacksmiths on the Emma Brakes Wardley side she was the midwife. My Great Great Grandmother Ann Ellis Wardley came from a large family of Stonemasons from Derbyshire. It seems to me my women ancestors were strong and gutsy 
Wilf looked at his older brother.  “Do you really think people will give 'em to us?”
“Yes I do!… it's a very good idea, besides you know how to look poorly, and your legs are bent more than mine.  Come on we don't wanna be late, the whistle ‘ull 

be blowin’ soon!”
At the end of the little cobbled street, was a main railway line.  They turned down an alleyway between the last house, and the high retaining wall.  Above them a steam train rattled by as it left Heeley Station, taking its passengers, past street after mean street through the city to the glorious countryside beyond.  In a First Class dining car an elegantly coiffured passenger glanced down at them; showing her distaste at the utter poverty and the street urchins beneath her, she resumed interest in the luncheon menu.

The two boys went under the bridge. Looming ahead was 'Turners' factory known locally as ‘Sheffield’s Sweat Shop’; their father called it 'The Dark Satanic Mill' but would never explain why.

Wilf hesitated, Billy nudged him.  “Come on our kid, It'll be all right, don't be scared.”
As they approached the factory a gateman raised his hand to stop them.

“Stop there! Right there! What do you two want?”
“Please Sir, what time's dinner time please?”
“In about 10 minutes lads. What's the barra' for?  Bin doin' a bit o' gardenin' hav' yer’?  

You’ll find no scrap here lads. They weigh it in.”
“Oh no, Mester! We’ve not come lookin’ fer scrap!  Our Dad's proper poorly an' 

we've got nowt  t’eat, so me an mi' bruvva thought we'd come an' ask fer t’left over 

crusts o' bread; after t’ work people have finished eatin'.”
Bill’s big brown eyes and sad story must have done the trick, but they were warned 

not to get in the way when the workers came out.  They pushed the cart inside the 

gate.  The towering dark gloomy mill loomed before them, covered with dust of 

varying grades, encased in black of various shades. Forgotten windows, a fly’s 

graveyard beneath every one, begrudging light to pass in or out; the only time they 

Were ever cleaned was when a factory worker rubbed away a spy hole to punctuate 

the humdrum drudgery of piecework.

“What do we do now Billy?”
“We wait silly!  You'll see.  Don't forget look sad! Tha knows ‘ow to do that don't 

yer?”
“Yes,” replied Wilf, “but I don’t feel sad,  I just feel hungry, I suppose I've gorra be 

an actor again.’’

So Wilf waited, and his stomach grumbled, he watched a fly caught in a spider web and wondered why it was so silly to get caught.

Try again but harder, said the spider to the fly. No matter how you struggle, you know 

you are going to die.
“When I'm big I'm not going t'work in a 'orrible place like this, it stinks worse than our 

street, an' it looks like prison t'me an’, all these people look real mucky, it meks mi 

cough here.” he said, just loud enough for his big brother to hear.

“Oh shut yer gob then! You'll spoil it,” Billy hissed.

Their Dad had told them about the beautiful county of Derbyshire with its fresh clean air, open spaces and big fields and its giant rocky crags on the moors that people climbed for fun: it all existed only a few miles away.

Sheffield’s a mucky picture in a beautiful frame!  Was the well known phrase.

I'm going to be a travelin' man and see nice clean places, Wilf thought, but kept his mouth tightly shut; he didn't want to be blamed if his brothers plan didn't work.  Shortly the whistle blew, people started rushing out to their usual perches; some sat astride the wall, others “side-saddle” leaving small ‘snap-tin’ spaces beside themselves.  The workers gathered in groups, to chat, or tell earthy jokes, enjoying this short respite from the gulf-oil stench emanating from the machines inside.  They had a common bond of bawdy humour that lifted their spirits out of the omnipresent squalor.  At their command was a vast vocabulary of swear words, which went unmatched outside Yorkshire and Lancashire; it must have been something to do with 'The War of the Roses' only instead of arrows, swords and slinging matches they now had slanging matches; they used verbal thrusts and parries back and forth.

It made a change to get outside, to see brief glimpses of sun through the smoke-belching chimneys.  The boys jumped from the step where they had waited and approached the first group of men and women.

Billy said, “Can we have yer crusts o' bread please Mester?  We've got no food at 

‘ome, our dad's badly wi his lungs, an' ‘e can't work an’ there’s eight on us.”
“ 'Owd on a minute! Yer little sods! gi' me chance to eat mine first!”
A solitary crumb shot from his protesting lips as they formed the “..irst!”
Wilf watched it fly towards him landing in a puddle at his feet making a small iridescent ring of blue green and yellow in the murky pool. A ragged, blackened-faced woman nudged the protester. 

 “Oy!”  A burlap apron was wrapped around her girth, covering grubby clothes, on her head a threadbare red cotton scarf, her legs below her shirt were wrapped in recently blackened newspaper, bound with course twine.  It was the well  established dirty garb of those quick witted, sometimes foul mouthed, magnificently humorous ‘buffer girls’ who polished the silver and cutlery, which made Sheffield wealthy.

“Sod off yersen! She said, ‘Yer narky rotten ode bastard, 'aven't you ever bin wi' aart 

food in thi' belly, they're only babbies, wi' a bad case o' ricket's an' all from warr I can see, what chance 'ave they got?  Yer mean owd sod”
Her blackened buffing sand and oil covered hands pulled the crusts from her sandwich and dropped them into the barrow, she flashed a broad uneven white smile, then said. 

“There yer go, mi little sunbeams.”
This encouraged others to contribute, crust followed crust; even the first man obliged grudgingly, seemingly unscathed by the torrent of abuse he had just received.  Then the boys moved from group to group.  The workers were poor themselves, some were crippled or maimed from factory accidents; often caused by unguarded old machinery.  The lives they led were harsh, with hard work, long hours and poor wages; but like the little barrow boys, most of them shared, making the best of what they had. They had to have a good sense of humour to live in Sheffield in the first place, it was said even the sparrows coughed or flew backwards to avoid the smoke.

After a while, Wilf said, ”Do you think we've enough?  Lets go 'ome now, I'm 

‘ungry.”
“No! we don't, not yet,” said his brother.  “ ‘old on a minute, look at that big fat 

mester over there on 'is own, I bet he brings lots o' dinner to fill his belly.”
As they approached, they saw his food was in a box by his side on the low wall.

“He must think it's Christmas!”  muttered Wilf, “all that grub, an’ just for ‘im!”
Holding hands, they timidly stood in front of him, 

“He must be t' boss or a three-man.  Look, ‘es not mucky like rest of 'em,” Billy 

whispered.

Wilf wondered what a three-man was, maybe that's why he needed so much food, not 

daring to look up, he nudged his brother, “You ask ‘im then.”
Out came their story.  The foreman looked down at them, he had a heavy gold watch chain across his huge paunch, his steel-toed boots were large and menacing. Without saying a word, he reached into his tin box and gave them a bulky meat sandwich each.  

They couldn't believe it, they looked so good and so big.  Desperately hungry they were unable to resist, the lads began eating, cramming the sandwiches into their mouths.

Yuk!! it tasted awful!!    It was so hot it burned their mouths.  Fearful!  They spat it out, dropping the sandwiches.

“ He's tricked us! Come on Wilf run,  faster,  faster,  ‘e’s  poisoned us !!”
They began pushing the barrow as fast as their legs would carry them out of the gate.  The big man shouted after them shaking his fist.

“You ungrateful little buggers!! Don't you ever let me catch you in ‘ere again!! 

You'll get nowt' na more from me.”
The workers had watched the scene with delighted interest and their ringing laughter and shouts followed the boys out of the gate; those two little adventurers ran home to tell their mother about the nasty man and the kind people.  She was relieved to see them; they had been longer than she expected. They told their story between gulps of water.  Emma listened, then started to laugh.  “That's hot mustard, you silly things, that man was being very kind to you.  I'll go tomorra  an’ apologize to ‘im.  Mustard’s what grown-up's eat, yer could 'ave saved t'sandwich fer yer dad, ’e loves a bit o' mustard.” 

“Sorry Mam, ’e was as big as a giant, yer should ‘ave seen ‘is feet!  Great big 

clompers ‘e had.  He frightened us and we thought we were gonna die!” said Bill

“I'm never gonna eat that 'ot stuff it's 'orrible,” Wilf muttered in disgust.

(It would be "Keen's” hot mustard which is very strong)
She hurriedly emptied the contents of the barrow onto the tea chest table.  The kitchen was warm now and a kettle was boiling on the fire hob. Emma began sorting the crusts; some still had bits of meat or cheese, which she picked out and saved, then she soaked the bread in milk and water, to make a kind of pudding; it all went in the oven.  The oven was part of the black Yorkshire range, it held a small open coal fire with bars across which let down to form a stand for a saucepan, there was a hob at the right side and a small oven on the left with another hob on top; some ranges had a back boiler too for hot water. Emma’s didn’t.

After they had warmed their feet by the fire, Billy took the warm oven bottom plate wrapped in a rag upstairs to their father, to warm his bed.  Wilf carried the pudding; it looked good and he was hungry for his share.  They watched their sickly father enjoy the meagre meal.  Not knowing they hadn't eaten, he praised them for their scheme and laughed with them at their story. 

“You two 'ad better stick together, yer mek' a good team, like a pair o' boots you are, 

ones no good wi' out t'other.”
“Oh, but Dad. We've thought of another idea, were going int' woods t'pick daffodils 

an' sell 'em,  ont’ street corner,” said Wilf,  “That were my idea,  really Dad,” he 

wanted to take the credit.

“Oh yes! An’ 'ow much will yer sell 'em for?”
“A penny a bunch. ”
“That's very good, but yer cud' carry more if yer borro' Mrs. Buckle's barra' again.” 

Isaac said, with a gleam in his eye.  Savouring the phrase he had just spoken.

Billy soon put a damper on his dad's idea.  “We're gonna get our own barra dad., wi' 

some o' t' money from t' daffy's were gonna get an owd pram from rag an' bone man.”
With laboured breath their father said,  “That's a better idea than mine, when I'm 

Better, I'll ‘elp yer fix it up if yer find one,” 

The lads went down stairs with the empty bowl, there were two small bowls waiting in the hearth. 

“Come on you two get some of this inside yer,” said their mother, “it’s time 

you had something in yer tummies.”
They sat together on the floor in front of a blazing fire, eating hot crusty bits of bread, cheese. Life was good; they were toasty warm and satisfied with their accomplishment. Over the next two weeks they picked daffodils, even young Joseph, who was pushed in the empty barrow going and surrounded by bright yellow daffys coming back. The sales kept the family in food for quite a while, for three pennies Emma could buy a sheep's head, which she cooked slowly with lentils and a penny bunch of pot herbs it made a kind of stew that they called  ‘ash.    Billy eventually found a pram and used it to make a bit of money over the next couple of years.  

“ Daffodil O’ Daffodil

Would you like to live upon a hill

or die upon my window sill.

Would you like to live your life

or have me pluck you for my wife.

Would you stay within your bower

or start to die in half-an-hour.

No I will not cause you harm undue,

I’ll go and bring my love to you.’  G.W Valentines day 2000
As I write this I realize why it was my father never let me pick wild flowers on our picnics in Derbyshire when I was young.  He must have felt guilty about the hundreds he and his brothers picked over the years to sell.  He always said, "leave them luv' for other people to enjoy.”  The chapter you have just read was my favourite story as a child. Despite the W.W.2 I was never hungry. “Tell me a once upon a time story,” I would say.  Night after night, he told me these true tales during the Blitz on Sheffield in the 1940’s.  I sat with his strong arms around me in the air-raid shelter.  With the bombs thundering above us, we waited for the 'all clear' siren, wondering if we would make it through the night.  He rarely had shoes as a youngster and if he did they usually had cardboard insoles to keep the holes covered.  One whole winter when he was about 10 he went to school in his mother’s old-fashioned high-button boots, kids poked fun at him but he didn’t care his feet were warm and he wouldn’t miss going to school because he loved it.  He said his family’s poverty was always laced with laughter.  Knowing little of fairy stories, he used to say,  'I'll tell you real stories' and we listened my mother and I.  After the war when he was about forty-five and quite well off, he bought a pair of Antique "Chelsea" figurines little barefoot urchins with crooked rickety legs, they were pushing wheelbarrows.  He treasured them, because they reminded him of when he begged for bread, with his best brother Billy.  He would never know that I taught myself to paint at fifty or that I eventually painted his treasures, they still shine with the love that made them 200 years ago, and his memory shines too.  I checked the price of shoes and boots with the Bata Shoe Museum. At the turn of the century good shoes cost several weeks wages, depending on what you earned, and boots cost at least three weeks wages.  After my dad died we found box after box of brand new shoes. 
I also know that he would have consumed the knowledge that computers have brought to ordinary folk like us. 
CHAPTER 4     

Some months before the start of the First World War, the family’s path through life 

took an unforeseen turn; a paradigm shift, which would change forever the direction 

they had been going.  Ike 14 was learning a trade at Hardy Patent Pick the well 

known pick and shovel manufacturers; he had done the customary labouring to start, 

then had graduated to a metal press which he was learning to operate. 

Everything was going fine, until one day there was a loud banging on the door at # 2 

House #2 Court, Little London Place.

“Missis! Missis! It’s your Lad!!”
Emma quickly opened the door; there stood a youth, red in the face and out of breath 

from running. 

“There’s been an accident!  They’ve just take your Ike t’ Royal Hospital.”
Emma felt her knees buckle. “How bad is he?” 

She barely got the words out, her mind and actions racing ahead of her words. 

“Where’s mi coat,  I’ll need money for t’ tram.  How bad is he?” 

She quickly lifted the old teapot off the mantle and took the odd pennies out 

shoving  them into her pocket.

“He lost a finger Missis! He din’t pull his hand out fast enough.”
“Oh God.” Emma felt the pain of the press and the trauma that must have followed; it 

tore at her guts.

“I’m going lad.  Will you tell t’neighbour next door to tell his dad an’ mi other lads.” 

She grabbed young Joseph and dressed him.

It took about 30 minutes to get to the Hospital, she ran up the steps, carrying her 

youngest son and headed straight for the casualty room, looking for her oldest son.  

The ‘Sister’ in charge noticed Emma’s agitation.

 “Can I help you dear?”
“Yes Sister please, my eldest son Ike has just been brought here, he’s lost a finger, 

they said.”
“You must be Mrs. Wardley. Come, sit down, I’ll send a porter to get you a cup of 

tea, we don’t want you fainting on us.”
“Is he all right Sister?”
“Yes, he’s a brave lad, not a peep out of him, he has lost his forefinger on his right 

hand I’m afraid.” 

She hesitated, to let what she had just said sink in. 

“His right hand?”
“Yes dear, I’m sorry, but there is a bright note to this, because it was done at work he 

will get some compensation for his injury.”
Emma didn’t take much in of what the sister was saying, all she could think of was, 

it’s his right hand.

The Sister continued. “He is in surgery right now they are tidying it up. We’ll most 

likely keep him in for a couple of days, he may be suffering from shock; you can wait 

here if you like then when the doctor has finished you will be able to see your son.”
“I’d like that, thank you Sister.”
What seemed like hours later Emma was allowed to see her son; she was surprised how well he looked, his hand was bandaged by now. 

“How are yer lad?”
“I’m all right mum I feel a bit woozy, don’t worry about mi finger it’s only pain, it’ll 

get easier. I won’t be able t’work for a bit though.”
“Don’t yer worry about that luv’ I want to get you home, and look after you. You do 

every thing they say.”
“Mam” 

“Yes luv’.”
“Yer know what people will say, don’t yer?”  

“What?’
“They’ll say. That’ll stop yer from pickin’ your nose,” and he laughed.

“Must you lot always be makin’ a joke over serious things!” she sighed.

“Well, look at it this way, it’s gone, it won’t grow back, an’ there’s still some on’ 

it left, I didn’t lose all on’ it, a bit of a finger’s better than no finger at all; so I’m not 

going to get miserable about it, it’ll be somethin’ I learn to live with, or without!”
“There yer go again. Well I suppose we have to be thankful it wasn’t worse.” 

“The doctor who stitched it up, told me I could get compensation from the factory, he 

said I wasn’t properly supervised, because I’m only a lad. He said go, and see the 

people in management.”
“Yes love, all right, we’ll go together when yer feel up to it.”
It was quickly learned, that 14 pounds was the going rate for the loss of a forefinger at that particular factory, with no negotiation with the injured party. They talked about what to do with the money which had been safely put away, in the 'Yorkshire Penny Bank' for a while. 

 “Let’s not waste it Mam eh? That’s a lot of money, most we’ve ever ‘ad. Sometimes 

good things come out of the blue like this, from bad luck. You put it to good use, buy 

some furniture, you could buy lots o’ nice furniture and beds wi all that money” 

Emma thought for a minute.  “ Yes lad you are right! We’ll certainly put it to good 

use, but lets make the money give us a living, one I can do with you lads; let’s move 

furniture instead.  We’ll buy a pony and flat cart! And if we stretch it a bit it’ll buy a 

couple of  feather mattresses for you lads” 

‘ Eeh! That’s a good idea! you’d  allus wanted that an’ you’d ‘ave lots of help from us 

six, imagine Wardley and Sons,  Furniture Removers, it’s a good job you ‘ad all boys 

after all Mam.

Ike luv’ I couldn’t wish for better sons than you and your brothers, you’re a good lot. With her son Ike’s approval, a few weeks later Emma bought a pony, and cart and because of the loss of a finger all their lives changed forever.

 So with no previous knowledge at all and not much fore-thought and with no guarantee of any kind of work either, my family  plunged  into the risky removal business. A flat cart and Tom, a dappled brown pony was bought; Tom was a rough looking strong animal, he was a ‘Dales pony’ like a pit pony with strong legs and a sturdy compact body. 
“Where would you begin, with this new idea you’ve got?” Isaac had asked.

With confidence she replied, “Well the local newspaper will give us all kinds of information of course, that’s just plain common sense and we’ll pin notices up in newsagents windows offering our services, you could make us those Isaac dear, with your beautiful handwriting.”
After Tom was settled in a small stable close by, Emma began to scour the local papers, she noticed an auction was to be held close by on the following Saturday; it was ideal and they all could attend, even Ike who was still off work. It was a house contents sale, with fine furniture, paintings and porcelain; according to the ad.’   

Early on the day of the sale, their cart was loaded with tea chests, straw, rope, and packing materials, begged, or borrowed. Everyone was clean, finger-nails were scrubbed, the boys hair was slicked down with ‘tap’oline, their faces shone like new pennies and their clothes were freshly patched and darned. A great crowd stood around waiting for the sale to commence, numerous carriers and dealers carts lined the street. It was a good residential area with large detached houses opposite the local park and not far from the John Ruskin Museum. 

The sale started. Emma and Isaac began to watch the bidding process, enthralled by this strange, new wonderful world, the busy-ness of it all, the characters and their comments. Regulars quick to berate any item that they may ‘strangely’ buy later on.

 In the trade it was called, that a wonderful local Yiddish dealer word  

‘Sherricsing’.

A auctioneers helper would lift an item above the heads of the crowd.

“ Lot # 55 A Victorian enamel bidet Sir, with mahogany legs and cover.” 

The auctioneer nodded. 

“Ladies, and Gentlemen! What am I bid?”
“What’s that for?”
“It’s to wash you’re feet in! I think.” 

Then the comical patter began.

“A set of mahogany fire irons! Sorry madam the chocolate fire guard is going to be 

sold later on!”
Then.

“Sold to Mr. Abbott, and a very good buy if you permit me to say so Sir.”
 The auctioneer kept milking it. “You could possibly make a profit on that.” 

“Next Lot! Yes Madam! It is cracked, which means you’ll look after it better.

There’s only one left in the world and we have both of them.”
Most of these ‘ad - libs’ were hooks to hold the publics’ attention. It worked Emma was hooked. The name Abbott was announced several times as the auctioneer’s gavel fell. She couldn't see who was doing the bidding, it was all very subtle to her untrained eye, the dealers had secret signs and winks which the general public and newcomers were unaware of. 

Numbers were not used, Auctioneers then asked the name of a buyer when the gavel fell, but only if the buyer was a newcomer and was unknown to the auction house. Later Emma realized that an auctioneers helpers ( called a 'lifter off' )  wrote in chalk on the back of the furniture the name of the buyer of every item of furniture sold. Such a simple idea, and it worked so well.  Some of the furniture I have in my home today still has ‘Wardley’ written on the back. From the age of 8, I was allowed to pick my birthday present every year out of the shop. What a lucky child I was. 

Emma asked the auctioneer's clerk where Mr. Abbott was. 

“Oh  yes! Mr. Abbott,  he's over there Missis.” The clerk pointed to a tall thin man in 

the crowd.  “He's a ‘ big’ dealer from Beighton.” 

She tidied her hair and clothes, and walked through the crowds of dealers and other carriers.

“Excuse me Sir. Would you be  wanting your furniture delivered?” she asked, putting 

on her best ladylike voice.   

“Well as a matter of fact, I have bought too much, more than my cart will carry, it 

would save me coming back again,” came the reply as he looked the bold woman up 

and down. “Do you have any experience?”   

Emma looked him in the eye. “No Sir, we've just started in the removal business, you 

see I have six sons, my hope is that one day each of them will have his own cart. My 

eldest just got hurt in a factory accident. That’s not going to happen again, if we can 

make a go of the removal trade.”
She put her hand out, grabbed his and squeezed as hard as she could.  

“I'm Mrs. Wardley. We'll be very careful Sir and we'd work cheap.”
He shook her hand. “I'm sure you will, Mrs. Wardley, I'm Tom Abbott, now let's  take 

a look at your cart, to see how much of my stuff you can get on.” 

Mr. Abbott walked over to the pony and cart. He noticed tall boy’s injury, the woman hadn't lied.  Isaac took off his cap, and nudged his boys to stand up straight..  
“Mr. Wardley ?”
The men exchanged hand shakes as they did then and of course Isaac’s was like a vice grip.

“Yes Sir, I’m Isaac, the father of this young lot.”
Please to meet you, I was wondering, do you have carriage lamps? It will be dark when you start back, my shop is in Beighton Village on the main road, its about 8 miles from here..

“Don't worry about anything Sir, I know the place,” said Isaac, “ an’ I'll soon 

fix the light situation.”  

He turned to Emma. 

“You start loadin' t'furniture, pack anythin' small in t' tea chests wi' t'straw we 

brought. I'm goin' back to t' house to gerra  candle an' a jam jar!”
Off he ran, thinking, she can charm the birds out of the trees can my lass. Emma and her sons were nervous and excited, but they tried to look experienced as they loaded the cart.  She put young Joseph inside a tea chest so he couldn't wander, he clung to the edge of the wooden box, trying to see what was going on, then slowly as his hold loosened he fell asleep in the bottom, curled up in the straw like a little puppy. The boys watched everything, their eyes relished the beauty and craftsmanship of the things they saw sold.  A dealer's life might be fun, thought Billy, that's what I want to be when I grow up, this can’t be work, work makes you mucky, these men looked 

clean, and well dressed and they laughed a lot and he saw money changing hands between  a group of men and he wondered what they were buying.  

More on this illegal activity  in the next chapter Graham will explain.

Isaac came back with the candle. “I've brought a bottle o' water and some bread for 

the lads, they can’t work on empty stomachs.”
But of course he and Emma knew that was possible. He fastened the jar to the front of the cart, no rear light was needed; then he tied the load down with rope after packing straw in between the furniture, where Emma had missed. Mr. Abbott had watched them out of the corner of his eye, he believed in giving people a chance. When he saw they were competent enough he carried on loading his own cart, then gave them directions and left.  

The gavel fell. “What name Madam?”
“Mrs. Wardley.”
“Thank you Madam.”
‘Worldly’ was quickly scribbled across the upholstery.

Emma had just bought an old one-sided blue couch for a sixpence.  It was in a worn state, with sad sagging springs. The family parted company and the three older boys picked up the couch to carry it home in triumph; it was the first they had ever owned.

The two younger brothers were excited, they had never been outside the city limits.

Wilf kept saying.  “I'm goin' t' be a removal man, an' go travelin'.” 

He and Billy stood together inside an empty tea chest, fastened in tight, yet within arms reach of Emma; young Joseph sat on her knee. Wilf ‘s voice sounded funny as he bumped up and down on the cart, making it's way over the cobbles.   They couldn't stop laughing and were getting giddy, until their father threatened to make them walk, for 'actin' daft'.  Emma looked back at their beaming faces and mentally kept her fingers crossed; her stomach churned in nervous anticipation.  She whispered to her husband at her side. “They’re just excited luv’ don’t spoiled it for ‘em, they did try very hard, an’ they’re only little.” 

Then Isaac realized he had been too harsh, ruining their enjoyment of the moment, so he began to sing.

 “Joshu-are, Joshu-are, nicer than lemon squash you are, Oh my Gosh you-are, 

Joshua-are. Washu –are.”
Everyone joined in.

Reaching the edge of the city, they paused and looking back saw the chimney stacks of  factories and houses, the muck and the mire, where once had been green valleys, and several clean rivers. Tom the pony trotted along the now pleasant country road, he seemed to sense the merriment of his new owners sitting behind him on the cart.  Emma loved the countryside she had been born there, at a village called Eckington, near the big estate of the Sitwell family. Her children had never breathed fresh country air, or seen cows or sheep on the hills and dales.
 “Joshu-are Joshu-are. Why don't you call and see Pop-ar. He'll be pleased to know---- that you're my best beau.”

 “What are those things?” Billy said.

“They’re haystacks for feeding animals and straw for their beds”
They passed a flock of sheep and lambs.

“Look at them over there they’ve got black socks on.”  cried Wilf.

His mother laughed. “They’re baby lambs, they’re not socks, that’s the colour of their 

legs.

A few minutes later Wilf said………Ooh look at all that chocolate!!! 

He was pointing to a field ahead.

Emma smiled . “That’s not chocolate luv,” she said kindly.  It’s fresh ploughed soil, 

It’s what farmers plant seeds in to make things grow, you know like carrots and 

potatoes.”
“Hmmmmm.  I wish it was Chocolate,” said young Wilf.

Eventually they arrived at the furniture shop and carefully unloaded the cart, nothing was damaged. They all pitched in and helped their first customer adjust the shop around to accommodate the new inventory and to give the display a fresh look. 

 Mr. Abbot’s shop was really three shops in a row, with two arch-ways connecting the different showrooms; the middle one held the finest antique furniture. There nicely displayed was a tall 18th century brass faced grandfather clock, a period rosewood sofa table, on which stood a pair of Sevres vases adorned with ormolu. Nearby was a 7 pc satin- wood bedroom suite of elegant design, decorated with delicately painted scrolls and flowers on the panels and drawers. In reverence of such splendid wood young Bill stood in silence in the archway not daring to enter.

“Look at these beautiful things,” he said softly. As if he was seeing another world that was so very different from the one he had always known.  Mr. Abbott put his hand on the little lad’s shoulder, then he spoke.  

“I see you like this stuff, it’s nice when young un’s appreciate it.  What’s your name?” 

“I’m William Henry Sir, I’m nearly eight.  I like all this furniture, I like how 

it shines an’ t’colours,” and not knowing it was wrong to ask, continued. “Did you 

buy it all from auctions Sir?   Did you make any of this furniture?”
Stunned by the Billy’s forthrightness, the dealer parried.  “Nay William lad, I’m not 

that clever;  I don’t create though I wish could.  Some times you know this stuff 

nearly talks to me, like it’s had a life of its own and could tell a story or two, it’s lovely isn’t it?  Wonderful craftsmanship went into the design and making of all this.  I buy it from auctions and sometimes somebody dies, so I buy the contents of a house, that’s called a deceased estate.  I don’t get everything in the house, because of course the relatives get first pick of the best stuff, we call the first pick, ‘The Sweets” in the trade lad, we are very lucky if we get those. Run your hand over that, that’s old patina and remember William Henry it’s a privilege just to handle it and hold it, even if I can’t keep it. You see it’s how I make my living by selling it.  I do keep a few nice pieces though.”

My uncle Bill never forgot how that dealer changed his and his brothers lives and the 

dealer?  He was right, when he later  told my uncle Bill  the moving business was a 

good trade for getting an education and bonus, the bonus being, unwanted furniture 

and effects.  Oh dear reader I could write another book about that trade in mine and Graham’s day. It spoils you for other jobs because its so interesting and you get paid for 

traveling to interesting places you wouldn’t otherwise see and then there is the bonus, stuff  that was there just for the taking if you wanted it,  just left behind, sadly most of it prior to about 1970 ended up on the dump in the U.K.  

Mr. Abbott held Bill’s hand and continued to explain the delights of fine craftsmanship.

“This is satinwood and that’s rosewood, then there’s kingwood and walnut, see that, 

that’s inlayed tulip wood and boxwood, that’s fruitwood, over here this is ebony, 

that comes from far away over the sea.”
Showing him the cover of a keyhole, he continued. 

“This here is called an escutcheon plate, for the key, look at how much love and 

thought they have put into such a minor detail, it makes the entire piece even more 

beautiful; even down to this little tiny edge on the drawer that’s called cock beading. 

You’ll remember that won’t you!” he smiled.

“I’ll try an’ remember everything  Sir, that looks different, what wood is that?” Billy  

pointed to a tall linen press.. 

“Spanish Mahogany is that beauty, though really it’s from an island called Cuba. Next 

time you’re at school ask your teacher to show you it on the map it’s near America.” 

Then he walked the youngster around the furniture.  Later Billy checked out a few 

price tags already on show in the shop and wondered how much profit there was on 

them and which would be ‘On to nowt.’  He knew right there he would be a dealer of 

fine things one day. 

Old Wood, so precious, so rare, it’s true.

Don’t have a good eye, you only like new ?

Ain’t that a pity! Hey sound the alarm.

Look at old patina and study its charm.

Satinwood, Tulipwood, Kingwood, and Yew.

Rosewood, Boxword, Elm, I’ll name just a few.

Feel it and fondle it, study piece after piece.

Read, ask, and listen, let your knowledge increase

Learn by eye, it’s a honour to touch,

If you know what is right, it won’t cost that much

They cut and they cut, fell tree after tree.

What’s wrong with them! couldn’t they see.

Where is now? some fancy auction no doubt.

Buyers pay premiums, they’ve money and clout. 

For centuries they plundered, for Galleons galore

So Lords and Admirals could play their waged war.

Then: Oaks trees were plentiful, they knew for sure,

We say: ‘Let’s be careful’, and we planted some more.

But its pine for stair, railing, and floor. 

Rare woods have gone, they  grow no more. 

Now wood is smaller and harder to find, 

Tiny pieces they’ll sell, that we glue and we bind

So lets love what is left before it’s abuse, 

M.D.F. and sawdust are really no use.  A,W.
Soon  the job was finished with everything organized and completed.

“Well Mrs. Wardley how much do I owe you?” Asked Mr. Abbott. 

“Oh, I'll leave that to you Sir,  I know you'll be fair with us.”
 He looked at her sympathetically; he realized she didn't know what to charge.   

“All right, I'll give you six shillings, will that be fair?”  

“Yes thank you,” said Emma trying to contain herself.

“I'll see you at all the regular auctions, shall I ?”
“Where would they be Sir?”  She knew of a few, but thought Mr. Abbott might give 

her the full list.

“Oh there are several every week, I'll write you the names and times. If I had sons I 

wouldn't want them working in a factory either.  Bring young William Henry again, 

I’ll explain what stuff is, I’ll tell him about the different periods of furniture 

styles and what to watch for, he seems to enjoy it, it’s nice to get ‘em young, not 

many   that age would be interested.  I’ll find him an old ledger book so he can write 

things down next time, but I bet he’ll remember most of what he’s seen today though, 

we only get the big thrills once they say.”
“ I know what you mean Mr. Abbott! I know exactly what you mean.” She replied. 

And he understood..

With that he went inside his shop, then a few minutes later came back with a list of Auction Houses in Sheffield.

“You can get work at all of these, I'll give you as much work as I can Mrs. Wardley,

all I ask is that you look after my stuff, good luck to you and your family.”
“We will Sir, you can have my word on that and thank you very much for trusting 

us and showing us the ropes.”
 She was starting to feel part of the system.  That was the start of a long friendship. 

You may be wondering how our family eventually learned their moving skills.  That came from Emma who from the start had watched the best, a local family of professional furniture movers called the Merrill Brothers, who had been in the business since the mid 19th century.  She watched them on moves, standing well back, yet she could see how they worked. They moved pianos up specially designed ladders, manoeuvring the heaviest pianos into second floor windows. She watched them dismantle furniture to accommodate tight entranceways and staircases. She looked at their equipment and had Isaac make copies with improvements he developed. The big difference between the 2 families lay in loading the furniture, a small van makes for a good packer/loader and Emma and her sons excelled at that. Years later the brothers of both families went on pleasure trips together, along with dealers and staff from the local auction-houses.

Climbing onto the cart, she squeezed Isaac's hand.  

“He's given me Six! Shillings.” She whispered excitedly.

“Ay Lass, that's wonderful!  It didn’t seem like work did it? You’ll be developing 

muscles you never knew you ‘ad ”
They all waved good-bye to Mr. Abbott.  

It was dusk and with the candle flickering in the jar, the family headed back to the City.  One by one their offspring fell asleep, snuggled together in the straw.  For a moment Isaac and Emma were quiet with their own thoughts; he broke the silence. 

“Emma lass, these lads will remember this all their lives, it’s a giant stepping stone 

for them and healthier an' more fun than chipping stone for a living, we'd better 

get some more of these jobs.”  

She answered.  “ What a nice man too, I can't grasp it yet, I'm so 'appy I could 

burst, I've bin thinkin' there's a shilling for bran an’ oats for Tom an’ t’ rest for some 

good food for us, its been a ‘Roses and Rainbow’ day today my dear.”
No mention was made of a pint of beer, so Isaac kept his mouth shut, it was her idea and Ike's money; if they were lucky, they all might get treated to a fish and chip supper, He thought.

Good food to my grandmother meant red meat; extras like bananas and big blocks of dates, which years later were always kept on the table.  She firmly believed dates gave herself and her family the fantastic stamina they had. It may have been the food but I think most of their stamina came from the fact they loved their job and the money.    The blue couch they bought at the auction, today would probably be worth a thousand dollars. My father said it had a walnut frame with small cabriole legs and white pottery casters encased in brass leg mounts. Then it was just second-hand furniture, such things; even in the 1960's, were usually taken to the dump along with other Victorian furniture. We have taken load after load of what is now considered fashionable and very valuable. It pains us to think what we threw away and what we had to burn.  Upholstered furniture especially, was considered almost worthless because as the saying went. 'You don't know where it’s been'.

 Over the years Tom the pony became part of Emma’s brood  and she would oft put her arms around his neck and kiss him saying, " Thank you Tommy my friend for giving us a living."    When he had colic, she brought him in the kitchen to keep him warm. He lived a long happy life. 
As you read these stories Graham and I  heard as children, you may think it's all about trying to make money.  So what!  That's how it was.  We make no apologies for  it. Hey you with your easy chair reading this tale; do you have a nice bed with sheets, and a comforter maybe, even a table and chair, not to mention a TV, a car, a washer, dryer and a phone, even a ‘cell phone’.   They had to be enterprising they had no choice, all our family could depend on then for survival was their wit. There was no Welfare State, or national health service, no unemployment insurance, no food banks, or abuse shelters and certainly no government cheques came through the mail either. You looked after yourself and your family or went in the workhouse, or died. Yet it was better than earlier times, before the abolition of child labour. Young children as young as five worked down the coal mines, they were known as hurriers. If they had parents, they were carried still sleeping to their place of work, starting at 5 or 6 a.m. and there they toiled twelve to fourteen hours a day, opening trap doors or pulling carts along the tracks, in the blackness of the pit, even pregnant women pulled coal carts. The British Empire was built on the backs of  slaves of every colour not just black. In England young children were bought from the workhouses and orphanages in the south of England, promised roast beef and plum pudding and a happy life in the country, sold by a committee of their betters, who decided to whom they should be sold. What those children got was a hell on earth; rarely seeing daylight, working, and sleeping was all they did, food was onion porridge and oatcakes, they were lied to and could do nothing about it.   They were just there for the picking and as each one was picked and used, another took it's place. 

 We say it, because it, is not human, that's just the way they were treated See reference re  http:www.spartacus.schoolnet.co.uk./IRbirley.htm   Re Interview in the mid 1800’s

The book “The Rape of the Rose”  tells  of over the years in the early 1800’s thousands of very young boys and girls, being packed and tightly shipped by the dozens on a journey that took five days, unfed and not let out to pee, breathing their own and others filth. They were tied down under dray cloths in big carts coming from the workhouses in London and other big cities. They came to toil in the industrial North of England, in cotton and wool mills, factories and mines. Few people cared. Human fodder was disposable, they had no stories to leave behind for their children because they rarely lived past the age of 18.  There were thousands of  deaths from factories accidents and many of those who survived  were maimed for the rest of their short lives. The average death rate for a knife grinder was 18.94. years in 1838, for a saw maker it was 15 years.  There are no folk tales about the mines and the mills of that period.   Oliver Twist and other stories by Charles Dickens were sugar coated compared to reality. Young children of our fathers' and grandparents generation had it better than the previous ones, they went to school, but they were grown up at twelve and had to do a man's work. Some children were half timers, working half the time in the mills and half the time at school.   We all grow on the shoulders of previous generations and thanks to their efforts to survive, we have it easy. We were privileged children, Graham and I because of the hard work of our uncles and fathers and our Grandmother and Grandfather, our generation had it very easy, despite World War 2.     Our lives and theirs had many bumps, that's how it is. As my maternal grandmother used to say.  Life’s  a gamble.
“I'm a removal man you know.” Young Wilf kept saying, as he shared a bag of chips and a fish cake with his brother. Tom had been bedded down for the night and they had walked back from his stable with their father.

Emma and young Joe had dropped off the cart to wait in the line up of people at 'Up Two Steps;' that was the name local kids gave to their favourite Fish and Chip shop. As they turned the corner of their passage, they saw Ike fast asleep on the couch, it was outside, under the kitchen window sill. ‘WORLDLY’ still visible on the velvet upholstery.

“What's up?’’ Isaac nudged his son awake.

“Oh! yer back, I've bin looking after it, it's too big dad, it won't fit.”
Emma passed him his share of the fish and chips.

“ It's got to fit, we've bought it now, we can't tek it back.” 

She went inside to put Joe to bed.

“Some removal men you lot are.” Isaac said, as Len and Albert joined them outside. 

They all sat on the couch eating the surprise supper, discussing the problem.

“'ave yer tried it.” 

“Yes dad honest.”
“Don't you lot get yer greasy fingers all over it.”said Emma, who had joined them.

Wiping their fingers with her big apron, she said. “Are you goin' to sit there all night, 

come on lets get it inside, you get hold of one end Isaac an’ I'll get hold of this.”
They turned it over on its side and in the door it went. 

“Piece o' cake. That's how yer do it, if it won't go one way, try t’other.”
“I think yer spoke too soon luv'.” Emma whispered “They meant it was too big for the 

room not t’doorway.”
They had lifted it over the tea chest table and placed it on the back wall, between the cellar door and the upstairs door, the wall space between the two doors was 4 feet the 

couch was over 7 feet it over-lapped both doors.  They tried again to the left. It blocked the cellar door completely and 6 inches of the upstairs door.

“Again to t’right.” 

The upstairs door was now cut off and six inches of the cellar door.

“Sod it !  A tanner  thrown away!”
“Now! Now! Isaac Wardley.”
The lads were enjoying their parents’ predicament.

“I told you it wouldn't fit dad.” said Albert. “We spent ages tryin'.”
“Will you all shut up a bit while I get mi thinkin' cap on.”
“I know,” said Ike interrupting.  “Lets saw it in 'alf!  an' mek' two chairs.”
“Don't be so bloody clever! 2 chairs need 8 legs!  'old on a minute. I've got an 

idea.”  

He squeezed past the couch and pushed open the cellar door, down the steps he ran; he returned quickly carrying a small bag of tools.

“What's he goin' to do Mam?” Billy whispered

“ Shh, I don't know luv'. Ask yer dad he knows best.”
“What are you thinkin' dad?” It was Wilf's turn. “Can I help ?”
“Yes, come 'ere yer nosy little bugger,  an' 'old this bottom cupboard door while I tek 

these hinges off.” 

He pushed the couch to the right to get some space to work.  Wilf held the door while the others watched as his Dad took the door from its frame.

“What are you doin' Isaac!”
“You'll soon see lass.”
With both bottom cupboard doors removed and the shelf out, Isaac had gained an extra 18 inches. He lifted the side of the couch that had no back, then placed the left legs inside the cupboard in the newly created space. Everybody cheered, Emma tittered behind her hand, now the upstairs door was clear. 

“It looks so daft Isaac luv',” she said. “What will people think and what happens 

when we want to go down t' cellar.”
“Yer push it t' other way yer silly chuff, or yer step o’r it. It's either that, or put it on 

bonfire next Guy Fawkes night.  An' bugger t’other people!  Most on 'em round here 

haven't got one anyway!”
“Ah, dad it's lovely, we'll manage.” 

Everyone squeezed up to sit on the new couch. Billy was the closest to the cupboard 

so he bent over so he could fit inside it; looking sideways from his tight quarters he said.“ You'd soon get neck ache at this side Mam, we'd better let Joseph have this end until he grows big.”  
“Now, Now, Silly Billy.   It'll do just fine luv', I'd hate to part wi' it.” 

She was thinking it would be nice to have a nap on it like her posh mistress had done, on her one sided couch in her fancy bedroom at the big house. The new 'sofie ' was soon embellished with what would eventually become known as the 'sofie sack'. An oft washed potato sack; the sofa sack was placed on the low end next to the cellar door; this was for the smaller members of the family to step on, when emerging from the cellar, sometimes carrying a bucket of coal. The sofa 'did,' for a number of years.  That was a small inconvenience compared to the ‘Great War’ which was on the horizon.

CHAPTER 5

Emma had talked to Tessie about keeping an eye out for her boys, while she went looking for work at the auctions.

Tessie had said. “Don’t worry, they can play wi’ rest on ‘em int’ yard, I’ll let ‘em 

in if it starts to rain.”
She tied all the many small children she watched, to an old washing line; each child had its own length of rope, she then tied the main rope to her kitchen-door knob.  It meant the kids could play outside, without her watching them, they couldn't get lost or run down the passage, without her knowing.  Her door was left open, if it banged shut,  she knew that one of the children had reached the end of their tether, and the end of the passage; then she would go outside to give them a gentle scolding for going too near the road. 

 When my dad first told me that little tale I had visions of the many small children playing and being entangled in chaotic lengths of rope, rather like a bunch of human grapes.

 Emma had checked the list of regular saleroom auctions Mr. Abbott had given her against the dates in the newspaper ads and decided the first place worthy of being chosen was J.J. Greaves and Sons in the centre of Sheffield; an auction was held there each and every Thursday and was frequented by dealers and those who wanted to be and the general public. She awoke early that first day and went to get Tom and the cart from the stable. On her return her sons were up and getting washed. Ike by this time had left for work, she didn’t know exactly where Isaac was, somewhere out of town at a quarry in a village called Criche in Derbyshire where his stonemason grandfather Isaac Ellis had worked, in the early 1800s.

“Come on you lot,” she said enthusiastically.  “We’ve got a lot to look forward to now, we have prospects, let’s not waste our chance, now let me see if you are all presentable.  

Bill, you take Wilf to school.   Mrs. Buckle is going to look after Joe for me, so it’s  Albert and Len who are to come with me.”

“Len’s not here mum, he’s at ‘Wag School’.”  

For more on this, see my fathers words later in the next chapter.

In her excitement Emma had forgotten her dear son Len was not present at all; his absence was due to the crime he had committed a few months before, that of playing truant so he could earn a little money during his fathers illness. She wouldn’t see Len again for another three months.  Her face changed and tears came to her eyes, she stopped dead in her tracks, just as quickly she pulled her self together and herded everyone outside, along with her own brave face.

Joseph was pushed quickly inside the house next door. “He’s here Tessie, I’m off.” 

“All reight! Good luck lass, he’ll be safe wi me” 

Wilf and Bill went unwilling off to school.

“Not fair! I wanted to go an’ all!” muttered Bill.

“Me too,” said Wilf, 

They sulked and shuffled their way to school.

Tom was waiting on the street. The ‘new’ movers climbed aboard.

“ Come on Tommy lad,” said Emma, quietly making a sucking noise with her lips.

Butterflies and bees were flying around her insides. ‘This bloomin’ stomach ache, 

maybe it’s heartache for Len.’ She thought.

Her son sat with his back to his mother to support her back and off they went. Emma was quiet with her own worries. After a while Albert spoke.
“ If we get a load and I can’t get on the cart cus it’s too heavy for Tom, shall I catch a 

tram t’address we are going to deliver the stuff to and get there before you.”
 “Good thinking Albert, but let’s get t’ load first! Besides Mr. Abbott might be there, 

and there’s no trams to Beighton.  You’d ‘ave to catch the train; but they’re cheap 

enough, an’ after today you can come later than me, it doesn’t need more than one to 

wait around for 6 hours till the sale is over, yer can look after Joseph.”
“I’d rather come with you, I’d learn a lot quicker, besides if I learn fast it means you 

can stay at home, and bake and cook, that’s what women should do really Mam, mi 

dad said  little women  like you aren’t made for liftin’ furniture.” 

“ I know that Albert luv’,  but its about time you realized that just your dad’s wages 

aren’t going to get us anything better than what we’ve already got and I think you’ll 

agree that ‘as never been very much, besides it’s not fair it’s all on his shoulders. 

I know he drinks, but I ‘ave to pull my weight too and you lot ‘ave as well, it’s the 

only way to get us a better way of living, an’ put some bread on t’ table. You’re 

all growin’ lads and need more food now and I’ve got to get some meat on mi bones; 

so its better to get a bit of muscle ache from heavy work than bellyache from lack o’ 

food.  Trying this idea is one way to get good food and a decent pair of boots, if it 

works we’ll all be laughin’ and after all it’ll only be for a few years, till your brothers 

are grown up and they can help. So for now I ‘ave to take a few risks wi’ mi body in 

order for us to get on.”
Albert said nothing for the time being.

It was 8.45a.m when they arrived at the auction room, in plenty of time to find a spot 

for Tom and the cart near the loading door. She had a feed bag ready for the pony, and some food and a stone bottle of ginger beer for themselves. It was going to be a long day. 

Although the sale started at 10 a.m. there were people already in the main hall. Some were well dressed and looked prosperous.   The various carts outside numbered about 10, so there was plenty of rivalry.  Emma knew it would take time to get acquainted with the dealers, first impressions were very important.  She had brought a pencil and paper to jot down anything significant, including buyers’ name and what each bought in detail. The chalked  names on the back of furniture was a real bonus.  Her attention would have to be kept on what was happening at all times and in order to acquire customers she had to be at least as good as the carters already in the business.  People were examining everything prior to the sale, testing for rickety legs, chipped china and hairline cracks. To her right as she entered was a huge pile of carpets, where perched like goats on a mountainside, were some of the carters, the higher they went the better the view. Experience told them the carpets were sold after lunch just before the good stuff,  ‘under the clock.’   

When regulars heard the auctioneer say “ and under the clock’’ they knew it was the best of the whole sale. Of course Greaves like other auction houses had special sales where every item was fine and ‘Right’, their commission for regular sales was 10%  and for fine auctions it was 8%  for real estate they received a princely commission of  2.%.  Auctioneers weren’t as greed then, but of course their wages bill and running 

costs was very low too.

Past the carpets further along wall was furniture of every kind and a few pieces of almost new Art Nouveau, all the rage at the moment, which Emma had only seen in such places as Johnson, and Appleyards windows. The rest was a mixture of Edwardian, heavy Victorian and Georgian pieces, and even heavier  “Early black oak”.    She nudged Albert. “That stuff won’t be easy, but we’ll manage.” 

On the left was the auctioneers raised podium with a ledger clerk’s table below. Along the left wall were long tables filled with a multitude of various tin trays on which were arranged ‘Smalls,’ china, silver, brass, copper, glass, clocks and cutlery. On both sides were three tiers of picture rails, here, large and small paintings hung. All along the room high above were skylights, at the end were the office windows on the second floor looking down upon the activity of the hall. This formed the back of the hall, which accommodated a jumble of everyday things. Like mighty mangles five feet high, made of cast iron, with great big wooden rollers 5’’ thick held tightly together by an enormous leaf spring. There were iron bedsteads, dolly tubs, and peg legs, hasteners, clothes horses, pots and pans, wooden kitchen chairs, rough  tables and chests, ironing boards, wooden step ladders, linens, lamps, buckets, shovels, garden tools and huge ‘corner lots’ of ropes, sea shells, broken musical instruments, a box of sharks teeth, wooden toys, and hundreds of gold leaf picture frames. A virtual plethora of attic jetsam, their utility and promise abandoned with the dust. Old feather beds keeping forever secret  tales of birth and death, lust and love, stained like a map of England, together with their underlings, pitch pine wind-up spring mattresses; a wonderful breeding haven for bed bugs within their tightly coiled steel mesh.

As Emma looked around she realized that she had better be careful and not be tempted to spend what she might earn, to replace everything she had lost a year before to the bailiffs.  As time passed she familiarized herself with the faces.  Two women who looked friendly were sat near the tables, as if to reserve their vantage point. One dark like herself, they could have been sisters, carried a large crocodile skin handbag, she was elegantly dressed around her neck and shoulders was fox stole with it’s nose and glass eyes gleaming. The other woman was small with bright titian hair she had a beautiful complexion and a noble Jewish face. The women chatted to each other, laughing occasionally.  Emma decided to sit close to them; both ladies nodded to her politely. Meanwhile she had noticed 3 men in green aprons taking slips of paper, from the better dressed clientele, who then left hurriedly.  They seemed to favour one man who was tall and thin with shifty eyes and a sour look, he keep looking all around, as if expecting someone to attack him. She was intrigued by this practice, until she heard one of the men say to the lifter off  “Don’t miss it for a quid.”  

She looked at the item they were discussing and thought that’s worth more than a quid.

What my grandmother didn’t know then was, the notes contained a list of items the absentee buyer wanted to purchase and how much he was willing to pay for them. The lifter off would bid for the absentee and if successful, the practice of the day was to split the difference between the two of them.  The difference being, the ‘actual buying’ price and the ‘willing to pay’ price. So if some one left a bid, known then as a commission, for 10 pounds and the actual buying price was 8 pounds the lifter off got a pound.

Albert stood nervously by her.

“You go and have a look around luv ’ try to imagine what things will sell for, keep 

you eyes and ears open, there’s a lot to learn here.” she winked at him.

He wandered away, hands clasped behind him so he couldn’t be accused of touching 

Anything. On the other hand people seemed to be picking up everything off the 

‘smalls’ tables and turning each item upside down. Some had magnifying glasses and 

the inspected everything.. 

Albert thought they seemed to be more interested in what was written underneath than 

what the thing looked like or how beautiful it was. Why can’t they be satisfied with 

how it looks?  he thought. He imagined if he introduced himself they would ask to 

look under his shoe before they would speak to him!

More and more people arrived as the time drew close to 10 a.m.

 Emma plucked up courage. “Excuse me madam.”
 The lady with the red hair smiled at her.

 “Yes dear.”
“Could you tell me where they start the sale please?”  Emma used her ‘best voice.’ 

“Of course dear, is it your first time?  Are you buying? I’m Mrs. Goldstone, this is 

Mrs. Burdett.”
Emma recognized their names, they both had furniture shops. 

“No, I’m not buying. Yes it is my first time. I’m pleased to meet you. I’m Emma 

Wardley. I’m new to the cartage business.”
Both ladies looked at each other, in awe, a woman carter! 

Mrs. Burdett spoke.  “That’s fine lass, but you’re not very big, you won’t have much 

chance against that lot,” she pointed to the pile of rugs and it’s human adornment.

Then Emma said. “I thought you might think that, but you see I have 6 sons and I’m 

starting them young, that man over there, Mr. Abbott, knows us and how we work.”
 Mrs. Burdett, shouted across the room.  ‘Eh! Tom. Do you know this lass?”
Tom Abbott held up his thumb and nodded.  “I do that!”  

“I see.  Well, that’s a good enough reference for me, I’ll try you with mi’ smalls, see 

how you manage, have you got any tea chests?  If you have, I can pack them today 

and put them in the back room, then you can get other work for today and bring my 

stuff tomorrow. We’re doing a lot of Shop scoftin’ today.”  
Rearranging the store items on display to make it look fresh.   

Emma hadn’t thought of more than one days work just yet.

“Yes I’ve got 4 on the cart you could have those, I’ve got lots at home.” She thought 

of all her tea chest  furniture.

 Mrs. Goldstone drew close.  “I’ll tell you a few tricks to watch for my dear, they 

always sell the rough stuff first, keep off that, because if folks are buying that stuff, 

they’re cheap and won’t want to pay you much to get it moved. Watch for the 

women dealers they tend to buy smaller things unless they have strong help at home 

like me and Mrs. Burdett.  If you ever need any ordinary stuff for home don’t buy it 

new, if you can wait long enough you can buy everything here you need here, me, and 

Mrs. Burdett never buy stuff new, that’s why we are comfortable, and carry no debt.”  

 “That’s good advice,” said Mrs. Burdett, both ladies sensed the newcomer was 

desperate.    

 Emma’s stomach began to settle, ‘I’ve got a client already and some good advice and 

I haven’t even tried yet.’ She thought. 

Generally the chatter, and the hubbub died down, when it was time for the sale to 

start. Attention seemed to focus on the dark back room, which was illuminated in that 

part only by gas lights which flickering cheerfully in the gloom.

She strolled with the rest till the gathering became a jostling crowd, she was suddenly 

surprised when a young looking lad carrying a note board, stood right beside her. He 

looked excited, then without warning bellowed out with great speed.

 “Good morning ladies and gentlemen! the sale will now commence! All items to go 

to highest bidder, subject  to our usual terms and conditions, a copy of which is 

posted on the auctioneers rostrum in the main hall. Could you please remove your 

purchases as soon as possible, because, we have to make room for items coming in on 

Monday for next weeks sale. Thank You!  The first item up for bids is Err-- Er. What 

is it Mr. Turner?”
“A book press, Sir. In fair condition.”
“How much for it?”     

Silence.

“Any  bids ?”
“Two Shillin’ Sir,” from a voice hidden in the crowd.

The young auctioneer was affronted, but tried not to show it. 

“Ooh No! Goodness me! Ooh No! It’s----”
The hidden voice came back like a whiplash 

“One shillin’ then!” 

The whole room erupted in laughter.

Emma laughed too, no stomach pains now

“No more bids?”     

Bang!  The pencil hit the board, he scribbled feverishly at his pad.  

“Name?”
“Gross---- Sir.”
“Ah it’s you Mr. Gross can’t see you!  But I’ll get you for that.”
 Frank Gross.  B/Press.  One shilling went the pencil.

“Going to use that, to press your money are ya Frank?” someone said.

Quick as a whip again. 

“Well thiv teld me at t’bank ive bin tekkin’ too much money in,  an’  thiv ‘ad to hire a 

big fella to lean ont’ vault door so thi’ can lock it fot’ neet.”
More laughter 

The articled Auctioneer Mr. Oscar Morley felt he was losing control 

“Next item! Quickly now ! We have a long day in front of us.”
What entertainment! Emma mused, this kind of fun costs money at the music halls. I 

think I’m going to like this business. She noticed there were mothers with small 

children in push chairs, some babies were sleeping, some cried, nobody cared, it was a 

merry place.

As the sale progressed, the bidding picked up speed and things moved fast through the 

junk.  Mr. Morley left with the paper work and went up stairs to the office.

A few pats on the back as he left.  “Good lad,  you’re learning! Every time It’ll get 

easier,” said one . 

 Then the activity moved into the main hall and an experienced auctioneer took over 

from the learner. He was Mr. Meeson who had a B.A and was an F.R.S.A.  

“ Next!”    A great booming voice quickly gained everyone’s attention, an  ‘oxford 

voice’ a capable voice, in fact a whole capable man, the type of Englishman you 

would see ‘in charge’ everywhere. Sartorially grand in blue pinstripe suit, in his lapel 

a fresh carnation purchased that morning from the costermonger in the lane, a neatly 

folded white handkerchief, just peeping out from his breast pocket. A couple of years 

later men like him, would, courageously lead thousands of men and boys to their 

slaughter in a few brief hours at the Battle of the Somme. Mr. Meeson began by 

selling the smalls from the table. Tray after tray was held up high by a lifter off as the 

tall thin one described the lot. 

“Royal Worcester part tea set.  Sir.”

“What am I bid? 

Mrs. Burdett, half a crown.

Three Shillings ?

Three Shilling bid.

Three and Sixpence?

Three and Six”
The auctioneer looked around the room with his hawk’s eye. 
“Any more bids?”

Silence   

“Any more bids  

No more bids.” 

Bang went the ivory gavel. 

“Sold to Mrs. Burdett, for Three & Sixpence.”
“Next Lot” 

After a while, a ledger page was filled; this was speared on a long stick, with a small 

spike on the end, the clerk called out.

“Spike!” and Charlie a lifter off grabbed the spear, stuck the paper on the spike and 

lifting it above his head, made his way through the crowd to the back of the hall and 

stood beneath the office window. With the long stick, he tap -tapped, the window 

opened and a practiced hand grabbed the ledger page and quickly withdrew.

  The ‘smalls’ table was cleared in an hour and a half.   Some furniture along the wall 

was as efficiently eliminated followed by a few good oil paintings and a Bokhara rug 

hanging by two rope loops from the highest picture rail. The latter was quickly 

dislodged using the spike and placed awkwardly over the shoulder and head of its 

new impatient owner.

 Wearing his new rug the impatient one proceeded toward the loading dock.

“Your cheque will be valid will it Mis--- Tar--- rear---?”
This was a politely veiled admonishment from Mr. Meeson that items should not be 

removed from the saleroom before the bill is settled .

“Oh I think so! the man said sarcastically.  “All the others were weren’t they?”
Suddenly the Englishman in command was not and their eyes met in mutual 

defiance.

“Amah---Let us move on--- next lot Mr. Turner.”
“Lunchtime Sir!”  

“Oh yes so it is. The sale will recommence at---err.” He looked at his pocket watch. 

“One o’clock  ladies and gentlemen, we will start with the selection of carpets over 

there.” 

He jabbed in their direction with the handle of his gavel.  

 “Thank you!”
Albert was attacking his sandwich.

“Slow down lad your brothers aren’t going to grab it!”
“Am 'ungry Mam!”
“Are you ever anything else?”
“Oh aye!”
“What?”
“Asleep!”
How do you like it?

“It’s luvely, we ave’nt ‘ad beef for a long time ‘av we?”
“I mean the sale.”
“OH that! I can’t believe there’s that many people in Sheffield with real furniture.”
Emma hoped he was joking but didn’t ask.

Did he really feel that destitute?  She doubted he accepted that they would always be 

this  poor.

“I couldn’t sleep last night Mam.”
“Why ever not son?”
“Worried.”
“About what?”
“Today. He sucked at the stone ginger and passed it to her.”
“You’ll be fine.” 

“Am not worried about me!---‘am worried about you. You’ll goo an hurt yerself wi 

some o’ that stuff, that’s if we gerra client.”
“Now stop it! I ‘ve told you don’t worry about me. I’m as tough as old leather,

and besides we’ve GOT a client, and she only buying ‘smalls ‘ today.”  They looked 

at each other, and laughed as they realized they were picking up the jargon.

“Smalls! That’s washing int it Mam?”
“It used to be son! It used to be!”
They linked arms and swayed to and fro, legs dangling from the side of the cart.

“ Smalls---smalls---smalls.”
The impatient Bokhara man sat fidgeting on the loading dock, two men approached.

“What did it fetch ?”
“Fifteen!”
“Not bad.”
“Are you in?”
“Of course!”
“You Arthur?”
“Yes please.”
“Where’s Philip?”
“He’s coming.”
Philip turned up by and by.  “You in Phil?”
“What did it fetch?”
“Fifteen.”
“I’m in then! how many of us?”
“Four.”
“Alright then? Go in twos?”
“Agreed.”
What was this strange ritual? Mother and son watched fascinated.

“I’ll put two onit.”
“Me too.”
“Two more.”
“Go on then.” 

This went on for two laps and on the third lap one said.

“I’m out!”
The impatient one glanced over toward Emma and motioned the others to lower their 

voices.

“Two more,” said another undeterred.

“I’m out.”
“I’m out an’all.    That’s it then that’s four each.” 

“No five, that was three rounds.”
“Oh aye.”
“Every body satisfied?”
“Aah shall be when its sold.”
“Haven’t you got anyone lined up for it?”
“OH aye, I’m only kiddin’, its been sold a week, he just doesn’t know he’s bought it 

yet.”
Money from one was passed to each of the others.

They went away.....................

“What were ‘appening there?”
“Well son this is what I think,” she licked her lips excitedly.

“That man who was ‘olding that rug.”
“Yes.”
“Well he bid for that rug and got it and the auctioneer was mad at him because he 

hadn’t  paid for it before he took it outside. I think what we have just seen is four men 

who wanted that rug but didn’t bid against each other so one of them could get it 

cheap. Then they bring it out here and  resell it between them selves then split the 

extra money and do you realize that those men ‘ave made more money in two 

minutes than this ‘orse an cart cost ?”                                                 

That was  “The Knock,”  a clandestine auction conducted by dealers who formed their own ‘ring’ of participants who had previously agreed not to bid against others in the ‘ring.’   This practice kept the purchase price low, leaving a considerable margin to be divvied up by participants who may be interested in the item ‘Knocked’. Through the years we became acquainted with some of the ‘ring’ even to the point of involvement ourselves, eventually coming to the conclusion that some of the others involved never bought anything unless they were trapped into by other dealers, nonetheless they made a modest living from “The Knock’.  Though considered unethical, it continued until the 1980’s when it became an criminal offense. Not being a present day authority I cannot say that it does or does not exist today, but human nature being what it sometimes is, common sense would surely say that it’s still out there still hiding in its self serving little corner. In our story Mr. Meeson and in fact all experienced auctioneers knew of this practice but could do little about it. The Bokhara buyer was giving authority a taunt when he carried out the rug to the ‘ring’ even before it had actually been paid for. G.W.
The good furniture was due to be sold after the pile of carpets, so people began to get 

restless, Emma  and Albert walked back inside the building. 

Mr. Abbott was beckoning to Emma.

“Oh there you are, I was looking for you. Who is this! another son?

“Hello Mr. Abbott,  Yes this is Albert my second son.”
“Hello Albert lad.” They shook hands.  “Where’s young William Henry today.”
“Hello Sir, pleased to meet yer. Our Bill’s at school Sir, I’m here to help mi Mam.”  

“Can we be of any assistance to you Mr. Abbott,” said Emma.

“Yes you can, I bought a few pieces of small furniture, but I’m really hoping to get 

that large oak refectory table, and the monks bench over there.”  He winked. “I’ll say 

no more, keep it under your hat, because if they know I’m interested they might run it 

up, but if it’s knocked down to me, then I’ll need you to bring the other stuff, I can’t 

manage everything, could you take it today?”
“That’s fine by us Sir.  We’ll wait then shall we?”
“Yes please Mrs. Wardley.”
“Very good Sir” said Albert. and they shook hands on it.

Mr. Meeson entered the Hall.

“Good afternoon ladies and gentlemen, I trust you all partook of a good lunch? Shall 

we begin with the carpets?” 

This was a signal for the people at the rear to edge forward and the people at the front 

to edge backwards. The rear ranks needed to see more while the fronts ranks needed 

to breathe at least a little clear air.   The hardened regulars fished out handkerchiefs 

and placed them over their mouths, some had even been dampened them, ready for 

the ensuing dust bowl. Emma was interested and stood beside a lady, who seemed 

quite agitated, she smiled at her.

“Don’t you have a handkerchief dear? Some of these are so dusty.”
“No I don’t.”
“Here I have a clean one and she fished out a ‘best’ lace edged handkerchief. I’m 

Miss Bamworth.”
“Thank you but that’s too fine, I’m Emma Wardley a carter.”
“That’s all right, you can give it me back later, nice to meet you, I’m only after one 

little Persian rug, she whispered, but I can’t see at the back, so I’ll have to suffer 

through this lot.”
“Ladies Please! Quiet! It’s not---- a mother’s meeting,” the auctioneer said jokingly.

“Mr. Turner!  What do we have that this astute group of buyers can’t live without”
“Yes Sir.  First up is --- err--- a 12 by 12  Axminster Sir, and err--- its really been 

walked on!”
“Indeed it has! What shall we say for it ladies and gentlemen?”
The filthy beast was hauled down to the foot of the mountain where it was unfolded 

like flesh in an autopsy

“Walked on indeed!”  Repeated the man in the rostrum.   “Apparently---- by a 

herd of elephants.”
Being now fully opened, only a few were actually leaning over to take a closer look at 

this wretched thing.

A scruffy older man in knee length leather gaiters splashed with what looked like 

hardened manure leaned over for an inspection, as he did so, a full inch of ash fell 

from his dangling cigarette.

“Do be careful Sir !”  the auctioneer joked.

The farmer waved his hand at the ash, as if it mattered, then jabbed his finger in the 

air.

“A tanner!”
“Sixpence I am bid, any advance? No”  BANG.   “Sold! and the name?” He left off 

the Sir--- as his bidder had done.

“The name?”
Eh?

“Your name Sir! Please!”
“Pyle!”
“Write Pyle ont back of it Jim,”
 “I can’t find mi chalk.” Said Mr. Turner

“Why? there’s lots o’ pile ont’ front.”
“It looks like t’piles wore off t’me.”
“Is that fer t’ cowshed ‘arry?”  A dealer piped up.   

Harry Pyle smiled, took it all in good part and proceeded to roll his rag. Miss 

Bamworth held a corner for him but really wanted to keep the filthy thing from 

coming in contact with her clothing. She grasped with finger and thumb holding it 

like a dainty tea cup.

“Thank yer Missis.”
He nodded and retrieved the corner.

The dust was rising like sea mist and shoes well polished that morning were now 

overlaid with dust imported from the carpet.

Mr. Meeson glanced at his watch, he had spent five minutes and had earned 10% of 

sixpence

“Quickly now Mr. Turner. We still have about two hundred lots to sell ladies and 

gentlemen, that will take approximately three and a half hours. So please bid up 

quickly if you are at all interested.”
“A ‘Turkey Red’ runner Sir, thirty two feet by thirty six inches sufficient for stairs, 

and landing!”
The dust thickened!

“Five pounds?”
“Two Sir!”
“Two bid--- and four-- and six--- and eight.”. 

“Ten? anybody?---- No!”    Bang  “Sold to Mr Kenny.”
 Mr. Meeson knew Mr. Kenny, a specialist in good carpets

Eventually the carpet Miss Bamworth was interested in came up for sale and Emma 

watched her bid, with a few gentle nods of her head it was hers. The lifter off rolled it 

up and gave it to her, Emma helped carry it through the crowd. 

“You said you were are carter could you deliver it for me along with a few other bits 

and pieces I bought? I have a little shop on Abbeydale Rd. It’s a bit too much for me 

to take on the tram.”
“Of course but I might have a load tonight though we can bring it tomorrow, when we 

deliver Mrs. Burdett’s ‘ Smalls’.” 

“Of course you can.  Just don’t mix them up…. I’m only joking, Mrs. Burdett and I 

are old friends.”
“Can you give me the number.”
“Yes it’s number 20, at the corner of Crowther Place, I’ll see you tomorrow then, 

these are the lot numbers of what I bought I’ll go and  pay, then give Mr. Turner the 

bill, bring it with you when you come please, the shop is open until 6 pm.”
And she was gone.

Later that afternoon when all the fine furniture and effects ‘Under the clock’ had been 

sold, Mr. Abbott gave Emma his receipts for what he had bought so she and Albert 

began to load the furniture, after first getting a nod of approval from Mr. Turner. They 

were learning fast

Mrs. Burdett walked by.

“Here are my receipts Emma lass, see George, he’ll look after them”.

“Of course, thank you, I’ll see you tomorrow; I have to drop the stuff off for Miss 

Bamworth on the way.”
“Oh yes poor sweet soul… I’ll see you tomorrow.”
“Goodbye, and thank you.”
Emma wondered what she meant, why was Miss Bamworth a poor soul. Out of the 

corner of his eye Albert was watching all the other carters, he needed to learn fast, 

they couldn’t afford to make any mistakes.

“Mr. Turner Sir ?”
“Yes Missis.?”
“I ‘ave to pick up some ‘smalls’ tomorrow for Mrs. Burdett and Miss Bamworth.” 

She had reverted back to her own way of talking because George Turner was her kind.

“No trouble Missis.”
“I’m Emma.”
 “I’m George, nice t’meet yer, you’ve got a strong lad there, make a good boxer 

would he.

 “Yes that’s what his dad says, but he wants to be a removal man.”
“O.K. Emma, I’ll look after it all for you, we open early about 7.30 until 4 pm 

tomorrow  see you then.”
“Come on Lad,” she grabbed her son who was still watching and learning.  “We’ve 

done, lets get off, we’ve still a fair way to go.”
Everything went well, they arrived home at 7 pm. tired, but exhilarated.

Next Day Emma took Joseph with her, she had fashioned a harness around his chest 

with clothes line to this she added a small length of rope he was placed in a tea 

chest with straw in the bottom, and on the cart he went, fastened in tight and safe; she 

didn’t want him to cause any accidents while people were moving things at the 

saleroom. He was having a grand time, he rode all the way through the City looking at 

the sights with his head just peeping over the top of the box.

It was a short easy day compared to the day before, all they had to do was load the 

boxes and small furniture which the two ladies had bought.  They said goodbye to 

George.

“See you next week Emma. shall we.” 

“Yes George you will, we’ll be regulars for now on. Cheerio.”
They arrived at Number 20  It was a corner shop on the main road of a good 

residential area the sign over the window read.

Bamworth & Co

Estate Jewellery. Bric a Brac & Fine  Rugs. Bought & Sold
Emma wondered who the & Co. was.  Looking in the window she saw several china 

figures, ornaments and clock sets, together with a glass showcase filled with fine 

things, it was a good display to attract the discerning buyers of the fashionable 

neighbourhood.  Albert began lifting the boxes off while his baby brother was sound 

asleep in the bottom of his.

As the door opened a bell rang, it’s startled Emma.

 “It’s only me!”
She heard Miss Bamworth answer from somewhere in the back.. 

“ Just be a minute.”
Then she appeared, she was dressed simply now and Emma realized why Mrs. 

Burdett had said poor soul, she hadn’t noticed because of the style of coat Miss 

Bamworth was wearing. The lady had a badly deformed back. 

“Oh, There you are.”
“Are we too early, I’ve washed and ironed your handkerchief, what is the E.B for, can 

I ask.”
“Ellen Bamworth.”
“Oh mine was Emma Broomhead, before I married.”
“Then it’s yours Emma.”
“Oh! I couldn’t.”
“Please, take it.”
The boxes were brought in and placed in the back room by Albert

“Would you like some Lemonade?”
“Yes please miss, but I’ll go out side with it, if you don’t mind, my little brother is 

asleep on the cart.”
He took the lemonade and left.

“Let me pay you Emma.” Said Miss Bamworth.

“That’s all right Miss, it was on our way.”
“No dear, you can’t run a business like that,” and she handed her 2 shillings. 

Just then a handsome young man came down stairs.

“This is Emma Wardley, Daniel.”
“Emma, this is Daniel Loxley.”
He smiled holding his hand out. “Please to meet you Mrs. Emma, I’m a friend of 

Ellen, we run this shop together.”
His voice was educated and cultured, though it still had a north Yorkshire ring to it.

“Pleased to meet you Sir. Well I must be off, one more delivery to do.” 

Ellen interrupted, “Thank you Emma now I know I can buy things and not worry 

about getting them home.”
Emma climbed onto the cart and drove away, but she kept wondering:  Miss 

Bamworth and Mr. Daniel, it was obvious how she looked at him she was in love with 

the handsome man; but they were from different backgrounds. He was educated, he 

had been to a good school, accents always gave the game away, no matter how people 

tried to disguise their heritage.   

She put the thought in the back of her mind.  

Over the next few months Albert, Emma and eventually Len, who thankfully 

returned home, learned their craft, and attended auctions every week.   

THEN WORLD WAR 1 BEGAN and it was Muck or Nettles all over again..
Even in mine and Graham’s  day forty years later it was still uncommon for women to be carters.  We had been told that our grandmother used to move piano's with her son's Albert and Len, just  as I did with Graham and my dad in the 1950s & 60's.   I can remember Mrs. Goldstone's face, it was beautiful even in old age and her hair was a still a flaming titian red. When I was a child she told me many stories of my grandmother and of her great strength not only of character, but her physical stamina and her willingness to oblige. Maurice Goldstone her son of our generation at the auctions, became one of England’s’ leading authorities on early English black oak. I never knew Mrs. Burdett. 

 In 1993 I visited England and was walking down London Road in Sheffield. I noticed on the sidewalk where the forecourt of Mrs. Burdetts furniture store had been. (now long gone) a colourful mosaic in the sidewalk spelling out the name  ‘Burdett’  I  felt as though I was stepping over the gravestone of an era long gone. I watched as many feet plodded unaware over my family history.  Recently I sent the remains of my mother's home into the only regular auction house left in Sheffield. In the fancy catalogue, it said no children under 14 allowed. How sad that children today can't grow up with that wonderful atmosphere, warm colourful characters, the generous humour and quips enjoyed by one and all, which me and mine fondly remember. They called it a business then but really it was downright pleasure and we knew it. Men and women dealers would sit holding my young children in the 1960’s  (and when they were tiny babies. ) Nobody minded, in fact it added to the revelry. All those places, the fun and the tolerance has gone.  It's now 2000  business is business! and there is a blue book for everything.     

PART   1
CHAPTER  6  

WILF'S STORY HIS OWN WORDS.  1913- 1919    Written in 1979.
I began school in 1913 full of anxiety and excitement. My brothers Ike and Albert 

had already left. Len they said was playing truant, working he was, because our dad had 

been sick. It seems to me I remember almost every Winter or Spring, until about 

1914, Dad got pneumonia from working outside in the wet, and cold. His wages were spread very thin because there were so many of us to feed and like most men then he drank a lot.   During these times my brother Len went looking for odd jobs, he scrounging around looking for wood, and coal or anything that would make a few pennies, when he really should have been at school. He was ‘playing’ truant they said, but in his case there was never any playing involved.  When the truant officer eventually caught him, he was sent before the magistrate, who sentenced him to several months in a reformatory. Hollow Meadows School was it’s official name, but it was known to us as the Wag School.  Giving only written evidence, the School Board members wrote he was a delinquent, a persistent offender.  I often wonder if they had bothered to show up in person at court, would they have dared to use such damning words. During his incarceration, he was beaten with the birch many times as part of the punishment they metered out.  I remember when he finally came home, his once bright eyes were dull and he had dark circles under them. He looked like a tired old man, the marks on his back took a long time to go away. Our Leonard never spoke much after that .   We never really 

knew all the details of what happened there, he just refused to talk about it.  I heard my mother sob herself to sleep many a night during Len’s forced absence from our home and I used to lay awake worrying about how to make a bit of money to help our mama, she was a good mother to us all. There is a painting that haunts me to this day, it is of a young street urchin clothed in rags, in the dock. His face is thin with the pallor of destitution, his shoulders hunched, waiting for his sentence. Every time I see it I think of how jolly Len was before he went to Hollow Meadows. I was much more sensitive than he ever was, I don't know how I would have got through such an ordeal. He was withdrawn all his life even hard after been sent down, he had a bitterness and disgust against authority and I never blamed him. His humour after that experience had a touch of sarcasm to it, the joy that shone in the rest of us had left him.   Later, it was all right for similar lads held in the reform school to go and get killed for their King and Country in France, but not to skip school in order to work to help feed their families in times of sickness or need.  
Our Albert had very little education and had been working part time from the age of seven. He was very tough, reliable and very strong, a man long before his time, people thought him gruff, because he always kept his soft sentimental heart hidden from outsiders, but we knew different.

Ike my oldest brother was tall, well built, with strong limbs, a good natured soul, as soft as an old brush was dear Ike, he loved sports. Our whole family have him to thank him for getting us out of poverty and giving us a livelihood. His bad luck turned into our good luck, funny how that happens.
I had been born just after hard times hit our family, I sometimes wonder how we got 

through those years of drudgery, but I think it was because like many those days, we pulled together, we had a common foe which was poverty and the muck.  I often thought we were gluttons for punishment.   Yet our togetherness and sense of humour helped us overcome what should have dragged us under, we might have ended up in the workhouse, with our father too ill to work for long periods, but we didn’t. We survived, becoming quick witted and enterprising.  
Compared to the other scholars at school I was very small for my age, a puny kid really, so my brother Billy who went to the same school, looked after me in the playground. He wasn't a lot bigger than me, but he could talk or joke his way out of most situations, by making people laugh; he was always my best pal. The large school had been built in 1894. Sometimes there were as many as 80 pupils to a class; teachers frequently had nervous breakdowns and no wonder. School supplies were very limited then, no paper or pencils to speak of, and I can’t ever remember seeing plasticine or crayons, we used a little chalkboard each, most of the time. Many children were unable to attend school in very cold weather because they had no shoes and during the 1914-18 War children were kept at home during Zeppelin raids.  
Looking back on my childhood years, 1913 were the hardest, with little money to speak of and the weather was bitterly cold that winter. Yet we never thought about being poor or rich, because everyone we knew seemed to be in the same condition, but they were mostly a jolly lot on our street.  Like us they learned to ignore what was painful and revelled in everything that was funny or pleasant. There were many people worse off  than us.  

Some destitute men slept in ‘Doss Houses.’ The one in Sheffield was called the ‘3d 

Loll’. (three pennies) It was a depressingly damp basement on Scotland St; a ramshackle area near the centre of the City.  Homeless, ‘lost’ men, forgotten old soldiers from England’s previous Wars could go there to sleep.  Long  planks of wood were placed on boxes or piles of bricks. When darkness came men sat on the planks and leaned over on a thick bull rope to sleep, ‘Lolling’.  In the morning the rope was dropped unceremoniously by the keeper of the rope, everyone fell in a heap on the floor and was instantaneously awake!   The bull rope is where the saying comes from. ‘I could sleep on a clothes-line.’
There was later a fairly decent men’s’ hostel called ‘The 600’ in the 1950’s, 600 being the number it could accommodate.  In the 1980’s the building was turned into beautiful condominiums. It’s said the ghosts of the homeless still walk the corridors.

When the War started in August 1914, poor and destitute children had to attend school a little earlier to get their breakfast; which was supplied during the War by the Education Board.  Breakfast consisted of two slices of bread and pork dripping or bread, and jam and a mug of hot tea.  The teachers told us we were poor, so we got the breakfast.   We really looked forward to that, especially the hot sweet tea, we held our chilled hands around the great big white enamel mugs, it always gave us a wonderful start to the day.  Occasionally if we had a halfpenny spare, we called at the local fish and chip shop and went round the back, to ask Mrs. Kelly if she had any left over cold chips from the night before, which we ate on the way to school, sharing with those who had no money.
During the War life became very hard for everyone, but especially the elderly.  

Everything it seemed was either rationed or very hard to get. Women, old men and children, would line up outside grocer's shops at dawn, for such basics as bread, lard, flour, meat and cheese, if they were lucky. We managed with all kinds of ‘make do’ meals then.  Almost all the able-bodied men and youths had been called up into the army it seemed, so their wives, mothers, sisters and daughters, took their place in the ammunition factories and mills; they drove vehicles and worked on public transport. Eventually women householders over the age of 30 and university graduates got to vote in February1918, not until 1928 did all the other 8 1/2 million women in England get equality in voting privileges. That was women like my mother. Yet it seemed to me my mother had been equal with men all the time I knew her. She had strong opinions, but she said my father had enough opinions for the whole street, so she usually let him have his way, at least she was clever in the way she let him think he did. Quite a character was crafty clever old Isaac, kept down by the times and the many pints he drank.   He was an original thinker, despite his lack of education, yet his handwriting was like what they used to call Copperplate, he was an artist but he didn’t know it. My mother used to say now and then he was more trouble than he was worth, but they had a few good times, they laughed a lot when he was sober.  ‘Ignorance is bliss,’ was an old saying, education and good health and a good pair of shoes was bliss to me and still is.

School was free and it amazed me, mostly because I had never seen books at home, just dad's paper.  I must have been quite young when I started to read his paper, there was nothing for kids in it, but I read it any way. I think that’s what gave me a life long interest in current events and after all the paper was always a life line for our business.  The most exciting thing for me at school were the big maps on the wall of the whole World and one of England showing the towns and cities, the roads, the rivers and the sea, which I didn’t see until 1928 or so when I was 20. ( see chapter 10 ) 

The coloured maps were shiny, so no dirty finger marks showed, occasionally during ‘play time’ I used to get a stool, so I could be at eye level with the map, my pointing finger traced along the roads from Village to Town, to City and up down and around. I imagined fishing in the rivers, walking through the villages and towns, swimming in the sea, or sailing on a pirate ship or a coal barge. The map of Britain showed a vast empty expanse which were the Yorkshire Moors, I looked at all the names along the coast, nearest to Sheffield and wondered if I could walk there, I saw Grimsby, Withernsea, California, Hull, Bridlington, Robins Hoods Bay, where there were tales of smugglers, Whitby where Captain Cook sailed from I vowed I would see all of England’s coast line when I grew up and I’m glad to say I did. 

After all my long years of travelling this Isle both for work and pleasure, my favourite county in the whole of England is Derbyshire; it’s like a little Switzerland, yet only minutes from mucky Sheffield and right on my doorstep.  Maps and geography have always been a fascination for me, even today I can spend hours discovering places new to me.    One of my best memories of my early years at school was the Christmas of 1914. I was six, the school was putting on a play. ' A Christmas Carol ' by Charles Dickens, but an abridged version, just one act really.  There was a flamboyant teacher who fancied himself as a director he called himself the drama teacher, I remember he used to wear cheap scent of some kind and he would ponce about in hysterics if things weren’t going right..  Anyway he had trouble casting the part of 'Tiny Tim' the little crippled boy. The small boy had to be light enough for a big boy to carry him on his shoulder. I was cast for the part, not only was I small and weedy looking, I also looked crippled, because I had 'knock knees'. Schoolboys then didn't wear long pants, so my bent legs were noticeable.  I was elated at the thoughts of finally being a real actor on a real stage, even though they only gave me one line.

'God bless us everyone and to all a Merry Christmas.' 

 My mother was thrilled to bits, nobody before in our family had ever been picked for such an honour. I practiced for ages trying to say my one and only line in different ways. Then an idea struck me, I thought the play far too sad and I had had enough of sad  and of course I wanting to create a bit of mischief, to make people laugh, so  I decided to replace an old word, with as I thought a modern one. A word that I had only seen written and didn't know it was never spoken.  I thought I was being smart, what did I know, I was an ignorant kid. Mam fussed and went with me to school early in the evening of the performance, to help get me ready for the part, dad had made me a pretend crutch from scrap pieces of wood he added a piece of old rope wrapped around the armpit pad.  Tatty clothes were no problem on the back of our attic bedroom door we had a nail full of them. Or I could use even tattier clothes from the 'beds'. We wore our clothes until they were only fit for rags, yet they were well patched, darned and very clean. It seemed my mother was always up to her elbows in wash water, her hands were always chapped and red in the winter, but we never heard her complain. She was small, but very strong, she could move furniture just like a man, despite her size, she said it was a knack, she taught me many a trick of the trade.

Anyway back to the play.

Time came for my big performance, the lights were lowered and my working class parents sat anxiously waiting to see their  ‘Star’ child on stage. Lots of grown ups and children stood at the sides and the back of the assembly hall.  The chairs were mostly saved for teachers and more well off people of the area, but because I was in the play my mother and father were allowed to sit on a bench at the back. I remember dad climbed on a step ladder to get a better view, he seemed to has a fondness for ladders. The place was packed and a hush came over the hall as the curtain was pulled back to reveal the school made gloomy ‘Dickensian’ scene.  Everything went smoothly according to the book and the drama teacher’s imaginings, until my big moment.      

My cue!

I was perched high on George Adam's shoulder ready to say my line, the most touchingly poignant line in the whole play, and I changed it to a punch line.

“God bless us everyone!        And to all a Merry Ecsmas.” (Xmas) 

George the big boy, was immediately convulsed with laughter, he doubled over, throwing me across the stage like a circus tumbler.  I got up amid roars of laughter with the crutch held high as if I’d been suddenly cured, but actually I was  more crippled than when the play began!  I hid the pain and took my bows amid the laughter of the adults and the cheers of my school pals. It was a small moment of glory for yours truly, especially when I saw Dad clapping his hands with great zeal on top of the step ladder and Mam at the bottom telling him to be quiet.

The Christmas play that year was a huge success, but I was warned not to repeat such 

ad lib comic tumbles again. What was supposed to be a touching drama with a message turned into a farce. I remained the class clown along with my friends the Gregory Twins. After we got Tom our pony and the cart, things got easier for a little while, but of course the War came a few months after and we slid right back again, only it was worse in some ways because we had to find the rent for the stable and Tom's food as well as ourselves.  We all agreed Tom came first, we needed and loved him so much he was part of our family.  When I was about 7 or so I used to ‘groom’ him because I was told that’s what they did for horses who are prized.  It didn’t do much good, because his coat was of the rough kind and he always looked shaggy. I loved the brushing and he loved the attention. I just carried on, as if he was the most important horse in the world, he was certainly loved the most.  My mother called him her seventh child and she talked to him as if he could understand. They had a very special bond. Occasionally in the Spring and Summer I took him to the river Sheaf which was close by and he trotted about in the water among the broken bottles, the stones, the pebbles, and thousands of sticklebacks, throwing his head in the air splashing around, snorting, and laughing,  I washed him using an old bucket and a broom. I suppose there were chemicals in the water from the factories, but I never knew; we were never told about such things.  We had a grand time old Tom and I.  Though sometimes when he got out onto the bank, he would roll around in the hardened dusty earth, or mud if it had been raining and got dirty again.  

“Oh! No! Tom!”  I would say and I had to wash him all over again.  He did that a few times, I’m sure he did it because he liked the fun we had in the water splashing each other and he didn’t want to leave; so I figured a way around his tricks. After I had washed him and we were still in the water, I tied the bucket to his mane 

and with the help of the broom, I sort of vaulted and clambered onto his back. Then I rode him along the river just for the fun of it, till I found a low slope in the bank and we scrambled up, both dripping wet.  I rode him bareback, a barefoot kid, holding on to his still wet mane with the bucket and broom in the other hand. We rode together over the little wooden bridge, along the dingy narrow covered alleyway between two factories, across Little London Rd and under the railway bridge, all the while his feet clip-clopping as we cantered along on the cobbles.  I could be a knight in shining armour, my bucket my helmet, my broom my lance and people said I was poor and down trodden! Not I!                                                              

My father went in the army when he was almost 40. He volunteered when he heard that the Sheffield Battalion had been virtually wiped out at the Battle of the Somme. Because of his age and probably his size and strength, he stayed in England as a guard at a prisoner of war camp at Strensall near York. He didn't waste his time there. The German prisoners made Christmas cards and he bought a big lot, at a fair price. International trade he called it.  He sent the cards home with instructions on the price to charge and had us kids go from door to door selling them, in the better neighbourhoods. We had a good Christmas that year thanks to our combined efforts.  He said he was sorry for the prisoners they were just like everybody else, ordinary folk, he said, caught up in patriotic claptrap of the ruling classes and politicians. As a kid I thought the ruling classes (aristocrats) were something to do with school classrooms and I also thought the teacher was in love with me because she kept putting the odd kiss at the side of my answers to sums!  Dad told us he had cried when he heard the prisoners sing 'Helige Nacht' in German. 
It reminded him of his sons' going carol singing and practicing in front of the fire at 

the cottage years before. He wasn’t all hard our Dad, but it was hard for us to forgive him for our Mam’s broken jaw, she was so small and he was such a big man.  She never spoke of it, she would say. “ The least said, soonest mended.” But her jaw mended crooked. Ike had gone to work at the local brickyard after he lost his job at Hardy Patent Pick.  He probably couldn't keep up the pace, because of his injury, or maybe he was a reminder of how dangerous factories can be. He enjoyed his new work. It was strenuous, with long hours, but at least he spent some of the time outdoors. 

When he came home from his shift, he often stood warming his bum, he covered the whole fire because he was so big and tall, he always seemed to be every where, all over the place, all at once and Oh what a smell! We dreaded him coming into that tiny room.  His clothes reeked of the brickwork's, he was soon told to move his carcass, or go outside.

Life I suppose wasn’t comfortable but it was normal for us and we never thought about it. Our little kitchen was sparsely furnished because of its size; there was the one ended couch, the only other bits of furniture, at that time there was a rough kitchen table, a couple of ‘make do seen better days’ stools and Mam's wooden chair she had bought cheap at an auction. On wet days washing hung to dry from lines strung across the ceiling, condensation dripped down the windows and the walls of the kitchen. Some houses had proper clothes racks which were several strips of wood held by two cast iron frames, then the whole thing loaded with washing was pulled up to the ceiling out of the way. 

After a long day's work, Ike sometimes collapsed exhausted on the couch, within  

moments he was usually sound asleep.  

Once he shouted, in his sleep. “Stop chuckin’  big lumps in't pan! You'll av' bleedin' 

belt off! etc etc..”  but ‘real’ swearing you understand.

Mam replied.  “Oh that's what he learns at work as well as makin' bricks!”
Our mother never swore, though she did like a good joke, and a glass of port wine. It was years before we had any decent furniture, so some of us had sit on the stairs or on the floor to eat, if we happened to all be in the house together. If it was warm weather we ate outside amid the soot and the smoke, but at least we were eating. We were a jolly bunch and noisy, so we grabbed and gobbled all the laughter we could.  As we grew older we had to play outside because there just wasn’t any space inside the house, it was standing room only with eight of us, because of this, dad often disappeared down the cellar for some peace and quiet, he sat at the stone table with an old oil lamp reading the paper or just singing and making up his ditties and poems, usually a jug of beer at his side.  

The six of us slept in the attic. Ike being the oldest was always the last to come to bed. We had no furniture at all upstairs, just tea chests, in one we kept odd socks and underwear and maybe a jumper or shirt. The first up was always the best dressed as we scrambled for clothes every morning.  Another chest turned upside down made a table and was used for a place to put the candle our only light, though we did have a gas mantle downstairs. Occasionally the tea chests disappeared for a day or two if we needed them for a job. It was Ike's job to blow out the candle, quite often he forgot as he settled down for the night, so he'd grab his sock and throw it across the little room, to extinguish the 

flickering flame. He got good at it and it became his usual lazy mode for putting it out. Until one night, as usual a sock flew across the room, this time it caught fire, much to the amusement of the rest of us, we saw him scramble across the small room and us, to extinguish the candle and his burning sock.  Phew!

Ike once got into trouble at the brick yard, he would be 16 at the time. He was in charge of loading the raw clay for the bricks into the hopper, one day he wanted to go the toilet really bad and there was no one to relieve him of his task, so without a second thought he shit in the hopper!  He thought no-one would notice as it churned and mixed with the vast amount of clay, eventually the formed bricks came along the conveyor belt below, and the men who picked the bricks up to stack them for firing in the kiln noticed a strange odor, in unison they shouted up the line. 

“Who’s shit in soddin’ ‘opper?”   Apparently it had happened before, but it took years for our Ike to live that episode down; I wonder if that saying ‘I was shitting bricks,’came from workers at brickyards.

 What school holidays there were not a minute was wasted by us kids, as far as earning a few coppers to help out. Sometimes we had spare money we bought a half pennies worth of sweets, which we called 'spice,’ if we had a penny spare we went to see the silent movies, at the Saturday matinee for kids. It was called the 'Penny Rush.’ Empty jam jars, were worth a penny at the ‘Heeley Picture Palace, the management just traded them in for money, so some kids took those. There was always a weekly serial, which left you with what we called a 'Cliff Hanger'.  This kept us going week after week if we had a penny or a jam jar.

In the winter, Bill and I went out shovelling snow from long driveways and paths. We got good money for that, usually three pence, people were glad not to have to do it themselves and we were always reliable, but it never snowed often enough to have a regular job.  A few years early Albert and Ike had gone shovelling snow instead of going to school; they cleared a driveway of a big house on Abbey Lane and waited until they had finished to knock on the door, figuring the owners would find it hard not to give them something; emotional blackmail you might say. As it turned out it was the home of the head master of their school and his wife asked them their names, but she wouldn't give them any money.  When they next went to school they each got eight strokes of the cane, for the eight pennies they had earned after the head master had asked how much they earned that day. My two brothers received their punishment in front of the whole school, after prayers were said and hymns were sung in the assembly hall.  Old Isaac was really mad about that, he called them soddin’ hypocrites, then he went to school to punch the head master on the nose, but the local bobby was called and talked him out of it. They were lucky because he could have knocked them all to ‘kingdom come’, his arms and hands were like the rocks he chiselled. 

I started my own little business. Our Bill who was my usual business partner in our multitude of ventures, didn't like my idea, it was too smelly for him, he had a ticklish stomach so all the work was mine. He had his own scheme with the old pram he had bought.  Bill was crafty clever, one of the things he did was go around the streets just before the rag and bone man and he paid a halfpenny for jam jars. Then returned them to the shops for one penny.  The rag and bone man with his horse and cart had a regular route, and would take old clothes or anything which could be turned into money. He gave in return, donkey stone, pot mold, a balloon, or a shuttlecock.

My idea for making money only required a bucket and shovel, as tools of the trade. I went scooping up horse manure from the streets, or I cleaned out our pony's stall.  I developed quite a round of regular customers, at some big houses and gardens near Meersbrook Park. The first day a lady opened her door when I knocked.

“What have you got there laddie?”
“It's garden manure madam, I sell it for tuppence a bucket.” ( 2 pennies )

I was always very polite.

“Well you're a tryer, you can bring me a bucket a week”   

“Thank you very much Madam came my reply.” 
One day at the end of summer I couldn't find my shovel, I knocked on the same lady's door, she was pleased to see me.

 I said, “Good morning Madam.”
She looked down at me, “Oh hello! It's my little manure man, just throw it on the 

garden dear.” 

Acting sad, I said. I'm sorry Madam the price is three pence a bucket now. 

Why is that?” She asked. 

“Well you see madam, I couldn't find my shovel, so this is hand-picked and worth 

more!!”
She laughed and bought the bucket of manure anyway!   

“Well you deserve a cup of tea and a bun for your troubles and your wit, come inside 

and wash your hands.”  

We chatted for a long time, she asked me about my family. I told her I was nearly eight, and all about my brothers working to help support the family, while my dad had been ill and had been out of work. She gave me an old shovel from her garden shed. Her name was Mrs. Turner and she lived on Brooke Road. We met many years later, and were pleased to see each other, I was driving a nice car at the time and gave her a ride home with her shopping. She taught me a valuable lesson.  Even if you only sell horseshit, develop good customer relations. 

There were lots of kids, in our little block, 8 houses had 36 kids under 13 at the start of the War. God only knows how many more lived in that Cul-de-sac. Muck was everywhere and so was poverty, but there was different levels of it, we were the clean poor, then there were what we called the ‘loppy’ ones, children covered in sores and scabs and lice, wearing dirty rarely washed clothes, T.B. and rickets were rampant. Yet despite all this, our street ( and thousands of others ) was a glorious dirty stinking wonderland of a playground, full of the games of children.

The noise was ear splitting, shrieks and screams of delight much louder than a school 

yard, because no teachers were there to keep down the racket. Quite often sleepy eyed men who worked the night shift, opened their bedroom window and shouted at us, ‘Shut, expletive! up’ 

Which did the trick, calming our rowdy bunch down for about 30 seconds, then we were at it again!

Groups of kids of all ages played tiggy, or hide and seek, others with spinning tops and string, boys kicking a can or just shuffling about, brooding There were girls swinging from rough ropes fastened to gas lamps, they played hop scotch in chalked squares on the flagstones at favoured locations, they skipped rope and sang, played house with raggy dolls or real babies they were watching and they argued, and giggled as girls do.  Naughty boys played rough and tumble or wrestled, little groups huddled in secret corners with clay touch burners. Games of marbles were usually played in the back yards away from the cobbled street. I was crafty, I would wait until 15 or so marbles were in the game.  Sometimes I sneaked my shoe over a temporarily forgotten ally and slowly worked the marble into the hole in the sole, then I tried to walk away without limping with my stolen treasure. One time I was spotted and they all jumped on top of me, but we all ended up laughing, malice and negative thinking was a thing that was hard to learn those days. Of course early on I didn’t have any shoes, so I never had any marbles when I was little. We all had nick names, rarely did other kids call us our real names.. I was ‘Chick’, because I was small, our Bill was ‘Pin head’, because he had a small head, and ‘Ding Dong’ for Jerry Bell, ‘Nobby’ for Clarke.. ‘Slugs’, for the greengrocers kid, ‘Spud’ for Murphy, there was ‘Lofty’, ‘Fats,’  ‘Tiny’, ‘Trunky’, Shits and so on. 
We lived with sense of community and friendship, I suppose people today would say we had deprived childhoods because of the slum we lived in, with the stench and the soot, but I would bet none of those kids I knew grew up with a chip on their shoulder, except our Len. The joy of living was free and we had lots of it and we were lucky because we could find lots of work as kids then. There was a saying I always remember. 

‘Everything cometh to he who waiteth, provided whilst he waiteth, he worketh like helleth.’ ( I know its in the book twice dear reader, but it was said over and over to me too ! )
While I’m at it there’s is another one I like..

 ‘ Live by what you trust not by what you fear.’
My dad collected sayings, slogans or quotes he had seen or heard, or he had made up. They were written down in a big black book. Usually after each saying were his initials W.W.   One day as I read them I said, “If you put W.W. after the sayings you didn’t think of then you are cheating.”    He answered quick as a flash. Oh that’s not Wilf Wardley, it stands for Wonderful Words.  To this day I still think he liked to fool people that he had thought of all the smart sayings.  Now I continue his love of words by writing sayings I hear or see in a big red book. My dad what have loved the fact that there are thousands of quotes and sayings on the internet; my uncle Albert’s  favourite phrase ‘Tell ‘em who are’  takes on a new angle, with blogspots… its all over the world now thanks to the net. 

We ordinary folk have a voice.
Our Bill was always enterprising he used the pram he bought for all kinds of jobs, like delivering groceries, or carrying a load of washing to the Heeley Wash House, 

going scromping at night for apples, collecting firewood, you name it, if it could be carried in a big old converted pram our Bill did it. It helped him once to buy fireworks, for Bon Fire night ( Guy Fawke's night ) He was crazy about 'em. We usually made a Guy using any old rags we could find, they were like small scare- crows filled with straw and eventually went on the bonfire. Some boys and girls  (as they still do today ) went to great lengths to make them look realistic with masks.  As usual, Bill had to go one better or so he thought, we weren’t very old in years, but we thought like little men. 
Bill pulled me into a corner of the yard. “Come here Wilf.   I've got a crackin' idea 

for ' Penny for the Guy.'  Instead of taking a long time makin' a Guy look real, lets use 

our Joseph. We'll dress him up in rags.”  

“But he's already in Rags! You can't use him!”    It's not right, I thought, but our Bill was 

bigger than me.

“I mean real rags! an' big baggy 'uns!  an' we'll get some soot from back o' fire and 

blacken his face, so no-one will know it's 'im, an' we'll make him some shoes out of 

cardboard boxes, but big un's ! we'll ask Mrs. Buckle for a big owd  'at, she's got 

lots o' them. Let's ask her for biggest she got.” 

After we had acquired all the materials needed, our next task ( more daunting than we ever imagined ) was to cajole, blackmail, tempt and even threaten  our Joe.   But Joe was stubborn.   He wasn't going to have anything to do with it. He couldn't sit still for five minutes, never mind hours on end. 

It never entered Bill's head to offer him a share of the profits. The little sod was holding out for his cut and why not, we were only his managers. He was going to be our ‘Star’ He wanted half of the takings, but Bill said.

 “Its my idea and you're just going to be sitting there doin' nowt wi' thi' mouth shut, in 

fact sweet Fanny Adams is what you'll be doing. We'll be doin' all the pitchin'” 

Eventually Joe agreed that he would get a 1/4, ( 25%) after Bill explained to him the rules of business, after all he was only five and what did he know.

“Look here our Joseph. There's a 1/4 of the money for you, a 1/4 for Wilf,

a 1/4 for me, an' a 1/4 for overheads.”
“What's overheads.” said Joe looking up into the sky.

“Mi dad sez every business 'as overheads, not just wages, see ‘ere, it's money for t' 

pram,  t' idea,  an' materials we got, an' besides we're both bigger than you.” 

 Joe did as he was told, our Bill was bigger and smarter than both of us. We took Joe to one of the outside toilets, so no-one would see us dressing him.  I'd got some soot early that morning from the cold fire back, we absolutely covered his face. His eyes were bright in his newly ebonized facade, he looked like a miner. Then we made two enormous shoes out of cardboard and string and bound them tightly to his feet. He stood there in the dim light of the outhouse looking like a troll. 

We couldn't help but laugh, much to Joe's annoyance. But those days we didn't consider other peoples feelings too much. We were used to being hurt anyway, and just considered it part of life, to be hurt or humiliated occasionally, no big deal. We helped him into the pram because he was too big for it and he had to be positioned just right.

The finished ensemble though pleasing to our eyes as a work of art, was quite precarious.  Joe had to be careful adjusting his weight, or the whole thing would tip over. Away we went, with him being warned to keep his mouth shut and keep still or he would give the game away. It was Friday evening and the main road was busy with shoppers. Other inferior Guys sat in wheelbarrows, old prams or just propped up against a shop wall. After wheeling our load by the competition, we realized that we had passed the acid test, no-one had noticed our Guy was alive. If we could fool seasoned Guy makers, in the twilight, we could surely fool the public. And so we did, for a whole hour. 

“ Penny for the Guy Sir?”   

“A penny for the Guy Madam?”  

Compared to the others we did a roaring business. 

Joe never said a word, at one point he even dozed off.  When he woke, tears began to fill his eyes. We two managers were unaware of this, we had been too busy with our 'business.'  We both turned to him when we heard a little cry.

“What the flamin' heck!” said our Bill.

Joe's once perfectly blackened face, was now disfigured by tear and snot trails. We 

both started laughing along with a few onlookers. To make matters worse, Joe decided to remove to offending discharge from his upper lip, by using his tongue. This added to the glee of onlookers for it gave him a white upper lip and a black tongue. He could stand the humiliation no longer, he struggled to free himself from his cramped quarters. In doing so was ejected out backwards and fell in an untidy pile, on the curb. (sidewalk).  Now Joe was crying loudly, struggling to his feet in his ungainly attire, he turned to go home. Bill realized he was going to lose the goose that laid the golden egg. If he could only encourage him to stay a little longer, they might make four shillings, but our Joe was having none of it, in the light of the gas lamps and the fog of November, straw flew from him as off he stumbled, our kid brother, doing the best he could in his cardboard and string shoes. Finally, in a desperate attempt to stop him leaving.

 Bill shouted, “I'll give you half.”
 But the stumbling little figure disappeared into the gloom of that long ago November night. Dejected we slowly made our way home, counting up on the way. We had 3 shillings and seven pence.

“If he'd have stayed a bit longer, we'd 'ave  a shilling each.” 

“But we've got more than a shilling each!! You lied you buggar !!  You kidded him about 
t' pram!  It’s on to nowt now  it’s free and clear o’ debt mi dad said. You didn't play fair! 
You've already got your money back for that with empty jam jars, an’ all other jobs you’ve done.”
Our house was strangely silent when we eventually got home, we peeked in the door and saw Joe was asleep on our Mam's knee in front of the fire; newly fuelled by cardboard shoes.

She turned to us as we entered.

“You cruel little devils what have you done to him. He only wanted to pee!!”
She was gently washing his tear-streaked face.

Next day was Saturday, no school, up early and off to the fireworks shop, with a well scrubbed clean faced Joe tagging along. Bill of course had all the money.

“How much is my share? “  Our Joe wanted to know.

Sitting on the curb side, Bill opened the tin box, with the two of us looking on, he began to make three piles, made up of pennies, halfpennies, farthings and the odd three penny bit, he was good at reckoning up money our Bill, but as crafty as a box of monkeys. 

Then our kid says. “Where's overheads share then?”
“Pram get's nowt! We didn't know yer were sufferin' You did as yer were told, kep' 

your mouth shut, yer earned a proper share.” 

Joe beamed with delight.

We all felt good and bought the most wonderful assortment of fireworks in the whole 

wide world. But of course we had no Guy to burn!! 

That just reminded me of a little tale about our Billy's quick come backs. In 1947 he bought a Petrol Station on the A.1. which was the main highway running from London to Scotland.   One early Sunday morning he was pumping gas (petrol) when  \up pulled a man in a big flashy sport car.  

“My man”  he said.  “Why is your petrol one shilling & four pence a gallon,!  Down 

the road it's only one shilling & tuppence. “
“Why don't you buy it there then!”  Said Bill.

 “Oh they are closed,” said the gentleman.. 

 Bill looked at him with a dead straight face and said. 

“And when we are shut Sir! Ours is only a shilling!”

All his life our Bill always seemed preoccupied with ‘Big  Ones,’ big ideas, big cars, big houses, big fireworks, even big fires, he used to follow fire engines in his Jaguar, as a 40 year old. He always had a great sense for the ridiculous, kids loved him even though he was a great tease. Sadly he came down with a crash near the end of his life and lost everything, but I looked after him till he died. Well! he had looked after me when I was little and that’s what brothers are for.
Meersbrook Park is quite close to Little London Place, there is a big house and when I was young it was called the Ruskin Museum, anyone could spent many an enchanted rainy afternoon in that place because it was free.  I became fascinated by the art and other delights on display and I thought it all very clever. Just like my Mam and dad, I could draw a bit so I decided I would like to be a painter. When I told my dad how I thought the paintings and drawings were so clever and I couldn't imagine how they were done.

He said. “Remember, Wilf lad, summat's only clever, when you don't know 'ow to 

do it, but it teks lots of practice, I bet  t'ode  John Ruskin had 'ave 'ard job cobblin' a 

pair boots at first, or workin’ stone in a quarry.” 

I soon had to drop the idea of being a painter, we couldn’t afford paints and brushes,  later I was too busy making a living, but I could always appreciate fine art and craftsmanship and I taught (my daughter) Ann to draw, but she never did anything with her talent either.  
Oh but I did Dad, I waited till I was fifty though, if you had only known! 

Years later I remember reading something about John Ruskin he was the Victorian artist and art critic, a patron of the arts. When asked why he picked such a dirty place as industrial Sheffield to exhibit permanently, his and 'The Guild of St George's" fine collection of art objects, rare books, precious stones and metals.  He said, 'The museum is intended for the interest of workmen and labourers, especially cutlers, the Sheffield cutlers are the finest artisans in the land.'  That was good of him wasn’t it?
It was January of 1917 dad was home on a weekend pass.  It was bitterly cold and our coal supply was gone because of the extreme cold weather.  We sat huddled in front of the meagre fire made of slack, (which was coal dust ) it just smouldered in the grate giving little warmth.

Ike had just turned 18 and was almost ready to go into the army, he decided to take a walk along the train line to scavenge for anything that would burn, or for lumps of coal that had fallen from trains. After quite a while, with no success, he came upon an unused telegraph pole laying by the track.  A chance not to be missed for free heat, he thought and raced home to gather his five brothers around him to tell us of his find.  When dusk came we all scrambled up the embankment to the railway line, hoping no one had taken the pole before us. After all it was an area where opportunities were rarely lost, poverty always made for quick thinking and an abundance of common sense. Today its called ‘streets smart’.    We were lucky the pole was still there, so Ike got hold of one end, Albert the other, then the four of us in between them reached and lifted along the pole at various intervals. When we couldn't carry it any longer we dropped it,  rolling it along the railroad, hoping all the time a train wouldn't come, fortunately we had less than a mile to go. Necessity, desperation and a lot of puffing and panting, on the part of the three youngest, moved that heavy pole.  As we got close to our street we rolled it down the embankment, then we hoisted it over the wall and lowered our burden to the ground as quietly as we could. We were constantly on the lookout for the local bobby. 

 Working as a team, instructions were given to us younger ones in whispers, the pole was lifted again in one go and then we progressed slowly with arms wrapped round our booty. Because it was so heavy we had to lower it again and roll it over the cobblestones all the way home, finally we manoeuvred down the passage into the back yard. Albert at the rear end, looked up the street and saw the Archie Jessop the local bobby coming around the corner.

“Archie's comin' quick!” He hissed.

With a renewed sense of urgency we pushed it into the yard and turned around in one go. Out of breath Ike knocked on the door to surprise our parents. Dad opened it.

“Quick dad! Archie's coming!” Said Ike. 

Then dad burst out laughing beckoning our Mam to come and look at their six grinning sons in the moonlight.   There we stood in the dim light looking like some strange circus act. He had weighed up the situation immediately then went to open the window.  With the help of our parents we lads pushed the first several feet of the pole into the house; the other twenty or so feet was still in the yard, sticking out of the window balancing on the ledge.  Jumping over the couch dad ran down the cellar to get his old saw. Using the window ledge as a bench, the first eight feet was furiously severed, with us kids holding on to the long end slowly revolving it. Mam was inside lowering the sawed off length quietly to the floor, then the next eight feet was pushed into the room and the sawing began again. We didn't talk or want to make any noise in case anyone heard us.  Dad sent Joseph to the bottom of the passage to keep watch for Archie who was nowhere in sight, but that didn't mean he wasn't watching us from a good vantage point. He was good at his job.   During all this time all that could be heard was the sound of wood being sawed, occasionally muffled by a  tram or train rattling by.  We were all very tired of holding such a heavy treasure, because the saw wasn't as sharp as it could have been, it seemed to take forever.  I remember dad had beads of sweat running down his face, as he raced against time. Eventually the room was filled to capacity with eight people, lots of sawdust in the air and a telegraph pole cut down to size to fit the room. 

Finally we closed the window on our secret. Our Bill got the two stools and balanced them on the ‘Raft ‘ somebody chucked him a broom, twigging what he was about. Then he said.

 “Come on let’s sail to France and back again for tea.”  
We all climbed on board in a heap, even our parents who laughed with relief. The wood saved having to buy coal for quite a while. Dad spent most of his leave sawing and chopping the wood into small logs. Ike chopped some of the wood into kindling we younger boys and Mam tied it into small bundles and Bill sold them from his pram on the main road. The money bought candles and food and a some oats for Tom.

This was the second time a telegraph pole had been used for heat by our family.  During the miner's strike of 1912, dad had actually sawed down a pole, which had just been erected, but not wired. He rolled and dragged it home on his own through the park.  Fortunately it was down hill all the way. We were still living down our bad name then and Mam was terrified the local policeman would discover what he had done. The pole went from the front door all the way through the living room past the stairs and kitchen and out the back door at that particular house.  On another leave I begged dad to take me to a football match at the Sheffield United grounds at Bramall Lane.  I was eight or nine and football crazy, but had never seen a professional match. Full of excitement not knowing what to expect, I saw crowds of men and boys walking towards the grounds. Some luckier ones had hand-knitted red and white scarves wrapped around their neck, they carried giant wooden rattles, to let one and all know which team they supported. Several tramcars passed us carrying supporters and they waved and shouted to each other.  We watched the match, everybody was cheering or booing and swearing depending on which team they supported. It was all far better than I had hoped for; I was now an avid fan.  I had learned and relished all the grown up's swear words. I was really hooked on professional football by now. The problem was I had no money to go again to the next home match in two weeks. I went on my own anyway when the time came, hoping for a miracle of some way seeing the match without paying.  I found it.  There were little holes in the big wooden gates which I could see through. Next time I took a knife and made the holes a bit bigger. It was wonderful. 

Then one week the holes had been covered over on the inside with tin, I trick had been found.   All I could do now was wait until ten minutes before the match finished, then rush in when the gates opened and watch the last bit of the game like the rest of the kids without money. There had to be a better way I thought, then one day something struck me. The special trams were parked on Cherry St at the side of the grounds, waiting for the huge exodus of supporters at full time. I watched and waited and saw the drivers leave their trams and go inside the gate. Waiting for my opportunity, running to the nearest tram I dodged under the chain across the tram entrance quickly running up the stairs to the upper deck. I could watch from my unique and free vantage point, I was in heaven for the rest of the season.

 My father supported Sheffield United all his life. When he was in his forties before he got season tickets, he watched the match from the Spion kop. To get through the tightly packed crowd and get closer to the game, he cleverly took a paper cup of water with him and holding it above his head he would say, ‘Let me through lads please, my wife’s feeling a bit faint’ and they moved aside to let him through, he thanked them profusely.  He kept going closer and closer, until he reached a place which he was satisfied with the view, then he drank the water! He had thought of just using an empty cup, but knew if it was ever discovered he would be lynched! Crafty old devil. During the second World War, we lived very close to the Bramall Lane grounds. One of my uncles on my mothers side had broken his back in a coal mine accident and his legs were paralyzed He and his family lived on our street. My uncle was desperate to watch a match. So for several games my father carried him on his back to and from the matches until the coal board eventually supplied a wheel chair and he was able to be pushed to every match, where he sat on the field with other men in wheelchairs who were mostly ex soldiers. 

During the World War 1 it was a struggle for us to keep dear Tom. To save money we rented out his stable for a few months every Summer, we made use of a makeshift 'lean to' shed in the back yard. Tom loved it he enjoyed the company of the many children, who rode on him around the yard. Nobody minded him being there, he was just like a big soft dog.  We made a gate to stop him from going down the passage.  In the morning after he had eaten his feed, he went to our neighbours  'off shot' open kitchen window and put his head through, to have a drink in their sink. After that he wandered from kitchen door to kitchen begging a carrot here and a pat there. Horses get lonely you know because they are herd animals, so the people of our yard were just like members of his herd.

It must have been about this time when Nellie, the lass next door, came back to live in our yard, she must have been about nine or so at the time.

Mam said she needed feeding up, the food in the workhouse was known for being less than that in prisons. I remember Nellie Merrill had a hard gaunt look to her like a worn out old woman, but that soon disappeared and she became a sister to us all.  At first she was quiet, then after a few weeks she got a bit bossy, she must have learned it for the overseers, or wardens or what ever those in charge were called, but our Bill enjoyed her company. My mother sort of looked after her because she had no mother of her own, she taught her to bake and clean, and all the things little girls wanted to know.  Most of the recipes Nellie used through out her married life came from my mother, who seemed to have a special knack of making the most ‘everyday’ food taste delicious. 

Later when we had money on a regular basis, together they made bread, fruitcakes, tarts of all kinds, stew and dumplings, meat and potato pie, rabbit pie, Yorkshire pudding, pork pies, apple and bilberry pie.  For her part Nellie truly loved our mother.  Bill and Nellie became childhood sweethearts. When they were in their late teens Nellie used to bang on the back of their fireplace with the poker, ( our two houses shared a  common chimney) it was a big joke. 

“There you go Bill,” we would say, in unison “Nellie has got your cocoa ready.” 
But we never knew what else our Bill got. She had the same humour as us because she lived under our wings so to speak, the harder she got knocked down the stronger she got up, years later she even played football with us. 
 My husband and I learned her ‘secret shame’ when she was 86. We both listened in silence as she told us how 5 years of her childhood had been spent, in the workhouse  and the harsh conditions she and other innocents of all ages had lived in and after 80 years it still brought tears to her eyes. She told us in the car as we were taking her back to Tideswell, which she called Tiddsa, a Village in Derbyshire, where her family had originated. She wanted to see it before she died. We walked through the churchyard with this elegant dignified old lady, who some times would revert to the old broad ‘buffer’ Sheffield way of speaking and her earthy humour.  Into the Peak Cathedral we went and there in front of us was a Knight of the Crusades tomb with his recumbent figure carved in ancient marble. His name was Mevrill, and we found out he was Nellie’s ancestor, and she had never known.  She looked at us both and said, “I have nothing to be ashamed of any more have I? and we answered, “but you never did have.”
She is responsible for many of these stories, her memory was as sharp as a tack. When I phoned to tell her we were going to write this book.  She said It’s about time, your dad was my best friend. It’ll be a big book.   Sadly I cannot do justice to all the tales as my elders are now all gone. I have no one left to ask the many questions that still rattle around in my head. Fortunately the first 50,000 words were read to her in hospital just before she died. Graham and I had great respect for her. Workhouses she told us were like prisons, unwanted people could not leave unless they could support themselves. Their heads were cropped of hair and coarse prison like uniforms were worn. The diet was very meagre. Families were split up, men lived in one building women, & children in another and sometimes they were split up too. Occasionally the death of a spouse or loved one in a separate building went undiscovered for years. The elderly died alone, yet their spouse was just next door. The inmates did mindless work, with long work hours. The experience made Nellie strong though and it made her very grateful for a normal live, albeit in a slum and depressive to some. Little London Place was heaven compared to the workhouse. After she left school, she became a Buffer, that dirty skilled job. She worked at Walker & Hall the famous silver company. Years later she became an expert on silver.  In the early 1950’s  when they had finally made good, Nellie and Bill were among the first people in Sheffield to take Mediterranean Cruises. She left us her baby clogs along with many wonderful memories. Just recently we bought a pair of Walker and Halls candle sticks at an estate sale in Toronto and were made in the time Nellie worked at the famous Sheffield silver factory. As we cleaned away the tarnish we saw our reflections, and we realized the first reflection from the new silver would have been a buffers and maybe hers.

Back to Wilf’s words

I enjoyed school, and the friendship of other children especially the Gregory Twins, who I first met in the infants class, at Meersbrook Bank School. Their names were Reggie and Algie, they were a tough comical pair of redheads, with freckles splashed all across their impudent faces. Dennis the menace had nothing on them. They harassed every teacher all their way through school with the hilarious mischief they caused.  When they were about ten or eleven they started to come to school wearing clogs.  To annoy the teachers they both purposely loosened a clog iron on one clog. These clogs were used in the factories by children and adults, the heavy soles were made of wood with irons around the edge like horse-shoes, they had black leather uppers which tied with laces.
(The ones for toddlers had a leather straps and a small shoe buttons) 

Everyone would be sat at their desks, the brothers, late as always, came down the long 

corridor, one behind the other. Clip, Clop, Clip, Clop, they went, marching with great gusto.  The first brother opened the big double glass doors.

BANG! 

Then the second did the same.

BANG!

This of course amused all the kids in classrooms all the way down the corridor. 

‘Here they come,’ would be heard in whispers, and muffled titters. 

Finally they sat down, much to Mr Hallat's relief, then when his back was turned, they used to flick big lumps of black ink soaked wads of blotting paper with their rulers up at the ceiling, to stick there forever. 

A particular day will stay with me always.  One afternoon in Autumn Mr Hallat said,

“Now boys for the art class tomorrow please bring a leaf to draw, find the nicest one 

you can, an oak leaf or a horse chestnut would be good.” 

Next day the Gregory boys up to their usual tricks, came down the corridor, with more than usual noisy clatter, we could hear  scraping and dragging sounds. Through the big doors they came, BANG! CLATTER! BANG! They were, pulling a long thick bough from a tree, it was full of brightly coloured leaves, they dragged it across the floor and dropped it with a great thud, it in front of Mr Hallats desk. 

“What's this in aid of you silly boys?”
“Well Sir, Please Sir, we thought the other boys might forget...so we brought enough 

for everyone.”
Roars of laughter came from the other boys, even Mr Hallat laughed. Those twins remained my good friends until they immigrated to Australia in the 1930's. We heard they were both were killed in the North Africa campaign, during World War 2.  I'm sure our old teachers were just as sad I was, when we heard they had died, they were so colourful in every way, so full of life, such daredevils.  Once we went turnip scromping Algie and I, we borrowed his granddad’s wheelbarrow and pushed it through the garden allotments.  These were small patches of land, which were allotted to local people who had no garden of their own. They were almost impossible to get and it seemed every one of them was put to very good use, especially in the growing of prize vegetables and flower for shows, the rage was dahlias, and chrysanthemums.  Each little patch of garden had a hut, some were surprisingly comfortable and quaint, with a comfy chair and a primus stove to make tea; some huts held racing pigeons, most of these places were make out of recycled wood, orange boxes, tin and other various metals which had been scrounged, from workplaces or sneaked from builders yards and road works late at night. Homemade ‘one of kind’ shanties where men could have peace and quiet, while enjoying a bit of gardening.  Occasionally families who had been evicted from their homes especially during strikes for non payment of rent set up homes in these little shacks until they could afford the rent again for proper housing.

One particular garden Algie and I had noticed had a great many turnips for some reason, we figured nobody needed that many, so when it was dusk we crept into this garden, and harvested about 20. By the time we had finished digging with just our hands we were black to the wrist with sooty earth. With our booty we pushed the loaded barrow as quietly as we could along the rough cinder path on the road. We decided it might be fun to take turns sitting on top of the turnips with the other one pushing we were having a great time. When it was my turn to ride the barrow we had just turned a corner and the rest of the way was down hill. Well!  the barrow picked up speed and in his panic to hold on the shaft Algie ran into a big stone and the barrow, with me and the turnips went flying in the air, with most of them landing on my head. It taught me a lesson, do bad things and somehow you’ll get bad things right back, of course the opposite is true too! 

In the very warm weather we used to make our own swimming pools in the river Sheaf, up stream away from the factories. There would be about ten kids, clearing away the broken bottles, bricks and rubbish. We built a dam with boulders, small stones and clay until the water was about four or five feet deep. None of us could afford to go to the local swimming baths to learn to swim, so this was the next best thing. Of course when we had learned, we ventured still further, where the water was clean and sweet, our favourite spot was a large pond on the edge of Sheffield. 

We called it Abbeydale Weir, it was the site of an ancient water driven mill. One very hot day we trudged along the road, being scantily dressed because of the heat, I was in like a flash. Then it happened, I had dived too close to the weir, and got caught in what we called the whirlpool, down and down I went. All attempts to struggle free failed,  I went down twice to the bottom, it was sandy and seemed a long way down, very dark and very cold.

I could hear someone shouting. 

“Float, Wilf,   Float! Over and over again, Float, Wilf, Float!” 

 The voice seemed a hundred miles away. It was my brother Bill who was calling to me. God must have had his shining face on me that day, I found some inner strength, pulling my legs up, then levelling out, I surfaced.  Keeping very still I floated to the bank, exhausted, my friends pulled me out, and I stood there in my birthday suit shivering with my brother's arm around me.  That's the last time I go in there I thought.  

Never more did I go near that weir. My life has been like that really, sometimes I’ve been right down at the bottom and think I’m never going to make it back up again to the top, but if I  ‘float’ (keep calm)  I always come out on top again. There’s not much that keeps me down, I never smoked or drank I sort of considered life it’s self was my champagne. 

In Autumn we went into the woods to collect acorns by the bag full, when we had collected enough, we had big battles with them throwing them at each other. One day it was raining hard, so we decided to have our acorn fight at our house, in the kitchen, we moved the bits of furniture and tea chests around to make barricades, which we hid behind. Me and our Bill on one side of the room behind the couch Algie and Reggie at the other side. There we were firing away acorns all over the place, but mostly splattered on the walls. Battle cries coming from every corner of that tiny room. Then Mam walked in the door, she just stood there! arms folded.  Sheepishly we all came out from our hiding places and realizing the mess we had made, and began cleaning up. She had been working all day and wasn't pleased, it took us ages to clean the mess, but she never stayed mad at us for long. 

My brother Ike never had too much to do with the removal business, because he liked the job at the brickyard. He knew he would soon be old enough for army service, but because he had lost his trigger finger, he was taught to drive, then they sent him to France.  There were two good things that came from the loss of his finger. The first was that our family was able to start in the removal business and secondly it prevented Ike from killing anyone or being killed himself because had couldn’t shoot a gun.  We were always grateful for that.

Ike's son, Ken, my nephew, said me recently. “The recruiting officer's would look at the 6' 4'' strong soft 18 year old lad and think. Here's a big one! He can take five or six bullets, we'll teach him to hold a rifle.   Then they would see his finger was lacking.”
 The officer probably cursed at the loss of cannon fodder. In France my brother drove an ammunition lorry. Ike once drove 7 days with hardly any sleep back and forth to the front. Exhausted, he finally stopped the empty lorry and crawled underneath to sleep, within the sound of gunfire. When he awoke he was surrounded by the dead bodies of soldiers and horses. 
When he was a teenager, to entertain us he told deliberately outrageous fibs He once came home and said, he had seen a man sat on the tram, with a dagger stuck through his bloody flat cap into his head. 

Mi dad said  “Ooh  yes!” He knew one was coming.

Ike said the man was going to the hospital and was calmly reading a newspaper.

“Did you say anything to him,” dad asked as cool as can be, meanwhile we were 

holding back a titter.

 “Oh yes.” Answered Ike, “I said does it hurt much?   The man said to me. Not really, but it was a bit painful when it went through the bone.”  

With that all we all started singing ‘ding dong ding dong’ and standing on one leg! Which was our usual response to all his stories, which were beyond belief.

When my brother Len started worked on a regular basis. I used to wait for him to come home so I could wear his long trousers to go out and pretend to be big, but he would tease me and say.

 “You'll have to wait till I've had my tea.” (evening meal)

Of course I had to sit around and wait.

When I look at my good clothes and shoes now in my closet I feel very fortunate. There weren't such things as jumble (rummage) sales in those days, even cheaper mass produced clothing was beyond our means in the early years.  The only places we could get cheap clothes was from a second hand dealer in the open-air market, or pawn shop.

I think the first pair of new shoes I ever had was in 1926 when I was 18, I felt like a prince they were so comfortable. They were brown leather and I polished them every night. I had those shoes for years and kept them in good repair myself, I used to buy leather and cut and nail on new soles down in the cellar with dad’s shoe last. That bit of skill came in handy during the 2nd. World War when everything was hard to get because of rationing.

 Bill started work at De-Cam and Allens on Randle St. It was his idea because he loved woodworking and wanted to be a fine cabinetmaker, he always said he was sick of tea chest furniture and wanted some real wood furniture. He drew his wages on a Saturday at noon and handed the few shillings over to Mum, sometimes she gave him a bit of pocket money. I always looked forward to Bill getting his spending money, he never failed to share with me what ever he had and I did they same with him, we were very close, he would say.

“ Come on Wilf! Film Matinee at Heeley Palace, lets go!”
Off we went to join the queue to see the Silent Movie Show. It might be Charlie Chaplin, Chester Conklin, Fatty Arbuckle and the weekly serial Pearl White, Warner Orland, Antonio Moreno, the serials were called, Broken Coin,  Tantalus and many others. It all got very exciting especially with the pianist and violinist playing to the action on the screen. I had one eye on the film, one eye and my ears concentrating on the music, this is what I am sure gave me the ambition to be a pianist or a violinist, and that’s another dream of mine that went up the spout.   
 My father never achieved this ambition of being a musician, but in later life, for hours on end he listened to classical music and watched Ballet and Operas on T.V. and went Old Time Dancing. When ever he came across a piano at an auction, or on a move, he would do an arpeggio up and down the keys with great passion.  It sounded wonderful, as if he really knew how to play. Then he always came to an abrupt stop. People would say in anticipation. “Carry on.”
“That's all I know.” He'd say.

When he came to Canada for a visit in 1978, we took him and my Mum round Yorkdale Shopping Mall in Toronto. We came upon a music shop were a young woman was demonstrating an expensive Yamaha piano. She was a very good player, but no one was listening, or even bothering to stop as we all walked up to listen.  Soon the passers-by could see dad's  enthusiasm, he started to sing and dance around on the marble floor with his arms spread out like a professional dancer. A small crowd gathered. Every time the pianist finished a piece dad started clapping, this brought a even bigger crowd. As a final gesture, he took his cap off pretending they were buskers, the pianist and the dancer.   A few people joined in the fun and dropped coins in his cap, everyone was laughing and having an unexpectedly good time.  With a final flourish, he gave the coins to the pianist, who shook hands with him.  They bid farewell never to meet again. Every one waved to dad as on our way we went. One young man in black biker's leathers came up to him and shook his hand, saying. “You're cool man, real cool.” As we walked away. Dad looked back and said.   “Look what a bit of showmanship will do, she's got some one interested in a piano.” 

WILF’S OWN WORDS.  Continued

It would be Winter 1917-18, when our parents decided to buy and sell coal, it seemed to make sense; it was so obvious, it had been sitting on our doorstep ever since we had moved to Little London Place. Occasionally when money was spare we had gone to the coal yard with Tom and cart, to see if they could get a few bags wholesale, on the quiet like, then we sold a bit to neighbours. The railway station coal yard was in the next street so it was very convenient.  My mother realized that if we could get the money together to buy an old carthorse and a big cart we would be in business. She knew if we sold the coal a little bit cheaper than the established coal dealers, we would quickly get our own customers.  The work we could get with Tom was limited to lighter loads, because we wouldn’t over work him. Mam was worried though about the coal business being such a dirty job. The next time Dad came home on a leave, they had talked until the early hours, it sounded like Mam was having second thoughts because I could hear them as I lay supposedly asleep. I put my ear to the floor boards. Their voices were muffled and I was hoping dad wasn’t arguing again, that always worried me, but lately her common sense won over his anger. Maybe he had begun to realize she was his ally not his enemy, his real enemies were the landlord, the bum bailiff and lately the Jerries or Huns as we called them then.  All my other brothers were fast asleep, so I crept on to the landing and went half way down the stairs and sat in the darkness with my old blanket round my shoulders, listening for what seemed like ages.  Always being of a worrying nature, I didn’t want to be kept in the dark you might say, I wanted to hear better and know what was going on. Dad was now trying to convince her.

“But Emma luv'. It is a good idea. It makes sense. What do most people want round here in winter,  coal to keep ‘em warm and to cook with and to wash with, after all coal is one of the most important things of life.”
“But it's such a mucky job though Isaac luv', imagine all the bath water we'd use.” 

“Nay lass. Nay,” he said,  “It only costs a penny for a good deep bath at Heeley 

Baths, an' if they're earnin’ enough they can 'ave a bath every day, it's only a stone's 

throw away.”
We used a tin bath in front of the fire. The water was heated in the brick clothes boiler then when it was very hot it was ladled into the bath-tub with a ‘ladling can,’ cold water was added until the temperature was just right.  As we lads grew, privacy was accomplished by using a clothes-horse with sheets hung over; small children were usually bathed everyday in the stone sink. When my mother took her bath we were send outside, she got in first, then when she got out Dad got in, with more hot water being added. She would wash his back, then his hair, using fresh water to rinse. This was accomplished  with a big  jug of water. He stood up in the bath all 6.’.4’’ of him and she had to stand on a chair because he was so tall and she poured the whole lot over his head; I bet they had some laughs over that situation. When bath time was over, the bath and its contents were slid precariously out of the kitchen, over the step and carried by the handles one person at each end, the water sloshing from front to back. Then it was poured down the grate in the middle of the yard.   The Heeley Baths building contained, Public Baths, Swimming Pool and Public Wash House and was in built in 1909. To go swimming, it cost 4d on clean water days and on the next day, so called a dirty water day it was 2d and the third day it cost 1d. The water was not recycled, but changed only twice a week!   Women in our neighbourhood could make a meal for a family for less than 4d, ( four pennies ) so it seemed expensive to us. After they decided to go ahead with the coal idea, dad said. “You lads keep a look out for a cart first.” 

“Why is that?” Mam said. 

“It’s common sense! See a cart doesn’t eat anything! So that can be bought first, 

instead of buying the horse, then looking for a cart.  A horse eats like a horse! 

right?” 

“Yes luv,’ you are right of course! Like a horse!”
After some weeks we bought a big flat cart from a friend of our uncle Joes at the wholesale fruit market. The task began of repairing and painting it, our Bill did the woodwork repairs, with the help of a neighbour, mother painted it and Billy Holden our crippled friend repaired the metal work.  After a while we began looking for a suitable cart horse. All we had to do was put the two together; we had the cart before the horse so to speak.

Tom's stable was behind a pork butcher's on Artisan View Road and nearby was a knackers yard. This was a place where horses were killed and their carcasses were sent on for processed into pet food, glue, and upholstery material. Horse hair was woven into a lengths of material and used to upholster furniture, it was very uncomfortable because, as it wore it became very prickly; a shiny black, made very popular during Queen Victoria’s reign, because she was in mourning for so long. People like us couldn't afford to buy a horse the ordinary way, so for a few weeks every time we passed the knackers yard we looked for a possible partner, in our new venture, 

Then one day Albert spotted an old gray mare being brought in, she was big, very dirty and quite unfriendly looking. There was a great big lump on the side of one front knee, her teeth were awful and her hot steamy breath smelt like a midden, she looked like a giant frightful monster to me with great big nostrils breathing fire, her bloodshot eyes seemed to look right into my brain.  God only knows how old she was. Albert asked 

the man at the yard not to poleaxe her, until our family had seen her. Mam liked her, even though she looked so dirty and uncared for, but the lump might be a tumour, she said. The man at the knackers yard, told her that it was common in cart horses who had started to drag heavy loads too young, before their muscles had properly developed.

“It's just an enlarged joint, nowt  t'worry thisen about.” He said. 

He knew he could get more for a live horse than a dead one. Albert looked in her mouth, teeth of all colours. “She only needs a red un’ and she’d  ave a snooker set.” 

He held her mouth open so we could all see.  Bill held his nose because of the stench.

The vendor nudged him.

“ Ayup! ’ave yer gor any more o’ your lot at ‘ome, cus if tha’ as, let ‘em all cum, ‘an  

thi can ‘ave a reight gud look. You’re like bleedin’ Fred Karnos Circus, yor lot.”  

He was getting fed up of the side-show. Mam gave the man 10 Shillings, to hold on to the horse for a few days.

“I ‘ave to ask my husband,” she said.  “ He knows best.”
She quickly wrote a note. Mail was faster then, dad would get the letter next day.
He couldn’t get a leave so he wrote back straight away. His letter read. 

‘Go and get my mother to have a look at the mare she grew up with horses, after all 

her dad  and granddad were blacksmiths.’
Soon we would be a two horse family, if Grandma said the mare was O.K.  Albert went to get her from her house in Woodseats. After a while they returned and I watched her step down from the tram with Albert holding her hand. She was very small and always wore dark Victorian looking clothes made of barathea; Heavy long skirts came down to her feet, she usually wore a black jet beaded bonnet covering her gray streaked hair, which she wore  in a tight bun on top of her head; she smoked a short clay pipe and would be about 55 or so; but she looked very old to me.  She was very well respected in the area because she was a midwife, in those days doctors seemed to be in awe of midwives some how. We thought it an honourable job. 

Walking slowly up the little lane to the knackers yards, she turning the corner, gasped, then laughed.

 “My goodness me! It is a mess, but let’s see, first impressions can be deceiving, it 

could still ‘ave a few good years, I ‘ate to see a ‘orse put down if it’s not in any pain.”  

Without a second thought and any show of fear my tiny grandma checked everything,  her beautiful wrinkled brown mottled hands explored each leg and heavy hoof and the old mare just stood there as calm as could be.

She spoke to the mare first, looking up into her eyes. 

“ You just need a bath and a bit ‘o love don’t you?”
 Turning, Grandma spoke to Mam, who was watching from  the doorway.

 “Well Emma lass, she’s been used to hard work, It’ll be all right, as long as they 

don’t overload her, its just a calsibuncleonis knee,” and she winked at my mother.

The knackers yard man scratched his head, wondering what my Grandma had just said!  I can see him now trying to mouth the word in order to remember it, probably to confound a crony, but Grandma had just make the word up for us kids to have something to call the problem  and of course Mam twigged straight away.

“Oh! Is that so! We won’t overwork her then!”
Grandma looked at my mother.  “Well I’ll give you that Emma, you’re as soft as 

muck with old Tommy, won’t he be pleased he’s got some company at night. Now tha 

won’t ‘ave to feel guilty when tha’ beds him down, an’ leaves him.”
 She began to look in the bottom of her large black bag

I can still remember those two wonderful women, who gave me life, laughing. They had a lot in common, they were fearless, they shared the same name, they had both been there at my birth, they both loved a laugh and a joke, both worked very hard physically, one delivered babies and the other one delivered furniture. 

“I’ll lend you a bit of money Emma.” 

Pulling out a home made chamois pouch,  she took out four gold sovereigns. 

“Here you are lass.  It’ll help you buy the horse and your first load of coal.”
Mam thanked her and so did we. She was a good grandma.  The two women got on a 

tram and headed towards Grandma’s local pub to have a glass of port wine to toast the new venture.  Meanwhile we walked the mare to Tom's stable, discussing at length the advantages of our new friend, the only disadvantage it would be a tight squeeze to get  both horses into the stall. Setting too, we washed her down and cut the tangles out of her matted mane and tail, we brushed her and cleaned her hoofs, until she looked decent.  Those dull old eyes with the long gray lashes seemed to brighten just a little. Then we left her with our dear Tommy. They sniffed and snorted at each other, seemingly telling each their stories.  Being just a little lad I thought Tommy might be telling her about how nice her new family was, but I suppose that was just me hoping horses could understand.  They both settled down and accepted each other. I knew Tom would never be lonely again. We called our new partner Flower, because after we cleaned her up, she smelt just as sweet as she could, that lovely old horse smell. 

Right from the start the coal business was successful, Albert and Len delivered coal on Mondays, Tuesdays and with Flower, the rest of the week we used Tom for the auctions.  If a big removal of furniture for the dealers came our way  we used both.  After a while Tom and Flower fell in love, she turned out to be a big soft old thing. In a morning we would go to the stable to get them up for work, Tom was always fast asleep with his head on Flower's rump, using it just like a pillow, he loved her company.

With his big pleading brown eyes just like a baby he would look up at us as if to say. 

" Ah leave me a bit longer I'm comfortable here with mi owd Flower."  

 Flower wouldn't go up hills on her own to pull the cart, but if Tom walked at the side 

of her she thought he was pulling too. ( We never told her any different. ) Eventually she wouldn't go anywhere without him, so when it was coal delivery day 

Tom had to be ridden in front of her. Bill or I rode Tom bareback along the streets with Flower pulling the coal cart happily behind, either Len, Albert  drove the coal cart.
All the while shouts of .

“Coal! get yer Coal! shilling a sack!  Coal! get yer Coal !” 
Was heard from the one riding or walking Tom.  Bill was the best at it he loved shouting. He was good with customers always making them laugh. One time he got us into trouble though.  Some ladies were talking as we stopped to drop coal down a cellar grate. One of them saw the big lump on Flowers knee.

 “What's that,” she said with apparent distress as she pointed to the lump... 

 Bill answered. “Oh. its nowt! its just a calsibuncleonis knee, nowt to worry about 

missis! Look here! It's just a step for climbing up on to her back!”   

Then he put his foot on the hard lump, got hold of Flower's mane and jumped on her 

back with a cowboys expertise.   The ladies screamed! 

Curtains fluttered as people looked to see the cause of such screams.  

“Oh! You cruel boy I'll report you to the R.S.P.C.A.! That's cruelty to animals!”
She thought Bill had hurt Flower, but he was so light and the mare was so strong, 

besides he wouldn't dream of hurting anything, let alone his beloved horse. Never the less he never did it again. 

 Our Bill was a natural visual comedian, a true entertainer; with me as his sidekick it was like living with the Marx brothers. He was a pied piper, he never grew up and all his life did everything naughty that children wanting to do but didn't dare. (I miss him now he’s gone, he died at age 66 from a stroke, but for many years he and Nellie lived the high life.)

He had left his wood-working job. One day he came home just after we first got Flower and said.

 “I don't like it at the factory, I can't see out of the windows and the sawdust gets 

up mi nose.” 

My mother always soft hearted, said. “Leave then luv’, you can help with the 

coal.”
We weighed and filled the sacks at the coal yard, they weighed a hundredweight (112 lbs) Albert and Len could lift them easily, but Bill and I had to lift them together at first. I'm sure that lifting those sacks from the ages of 11 and 13 and playing soccer in our spare time on weekends was what made us so strong. Though we didn't know it then, our Bill had a weak heart. Just to give an example of how strong we were. When Albert was about 16 or 17, there was a fire in one of the houses across the street. A woman was trapped in a second floor room. She was screaming and her hair was ready to catch fire from the flames behind her. Albert ran across the road and pushing the crowd away, he 

shouted.

“Jump I'll catch you luv'.” 

Encouraged by the small crowd she jumped, he caught her with ease just dropping on one knee, he surely saved her life. All he had was a bruised knee. 

Over the little wooden bridge that crossed the River Sheaf, past Tyzacks factory, was a piece of waste land known as 'The Prim.'  In the old days it had been Primrose Meadows, before being developed in the early 1900’s. In the spring, bright yellow primroses still grew on a high bank in their thousands, all along what was left of the remaining Primrose Meadow. The narrow patch of vacant land, next to the Heeley Baths, became our football pitch, the ground was as hard as a rock from being played on for many years. In fair weather or foul, given any opportunity possible we played, kicking an old soccer ball. Some of us were good. Though we probably never realized it, that strenuous exercise helped strengthen our rickety legs and gave us strong muscles, which in turn strengthened but never straightened our bones. What a strange sight we must have been, I was knock kneed, Billy was K legged, (one straight one bent,) Len was bow legged, in other words, legs that went every crooked way, like the children’s song. ‘There was a crooked man who walked a crooked mile.’ 

It never bothered us it was too common a disability for that, and we had nothing to complain about, there were too many bad cripples in Sheffield and the other factory and mill towns of England. Children and adults who were maimed or killed by unguarded machinery was rampant in Queen Victoria’s time. It seems their working folks bodies were considered worthless, easily discarded by big business and those with fat deep pockets. In some ways ordinary folk invested more in a business than the owners did with their money, after all there were no pit or mill owners children working underground, or laid under a loom picking up bits of cotton, cheaper than a broom I  suppose, in the case of the latter.

 I remember reading about a German visiting Manchester, in the mid 1800’s, he thought there had just been a war with all the maimed adults and children he saw in that City, but he was told the injuries were the result of factory and mill accidents.
We only had to compare our selves to our childhood friend, Billy Holden, who, as a baby had been dropped or fallen and both his legs broke!  His parents in their downright ignorance, or fear of being blamed, we never knew, failed to take him to the doctors.  His legs grew but they were useless and just dangled, he kept them folded, tied together with rope, under his strong torso and he never walked. As kids we pushed him around in an old pram and we took him to school the same way, until our dad helped him to make a hand propelled vehicle of sorts so he could go anywhere on his own. Dad got two old big pram wheels and used the axel to fit a board on, which was very low to the ground. He also made wooden hand blocks to which he attached leather straps for Billy’s strong hands, then he put rubber on the bottom of the blocks, these Billy used to paddle his way along, in fact he sped along some times faster than the trams, he beat us many a time, our dear friend was mobile. Children were fascinated by the way he came down stairs at lightening speed, hands and head first.  When we were all in our 30’s we once stretched him out, he was over 6 feet. At the time, we were camping in furniture vans at the coast in 1935. He was the most wonderful, adaptable, ingenious man, we have ever known. Though neither he or our family ever thought of him as been handicapped in anyway, all the time I knew him I never hear him be grumble about his lot in life; he got no disability pension, so he worked. It must have been about 1950 through the National health scheme that he first got free housing and a motorized wheelchair and a disability pension. Eventually late in life, he fell in love and married a sweet lady.  

During World War 2 one of his brilliant ideas was cardboard shoes with rubber sole made from tires! Which he made himself and sold wholesale for a shilling a pair to Aaron a dealer in the market.  When they were polished black or brown, they were almost indiscernible from real leather, and lasted a few weeks, sounds fantastic today but perfectly true, believe it or not. 

Just after the War in 1919 a talent scout for the Sheffield United football club saw one of the matches the local boys were playing. He was particularly interested in our Ike. Who had developed a good technique and was nimble with the ball. An appointment was made for a try-out as a professional. There was only one drawback, although Ike had some old football boots he didn't have any shorts. I call them shorts but they actually came down almost to the knee those days.. He couldn't afford to buy any, so not being a proud chap, he found an old pair of our mothers long knickers cut the elastic off the legs and wore those. Can you imagine a lad of nearly 20 doing that today, anyway the try out was a failure, it could have been that they thought he wasn't serious enough, but most likely it was because one or two of the other players said something about his knickers and he played badly through embarrassment.
I must have been about 11 or 12 when I started proper work with my family at the auctions. The salerooms were exciting and they fascinated me, those long standing establishments were filled with all kinds of rare curiosities and that wasn’t just the stuff waiting to be sold; some the people who were buying were unusual too, or so it seemed to a kid of my age.  Many of the people I met there, over the years became my very good friends and in the 1930’s we all went on pleasure trips together, in bus coaches or as we called them those days Charabancs, which I thought was a much nicer word.

Most of the dealers, were easy to get along with and as honest as the day, but there were a few ‘astute’ dealers and dad who was a bit of a sage warned us, saying. 

‘Watch out for someone who is astute, that’s only one step away from being a 

‘shyster’. 
Old Isaac could have been a poet, but he never wrote anything down.  I  only remember a few of his words.
Poetry’s said to be hard, so I’ve been told

Will Shakespeare the bard, he was reight bold

It’s twiddle yer thumbs an’ pick at thi nose,

This poetry’s strange I’d rather write prose.

Some words thi fit  ‘n others thi don’t,

I think an’ I think an’ I rave an’ I moan.

There must be a knack, to capture the word

‘Ow is it done, mi mind’s slow an’ absurd.

Rhyming is hard an’ reight tricky too, 

Rhythm’s t’ thing that you ‘ave to do

Get t’ words just reight, then it’ll sing.

La di da,  La di da, ding a ling ling. 
Of course my mother became very friendly straight away with the women dealers who gave us work and none of them ever regretted it. One of these woman, the kindest 

person I ever met in my life, was Miss Bamworth, she taught me compassion. 

 Just after the War dad had another good idea, and we all loved that one...........
That is where my father’s written notes for this story ended.  On the morning he died in 1979,  he was writing a letter to us here in Canada. He had got up early as usual and had taken my mother her breakfast in bed, then he began writing. When it was almost time for the shops to open he went into the bedroom and gave my mother a kiss.  He said, I’m going to the electrical shop to buy a plug. I’ll finish off the letter when I get back I have something to tell them in Canada.  I can still remember the last few words of the letter.   ‘and now for something more…’ 

There was always something more with my father.  He was a joy to know, he would talk  to everyone, making  children and strangers  smile or laugh who he met along the way.

It was standing room only at his funeral, his charm and his love of life had spread far and wide. Well it does if you are a furniture mover for 56 years. Just think of the lives he sorted and helped mend with his talent for listening and having that abundance of common sense.  He taught me many things, but the best was. Always have  compassion for others.  He left behind his legacy of love and laughter and the words you have just read in Chapter 6. 

Now for the rest of his stories and some from other members of our family.

CHAPTER 7 Feb 1919
The door burst open and hit the wall! Isaac was home for good and hopefully he would stay that way, just demobilized from the army; he was now a craggy forty two year old.  The time he had spent in the service of his country served him well, with hearty meals, regular routine and lots of fresh country air. The whole experience had broadened his mind; but he was in for a surprise, big changes had taken place in the routine of the household. During the last few months of the War since the coal business had begun, his family had got on quite well without him. The walls of the kitchen had been freshly distempered in a pale green and instead of the normal newspaper for a tablecloth, there was now a flowered oilcloth on the small kitchen table. Emma was awaiting him and had prepared a large meat and potato pie with baked rice pudding to follow. The house smelled good and so did she; he dropped his kit bag, went to her and she gave him a kiss.  

“It’s good to be back lass, it all looks grand.  I’m relieved  t’ War’s over an’ done 

with, lets hope there’ll be no more after this. Tell me what’s been ‘appening, put me 

in t’ picture like, it looks like we’re comin’ up in t’world.” 

“Well luv, I’m still moving furniture from t’ auctions, but t’ lads have just started to 

look after t’coal business now, they could do with your help though, our Bill’s a bit 

small for that heavy job.  He seems to manage, and doesn’t complain, they all go to 

bed early because they’re worn out after all that heavy work.  They ‘ave a bath on a 

regular basis, their clothes get really mucky though so it means a lot o’ washin’ for 

me; but thanks to them and partly due to your emoluments from the army we’re not

scratchin’ about int muck lookin’ for our livin’. The rent gets paid on time, an’ I’ve 

been buying a few bits and pieces at t’auctions as you can see,” she said,  pointing to 

the shiny brass curb and fire irons.  “The lads don’t ‘ ave a lot o’free time during 

t’ week, but on weekends they make up for it, its either a football match, t’billiard ‘all, 

or a picture show, they’re good sons an’ deserve a bit o’ fun.”
She placed the meal before him.

“Oooh!!  My favourite!   Emma lass!  ‘Idle Pie!’ an’ Henderson’s Relish allicka of the 

Gods, I used to dream about this in’t army.”   ( allicka Yorkshire for liquor)
This was Yorkshire soul food, manna, comfort food, ‘meat and potato pie’ with a thick  crust on top. It was called ‘Idle pie’ because the eater was usually asleep shortly after it’s  consumption. Hendersons relish is now sold all over the world via the internet.
It’s golden crust and dark brown interior was welcome home food no matter the length of absence.  It was quickly reduced to a mere stain on his plate, then was deftly replaced by a baked rice pudding; the strong sweet smell of nutmeg, enticed him as he anxiously searched the table.

“ ‘Ere” she passed him a spoon.

Elbows on the table, hands cupped beneath her chin, she watched as he ate.

“ Welcome home luv’   Yet she wondered how he was going to fit in, knowing.the new routine would surprise to him, she had usually been the first up in a morning fussing around getting everyone off the work or school.  After a couple of days he noticed there were changes, she now worked at home only at night, doing housework and cooking. The family’s washing, was done at the Heeley wash house now, which made it a lot easier; everything was dry, spotless, folded and ironed, all laid neatly in 2 wicker laundry baskets, on the back of the cart. Tom the pony was a valuable member of that household and others, he had make Emma’s life much easier, he and she fetched and carried groceries for neighbours who were old or house bound; no money changed hands for the delivery, but occasionally a favour was returned in the form of a home grown cucumber or a few tomatoes, an amateurish haircut, or a bit of shoe cobbling. 

On Wednesdays, Thursdays, Fridays and occasionally Saturdays she and Tom were off early in a morning, they were going to work to some auction or other. A ‘small’ business woman and a pony, they had ‘real’ work to do, the kind that brought money into the house. The searching for this work was constant, the local papers were bought early every morning and scoured for possible moves, or auctions, Emma and her family were meticulous gleaners of information because everyone moves, even eventually to their grave. Life became interesting; at night they sat and told stories to each other of their days activities. In those days ‘paying’ small household removals were rare; the rag and bone man could be called upon to move a few meagre possessions for very little recompense. 

So their work came mostly from auctions at first, with the odd household move; Emma got most of the work at first, she approached dealers and the general public, and placed  Isaac’s well written postcard adverts in local newsagents windows; she became known, as “that removal woman.” 

Albert & Len did most of the heavy work, but she was always there to help with the loading, delivery and unloading of furniture. When it came time for payment, she was the one who held out her hand for the money, if there was ever a tip; her sons insisted she take her rightful share. They had a healthy working partnership, with fair shares for all after expenses had been paid and the largest share going into the bank.  She firmly, but carefully, informed her husband he was to have nothing to do with the auctions, that was her part of their joint enterprises; he could look after the coal. She sweet-talked him into thinking he would be bored waiting around at auctions, which was probably correct. He didn’t know she was making a bit of money on the side by bidding for absentee dealers and this money along with the removal profits; she was putting in a savings account at the Yorkshire Penny Bank, for a very special purpose.   

By now Albert was nearly 19, he and Len still protected their mother, against Isaac, who during the war had been mostly on his best behaviour because of his responsible duties at the prison.  On one of his rare leaves, he came home very heavy with drink.  

“What’s she up too, while I’m away at this bloody War!  The floozy, she been out 

with---    I’ll swing fo’ her!”  he slurred, then staggered towards his wife. “  Yer buggar!”
Albert and Len dodged quickly around their mother and pushed him gently towards 

the cellar to cool his heels and prevent any trouble. He began swinging wild punches at his sons.

Don’t be so bloody daft Dad! Our mothers’ working every hour God sends--- keep 

your filthy mouth shut--- you stupid drunken sod.” Len wasn’t going to give his 

mother the opportunity to answer.

“ It would be wise Mam, if you went to bed,” Albert winked at his mother and 

upstairs she went, out of the way.

At the top of the cellar there was a scuffle and Len punched his father on the jaw, knocking him backwards down the cellar steps, he lay there at the bottom for more than an hour. One wonders if he was wished dead more than once, during those occasions, because sometimes his good humour got lost in his beer.

During his two year absence there had only been one bad incident, it had been a peaceful house, without him, no discord at all, but neither were there any of his ditties or his wit.
A couple of weeks after his discharge from the army, the peace was shattered again. He came home late to a quiet gas lit street and staggered down the passage singing bawdy songs. Turning the corner into the back yard he saw a ladder leaning on the wall, it reached up to the roof of his three storey house. Being a nosey man he decided to reconnoitre its purpose. Whether he was looking for burglars or not we can only surmise. Slowly with a full moon above, he climbed, finally making it to the apex of the slate roof and leaning against the chimney stack with his long legs astride the roof ridge, and then he began singing loudly.  This of course woke Emma and his sons. 
“Quick go and get your dad, he's out side in the yard singing.” 

In the dark the 3 older sons ran down the stairs into the yard, nothing to be seen. Everything was suddenly silent. Emma and her 3 youngest sons were looking out of 

the newly opened bedroom window. 

“He's not here Mam,” said Len.

“Go look in the lav's--- he’s p’raps passed out!”
Then the singing started again.  

“What’s he singing?.. Oh my God' not that!  He'll wake the whole street.”
Windows began opening.

 “Shut that noise,” and various other contemptuous phrases were hurled at the singer.

“Oh---- My God!  He's on the roof!” said Emma looking upwards, then she shouted. 

“Isaac! Come down! Now'!” 

He just heard her.

“Piss off! It's my Party! Piss off!”
Then a new song came forth----Because of the  P.

“Oh no!

 By now everybody was awaken by the hullabaloo.

"Clara Mariah she pissed on the fire, the fire was too hot, so she pissed on the pot,

the pot was too round, so she pissed on the ground, the ground was too flat, so she 

pissed on the cat and the cat ran away with  P on it's back.” 

A crowd had gathered in the back yard. No amount of persuasion could get him to come down and because he was such a strong argumentative man no one offered to go up the ladder to face such a drunken foe; eventually the local constable arrived and shortly after the fire engine. 

By now Emma was in tears, with Tessie Buckles arms around her.

“He's such a fool! He just won't listen to reason about the beer, we'll be the talk of 

Meersbrook. I don’t mind him ‘avin’ one or two, he just gets carried away, or carried 

home.”
“Well I must say luv' he's better than some of the turns on the Music Hall,” replied 

Tessie.

 Eventually the firemen reached the apex of the roof and with a struggle overcame the drunk.  He spent a few days in jail no doubt. It seems funny now after over 80 years, but it must have taken a while before his neighbours forgot. 

Isaac began working part-time as a stone mason and helping the lads with the coal, it made it much easier for Bill, because his father was so strong, and they had fun singing as they rode along the streets.

Then towards the end of the May of 1919 coal sales slowed right down. 

“Now what?’ Isaac said. 
He really didn't want to go back to stone masonry full time, so he pondered the problem for a few days. Several evenings later the family were playing cards and chatting around the kitchen table. Bill too had been worrying, for days he contemplated that he might have to go back to working in the furniture factory for the summer months; the thoughts of being cooped up all summer didn't suit his personality at all.  Then he spoke up.
 “What will we do dad in t’Summer when its too hot and nobody wants coal?” 

As if a light went on his head Isaac he said. 

“We'll sell em' Ice Cream lads ! We’ll sell Ice Cream,  an' keep 'em cool!”
“We'll sell Ice Cream? Where did that idea come from?” Said Emma.

“I just thought of it and  'ere's the our  new slogan ! Here in black and white! he 

cracked.  

He wrote with great panache with a scribbling hand, an imaginary banner in the air.
“We keep you cool in Summer & warm in Winter.”  

Everyone laughed and applauded, they had visions of eating left over ice cream; Billy especially had a sweet tooth. 

Soon after they bought a large second-hand Ice Cream churn; the ice cream was made with the freshest of ingredients, brown eggs, cream, vanilla pods and best butter, using a recipe Emma had learned while she was in service at Thorpe House.  Isaac sat in the small kitchen churning the heavy handle for hours, it was much easier than pounding a chisel.  He could prop up the paper and have a leisurely read; he had become an avid reader during the War, it kept him out of trouble, or did it. While he was in the army he often wondered why they were fighting anyway! The prisoners in his charge were 

quite friendly towards him and were grateful for the smallest of favours; they had shared many a cigarette, and translated each others swear words, in an attempt to build mutual vocabularies.  On the quiet he'd taught one to say.  

“War! It's all flamin'  kiddology!”
They thought what a shame it all was, millions of ordinary men like themselves, of various races, losing their lives, or being maimed forever. Isaac hadn't seen any action himself of course, but he heard from some of his comrades who had been at the front how brave men had been slaughtered to gain a few yards of mud, only to lose it back shortly after. He'd heard stories about men apparently going crazy because of the noise and sometimes wondered he if some soldiers who were executed for cowardice, had just ran away only because they were sick from the noise or just sick. He became interested in current affairs and politics, giving his opinions to whoever he thought might listen. His friends at the pub began calling him the singing professor. 

Now he could afford to buy the paper himself and not have to read day old news, as he had done for many years. He consumed large quantities of tea and occasionally a jug of beer bought from the corner ‘beer off’ shop and generally got in his wife’s way, if she was home. He was his own boss, in his own modest ‘tin pot’ way.   Now he could now pick and choose his stone masonry jobs and only turn out in the warm weather, or when it was worth his while and the pay was commensurate with his skills.   

When a batch of ice cream was finished Billy and Wilf, immediately took it to sell locally. No freezer then, it was packed in metal tubs with lids and placed in dry ice in a second wooden tub to keep it frozen. Billy went out with the cart and Tom several days a week, he ran a hand bell as he went along and gradually learned where the best places were to stop, usually outside the park gates, busy street corners and regular intervals along the road. Bill developed his own route and did good business. Wilf, who was now eleven used a little hand-cart that he and his father had made, they painted it white and red.  Then Isaac with his artist's eye and an ability for letter writing painted on the side with great care.  

‘Wardley's Pure Ice Cream.'   Later it became  ‘Wardley's Famous Ice Cream.’  

Emma had made white aprons for each member of the family involved in the business, and even made Isaac wear one while churning the mixture. On the first day, Emma walked with Wilf as he pushed the little cart to the top of their street on to the busy main road. Her intention was to watch from a distance in case he got in any trouble. She didn’t have to worry; always the showman like his father, he had practiced his patter and routine for days. It was common then to hear street vendors and hawkers shouting their wares. 

‘Apples a pound pears,’ from the fruiterer, 

‘Evenin’ Star, get the News’ from the old soldier newspaper seller. 

‘Get yer oatcakes lovely fresh oat cakes, pikelets and oat cakes,’ and of course, 

‘Anyo’rags,  anyo’rags,  anyo’iron  anyo’iron,’ was constantly sung by the Rag 

and Bone men.

On the weekends during school time and almost every day throughout the summer holidays Wilf stood there, at the corner.  

 “Ice Cream, get your pure Ice Cream, it’s lovely.” 

When one tub was sold out he went back for another. His pals were usually off enjoying themselves playing soccer or swimming in the river; sometimes in desperation to finish early and join them, so he gave oversized halfpenny cones and penny sandwiches, telling his regular customers to bring a gill basin; which he filled for a bargain price of a penny and he gave the odd free dollop on the back of the hands of kids with no money. 

Of course when he got home early with the empty cart, his dad would say.

“ Wilf lad, thas' not done too well today accordin' to thi' teckins.” 

Always ready with a quick answer, Wilf replied. 

“Well dad, t' weather was gettin' cool an' we don't want any left over, besides it keeps 

mi customers happy.”    
Ike now 20 had come out of the army early in 1919 and had gone back to work at the brick-yard, he was comfortable there and stayed for several years; it was steady money, he wasn’t keen on the uncertainty of the removal business.

Though towards the Fall of that year, Albert and Len gained a bit of regualar work with a well established company at the very centre of Sheffield. It was the furniture store and fine cabinetmakers of Johnson and Appleyards, an establishment of great repute whose clientele were of the carriage trade. The company enjoyed Royal patronage and had the usual gold adorned cartouche on the facade of the building. The lads had delivered several loads of fine furniture from various auctions to the elegant store; the manager had been watching them. One day he asked them to tell their boss, to come and see him .

“Yes Sir.”   they replied,  wondering what they had done wrong.  

Next day Emma went to see the man, unsure of what to expect she knocked on his office door. 

“Excuse me Sir, I’m Mrs. Wardley, you wanted to see me, about my sons Albert and 

Len.”
“Oh Yes. Come in madam, I thought it would be a Mr. Wardley.” 

“Oh yes, most people would expect a man to run a moving business! I’m very capable 

you know, this is my business and besides my husband is a very busy man I’m afraid, 

he looks after our two other businesses, with our other sons and he’s a stone mason in 

the summer too.”
“You sound like a very enterprising family, I do apologize I had no idea. How 

many sons do you have Mrs. Wardley.”
“I have six Sir, from 20 to 11, I taught them all the right way, they’re all good honest 

hard working young lads.”
“Well Mrs. Wardley, I’ve watched your Albert and Len working, they seem to have a 

aptitude for treating fine furniture with the respect it deserves.  Would you be 

interested in a part time contract which you could fit in with all your other work, on a mutual trial basis at first of course, but if you buy a better horse could can use our livered cart.”  
The contract was agreed upon and they would get payment every two weeks. Emma was delighted, it would be regular money. It also meant a few months later they were able to buy another horse and cart for the coal. Albert, Len and Wilf and Emma worked for the company for years and over the years they gained many contracts to deliver new furniture from the other big furniture shops in Sheffield; most off which were owned by Sheffield jews, but that was when Emmas dreams of proper vans came true, but she only saw the beginning of that.  

Isaac had told them all,  ‘You never know where this will lead, their clientele could be your best customers one day.’
Which happened to be true; they began to get occasional household moves, from customers of the companies they worked for, but they still preferred the work from the auctions and contracts with companies because it was sure money; because occasionally after working all day and sometime two on a big household move, they won’t get paid. 

 The wealthier folk usually said.  “Sent me an invoice my man!” 

Or some other lame excuse. It could take months for them to get paid, and sometimes not at all.  After a while if they felt ‘smelled a rat’ as they said, or if the husband had strangely become ‘absent’ towards the end of a move, they began leaving a valuable piece or a bed on the cart. One brother would present the bill with another brother waiting at the cart with a treasured or necessary family piece of furniture. 
Today it would be a TV or a computer, a well known trick of the trade, a movers lien. 

If the wife said, “Oh bring it in, my husband will be back shortly, you can finish the job.”
They answered. “That’s all right madam we’ll wait” and they did, because they got 

paid by the hour, it usually worked, with the wife ‘ finding’ some money very quickly and the piece was lifted into the house with a wink and a nod between the brothers. Now they had four horses, three Carts and a large comfortable stable big enough to hold extra tea chests, and packing wrappers.  I do know later they retired Flower to a near by farm. 

Everything went really well with the coal business until 1921; that was the year of the National Coal Strike, to make matters worse thousands of embittered ex soldiers were out of work, all over the country.  
Mountains of coal waste dotted industrial areas; in Sheffield hundreds of men, women and children, went to the local slag heaps, they climbed higher and higher, all hours of the day and night, in all weathers  with a sieve in one hand and a sack in the other; scratching about for bits of coal and coke, a big piece was the size of a marble.  Every business and household used coal and was affected because of these strikes.  Isaac couldn't buy any coal from his usual supplier, so he traveled to Tinsley Park the other side of Sheffield; where people were working on what was called an outcrop.  It was a hazardous job, because of dangerous landslides, but coal was poor quality, more like sludge, so he decided to look elsewhere. Then he heard of a small privately owned pit,  near Mansfield, and he went to see the owner, who gave him a price, which was much higher than normal, but not having any choice, the higher price was paid. They didn't own their own coal yard with a big stock of coal to keep them in business.  When their railway wagon came into the Little London Coal Station, it had to be emptied as fast as possible.  Like most people then, their strength depended on how desperate they were. They had to work fast because there was a demurrage charge for any delay beyond the allotted time, which was paid to the railway for the use of the railway’s  wagon. Wilf was left behind at the coal station and he filled a few sacks while he waiting for the empty cart to return, it took a few trips, each load was left on the street in front of the passage way to their house.  Joseph was left with that heap and he too spent his time shoveling the lumps into his allotment of sacks, while he waited for the full cart. By the time the wagon was empty they were all tired, but only half their job was done.  Now they had to get the coal off the street, down the passage between the houses, into the yard, where they could keep watch over it. Working as fast as they could they filled the remaining sacks and carried them down the passage, stacking them in a pile; it didn't take long with everyone working feverously. Even as they shoveled neighbours brought wheelbarrows, old prams, sacks, and coal buckets, so the coal scale was set up on the street and coal was bought directly from the pile; the retail price reflecting the increased cost. By now all the family was covered in coal dust, with most of it making a bee-line for Billy's nose, but he didn't care, this dust was different it was theirs. The remaining loose coal was wheel-barrowed down the passage, dumped in a large heap, everything was covered over with a dray cloth, and the dogs' kennel was moved nearby to deter theft. Next day the coal sacks were carried back down the passage to the road, loaded on the cart, and the coal sold to their regular customers.  
A few weeks later Tom died peacefully in his sleep from old age he was mourned by 

all the members of his family.

That year Albert met Sabra Frances Roberts.  

He was with some pals outside a fish and chip shop, chatting and looking at girls 

walking past on the very road where he had walked as a small boy carrying the 

poacher's sack. Frances a tall slim elegant girl of sixteen walked to the end of the long 

queue, she wore a black coat and a pink dress.  Albert quickly felt in his pockets for a 

bit of change to buy some chips and give him an excuse to stand behind her.  By now 

he was a handsome man of 21, his hair still thick and black. After a couple of 

minutes they got into conversation and Albert walked with her along the 

thoroughfare, fascinated by her.

He asked. “Where do you work” ?

“At my uncles workshop, on Broadfield Rd, he manufactures lenses for spectacles; I 

grind the lenses.”
“That must be a very skilled job do you like it?”
“Oh yes,” came the shy reply. “I must get home now my father is very strict.”
“Where do you live ? What’s your name?”
 “I’m Sabra Frances Roberts and I live on Underwood Rd.    Goodbye.”
With that she started to run.

“I’m Albert Wardley,  from Little London Place.” He shouted after her.

He was left standing wondering how soon he would see her again.   

It ended with trouble. Frances arrived home late with cold fish and chips.

 “ What time do you call this ?   said her father, “Where have you been? Who have 

you been with?”
Eventually worn down by the questions, Frances told him she had been talking to a 

young man.

“What's his name?” Asked her father.

“He's called Albert Wardley.”
“What ! You keep away from him! them Wardlows used to waylay people, they're 

a bad lot. Where does he live ?”
“Little London Place.” came her timid reply.

“What! that place!  That makes it worse! it’s just a slum.”
After that, Frances and Albert met in secret for several months, until finally she 

convinced her father to meet him. As she told her father, the trouble was years ago, 

when some of the family had been highwaymen, they couldn't all have been bad. 

Eventually James Roberts saw the error of judging different members of the same 

family with the same yardstick.  Frances and Albert began a courtship which lasted 5 

years. 

The family's ventures were a small success. Consequently about 1922, it became 

possible to buy an old charger horse and trap for pleasure trips and selling the ice 

cream further away into Derbyshire; which meant they could get out of the smoke 

occasionally. The horse was black and called Peter, they got him cheap because he 

had a big scar on his back, but the vet assured them he was a beautiful animal, and the 

scar was nothing to worry about. The trap had blue velvet seats, with enough room for 

four people. Emma, Isaac and usually two of their sons went into Derbyshire on 

weekends in the height of the Summer with their Ice Cream; they now had an 

industrial size churn.  Their favourite place was Chatsworth Park. One time, 

Sabra Frances Roberts was invited along for the day, her sweetheart Albert drove, 

while Isaac, Emma and Frances sat in the trap.   It was a wonderful day, they had 

taken a simple picnic. After lunch the young couple went for a walk in the woods, 

Frances was almost eighteen; Albert would be twenty three in the December.  Emma 

watched the two young lovers together. She knew her son would treat his future 

wife with respect, he wasn’t rough like his father, though Isaac when he wasn’t drunk 

could have his tender moments. When they came back, they talked Frances and 

Emma.

“I suppose you and Albert will get married when you come of age, it looks to me 

you’ve got a real love match, but you promise me lass if you ever see a glimmer of 

jealous in him, kill it right there, don’t let it get a hold of him,” and she showed 

Frances how her jaw was twisted, from the beating years before. She was dressed that 

day in a tartan cape with her jet black hair in a braid over her shoulder, and Emma 

still looked younger that her years.

“ He’s all right now, but he was a very jealous man when I had me good looks.” She 

said.

Frances promised to heed those words.

On the way  back home Emma sat next to her future daughter in law in the trap and 

she patted Frances on her knee saying. 

“What a wonderful day we’ve had, days like this stay with you luv'…you’ll remember 

this day always. Look at that beautiful sunset, they can't get better than that in the 

West.”
Ike met his future wife at 2. am. on New Years morning of 1922, she was walking to 

her home from family party, with her young son. Ike was walking home in the 

opposite direction. He was 6’4’’ and she was just 5’  He stopped them and asked 

where they were going, and asked if they needed help.

“We’re are going to Underwood Rd, we’ve been to a party and we missed the last 

tram.” 

“Oh you’re Mrs. Lister, I’ll walk you home, it’s late.” 

So he turned around and walked with them until he knew they were safe.

Kate was some years older than Ike, she was a widow, who had lost her husband in 

the War, so their courtship began.  Kate had money, she owned a fruit and vegetable 

business. They made a foursome quite often with Albert and Frances, and enjoyed 

walks in the park, picnics, and of course the silent movies which were all the rage.

On their frequent walks Kate often said.

“Walk in t’ gutter Ike, then there won’t be such a big difference in our heights.”
 She said she felt like a button on his waistcoat! They married in 1923.

CHAPTER 8

Early 1924

Emma moved her sons into the motorized age. Their first vehicle was T.T. Ford, 

( also known as a ton truck it came from a factory near Manchester and was ordered at 

Brook Shaw's in Sheffield,) it was one of the first in the area and because they 

couldn't afford special livery colours the coach-work remained black, the price was 

137 pounds and was bought with money the family saved, together with a small loan 

at very low interest rate from Mrs. Burdett; she also let them work off part 

of the debt.  Ike was the only one who could drive at that time, eventually he taught 

Albert, who taught Len and he taught Bill, but it was well into the 1930s before Wilf 

learned. They had no phone, so business was still acquired through contracts, dealer 

contacts, the auctions and word of mouth.   

 Their very first long distance household removal was to Paisley in Scotland, Ike  was 

the only one thought to be competent enough for such a long journey, so he drove 

with his father as his mate. The job took almost a week, yet it was only 250 miles 

away. We can only imagine what this must have felt like. It was the longest distance 

Isaac had ever traveled, after all he had been brought up in the horse age.  Even when 

he was in the army he was still in his own county. This was another country where 

they spoke strangely, almost a foreign land then; he was so exhilarated,  in his own 

vehicle traveling to parts unknown.

After they successfully completed the move they drove back south, at a steady pace of 

15 miles an hour, the top speed allowed for lorries over 3 tons was 20 miles an hour in 

those days, right up to the late 1950’s.

  “There’s a gold mine in these new fangled motors Emma mi lass,” Isaac told her, as 

she listened to his story. “They’ll all have their own lorries one day, you mark my 

words and if they stick together they will be the biggest long distance removal 

company in the country. They’ll be going places and seeing things you and me can 

only dream about.”
With the new Ford the ‘ BIG’ house auction sales became a possibility, much further 

distances could be traveled with their speedier mode of transportation. The horses 

were kept for the local work with Bill and Wilf now in charge, occasionally they were 

helped by Joseph or their cousin Harry.

In ‘ The Derbyshire Times,’ Albert and Len saw an ‘out of town’ auction listed, it was 

40 miles away near Buxton, a Georgian Spa town in Derbyshire, a place of beauty and 

refinement. Early on the day of the sale they set out.  It was always a pleasure to drive 

through Derbyshire, a pastoral scene or majestic moor around every twist of the road, 

hills and valleys covered in greenery with substantial stone houses and cottages, all 

the fields had sturdy dry stone walls; no brick walls here.  As they approached the 

Pennine range the road ran through a natural pass cut deep high into the hills, steep 

craggy limestone cliffs rose, towering on either side.

Albert looked up, pointing. “Hey look Len, this is a perfect spot for an ambush! 

they’d be no escaping here.” 

The pass was narrow and dark, moss and lichens grew everywhere, even on the trees, 

brambles and undergrowth grew tangled among the hawthorn hedgerows, it had a 

primordial atmosphere. 

A river which powered the old local mills, ran at the side of the road. 

Those two men knew nothing of the child labourers who had worked and died in 

those mills.

 “Do you think this is the spot where our lot of highway men waylaid stage coaches 

and said. ‘Stand and deliver’.”
“Maybe, Gran always said we came from Derbyshire, it certainly looks dangerous 

enough and come to think of it. That’s what you and me ‘ull be doing soon, standin’ 

about at this auction for hours on end, then delivering stuff till late at night, cow 

towin’ to them rich sods instead of saying. Stick 'em up. ” said Len.

Albert went silent, and he cursed the Wag School and what it had done to his once

pleasant brother.  

Then he spoke quietly. “Come on, can you go a bit faster this road’s is getting under 

my skin.”
Eventually they arrived at their destination, furniture movers and several carriers 

stood around watching the crowds and waiting for work, their trade was a cap in hand 

livelihood. They had to be strong, yet gentle in the handling of fine things, those days 

none of them had ‘ Goods in transit’ insurance to protect them should they have an 

accident, but the general populace was not of a suing nature then, should things go 

wrong. The finer auctions were valuable free education institutions, with many of the 

early carriers becoming conversant with the value and the saleability of antiques, and 

in time some became dealers, as in the case of Albert, Bill, Wilf, and others.  A great 

many wealthy people were in attendance, this fact was evident by virtue of the 

number of Rolls Royce and Daimlers parked on the vast estate.  Uniformed chauffeurs 

were seen in groups lounging about smoking and chatting under giant trees, an easy 

life theirs.

Len and Albert parked the lorry.

“Come on lets be quick we  ‘ave a look round the stuff in t’house.”
The vast Georgian house sat on top of a row of terraced gardens. Once cherished 

plants lay choked and wearied from years of fending off weeds, it seemed the soil had 

given up. So had the house, it had lost it’s life along with the last member of a long 

blue-blooded lineage who had left no heir. The property had been sold for a T.B. 

sanatorium. 

 The brothers walked in the front door and ran up the wide stairs to start in the attic; 3 

floors up the attic stairs were narrow, worn down by many feet, not splendid at all, the 

walls were the colour ‘drab.’     

Oh yes dear reader there is such a colour as drab, nowadays the colour would be called ‘Shabby Chic’ it’s a dusty brown yellowy gray and I saw it many times in old attics that were unused by the owners of large houses.  The houses and contents  went  sadly  under the hammer at such auctions, mostly due to death duty taxes, in my day.

“Phew what a place you could get our whole street in this one house and still have 

room left over, for ‘beer off’ shop ont’ corner, imagine what it was like living here in 

its glory days when it was filled with a real family and servants and now they’ve lost 

it all.”
An embittered Len answered. “Aye an’ we’re working like dogs, if we can’t have it, 

why should they?” 

Albert pretended not to hear.

There were 10 or more attic bedrooms, each room had a lot number chalked on the 

door and the contents of each room would be sold as a ‘corner lot’ to  the ‘ buy 

anything and everything ’ dealers towards the end of the sale. The brothers opened 

each door for a quick look, everything in the room was plain, suitable for plain 

people, a mishmash of servants furnishings; thin straw palliasses on the beds,  lumpy 

‘flock’ pillows covered with striped ticking.  No feather mattresses or tapestry 

cloaked beds here; bare floor boards in every room where old chamber pots and 

cracked jugs and bowls sat on rickety wash stands.  At the end, one room was 

different, the fantasy of a junk dealers dream. 

Here stacked to the rafters were long forgot trunks, ancestral playthings, curios, 

oddities, souvenirs from some ‘Grand Tour’ of Europe, broken furniture, old 

forgotten clothes of generations past, stuffed animals in glass cases and sad dusty bits 

and pieces from a nursery of someone grown and now gone; the room had become a 

glory hole from mice, daddy long legs, cobwebs and spiders.

“Come on I’ve seen enough of this floor, it’s sad ”
“Nowt sad about it, all this stuffs better than we had as kids, we ‘ad nowt!  O.K. 

let’s look ‘ave a quick look on the next floor ”
On the stairs they passed others climbing, most of them desperate  to find an 

undiscovered jewel amongst the junk. 

There are no real ‘Corner lots’ anymore,  but we have bought many  in the 1950s and 60’s.     Oh the finds we had. They really were the good old days in the antique trade. 

The next floor had tall windows with shutters to keep out the draft, one room led to 

another with fine furnishings in every room. Each item worthy of its own lot number, 

each treasure to be carried down as its time drew near for its debut in the large 

marquee on the lawn.  Where the well-versed well shod assembly of buyers sat 

impatiently, catalogue and pencil in hand. They were quite a number of people on this 

floor making notes and generally investigating each item.

“Come on next floor.”
They rushed through now, time was running out, the sale was due to start.  There was 

a large with-drawing room, a Billiards room, an elegant dining-room; at present being 

emptied by the auctioneers staff.  The contents of the music room and the conservatory were already in the Marquee, as was the art collection from long gallery.

It now stood empty of its paintings, statues and artefacts, leaving the silk wallpaper, 

with clean ghostly patches that mimicked the  picture frames and showed how splendid the house had once looked. 

So many memories of such fine things, all to be sold under the hammer, soon each 

piece purchased would have a new home, a new life, and maybe cherished more 

than before. 

“We’ve seen enough,” muttered Len. “ We can manage any of this stuff, let’s find a 

spot on the side of the tent and watch ‘the idle rich’ spend their easy money”
“What’s wrong with you today?” Albert could stand his brothers belly aching no 

longer.

“Well look around at these Toffs, our Mam could pass for a lady if she had some o’ 

these women’s clothes and money,  she’s pulled her guts out all her life. Our 

mothers not workin’ class she’s first class. A lot o’ these women don’t even know 

how to turn a door knob on their own.”
“  Did you ever hear her complain?”
“No!” 

“Then Shut up! and watch and learn, cus you might ‘ave money one day and maybe if 

you are smart enough you can buy stuff like this,”  and they both smiled at the 

thought.

The sale commenced. 

Lot followed lot

“ Lot number 36. Ladies and Gentleman we have a fine oriental carpet from the long 

gallery, you have had time to preview it, but because it is so heavy we have left it 

onsite.”
The bidding was over in seconds, splendid as it was, not many homes could 

accommodate such a magnificent addition.

“Sold, to Mr. Pilkington!  A very worthy purchase Sir. If I may say so.” 

Albert sauntered over to him.

“ Would you be wanting that delivered?  Sir. Can we be of assistance Mr. Pilkington” 

he held his hand out. I’m Albert Wardley, a removal man.”
“Well, yes I suppose you could really, I was going to phone my factory in Preston to

get one of our big vehicles, but it would be quicker if your lorry can carry it, it’s a 

very heavy carpet, have you seen it, how much do you think it weighs Albert.”  

“Yes Sir we saw it, it was t’ only thing left in t’ gallery, we do inspect t’ goods inside 

t’ house, before t’ sale, we have to,  it’s our job.. We’ll roll it up an’ tie it then we 

will have better idea Sir.”
It was decided it weighed almost a ton, the lorry could just about manage that. Mr. 

Pilkington was delighted, he had the foresight to check with the auctioneer to ask if 

the Wardleys were capable of such a task. 

“Indeed yes, they work for Johnson and Appleyards you know,” explained Mr. 

 Spencer the auctioneer.

“Well then, that’s good enough for me.”
Mr. Pilkington was a well known industrialist in the glass business.

The fine antique carpet was at least 30ft. it had to go over the top of the cab, was lower on the back of the lorry with the help of  2 other men, who Mr Pilkington gave an ‘allowance’  ( tip) of half a crown each. 

We don’t know how much the job was worth, it certainly was enough to immediately 

leave the auction and head over the Pennines through Leek, into the county of 

Lancashire.    It was a slow journey up and down winding, windswept moor land 

roads, where unconcerned sheep roamed free and were a hazard to vehicles. 

It was almost dark when they reached their destination. A fine house in a vast estate 

on the outskirts of  Preston.

The pulled up to the front door, and Mr. Pilkington came out with his wife.

 “I told you dear it would be all right. Come let’s leave them to it.”
Then he spoke to Albert. 

“My Chauffeur will help you put it in the Garage.” 

Unloading was easy, what was a seemingly high class problem, was solved by simple 

common sense with no sweat.   At their request the chauffeur produced a coil of 

heavy rope, which they tied around the protruding end of the carpet at the back of the lorry and the other end to a iron ring, which was originally used for tethering horses, Albert slowly drove the truck forward, letting the rug fall gently on the garage floor.

The chauffeur said. “ Mr. Pilkington, says you are to go into the kitchen, the cook has 

prepared a meal for you.”
Albert had seen many fine and humble kitchens, since he went to that big house for 

food when he was 7; this one was one of the best; he felt very thankful for his 

improved lot in life. The meal was spread out for them, fresh salmon and all the 

trimmings of a rich mans cuisine, what a feast they had and they got paid too.

Years later in 1950 Mr. Rupert Spencer, (the head auctioneer at Spencers and Sons of Retford) who had know Albert since he was a lad, sold at Auction, Albert’s commercial property in Bawtry on The Great North Rd. In total, it sold for 16,000 pounds, which would have bought 14-16 brand new detached homes those days.   Albert had come a long way, as his mother had predicted 43 years before, he was on top of the world and clicking his heels. But you know it was easy to make money during the W.W.2.  if you didn’t have to go in the army.  Albert and his family moved back to Sheffield and he began a second-hand furniture dealer again, for the next 23 years until he died in his sleep in 1983, he saw some good times.  He and Frances used to move so often their son Graham aged fifteen at the time of moving back to Sheffield  said to me, “My mum and dad are like a pair of Gypsies running all over the place with their caravan on fire.”  Graham was supposed to be an electronic engineer, he was so very clever, but after he helped my Dad on a few moves,  that was it. He was hooked by the interesting family business  his grandmother had started.  He became the third of four generation of movers.  But he was different, he thought big and bold and became the cream of the crop eventually and  his vans where the talk of the trade, but that’s another story.  Albert as a old man, went on overseas moves with his son Graham, they made a good team and  occasionally I would tag along, just like Emma used to do.  Albert said Graham had  achieved what Isaac and Emma  foresaw and they would have been very proud of  their grandson.  

First trip to London

Late 1925

Mrs. Burdett's second-hand furniture store was on London Road, near the centre of 

the City.  She decided to branch out with a new line of small simple furniture; 

elaborate Victorian and Edwardian styles had become unfashionable. Her intention 

was to start a hire purchase loan scheme, (as well as her existing layaway club)  for 

young working couples who could only afford a few shillings a week.  Her many 

years in the business, had made her a wealthy woman. She had been to the furniture 

show in London and ordered several modern reasonably priced bedroom suites, from 

a well known company at the yearly furniture manufacturers exhibition.

Billy and Len were to collect her first order.  

London was 155 miles away, a full day's drive south along the Great North Road; 

which was still only a two lane road, winding through small Villages and Towns, it 

was the back bone of early transportation down the centre of England. 

Albert who usually went on any long distance moves with Len had been injured in a 

train accident, he was still in hospital therefore unable to work. 

There was one big problem, although Bill and Len were enthusiastic about the 

trip, clothes and in particular shoes continued to cause trouble, it was still  'first up 

best dressed'. Mild arguments developed as they grew older when one brother or 

another lay first claim to a pair of pants or a shirt, which belonged to someone else. 

But shoes were always the worst.  Billy didn't have any decent footwear, at that time.  

During the day, he had been wearing brothers  boots to work in, while Ike was asleep, 

he worked the night shift at the brickyard. 

Bill ransacked the cupboards in the house looking for shoes or boots, anything that 

was reasonably close to his size.  All he could find were a pair of old but still 

useable  soccer boots, complete with several half inch laminated leather studs on the 

soles. The studs were for sure footedness in soft turf, on soccer fields. 

They would have to do, any money they had spare was for petrol and emergency 

money was needed in case of a breakdown.  

This job was important, if it went well it might mean regular long distance work.  

They decided try to wake at 4 a.m. they usually relied on the local factory whistles, 

but this time they had asked the local ‘ The Knocker Upper’ to tap on their mother’s 

window. Len went to bed early and then lay awake after midnight worrying.

Their mother called them, up they got as bright as buttons running down the 

stairs clothes in hands ready for a quick wash and shave, while Emma made them a 

good breakfast.

“Be careful you two, I won't rest till you're back safe. There's some bread and  

bananas in the cupboard wrapped in a cloth.” 

“Thanks Mum.. We’ll do you proud,”said Billy, taking the package. 

Outside the gas lamps still cast their light, everything was quiet, except for the 

football boot studs on the cobbles!  

They got to the truck and checked that they had all the webbing, rope and packing 

pads.  Getting out the starting handle, Len looked at his brother through the 

windshield of the cab, as he turned the handle. Each knew what  other was thinking. 

Let it start! Let it start!  The lorry spluttered and kicked into life. Len jumped into the 

cab laughing, luck was on their side. Buying the vehicle had been a big risk, it had 

taken every penny they had. They looked back as they drove away and saw Emma 

watching them from the end of the passageway.

“I bet she's wishing she could come with us.”  

Waving back, Len said.  “ I suppose so but we daren’t tek her on this first job, though 

she does deserve a trip t’ London.   Can you imagine if we turn up at that fancy 

place an’ a woman is liftin’ their new furniture and loading it, we’d be a laughin’ 

stock. It’s bad enough when she comes on moves wi’ us, some folks think we are 

crackers, she’s not even allowed to vote yet. I don’t know where she gets her strength 

and you ‘smart Alec’  are you sure you know t’way?”
“Of course I’ve done mi ‘omework, I went t’ library and looked at the road atlas an’ 

wrote it all down, once we get to the G. N. Road, it's a piece o' cake we just follow 

t’signs south to London.” 

‘Its about time we invested in a road atlas, these long distance jobs are better paying 

than them jobs from t’ auction.”
Billy nearly nineteen and Len twenty two, had now been moving furniture for more 

than 11 years. So there he was William Henry Wardley eventual successful business 

man, in a wonderful  truck for it’s day, driving to London, wearing  old soccer boots.

 That particular T. T. Ford  had no glass in the doors  and was open to the elements.

As they reached the country side, they looked back on Sheffield and saw the smoking 

City in the valley. A clear pink dawn was breaking over the hills beyond; it was going 

to be a grand day. Their biggest worry was that they would not make it to the factory 

before it closed.  Two hours later they turned and headed south, a sign read London

130 miles. By 10 a.m. the bananas had gone, only the bread was left. They were dying 

for a cup of tea, but decided to wait until they reached Stamford, a ancient country 

town, half way between Sheffield and London. It was a market day when they arrived, 

the place was bustling, with healthy looking farmers and market folk, selling their 

livestock and produce. A large wooden caravan served as a tea stall, it was a well 

organized kitchen on wheels, probably moving from market to market.  They placed 

their order; the tea came in a large enamel jug, with two pint mugs all on a white 

enamel tray, a deposit of three pence was required; the tea was scalding hot, with lots 

of milk and sugar. Billy always said he liked enough sugar in so the spoon could stand 

up on it's own in the mug. Unwrapping the bread they found cheese and ham between 

the slices.  “Good old Mam” said Len biting into the fresh crusty bread. 
Albert told us a story. After a long distance move he brought home six pounds. Everyone one was thrilled, especially Emma, who gave Joseph money to get all the family fish and chips.  The big packages of newspaper were unwrapped on the kitchen table and the paper gathered and thrown on the fire. Then Emma realized she had thrown the paper money on the fire along with the newspaper. She was distraught.

Hurrying the lads took the tray back to the van and got their deposit. 

“These boots are killing me, the studs feel like stones in my feet.” 

“Take ‘em off then, you look stupid anyway, at least take t’ studs out and you don’t 

have to drive every time  you know, I can drive as well.”
“ If I tek studs out I have to mark 'em to know their place cus they’ve been worn 

down just right.’ Bill  replied. 

Back to the truck they went, dodging the crowds, again it started and this time Len 

took the wheel.

“Clog it a bit, put your foot down, were only just going to make it,” then Bill with his

 boots off  began dozing with the motion of the vehicle. 

His brother didn't wake him, he just keep driving as fast as he dare, all the while 

worrying they wouldn't get there on time.  By 2.30p.m. they reached the outskirts of 

London. They had no map, just an address in the furniture district of High Wycombe.  

They saw a Policeman on his push bike, slowing down they stopped to ask the way. 

As he was giving them directions, Billy thought, they talk comical down here, not 

realizing that his accent was equally uncommon to the Cockney.  The policeman 

noticed the sad looking boots.  

“Why are you looking for a furniture factory? It looks like you should be looking for a 

soccer match.”
“They're all I could find, besides I'm in trainin',  an' every time I get the chance,  I 

have a kick at the odd ball, you see.”
“Now Now lad, less of the funnies.”
It took an hour or so to find the factory, tired, but relieved it was only 3.30 p.m. They 

had plenty of time to load a few bedroom suites.  Len backed the lorry up to the 

loading bay. A man came out, he looked at the two shabbily dressed young men. they 

had disturbed him, he had been reading the racing paper. Then he saw Billy's boots.

“Well! What do you two twerps want ?”
“We've come for some bedroom suites for Mrs. Burdett in Sheffield.”   

As soon as he heard Bill speak he knew.

“Ah, Mountain Goats. ( Northerners ) I knew you weren't from round here. You've 

left it a bit late we shut at five.”  

The man shook his head and walked to the factory door muttering to himself. A right 

pair of incompetents we have here; now he had to look for the order for Sheffield. In 

a few minutes the loading doors opened, four workmen were sat on boxes playing 

cards, drinking tea and smoking, it was break time.

One big fellow walked over, a cig in the corner of his mouth. 

“Hey mates look 'ere , we've got the bleedin' Arsenal team come to play us a match.” 

The warehouse foreman came back with the order.

 “Where's your other truck ?”   

“What do you mean?”
“You heard me! Where’s your other truck! Are you deaf as well as darft!

 I have an order here for 10 suites, that's 30 pieces!”
 “This is t' only one!  It’ll ‘ave to do!”  said Len, who by now had started to worry 

again.   

“I've seen it all!  You bloody idiots! I can tell you've not done this before!

and I'll tell you something for free,  who ever sent you is a bigger idiot than are.    

You won't get 'em these suites on that vehicle,” he said shaking his head.

“Don't you worry about us boss, just bring us lots o’ straw we'll manage.” said 

Bill.  

The four workmen had to get up and work again getting the order ready, they weren't 

pleased, one of them muttered.

“Fat chance! They'll never do it.”
The suites started to come out one by one, they were dismantled, a wardrobe went on 

first, then inside that went the dismantled dresser and the bed head and foot board, 

with straw and furniture pads in between. 

“What are we going to do? If they close t'doors at five an' we can't get it all on? We're 

not magicians an' we can't leave 'em outside.” Said Len.

“We 'ave to do it!” answered his brother, “never mind what he thinks, keep your 

mouth shut, come on, lets get cracking, we’ll use a lorry stretcher if all else fails,” 

and he winked.

That was an old joke in the trade.   

Their skill showed the onlookers they were not the village idiots they seemed. 

Because they were young and shabby, the foreman assumed  wrongly they were 

novice employees and who could blame him.  A couple of the ‘watchers’ who should 

have been working at their own jobs leaned against the loading dock wall, 

wondering if the job could be completed.

 One by one the suites were loaded, until the bottom of the truck was filled. 

“How many's that?”
“Umpteen!”  Bill was more confident than his brother.

 A whistle blew. 

“What's that? They must be shutting up the place.”  

The work went faster, they starting to pile up the second tier, as more men who had 

just finished work began to watch.  It was good entertainment. The two tiers of 

furniture were over the top of the cab. They had no option, they had to go higher, the 

factory had closed for the weekend. Men from the factory floor were now watching. 

Bill realized they would make it.  

He whispered to Len. 

“All we need are straw hats and canes we could do 'em a Tap Dance!” 

‘Not in them bloody shoes you won’t, we didn’t need to bring mam, you made us a 

right pair o comics,” replied his brother.

Finally the load was on, it was 5.30.p.m.  The men watching clapped and whistled, 

Bill and Len did a bow as if on a stage. Everyone laughed.  One of the men came over 

and patted the brothers on their backs. 

“Well chums! we never thought you'd make it, I lost my bet against yer,  but it was 

worth it, you made it look easy, good luck to you, who taught you?”
Bill and Len, looked at each other, a with a big grin said  “A Woman!”
“A Woman ?”
“A Woman! Our Mother! It's our family's truck. We're going to have a fleet of  

'em one day.”
“I don't doubt you lads, I’ll tell the boss about you, I'll see you again, mind how 

you go, but get some proper shoes next time eh, it gives a bad impression you 

know.

Making sure the webbing and tarpaulin were secure, they set off. The weight was 

tremendous, it felt as if the front wheels were almost lifting off the ground as they 

turned the corner going out of the yard. As the night watchman, waving them off, he 

bid them good luck. So their journey home began, it was dusk as they reached the 

outskirts of London, they kept going north.  At least they knew their way home, 

they were hungry and tired, it was had been hours since they had eaten.  Finally they 

saw a transport cafe.   Peering through the steamy cafe window, the cook looked at 

their over loaded truck, and shook his head.  The choice of food was limited the badly 

written chalkboard sign read. 

Egg & Chips.

Beans & Chips. 

Beans, Egg & Chips.

Ham & Chips. 

Ham Eggs & Chips.

Ham, Beans & Egg Chips.

Sausage and Chips.
and so on and so on.

As Bill and Len were eating the egg and chips he had just cooked for them, the  

‘cook’ said.  “Where are you going with all that weight.” 

“T' Sheffield.” answered Bill.

“You must be daft or desperate. I hope it doesn't rain for you.”
“Don't worry about us chum, we might be desperate but not daft,  anyway 'ard 

part's done, t’ rest is easy.”            

Back at the lorry, they checked the load and the tires, then bought some petrol.

They traveled slowly through the night, finally reaching Sheffield in the early hours. 

People were going to work for the Saturday morning shift at the factories, some 

waved, others just stared. The heavily loaded lorry had done its job and so had it's 

road weary occupants, finally they pulled into their street stopping at the passage.  It 

was not quite light as they crept into the house. 

“Look here, Mam's left us some soup on t' fire hob.”
As they were eating her crusty bread and the beef barley soup, they heard her 

footsteps on the stairs the door opened and peeking in, she said. 

“Oh you're back safe. How did it go?  Tell me all about it.”
They told her the story as they were eating. 

“I'm proud of you, now go an' grab some sleep before you go to the shop, I’ll watch 

out for rain. The furniture was delivered to a delighted Mrs. Burdett a few hours later. 

The lads brought the money and the tip they had been given back to their mother. 

“Now! Here this is for you,” she said handing them the money back. “Go and get 

yourselves a new pair of shoes.” 

Over the years, Johnson & Appleyards, gave them all their deliveries to London, and 

Waring & Gillows gave them work taking furniture back north,  if  Mrs. Burdett 

bought stuff there, they brought hers too, an arrangement which meant everyone got 

the best rate

When I read this last chapter to my mother, she started to laugh at a memory she recalled from long ago. Eventually when she could speak through the tears of laughter she said.   ‘What about the story of your uncle Billy and the funny shoes!’  She cracked up laughing again, tears coming to her eyes, I didn't know about it or I have forgotten. Apparently about 1924. Uncle Billy had to go to a wedding. He had little money for shoes so he went to the local open air secondhand market looking for a used pair of black boots. Always in a hurry he asked the stall owner the size of a pair at the back of the gloomy stall. He bought them because they were very cheap, but he never bothered to try them on. When he arrived home it was discovered too late that the boots were far too big for his slender feet.  Now what to do. His mother laughed, his father couldn't stop, he looked like a clown in a circus. Not to be defeated, Billy realized he had seen a silent movie where Charlie Chaplin had boiled a boot to soften the leather to eat. That's what Billy did. I swear it's true. He boiled the boots to shrink them  and put them out in the sun to bake dry, then he discovered the tops and insoles had shrunk but the main heavy  soles hadn’t, consequently the toes turned up and he went to the wedding as bold as brass wearing well blackened boots with turned up toes and he couldn’t help rocking back and forth for the fun of it. Optional info…There are many stories which our family told that I can’t tell these days, because they are now considered politically incorrect by today’s readers who are very sensitive, but the real truth is  one of the shoes was for a club foot, but I daren’t  say that today. ROFL
CHAPTER 9 

Early in 1926.  Albert received the grand sum of  a (140  in compensation for his 

train accident injury. He walked through the centre of Sheffield with the money 

in his pocket, as he passed  the magnificent towering Sheffield Town Hall, which 

his granddad had helped to build, he thought to himself. ‘I wonder how much they'd 

take for the building, I'll make a bid!’  He immediately gave 40 pounds each to his 

mother and his future mother in law Beatrice Roberts. The rest paid for the wedding, 

though Frances made all the bridesmaids clothes and her own wedding dress herself, 

Mrs. Burdett paid for a four-piece band and other festivities, she forgave the young 

couple the balance of the layaway club payments on the bedroom suite and the 

maroon couch and chairs they were buying a payment at a time.   The wedding was 

the talk of the neighbourhood.  They were on their way to the top of the heap.

1926 was the year of the general strike in England.  Isaac said it was mainly ex 

soldiers who were bitter about their treatment after the War.  Emma had money saved 

so despite the strike, life got easier. In any general strike self employed carters and 

removal businesses had a very good income. In 1926 the railways were on strike, so 

our family worked seven days a week, as many hours in a day as they could keep 

awake. Early  in 1926. Emma used the money Albert gave her and her savings to buy  

a second-hand car, it was for all the family to use, a Ford 'Tin Lizzie' and the first car 

owned by anyone on their street. 

Isaac and Emma waited excitedly outside for the car to come. As it turned the corner, 

they saw Len driving with the top down honking the horn and his younger brothers 

waving and shouting as the car wobbled its way over the cobbles. Children 

came rushing around, it a was a big event for the neighbourhood. Women and men 

stood about in groups watching, some with arms folded others whispering to each 

other behind their hands. 

Isaac in an outburst of excitement, ignoring the crowd ran at the car and with his usual 

agility jumped over the door like a cowboy jumping on a horse in the silent 

movies. He landed in a heap amongst his noisy sons. There he sat, very grateful he 

and his family had survived the War, he felt like a king. 
Emma walked up to the car.

“Excuse me gentlemen would you convey me to my jewelers ? she said.”  

Everybody laughed, then joining in the fun. Mr. Buckle opened a door and in an 

exaggerated ladylike fashion.  Emma stepped onto the running board, then sat in the 

back seat. She was quiet for a few minutes with her own thoughts. 

With everyone having to accommodate each other some of the brothers jumped out.  

With, Ohs! And Ah's!  and a few envious sighs from their neighbours, Len turned 

the car and out of the street he drove.  The rest of the day was spent giving everyone 

in the street an unforgettable first ride in a car. 

A few months after Billy and Wilf  took their mother into Derbyshire for the day, it 

was their first trip using the car to sell the Ice Cream. Chatsworth Park, was about  

11miles away. In the park stood the magnificent stately  home of the Duke of 

Devonshire. There is a public road running through the vast estate, leading to 

Bakewell and the Peak District. Bill was driving with his brother at his side and 

Emma sat in the back, with a wooden ice cream tub wedged at her side.  As they 

approached the outskirts of the City, they began to climb a long steep hill, suddenly, 

splutter! splutter!   The engine stalled.

“Oh dear what's wrong?” said Emma in a panic.

“I don't know Mam,” said Bill.  “I'm going to try something.   Hold on.”
He let the car run backwards and swung it around, then restarting the engine. He 

reversed more than a mile all the way up the long hill, Wilf  kept a watchful eye for 

oncoming vehicles. When they were on level ground again, Bill turned the car the 

right way and off they sped. 

“It must have been a bit of muck in the petrol tank,” he said.     

Later they discovered this would happen on a hill, when the tank had less than a 

gallon in it.  They arrived at the park and settled in the shade of an ancient oak tree. 

The Oak tree is still there, opposite the gates at the entrance to the Village some of the ancient Oaks in Chatsworth Park are said to be over 1,000 years old. 

What a wonderful day, not a cloud in the sky, sun was shining, birds singing in 

the trees and the Duke's huge herd of deer grazed unafraid in the woods amongst the 

bluebells.  Just as they had almost sold out, a man on horse back came by.

“What’s this!  you are making these grounds  a ‘Pippishow’  don’t you realize 

where you are? Whatever do you think you're doing?  This is the Duke of 

Devonshire's Estate ?”
“Yes! we know that Sir, we’ve been coming here for a few years, it's always been 

open to the public. We're just trying to make a livin' Sir, an' we are on a public road.” 

said Emma.   

“Don't give me none of your lip woman. Get off now!”
No amount of pleading helped. The man was the Estate Gamekeeper. They were 

warned never to come back again.  As the now glum brothers drove away

Bill said to his mother. “I suppose they saw us prosper from a horse and trap to a car.” 

Emma was counting their earnings in the back, they didn't know what she had just 

realized.  They had just passed the entrance to the park.  They could sell their ice 

cream just outside the gates to Dukes estate, and there was no law to stop them then.

“Never mind lads, when one puddle dries up, find another to splash in!”
That year our family were able to stop selling coal. 

September1927

Now they had earned some leisure time, a day trip to the ‘St. Ledger Week’ Races in 

nearby Doncaster was planned, they all loved horses and a day at the races 

watching those magnificent thoroughbreds race each other would be ideal. Emma 

with the help of Nellie, made the food for a picnic to imitate the Toffs, in their Rolls 

and Daimlers. The rich punters took champagne, caviar, pate and other fine foods 

along with exquisite accoutrements like damask napkins and silver cutlery all sent in 

large custom fitted picnic baskets. Our lot, the ‘day-trippers’ from Little London’s 

Place’s  picnic, comprised of lots of home made crusty bread, a big chunk of Cheshire 

cheese and potted meat, which was a cheap tasty beef pate.  There were fruit cakes, 

tarts and pork pies. Emma boiled a ham and cooked scotch eggs, then she bought 

fresh tomatoes and salad greens from a neighbours allotment and purchased several 

bottles of ginger beer, elderberry wine, piccalilli and chutney from a local hawker. 

Everything including plates and an odd assortment of cutlery was packed in two 

battered wicker laundry baskets. 

Isaac had built benches for inside the back of the lorry and fashioned a dray cloth to 

pull tight over a high frame in case it rained; Doncaster race course was 28 miles 

away; he didn’t want anyone spirits to be dampened, or the food.  In total there were 

12 members of the family who climbed aboard for that first day outing.  

They set off early in order to find a place to park, it was customary for day-trippers 

on ‘Charabancs’ to sing all the way, so Billy brought along his mouth organ and they 

merrily sang the popular songs of the day. 

It was September and the weather was balmy. The place was bustling with excitement, 

lined up by the rails were bookmakers, with their collapsible stands and elaborately 

painted and gilded eye catching signs, each with black chalk boards underneath, on 

which they wrote the horses and the odds. Their ‘tic tac men’, were hand signaling to 

each other with codes known only to them.  Punters lined up to place a bet, some won 

a few shillings or a quid or two, others lost. At the end of the day torn up betting slips 

in their thousands lay scattered on the grass, but the joy of the day really was the 

spectacle, the excitement and a day off work, the horses and the colourful jockeys; the 

betting for most folk was a only a small part of such a once a year event. 

There were row after colourful row of gypsy caravans, each with artistically 

etched beveled glass windows, and fancy Nottingham lace curtains seemingly in 

competition for the best prize. Inside them set out on swanky show, were sets of 

 Crown Derby china for passers-by to ogle. These caravans stood with their half 

doors tantalizingly open.  

A few more up to date caravans were now designed for pulling behind lorries; 

though all the gypsies still had palomino type horses, the pride of the ‘true’ wealthy 

racecourse gypsies. ( also known as travelers, or diddikies )

There was a gigantic fun fair, with a highly decorated carousel, swing boats with 

long thick red braid pulls finished with large tassels on the ends and a Ferris wheel, 

of gigantic proportions.

Numerous  real or fictitious “Madam Putulengro’s” fortune tellers sat in colourful 

small tents or caravans, dressed in their flashy costumes, gold coin earrings, and 

bracelets, their hands out stretched across their crystal ball, waiting for innocents to 

cross their palms with silver. There were side shows with bearded, or fat ladies, a 

rubber man, headless wonders, magicians, jugglers, tumblers and numerous conjurers.  

Everyone one a showman, yet really they were just ordinary folk trying to make a 

living, no work, no bread! 

But in my day and maybe their day too,  the best flamboyant spectacle at such events by far, was the charismatic ‘Prince Monolula was said to be of royal lineage, a majestic slender giant of a man with mahogany coloured skin. He dressed in magnificent African robes with tall feathered head gear which seemed to make him 8 feet tall, on his feet were highly decorated beaded slippers, he was a dealer in magic, mystery and hope, a seller of a sealed envelope, inside which was a ‘lucky’ dry bean, said to have special powers.  With it came a small slip of paper on which  was written the name of a horse, a ‘Winner,’ a sure bet, in the next race; he was a regular feature at all the major racing events for many years, his cry was ‘ I gotta horse !!   

Electric ‘double decker’ trams brought punters and spectators by the thousands from 

the local train station. The railways offered cheap daily excursion trips and the tram 

track went right up to the front entrance of the race course, making the trip very easy.

It was a lively fun event, with thousands and thousands of people from all over the 

country and Emma was in awe.

“We’ll 'ave to get some of all this, it’s the most fun we’ve had.” she reflected, as they 

were all eating the food. “Looks to me like their leisure is work and their work is a 

pleasure! We can do this. You and me Isaac will take walk to the main office and ask 

how much it is for a pitch here and next year we’ll set up and sell food and tea. How 

do you like that, a holiday that pays for it’s self.” 

“Sounds good to me.” Bill mumbled with his mouth full, “they’d go mad for your 

grub Mam.  A lot of work for you though, but I’m for it.”
After that, the lorry was fitted with proper benches and a new tarpaulin was purchased 

for cover in case of rain, paying passengers were taken on Saturdays or Bank 

Holidays to various races in the area, when the lorry wasn’t in use. They had a whole 

year to plan for the next ‘St Ledger Week.’   A large second hand army tent was 

bought along with some folding benches, tables, a large copper primus urn and heavy 

duty mugs made the stock in trade. 

They served lemonade, ginger beer, good hot tea was served from the urn which was 

set over a primus stove, the food was the same as the picnic, only more sandwiches, 

because they required no real preparation therefore could be made on the spot.  

They stayed several days; when the food ran out, they just closed up ‘shop’ when they 

felt like it, every one slept in the tent, having a grand time for the rest of the week.

There was only one draw back, their damn dog was chasing midges up the tent and 

sliding back again during the night until someone finally caught the little sod and tied 

him to the tent pole. That was the year young June went, she was two and a half, and 

very talkative, she picked words up just as easy as picking daisies in a field. Emma's 

first grandchild, a girl, her pride and joy; a precocious child with the noble features of 

her mother and her father Ike’s eyes. The top of the lorry cab was an ideal spot to 

watch the races above the crowd of punters and June was watching along side her 

father and uncles. 

One race was particularly exciting, everyone was jumping on down, June was 

bouncing on the top of the cab.  

“And  the winner is The Aga Kahn,.” 

And June at the top of her voice shouted..

“Soddin’ Aga Kahans won again! Soddin’ Aga Khans won  again!”
 She  jumped down  ran to tell her grandmother who might not have heard, Emma 

had a winning bet, a triple.  

Soon the family were able just concentrate on removals only; though they still went to 

the St Ledger and other racing events for the fun of it.

Early 1928. 

Life was good! Life was very good, meals were plentiful and the future looked 

bright. The ‘packing case’ furniture had gone, relegated now, just for the packing of 

china and other smalls   When spare money was available Emma had purchased small 

second-hand furniture very reasonably from the auctions.  In the attic two proper 

double beds were pushed against opposite walls, a nondescript Edwardian veneered 

walnut wardrobe held decent clothes, in the bottom were two rows of well polished 

shoes. 

The walls had been freshly wallpapered and a small carpet with a raggle taggle fringe 

finished off the room.

 On the next floor down was Emma and Isaac’s bedroom, part of it was built over the 

passage, forming an alcove of sorts, in it sat a dainty ladies satinwood dressing table, 

with a swing mirror, though badly damaged it was still beautiful, serving its purpose. 

Just like Emma!  She was 50, her face was still twisted when she relaxed, but her 

gentle dark eyes and her soft skin, still said she was fine-looking. There was a plain 

brass bed with a feather mattress, soft pillows, fine linen sheets, blankets, bedspread 

and matching eiderdown, all bought from an estate sale. Along the back wall was a 

small but sturdy mahogany chest of drawers. The curtains were a warm brown velvet, 

a plant stand held a fern growing in a cracked majolica jardinière, all this made Emma 

and the room comfortable at last. The narrow stairs had a turkey red carpet runner 

with shiny brass stair rods, holding it in place. The kitchen living-room, now 

contained pieces of furniture chosen primarily for their smallness, yet they had to be 

strong and serviceably. Here shining in the glow of the fire, hung colourful paintings, 

in damaged gilt frames, a solid walnut chiffonier with a framed mirror back, on the 

marble slab top sat two highly polished brass candle sticks, and a bowl of fruit along 

with a box of dates and some dried figs. 

 Inside its cupboard, were piles of odd plates, parted from sets of fancy dinnerware, 

but each special to her with it’s unique charm. There were tureens, bowls, a 

Rockingham teapot, a few fine sparrow beak jugs, mismatched dainty cups and 

saucers, a couple of wine glasses, and a few colourful pint pot mugs.  The old blue 

sofa had gone on a bonfire, in its place stood a sound Edwardian couch with an inlaid 

wooden frame, its upholstery a rusty velvet, most of the time it had an old blanket on 

it to keep it clean.  On the clean but well used peg rug sat an upholstered arm chair 

for Isaac, a rocking chair for Emma and a small oval walnut tip-up dining table, with 

two odd dining chairs. Decorating the mantle was a cranberry glass epergne along 

with 2 cold painted bronzes figures of riders and their camels. 

All in all, furnishings chosen with care by a woman, with acquired good taste. 

The room only needed a colourful oil lamp for the centre of the table. Finally after 

months of waiting, Emma saw one at Eadon Lockwood and Riddles saleroom.

She viewed the “ Special Sale “ and her eye was caught by a lamp of particular 

quality, it was brass, elegantly turned, the balloon shade had flowers painted on the 

glass, because of the colours when lit, it gave a rosy glow. 

It was knocked down to her for 25 shillings; when she got home with her prize she 

decided to light the lamp to see the effect. ‘Very pleasing to the eye’, she repeated to 

herself a phrase used often by an auctioneer in the Village of Castleton, when he was 

describing a beautiful piece of craftsmanship. 

Her lads had gone to play billiards at the local billiard hall, Isaac was at the pub 

as usual, it was Friday and his pay day. He was still working as a stone mason, his 

sons didn’t want him on moves because he talked too much. Moves can be 

accomplished with very few words, she often said, provided the movers involved are 

experienced.  

Emma sat by the light of the lamp scanning the evening paper for auctions and 

possible removals. After a while she decided to lie down on the couch and soon fell 

asleep. With a start she was awakened by the door bursting open. 

‘Oh god he’s drunk and I’m here alone.’ 

He staggered into the room one hand holding the door frame.

“Where ’ve you been all day.?” 

“Well I haven’t been to the pub, like you!” 

That did it!  

He flung himself towards her, knocking the table, it was enough of a jolt to tip the 

lamp, breaking the glass, sending splashing oil and flames everywhere. Emma 

jumped to her feet and ran to the sink, she turned the tap, running water into the bowl, 

then went to the door and shouted for help. Neighbours came running.  Meanwhile 

Isaac was unsuccessfully trying put out the multitude of small fires, with his feet, his 

hands and his coat.   Someone, realizing he was drunk, pushed him outside, where he 

fell into a heap on the ground, ignored in the frenzy of the moment as everyone 

passed buckets of water.  

Finally with the help of the neighbours the fire was put out. 

Emma stood there shaking with relief, only then did she realize her husband was 

missing. He was still on the ground, face down.

She thought he was dead.

“Oh Isaac, Isaac luv.”   She sat on the ground, and lifted his head into her lap, he had 

burn marks from the splashes on his face and his hands were burned, on his forehead 

was a big lump where he had fallen. 

“Get me a blanket quick! he might ‘ave cracked his skull and somebody go an get an 

ambulance.” 

A kid ran, meanwhile she wrapped Isaac in the blanket, cradling him, and

watched her neighbours carrying the burned carpet, the ruined table and the other 

damaged things outside.  All that was left intact were the things on the mantle, the 

chiffonier and the couch.  Not a big fire as fires go, but the memory is always there 

and you have to live with the smell of smoke, which lingers for weeks.

Stunned and stone cold sober, he opened his eyes.  “Oh. Emma mi lass. What ‘ave I 

done! What ‘ave I done! All you’ve worked for, all you’ve waited for, just when 

everything is going so well for once, I could ‘ave killed you, drunken sod I am,”  

He began to cry.

Saddened by his hurt, she cried too. “Isaac you listen to me lad you didn’t know  I ‘ad 

bought that lamp.  I should have waited to show you first, instead of lighting it.

It’s not your fault, it was an accident, besides it’s only money luv, and you’re safe.” 

She smiled at him, “you might be an ‘owd  bastard sometimes, but I can’t help but 

love you.”
“And I love you Emma. I don’t deserve………………..”
“Now. Now luv'. Hush.     The ambulance is coming.”
Just then Nellie Merill and Bill came down the passage.  Immediately Nellie took 

over, brandy was found for both Emma and Isaac.  

She took Emma into her home. “Come on Mum, let me get you a cup of tea 

an’ help you clean up, you can sleep in my bed tonight, tomorrow me an’ t’ lads will 

tackle t’ damage. Bill! You go with your dad, and phone Mrs. at t’corner shop to let 

your mum know how he is!”
“He’s alright! his head’s like a rock, it’s mum I’m worried about.”  He was cursing 

his father for all the trouble he had caused, but for his mother’s sake he treated his 

father with respect.

“Come on Dad. It’s here, lets walk down t’passage. You’re probably suffering from 

shock, or else a cracked nut.”
As Bill passed the neighbours.  He nodded, muttering his thanks.

“That’s all reight lad, glad it wasn’t worse,” said Mr. George, and somebody took what 

was left of the table  and chairs to chop them up for firewood! Waste not want not!

 By the time Isaac returned from the hospital a few days later, the kitchen had been 

freshly distempered and a rough table and chairs had replaced their tasteful 

predecessors. After this episode Isaac suffered from bouts of depression for a several 

months, his hair fell out, he developed alopesia.  He spent many hours in the cellar, 

carving bits of wood and drinking apple cider vinegar to ease  the pain in his throat 

and who knows maybe it eased heartache he had caused too. 

 He was reasonably comfortable down there, the walls were lined with shelves, which 

held tins of food and bottles of preserves, jam and pickles, several odd chairs and 

stools hung on hooks, waiting for visitors upstairs..

 My father Wilf had great respect for his father. He said Isaac was a brilliant thinker despite his lack of education and he could make anything from wood or stone, a true craftsman. Isaac dreamed his sons would stick together and own the best moving company in England, but that was not to be in his time , but his grandson Graham, the innovator and individualist  owned one of the first moving companies to do door to door moves to Europe, using the T.I.R. system in the Common Market era of the later 1960’s. The first move to France was a risk. (Fortunately Graham  spoke French fluently)  He did it the hard way, by the seat of his pants, following no one else’s lead. He was delayed at Calais customs because he had no official documents. Eventually after 18 hours the customer came to clear his own goods. During the waiting time Graham watched and listened  asking questions about what he needed re forms and paperwork to get through customs with no hassle (from country to country without the usual lengthy delays at customs posts)  When he returned home, his mind was full of ideas.  Then he repeated his Grandfathers words.  “ There is a gold mine in T.I.R. overseas moves.” and there was. Within 1 year he had 2 custom built and customs built sealable Pantechicons and he was the talk of the Road Haulage Association and the ferry services. 
Isaac wrote  this in the cellar walls while he was depressed.
“Waning love”
Your promises beautiful as crittle.       (crystal)

Shining bright but Oh! So brittle.

Passion then, now so little.

You the ball, I the skittle.

My life is the wood, you the whittle,

You’re slowly turning me to Shittle.’
A few months after the fire a second new lorry was bought, another Ford.  Between 

the six sons they now had 3 lorries, Kate had bought Ike one just after they married 

and he began doing moves occasionally, as well as helping Kate with her established 

greengrocery business.  After several weeks with the new vehicle, Len and Billy 

realized the old one wasn’t fast enough, they were rather embarrassed at the slow 

speed, especially when Albert had told them that one dark night he was driving home 

when a Policeman on a push bike caught up with him and shouted through the open 

window. “ Oy! Your back light is out chum!”  

 So they bought a  "Worthmore" gear box, a kind of overdrive which would increase 

the maximum speed by 10 miles an hour.

Billy with his usual confidence and fancying him self as a bit of a mechanic, decided 

to install the gearbox himself. Not only would he gain experience, it would save 

money. He glanced only briefly at the manual, before starting. Everyone had watched 

him work over his shoulder, either offering advice or asking questions. Whenever he 

paused, or looked puzzled, one brother or another had suggested he read the book.

“Can you do any better?’
 After much frustration and cursing, ( it was more complicated than he thought ) the 

job was completed. The truck was ready for a test drive.  Len, Billy, and Wilf, 

squeezed into the little cab, to give the lorry a long run. They drove along Upper 

Valley Road, the longest road they could think of.  Then instead of turning around to 

go back, Len decided to turn left down a very steep hill,  down they sped faster and 

faster, suddenly he shouted.   

“Jump! Wilf. Jump! It's stuck in neutral an' t' brakes won't work, we’re going to 

crash!”
Out Wilf jumped, landing on the gravel on his hands and knees.  Stunned, he 

staggered to his feet, then looking up saw a woman running towards him.  

“Are you all right lad '”she said.  

The lady helped him to her house, where she bathed his hands and bandaged them. He 

came back out a few minutes later looked like a boxer ready to put the gloves on for a 

fight.

“ I'm most grateful to you madam, but I must go and find my brothers, they could be 

badly injured.”   

Still feeling a little groggy, he walked as fast as he could down the hill.  He feared the 

worst because the hill finished at the bottom with only a narrow foot bridge over the 

river 'Meer'.  His fears were dispersed when he saw the little lorry. Len had steered 

over a main road, then into and over a one foot wall to land in a garden allotment, 

amongst cabbages, carrots, parsnips and peas.   Bill was sat on the wall, with his 

arms around the inner tube of the front tire which on impact with the wall, had popped 

out of the tire and in it's newly found freedom was reaching enormous proportions.  

Had it not been for Bill's quick reaction, the precious inner tube, without the support 

of the tire would surely have burst. As he squeezed the tube, Len pushed a match stick 

into the valve, gradually size, pressure, and anxiety slowly diminished.

“Thank God you're both all right.”
“I should have read the book” Bill said, as he shrugged his shoulders. “What 'ave you 

done to your hands ?”
“Oh,  the gravel cut 'em a bit, nothin' serious.”  

They had not realized all this time, that a lad had been watching them from across the 

road. He was holding a big cart horse by the reins.  Wilf walked over to the him. 

“Do you think you could pull it out wi t' horse kid ?” 

“What's it worth to yer ?” 

‘Well! look in mi  coat pockets there’s a tanner somewhere, as you can see I’m a bit 

handicapped at the moment, will that do? That's all I've got.”
The lad looked at Wilf’s bandaged hands, at the lorry, at Wilf again.  Then he looked 

in the pockets and found the sixpence.

 “It'll do.”
He walked the horse across the road and into the garden, where it was backed up to 

the lorry.  Bill and Len replaced the tire. By now a crowd had gathered and were 

watching. A bull rope and chain was found.  With everyone pushing and the great old 

horse pulling, the lorry rolled out of the garden. Someone went to fetch an apple. Wilf 

and his brothers made a great fuss over him, their love and admiration for horses was 

evident.  Bill thanked the lad “What's his name kid?  Where are you tekin' 'im?”  

Patting the horse, he answered   “His name's Sam, Mr Battles' just bought 'im...you 

know Taggy's Ice Cream people.”.

Did they know Ernest Battle!! He had been their competition, but was always a good 

friend.

“This old 'orse has just done 'is last hard job, from now on he'll just pull an ice cream 

cart around  t'streets.”  

Wilf looked at Sam as he nuzzled his bandaged hands.   “Thanks Sam, I 'ope little 

kids bring you lots of apples...an' you get a lick o' ice cream now and again, you 

deserve it.” He was thinking of dear Tom, now sadly gone, replaced by a motor 

vehicle.  Next day, at a local garage, the gear box was refitted by an expert mechanic, 

who had read the manual. The second test run went without a hitch.

Mostly written by Graham Wardley in 2000

CHAPTER 10

Memorable Moves

Our family has been in the moving business from 1914 – 1985, four generations in fact; during that time our predecessors and ourselves have met and moved thousands of people. Some wonderful, some rude, some very wise, some a little crazy, some very rich and others not, yet all unique in their own way. Many stay vivid in memory forever, others are best forgotten. In our own time from the 1950s to 1985, there are many which come to mind as being special, such as the Judge from the Nazi Nuremberg trials who I and my uncle Wilf moved to an isolated farm house in Wales, or the brilliant brain surgeon who had no common sense at all. Or the time when I was stuck in Northern Ireland in 1971 during a dock strike for more than a week and the Dockers threatened to push my brand new van in the sea.  I got on the ferry by the skin of my teeth, driving very fast, at the drop of the quay masters hand as a ferry pulled away from the quay with its doors still down. A move to Geneva, Switzerland in Winter over the mountains, one of my first overseas moves using the Common Market T.I.R system when I was literally on top of the world.. Then there was a forgotten penniless and rather dirty  old woman, who, unsupported looked after many orphans she pulled from the rubble during the blitz and gained no recognition at all. After I heard her story I couldn’t charge her for the move. The funniest was  airplane fanatic who insisted on helping and progressively donned more and more flying gear as the move went on, till finally he was ready for take off, replete with flying helmet, gauntlets and goggles in place! Or the Actor and the woman movie producer, who we moved to Palm Springs from Canada. (We were the first V.I.P. move co-ordinators in Canada.)  But I suppose the most memorable removal was a tale told to us by various members of our family, but here is our version of it, it happened in 1929 on the North Yorkshire moors near the ancient Town of Whitby. ( And we the co-authors were not even born yet  ) 
1929.

Ellen Bamworth and Emma had been friends since they met in 1914 at the first 

regular auction Emma and her son Albert ever attended. Though Ellen had a badly 

deformed back, Daniel her lover and childhood friend saw her as the most beautiful 

woman in the world.  Because she wasn’t of his class, their romance caused great 

friction with his parents, who were well off landowners in North Yorkshire. He 

wouldn’t give her up and was consequentially disowned.  The young lovers moved to 

Sheffield in 1912 where they rented a little shop with living accommodation and 

began buying and selling second-hand bric a brac, they lived very happily for a couple 

of years. 

When World War 1 started, Daniel Loxley was one of the first to enlist and because 

of his good education and background was soon made an officer. A year or so later 

during a battle in France, he was wounded and badly disfigured by burns. Eventually 

he came home after years in hospital and Ellen looked after him.  His parents had seen 

him during his time in hospital and couldn’t cope with their guilt and Daniels 

disfigurement, so they were relieved when Ellen had no hesitation in looking after her 

lover. 

She told them, “ He always loved me despite my deformity, and I will always love 

him. No matter what!”  

Ellen and Daniel married, with the local vicar coming to the little shop, Daniel 

could not handle the way people looked at him, at first in horror then the pitying pain 

in their eyes, consequently he suffered from depression.  All he wanted now was the 

love and companionship of his beloved Ellen. Over the next decade she kept open the 

shop.

Daniel would repair, restore and polish, it was a struggle, but the other dealers were 

kind to her and quite often she got a bargain, giving her a tidy profit; more often than 

not it was Emma who bid for the items her friend wanted, which meant Ellen could 

stay in the shop and tend to Daniels needs. Emma had to be at the auction all 

day anyway. It was a good arrangement, with the newly purchased goods always 

delivered the same evening.  All Ellen did was preview the sale, write down the items, 

and the price she was willing to bid up to, then she gave Emma the money to pay the 

Bill; Emma for her time got a small commission.  It was a good working partnership 

for several years, and the two women became very good friends.  It was 1922 when 

Emma finally saw Daniel again, though he had been home for several months prior to 

that, he was usually upstairs when she made her deliveries. Not thinking, one day, she 

walked in the back room carrying a cabinet Ellen had bought and there was Daniel, 

polishing a pair of silver candlesticks.

“I’m sorry luv’! I didn’t mean to barge in on you.” 

“ That’s alright Mrs. Emma, you’ve seen me now, come in, I’m sorry it must have 

been a shock.”
“Nay Daniel lad,  I ‘ad an idea, I’ve seen worse, you’ve nowt to be embarrassed about 

you know, you fought for such as me and mine. Those scars are just medals that you 

can’t put back in the drawer, wear ‘em with pride. I’m glad I just walked in, now we 

can chat again, after 6 long years.”  

“ Is it really that long Mrs. Emma?”
‘Well it was 1916 just before the Somme battle”
“ Yes you are right, we are getting old.” 

She held his hands and kissed him, and thanked him for his bravery. Daniel saw in her 

eyes compassion and understanding, not the repulsion he dreaded.

When Emma wasn’t in a rush, she would have a cup of tea with him, and they talked 

of many things, but never the War.  He told her stories of the sea, the coast and 

the gales, she heard about the wild moors where he had lived as a boy; he talked about 

his Grandfather, who had been a captain of a whaling ship, now long retired, he lived 

still in a rambling house high up on the moors, in North Yorkshire. Daniel spoke of 

happy  childhood Summers spent by the sea, building sand castles and playing in 

rock pools with Ellen, who was the daughter of his grandfather’s long-time 

housekeeper. 

Over the next few years Daniel was in and out of hospital, a semi invalid and would 

always be so.  When his grandfather died in December of 1928  surprisingly, the old 

man left all of his money and his house to Ellen. In a letter he explained because she 

had lived in his house as a child she had been like a daughter to him and he knew she 

would always take care of his invalid grandson.  

I suppose Ellen could have been the sea captains daughter if he and the housekeeper  had been lovers, but we will never know now. It seems very likely though, because he left both women all his wealth and none to his son, who was Daniel’s father.

Ellen and Daniel decided to leave Sheffield and settle in the sea captains house, it was 

in an isolate spot high up on the moors, just a few miles from the ancient port of 

Whitby. Over next few months because of the business she was in and the 

considerable amount of capital she now possessed, Ellen began buying fine antiques 

for the house. She gloried in buying the pick of the sales, having visions of opening a 

little shop, nearby on the coast, at Robin Hoods Bay, where her mother had gone to 

live.  She had been left a cottage and  good pension by her old employer.

The ancient stone houses of the quaint fishing Village of Robin Hoods Bay cling 

precariously to the cliffs and the spot would become a tourist destination. Ellen’s 

mother was still active and would be delighted to look after a little antique shop. 

The many purchases were stored in a warehouse until the home was made ready for 

Daniel, all the rooms were to be freshly painted and cleaned, with everything she had 

chosen set in place, before they moved in. 

Ellen hoped he would venture outside, where he could be have peace of mind and not 

worry about curious eyes.  She wanted to check out the property, but she wouldn’t 

leave Daniel, until Emma offered to look after him and the shop for a few days. 

Between them the women came up with the idea, of sending Isaac for a few weeks to 

the house, prior to the move. He could handle most things life threw his way, if there 

was anything he was good at, it was dealing with problems and coming up with 

simple solutions. 

“He’s never seen much, but he knows everything!” Emma had told Ellen and they 

laughed.

It was agreed. Ellen traveled by train to Goathland, calling in at the few local shops to 

make herself known as the new owner of Loxley House.  Two days later Ellen 

returned to Sheffield, after measuring everything at the house, and deciding what was 

to be kept by way of furnishings.  The kitchen was to remain almost intact, as it had 

been the domain of her mother and Ellen her self as a child, it was spotless, very 

workable and lacked nothing. On the way back in the train, she worked out a list of 

repairs to be done. Isaac was trusted with all the arrangements for clearing the house, 

and for organizing painting and decorating, any stone repairs would be a synch.

One day in the Spring he set off with son Bill driving him in the lorry,  they had 

loaded it with all Isaac’s tools and everything else he and Ellen thought they might 

need. 

Emma warned him about drinking.

“Don’t worry lass I’ve learned mi lesson, t’ fire taught me t’ hard way.”
It was twilight when the two men finally arrived at the house, after an interesting 

drive up and down moor land roads through the Villages and Market towns of the 

North Yorkshire. The house was old limestone, low and rambling, with tall chimneys, 

the window casements each had several small panes of original 18th century glass, 

each one with a slight tint of green on its irregular surface. The sturdy weather beaten 

door was old oak decorated with rows of iron studs and a round iron handle, the 

knocker was a polished brass sailing ship, an old iron boot scraper stood earth caked 

by the door. Inside the ceilings were low with heavy oak squared beams, they had 

gained a blackened patina from centuries of just being there, the floors were worn 

down highly polished flagstones. The ancient walls were 2ft thick, uneven and rough, 

creating deep window ledges for plants, or a seat for a child to look outside  when the 

great East Coast gales blew, the house was solid, a sanctuary from all the 

elements. 

Lighting an oil lamp they wandered from room to room, there were two sets of stairs, 

a  narrow one led directly to the kitchen, a second wider curved one met the front 

door. Isaac saw the notes Ellen had left pinned up in every room, each one with details 

of furniture she wanted for that area and what things Isaac was to send to the auction.

“By god you could get lost in a place like this, maybe they’ll have some bairns.”
“Int’ she too old for that dad?”  

“Oh! I don’t know about that, my Grandma had mi uncle Henry when she was 45, he 

was t’same age as me, though now I come to think of it, she did die that year, and mi 

Granddad was 51, so my aunt Elizabeth brought a big gang up cus mi Granddad died 

soon after, died o’ lung disease poor sod.  He was a knife grinder. That’s a rotten 

dangerous job, slime and stone grit from t’wheel gets in thi lungs. Mind you she had a 

lots o guts had mi aunt Liz allus lookin’ after other folks unwanted kids.”
Maybe the Loxley’s u’ll take kids in who nobody else wants, neither of ‘em seem to 

see t’ flaws in folk,” pondered Bill.

“It’s a pity there aren’t more people like that son, inside out people they are.”
“What do you mean Dad?”
“Well think about it, their beauty is on t’ inside int it, they shine wi goodness, thiv 

certainly matched their selves up. Nay, she got enough on her hands just looking 

after him, but yer reight, it is a house for kids, you lot would ‘ave enjoyed livin’ here. 

I can’t wait till yer mother sees it, I can just see her hanging all weshin’ outside.  It’d 

be dry in 10 minutes wi North Sea winds up here and no specks o soot on t’ washin.’ 

She’d have chased you lot around up here, all the fresh air, you’d ‘ave all been giants 

and not ‘ave ‘ad rickets either.”
“Oh that don’t worry us, we manage, beside we’d never get called up for t’ army, if 

there’s another War.  Could you imagine me, our Wilf and Len marching, legs goin’ 

everywhere, they ‘ave a reight good laugh on other side, we’d kill 'em wi laughter, 

‘bent legs on parade’ what a farce!” 

“War”    Take from them their horrid guns and give em back toy plastic ones. GW. 2000
Bill marched away towards the lorry kicking his legs everywhere, saluting every now 

and again  to imaginary soldiers. His father laughed at the sight of his comic son. 

Finally when everything was unloaded, they made a fire and boiled a kettle. 

Father and son sat in two comfortable shabby leather arm chairs in front of the 

dancing firelight and Isaac told his son all about his family, or at least the little he 

knew. After a while they decided to go to bed; the bedrooms were damp from the lack 

of fires so they slept together to keep warm in a comfy four poster, pulling the heavy 

bed curtains round to keep out the draughts, 

Isaac put out the lamp and they said goodnight.

“Dad!   Dad!  Wake  up!”  Bill shook his father excitedly.  “Come an’ look at this 

place, you can see it clear now, you won’t believe it. Come on! Sun’s just up!”
‘What time is it,” Isaac yawned, “I don’t think I’ve ever slept like that before, no 

trams, no trains, no noisy kids playing, nobody shoutin,’ no Emma banging about 

downstairs letting us know its time we should be up, just singing birds, Daniel is 

going to be happy here.”
“Well, I could hear somebody snoring!”
“I wonder who that was!”
Isaac dressed quickly; unwashed he went outside side, rubbing the stubble on his chin.

It was Springtime and the garden was abundant with daffodils and fragrant smelling 

hyacinths and other spring flowers, a dry-stone wall surrounded the garden, the two 

men turned and walked around the side of the house

“Come on its here!  It’s here!”  Bill ran to the edge.

“Ooh! be careful it looks dangerous!” shouted his father, he thought his son going to 

fall off the edge of the earth. They were very high up. Then Isaac saw what he was 

brought to see, a beautiful valley below. As if by some artists design, placed here and 

there were great mounds, like miniature mountains, they were covered with lush wild 

vegetation of the most incredible shades of green and browns, rusts and golds. 

Nestling in the base of one was a hamlet of old stone cottages and a church and what 

looked like a mansion of old sandstone, its garden was old, with giant Yew and 

Cypress trees. All he saw, had laid peacefully for centuries in its own magnificence 

and the hills and dales were cupped and protected by the high heather covered 

moors in the misty distance. It was Yorkshire at its best, breathtaking!  

The moors were wild and windy, he filled his lungs with the fresh sweet air, the 

sun was coming up behind him so he knew which way the sea was. 

Isaac wasn’t a soft man, but the sight brought tears to his eyes, helped by the chilly 

slap of the wind.   Speechless, he looked at his son, he too was transfixed by the vista

before them

“Dad I wouldn’t miss this job for anything, would you.”
“Nay lad, not me either, this is paradise, it doesn’t look real somehow, no wonder 

artists try to capture views like this. Heaven can’t be much better. We won’t ever 

want to go back, our stinkin’ ‘ole, this place spoils you for reality, it forces yer to 

relax, an’ take notice. Soak this lot in lad, keep it in yer mind forever, you’ll never get 

the removal business out of your blood if you see wonders like this and get paid for it 

an’ all. Jobs don’t come much better that this.”
“Dad’’
“What”
“I’ve got something else to show you in the stables.

“What is it?”
But Bill was off, he ran ahead, as his father savoured his surroundings.

“Come on!  It’s here!” he shouted through the wind, opening the double doors as if 

unveiling a great performance on a stage.

There partly covered by a dray cloth Isaac saw the wheels of a car and Bill pulled the 

cloth to reveal a 1920 Rolls Royce.

Well?  What do you think of that! Isn’t she a beauty, do you think Mrs. Ellen knows 

about this Dad? 

 He ran his hand over the beautiful coachwork, then, lifting the dray cloth from the 

rear of the vehicle, he noticed that a wheel had been removed.

“Some repairs being done here” Bill took a quick look, but was more interested in the 

sumptuous interior.

 “Can we sit inside do you think?” 

“Of course.  Ellen wouldn’t mind.  I think she’s forgotten about this, she must have 

just looked at the house, can you get it running? ”
“Yes but Mrs. Ellen can’t drive Dad!”
“She can learn, I’ll write and tell her about the back wheel, then she can have 

someone up to check it out, you’d better not touch it. It is a Rolls after all, I read in 

the paper, if a Rolls Royce needs fixin’ they send mechanics to do it, well we’re not 

more than 100 miles from the Derby factory. I liked to see a fella show me how she 

runs. Hey No! I’ll write to Derby, myself and tell em t’situation see what they do. If 

you drop me t’letter off they’ll get it on Monday. Hopefully we’ll surprise her. After 

all she’s given me the blank cart to do as I think best.”
“What do you mean dad, blank cart?’
“Oh  I! it’s Carte Blanche! I’nt it.  I shun’t go messin’ about wi words I don’t 

understand,” and he laughed at what he had just said.

Bill got up from looking underneath. “You’d better tell ‘em t’ half shafts broke, I bet 

that big pot’ole int’ lane caused that.”
Isaac pulled at his chin “Yes tha’ could be right abart that a’shall mek that mi first 

job, I wonder if thiv got a wheelbarra, an you’d berra be careful when tha goos back 

down agean Bill”    

Bill and his Dad sat daydreaming in the car for a while, then covered it again, they 

were hungry and went back into the house.  Isaac washed and shaved while Bill 

cooked bacon and oatcakes on the old black range.

Later on Isaac made a detailed inventory for the auctioneer’s clerk.  His creative 

juices were beginning to flow again as he compiled the well organized list, with a fine 

gold nib fountain pen and a bottle of Indian ink he had found in a bureau drawer and a box of vellum stationary completed his needs.

Then he wrote to Rolls Royce, he addressed the letter to the attention of Mr. Royce,  

because he always said in a situation like this, by-pass all the “hand rags” as he called 

underlings and talk to the one who makes the most money. 
Something his children and grandchildren never forgot. 

He wrote in his best ‘copperplate’. In his element he was, as if he had been born 

there. If he had been brought up in this kind of environment, he would have 

flourished and maybe been a great man. Here he had peace, quiet and beauty in 

abundance, but best of all he had time to think.

At noon Bill reluctantly got in the lorry and headed back to mucky Sheffield with his 

dreams of owning a big flashy car with Nellie at his side. 

His father followed behind down the lane with a pick and shovel in an old 

wheelbarrow, that he had rescued from a bonfire pile.

“Steady!     Slow down. Tha’ll have it o’er!” He scolded  from a distance.

“Slow! That bleedin’ potoil’s two foot deep!”
Bill never heard him, he negotiated the chasm deftly and rattled away down the lane 

leaving a haze of blue smoke behind him.

Isaac watched as the little lorry disappeared behind a distant haystack.

 “ You young bugger!” He said smiling.

He moved and placed a ton of stone, gravel and earth without stopping, filling

the pothole with gradually smaller stones, then bolstered the side with three large 

boulders. This would help to protect against further erosion. He placed his big hands 

on the small of his back.

“That should ‘old thee for a while.” 

Satisfied he threw his tools into the old wheelbarrow  and walked slowly back up the 

lane.

Although Isaac had been given written instructions on what was wanted, he was to 

use his own discretion in unexpected situations. Because Ellen and Daniel wanted a 

fresh start, unwanted items were to be sent into the local auction rooms.  That was 

arranged for two days hence, when Isaac would supervise the removal of the surplus 

household effects; the auction house had their own transportation.

Next day he got a ride on the milk cart to Goathland to find local the local painter and 

decorator.

He also arranged for food to be delivered from the Village grocers, 

“It’s for Loxley House.”  

 “Oh Yes, Mrs. Ellen Loxley said you would be in, and you are to have anything you 

need she will settle the bill at the end of the month, we will deliver there twice a 

week, Tuesdays and Fridays, just give the driver a list of what you want for the next 

delivery.”
Isaac was astonished. “Well thank yer Sir, I’m most obliged.” and he made his

modest list.

Outside he looked around, not really believing this was real, he had just been given 

credit, permission to spend money which wasn’t his, but his days of being a rogue and 

a vagabond were over. He would do the right thing and not abuse the trust of Ellen 

Loxley and Daniel.

Milk was delivered every day, as was the mail; he would spend his evenings writing 

daily to inform Ellen, Daniel and Emma of the progress being made.  After the 

furniture and effects had been removed, he covered the remaining things with old 

sheets, in preparation for interior renovations. He began stripping old wallpaper and 

filled in any cracks in the lath and plaster walls, then it was time for the decorating; 

each room was to be distempered in a pleasing pastel, and the trim painted a light 

cream, but that was up to the painter, Isaac would not interfere with a craftsman’s 

work.  

At noon on the Wednesday, he heard the honking of a horn and two men in clean 

overalls jumped out of a small lorry, he walked outside… 

“Mr Wardley?” 

“Yes”
We are from Rolls Royce, I’m Henry King and this Tom Cooper, you gave us very 

good directions, it always helps when there is no telephone, can you show us the 

problem.”
“It’s in the stable. This way gentlemen please, it didn’t tek ya long to get ‘ere”
“Well we try to do our best.”
“Your car is it Mr Wardley?”
“Ooh nay lad! I can’t even drive! I’m just ‘ere to fix things up a bit, an’ organize 

ready for when Mr. and Mrs. Loxley move in, I’m a stone mason bi trade, my wife’s a 

furniture remover, her an’ mi lads, 'ave three vehicles, this’ll be biggest job we’ve 

ever done, so everything’s got to be fixed and right.”
“I see! So you are looking after the ‘pre move’ then, very smart idea of the Loxley’s. 

Isaac thought.  Hmm..‘Pre Move’ That’s  interesting! Pre Move Ltd, ‘Moving  

Magic.’
Would they be any relation to Captain Loxley.” The master mechanic asked.

“Yes,  his grandson.”
“Oh I remember when the Captain took delivery of his Silver Ghost, you see I did the 

pre-delivery inspection at Derby, straight off the end of the line you might say.”
“Been with Rolls Royce a long time then?’
“Yes I started as a lad before the war.” He was raising the corner of the dray cloth.

“Yes, here she is.  Hello again” as if he were greeting an old friend.

“I think we’d better fold this sheet carefully it’s quite dusty and will scratch the 

coachwork otherwise if we start pulling at it.” 

 The cloth together with 2 years of dust, chicken droppings and feathers were soon 

removed. Tom Cooper moved the service vehicle close to the barn and began 

unloading some of the equipment while his foreman checked the wounded old friend.

“Let’s see what ails you old girl.” 

He was huddled over the rear wheel.

“We shall have to replace the wheel temporarily and take her into the yard, there’s

not sufficient room to pull the half shaft we’re too close to this wall. Mr Wardley 

could you open the drivers door please?’
“Yes Sir.’
“Now will you open the drawer under the drivers seat?”
Isaac pulled gently at the drawer handle it slid open easily.

“Good God”
“What’s the matter?”
“They’re beautiful.” 

The mechanic realized what he had seen.

“Never seen them before?”
“No” Isaac’s mouth was agape at the sight of a set of tools set into the drawer like 

silver cutlery, it was lined with blue velvet, each tool fitting exactly into its own 

molded space.   A silver plated hand pump with a lignum vitae handle, a silver plated 

box spanner with a long elegant lever and several other tools that dumfounded him

“Is the wheel wrench still in there?”
Tom Cooper was looking over Isaacs shoulder  “Yes I’ve got it!”
“I’ll need the air pump too this tires are very low in pressure, only five pounds”.

“It shouldn't take much to move her, it’s  slightly downhill from here.” 

Isaac returned to the kitchen, stoked the fire and moved the kettle to the middle of the 

hob.

The huge vehicle was now in the middle of the yard.

“I’ve put the kettle on so just say the word whenever you’re ready”
“Thanks, but we’ll press on a little further till we see the full extent of the damage”
Mr King was dismantling the rear axle and handed various parts to Mr Cooper who

in turn washed and inspected each one.

Some bolts he examined closely, wrapped them in white paper and placed them in a

metal box , Isaac looked on and when he could no longer resist asked..

What’s that for Mr Cooper”?

“Tom! 

What’s that for Tom?

“Well Mr Wardle w…”
“Isaac please! Now fairs fair!”
“Well Isaac, all the parts in this box will be returned to our labs for testing”
Isaac looked puzzled, “ An’ what will your lads do with ‘em”
Mr Cooper did his best to conceal his amusement, then realized that in this context

‘Labs’ and ‘Lads’ were interchangeable.

“Oh they really go to town on all this stuff, some of these bolts  we ‘er well, pull on 

‘em till they break to see if their tensile strength is up to specs and others parts will 

be checked for inclusions.”
“Inclusions?”
“Yes, inclusions are tiny parts of foreign matter which become “included” in the 

metal when it is cast or forged.”
“What will happen if they find any?”
“Then quality control will want to know how those parts got past inspection in the 

first place!”
Isaac was still trying understand when Mr Cooper added.

“But---------more likely as not it was something that we are trying to understand.

something called metal fatigue, that’s why our “lads” want this stuff so we can 

determine how long a component will last under a given circumstance.”
“Oh yer don’t ‘av to go to all that trouble yer know, I think I know what caused it!”
“Really Mr Wardley” Mr Cooper realized that he was patronizing the onlooker

and quickly added. “Er sorry Isaac really, what?”
“That bleedin’ big pot’oil int’ yon laneway!”
Both mechanics were immediately convulsed with laughter, eventually trying to gain 

his composure Mr King chuckled.

 “Oh you shouldn’t tell us that Isaac you’ll make us all redundant.” Hey Tom I ‘d 

love to see that on a lab report card. 

 Reason for failure, that bleeding big pot’ole int’ laneway”
“Aye that’s a down to earth reason and then some” snapped the other.

Tom Cooper saw Isaacs embarrassment.

“I’m sorry Isaac, but we don’t come in contact with that kind of honesty and 

forthrightness very often , but which pot hole which lane.”
“Oh I filled t’ bugger in before you came!”
Another eruption of laughter from the Rolls Royce men…
“Ah covering up the evidence ay.’
“Well I had to! We’ve got all three or four vehicles full o’ valuable stuff coming up 

here over next few days and my lads are very careful.  They are used to handling fine 

things just like you, I can’t let them down, or you, now can I?”
Realizing the hurt they had caused Mr. King suggested that tea would be welcome at 

this time, giving Isaac a chance to extricate himself from the situation.

“Aye all right I won’t be long”
When he was out of earshot Tom Cooper mocked “av got all’t stuff ready fer our 

lads sir!”
“Shush, he’s a good man, he’s worked hard for his living as Isaac, did you see how 

hard his hands are and how thick his fingers, I thought he was going to break my hand 

when he shook it.”
 Isaac had three mugs of tea ready and was assembling two cold roast beef 

sandwiches as Tom poked his head around the door.

“Can we wash up in here please Isaac?’
“Of course !Over there, it’s a pumper and cold I’m afraid but the kettle is just off the 

boil, you can use that enamel bowl to mix it in.”
“Cold will be fine Isaac thanks.”
Producing a tin of Chemico, he plunged in his right hand, pulled out a large glob

Then slopped onto his left, till both were well covered in the pink abrasive paste, 

when satisfied with the amount of massaging to each hand he attempted to operate 

the water pump with his elbow.

“Owd on Tom I’ll do that.”
He gave the handle a couple of goes till the hands were free of mucky paste.

“That stuff works well, here’s a towel.”
Henry King was in the room now  “making himself at home is he Isaac?”
“Well you can do the same, I’ve made you both tea and beef sandwiches, come 

and sit down when you’re washed”
They were tucking into the hearty snack, Tom was trying to hook another pickled 

onion from the jar. “Aren’t you going to eat Isaac.”
“Naw tea’s fine for me just now, besides, I’m still trying to swallow my 

embarrassment.”
“Whatever for! Why what’s wrong?”
I think I might ‘av said summat what’s going to make Mr and Mrs. Loxley ‘ave to pay

a big bill.”
“Ooh no Isaac don’t think that!”
“What about pot ‘ole  then!”
“Oooh! That’s nothing Isaac, that will make no difference!”
Honest?” 

“Absolutely! Your secret’s safe with us I swear.”  He lied, he couldn’t wait to get 

home to tell his wife.

“Me too,” said the other. “It’s just that you were so honest! Why only last week we 

were called out to a Toff on the Great North Road, who had just sacked his chauffeur

and had decided to drive the car himself. When we arrived he was in a terrible rage

and was saying that he should have bought a Daimler. We checked the car and 

discovered that he was out of petrol. But I just filled up a few miles back he says.

How far back I asked, Brighton he says, but that’s nearly two hundred miles I 

Said. There he says I knew I should have bought a Daimler!”
They were both standing now.  ‘Well its been a pleasure Isaac thank very 

much, you’re a good person and we wont forget you.”
“Are you finished?”
“Yes , its been running so the battery will have recharged, we topped up the battery 

acid so everything is ready for the open road.”
“What about the half shaft?”
“We replaced it with a new one.”
Outside they climbed into their truck and the engine roared to life.

‘Well so long Isaac, I hope we meet again.’
“Will you be sending the bill later Henry?

“Oh there’ll be no bill Isaac!”
“Why.”
“Because Rolls Royce half shafts don’t  break Isaac!!” He smiled and shouted as the 

truck sped away. ”Not even in bleedin’ big pot’oles------”
Isaac waved and walked away------ relieved..

Everything went according to Ellen’s plan and the interior of the house took on a 

fresh look. The car was back in the stables,  a full day had been spent cleaning it.

It was now time to work on the outside of the house, Isaac decided to look at the 

chimneys because some of the fires weren’t drawing too well.  He got a ladder out of 

the barn and then made a roof ladder to help him reach the apex, as he climbed he 

carried the old sea captains telescope. Standing straddled legged across the old red 

ridge tiles he noticed something glistening on the horizon. Putting his eye to the 

telescope and after adjusting it,  he saw the Sea for first time and what looked like tall 

red buildings of a town he wondered if it was Whitby; all so close to this beautiful 

home and he was taken aback.  What more could anyone want from life.  After 

admiring the view for a while, he moved carefully along the ridge of the roof 

checking each chimney in turn, some had birds nests inside. He cleared those, then 

went back down the ladder to make mortar, for the repairs he needed to do. 

Later that night he wrote to tell Emma what he had seen and suggested they spend a 

few days at the seaside town, after the move was over, as they would have a bit of 

spending money; he also informed her the interior of the house was ready for the 

furniture to be moved in, and would she be sure to put the carpets and the curtains on 

the first load.

Emma replied,

Dear Isaac,

I like the idea of going to Whitby, Daniel has told me so much about it, we might even go on a boat, I bet you would like that.  We are packing the contents of the shop at the moment, that will be the first load, plus the carpets you need and will arrive next Saturday, all being well. 2 lorry loads plus a load on the new van, with the best stuff will come on the Monday. I will come then in the new van, I am looking forward to that, you will be very surprised when you see it, it is chocolate brown and has our Albert’s name on it in gold letters, it makes me feel very proud  of him.. Love Emma 

P.S. Here is a floor plan and a few more instructions.
 At the shop the living accommodation furnishings would be left until later, so as not 

to disturb Daniel.  At the new home, Emma intended to unpack the delicate things, 

and clean the kitchen and any other cleaning, which needed to be done. They 

planned on everything being in place and the flowers on the table by Thursday, or 

Friday at the very latest; with all the bedrooms aired and fires lit in every room. To 

warm the house through. All this would lessen the upheaval of such a change for 

Daniel, who was to arrive the following Friday afternoon just in time for tea. Emma 

hoped the oven worked well, she planned on baking a few cakes and scones.

Isaac wrote back and told her the Rolls had been checked and as a surprise for Daniel 

and Ellen, Bill was going to drive the Rolls Royce back to Sheffield and take the 

couple to their new abode in style, if she thought that was all right.

She wrote back. 

Dear Isaac,
What a wonderful surprise, you do have some bright ideas. I’ll see you on Monday at about 4 pm. Please check the oven in the Kitchen I shall need to use it. Love Emma.

P.S. Watch  out for Bill and Leonard they will be there 4pm on Saturday.
And so the much  anticipated move began.

The new van they were speaking of belonged to Albert, he was now his own boss and 

though he was a married man with a 2 year old son, still worked with his brothers, 

when circumstances demanded. ‘The new van’ was actually a flat bed Morris 

Commercial lorry, which had been cleverly made into a van by Albert’s father in law.

 Mr. James Roberts had come up with a brilliant idea of creating accommodation for 

extra loading capacity over the top of the truck cabin. He designed and built 

something, which at this time was unique, yet was the forerunner of what would 

eventually be called a Luton Van. In North America it was called a kick. 
On Friday afternoon the loading began, with the packed boxes from the shop, all 

Daniels tools and restoration materials and anything that couldn’t be hurt by the 

weather. When the lorry was almost filled to capacity, the carpets were loaded from 

the warehouse and everything was double covered by dray cloths, many lengths of rope, resembling a cabbage net were tightly drawn across them. As one rope across 

another it was carefully ‘twitched’ a furniture mover’s knot, resembling the knot in a 

neck tie. 

The lorry sat over night under the gas lamp near the local bobby-shop  (Police station)  

until 5.a.m. the next morning. Sam the dog had been left in the cab as an extra guard.

Len and Bill got a warm welcome from him, he was used to this habit, and looked 

forward to his reward, which was a liquorice toffee.  He liked that even better than a 

piece of roast beef fat and he got to go for long drive, he loved to put his head out of 

the window his ears and lips flapping in the wind. They were off, of course Bill knew 

the way and couldn’t wait to show his brother the Rolls.  

They drove toward the rising sun till they reached Doncaster, then turned north 

towards Selby and York, it was going to be a glorious day 

 Sam was reading messages in the wind when Bill turned to Len..

 “Tea break?”
“Aah,” said Len  “an’  you wants a pee an’all, dunt tha Sammy? Worrabart this ‘ere,” 

Len had spotted a mobile canteen in a wooded copse just up ahead.

 “Smashin.’”
  The lorry swayed violently as it pulled of the road.

  “Whoa lass” Bill said.

  A cloud of dust engulfed them as they came to a halt.

 “Goo on Sam,” the dog ran to the nearest tree, read the last message and left a long 

reply. 

“Mornin gents.” 

A tough looking man about 40 peeped out from the serving hatch.

 “Ready for a cuppa?”
 “Yes please.” 

Big hairy arms reached out and poured two pints of steaming tea from an enormous

stoneware pot.

“A see why yer need them big arms wi a teapot that size.”
 “Aye,  an they were reight thin when I started this job” he joked. “Goin’ far?”
 “Whitby, well close to.”
 “Good day for it,” he smiled at the morning.  “Milk an’ sugars on yon table.”
“ What yer got t’eat?”
 “I can make you a full breakfast if you like. or I’ve got White Stilton, Cheshire, 

Cheddar.”
“I’ll have a bit o’ Cheddar please.”
“Aah me too,” said Len

They were sat at yon table and the huge man brought them two large, crude, crusty 

delicious sandwiches, Bill took a bite and pushed the mouthful into one cheek.

 “Why do you need a teapot as big as that, It doesn’t seem you would be that busy just 

here?” he said.

“Oh this place is just a fill in between my busy days.  I sometimes do Donny races 

and most weeks I attend a big estate sale,  I need that big pot and another one like 

it when they break for lunch.”
“What a small world! We do the big estate sales and our mother used to sell food at

Doncaster races.”
The big fella glanced at the name on the truck door.

“Wot! not Wardleys famous ice-cre------ I knew a couple who said they sold Ice 

Cream & Coal, what a combination.”
“Yes, do you know us?’
“Oh.  Yes! Well I know Emma and Isaac.”
“That’s our Mam an dad! In old days we did a lot of things to survive, as a little ‘un 

with our kid I used to beg for bread, now we don’t beg any more we can buy it.”
“Well I’ll be blowed.” “What sales do you do then?’
“Well we did that big one in the Dukeries a fortnit back.”
“ I was going to go to that one but I couldn’t fit it in.”
“ We do Sheffield salerooms, Greaves mostly, sometimes Lockwoods.”
He sat next to them. “I knew a young officer from Sheffield when I was in France 

during the Great War, he used to sell old furniture and that kind of stuff with his wife. 

Got killed he did poor bastard, everything to live for, very much in love I would 

say I never met ‘er’o’ course, but he was ‘ansome as a Greek god. A Hun shell hit the 

ammo dump arf a mile away I was an’ I couldn’t hear for a week.  Great big fire 

ball! They say it could be seen five n’ twenty mile away. Ten minutes before he had 

been in the trenches wi’ us, allus remember I will, he split a packet of Capstan Full 

Strength with us, smoke ‘em if  you got ‘em he sez. What if we ain’t got em I sez. 

Then have one of mine he sez, just like nothin’ is ‘appening round us. A real man he 

was, one of England’s pride, was Leftennen’ Loxley”
“Loxley!” Bill sat bolt upright, “what was his Christian name?”
“Dunno, can’t remember to be honest, but I do believe his wife’s name wus ‘Ellen 

never knew her address----- so--------.”
“What would you say if I told you he is still alive.”
“Well I wouldn’t know what to say if you’re telling me straight, but if you’re not

it would be a awful joke.”
“I would never joke about a thing like that----- but what would you say if I told you 

that stuff on that lorry belongs to lieutenant  Daniel Loxley.”
“Aye aye that was his name Dan! yes Daniel Loxley oh! Oh! I can ‘ardly believe it, 

NO ONE could have lived through that lot.”
“Well he did! and we will be at his new home this afternoon!”
A customer was waiting at the serving hatch.

“Can we have two teas please.”
“You certainly can, everything is free today, if you can help yourselves, I’m

sorry but I have been suddenly overcome with good news.”
He turned quickly to Len to verify Bills comments.

“ I suppose a lot of people thought he was dead because he sort of put himself out of 

circulation because of his appearance.” 

Bill cut him off. “We shouldn’t be talking like that Len and we have to be going 

anyway.”
“Oh I understand yer !  Bill, if you’d seen what I saw you might never sleep again, 

when will you see him next?”
“Couple of days I expect, why?”
“Give him a note from me will you?”
“Of course I will.”
He walked quickly back to the canteen where a family were helping themselves

“Some nice cheddar there help yourselves I’ve got to share this joy with others.”
“What’s up then?”
“A dead Hero is back among the living.”
He hastily made a small parcel out of sandwich paper and returned to Bill.

“Give him this will you and give him my very greatest regards and tell him today

I am a happy man and I would love to see him again.”
“Will do,  come on Sam.”
As the truck pulled away they looked back, the big man was slapping the side of his

leg. He saw them looking and he waved back energetically.

“There goes a ‘appy man.” Len was shouting above the noise of the engine racing 

into second gear. “What did he give yer Bill?”
“I don’t know, here,” he handed Len the package who began to unwrap the 

greaseproof paper.

 “It’s a packet of fags, ‘Capstan Full Strength’ there’s two in it all wrapped up in 

silver paper and a note”
“What’s it say?”
“Private int it?”
“Well I think we should read it because it might upset Daniel.”
Len slowly unfolded the note making sure he could refold it the same way.

“What’s it say?”
“It says.

Sir,   Today has been one of the most joyous days of my life. 12 years ago we shared snout together and then I was horrified to see you charge into the fire of hell …and today I am told that you made it through.  Here are two snout, your brand if I remember correctly sir, I would like to think that we could smoke them together and drink a toast to the Sheffield Brigade. 

Yours respectfully  2304320 cpl B. Womack.   K.O.Y.L.I.

Len refolded the note as exactly as he could and tucked it under his cushion.

They were in York already and making good progress despite the long conversation 

with Ex corporal Womack of the Kings Own Yorkshire Light Infantry.

They passed over the river Ouse with many boaters enjoying the beautiful weather.

‘Wanna change Bill?”
“Wouldn’t mind” The truck stopped by the old city walls, built in mediaeval times to 

keep attackers at bay.

The wall surrounded the city enclosing the great York Minster each section of the 

wall complete with turret and rampart 

Len set off and Bill took off his shoes sticking his feet through the window to cool 

Them.  Sammy took a quick sniff at them then returned to more interesting messages 

in the wind. They passed under the wall via a stone archway leading them toward the 

inner city

“ 90 Quid to build that bridge”
“How do you know?”
“I just read it on that plaque”
 “Ah when though?”
“Year Dot plus two ast’ think.”
“Christ!----- Thi worked cheaper than we did!”
“Aha  thi did!”
“Ah  Did!”
Through bustling York they traveled, they were about half through their journey, to 

the coast, mile after glorious mile, until at last they came upon the climb towards the 

house, road was narrow and the little lorry began swaying in the high winds.

“Oh. Oh! Our Albert’s going to ‘ave a hard time on Monday if it’s this windy, he’s 

gone and put that high frame on it, him an’ his new van could topple over the edge o’ 

this lane.”
 Len looked down and his stomach hit his feet.

‘Am glad he’s drivin’ it not me!  A new ‘un an’all!  I bet he ant’ gor any insurance 

either yet,  yer know what chances he teks, spends every bleedin’ penny he’s got to 

mek it look like a success!” said Len rather disgruntled, not having Albert’s nerve.

“I bet he ‘as got insurance he’s not that chuffin’ daft.   Now me, o’ course I’d risk it, 

when me an’ Nellie a’ve enough put by, she’s agreed wi’ me, we’ll spend next to 

nowt on wedding, she going to borro’ some clothes and I’m going to Rag Market for 

mine. Our Albert’s right, as Nellie always sez. Think Big! We’re going to ‘ave a 

telephone an’ all, yer can’t run a proper business wi’out a phone an’ we’ll advertise as 

well! So we will.”
“ You can’t go t’ rag market for a Weddin’ clothes, what would folks think.”
“ We’re only gerrin’ married, we’re not going to see t’King an’ Queen! You 

watch us our kid,  one day, we’ll ‘ave t’best clothes money can buy, when we’ve 

made our pile and profit and we’ll ‘ ave bloody big cars an all, me an’ her are going 

places.”
“It’ll not be up here that’s for sure, I wouldn’t live up here for owt, there’s no trams, 

no picture ‘ouses, no gas lamps, no billiard halls, no football matches, Len laughed..

They were still laughing when they reached the house and there to greet them was 

their father. 

“Well I must say, you timed that well, your 15 minutes early” Isaac said, “is 

everything all right, that’s a bad road that last bit, not much I could do about the deep 

ruts, I’m worried about our Albert with his new ‘un.”
“He’ll be all right Dad, don’t you worry, come on show us where you want all this 

stuff, I suppose you’ve got it all organized.” And they winked at each other behind 

their old mans back. 

“Yes I ‘ ave.” and Isaac was off,

And he proceeded to give them detailed instructions from the notes he had been 

studied for days, he expected sons to keep the same instructions in their heads and 

memorize all the details immediately.

The unloading went quickly and smoothly, with the well labeled wooden boxes 

being stacked in the barn. Isaac was laying the carpets in the bedrooms and living 

rooms, he had already washed those floors but had left the landings, corridors and the 

stairs unwashed, until after the move was over, no sense he thought of doing that job 

twice. 

Sammy the dog was having a grand old time digging at rabbit holes and chasing 

around, gathering up new interesting moor land smells.

When the three men had finished, they ate a meal of bubble and squeak and cold 

roast beef and pickles and Isaac produced three big mugs of  homemade cider. Emma 

had no need to worry about the oven, as Isaac had already proved with the roast beef 

he cooked, a day prior to his sons’ arrival.

“Where did you get this?’ Bill said as he sipped on the potent brew.

Don’t tell yer mother, it’s in t’cellar, I’ve rationed mi self, so don’t you go chuckin’ 

me down steps Leonard mi lad.  Mr. Daniel told me where it might be, his granddad 

made it, there’s some fancy lookin’ brandy and some wine wi’ French ont’ labels, I 

don’t fancy any o’ that French muck, gi me a mug o’ cider any time.”
“ Dad! I’ll behave mi self, if you will, this is a well paying job.”
“Do you want to see the car,”  Bill said to his brother

“Nay,” said their father, “leave that till Monday, when we’re all here, I’ve got 

something else to show you on Monday as well. I wish our Ike or Joe could have 

come, but I suppose they’re too busy, you’ll have to get an early night because you’ve 

got a long day tomorrow when you get back you’ve got to load again for Monday 

morning.” 

“They’re all long days in our business day Dad, not like Ice Cream days.” and they 

told him about Corporal Womack; then Bill put the note on the kitchen mantelpiece 

for Daniel Loxley.

Very early on Monday a small cavalcade, of 2 lorries and 1 new van left Sheffield, the 

van was at the front with the slower oldest lorry bringing up the rear, they hoped 

people would notice the names on the sides of the doors. With three vehicles, it gave 

people a good chance to remember their name. ‘Wardley & Sons. Household 

Removals. Sheffield.’ Read one  then   ‘Albert Wardley Long Distance Furniture 

Removals Sheffield. Across the Street across the Country’ and lastly ‘E. Wardley & 

Sons, Fine Furniture Removals, Auctions our Speciality.’
Emma was perched on the edge of her seat, looking at the expressions of folk as they 

passed by. 

Albert spoke, “Well when I was little you said. Tell ‘em who you are. 

 I  suppose we don’t ‘ave to say it any more they can read it now. Are you ‘appy ?”
Oh yes luv’, its all come true and more, I just thought of a horse and cart or two, but 

this new van makes me realize how much you have all achieved with your hard work 

and not being afraid to take a risk. It was just muck or nettles in them early days, what 

ever we did we couldn’t do right for doing wrong, it was hard an’ it hurt, but now it 

looks like roses and rainbows for you lot.  I’m very grateful none of us are 

goin’ hungry any more. We’ve come a long way from them highwaymen and their 

stand & deliver demands! Now were just delivering furniture and just standing an’ 

waitin’ at auction and the like, it’s a grand life.”
“ Me and Frances are thinking of getting a little furniture shop, if Mrs. Burdett can do 

it, so can we, I can’t do this till I’m old, mi back’ll give out before then, its 

hard graft, except them jobs from London wi’ that new stuff, light as a feather 

compared to old Victoria Furniture. I fancy bein’ a dealer.”
It took the best part of the day to reach their destination, it was 2 pm when they 

reached the base of the hill.  Albert had been warned about the high winds, he knew 

his father would have repaired the road, as well as he could.   He was unconcerned 

and had confidence in the new design, the van was insured, but he wasn’t, so he was 

careful, after all he had a wife and child to think about. 

Even though the road was still rutted in long stretches,  he could see where his father 

had been. He felt a gust of wind and felt fortunate he had a very heavy load, the real 

test would be descending with a light van and no load.

“Shall I get out and walk?” said his mother..

“Are you scared?”
“Oh no! It’s rather exciting, I was just think about you.”
“Well let’s risk the last bit.”
Then they saw the large pot hole Isaac had repaired and  past over it with ease.

“It wouldn’t ‘ave been easy if dad hadn’t fixed that.  Look here we are and there’s the 

‘ouse and there’s dad, he looks well! Look how brown he is.  It’s the fresh air, I bet he 

doesn’t cough as much up here.” 

Albert backed up to the front door and  pulled on the brakes, jumped down and went 

around the van to help he mother out of the cab.

“Piece o’ cake Mam..”
Isaac appeared around the corner of the van.

“Hello you two you’re early, but I’ve got the kettle on the hob I’ll go an’ mek a cuppa 

and I’ve got some Pork Pie and Pickles. Oh look here comes ‘other two, you must 

have gone slow Albert, did you wait for them?”
Well not really, I wanted Mam to see the country side, after all this is the farthest 

she’s ever been.”
Isaac put his big arm around his tiny wife’s shoulder.  “Well lass you made it. What 

do you think?”
“I think it’s so beautiful Isaac dear, they’ll ‘ave peace of mind here, it seems right.”
Isaac nodded in agreement then said,  “I’ve done everything they wanted and some 

extras, used mi own judgment like, it’s called a ‘Pre move’ you know, what I’ve 

been doing, I cleaned as much as a could, but it needs a woman’s touch now, come on 

I’ll show you around.” 

Bill, Len and Wilf jumped out of the lorries, they stretched, then ran to catch up with 

the others who were just entering the house.

Emma walked slowly around the house, imagining the furniture in its place, she had 

floor plans for each room where the furniture was to go; descending the stairs to the 

kitchen she gasped at its size, it was three times as big as hers, it reminded her of the 

kitchen she had worked in as head cook; no wonder Ellen had said it was to remain 

intact. Taking her hat and coat off she sat by the blazing coal fire and took her shoes 

off. By now everyone was in the room looking for something to eat.

“Well Dad where’s our food we’re starvin’,” said Albert and he winked at his mother.

Isaac moved fast, he went to the pantry and produced  a couple of pork pies, pickled 

beetroots, some salad greens and a few greenhouse tomatoes, two crusty loaves and a 

big bowl of farm butter, a large slab of Yorkshire parkin and some bananas. 

Meanwhile Emma began gathering plates and mugs.

“Come on one of you lot mek t’ tea.”
A big brown earthenware teapot was found.  They moved fast and ate fast, there was 

work to be done; 3 vehicles to unload before it went dark, they knew not the meaning 

of procrastination, a move as to be done, it can’t be put off, none of your…
“We’ll just give it a good looking at.” or “ We’ll just ‘ave a little practice and come 

back next week.”
They all slept in strange beds that night, experiencing the silence Isaac had 

become accustomed to.

Next morning Isaac and Emma were up early, the water was hot in the big brick and 

copper boiler so their lads could have a bath in a proper bathroom for the first time in 

their lives. The bath and toilet and free standing sink all matched, white vitrose 

porcelain with blue flowers, made in Stoke on Trent; the bath was encased in a 

mahogany surround, polished to a rich patina of deep dragons blood red. Thick Indian 

cotton towels hung on brass towel rails, the fittings, and faucets, gleamed from years 

of  loving elbow grease, in one word, luxurious!  Emma had been up before the dawn 

and had relaxed in deep soapy lavender scented water, in the privacy of a bathroom 

which had a lock!

Eventually at 8 am. everyone was sat at the kitchen table eating bacon, eggs 

sausage, tomatoes and fried bread, with big mugs of tea at the ready. They had time 

to spare and there was no rush to get back to Sheffield, no work waited, only the 

unpacking of china and clothes needed to be done at the house and Emma and Isaac 

would do that along with the rest of the cleaning.   It was Sunday.

When they had finished eating Isaac winked at Bill.

 “Come on you lot we have to get t’ ladder out I want you to see something an’ 

bring that telescope. You as well Emma lass. You’ll never forget this longest day 

you live, I’ll help you up t’ ladder, leave them pots an’ pans, we can wash up 

later. 

Outside it was one of those rare still days on the moors, no wind, just a bright calm 

morning. An ordinary day by some peoples standard, but don’t forget these ordinary 

folk lived in a slum, in the dirtiest City in England, probably the city with the most 

smoke in the world, what they were about to see, would change them forever, it gave 

them hope for a clean bright new life.

Isaac climbed first with his wife following carefully behind, then he pulled her onto 

the roof ladder and helped her climb slowly to the apex, finally they were all 

straggled across the shallow roof. Below stretched before them lay the beautiful 

valley, there was thick mist in the bottom near the river  and as they watched, the 

early orange Sun turned the mist into a golden red ribbon haze that reached from one 

side of the valley to the other, an evergreen forest climbed and towered through the 

mist and the morning to greet the sun and our family. A landscape of dreams or an 

artists imaginings. 

“ Heaven can’t be better than this.” Someone said. 

Everyone was lost for words, which was rare.

When they had had their fill, Isaac spoke.  “NOW! look behind you, that’s the coast 

and beyond that glistening on this sunny day, that’s the North Sea.”
 They all turned and saw the sea, for the very first time.

“ You’re on top of the world lads, on top o’ the world, look what we’ve been missin’ 

all these years, this is where we should ‘ave been.”  he looked at his wife and saw 

she was over come and tears of joy welled in her eyes,

“Oh Isaac, this is too much, imagine, the sea behind, the valley below and the 

moors beyond, there must be a heaven and this place is a paradise on earth, I’m lost 

for words, such beauty and only 90 miles from Sheffield.”
“Come on, we’ve not finished ‘ave we dad,” said Bill. “There’s something else we 

have to  show you.” 

Down they climbed, Bill first, then he ran towards the stable.

“It’s here! Come see!” 

As Emma got to the ground he opened the doors to the stable and revealed the newly 

cleaned and repaired Silver Ghost.

He started it and gently drove it into the yard, where everyone stood around it, 

admiring the workmanship of such a vehicle.

“My what a beautiful car! Let’s go for a drive, a drive to the sea,” said Albert. 

“We shouldn’t do that,” said their mother.

“But we have to, Emma luv’  replied Isaac.” We’ll call it a test run, because our Bill 

is going to drive it back to Sheffield and bring Ellen and Daniel back here in style. 

“ Can we go?  it didn’t look that far from the roof, lets look at t’ atlas,” 

cried Wilf in his excitement, his childhood dream of going to the seaside was drawing 

near.

“Is only an inch away,” he said, with a grin, as he looked at the road map. “Looks 

about 7 miles to me, lets go, lock up first though dad, don’t want nowt pinched, do 

we.” 

Wilf lad you worry too much, there’s no Sheffield thugs up ‘ere lad. 

So Isaac ran and locked the house, grabbing his wife’s hat and coat and her purse, she 

always had money these days and he thought they might buy some fresh fish from a 

boat.  He suddenly fancied a bit of cod and parsley sauce.

So on  that bright sunny day 6 members of our family traveled over those 

beautiful moors to the  picturesque seaport of Whitby. A bustling working town, with 

colourful Yorkshire seamen and the black jet industry. On steep hills either side of the 

wide estuary tall red buildings stood, as if guarding the tides which washed  like clock 

work to and from the Sea. 

The Rolls and its occupants descended the hills towards the town, the top was down 

and with the wind came the smell of the salty sea and it was good. Oh it was so very 

good. 

They saw the ruins of an old Abbey high up across the estuary. On the outskirts of the 

town they passed tall elegant Victorian houses, then the streets got narrower closer 

to the quay: in this ancient part of town the buildings were smaller, quaint, made of 

old wind-washed stone, with little alleyways, steep stone steps, cul de sacs and 

seamen’s yards, and passageways.

Finally they arrived by the quay and parking near coils of rope, nets and fish boxes. 

They knew they looked odd getting out of the Rolls: their work day clothes were not 

in keeping with the imagine of the car. But they were so in awe of their surroundings, 

they ignored the strange looks from the town folk.  What a busy place it was, visitors, 

rosy cheeked locals, merchants, buyers of fish and this and that filled the town; the 

quay was lined with stalls for the selling  of crabs, cockles, whelks, and mussels and 

the catch of the day. There were working boats of every kind in the harbour and either 

side of the vast estuary……………………………….

(Well dear reader it happened again! This chapter has to finish right here, just like my father’s chapter 6. 

Why you ask?  Because Graham my co-author has run out of time, just like his uncle Wilf and his grandmother before him.   

For three years when the urge to write took us, he and I sat side by side writing this tale. Little did I know that the slight confusion and headaches he had had for the last few years would turn his wonderful life so suddenly awry.  I think those 3 years were the happiest years of our lives.  We have both relived our childhood memories of stories we both heard and rejoiced in our wonderfully jolly, yet sometimes absurd family.  So although we finished writing  the next and last chapter months ago, this chapter will never be  the length we originally intended.   How can it be, it’s was Graham’s not mine.    Of course the move to the Yorkshire moors so long ago went smoothly, it couldn’t have been better, they were professionals by then, among the best in the trade.   Emma and Isaac did go back for a much deserved holiday.   Daniel and Ellen lived on for years high upon those wild and windy moors, and when we were teenagers both Graham and I knew  Ellen Bamworth.   All our family loved the sea, especially my father Wilf, who took me and my mother to every seaside town around England.  Whitby was always special because it is so ancient and quaint.  Even one of the lifeboats was called The Sheffield.  Money was raised by the the people of that City. In 1991 just 3 years after I started to paint, I found a photograph by the Victorian photographer Frank Meadow Sutcliffe of a famous Whitby lifeboat man, who lived in the 19th century.  As a novice lifeboat man he survived his first a major disaster at sea, the other twelve older more experienced members of the crew all drown.  He was saved by a newly designed cork life jacket, he went on to save the lives of more than 300 people, over the next 40 years.  

For some strange reason I was drawn to this man, yet at the time I knew nothing of his story and didn’t know that as I painted, a book was being written about him. I received my prints on Feb 8th 1992 and found out that that was the day of the disaster was Feb 8th-9th 1861. There were many coincidences in the book that I cannot explain. I had only painted one face before, yet this watercolour only took me 3 days to complete.  It became my first Ltd Ed. Print.  I called the print ‘ The Survivor’  because those of us who live to tell the tale are survivors. It seems ordinary folk who with a bit of guts and perseverance can accomplish many things. Our fathers and uncles had worked their way along during the depression of the 1930’s.  By 1947 they were all very comfortable, in fact well off.  My uncle Bill was a new car dealer, racing over England in his pea green Jag with Nellie at his side, she the little lass who had been in the workhouse had become a lady; often they let me tag along, they never had children, so I was lucky.  My father Wilf and mother Clare were antique dealers and dad still owned a moving business. Albert the father of Graham had many so many successful businesses we lost count of them over the years.   Ike was a fruitier and a champion golfer, Len was a mover until he retired then he opened a chippy, Joseph was a dealer. 

CHAPTER 11

1930
The letter landed on the mat. Emma bent to pick it up, it was addressed to her. She 

groaned, her stomach and her back had been bothering her of late.

“Just the change, lass, you’re in the change,” Tessie had said. 

So Emma had carried on through the occasional pain trying to work it off. She sat at 

the table and looked at the letter, London postmark, who would be writing to me?

The letter was from Waring & Gillows Furniture Manufactures.

Dear Mrs. Wardley, 

Although we have known your sons for few years, we have never met you and we understand you are the person to speak to with regards to discussing a new contract. You may want to consider our idea and it’s implications before you answer this letter. Briefly, we understand you have six sons in the moving business, and only 1 van and 3 lorries, would you be interested in purchasing further vans and taking out a firm contract with our company? If you like the idea would it be possible to you to come to London, to discuss it? We can make arrangement to pick you up from the underground at High Wycombe. In anticipation of your reply

Mr. Ascombe.  Transport Manager
She held the letter to her chest and tears of  gratitude came to her eyes, her long ago 

dream was coming true.   She sat for a while thinking of the possibilities; a fleet of 

vans, one for each son! The work was no problem, the only fly in the ointment was 

money to buy new vans. It would cost several hundred pounds and she knew little of 

banks and loans. Then it hit her! Kill two birds with one stone. Lucy her sister in law, 

lived in a fashionable part of London with a wealthy man, she would lend her the 

money.  Emma would go and see her after she had been to Waring & Gillows.

 Lucy had always been wise and well read, she had been  nursing sister in Sheffield 

before she left for London, where she had lived for 20 years, her rough northern 

accent and been replaced by a posh London one. Her manner was now that of a well 

educated southerner.  Quickly Emma found pen and ink and the vellum paper and 

envelopes she saved for special letters. Taking her time, she carefully copied the 

address onto the new envelope. Then she hid  Mr Ascombe’s, letter in the back of the 

chiffonier drawer.

Composing the letter was easy, her answer was yes and she could be in London the 

following Tuesday, if that was convenient. A reply by telephone could be forwarded 

to her via Mrs. Burdett the furniture dealer and then she would phone back to confirm.

 A letter was quickly written to Lucy and Emma put both envelopes in her apron 

pocket and went to the post box, on the corner. 

After her mother and father had died, Lucy’s visits to Sheffield were more rare, yet 

she always made a point of visiting Mary Emma, brother Isaac and their sons. On her 

last visit she had offered Emma a holiday in London.

 “Come and stay with me for a while, you deserve a holiday, you work too hard 

Emma dear, you’re not a young woman any more start to take it easy.” 

But Emma still had 4 grown sons and their father at home. She’s a lady, thought 

Emma, with time on her hands she can’t understand..

“Oh. but Lucy luv, I ‘ave to work a lot, cus there’s a lot to do.”
Lucy knew she was a lost cause, Emma would never slow down. 

Everything was arranged, she had told Isaac and the lads she was going for a three 

day visit to Lucy’s, and her sister in law was going to show her around London.

And he replied, “You might as well go in style lass.”
The following Monday, Len drove Emma to the Sheffield Station to catch a train, to 

London.   She was dressed neatly with the hat her daughter in law Frances had made 

for her.  She had only worn it once at Albert and Frances’ wedding, since then it had 

it had been carefully stored away to be used for special occasions only. She stepped 

down from the car and gathered her handbag and her small suitcase. She was ready  

for her big adventure.

“ ‘Ave a nice time Mam, be careful.”
She kissed Len on his cheek. “Thank you lad, look after your dad.”
She had baked several loaves of bread and fruitcake before she left and stocked up the 

cellar head with food, the hard times had gone.  Surely England was on the mend now 

it was 12 years since the war had ended. Though it seemed America was in a 

depression, Isaac talked about a stock market crash and men killing themselves 

because they had lost everything and it could happen in England. 

 “What do you mean Isaac, they’ve only lost money, they can start again, poor folk 

start again nearly every day.

He supposed that once you had been very rich, poverty was much harder to take.

 As she walked along the platform to wait for the train she began thinking of her life. 

We can’t fail now, we’ve had our depression and come through it. It had been hard, 

and although she was getting a bit tired of heavy physical work, it had been worth all 

the effort. If this contract came about and she could borrow the money from Lucy, 

all would be as she had hoped for and more.  She would live to see her family 

comfortable with no worries about bailiffs. After a nice journey in the 3rd class 

compartment, she stood on the platform of St. Pancras Station, feeling just a 

little apprehensive. Walking the platform to the exit gate, she noticed how well 

dressed people were. There was Lucy waving at the barrier, she felt relief she 

wouldn’t be lost in such a vast  city.

“Well Emma my dear, how are you?” Lucy’s trained nurses eye saw the change in 

Emma, yellow pallor, her sunken eyes.

“It must have been three years, you’ve lost weight dear have you been ill ?”
“Oh no Lucy I’m never ill, Tessie Buckle says I’m in the change and a holiday will 

do me good, that’s why I’m looking forward to this visit, but I must admit I haven’t 

been feeling too well lately.”
“Well promise me you will go and see a doctor when you get home it might be more 

than the change. Now let’s change the subject, come on we will get a Taxi and drive 

the long way so you can see a few of the sights and you can tell me all about this 

contract.”
Lucy said she would try to find a way to lend Emma money, but it would have to be 

paid back on a regular basis because she feared the possible depression.

On Tuesday morning Emma was picked up at High Wycombe and driven to the 

factory.  Mr. Ascombe was a friendly man and explained what they would require. 

Emma kept wishing she had a better education to understand all the ins and outs of 

big business. She was having second thoughts as the conversation continued. That 

night she couldn’t sleep and lay awake till the early dawn, her stomach churned, her 

mind raced, wondering what to do for the best, but she knew it wouldn’t be her 

decision, her hard working days were almost at an end. In the morning after a couple 

of hours sleep, she felt a bit better and Lucy showed her around London; her joy and 

amazement was evident as she feasted on the sites. That evening they went to a 

Cinema and Emma saw her first talking picture, and she couldn’t believe it. 

Afterwards they stopped for a bite to eat.

“Well Emma have you enjoyed your visit? I’m amazed at the talking on the 

screen.”
Emma nodded, then looked across at her sister in law.

“ Whatever would will we see next, everything is changing so fast, motorcars, vans, 

airplanes, wireless, talking pictures, women  can vote, we’ve seen so many changes in 

our life.” 

Next day Lucy called a taxi and after they had said their goodbyes, she made Emma 

promise to see her doctor. 

Finding a bench on the Station platform, she waited, feeling a little faint. After a few 

minutes a young porter came by. 

 “Excuse me young man, I wonder if you could do me a favour, I’m not feeling very 

well, and she handed him a pound. Do you think you could get me a brandy?  I have 

to get on  3. 15.  train to Sheffield.”
“It will be my pleasure came the reply and off he went.”
Emma wondered if he would come back, that was a great deal of money then, but a 

pound note was all she had left.  Minutes ticked by, as one by one the train doors were 

slammed shut. With three minutes left to go she saw him returning, glass and change 

in hand, smiling triumphantly. 

“I thought I was going to miss you.”
After thanking him, she forced down the brandy in two gulps. Holding her gently he 

cupped her elbow, and helped Emma stand.

“Lots of time----She doesn’t pull out for another minute yet.”
He led her to the train and opened a 1st. Class carriage door.

“But I only ‘ave a 3rd class ticket!”
“Don’t worry missus, they don’t inspect tickets till Derby, when you get there you can 

walk down the corridor to third class.  Besides you look first class to me.”
(Lucy had bought Emma a soft green coat with a fox collar from Harrods.) 

She took a florin out of the change and handed it to him, he touched his hat

“Oh thank you no Madam, I was so pleased to be of assistance. Goodbye! Pleasant 

trip!”
She watched him go, limping slightly as he went.

“Thank you, God Bless.”
He didn’t hear.  

The carriage compartment was heated and plush, on each seat a fresh linen 

antimacassar in place, with an open work L.M.S. logo woven into a central cameo, 

over these were oval pictures fixed to the bird’s eye maple.  She leaned towards the 

one opposite, ‘Beautiful  Scotland’ next to that ‘Monarch of the Glen.’  Near the door 

a small brass plaque ‘Canadian Maple.’  Above the window. ‘Emergency cord,’  with a sign  ‘Penalty for pulling this chain improperly 2 guineas.’
 In gold leaf  on the open door,

 ‘ KING’
Which King ? Did he travel in this compartment ?

The brandy was taking effect as the train picked up speed.

“Good evening Madam.”
She was startled and thought she had been discovered ‘out of place’ 

“Would you like anything from the dining car ?”
Trying to look unconcerned she replied. “What do you have?”
“Here’s the menu Madam.”
She took it from him and read, 

Pot of tea for two--- 9 pence. Various cakes--- 9 pence. Toasted teacake--  3 pence

“Can I have tea and toasted teacake for one?”
“Certainly Madam.”
“How much will that be ?”
“One shilling Madam.”
She felt for the florin the young  ‘old ‘ Soldier had declined

“Keep the change.”
“Oooh ! Thank you very much Madam.”
He dropped the large coin into his white jacket pocket, leaned forward and clicked up 

a small table. He left the compartment, sliding the door behind him, joining 

‘NOSMO’ to ‘KING’  ( No Smoking)

He returned in short time. Ample tea in a silver pot, another of hot water, small silver 

jug of milk and a silver bowl of sugar cubes the cup and saucer was marked L.M.S.

He set down the salver containing two large hot teacakes.

She wasn’t used to being fussed over by a man, had she tipped him too much?

“Shall I pour for you Madam?”
“Yes please the train is moving rather fast.”
“Seventy miles per hour Madam.”
“Good heavens...is that safe?”
“Oh yes,” he looked proud, 

“Faster when we get further north! Are you going to Scotland ma’am?”
“No, Sheffield.”
“It’s a little stuffy in here madam would you like the window open a little?”
“Yes please.”
He pulled on a large leather strap, which lifted the window slightly, unhooked it from 

a brass knob which passed through graduated holes in it; then let the window slide 

down till the next hole dropped over the knob.

“That’s better!”
The window was now open three inches at the top.

“If you get too cold, press that button and I’ll come back and close it.”
“Thank you.”
“Thank you! Madam.”
He joined NOSMO to KING  again.

She picked up half of the teacake, uncovering the words  & Scottish’’ on the salver, 

the small receipt peeped out, it read. 

Tea & Cakes seat 53 First Class -----10 pence paid.  

10 pence !  Well he may ‘ave several mouths to feed they can’t all be “ Old ‘ soldiers.

“MAM! MAM!”
She had fallen asleep, the train was now in Sheffield, Albert was shaking her gently

while Len looked on.

“We searched the whole train and nearly didn’t recognize you in your new coat!

“Do you know you came in 1st.”
“Well!  I started the same time as everybody else!”  came her cheeky reply.

Emma sat all next day, her mind and body in a turmoil, finally she spoke to Wilf 

about Waring and Gillows and told him all about the train. Wilf being a shy lad, was 

at home the most and he and his mother had long conversations sat together by the 

fire, drinking tea and eating her fruit cake; which he had to eat between two slices of 

bread because it was so rich and sweet for his palette.  She always told him she

enjoyed the quiet times they had together. When he heard all she had to say about 

the proposed venture and about the train and all the things she saw in London. 

He finally said. “Well,  I know that’s what you and dad have always for wanted 

us all to work together, but we are all too different, we all want to be our own boss, 

beside we’d  never be out of debt.” He dreaded that. “Tell you what Mam ‘ave a word 

with our Albert, he’s the go-getter not me.”
Albert was told in confidence. 

“Don’t tell your dad,” she said. 

Her second son said gently. “But we’re already working for them on a part-time 

basis, let’s not put  all our eggs in one basket and take on crippling debt as well, we’d 

just be buying a job. Just think, if we did it full time, we wouldn’t experience the 

excitement of proper moves and all the funny situations we come across, we wouldn’t 

have time to do the auctions would we, it would just be work, beside I’m still 

fancying a second-hand shop.”
Emma looked at her second son of a second son. “You’re right of course, it is a back 

breaking job.  You’ll go far my lad, that clever lass you’ve married ‘ull see to that. I 

just thought it would be nice for your dad that’s all. I’ll write back to refuse and 

asked them to leave things as they are.  If it was a product we were making, it would 

be different, but it’s your bodies that have to do the hard slog.”
After a few days, her pains returned, she went to see a doctor, who immediately put 

her in hospital, but she was sent home a few weeks later. Two of her sons carried their 

now emaciated mother from the ambulance; making a seat with their arms, they 

walked slowly down the passage, into the kitchen. There was a hush in the little street 

that day, no noise of children playing could be heard. Those gentle men sat her on the 

table and all her family gathered round. 

Everyone waited for her to speak.

“There's nothing they can do for me, it's eaten mi stomach away.”
She had been sent home to die, to be taken care of by her family and they did that. 

She was never left on her own, sons and daughter in laws and a few neighbours set up 

shifts to look after her.  Isaac swore she wouldn't die, she couldn't! She was his rock. 

My grandmother lived in severe pain for several weeks, unable to eat, just wasting 

away. Nellie stayed with her the most because she had broken her arm falling down 

the stairs and couldn’t work. Nellie said because of Emma’s screams of pain the 

neighbours suffered with too, it seems my grandmother was given no morphine; she 

was not sedated in any way, no drugs for her to ease the agony of such a death.  As my 

Grandmother lay on deathbed Nellie braided Emma’s still beautiful long hair and one 

of the neighbours gave a brand new cotton night-dress to clothe her in. The death 

certificate read.

Mary Emma Wardley nee Broomhead age 53  # 2 Little London Place. Sheffield 8.          Cause of death. Carcinoma of the stomach and liver.  Signed Dr. Kay .  

The people of the street and our family grieved. My grandmother had never moved to a better neighbourhood she was comfortable with her own kind. The funeral was  large. The chapel of rest was filled with family, friends, neighbours, children, shopkeepers, dealers, carriers, people she had moved and auctioneers. (She was ahead of her time, as far as the liberation of women goes.  We only know her from the stories told by her sons and daughters in law and a few dealers.)

Four years later when my father Wilf and his father Isaac left that home for good, the letter was found at the back of the drawer. My dad read the faded paper and showed it to Isaac,  explaining the circumstances. In anger Isaac threw it on the fire, then he spoke.

“ Everything changed for me when she died, I died with her. I hope her guts lives on through you, she was too strong, too kind, she can’t just have disappeared into thin air.”  Isaac left that house and went missing for years.  Since 1931, My father Wilf had been courting my mother, who he met when he was 24 and she was 17.  Just before I was born in 1937, my mother and father heard someone had seen my grandfather in the old district.  Eventually he was found, a thin shabby stick of a man, barely alive, he  rented  a  tiny attic in  a dilapidated lodging house.  He and my father talked. “Do you want to come and live with us Dad?” My father asked.  “You can have the back bedroom and come and go as you please, but you’d have to stop smoking and drinking. You know Clare’s a wonderful cook and we’ve got a baby coming.”  Isaac thought for only a moment. “Yes Wilf lad I will, it might be a girl for a change, I’d like that, a little lass. That’s what yer mother wanted you know a little lass, I’ll call her Nancy.”
 “But its going to be Ann if it’s a girl,” my father replied.  “A simple name no-one 

can alter, but I suppose you can call her Nancy on the quiet.”    My mother nursed Isaac back to health, she fed him wonderful meals. He kept regular hours, eventually he began working again and stopped smoking and drinking.  My dad and he used to go to the soccer matches together, he enjoyed listening to the radio, something he had rarely heard before.    Predicting the information age, he said. “ You watch, Governments won’t be able to pull the wool of ordinary folks eyes,  like they can now and all because of this radio.” My grandfather’s last years were happy ones.  He spent a lot  of the time loving and holding me, always saying I was the double of his Mary Emma.  Isaac Wardley died in 1939

 Here are my Father’s words describing his mother, from a letter dated 1978 just before he died. 

"When I look back over the years, I realize what a wonderful person our mother was. 

Always a kind word, she saw both sides of an argument, always fair and 

understanding, but strict when we needed it and always protecting us. I loved my 

mother  very dearly and will cherish her memory always. When you're brought up 

with that kind of love it's bound to rub off on you.  She could laugh with the best of us, 

and give as good as the rest of us, as far as humor was concerned.”

So dear reader, if there is such a thing as history repeating itself.   Then surely just as 

family traits and characteristics are passed on like looks, singing, music or painting 

abilities, then the same may hold true for genetic memory.  If this is so, then maybe 

the 2 main characters lived on in another man  & woman, the ones who wrote this 

story, and who late in life, both became the artists, their fathers and grandparents 

should have been.   

I suppose you have guessed that we married, Graham and I . Our  love story will 

never be told, because you see we spent all our passion living it. He named our book 

‘It’s.. Muck or Nettles’, which means which ever way you go it’s hard, so just get on 

with it, jump right in and make the best of life. 

Graham  was the son of Albert and I am the daughter of Wilf and we  married in 1957 

after five long years of courting and secret meetings, there was  lots of heartache in 

our teenage years. We were in trouble most of the time, but our love was so strong, we 

wouldn’t be parted. 

 I thought I’d let you know why the little toddler with the two shovels was on the front 

of the cover. That is Graham in 1937 the year I was born; Emma’s grandson. Who 

like her and her 6 sons,  always needed two shovels. You see our family worked 

harder than most and Graham always did the work of more than one.

 But really that little toddler aged 16 months was saving the second shovel for me and 

believe me together we have worn out many a shovel.  We were born to labour, we 

enjoyed good honest hard work.  

The big vans on the front cover are ours in the late 1960’s, we called our overseas 

moving business. ‘ European Removals.’
So dear reader

It is finished……The sadness at the end is because as I said at the beginning, it’s a real story. 

Yet I’m still here! These characters and my memories race around my head at night. I feel like a funnel, a catalyst. You see I’m the last one left to remember their escapades.

 It seems my family nudge each other and say. “Its my turn! Let me tell her this story or make her laugh with this joke.” 

I have lived a charmed life, having the privilege of knowing and loving so many folk who left to me and mine an ability to laugh at hardship and for making the best from the worse. 

We live, we work, we love, we cry,  we laugh, we die.

Now I’m off to make some Ann-Made ‘Stone’….O I didn’t tell you about that.

Well how could I? It only happened recently, by chance, or was it fate, did I jump into the Muck or Nettles? All I know you need a lot of strength at 64 to make stone.

Not only was I a furniture mover like my grandmother, now in 2001 I found a new interest. I’ve become a stone mason (of sorts) like my grandfather. He would have liked that. I make garden art from ‘concrete’ which looks like coloured sandstone from his bygone times in the Sheffield quarries. Graham would approve too, he appreciated stone and the men who worked it, after all the last thing he touched in Sheffield was that giant rock. ( see short story and his poem “Stone”)

For the first 2 years of my life, my grandfather, that man of so much lost potential slept next to my crib in my nursery and spend his last years holding me and I suppose telling me stories. I wonder did he pass on his strength and his creativity and did my grandmother leave her great heart to me and mine? 

Thank you for reading our words, now isn’t it time you wrote your own story, for if you have got time to read books you’ve got time to write one.

Dare to dream and just do it.

AW January 15th 2002.

Epilogue

A few bits of extra reading by Ann. Optional to the book.

Well like I said before, my life has been like a wonderful jig saw puzzle. You might say I was allotted just a plain, small ordinary box and there was no picture to go by on the cover. The few beautiful bits I started with inside, fit straight away as if by magic or good fortune, they were my family. The other bits took years to show up and some didn’t fit, waiting in the corners or lost for more than 60 years. It turned out to be a big multifaceted puzzle of a life, far better than I could ever have imagined. The fun and the joy came from piecing it together with the help of my husband, my family and my friends. Now it is nearly time to close that box and this book, but before I do here are a few happy times and you may think it strange because its about the war.

It was 1945 and V.E. day in Sheffield and all of Europe and I was 6.

For most of my young life the city was involved in the manufacturing of untold equipment and machinery for the war effort.

During the war I saw mountains of rubble, thousands of tons of broken bricks and stone, lumps of mortar, shrapnel, shattered floor boards, walls and ceilings. There for all to see were skeletons of houses. Inside out so to speak, their remains just hanging, as if by bravado or defiance. Furniture and other household effects gone to rack and ruin. There were flower wallpapered bedrooms with broken windows, their tattered curtains flapped in the wind and doors smashed to smithereens, torn from their doorways forever. Everything waited to be demolished and taken to the dump; along with the lost lives of the folks who had been killed or ‘bombed out’ as we used to call the homeless families.

There seemed to be bombed out or smoldering buildings everywhere. Giant wasteful graters in the ground appeared. I could see parts of whitewashed cellars walls and stone steps, that once coal had been carried up by the bucketful to fuel those kitchen cast iron Yorkshire ranges, which seemed to remain intact more often than not; still black leaded, still polished and gleaming in the open air.

All along the centre of the city was the main shopping thoroughfare, where before the war had stood a wide range of thriving shops and businesses. In my time there were many empty pockets of waste land, bomb sites they were called. Flattened, gone forever the elegant Edwardian multi windowed façades of Walsh’s, Atkinson’s and Cockcaynes department stores.  Hundreds of jobs gone, along with the owners business, building, fixtures and fittings and their stock in trade. The only thing they had left was their so called ‘Goodwill.’ and their name.

I saw burned out tramcars, their twisted strong metal lines and tangled over head wires looked like some demented smoldering sculpture that children’s nightmares were made of. 

Our family had survived the blitz. My dad and his brothers had all been classed F because of the rickets they had as children. Therefore they were only suitable for ‘War Work,’ and their furniture vans were commandeered by the armed forces and the government for the duration of the war. They delivered supplies all across 

England to the various army and R.A.F camps.   Without I might add the help of town, city and road signs, or street lights. The signs had all been taken down and stored somewhere under lock and key, this was supposed the hinder spies!! or an invasion by the enemy. How would the signs find their way back home to the right places I used to wonder, yet my dad seemed to have no trouble at all. You couldn’t ask your way or the name of a town or village, because we were told to keep our mouths shut.. ‘Mums the word’. or something like that was said.

On the day the war ended, we all congregated in the centre of Sheffield. It seemed the whole world was there to me. My cousin who was 8 helped me climb onto a stone wall and there we were, a duo balancing act, holding on to the still intact elaborate black iron railings. They hadn’t disappeared for the war effort, unlike ours in the working class areas.  One day our plain railings were cut off by men with big burning torches, as they cut, brilliant orange sparks flew every where and all that was left of my climbing frame were short stumps of burned metal. The railings were never to be replaced.

Arms around each other and the railing, we two kids stood, we shouted, we cheered. The grownups told us the war was over and we should be happy, so we sang and hoped we wouldn’t be lost forever in the vast throng of revellers. As we cheered we wondered what peace really meant. 

We had only known a world at war.

All we knew there would be no more scramble to get dressed in our siren suits in the middle of the night when we heard the sirens, or going underground in our corrugated iron covered air raid shelter in the back yard; or escaping in our big van full of folk at a minutes notice, with dad driving as fast the wheels could turn. Racing to the edge of the City and the high Derbyshire moors. That was until after we realized by default and great panic on one occasion that we were parked on a fake airstrip. It was up there to fool the German bombers into dropping their load out of harms way. As the enemy planes flew over low our heads we got caught in the search lights and the lights of the pretend airstrip, What a scramble that was, parents gathering children, shouting and running.  Dad had to go back the next day and gather up all our scattered belongings, like the primus stove and the kettle that had been left on the peat moss and the heather covered ‘airstrip.’ After that we ventured further to the village of Eyam and a pub run by the Purseglove family, where we slept on thin straw mattresses in the attic. All along the walls, stuffed foxes, badgers and pheasants and other wild things, watched us with their bright amber glass eyes from their old dirty glass cases. The walls were a dark rich red, you know old patina that looks polished with age and wear, much desired by trendy interior decorators in this century.  The kitchen was at the bottom of that old stone house, under the pub rooms, because of this it was called a cellar kitchen but actually the kitchen door opened onto the back yard  I can see that welcoming room so vividly even though it’s 60 years ago. It had a low oak beamed ceiling that had darkened from the smoke of centuries of coal fires, there was an  ancient  flagstone floor, which was scrubbed every week. A red glazed  stone earthen ware shallow sink stood in front of a small stone mullion window, which was so old it had pontils like a bulls eyes in the center of every small hand-blown green tinted pane.  Old geraniums and herbs grew in pots on the sill.  I often stood on my tip toes to peer through the leaves and flowers.  I loved looking through those swirled glass bulls eyes. They twisted the world outside and made it look odd and magical some how when the sun shone. There was a vast cast iron black range, where a giant black kettle seemed to be constantly on the boil, rabbit stew and big loaves of bread were cooked in the oven to tempt our nostrils.  A velour valance with a gold fringe hung from the mantle and big  brass candle sticks shone from years of Brasso. Bits of paper and old photos were propped up between the wall and a pair Staffordshire china dogs.  

 Often a poacher would knock on the back door, he asked if we needed any rabbits or game from his daily traps.  He must have done a roaring trade during the war. Mrs. Purseglove used to pluck feathers in the yard, I used to catch the flying feathers and examine them. How beautiful a chickens or partridge feather is and it’s so useful too. We used to gather them up and wash them and then they got dried in the sun. When we had enough we made a pillow.  

Mrs. Purseglove was buxom with those fresh air rosy red cheeks that Derbyshire farmers wives had, but maybe hers came from the beer she drank daily, who cares! She looked happy and very jolly to me. She had Millie Molly Mandy eyes, they looked like little dark brown buttons, and her shiny nose fit right in with the rest of her wholesome face.  More often than not she wore a burlap apron tied with string around her ample waist and her feet shuffled in old tartan carpet slippers.  She looked comfortable and soft as she sat in front of the fire in an old rocking chair, backwards and forwards she rocked. I watched fascinated, for as she talked, she constantly twiddled her thumbs and nodded her head in a kind of well rehearsed rhythm. As the conversation got more interesting the faster she rocked, like some antique automaton toy, her thumbs turned over and over each other and they never seemed to stop.  On the quiet I used to practice how she did it, I thought it a great skill.  I remember one time as we drove away back home through the Village, (with about 12 people in the back of the van)  Suddenly the pubs big old blonde colored great Dane appeared from his hiding place and he started to run after the van barking loudly, as if to say take me too I want to see your world. We thought he would get fed up, but no he kept on going, so as we reached the edge of the village we banged on the side of the van to make dad stop. The tired old dog was lifted into the back of the van and dad turned the van and the laughing contents around and he drove the dog home again. The dog panted heavily and his breath was steamy, his big tongue hung over my tiny hand  as I held his big leather collar to kept him from jumping out of the van, he was so big and I so small he could have pulled me along with him.

And  I can’t remember his name!  Yet I loved that big old lanky legged animal.

The end of the war meant no more gas masks, which were as common as our clothes, that little box case with the shoulder strap went every where we did. No more listening avidly to the big wooden radio every night to find out that some big city had caught it, or what  the 8th army and the desert rats were doing. 

Over the next few days the whole of England had street parties for the children. Colourful red, white and blue bits of cloth and flags on strings were fashioned, the festooned string crossed our little street from telegraph pole to upstairs window frames or down spouts and back again.  Our mothers and grandmas baked the hoarded rations that they had been saving for months on the cellar head in anticipation of such festivities.  Each child brought their own stool or kitchen chair, numerous tables with 

their own brightly coloured tablecloths or well worn oil cloth coverings, were shoved together to form a 60ft or more harvest of peace, food and goodwill for us war babies, as we were known.   The piled high fare was mostly raspberry jam and lemon curd tarts, there were fairy cakes, egg and cress and potted meat sandwiches, fondly known  as potted dog. Then came big bowls of jelly and blancmange  with “ hundreds and thousands” sprinkled on top with great abandonment.  Of course there was the singing in the street, so our pianola was dragged outside and dad pedaled the popular tunes for hours.  As darkness came, a bonfire of burnable rubble was built with an effigy of Hitler perched uncomfortably on top on an old chair. Some grown ups drank fresh pulled beer, carried carefully from the beer off corner shop in big fancy beer jugs. 

The folk of our street danced and made merry till the early hours; if I remember rightly it was called ‘A knees up.’  What a lovely phrase that is, it conquers up images of working folks dancing with glorious abandon.

Afterwards, the Sheffield works department had the enormous task of filling in the big pot holes the bonfires had made all over the city, the tarmac had melted in big circles as I recall. 

As it turned out on VJ day, August 15th 1945 we were at the seaside and it was the first seaside holiday our family a had since 1939. We were at a place called Chapel St Leonards, on the east coast. Those days it was very peaceful and quiet, not a caravan or an RV in sight.

We had gone on a camping holiday in our family’s furniture vans. Some members of our family had gone in cars, they took the old tents from the days when our family ‘did’ the races at Doncaster before the war. The vans were set in a circle with their drop down tail-gates meeting. Inside the vans were our proper beds, chests, tables, chairs and the odd wicker easy chair, all rather like a big trailer or a bed-sitting room. Well really that’s what our family did for a living, pick stuff up, carry it and put it in a van and back again. It was a piece o’ cake for them.   During the day, weather permitting, the tables and chairs were lifted outside for meals and just lounging in the sunshine. The only facility in the field was a stand pipe with a water tap, we had some kind of portable toilet in a small tent I remember. The toilet must have been emptied every day by some adult or other because every morning it was there, fresh and clean with the wooden seat freshly scrubbed with Izal as if by magic. 

The barren flat field was just behind the high sand dunes, these were covered with clumps of long wispy grass that waved gracefully in the salty wind. Big coils of barbed wire were still spread tangled and bound across the beach, to keep the Nazis at bay no doubt. We saw small concrete gun bunkers here and there, they stretched for miles it seemed. If no adult was around, we crept inside and the boys played gunners.

There were no soldiers or guns, but on the floor were empty tin cans of Spam and corned beef and dozens of tiny cigarette ends.  Several of my cousins and I spent hours playing in the sand and the sea. Sliding down the dunes till our underwear got covered in sand and our bums got red and sore with the roughness. We flew kites and untangled endless lengths of string. We giggled and laughed as the frothy north sea swirled around our ankles and with his sleeve my big cousin gently wiped tears from my eyes that the salty wind had caused. There were sea shells to gather and that hard dried black seaweed to pop and every day the sea gulls flew overhead screeching at us.  Racing against time with little buckets and spades we built big elaborate sand castles, the big boys and girls and some dads dug big holes, canals and moats, which filled with sea water as we watched the tide come in. 

That was the first time I remember the sea, no wonder I miss it so. Every sight and sound was special with the magic and innocence of just being a child. I think if there is a heaven it must be in our past when we were innocent and free of worries and the responsibility of being grown up, with fireworks lighting up the sky.

One night for the evening meal, there appeared  a big canteen size can of whole chicken which read.. “The property of the U.S Army.” 

One of uncle Bill’s tactical army maneuvers no doubt.
Later in the evenings after eating our saved up black market booty, the big paraffin Aladdin lamps with their giant reflectors were lit as twilight came. Then our fathers and uncles turned a tail-gate into a stage and they sang, danced and told jokes, mostly imitating the Marks brothers or Wilson, Keppel and Betty, the then famous sand dancers, we had acres of sand at our disposal. During that holiday the end of the war with Japan was announced. From somewhere uncle Bill with his usual flare produced a big box of fireworks and rockets. So late, on that summer night, when the sun had finally gone down we all went on the beach and celebrated the end of the World War. 

Me and my big cousin held hands and in awe we watched our first fireworks.

It was fireworks for us two and later our four children ever after.

In  October of 1945 just before I turned 7, my parents and I moved way up in the world. We left our humble little four roomed house with no bathroom, we left that jolly neighbourly working class area forever, we left friends and playmates, we left memories behind. Every stick of furniture we owned had been sold so my dad could buy his brother Bill’s  big store and comfortable living accommodation in the poshiest end of  Sheffield, just minutes from Derbyshire. We were to become antique dealers and my childhood from then on was a constant thrill, ever changing and  always interesting. There was so much to learn about that wonderful business. What I saw then, the fine hand painted porcelain I handled and what I learn and the art I was shown, made me want to be an artist, but I had a life to live, children to raise and hard work to do moving furniture though before I finally became an artist at age 50  One thing I will mention though, about my other life before I painted.  When I was 15 and a bit my dad bought me a business which was almost next door to our furniture shop. Sweets ( candies) had always been on ration in my life time.  Dad bought me a sweet shop! Oh yes I was spoiled.  I ran my own business till I married at nearly 20. I told you I had had a wonderful life.

So now I hop, skip and jump to New Years Eve 1999. Me and the man, who had cushion me all his life with his love and great strength, were together on New Years Eve.  We stood as one, surrounded by thousands of Canadians, hoping we wouldn’t lose each other in the crowd of cheering merrymakers, it was just like the end of the war. Together we watched a million dollars worth of fireworks start from the base of the CN tower in Toronto and the show continued along the lake in barges.  Then at midnight we welcomed in the year 2000 and looking down at me he said, as he held me in his arms.. “Happy New Millennium” my darling wife.” Graham was 64 and I was 62. Our life was good we were in love and we had a book we were writing, something to leave behind for our children and grandchildren.

Graham died that year on August 15th 2000.. Just 55 years to the day, that we celebrated the end of World War 2 as children on the East Coast beach.

I carry on, and at night my family and my love are just a thought away.

Ann Wardley 2004 
‘Ordinary Folks history’  A short story.
One year after we started to write our book, we realized it was time to include dates for weddings, births and deaths. For this, it meant a trip to Sheffield, England, the place of our birth..

We searched the archives and requested several certificates from the local registry office, one date led to another, as marriage certificates, births and deaths were discovered. On the next to the last day of our holiday we put in our final request, with the understanding, if found, it would be mailed to us in Canada. We were told to check with the office next day at 4pm just before the office closed. 

Specifically we were trying to find the marriage certificate of our mutual great grandparents, another Isaac and Emma, in about 1876.

The next afternoon, the registrar handed us the precious document, and we left the office in a hurry, reading it as we excitedly left the building. Just as we descended the stairway, a voice behind us cried. “ Just a moment!”  

We stopped in our tracks, and behind us the registrar held up another certificate. 

“We’ve found something else for you.”
There on the stairs we noticed my great great Grandmother’s name was the same as mine. What a thrill, and then …
 Wow.. The birthplace !

 Had our family only known..

Isaac Wardley, son of Joseph Wardley, table knife grinder, mother Ann Wardley nee Ellis.   A Son born May 18th 1854 at the Salt Box Houses, Psalter Lane, Ecclesall Bierlow.

We looked at each other, “If we had only known!”  we said and then a kind of sadness over came us, because we both remembered a day 30 or more years ago. We had been inside those cottages!

We had to leave at midnight to travel to the airport, we had run out of time.  

Now you may be thinking so what, so what indeed.

Well, Salt Box houses were among the oldest stone cottages in Sheffield and they occupied a most commanding position set very high on a hill overlooking City and were an ancient landmark on the old salt route from Cheshire.

I had lived nearby; in 1945, when I was seven, my parents had bought my uncles furniture shop which was only  a stones throw away, from that strange tall building.

Had my father only known!. 

I knew we had a book about the paintings of Sheffield, in it was a small copy of a picture, which showed the houses, but the book was in Canada. 

It is a famous painting of 19th Century Sheffield.  A large oil painting by James McIntyre painted in 1850; It hangs over the fireplace in the Mappin Art Gallery in Sheffield, in it are depicted the Salt Box Houses, its occupants, and Psalter Lane, with old City in the distance. In the foreground is Brincliffe Quarry, with stonemasons and labours busy at their trade.  We later found our own family owned the quarry at that time, the people are surrounded by grindstones. Grinders in the cutlery, steel, and silver trade of Sheffield used the large stones, which were hand-made at the quarry.  Could the people in the painting have been our ancestors who the artist painted so long ago? 

Graham and I had both known those houses all our lives.

When I was a small child during the War. In the blackout, my parents strolled with me in my pushchair; past those cottages from visits to my uncle and aunts furniture shop. I remember only one night. I would be about 5; far too big for a pram really. It was one of those clear crisp full moon nights, we had stayed very late, so I was dressed in my pajamas and was supposedly asleep all the way home. The road was long maybe 2 miles or more. On one flat stretch of it dozens of giant elm trees grew tall and tangled on either side of the road. Wide awake, laying on my back, I saw black leaf bare branches, criss-crossed, twisted and knarled, silhouetted against the moonlit sky. I was fascinated, I should have been frightened, but wasn’t, then I was gently startled even excited, an owl hooted; something I had never heard before, and that wonderful night was transfixed vividly in my mind, forever.

When I was a girl in the 1940’s and 50’s I walked past our ancestors home every day going to school, I always looked at the horse’s head carved into the stone step at the front of the houses. 

Did our stone mason grandfather do that!    Did that find a new home.

The Sheffield Art College was located opposite and it was built on the site of the old quarry, in the late 1890s. As I passed there, how I envied  those beatniks with their paint splattered clothes. I so desperately wanted to be an artist, but that had to wait.

Just before the houses were pulled down in the mid 1960’s we were walking by with our four small children and being nosy we decided to look inside. One of the houses had already been demolished previously we knew; they were built against a rock, we noticed. As we pushed open the tall wooden gate we saw the yard was set with large sun bleached multicoloured paving stones, worn smooth with years of activity: by stonemasons, knife grinders, fathers, mothers and children, dogs and cats. I could almost feel the washing blowing on the clothes lines and hear centuries of mothers and their children laughing and playing in the constantly wind swept yard. 

We turned and went to the side door with its old worn down stone step.  The door was ajar. 

We stood there timidly, gathering the courage to step inside that ancient world of stone; slowly we walked in holding our children’s hands.  Before us was a serene simple room from the past, with a stone floor, a well polished antique black metal Yorkshire range, an old stone sink and against one wall stood a magnificent inlaid and ormolu cabinet, left behind for the wrecker’s ball to smash along with the houses.  Everything was spotless, even the small mullion windows were freshly cleaned. To us it was totally enchanting, what a shame to destroy such a wondrous place, we thought. 

( Its only crime… it had no back door because of the rock..)

A strange feeling came over us, we spoke in whispers, we were in awe, and the feeling we got was a kind of reverence for the past, it’s occupants and the stories that the walls had heard, the joy and the laughter.  It had been happy calm place, we just knew. 

Maybe it was our genetic memory which we felt that day, for we were the occupants descendents and they were us, our flesh and blood, yet we suspected nothing at the time.

Then we saw the stairs to the second floor, just a long plank of well worn & polished wood fastened to the wall with stirrup holes to climb up when bedtime came.  We lifted our oldest son onto to the plank and he climbed to the second floor..

Had we only known then, that our great grandfather Isaac Sn. had climbed that plank too as a toddler and as a boy, when bedtime came. Our great great grandparents had made love there, by candlelight and moonlight in the 19th Century. That child had learned to be a stonemason, across the road at the quarry, from his mothers side of the family, and he had taught his son our Grandfather, the father of six sons.  He who held me in his strong arms, when I was a babe. We never touched a thing, that day in 1966, but now we wish we had taken that plank of wood. It is on a dump rotting some where under mountains of refuse and junk.

It was 1998 and there we were, thinking of lost opportunities, we stood outside that registry office, holding on to each other and we both knew we had to go to that place, high above the City before we left, but our time until midnight was spoken for. The only way we could see what was left, was on the way to the airport in the taxi. Only a quick stop then we would have to leave.  We would liked to have seen it in daylight, and although there was a full moon, dark clouds filled the night sky, there would be little to see, we thought.

The taxi came and we said our goodbyes, surrounded by suitcases.

Just as we drove away, the clouds swept across the windy sky, leaving the moon bright and clear, just for us we thought.

We asked the taxi driver to detour to Psalter Lane in Ecclesall.  

We arrived, where the cottages had stood for centuries.

Not a sign of their existence now, gone these past 30 years, almost as long as we had lived in Canada, but left behind was the rock!! No wrecker’s ball could demolished that, it was too strong, too noble, too permanent, too old, as old as time.

At Midnight with a full moon shining down on us, hand in hand we touched it, we looked at each other and we cried and the taxi driver watched two crazy Canadians,

touching a rock.

We, along with our fathers, uncles and cousins who never knew that place was ‘ours’ once, would have saved our ancestors ancient home from the wreckers ball. 

Had we only known! 

Now it was too late. 

We had nothing we thought, except the birth certificate, we thought. 

We spoke little on the flight back. We were too sad, too many thoughts, too many of our family gone…they couldn’t know what we knew.

The next day, back in Canada, Graham who was overcome by our discovery composed the poem  ‘Stone.’
He dedicated it to our grandfather and great grandfather, our family of stonemasons (who may have built the wonderful schools in Sheffield and maybe even the house we lived in before we came to Canada) and to our great great grandfather who was knife grinder cutler and the rest of our ‘strong’ family.  

We the Wardley family do not have the house, but the rock is still there, now with a brass plague, we have our book, we have the poem, and we know who our ancestors were. They were ordinary folk like us. They say a picture is worth a thousand words, that’s true sometimes, but I have painted hundreds of paintings in the 12 years I painted and none can compare with how we felt that night in the moonlight and these words. And as it turned out the Rock was the last thing Graham touched in Sheffield, iy seems fitting somehow.

STONE

                                 By Graham Wardley 

                                 If Earth be flesh, then I am bone.

                                 Conceived in fire, men called me stone.

                                 Here before Plato, Socrates, Kant.

                                 Here before Shakespeare and de Maupassant

                                 Here before Henge, or Rome, or Troy                                             

                                 humanity my strength employ

                                 for monolith, altar, house, and wall;

                                 Fortress strong, and tower tall.                                

                                 For pathway long, for terrace wide

                                 for halls where good, or evil hide..

                                 Before Ages of Reason and Renaissance

                                 Here before art, and music, and dance.

                                 Here before love, or hate, or pain.

                                 Rolled from the cave when He rose again.

                                 I bid you mason use me well.           

                                 I., crust, twixt sun and burning hell.

                                 When cleft by thee I will remain

                                 within thy lung, and blood, and vein 

                                 as in thy fathers and his fore 

                                 and  his fore, and  his fore

                                 Until one day, we'll both return,

                                 to bog or field or heathered burne                                 

                                 dust by dust, and side by side

                                 like dormant groom, and waiting bride

                                 and will posterity shape and hone

                                 a marker there, of noble stone.

                                 I'll be here when all's said, and done,

                                 and love and life, and breath, are gone ..... 

                                Gone young soldier, brash and brave,

                                 I'll keep you safely in your grave,

                                 and on my step will reminisce

                                 your love, of one remembered kiss .                                                

                                 Abandoned now, nor free from want

                                 once dipped your hope into my font

                                Gone the happy troubadour, echoing

                                 crags with songs of yore

                                 with happy friend through happy mile

                                 rest bony buttock on my stile.

                                 Gone from sight, gone from mind

                                 empty footprints in the wind.

                                Gone the sculptor who did seek 

                                 to place cold chisel on my cheek

                                 and with a hundred thousand blows,

                                 did create a noble nose on noble

                                 face with noble brow...

                                 tis ere a noble ruin .....now

                                 Unlike mankind, I, passive, wait,

                                 never early, prompt, or late.
                                Though sometimes loved and 

                                sometimes kissed.

                                I yearn for human joys I missed.

                                Mans brevity, small price to pay

                                for joy of ear or hand or eye

                                for joy of friend or lovers clutch

                                or to bend, and flowers touch.

                                Small price to pay to walk and see, 
                                brief soul, nay, never envy me.

                                Here in perpetuity.........

                                I am in envy of thy pranks,

                                and gladly I would join thy ranks

                                and win and lose and laugh and cry

                                and cross my heart, and hope to die. 
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