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From the Treasurer
Having accepted the editor’s persuading to write a
foreword to this issue of the journal I began to have very
cold feet about it. We’re relative newcomers to the area
and so very much in a learning mode.
What I particularly enjoy is hearing the human interest
tales of what happened in years gone by. Human nature
doesn’t seem to change very much! I feel I understand
much more of how Staveley has come to be what it is. It
has a long industrial history as well as the obvious
agriculture, with lead mines and wood working providing
the background to several of its present day industries.
These businesses provide the employment which enables Staveley to have such a
lively community.
The Society has provided a way to get to know lots of people in the area and is one of
the many organisations which enrich Staveley.
The Society is wholly dependent on its membership which stands at about 140. We
have members from all over the UK and even four from overseas. We would have a
problem if they all turned up to meetings as we are limited to about 80!
As you know we have a web site and are looking to improve our communication with
you all by use of emails etc. There is a membership renewal form included with this
journal and we have a question asking whether or not you would be happy to have
future journals by email thus enabling us to reduce the print run. Do let us know
either way please.
Thanks for your support. As with all organisations of this sort we are always looking
for help on the committee in continuing the good work which has been achieved so
far.
Roger Collinge
The Kentmere Valley - from the Westmorland Gazette, May 17, 1890
All the valleys of fair Westmorland have many features in common, and yet all have
charms of striking individuality peculiar to each alone. Nor has time, which
antiquates even antiquity, with all the attendant blessings and evils of civilization,
dealt roughly with the splendours of primitive nature spread around us in lavish
bounteousness. Indeed, there are still isolated and lovely ravines and upland haunts
of wary ravens and solitary birds of prey, where the foot of man has rarely trod, and
where at least the vandalising excursionists have not left traces of their desecrating
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and vulgarising presence. These are the happy hunting grounds of the sturdy and
enthusiastic mountaineer, and if he can penetrate so far from, and reach so high
above, the din of the madding crowd, he is rewarded by indescribable visions of
scenic beauty, and ever-shifting play of transparent cloud-land beyond the powers of
the mightiest master of the graphic art to reproduce. On the other hand, some very
beautiful spots have been fearfully and wonderfully modernised; while, midway
between - shall we say in the process of vulgarisation? - are to be found not a few
valleys, anything but difficult of access, where the pedestrian may enjoy many of the
ineffable charms of simple nature, combined with the luxuries of 19th century
travelling and hotel accommodation. In a modified sense, Kentmere and Troutbeck
belong to this intermediary class of valleys, while in close proximity to each are to be
found almost inaccessible ravines, and breezy, solitary uplands, as free from
sophistication and excursion pollution as in the days of the invading Danes or old
Romans themselves.
Within the mind strong fancies work,
A deep delight the bosom thrills,
Oft as I pass along the fork
Of these fraternal hills;
Where, save the rugged road, we find
No appanage of human kind,
Nor hint of man; if stone or rock
Seem not his handy-work to mock
By something cognisably shaped;
Mockery - or model roughly hewn,
And left as if by earthquake strewn,
Or from the Flood escaped;
Altars for Druid service fit;
(But where no fire was ever lit,
Unless the glow-worm to the skies
Thence offer nightly sacrifice)
Wrinkled Egyptian monument:
Green moss-grown tower; or hoary tent:
Tents of a camp that never shall be razed -On which four thousand years have gazed!
Our pedestrian ramble into these parts was by way of Staveley, and up the valley of
Kentmere, on just such a "bright morning in May" as the immortal Father of Anglers
stretched his legs up Tottenham Hill, and began those immortal conversations which
have done more to act men gabbling and writing about "the gentle art" of angling,
and actually practising it too, than all the books ever written on the subject. Staveley
is not itself a particularly inviting place to spend much time in. It looks pretty from
the Windermere road and train, and has an air of rustic simplicity and almost
primitive primness, with a sprinkling of the architecture of "villa respectability" and
manufacturing industry.
The place certainly does not improve on closer
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acquaintance, some of the poorer people's houses appear to be very wretched indeed.
Staveley is, however, a very nice place to get away from, -- away up the valley, by
the side of the flowing, dashing, clear, and sparkling Kent, which in its course might
have formed the subject of Tennyson's immortal "Brook," that came tumbling down
from haunts of coot and heron, and formed so many pleasant, rippling shallows,
pools, and eddies, on its way to the vast and boundless unity of ocean. As the
pedestrian wends his way up the valley, past the bobbin mills, and nears that point
where it opens out and gives the first view of the thinly-scattered houses of the
valley, the quaint old Church, Kentmere Hall, and the gloomy and rugged outlines of
Kentmere High Street, Lingmell End and Shipman's Knotts, with Nan Bield towering
on the right, the scene becomes one of very great beauty. The huge heaps of slate and
debris tell of an attempt to improve the land laying at the hollow of the valley some
20 years ago, but the story of how the sturdy statesmen and small famers of the vale
drained the mere from which the district takes its name and turned the place into a
poor kind of marsh land where scanty crops are raised and but indifferent keep from
the hardy Herdwick
sheep which abound in
these parts, dates further
back. At this time of the
year the valley presents
peculiarly
attractive
features.
The yellow
broom and whin are just
budding
into
floral
luxuriance,
and
the
variously-tinted heather
sets them off, while
hedges
are
literally
bursting into leafy life,
and
the
young
plantations of larches dot the landscape with patches of a bright green, only rivalled
by that of the beech in the flush of its full-budding petals. Here, too, bird life is very
rife, and the air is redolent with the song of many feathered choristers. The thrushes
are wonderfully plentiful this year, so are the blackbirds, and on the third of this
month we heard not a few chaffinches in full voice, for by this time of the year these
very fine and most beautiful songsters have recovered all their notes, and sing out in
the very fullness of summer joy. On the third instant also the cuckoo was heard up in
the copses, and wagtails were singularly plentiful. The state of agricultural
cultivation in this valley denotes the thrifty hardiness of the stalwart race of men in
whose veins run the blood of Danes and Romans, "many times removed", doubtless,
like Bailie Nicol Jarvies' relationship to the Laird of Limmerfield. The very best is
made of the land, having regard, at least, to the knowledge and resources of the
people. There is, alas, no temptation now to take, like Jack Falstaff, “mine ease in
mine inn,” for the glory of the place has departed, as far, at least as the sale of genial
liquors is concerned, and the thirsty traveller must have recourse to his own flask
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resources, or patronise the frothy but not particularly exhilarating "pop" at the local
post office.
The old Church is not a building in any way famous, not even for its tombstones, it
would appear, for the place is not mentioned in the Westmorland Church Notes of
Mr. Edward Bellasis.
Not so Kentmere
Hall, to the rear of
the Church, the birth
place of Bernard
Gilpin, the famous
"Apostle
of
the
North", in some
respects quite the
Melancthon of the
English Reformation.
The facts of Gilpin's
life and works are
familiar to all our
intelligent readers, and do not call for repetition here. We may mention one
interesting tradition in natural history, relating to this part of Westmorland, which we
venture to say is not so generally known, but which is very well believed to be
authentic by Dr. Harting, the learned ornithologist and naturalist editor of The Field.
Dr. Harting has satisfied himself of the truth of the story, after investigation, namely,
that it was a kinsman of Bernard Gilpin, about the middle of the seventeenth century,
who killed in the wild neighbourhood of Nan Bield the last wild boar ever seen in
England. Archaeologists will search in vain for all of the once formidable and safe
retreat, the old Kentmere Peel Tower. It is, like many of such famous Border keeps,
A tottering remnant,
Which shows what it has been.
The view down the valley from the road in front of the hall is singularly fine, the eye
tracing the mass of the Sallows and Hugill Fell on the right, prettily relieved by
patches of young larch trees; on the left Sleddale Forest, the big mass of Potter Fell
forming a picturesque background. As most pedestrians who go up Kentmere to
Troutbeck walk over Garburn Pass, we have not touched upon the inner sanctuary of
grandeur held between the three giants, Rainsbarrow, Ill Bell and Froswick, High
Street and The Axle; but to him who cares for beauty on a big scale, we would say,
don't miss walking up to the head of Kentmere. Walk along the bank of the reservoir,
up to the slate quarries, and follow the bridle path up to Nan Bield Pass. From thence
view the splendour of form of the three gigantic brethren named above, and confess
that our island cannot show their match. The peace which passeth all understanding
is here typified, if you should be there on a still summer day; and the varied beauty of
the spot is deepened maybe by a cloud of gossamer curling over the broad shoulder of
Ill Bell. When at the foot of Ill Bell a while ago, we were startled by the baying of
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hounds and on looking up to the mountain crest above us we could distinguish a
dozen hunters, and presently saw the Patterdale pack picking their way down the
perilous side of Ill Bell, in full chase of a fox. Such helter-skelter work would bother
a Midland huntsman, and make him "ware his neck". As we ascend the tortuous
pass, and rest on the high plateau in perfect individual solitude, we find, on referring
to our notes, the mind drifting into the popular Jefferisian style of "babbling about
green fields" which has a profound air of wisdom and familiarity of nature about it,
and this is the result: The magic charm of spring time, "the pretty ring time", are all around, in the
air, on mountain, fell, and far down in dungeon glen, where brawls the
babbling brook. The moors are looking greener, bespangled with gorse
coverts, high overhead wheels wildly the pewits, tumbling, rising, and falling,
to lead the intruding pedestrian off the track of their nests; there to the right
boulders shade the tufts of polypoddy, and above is heard the love notes of the
ringousel; the red grouse are heard crowing; or seen taking a sudden flight
across the moorland with frightened cry; rarely dotterels rise in a startled way
from our very feet almost, the cry of the cuckoo is heard, as he is seen sailing
high across the valley after his mate; then there falls on the ear the hum of
bees, and all nature spreads ineffable charm before the eye of the observant
pedestrian, etc., etc.
But nevertheless, it is not exaggeration to say that few more delightful spots can be
found than the one but imperfectly described in this article. The view of
Troutbeck, from the plateau of Garburn Pass, right in front and to the left and right,
is enchanting, and that and other features of the famous valley will form the
subject of our next paper.
Transcribed by Donna Fraser
May walk
Only a dozen members of the Society gathered at Abbey Square for a visit led by
Mike & Nancy Houston to
Middle Eden. It was a
superbly clear day, worth
going
just
for
the
magnificent wide vistas of
the
Pennines.
Mike’s
itinerary was the icing on
the cake.
We first visited Brinns
Farm on the A6 just north
of the Shap summit. We
were shown a good
example of well preserved
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bee boles and learnt about both their method of working and of the causes of their
demise. We then drove a few miles north to Eamont Bridge where we inspected
Mayburgh Henge. This impressive circle has banking constructed of about five
millions stones taken from the nearby Eamont River.
The next feature examined, the watermill at Little Salkeld, was several miles to the
east, and here we enjoyed both a comprehensive tour of the mill with the head miller
and also welcome refreshments in the café. Suitably refreshed we continued on to the
village of Ousby where the indefatigable church warden of St Luke, Gordon
Braithwaite, conducted us an informative tour of the church and it grounds. Ousby is
the only Thankful
Village in Cumbria.
This term indicates
that all soldiers
from that village
survived the First
World War. In fact
it
is
Doubly
Thankful because
all soldiers from
there also returned
home after Word
War Two.
The final visit was
to Long Meg and
her
Daughters.
There are about
forty stones in the
circle. The priapic central stone is an outstanding feature of this ancient monument
and is the only sandstone monolith there. Thus ended a most enjoyable first walk in
the 2013 summer season.
Don Morris
June Walk
Kendal might still be described as the Gateway to the Lakes but as we all know it is
much more than a town to be passed through en route to the beauty of the Lake
District. Patricia Hovey and Trevor Hughes, enthusiastic and knowledgeable guides
from the Kendal Civic Society, led our 20 strong group on the 11th June on a
memorable tour of a small area of the town close to Highgate.
We began our walk at Allhallows Lane looking across to the Town Hall and being
made aware of history above our heads. First floor level shops have changed frontage

8

frequently but the remainder of the building above gives echoes of earlier times - old
advertisements, decorative window frames, a parapet for a hoist and earlier trade
signs.
We walked southwards to Collin Croft, an excellent example of an historic Kendal
yard or burgage, a side shoot from the ancient single thoroughfare. Houses, tavern,
malt house, brewery and smithy stood cheek by jowl, the crowded inhabitants with
only one source cf water from a well and a primitive sewage system. All effluence
flowed down hill to the river. In
the mid-nineteenth century the
building of a wash house and
bath house in Allhallows Lane
must have been a tremendous
boon to the town dwellers.
Owners of fairly large scale
enterprises such as the bank (now
the HSBC) preferred to live close
to their businesses rather than
migrate to a more rural retreat.
From Collin Croft we moved
down Beast Banks and along
Low Fellside to Sepulchre Lane
and the former Sunday School
which at one time educated adults and children on their one free day. We followed
the lane up to the Quaker Burial Ground beyond where we rested for s while to
admire the view down to the Town Hall over roof tops and to the distant fells. Behind
us stood the old National School built for the education of boys in the early eighteen
hundreds and funded by a Mr. Piper, about whom we heard some interesting
anecdotes.
A short path led down to Beast Banks where we rejoined Low Fellside as far as the
entrance to Booth's car park where a narrow flight of steps took us to another Kendal
yard. Now quiet and secluded and largely rebuilt it would once have been the scene
of noise, confusion and unpleasant smells. This was the Old Shambles where
butchers operated from uncovered stalls and where there was constant hazard of open
drains, the meat perhaps having come from the bull baiting on Beast Banks (hence
the name).
We rejoined Highgate at the conclusion of our tour, looking perhaps with a new
appreciation of the old familiar town, having seen it through the eyes of our two
exeellent and informative guides. Just one final note: how many of us have noticed
the figurine of Miles Thompson, architect and former apprentice of the famous
Webster, at roof top level on Beast Banks?
Nancy Houston
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July Walk, A visit to Croppers
Nineteen intrepid souls braved
the searing July temperatures
for a visit to the James Cropper
Mill at Burneside. It was not
really a walk, nor was there very
much blatant history involved,
but we did walk a fair way in
the mill and bits about the
genesis and development of the
plant
were
subliminally
delivered by the four splendid
guides. The majority of
members and guests had not
visited the site previously and to some of these it resembled an Aladdin’s Cave. The
transformation of pulp into paper or cardboard was virtually an automatic process
needing very little human intervention. Her Majesty the Queen was due to visit the
plant the following Wednesday primarily, we were told, to inspect a new machine
that converted used drinking cups into reusable pulp and another fraction that was
used as a farm nitrogen fertiliser. Clearly demonstrating that most members were
children at heart we were fascinated by three fully automatic fork lift trucks that cost
two million pounds and would have graced any fairground.
Don Morris

Tales from the Tapes: A conversation about life in Ings – Part 6
Transcript of SDHS meeting held in Ings Parish Hall on 16 th January 2001 chaired
by Joe Scott (JS). The panel: Dorothy Buckley (DB), John Redmayne (JR), Denis
Sowerby (DS) and Dorothy Whitwell (DW). Questions (Q) and statements (V) came
from the ‘floor’ and the chairman. We resume with memories of musical
entertainment, commuting and the price of petrol.
Q: When did radio and TV become a part of life here? Before the war?
JS: But you’d had radio in the thirties. Families would have a radio of some sort,
even a battery set, wou1dn’t they?
Q: Surely you had the Archers? After 1950?
V: Oh yes.
Jean Harding: I heard somebody mention something about the Girls Friendly
Society. It’s just that I’ve just recently read a reference to the Girls’ Friendly Society
in Hawkshead and Sawrey area, and my daughter was in the Girls’ Friendly Society
when she was a little girl, but now it seems to have dropped out all together.
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DW: Yes it closed just after I left school here. There was one in Ings.
DB: Peggy Walker....and Peggy Cochrane?
DW: Alice Atkinson, yes, they were quite a lot, they were older than us.
Q: What about the scouting movement? Was there anything?
DB: No, they were in Staveley.
JS: But Ings folk would go on their bikes to the
Scouts in Staveley?
V: I don’t remember anybody doing it really.
LH: But then again, it’s funny, you were a little
bit out of the village, things were happening
you never knew really. I mean Scouts and
things like that.
JR: The lads we went to school with was going
like....
DS: The first concert I ever came to in here was
by the GFS. That would be about 1931.
JH: l think it’s quite interesting the way things
are fashionable and then die out, because obviously the Girls’ Friendly Society was
quite in evidence at that time. It certainly was round Hawkshead and Sawrey.
JS: Was there a choir? There was a church choir, presumably?
V: Yes, yes,
JS: Staveley...was there an active choir?
DS: Off and on, most of the time there was. They had practices.
Q: What about other musical activities, were there people who played instruments?
JS: There was a dance band? What instruments were there in your dad’s band Fred?
Fred Unsworth: Well, my dad had the accordion, and one of my brothers had a
trumpet, my sister played the piano and there was another one on the drums. And
then if they wanted to expand a bit, they hired somebody with a violin from up at
Windermere.
JS: This was for dances here?
Fred: Dances all over the place...he used to go as far afield as Over Kellet, Nether
Kellet...
JS: You were famous!
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V: During the war everybody knew the Jubilee Dance Band.
Fred: I remember the winter of 1947 when he was up at St. Anne’s Farm. He had a
dance at Kellet and there was that much snow up there he dragged the car and trailer
down with a horse to get to the dance. That’s the way they worked in those days.
MH: Were you into quicksteps and things?
Fred: Lancers as well, oh yea,
JS: You had to learn it as well, you didn’t just jiggle about?
Mrs Fred: It was really dancing.
Fred: Ballroom dancing....
JS: Well, we’ve talked about farming. What about other sorts of work, did Ings
people work in the mills in Staveley, because there were mills in those days?
Bill Bethom: Ings Mill where my great grandfather was, they had a top room in the
mill house like a dormitory and they had something like 20 or 26 that going back in
the 1800s.
JS: What about in the ‘20s
‘30s time?
BB: I don’t know, there
were a few.
V: That’s this mill up here,
it’s a caravan site now.
JS: Did anybody go into
Staveley to work Chadwicks and Kentmere
Ltd?
JR: It always seemed to be
a village where there was a
terrible lot of retired people,
didn’t it like?

St Anne's Church Parish Hall new porch under construction 2013

JS: Even then?
JR: Yeah, there were a lot of bowler hat men around in them days, a lot, like...
(laughter)
WB: Ay, Tom Bethom was one wasn’t he?
JR: He was, aye. (more laughter)
JS: An uncle of yours was he?
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WB: My dad’s uncle.
Q: Dorothy, you came into Staveley, I believe, wasn’t that so, to work?
DB: Oh yes, on my bike, when the war finished, when my husband came home, I was
still at Kentmere Ltd. and of course I cycled down and back again. During the war,
my mother in law was an invalid and she had somebody to look after her. Well, this
person had to have a day off so on Sundays I always cycled up and stayed until the
person came back again. I spent a lot of time on the bicycle really.
Q: Wasn’t there a munitions factory here, during the war?
DB: Yes.
Q: What was that place before the war?
V: A garage.
WB: Fred was at the garage. 1930, was it?
Fred: I think it was 1931, but I’m not absolutely certain, it was round about that time.
JS: Did you used to have it, Fred?
Fred: I started in 1934. Sheila and Sally’s Dad started it. I went to work with him
on Good Friday 1934. I’ve worked every bank holiday since! Their Dad started the
filling station over there at that particular time and it started off with a building 40
foot by 20 and that was the garage and they had about three petrol pumps on at the
time that I started, and it went on and on from there. And then of course the war came
along and we had to close it up and then Milestones Engineering took over the
buildings and they extended it and what not. Anybody that’s interested - that
photograph at the far end there which is showing the house as it was in 1969 - there’s
a building on the front there and that is the building that it started off with. It isn’t
there any more because they’ve moved everything back.
JS: And that’s the bit that was Milestones factory?
Fred: The building on the front, just behind the petrol pumps and next to the car
showrooms there, that is the original building that Cliff Barnes started with.
Q: And the petrol pumps would be proper pumps, hand operated, would they?
Fred: Oh, by hand, yes, when I started work there was one pump there and I had to
stand on my tiptoes to get it over the top, because I was only a little lad. Well, we had
some that pumped the petrol up into the glass things at the top and let it out.
Q: How much a gallon?
Fred: One and threepence a gallon, when I started work.
V: I can remember my father saying to me when he retired, ‘you will never need
to spend more than five shillings for a gallon of petrol.’ (laughter)

