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THE NEXT YORKSHIRE DAY IN
UPPERMILL, SADDLEWORTH IS
ON SUNDAY 31s JULY 2011
Would you and your company like
to have a stall?
Come along and join us on the above
date
All profits go to charities.
Please contact
Mrs Brenda Cockayne at:
01 457 872 529 day
01 457 874 648 home

A Thank you to Margaret Wharton
Any society would be proud to have a member of
the calibre of Maragaret Wharton amongst their
ranks. Over the years Margaret has given excellent
service to the White Rose Society, not only by
displaying the true county emblem, the white rose,
on her house in High Street, Delph but also by
delivering Society Newsletters around the village
and equally importantly collecting subscriptions as
they are due. We rarely have to remind Delphers of
overdue subs. All of this has been a tremendous
help to the Society in helping to make things run
smoothly and keeping costs under control. Whilst
we have similar stalwarts in some of the other
villages, what an asset it would be if we had
someone like Margaret in every village. These are
the people who do the groundwork and keep
organisations like the White Rose Society going.
We have been exceptionally fortunate to have
people like Margaret as members and we certainly
appreciate their services. Unfortunately, she had an
accident some time ago, breaking both her left foot
and right leg and although mobile once again, feels
it is time to ease off a little and avoid climbing too
many steps to front doors. So, we would like to say
thank you Margaret for all you have done to help
the Society because of your staunch belief in
supporting the continued existence of our true
county and heritage.

Website:

Mrs Judith Wood SWRS Committee member and
Stock Controller presents a modern up to date map
of the real counties to Ms Sarah Clough member
of staff at Greenfield Library.

Whilst Mrs Norma Gregory SWRS Committee
member presents a similar map to Mrs Pamela
Berry member of staff at Delph Library.
Unfortunately, most maps produced by Ordnance
Survey today, such as those used in Road Atlases
etc., show only the administrative areas and their
boundaries and not the Real Counties. This has the
effect of leading people, especially the younger
generations, to believe that the Real Counties no
longer exist or that their boundaries have been
altered in some way, this is not the case. Similar
maps have been presented to the Boro. Local
Studies Library in Oldham and to Uppermill
Library..

Secretary: Mr. Roy Bardsley, 52 Church Road, Uppermill,
Saddleworth, Yorkshire, OL3 6EJ. Tel: 01457-878768
http://www.whiterose.saddleworth.net
Email: roybardsley@whiterose.saddleworth.net

Note
The first of the two articles below by Phil Clay
appeared in one of our early Newsletters. Soon
after the White Rose was formed and before our
membership grew to it’s present size. Many current
members woudl have missed it. We believe it is a
good and amusing story, not least because, apart
from the fictitous names, it is true and we felt we
should give those who missed it first time round an
opportunity to read it now. We hope you agree.

Hard Labour For The Coke Shoveler
By Phil Clay
Characters in the Saddleworth area were
numerous, both in and out of the police service and
when one from one side crossed the path of one
from the other there was bound to be ructions. PC
Tom Larking was one such person, also he was a
law unto himself. He, with the backing of a
doctor’s note, convinced the higher ranks that he
suffered from lumbago and was therefore allowed
to carry a walking stick to assist him to negotiate
his patch. The stick had a more sinister use than to
aid walking and many a young lad could vouch for
that after feeling it across his backside when he
least expected it. Tom was a large person but
walked as stealthily as a tiger, he could creep up to
within three feet of an unsuspecting vagabond
before he was aware of the swishing sound which
terminated with a sharp stinging sensation across
his arse. Even adults who incidentally had not
committed any kind of misdemeanour, would give
Tom and his swinging hickory stick a wide berth.
The police station at Uppermill was warmed by a
large coke boiler situated in the cellar and it was
the job of the constables, after the delivery of the
usual 5 ton of coke, to shovel it through a small
grating into the boiler house. The office was
usually full of loafing, tea supping, constables and
the sergeant, but at the sound of the coal
merchant’s wagon there would be a mass exodus
to attend to, suddenly remembered, important
tasks. The coke would therefore remain in a large
pile for some days.
On one such occasion Tom Larkin was working
late on office cover, this duty consisted of
answering the telephone, keeping the fire and
boiler stoked up and attending to the needs of a
prisoner, this being one of the very rare occasions
that one was in the cells. The prisoner was one
Ernest Liddle, a local smallholder, horse trader
dealer and a colourful character who was usually
recognised by his dress, highly polished high laced
brown boots, red and white spotted neckerchief
and a large wide brimmed country and western

style hat Ernest was on remand suspected of
receiving stolen sausage skins.
As Tom had walked down the street he had
observed the pile of coke and on entering the
office he remarked to a constable, “If the lazy
buggers think that I am going to move that bloody
coke they can get stuffed. ” He then settled down
in front of the roaring fire with a pot of tea, the
local evening paper and a yachting magazine,
sailing being his main love. Woe betide any
thoughtless person who may disturb him before
supper time.
Around 8 p.m. I had called into the station for a
chin wag with Tom to be followed about 15
minutes later by the Chief Superintendent,
“Evening Larkin.” “Good evening Sir. ” replied
Tom, showing respect by by condescendingly
putting down his pint pot but leaving his size tens
parked on the table. After he usual queries as to
the state of crime, accident statistics and other
matters, the Chief Superintendent asked, “Does the
civilian orderly work overtime then Larkin?” “No
Sir he will have finished at 5 ,o clock.. ” replied
Tom. “Well who is that man outside shovelling the
coke into the cellar?” was the next question from
the Chief Superintendent. “It’s the prisoner Sir, he
was bored and wanted summat to do so I set him
off clearing that pile of coke.” “He’s not being
guarded screamed the Boss, his usual pale face
turning a deep shade of purple. Tom, looking
heavenwards with a look that betokened the fact
that he was surrounded by idiots replied in a
patronising manner, “I very much doubt it Sir, he’s
nowhere to run only home and he’s usually glad to
gerrout of there for a spell. Anyway he’ll be
wanting his supper in a bit so he’ll be nipping
down to the chip shop then he’ll bring ‘em back in
here ” It took some minutes for the Chief
Superintendent to regain his composure and then,
knowing that it would have been a wasted exercise
to bolloock Tom he suggested that the villain be
retuned to his cell. Tom went out to collect the
unlikely escapee and returned a moment later with
Ernest securely handcuffed to his right wrist.
“That’ll put paid to any plan of escape.” he said, as
he pulled the reluctant, coke dust covered, felon
back to the comfort of his cell. As I wasn’t under
the jurisdiction of the Chief Superintendent he
could only give me a vindictive glare as he left the
office. Ten minutes later Ernest was back
shovelling coke and Tom remarked, “ Sod that
interfering bugger, I believe in making ‘em earn
their bloody keep, and another thing he’s gerring
me some fish and chips”.

Former Police Station and Magistrates Court, Buckley
St, Uppermill. Now sadly boarded up and awaiting
conversion to dwellings like so much of Saddleworth’s
infrastructure.

More Yorkshire Characters
By Phil Clay
SADDLEWORTH and it’s villages are not the
only villages where Yorkshire characters abound.
Take the case of the village bobby, Harry Bromley,
who served in the West Riding Constabulary, at
Gisburn near Skipton in the 1950’s. Harry was a
large, ruddy faced and happy go lucky character
who was worshiped by the rustics. Even though he
had them disciplined to a state where they jumped
if he coughed. He lived in the local police house
with his lovely family and his dog, Bess. The first
time I met Harry was when he arrived at
Barnoldswick (Barlick) in a small black Ford car
with the word “POLICE” on a little plate at the
front. I had been given the job of accompanying
him during the night shift to deter would be turkey
thieves in the run up to Christmas. He ran his eyes
over me and then said, “I hope yer likes a pint’
young’n ? ” Being an ex matelot with many a
gallon of navy rum under my belt I replied, I’ll
drink thee under the table any time old lad”.
“ Reight then, ger in. Harry settled into the driving
seat leaving me about 12 inches of the front seat to
squeeze my 14 stone frame into. With a cough, a
splutter and a couple of jumps the little Ford sped
off into the unknown The large area of Yorkshire
we had been instructed to patrol contained
numerous small market towns, villages and
hamlets in the Trough of Bowland.. There were
also a good number of remote taverns where the
landlords chose their opening times to fit in with
the farming fraternity, the local doctor, the odd
solicitor and the local constable of course.
The night was as dark as the black hole of Calcutta
when we drew to a halt and Harry dowsed the
car’s engine. “Come on then lad we havn’t got all
night”. I followed him up the road and realised that
we were approaching a building and I could hear
creaking . I directed my lamp towards the building

and saw it was a tavern, the creaking was the pub
sign swinging slowly in the wind. “Follow me
over this fence lad”. And with that Harry
disappeared over the 5ft fence as nimble as Fred
Astair. I followed and saw a glimmer of light from
a rear window, Harry, by now , had reached the
window and after, what was obviously a secret
knock, and stood back.. The window opened and
someone on the inside whispered, “Is that you
Harry ? ”. “Yus and I’ve got a young un wi mi”.
The window closed but after the time it takes to
draw two pints of ale it opened and two foaming
pints appeared on the window sill “If tha wants
another just knock”. After two further knocks arry
retuned the empties and bid the generous landlord
good night. Harry went over the fence as easily as
he had the first time but I was a bit light headed,
probably I had a cold coming on, that’s my story
anyway, so Harry generously gave me a hand.
“Don’t get too cocky lad, some of the tight
buggers will only give us one.” Harry had
obviously planned his route like a rally driver, his
check points were all at local taverns. After a few
more stops I resolved never to open my big mouth
again. Harry later drops me off at my lodgings not
knowing whether I was on Fuller’s Earth or this
one. The morning came and through a fog I heard
my landlady, who had a heart of gold and treated
me like a son, giving me a dressing down second
to none and then plonked me down in front of a
large plate of bacon, beans, eggs, fried bread and
black pudding. I hadn’t the heart to refuse this
feast but it did take some eating, what’s more I
was pulling bits of bacon, fried bread and black
pudding out of my pockets for the rest of the day.
Incidentally I never did see a turkey during the
patrol but plenty of pink elephants.

HRH Prince Charles 13 Aug 08
Perhaps you can understand why the people of
Saddleworth are reluctant to be drawn any further
into a conurbation/City Region, which we believe
are as HRH Prince Charles recently described
them “unsustainable, unmanageable, degraded and
dysfunctional conurbations of unmentionable
awfulness”.

Saddleworth, a rural area
Saddleworth has no part in an urban Metropolitan
Borough. It is a rural area and a part of the
Yorkshire Pennines. It’s links with the South
Pennines are physical, geographical, geological,
historical and traditional. With the ever
approaching danger of a Manchester City Region
and a Leeds/Bradford City Region we feel it vital
that Saddleworth along with the communities of

the other South Pennine small rural towns and
villages, form a buffer zone between these two
City Regions to protect the rural South Pennines
and avoid a wall to wall urban blanket across what
is at the moment a beautiful rural landscape.

Subscriptions 2010/20011
2010/2011 subscriptions, now due should be sent
to Mr M Hall, SWRS Treasurer, 6 Bridgefield
Crescent, Springhead, Saddleworth, West Riding
of Yorkshire OL4 4PD. £5 single, £8 family.

Democracy for Saddleworth !!! 1974 style
Quote from; “Oldham From the XX Legion to the
20TH Century”
June 1974. Over in Saddleworth 350 marchers
went to the Civic Hall behind a brass band to
protest against integration with Oldham. A
referendum showed that 5,963 people preferred to
be linked with Huddersfield, 1,837 with Ashton-uLyne, and only 890 with Oldham, in spite of
Saddleworth Councils recent decision to link with
Oldham.
The Westmorland Gazette
County Watch, the south country based
organisation who frequently carry out unauthorised
corrections and placements of Traditional County
Boundary signs on the correct county boundaries,
rather than the Mickey Mouse boundaries of
admin areas like Cumbria, have been at work on
the real county boundary between Westmorland
and proper Lancashire. The Westmorland Gazette
ran a story about this, asking their readers for their
opinion, as to whether or not the traditional county
boundary should be marked. 78% of the readership
were in favour of real county boundary signs. This
should of course be the norm throughout the
country as the boundaries remained intact in 1974
regardless of the creation of the administrative
counties, many of which have now either ceased to
exist or have no administrative purpose. The
Traditional county boundaries of course remain
static as they have done for a thousand years or
more whereas the administrative boundaries, either
county or unitary are continually fluctuating as
admin authorities swap and change bits of land.
Almost everyone throughout the country is
familiar with the traditional names of counties
such as Warwickshire as opposed to West
Midlands, a rather vague meaningless term loosely
associated with Birmingham.
Mr Ken Lee
It is with great sadness that we report the death of
Mr Ken Lee. Ken had been a member of the White
Rose for many years and had previously run the
society sales stall at the Yorkshire Day event along
with Chris his wife. Originally a Delpher, Ken and
his wife Chris moved to Springhead to run the Dog
& Partridge and later, after retirement as steward at
Delph Band Club. Our condolences go to Chris
and family.

SWRS Merchandise: Ear rings £5.00 per pair,
Ties £10.00, Fridge magnets £1.50, Spoons £3.60
Cuff links £9.50, Tie slides £7.25, Key fobs £2.15,
tie slide and cuff link set £15.00..
Saddleworth Branch YCWA meetings at the
Methodist Hall, Uppermill 7.30pm
27th Apr
AGM.

2011

Saddleworth

Branch

YCWA

25th May Hanging Baskets. Presented bt Janette.
29th Jun Classique Cloths Party by Barbara Jones.
27th Jul African Jewelry presented by Bernie Slater.
Aug No meeting.
28th Sep Co-op Singers.
26th Oct
30th Nov Cake Decorating by Marlane.

Dec No meeting.

