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Editorial 

Here, at last, is the Spring Edition of your magazine.  It is a few weeks later than 

usual.  Time seems to fly by these days.  Winter is normally a “quiet” time of the 

year but much has been going on in the world of Bridgtown & District Local 

History Society. 

The talk “From footballer to vicar” given by Rev. Peter Hart in January was a 

fascinating account of his life.  He began his life in a mining village near 

Huddersfield and his talk was enjoyed by everyone present, whether or not they 

were interested in football. 

Our February speaker was “one of our own”, Bob Meek.  Bob’s knowledge of 

New Street and its families was staggering.  The room was full, with everyone 

fully enjoying Bob’s relaxed but informative style.  When our March speaker was 

ill Bob returned to provide us with yet more detailed knowledge of New Street 

and its people.   

Finally, I would like to make two requests.  Firstly, many of you must have 

interesting stories or recollections of times gone by, stories that would be of 

great interest to our other readers.  Please take a few minutes to jot them down 

and pass your words to one of our team who, in turn, will pass them to me.  You 

do not have to be a good writer or a good speller.  You can write your thoughts 

in note form if you wish.  I will then edit the story for inclusion in our magazine. 

Secondly, we need a few advertisements in the magazine to help to pay the high 

costs of producing it.  Every magazine for years has carried a request for extra 

advertisers but now we have no advertisers left.  Our need is great.  If you know 

somebody who could take up some advertising space, please show them page 6 

and ask them to help. 

David Williams 

11th April 2016 

 

 

 



Times are a-changing! 

The buildings of the old Hedgehog Works of Cornelius Whitehouse are now being 

demolished.  Reproduced here is the photo from the front of this magazine: 

 

 

Cornelius Whitehouse and Sons Ltd was established in 1869 by Cornelius and his 

two sons Handel and Haydn.  It was an edge tool factory making all kinds of edge 

tools. Someone had the bright idea of likening the sharpness of their tools to the 

sharpness of a hedgehog’s spikes;  and so it was that a hedgehog logo was 

stamped on to all their tools, a design which was also painted on the factory 

wall. The works finally closed in 1964.  Nowadays hedgehog tools can be found 

on eBay and change hands for considerable amounts of money. 

 



 

The Walsall Road side of the works as it used to look. 

 

 

Another angle on the current demolition.  It has been suggested that the pigeons 

are staging a “sit-in” to prevent further work! 



Old School Photos 

Your editor came across this old press cutting the other day.  I can narrow the 

year down to 1950 or 1951.  Could you be more precise?  I recognise 

headteacher Joe Croft, teacher Graham Abbots and about 4 of the boys.  Yours 

truly is second from the left on the front row.  Can somebody do better than me 

and provide us with more names? 

 

 

There must be many more old press cuttings out there to provide talking points. 

If you come across one then let us borrow it to copy for the magazine. 
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LIFE  IN  1930s  BRIDGTOWN 

In our last edition we published the third extract from the memories of Norman 

Seedhouse, son of Howard Seedhouse.  Norman now lives in Norway but has 

sent us memories from his childhood.  Here is the fourth extract from those 

memories. 

 

More Street Life 

Barrels of beer were delivered to the pubs at each end of the street, arriving on 

drays pulled by a couple of huge Shire horses.  The barrels were bounced off the 

cart platform, then rolled along the pavement and through a trapdoor down into 

the pub’s cellar. 

The essential coal we needed for heating and cooking also arrived by horse and 

flat-decked cart.  Coal dust blackened the faces of the coalmen as they heaved 

each hundredweight sack on to their shoulders before staggering to the street 

trapdoor.  Then, with a quick bend and toss, emptied the coal conveniently right 

into our cellar below.  The same procedure was followed down the length of the 

street as all the houses had coal fires.  The deposits left by the delivery horses 

were eagerly scooped up by one or other housewife as it was excellent manure 

for the little garden in the back yard. 

 

Weekly Routine 

Housework filled the week.  Although father cleaned out the grate, removed the 

cinders and ashes and lit the fire before he went to work, the rest of the daily 

duties fell to mother.  The fire had to be tended and kept going even in summer 

as all our hot water and cooking depended on it.  Each day of the week had its 

special emphasis. 

Mondays were universally washdays.  During the day everyone’s washing 

appeared on the clothes line outside.  I was a spectator to this weekly chore.  In 

the corner of the kitchen was a built-in copper which mother first filled with 

water, using an old piece of cycle inner tube as a connecting pipe from the cold 



tap.   Underneath the copper she lit a small fire of paper, sticks and coal and, 

while the water was being warmed up, she sorted the clothes.  Whites were 

boiled up first, after which they were transferred to a rinsing tub, while darker 

or dirtier clothes then took their turn in the copper.  After the rinse the clothes 

were hauled through a hand-turned mangle in order to squeeze out as much 

water as possible. The next step was to take them outside to be be pegged on 

the line strung between line posts.  Everyone prayed for fine weather on 

washday.  If it rained the only place that clothes could be dried was in the living 

room, either hung up on a line strung up across the room, or placed in front of 

the fire on the wooden clothes horse father had made for the purpose.  

Hopefully, by Monday evening, all were dry by one means or another.  Then they 

were placed in a clothes basket to wait for the following day. 

Tuesday was ironing day. The dining table had two flaps which opened to reveal 

a plain wood surface suitable for ironing.  As we had no electricity of course, a 

pair of flat irons were heated on the coal fire range.  While one was in use the 

other was being re-warmed.  My Aunty Gladys had an improved version of an 

iron.  This could be hinged open to reveal a hollow into which hot coals could be 

placed, thus keeping the iron warm – in the same fashion as the bed-warming 

pans of that day. 

Wednesday was usually spent shopping or walking up to grandmother’s house 

in Shaws Lane, Great Wyrley, pushing my little brother Ken in the pram or the 

pushchair.  We never went by bus.  Mother used to help with grandmother’s 

cleaning while I wandered in the garden or played with Joan Plant, the girl from 

across the road.  If grandfather’s shifts allowed it, he might be working in the 

garden where I could “help” him, dressed in my little blue overalls. 

+++++++++++++++++++ 

We shall hear about the rest of the week, together with 

other information in our next edition.      Ed. 

 

 

 



HISTORY  SOCIETY  NEWS 

The society is still determined to record the history and development of the 

village we all claim as our spiritual home. 
 

Currently there are two aspects to this side of our activities.  Firstly we are 

determined to write a proper history of Bridgtown so that future residents will 

know and understand our proud heritage.   All of “the team” are working on this 

long-term project.  The book, when it is written will catalogue the growth and 

development of our village and include many stories from days gone by.  It will 

probably take about two years before this enormous task is completed.  We are 

hoping to produce a proper hard-back book.   It will be an expensive process too, 

so we are working on trying to get a lottery grant to enable it to happen.   
 

The other aspect of our plans concerns the making of a heritage trail around our 

district so that locals and visitors alike are reminded of our proud heritage. 

Latest information on these plans appears on page 12. 
 

We are rather disappointed with the response to our request for World War 1 

memorabilia for a display we are planning to mount at some relevant point in 

time.  We are sure that there are things hidden away that people have forgotten 

about. Please search your homes to see if you have anything that you can lend 

to us to commemorate the Great War.  So far we have collected information but 

no pictures at all. Can you help? 

Finally, some rather sad news.  Many of you will remember Sylvia Kendrick 

who has recently died. Sylvia was the eldest of the Rock sisters whose 

family had a small general store in North Street,  She went on to marry 

Clive Kendrick from Cannock.  Sylvia taught at Bridgtown School and will 

be fondly remembered by a large number of former pupils from that 

period.  She and Clive have lived in North Staffs for a number of years. 

 

 

 

 



Heritage Trail – Update 

 

Churchbridge: The Information Board at the Cannock Gateway Shopping Centre, 

outside Costa Coffee, has attracted a number of very favourable comments.  It 

describes fully the Canal (with the thirteen locks) and the history of Gilpin’s as a 

world-famous edge tool company. 

The Notice Board (Union Street): This board is located in a central position on 

the corner of Union St and North St and ensures the local community are up to 

date with village news & events. The small garden in which it is situated is to be 

upgraded by the Parish Council, and renamed as “The Leighton Garden” (a 

tribute to the contribution Dora and Jim made to the village over many years). 

Cornelius Whitehouse Works: (See pages 4 and 5). The society has lodged an 

application to make it a condition of planning permission, that the new 

developer funds the erection of an Information Board. Our application is fully 

supported by the Parish Council and the three Councillors who represent the 

village on the Cannock Chase Council. 

North Street: There are no major developments planned for North Street so 

fund-raising is needed for the Information Board (Cost approx. £2000) over the 

next few months.  The Board has to be placed near the Watling Street end as all 

other possible sites would be a traffic hazard. Initial thoughts are that one side 

of the Board will represent relevant industrial history and the reverse side will 

be dedicated to the shops.   (Latest news:  the society is now considering the 

viability of having two signs in North Street, one at each end.) 

Other Sites: There are a number of other sites where an Information Board 

would be appropriate but at this stage lack of funding is preventing progress.  

Other funding opportunities are being investigated and the team are hoping to 

be able to report positive progress in due course.  
 

 

 



 

 

Another Landmark disappears into oblivion 

 

This pictures show the demolition of the Robin Hood public house at 

Churchbridge.  At least we know that relevant photographs and stories are in 

our archives. 

 



 

Derrick Middleton remembers.......... 

National Service - Part One – The Build Up. 

Just before my 17th birthday in 1954 I woke up to the fact that I would be getting 

what were referred to as “my call-up papers”. My friends, a little bit older than 

me, were having their medicals and some already had their call-up date.  I was 

an only child and, much as I hate to admit it now, very spoilt.  I just assumed my 

clean clothes for the morning would appear on my bedside chair. That was the 

norm.  I took it all for granted. 

My conversations over the next few months changed from “How many will the 

Wolves win on Saturday?” or “Where can I get a pint without being told to forget 

it.” There were other conversations about popular music or girls. Suddenly I was 

talking about being called-up. Those working down the pit were exempt, so they 

pulled my leg with tales of how awful life in the forces was going to be. “It will 

make a man of you.” was all the help I got from older people, but I couldn’t 

understand what that meant. As the time got nearer it became something I 

thought more about, leaving home and everyone I knew.  

I reached my 18th birthday and, shortly afterwards, received a notice to attend 

a medical at New Cross Hospital. It meant getting a bus to Wolverhampton, and 

finding where to go to find my way to Wednesfield. On arrival we were all given 

our bottle and instructed to pop into the toilet and then to all stand in a row and 

drop our trousers.  The Doctor walked down in front, stopping only to say 

“Cough”, and then down the back, instructing us to bend over. A quick eye test 

and that was it!  Back on the bus home.  At the end of November the call came. 

I was in the Royal Army Pay Corps and had to report to Devizes in Wiltshire on 

the 6th January. A travel warrant was enclosed but no instructions. 

Christmas came and went very quickly and the big day came. Jim Briggs, who 

lived next door, walked with me to Cannock Railway Station. After three 

changes, the final train approached Devizes and then stopped. When I got out 

with a large number of other recruits, army personnel were all round us shouting 

at us to get into line and to march over to the nearest lorry.  I am well and truly 

in the Army. 

Part 2 will cover the terrors and laughs of three months of basic training.            



A hundred years ago: 

From the Cannock Advertiser, 1st January  1916 

+++++++++++++++ 

HEAVY  GALES 

Bridgtown Man’s Unpleasant Experience 

The gale which raged with great violence throughout the country on Boxing Day 

resulted in a great deal of damage being done in the Cannock Chase district.  

Wooden sheds, fencing, and trees were uprooted and carried considerable 

distances, whilst the danger arising from slates dislodged from roofs of houses 

was great.  Many people experienced narrow escapes, but so far as can be 

ascertained no-one suffered serious injury. 

Thomas Titley, of East Street, Bridgtown, had a remarkable experience.  As he 

was walking along the footpath near his home, he was buried beneath the roof 

of a large shed which fell on him from a height of 15 feet.  His shouts for help 

quickly attracted a number of people, including Police Constable Willcox, who 

extricated him from beneath the fallen timber.  His clothes were badly torn, but 

no bones were broken, though he suffered considerable bruising. 

++++++++++++++ 

A  BRIDGTOWN  SOLDIER  FAMILY 

Mr. and Mrs. W. Till of 52 Watling Street, Bridgtown, have two sons serving with 

the colours.  Lance Corporal George Till (29), of 1/5 South Staffs Regiment, has 

12 years service to his credit in the local Territorials, and has been in France 

several months.  Sapper Fred Till (22), of the 1/ 2 North Midland Field Co., R.E., 

enlisted on September 10, 1914 and went to France with his regiment on 

February 25, 1915.  The third son, Mr. W. Till (19) has been engaged in making 

munitions since war broke out.  He is a member of the Cannock V.T.C., and has 

attested under Lord Derby’s scheme. 

 

 



BEFORE TELEVISION 

 

The Sutton Coldfield TV mast opened at the end of 1949 but it was the mid 1950s 

before the price of TV sets started to drop to a level where they became 

affordable to the majority of homes. 

The King’s Funeral in 1952 and the Coronation in 1953 saw people crowding into 

their neighbours homes, depending on who was lucky enough to have a TV set. 

I have been thinking of what life was like before TV invaded our lives.  What 

were the programs that we used to listen to on the wireless.  (Radio now seems 

to be the word we must use so as not to show our age). 

My first memories are from the war years, and the importance placed on 

listening to the latest news from the front.   However I remember enjoying 

Children’s Hour with Uncle Mac at 5 o’clock with Larry the Lamb and other such 

stories.   

When the war finished there were only two stations, the “Home Service” and 

the “Light Programme”, but if we turned the dial foreign stations could be picked 

up too, 

I have set out a list of programmes I remember from when I was growing up.  

Perhaps it would be a good idea if the society put on its website an opportunity 

for members to record their favourites from those days.  

Comedy 

“ITMA” –Tommy Handley - It’s that man again (featuring Mrs Mopps who always 

asked a question we thought was very rude).  

“Educating Archie”:   Peter Brough and his ventriloquist’s dummy. 

“Gert and Daisy”: Played by Doris and Elise Walters. Their brother Jack Warner 

(PC49) always appeared with his catch phrase “Mind my bike”. 

 “Variety Bandbox”:  Arthur English (open the box and let me out), Frankie 

Howard and Peter Sellers all made their first radio debuts on this very popular 

show. 



“Hancock’s Half Hour”:  this later went on to be a classic T V comedy 

Music 

“The Billy Cotton Band Show”. Who can forget the Sunday Morning call of 

“Wakey Wakey” followed by cockney songs performed by Alan Breeze?    

Big Bill Campbell and his “Rocky Mountain Rhythm”. 

Saturday night meant 7.30pm “In town tonight”, 8.00pm “Henry Hall’s Guest 

Night” and 9.00pm “Saturday Night Theatre”.  

Day time for the workers:  “Listen while you work” and “Workers playtime”. 

For the housewife at home: “Housewife’s Choice”, “Woman’s Hour” and “Mrs 

Dale’s Diary”. 

+++++++++++++++Come on everybody.  Get your memories working and let us 

know those not listed so we can also make this a regular item. +++++++++++++ 

Will all the alterations at Churchbridge ever stop? 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

There are not too many buildings in Bridgtown that look just the same 

as they did 100 years ago.  Most of the ones that do can be found in 

North Street.  The original school building is one of them. 

 

Even this is something of an illusion.  The top section of the windows 

is now blanked out and, internally, the building is very different. 


