


which made a comfortable seat, so I sat down with them,
waiting for the deputy to move us off.

Three weeks later, on the afternoon turn on a nice,
sunny day in summer, I was walking across the yard with
another trammer, who said “We shouldn’t be going down
this hole on a grand day like this!” But I thought no more
about this remark at the time.

That afternoon it took the deputy some time to get
the trammers on the move, and he had to be quite forceful.
But finally we were all down the mine, taking our coats off
and awaiting the return of empty wagons, when the head
deputy came down the pass-by with orders that all crammers
had to dress and go home. There had been a smash on the
main haulage, where a run of empty wagons had caused a
roof-fall. Could it have been done on purpose?

Then some time later, on the morning shift, having
my “snap”, I heard a trammer complaining to the deputy
that the squealing of the axles, caused by lack of grease on
the rails, was making the wagons harder to tram. The deputy
said he would see about it. But after an hour and a half
nothing had been done and some of the trammers decided
they would stage a go-slow strike. I was not one of them, and
carried on. Word got around that Burgin was taking no
notice of the strike, and they warned me that they would
slow me down. Shortly afterwards, as I was tramming a full
wagon of coal down a sloping part of the level, one clog on
either rail, I suddenly felt all four wheels leave the rails and
saw the whole wagon going up to the roof! The next thing I
knew was the coal pelting me in the face and the wagon
knocked me back into the empty wagon road.

I wasn’t hurt, just badly shaken, and my lamp was out,
so I sat there and waited for the next trammer to come
down. I had to shout a warning to stop him. We used his
lamp to see what had happened. A loose rail, 12 feet long,
had been fastened with one end over a roof prop and the
other stuck under a sleeper in the middle of the road. I
would not move the wagon until the deputy had seen it.
Enquiries were made, but without success.

THE SANDERSON FAMILY

CHAPTER § — THE GREEDY LANDLORD

Mr. Helliwell, the landlord, lived in a big house in
Deepcar. He was delighted at the way Mr. And Mrs.
Sanderson were making the store grow. He soon raised the
rent, for he was a very greedy and selfish man. He thought
that if they could make the business prosper, then he was
going to get the benefit He had a plan in mind and invited
the family down to tea. Mr. And Mrs. Sanderson and the
girls were delighted at the invitation, never thinking that he
had ulterior motives, and put the store in charge of Mr.
Sanderson’s sister and her husband while they went out.
They were made very welcome when they arrived, had
an early tea and then the adults settled down to business.
The Helliwell children took Fanny and Miriam up to their
playroom, where they had a good time. Mr. and Mrs.
Helliwell took their visitors into the parlour, where he told
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them at once of his plan to further expand the business. He
wanted them to try for a Beer-off Licence. This was a great
surprise to them both, in different ways. Mrs. Sanderson was
appalled, for she had reason to dread liquor in any form.
But her husband was pleased, as others in Stocksbridge who
had a Beer-off were thought to be quite well-off. And he
knew that a licence to sell liquor would bring in even more
trade, but also that a Beer-off licence was hard to get, and he
couldn’t see how he would be able to get one. Mr. Helliwell
said he would do what he could to get one for them.

When the people of Stocksbridge heard that
Sandersons were trying for a licence they told each other
they would never get one — hadn’t efforts been made for five
years before, without any success? But Mr. Helliwell tried all
he knew to get the licence, knowing that it would make him
a rich man.

Many of the salesmen who traded with the store also
sent in their recommendations to the Court, and on 18%.
February the licence was granted. It was an exciting, but for
some, a miserable day. All the neighbourhood was surprised,
and reactions were not all favourable. Many people said they
would never enter the store again, and some former good
friends turned against them.

It was Mrs. Sanderson’s birthday, but an unhappy one
for her and she wished she had never left her snug, little
fourroomed house. Her husband and children tried to
cheer her up, wishing her a happy birthday and bringing
her presents. In the morning, everything seemed brighter,
and after breakfast, the man came to build up the pumps for
the liquor.

Mr. Sanderson quit working at the mill. As he left the
manager said “If you ever want to come back, there will
always be a place for you.”
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FROM WALDERSHELF TO
STOCKSBRIDGE

THE HOMESTEADS OF 1851

BOLSTERSTONE

ccording to the occupations entered, the amenities of

the village included three shops and the services of two
blacksmiths, a carpenter, a filesmith, a joiner, a dress-maker
and a tailor. Apart from those engaged in farming, there was
a family of coalminers and a pit banksman, a railway worker
and two young wireworkers, who were classified as visitors.
The general picture of Bolsterstone is of a hamlet which
industrialisation had hardly touched.

At DEEPCAR there were four farms totalling 69 acres,
three of which were also Inns. One of the Innkeeper/
farmers was also a cabinetmaker, who with a blacksmith, a
butcher and a butcher/ grocer, a cordwainer, a corn miller,
a joiner and a wheelwright, served a community of twenty-six
households. In terms of population, Deepcar was at this time
larger than Bolsterstone, but it did not have a church or a
post office, although it was close to the main road and the
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