
Hunshelf Chat
	 Issue	61	-	March	2010

photograph by John Kerr

Hunshelf Chat contributions:	Anyone	who	would	like	to	contribute	to	the	Hunshelf	Chat;	stories,	articles,	information,	events	
or	photographs,	please	contact	the	Editor,	Claire	Derrick	on	0114	288	7903	or	email	claire.derrick@virgin.net

Deadline for the next Hunshelf Chat is 10 May 2010

in	glorius	Colour



He2Oes to the rescue!

On Sunday, 10 January, with Green Moor still 
resembling Greenland, a few of us at the top of the 
hill awoke to find that the water pressure had gone 
AWOL. Instead of a gush, there was an intake of 
breath which reverberated through the pipes.  

A round of telephone 
calls were made and 
received: a healthy sign 
of a community when 
all parts fit, as snug as 
a jigsaw, to give a full 
detailed picture. A few 
undertook to ring their 
clusters of houses to 
make sure that everyone 
was prepared with 
enough water to last for 
however long it might 
take.

 H2O, the new formula 
for what many still call 
Yorkshire Water, were 
trying to reach the site of 
the burst: a fire hydrant, 
near Hill Top Farm but 
as we would have known 
instinctively 20 years ago, 
Hill Top was blocked with 
snow.  A larger digger had 
to be sent for to clear the 
way.

By the time a few 
investigators had left their 
hearths, the burst had 
been fixed and the water 
pressure was building 
back to normal.  Yet, even 
with only a morning lost, 
the header tank at the top 
of the hill, to which our 

water supply is  pumped, 
was already only 75% 
full – or 25% empty 
depending on personal 
perspectives.

Readers may recall 
that Yorkshire Water 
was asked by Hunshelf 
Parish Council last year 
how long our water 
supply would last if the 
pump stopped.  Before 
some of our more recent 
housing was built, a full 
tank would have lasted 
for three days.  Take note 
that now it will last only 
one day.  Other than a 
burst, for which the water 
would have to be turned 
off, a cut in the electricity 
supply would bring the 
pumping to a halt. 

So, before ever we 
were reduced to melting 
snow to fill the kettle – a 
bucketful for a thimbleful 
- our three heroes had 
completed the job in 
time for lunch.  H2O 
engineers, Lee Hepworth, 
38, from Dodworth, Chris 
Keane, 35, from Barnsley 
(but originally from 
picturesque Westport 

in Ireland) and John 
Sanderson, 48, with 
William Gosley, utilities 
contractors of Barnsley, 
took our thanks in their 
stride as they prepared 
to move on to their next 
emergency.  

The investigating team 
gathered at the top of 

Chapel Lane, Kathryn 
Austin, Brian Hill, Barry 
Tylee (complete with 
skis) and Pete Wragg, 
discussed the technical 
briefing given by  the 
engineers until a ‘lazy 
wind,’ bringing the next 
blizzard, forced us all 
back inside.   

Bird 
Records 
Addendum

In the last issue of the 
Hunshelf Chat, Pete 
Garrity listed a record 

of birds around Green 
Moor since November 
2003. Here are a few 
additions to the bird 
records. That’s if you 
want to include us down 
at Spring Cottage.
 
Regular visitors are:
Treecreepers
Dippers
Moorhens

Mallard Ducks
Peacocks!!!!!!
 
Also seen:
Woodcocks
Kingfishers
 
I think the peacocks are 
cheating a little.
 

Michael Staples
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Community	History	of	Here
What links well known northern poet Ian McMillan and a barn 
near in the South near Salisbury? The answer is “The Dragon of 
Wantley”!  Having heard Ian read a ballad called The Dragon of 
Wantley on his radio 4 programme, David Davies, Musical Director 
of a Company called Chilmark Opera, was preparing to go on stage 
in a barn near Salisbury. What were they about to perform?  An 
opera called the Dragon of Wantley!  

After the performance, 
a member of the Company, 
suggested it would be 
a good idea to bring the 
Opera back to its home 
territory.  David contacted 
Ian McMillan, whom he 
had employed when he 
was Director of the Open 
College of the Arts based 
in Worsborough and 
asked him if he knew of 
anyone who might help 
the Company to achieve 
this.

Enter Steel Valley 
Beacon Arts who were 
in negotiations to bring 
Ian McMillan and two of 
his friends to the Venue, 
Stocksbridge to give a 
performance  of their 
show “A Cartoon History 
of Here”. This happened 
on 15th March at the 

Venue Stocksbridge as 
part of SVBA two year 
“History Through the Arts” 
project. Ian McMillan is 
a well known Yorkshire 
poet, broadcaster 
and comedian.  Tony 
Husband‘s cartoons 
appear regularly in 
National Newspapers 
and he is Cartoonist of 
the Year.

A week after “A 
Cartoon History of Here” 
Ian returned with his 
friend, Luke Carver 
Goss, talented musician 
and composer, to do two 
workshops during which 
written work created was 
put to music. 

It is hoped some of this 
work will be developed 
further enabling  it to 
form part of a Community 

Musical to be 
created by and 
performed by 
Steel Valley 
Beacon Arts 
later in the 
year. Steel 
Valley Beacon 
Arts is a 
c o m p l e t e l y 
open group 
and anyone of 
any age, ability 
or experience is welcome 
to join it. Please contact 
Doris Stubbs 07960 306 
539 if you would like 
more information about 
the group.

On Sunday 7th March, 
Ian Mc Millan made his 
first appearance at the 
Venue when he introduced 
the “Dragon of Wantley” 
Opera to the Valley. 

Cartoon History of 
Here and workshops are 
funded by the Heritage 
Lottery Fund, East Peak 
Innovation Partnership, 
and the South Yorkshire 
Community Foundation 
Grassroots Grant, 
Stocksbridge Town 
Council and the Bridge 
Community Shop.

Location, Location
A few years ago, the parish council was embroiled with a problem with the emergency services not being able 
to find Green Moor, Snowden Hill or any of a number of isolated farms in the parish. I remember only too well 
writing to the Fire Service (I know it is now the Fire and Rescue Service, but I am going back in history!) the 
Ambulance people and BMBC asking for signs, proper directions etc.

We seem to have 
moved on. I suspect 
that the refinement of 
satellite navigation (Sat 
Nav) systems has a lot to 
do with it, as well as the 
almost universal use of 
postcodes. If matters have 
not improved, please let 
us know and we will try 
again. However, put not 
thy trust in computers!

We live on Forge Lane, 
and the story of how we 

got this name could well 
appear in another issue. 
We spend a fair amount 
of time dealing with our 
garden and wood stores 
and so we are quite often 
around when someone 
gets lost. This particular 
morning three cars drew 
up. One man and about a 
dozen ladies. “Where’s the 
football pitch please?”

When we looked a 
bit perplexed, well the 

only really flat part of 
our parish is the cricket 
wicket, even the cricket 
pitch is on a slope, he 
asked if he was on Forge 
Lane as he had followed 
his Sat Nav. We agreed 
that indeed he was there.

 “So, where is the 
pitch?” he repeated, “We 
are the Doncaster Ladies 
Football Team and we are 
playing today”

Who exactly are you 

playing?”
“Oughtibridge Ladies”
There is a Forge Lane 

in Oughtibridge as well as 
in Hunshelf, it even has 
the same first three digits 
of the postcode, S35. We 
sent them on their way 
with the poor man having 
to listen to the somewhat 
derisive laughter of all the 
ladies.

David & Wyllan Horsfall
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The Life and 
Times of  
James Birch 
1927 - 2009
My Father was born on the 
26 September 1927 at 200 
Ford Lane, Stocksbridge. 
He said that he must have 
been about 3 when he first 
remembered walking over 
the hill to Green Moor, 
and the first time he 
remembered visiting The 
Rock.

In the 1930’s there was 
not a great deal of money 
around for a steel worker’s 
family. Relatives were always 
close by. His maternal grand 
parents were next door and 
his mother’s 3 younger 
brothers were not that much 
older than Jimmy. The sense 
of community was very 
strong in those years.

When my father was 5 my 
Grandmother contracted a 
long term illness and Jimmy 
and his older sister were 
sent to live in Hadfield with 
one of their aunts (of whom 
there were many). It was 
something of a culture shock 
but eventually they returned 
to Stocksbridge and soon 
afterwards Jimmy’s younger 
brother was born. It must 
have been around this time 
that another aunt asked if 
she could take the 2 older 
siblings with her for a life in 
India doing missionary work. 
As you may have guessed 
they did not go. My father as 
a missionary did not seem to 
ring true.

Jimmy must have 
been about 13 or 14 when 
he watched the Sheffield 
bombings in WWII. He sat on 
the hill above Stocksbridge 
and watched what was the 
most terrifying experiences 
of his life. Jimmy’s father 
was in the Navy throughout 

WWI, and Jimmy, at the age 
of 14, went to Liverpool to 
try to join and follow in his 
father’s wake. They sent 
him home telling him to 
come back when he was old 
enough. He always did look 
younger than his years.

He eventually joined the 
Army in 1945 and after basic 
training volunteered for 
posting overseas. He wanted 
to see something of the world 
beyond Stocksbridge. He was 
posted to Italy. The journey 
there was by train. There were 
no train lines in tact through 
France and the journey took 
him across Germany. It was 
whilst travelling, at a snail’s 
pace through Hamburg that 
children ran alongside the 
train. Jimmy shared his 
rations with them. He said 
that they looked liked they 
needed them more than he 
did.

Jimmy was firstly 
stationed in Naples and it 
was there that he learned 
to drive a truck, having not 
driven anything previously. 
It was more frightening for 
the Neapolitans than Jimmy. 
Not long after first being 
allowed out solo he clipped 
the plinth in the middle of 
the road on which an Italian 
traffic policeman exercised 
his authority. Jimmy was 
not stopping. The last he saw 
of that official was red faced 
in his rear view mirror.

It was whilst in Naples that 
Jimmy firstly encountered 
garlic and probably the last 
time he knowingly tasted 
it. The Italians used garlic 
to compensate for the poor 
quality of the food in that 
post war period. Jimmy 
used to walk rather than 
experience the second hand 
smell of garlic on the trams.

It was at this time 
that Jimmy was sent on a 
Sergeants’ course which 
was based in an Austrian 
Schloss. The rooms had en-

suit bathrooms. This was 
luxury to an extent unheard 
of for anyone having grown 
up in 1930’s Stocksbridge 
where to have outside toilet 
with running water was 
considered posh. But my 
father always said that the 
most shocking thing was 
that the taps were all gold 
plated. Only a year earlier 
the building had been used 
as an SS barracks!

Jimmy was posted from 
Italy to Palestine. The Gaza 
Strip in the 1940’s was just as 
much a hell hole as it is now. 
It was whilst there, acting as 
a motor bike despatch rider, 
that my father was shot in 
the leg . As you may have 
guessed it was not fatal. He 
also contracted malaria and 
whilst recovering from this 
he checked himself out of 
hospital. His unit was being 
posted to Kenya and he did 
not want to be separated 
from them. I rather suspect 
that he did not want to spend 
any more time in Palestine at 
a time when the Palestinians 
and Israeli’s had found 
someone else, other than 
each other, to shoot at.

In Kenya Jimmy was 
stationed in Mombassa and 
this period seemed to have 
been considerably more 
convivial than the rest of his 
time in the Army. 

In late October 1948 
Jimmy was demobbed and 
returned to Stocksbridge. 
In the week he got back 
his Uncle Alf took him to a 
bonfire in The Trunce below 
Dean Head Farm and it was 
there that he met my mother 
who had taken a 2 year old 
Jenifer Wood (nee Steel) to 
the bonfire.

It was in March 1952 that 
my parents were married 
at Penistone Church. They 
initially lived for a year at 
Dean Head Farm before 
moving in 1953 to the land 
they bought above the Chapel 

at Green Moor. The main 
reason for moving was that 
Green Moor had electricity 
where as Dean Head did 
not and my mother wanted 
to watch the Coronation on 
television.

They lived at Green Moor 
for a further 5 years in a 
caravan before, in 1958, 
building their house which at 
that stage was a 2 bedroom 
bungalow facing towards 
the Church with what now 
would be considered a large 
landscaped garden. Two 
years later they had a son, 
christened James, but he 
contracted meningitis and 
died soon after birth. A year 
and a half later my elder 
sister Jane was born and 
another 20 months later 
Joanne and I arrived to give 
them something else to do. In 
the days of non-disposable 
nappies my mother once 
had 57 towelling nappies on 
the washing line.

My father by this stage 
was working at Fox’s. He 
had previously worked in 
the 1950’s digging trenches 
and draining land. One 
summer he was working on 
draining fields near to Storrs 
Hall the asylum towards 
Huddersfield. The day was 
extremely hot and the job 
was not going well. He was 
bent over one difficult trench 
when he felt a tap on his 
shoulder and turned to 
find an elderly gentleman 
dressed in straw boater, 
white linen suit, shoes and 
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white spats. He had tapped 
my father with the cane he 
was carrying. The gentleman 
asked my father “So who’s 
crackers then?” and walked 
off like Charlie Chaplin. They 
both knew the answer.

My father enjoyed sport. 
Just after the war he rode in 
the scramble event held in 
The Trunce each September. 
His main sport was, however, 
cricket. He was both an 
opening batsman and a spin 
bowler. He played for Green 
Moor Cricket Club and in 
later years was a Trustee. 
Cricket was something both 
my parents enjoyed and my 
mother, even before meeting 
my father, would listen to 
the Test Matches in the early 
hours of the morning via 
radio from Australia.

As we were growing 
up we had constantly 
happy memories. Sunday 
afternoons involved walks 
around Green Moor with my 
father. This gave my mother 
chance to rest after cooking 
Sunday lunch. More often 
than not we would follow the 
path to the new mill down 
The Trunce. Just below the 
wear there was an island of 
pebbles. We would seek to 
return the pebbles back in to 
the water in a stone skimming 
competition. There was also 
a tree there and we would 
crawl out over the water 
and my father would swing 
on the branch so that the 
far end touched the water. 
It is common for people to 
remember childhood as 
forever summer but in my 
case it is those autumn 
damp and misty afternoons 
that have always endured 
happily in my memory.

My father was not known 
for his patience. Although 
not unskilled in DIY he often 
ran in to problems. It was 
not unknown for him to have 
a small screw spare after 
changing the fuse in a 3 pin 

plug. The most effective way 
for Jimmy to find anything 
was to shout and bawl that 
nothing ever stayed put 
where he had left it. This 
ensured that the other 4 of 
us in the house had to look 
for it. My mother would often 
say “shout loud enough and 
it will come running”.

In the early 1970’s my 
father made a great friendship 
with Douglas Cambell who 
lived at Trunce Farm and 
worked as a classical actor 
for many seasons at the 
Crucible Theatre. It was 
through Douglas that my 
father agreed to make a short 
film with Douglas’s son Dirk. 
This was for distribution in 
the US and was a series of 12 
films showing family life in 
Britain. Our film showed the 
life of a steel work’s family. 
This has been a great record 
for us of 1970’s Green Moor 
and includes shots of our 
class at the school. The film 
runs for 22½ minutes and 
has been transferred to dvd. 
If anyone would like to see 
this please contact me and I 
will let you have a copy.

It would be in the late 
1970’s and the 1980’s that 
Jimmy served on the Parish 
Council. As we were growing 
up my father seemed to 
know everyone and this 
helped him with his time on 
the Council.

My father left school at 14, 
my mother at 16. Neither was 
particularly well educated 
but they read papers, books 
and novels throughout their 
lives. I always felt that the 
greatest gift any parent 
could give their child is to 
always have time to show 
interest in what ever they are 
doing. My parents certainly 
exhibited this even when it 
was clearly well in excess of 
their understanding.

In 1984 my father took 
early retirement. He had 
been working in the Wages 

and Salaries Department 
at Fox’s calculating the 
workers’ weekly bonuses. He 
knew every bonus scheme, of 
which there were many, and 
his final job on retirement 
was to help program the 
computer that was to replace 
him.

Jimmy retired in 1984 at 
the age of 56 he would then 
enjoy 27 very active years of 
retirement. He became full 
time gardener. His garden 
was large and he also cut the 
lawns around the Chapel. 
He could also concentrate 
full time on his evenings of 
relaxation, mainly in The 
Rock.

In 1989, his first 
grandchild Nicky was born. 
This seemed to rejuvenate 
my parents. Nearly three 
years later Sam was born 
and shortly afterwards my 
mother died of an heart 
attack on Boxing Day 1991. 
My mother had not been well 
for a long period, having first 
had a minor heart attack in 
1979. Her death was never-
the-less unexpected. A short 
while later Jane returned 
to live in Green Moor at 
Hazeldene. 1992 saw both 
my sister being pregnant and 
by early 1993 Jimmy had 2 
further grand children, all 
living within a mile of him.

It was in 1992 that we 
first took my father on 
holiday to France, this would 
be repeated almost every 
year up until his death.

In 1998 I moved back to 
Green Moor. Corandirk was 
in need of extensive repair 
and it suited both my father 
and me for me to refurbish 
the property. This I did in 
1999. Ken Burdin who lived 
at Office Fold at the time did 
the building work. My father 
provided refreshment to the 
builders this was coffee and 
tea and later in the day beer 
and wine. I lived with my 
father for the next few years 

– it was rather like Steptoe 
and Son! We had always got 
on well and my relationship 
with him had always been as 
good friends. It was around 
this time that Joanne gave 
birth to Max followed shortly 
afterwards by Faye. It was 
in 2002 that they moved 
in to Corandirk and built 
their house in what was 
previously the garden. By 
2003 my father had all his 
family living close at hand 
and we were all able to make 
those last few years perhaps 
some of the most enjoyable 
of his life.

My father died on 23 
December 2009 from cancer 
of the lymphatic system, 
lymphoma. He was not in 
pain. He had smoked all his 
life and had been known to 
enjoy a drink. He certainly 
preferred drink to food, 
having once lost his sense 
of smell, and therefore his 
appetite, for a few years 
in the 1960’s. But none of 
these are linked as causes of 
lymphoma. In the last month, 
we moved in to Corandirk to 
help him when he returned 
home. Everyone was around 
him and he maintained his 
sense of humour right until 
the end. The funeral was on 
6 January, 18 years to the 
day after my mother’s. It 
was nearly cancelled due to 
the snow and we all stood in 
wellies in the Crematorium. 
He would have enjoyed that. I 
would like to thank everyone 
who attended. The £80 in 
donations, instead of flowers, 
has been forwarded to The 
Stroke Association and The 
Lymphoma Association.

I am so grateful to my 
father for the years we have 
had with him. They were so 
joyful. We shall miss him 
and his humour.

Jonathan Birch
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Extract from “Yorkshire, A Celebration 
of Village Life” - Editor Philip Lawson

This book is a history of the Best Kept Village 
competitions and is sponsored by Rural Yorkshire. 
I quote from page 20.

In 1967 the year was notable for the first 
competition in the new area of South Yorkshire. 
At last the YRCC was able to say that, “The whole 
of the rural areas of Yorkshire are now catered 
for by the Competitions” The 12 entries ranged  
“from high in the Pennines to those in the flat 
industrialised country” 

Overall the judges were not impressed. “The 
area was not as litter conscious as the other 
areas have now become” and had a “general air of 
untidiness in some places”. Green Moor was an 
exception where, “village pride was conspicuous” 
and was chosen as winner.

Many residents will remember the work that 
went into this competition. I leave it for others who 
know more to add to the story

David Horsfall

The Wantley Dragon Roams the Steel Valley
The Steel Valley Project and Steel Valley Beacon Arts brought together large 
numbers of people from across the region on 30th January to find the dragon 
sculpture in Dragon of Wantley Woods, overlooking More Hall Reservoir. Glorious 
ice-blue sky and crisp frozen ground gave the company of thirty-eight walkers courage to face the dragon.

On the 6 February, a 
similarly intrepid band of 
walkers braved the wild 
weather of Wharncliffe to 
seek the dragon’s den on 
Wharncliffe Crags.  The 
shroud of mist hid the 
wonderful views but gave a 
mysterious and spooky air 
to our woodland wander.  
We searched among the 
crevices and cracks of 
the crags, discovered the 
dragon’s den and were 
inspired to tell the story 
of the dragon through 
words and pictures. Many 
of the walkers attended 
follow up workshops with 
professional artists, Luisa 
Golob, Chris Pollard and 
writer/director Ian Enters 
to develop their ideas into 
picture, sculptures and 

words.
The art and writing 

produced by our local 
dragon-hunters, was on 
display at The Venue, 
Stocksbridge on the 6th 
and 7th March, when 
the Steel Valley Project 
and SVBA  put on an 
interactive exhibition to 
accompany the Chilmark 
Opera’s  performance of 
the Dragon of Wantley 
Opera.

 Almost 300 people 
attended the performances 
of this opera which is 
based, according to 
David Hey in his Historic 
Hallamshire book, on a 
legend which is “easily 
the best known of all the 
traditional stories of the 
locality and one that was 

once famous throughout 
the land.  To this day it 
features prominently in 
writings about folklore 
and in collections of 
old ballads… everyone 
knows that the setting 
for this preposterous tale 
is Wharncliffe Crags…
and many recall that in 
the ballad the dragon 
was thinly disguised as 
one of the ancient lords 
of Wortley.”   Many of 
our parishioners may 
remember the Dragon 
Fair which was held down 
the Trunce over twenty 
years ago.

Steel Valley Beacon 
Arts “Community 
History through the Arts 
Project” is moving into 
gear and will continue 

to make links between 
environment, history 
and the Arts- visit www.
steelvalleybeaconarts.org 
for more information.

The Steel Valley Project 
will be bringing more 
environmental activities to 
Stockbridge in 2010 – visit 
www.stonetosteel.org.uk 
for more information. 

The Dragon Walks 
and arts workshops were 
funded by the Heritage 
Lottery Fund, East Peak 
Innovation Partnership, 
Stocksbridge Town 
Council and the South 
Yorkshire Community 
Foundation Grassroots 
Grant.  

Doris Stubbs and Rebecca 
Hughes

The Grange Trees
The parish council has been handed a copy of a 
postcard showing Forge Bridge at the bottom of Well 
Hill. Can anyone give us some idea as to when this 
might have been taken? The trees in “The Grange” 
are tiny in comparison with how they are today. The 
trees between Forge Lane and the river, i.e. in the 
Worthy Top Forge grounds are also small.

Wortley Top Forge is an “Ancient Monument” 
but the bridge is also listed. It is a “Grade II listed 
building” and should be maintained appropriately. 

David Horsfall
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Green Moor 
Sports Club

There is not a lot to 
report just now as we 
await some spring 
sunshine to come along 
and warm things up. 
The start of the season 
on Sunday 25th April 
still seems a long way 
away.  Indoor nets are on 
going and well attended.  
George Watts has been 
selected to train with the 

Huddersfield Taverners 
U’13 team. Joseph 
White is with the U’15 
Taverners team and is on 
the Yorkshire pathways 
coaching scheme. 
Andrew Matthewman has 
been asked to run the 
Huddersfield White Rose 
team (U’21’s) and Chris 
Matthewman is to captain 
the team -an honour for 
them and the club. The 
annual league dinner 
and presentation night 
will be held on Friday 5th 
March at Brooklands. 

Fifteen club members 
will be in attendance 
where they will collect 
the George Mear Trophy 
(most points in last 6 
games) and the Armitage 
cup (U’15’s).  Because our 
first team where runners 
up in the premier league 
last season they qualify 
to play in the Sykes Cup 
Competion. They will play 
Paddock at Green Moor 
in the First round on 1st 
of May. The 2nd team will 
play Thongsbridge away 
on the same day in the 

Paddock Shield. These 
are District league teams.

Meanwhile we have 
our two kitchen fund 
raising events coming 
up. Wyllans antique fair 
on 27th March and the 
charity bonanza on 24th 
April both at Penistone 
Community Centre. 
Perhaps you would like to 
join us for a coffee and a 
cake (or more!)
 
Ann Matthewman

Nellie Spencer 1920 -2009
Nellie Spencer (nee 
Bayes), died in her sleep 
on 12 February 2010. 
She will be sadly missed.

Nellie lived in The 
Grange at the bottom 
of Well Hill for many 
years until she moved to 
be nearer her family in 
Rugeley.

An article about Nellie’s 
life will appear in the next 
issue of the Hunshelf 
Chat, written by her 
daughter.

A warm welcome 
to a new arrival

Congratulations to Greg Godley and 
Louise Coldwell on the arrival of their 
baby boy, Henry George Godley, on 
Friday 12 March, weighing in at 7lb 6oz. 
Cherish and enjoy every minute of your 
time with him.
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Roy and his beloved 
wife Win came to 
Green Moor about 23 
years ago. They were 
idyllically happy, 
went for holidays 
abroad, named their 
house “Casa Felice” 
to underline their 
happiness. When Win 
died the light went out 
of his life. He wept at 
any mention of her.
 

Time passed and he 
made himself take part 
again. Roy adored his 
family and they gave 
him endless support. He 
went on holidays again 
and was a committed 

church-goer because 
he could focus on Win 
there. He had a group 
of friends who played 
cards; he loved cars and 
was thrilled with his 
Jag (never Jaguar!) and 
frequently told us he had 
been mistaken for Stirling 
Moss. 

He had premium 
bonds which came up 
uncannily on celebrations 
of events with Win – 
anniversaries, birthdays, 
all sorts of occasions. He 
was convinced Win was 
making it happen. 

He was cheeky and 
lucky. Many times he 
would be on Radio 

Sheffield winning prizes 
he didn’t need – a pair of 
ice skates still lie in their 
box unused. 

Roy joined Millhouse 
Green Choir very late 
in life and thoroughly 
enjoyed it. Frequently he 
would confide that he 
couldn’t remember the 
words so just opened 
and closed his mouth in 
silence.

The Choir came to 
Roy’s funeral, looking 
splendid, sounding heart-
wrenching. A hundred 
people came to pay their 
final respects in our 
church, not bad for a 
man aged 80.

Philip 
Roy 
Watmough



I was born at Top Forge in 
July 1921 at Wortley Top 
Forge and Christened at 
Thurgoland Church: Elsie 
Elizabeth Swift. We lived 
in one of four cottages 
at Top Forge which were 
demolished years ago to 
widen the road (opposite 
the Forge), which never 
happened. My Dad 
(Clifford Swift) worked 
at Wortley Low Forge. 
My Brother Maurice was 
also born there in 1922. 

 
When I was 4 years 

we moved to a cottage 
at Thurgoland between 
the Green Dragon and 
the Post Office as it was 
then, it now belongs to the 
Dragon. No need for a toy 
box when we were children 
we was quite happy with 
a rubber ball, a skipping 
rope and a piece of chalk 
to draw hop-scotch. The 
boys had a bat and ball. 
In the winter we played 
Snakes and Ladders and 
Ludo, and Snap with 
cards. Mum used to get 
the Woman’s Weekly and 
loved me to read it out 
loud to her. I learned a lot 
of big words by spelling 
them out. 

 I started Thurgoland 
School at 4½, my infant 
teacher being Mrs Jeffs. 
Other teachers were Mrs 
Janny, Mr Briggs and 
Headmaster Mr Clayton.

 My Grandad Lionel 
Swift and Grandma 
Adelaide were caretakers 
at the school and Church 
and lived at Castle View 
Thurgoland and one day 
was in the porch helping 
me on with my coat, to 
give me the news I had a 
baby brother waiting for 
me at home. That was 
Eric, born in 1927. 

 Plenty of shops in 
Thurgoland then: two 
butchers’ shops, Morleys 
and Co-op groceries, 
Laycocks, on the corner, 
used to smell lovely like 
a delicatessen, Gaimster 
Ham, cheese etc. Miss 
Chamblers’ wool shop - 
any sort and colour. Mrs 
Laycock at the Post Office 
all sorts of stationery, 
books etc. Ella Wright with 
the Co-op Drapery, Mr 
Haigh sold all hardware, 
Jackson’s sweet shop. 
We spent many happy 
hours watching Mr Mudd 
the Blacksmith shoeing 
horses at the Smithy 
opposite the Institute (now 

demolished). It stood just 
behind the War Memorial.

 Once a year the Feast 
used to come into the field 
across from the Dragon, 
which was exciting. I 
could watch after going to 
bed, just living across.

 By now with three 
children we needed a 
bigger house. That was 
when we moved on to 
the Delf. There was three 
bungalows (the only 
bungalows in Green 
Moor at the time) and two 
houses. We lived in the 
first house and Mr Harry 
and Mrs Linton next door. 
My Grandma Isobella 
Burgin and Colin my 
stepbrother lived in one 
bungalow and Mr and Mrs 
Bradbury in the other. My 
cousin Mr Sidney Burgin 
and his wife Annie lived in 
a bungalow near the sixty 
step well, where I used to 

go down for water if we 
wanted a really cold drink. 
I had to take a jug to ladle 
it out as the water wasn’t 
very deep between the 
stones. Sidney had a big 
lorry and used to take 
coils of wire from the wire 
mill on Old Mill Lane to 
Redditch, Birmingham for 
making pins and needles 
in the 1930s. It was an 
overnight journey then, 
before motorways. 

The Delf was a very 
busy place in the ‘20s and 
‘30s quarrying stone. Mr 
Gelder had lorries and 
a stone crushing plant 
which was always busy. 
I remember the very deep 

stone quarry at bottom of 
Well Hill. I used to like to 
watch the big shire horses 
pulling those huge slabs of 
stone across the road and 
men stood with hammers 
and chisels, shaping them. 
My Uncle Reuben Green 
was one of the men.

I went to Green Moor 
School with brothers 
Maurice and Eric. Mrs 
Smith was the infant 
teacher and Mr Walker was 
Head Master and taught 
juniors, and lived in the 
School House. Mrs Smith 
lived in one of the stone 
semi detached houses on 
Low Road the only ones on 
there.  The caretaker Mrs 
Derdy lived in the lived 
in the old School at the 
bottom of Chapel Lane, 
now demolished, but 
there’s still a stone built 
in the wall from it. We had 
to go home for lunch, no 

school dinners then.
 We had a good view 

from our kitchen window 
on the Delf, looking down 
the fields to Roebuck and 
Illingworth poultry farm at 
Office Fold and across to 
Thurgoland and Wortley. 

We had no water or 
electricity. We used to 
carry water from the 
Pump House. I used to 
hate Sunday evenings as 
we had lots of buckets of 
water to carry ready for 
Monday washday. It was 
a job in itself filling all 
the buckets turning that 
big wheel. We all had two 
buckets, Dad, me and 
brothers. When Mr Joel 
Rusby had The Rock I used 
to sit on the wall outside 
and listen to his two 
daughters. Gladys Rusby 
playing the piano and 
sister Ivy Bacon singing. 
This end of The Rock 
was Miss Roebuck’s shop 
where we fetched paraffin 
for the lamps. You could 
buy all sorts of things at 
the shop, all groceries, 
barrel butter to weigh 
up and lard, towels, tea 
towels, aprons, dusters, 
safety pins, hair pins and 
grips, cough medicine, 
Vaseline, sweets, vinegar, 
paraffin, bread, green 
groceries, fruit – you 
name it! A few years ago I 
went down the well, which 
was an experience down 
those ladders and back. 
Not much water left in it. 
Now it seemed a long way 
down. No wonder that 
wheel was hard to turn to 
fill the buckets. 
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I used to like to watch the big shire horses 
pulling those huge slabs of stone across the 
road and men stood with hammers and 
chisels, shaping them.
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We are here to help you

The Churches Together in Stocksbridge and 
District are here to help those who have concerns 
for themselves or others. Please let us know if you 
require our help. We hold joint prayer meetings 
to take these concerns to God, and if there is any 
other way we can help, if it is possible, we will do 
so or direct you to those who can. There are several 
ways you can contact us: 
• Write down your problem and place it in the 

box for that purpose being held at the Bridge 
Charity shop. If you want the prayer request to be 
anonymous, just write ‘please pray for someone 
who..........’

• If you would like us to contact you to help put 
your name, address and telephone number, so 
that we can make sure you are available when we 
call.

• If you would like to speak to someone you can ring 
one of the following clergy:

 Rev Kevin Barnard, 0114 2882149
 Rev Catherine Barnard, 0114 2882149
 Rev Erica Beglin, 0114 2886036
 Father Gerard Harney, 0114 2882147
 Rev David Jeans, 0114 2885138
 Pastor David McKeown, 0114 2885315
 Rev Maurice Stafford, 0114 2294707

• Also, the staff at the Bridge are always willing to 
listen and help, where possible. They will also be 
able to pass on your concerns to our joint prayer 
meetings, if you would like them to do so.

• Any church member you may know will be willing 
to pass your requests on to us.

Prayer changes things and a burden shared is a 
burden halved. Don’t wait - get in touch now. God 
bless you.

This Sporting Life
The England football team will soon be on its way to South Africa to try again to bring home the Jules 
Rimet Trophy. This team of highly paid individuals will profess that they are “100% committed to the 
cause” and they are “honoured” to represent their country etc. The fact that their salary is linked to 
their success in getting into the national team is overlooked in the heat of emotion.

In other sports, especially those that are almost 
100% amateur, a slightly different ethos prevails. 
These sportsmen and women are honoured to 
represent their country. 

In a period of my life long ago, I was involved 
in University sport, not as a student, but as an 
administrator. Due to my interest in Orienteering, I 
became the representative of the English Universities’ 
Orienteering section, and thus empowered, I escorted 
the English Universities team to a Two Day event 
in Sweden. Sweden was and still is the centre of 
Orienteering in the world, and my team was not 
expected to match the locals.

Foreigners, and here I mean more than just not 
in Barnsley, have this charming habit of referring to 
visitors to their sports events as being from “England”. 
So, when I went to the start line to try out the Swedish 
forests, I was announced as “Horsfall, England”. My 
elevation to the ranks of the internationals was totally 
unjustified, but it still sent a shiver down my spine. I 
cannot believe that any sportsperson could turn down 
the opportunity to represent his or her country.

In order not to embarrass England, I shot off into 
the trees running for all I was worth. I got lost between 
the first and second checkpoint and retired!

David Horsfall

PS It is called the Jules Rimet Trophy because the 
original World Cup for football was held in 1910 in 
Paris, competed for by Italy, France, Germany and 
Bishop Auckland. Yes the same Bishop Auckland in 
County Durham. Apparently the arrogant English 
FA of the time, refused to play these foreigners as 
the level of football was felt to be too low. The better 
English teams also said no, and the baton went down 
the line until Bishop Aukland’s miners thought that 
they would have a weekend in Paris as none of them 
had been outside the North East in their lives. 

Well, fairy stories do come true. BA beat the rest 
of them and brought home the trophy. In 1912 they 
were invited back to Paris for the second time, (after 
all they were the cup holders and World Champions!) 
and they repeated the feat. The trophy came back to 
BA and was stored in the workingmen’s club. In 1914, 
the world was far too busy to worry about football and 
the competition ceased. So, the World Cup remained 
in England until it was stolen and presumably melted 
down for scrap.

When you consider the results of these matches, 
perhaps the English FA were right, the standard was 
too low for them?
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What’s On 
‘Ereabouts

Penistone Paramount

FILMS:
The Princess and the 
Frog, 28 March

Invictus
29, 30 March & 1 April

Nanny McPhee and the 
Big Bang, 2-8 April

LIVE EVENTS:

When the Lights Go on 
Again, 23-27 March

Penistone Spring Band 
Festival - Junior Concert
31 March, 4pm

Penistone Spring Band 
Festival Senior Concert,
31 March, 7.30pm

Talon - The Best Of 
Eagles, 18 April

Bolsterstone MVC & 
Karla Ladies Choir in 
Concert, 24 April

All Our Yesterdays 2,
29 April

Vienna Festival Ballet 
present Swan Lake,
14 May

ORGAN RECITALS:
Kevin Grunill, 10 April 

Phil Kelsall, 8 May

the Venue

Local Band Night
Band line up 
Saturday 27 March

Sequence Dance,
Sunday 11 April, 9 May

Last Friday Folk Club, 
featuring Steph Shaw,
Friday 26 March & 30 
April

Green moor ChurCh

Other than us weekend, 
Waldershelf Choral 
Choir, 27 March, 7pm

Other than us Sunday, 
Cafe Service, 27 March, 
3pm

Maunday Thursday,  
1 April, Service at 
8.30pm, walk to the cross 
at 9pm followed by hot 
soup in the Providence 
Room.

Good Friday, Service 
at Thurgoland Parish 
church at 7pm

Whitsunday, joint 
service, 23 May at 11 am
Circuit Young People’s 
Sport Afternoon. Picnic 
lunch at 1pm, Sports  
2-4pm

thurGoland loCal 
history GrouP
 
Barnsley Streets
Talk and slides by Ray 
Walker, Village Hall, 
15 April, 7.30 pm

Metal Detecting and its 
Historical Finds
Geoff Nortcliffe, Village 
Hall, 20 May, 7.30 pm

 misCellaneous

Antique and Collectors 
Fair, Penistone 
Community Centre
Saturday 27 March  
10 am - 4 pm. Admission 
50p. Homemade 
refreshments by, and 
proceeds for, Green Moor 
Sports Club

Guided Walk
A 4 mile guided walk 
around Hunshelf, looking 
at sites of the industrial 
heritage on Saturday  
27 March meeting at the 
playground at 1pm.

Great British Fish and  
Chip Supper – 
Friday 21 May 2010

“Hold a Fish and Chip Supper to help spinal 
cord injured people live full and independent 
lives.”

Want to do something different? Want to raise 
money where you live or work? Want to eat Fish 
and Chips while raising money for charity? Hold 
a fish and chip supper on Friday 21st May 2010 
whilst raising awareness of spinal cord injury and 
supporting SIA’s information and support services. 

For more information or request a fundraising 
pack call Elizabeth Wright on 0845 678 6633 xtn 
229 or email fishandchips@spinal.co.uk or visit 
www.spinal.co.uk

Six Churches 
Walk
 
Heritage Inspired is 
an organisation that 
highlights the heritage 
of our local churches. 
They do a series of talks 
etc, but on Saturday 8 
May at 10 am they are 
organising a 10 mile 
walk round six churches 
starting at Wentwoth 
Holy Trinity. Mostly on 
footpaths and bridleways that have been used of 
centuries to get to church, they will stop for lunch 
at Wath All Saints. Part of the Rotherham Walking 
Festival, participation is free. More information from  
0845 6529634. or  info@heritageinspired.org.uk
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