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Foreword
New Bolsover Model Village is located in the town of Bolsover and positioned with 
a beautiful view of Bolsover Castle. In 1890 the Bolsover Colliery Company Ltd. 
sank Bolsover Colliery and in 1891 started construction of a Model Village at New 
Bolsover, in the fields below the Castle in the Doe Lea Valley. This was the first of a 
series of mining villages developed by the Company’s founder, Emerson Bainbridge, 
and the first Model mining village built on “garden city lines” in the Country. The 
Model’s heritage has been rightly listed by Historic England as being of national 
importance and one of the finest colliery villages in England. The 194 properties are 
also individually listed Grade II.

More recently, the Model had fallen into decline. Many properties were vacant, 
suffering from the loss of original architectural features and the poor thermal 
performance of UPVC windows installed in the 1980s. However, the residents 
retained a strong sense of community spirit and determination.
    
Working with the community and with strong support from Derbyshire County 
Council and Historic England, Bolsover District Council is now taking bold steps 
to revitalise the Model. With funding from the National Lottery, via the Heritage 
Lottery Fund, the District Council is leading a visionary regeneration scheme. It has 
potential to act as a national exemplar for improving the heat efficiency of historic 
buildings.

The project focuses on the residential properties and public space surrounding New 
Bolsover Model Village to build on the Garden City inspiration and ideals. This 
includes the physical restoration of the properties to reinstate architectural detail 
and improve insulation and thermal performance. It then uses this rich and diverse 
heritage as a means of engaging with the community, which is hugely valuable in 
order to rebuild the sense of ‘place’.

The vision is to return the Model to a thriving community space with quality 
housing, where people choose to live for its physical beauty, open space and heritage 
identity. Through knowledge transfer and exchange, community events and projects, 
such as Whispers from the Model,local people and participants alike can be proud 
advocates for the Model Village.  This publication is testimony to the incredible 
voices, stories and characters that have written the rich history of this area, and will 
continue to mark its future.

The Heritage Lottery Fund is delighted to have been involved with such an 
innovative project and thanks everybody for their hard work turning the hope and 
ambition into reality.

Jeremy Fenn, Casework Manager
Heritage Lottery Fund East Midlands
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Introduction by Junction Arts
Whispers from the Model was developed to encourage local residents and young 
people to celebrate their heritage through reminiscence, storytelling, illustration and 
creative writing. The project has engaged participants from 9 to 92 years to reflect on 
their lives at New Bolsover Model Village.

The source of many fond memories for past residents is New Bolsover Primary 
School. The school has served the village since 1907 and was integral to the content 
of this publication. Junction Arts worked with the school in summer 2018 to create 
fictional stories based in the Model in the future.

It is the hope that this publication will be a community legacy which captures the 
diverse reminiscences and future aspirations of this unique area. The focus has been 
on valuing each contributor, and recognising the importance of everyday, individual 
stories in shaping the history of places and spaces.

This project was delivered by Junction Arts with artists Andy Messer and Bob 
Moulder, and kindly funded by the Heritage Lottery Fund and Bolsover District 
Council.

Junction Arts would like to thank each participant for their contributions to the 
project - to the Year 4 class and teachers from New Bolsover Primary School for 
their hard work and creativity, to the residents of the Model, past and present, for 
the fascinating memories and laughter shared and finally to Andy and Bob for 
putting everything together so the stories can live on.

Amy Smith, Project Coordinator
Junction Arts
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WHISPERED 
MEMORIES

We visited past and present residents of the Model Village 
to gather their fond memories. The oral histories have been 
transcribed into a series of individual reminiscences, entitled 
Whispers.

Participant, Dorothy Fields (High Whispers) told us 
her memories, from being born on the Model in 1926.
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Sweet Whispers - Shaun Poskett 

I’ve lived on the Model, I was born on the Model. I lived on the Model for about 10 
years, moved off, but still lived in Bolsover. Then I’ve been back on the Model about 
ten years again. I think a lot of memories about being brought up on the Model is, 
people knew everybody. People looked after everybody. You could leave your door 
open; it’s old-fashioned and you’ve perhaps heard it again and again and again. 

We used to have a sweetie shop in the corner where we used to go and buy little 
penny sweets; just opened the door and walk in and there was an old lady sat there 
called Mrs Irons. We used to just walk in and give her two or three pence for some 
sweeties, walk out. We used to have a community hall at the bottom. I went to the 
school in the Model, I really enjoyed my education. I think a lot of happy memories 
of what you don’t see so much now and always sticks in my mind is that people was 
brought up with Mum and Dad living at home. I think that is what brought the 
community together at the time and made the Model what it was. It was a really, 
really nice place to live.

Artwork created by Emma 
Reynard and pupils from New 
Bolsover Primary School for our 
Art on the Model project  in 2017
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Mining Whispers - Malcolm Spencer

Fifty-four year I’ve lived on Model and it was a lot different to what it is now. You 
used to see all housewives sweeping the course way and open yards and everything. 

The Model was built originally for the miners at Bolsover Colliery. If a miner got 
killed who lived on Model, twenty-four hours later his wife had a letter to quit the 
house – as quick as that. Kids used to be took up to Bainbridge Hall as an orphan. It 
was a self-contained village. There used to be a Co-op which is now flats at bottom. 
There used to be a pub and you was only allowed 2 half-pints of beer because if 
they got drunk, they weren’t at work the following day so they got sack. At bottom 
of black paths, where them bungalows are, there used to be a communal slaughter-
house because everybody who’d signed up for a house had to cultivate a 300 square 
yard allotment. So they used to breed pigs. If they got two or three pigs who wanted 
slaughtering they used to take them down there, slaughter ‘em. They’d have one of 
them hung outside their house draining and other two used to go into Co-op. And 
that’s how it were for years and years and years. There used to be a school at bottom 
where woods are now – mixed school. Later, Coal Board had so much of it as offices 
but there used to be two classrooms down there from this school up here – I were 
taught down there, a lot of years ago.

I worked down pit all my life. I finished school on Friday and I started at Grassmoor 
Training Centre on the Monday. And then when I’d done basic training I went to 
Ramcroft which is no longer there and then I went from there to Bolsover. And I 
finished up life as a Deputy walking about with a stick and an oil lamp - that were 
fun. I enjoyed going to work. And may I tell you something you don’t know? You 
know that Dragonfly from Bolsover? I found it. And upstairs I’ve got a picture. And 
it’s the only one in the World. It’s ever so good – like an aeroplane. 

Dragonfly Fossil found by Malcolm Spencer on coal seam D4 in 1978 - now Bolsover’s emblem.
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I used to enjoy going to work. Worked at pit all my life until I finished in ‘91. And 
last four year I were working 13 to 14 hour shifts and I enjoyed it. But when I went 
my wife never knew when I were coming back, ‘cause I stopped all hours. I used 
to enjoy my family life. When I come home from work in summer, I had a cup of 
tea and fag with wife and I used to go down garden. When it was time to pick kids 
up from school I used to go home pick them up and we used to have our dinner 
together. Everyday. We always used to sit down as a family. That’s my life.

I live across the road at 140 and that’s where I’m going back. I’m looking forward 
to getting back home because I don’t call this home. (Malcolm was decamped 
to another house on the Model while his home was being renovated). All my 
memories of my married life is across road. And that’s where I want to go back and 
I can’t wait.

I could go round this village and tell you near enough who lived in what house. It’s 
not the same. It’s not like what it used to be. I used to talk to people who came into 
these houses when they were brand new. They’ve all dead and gone now, bless them, 
but I learnt a lot of history about this place. You never used to lock your door. You 
could leave your door wide open and go shopping. Nobody used to touch anything. 
When kids were playing with toys on backyard, you could leave them out overnight. 
You might have one or two more kids playing with them the following morning but 
they’re all still there. 

I used to do like a survey job, keeping all gates straight, or trying to. That depended 
on how much beer I’d had week before! A gate is a roadway down pit, an airway if 
you like. And you used to have two to each face. And once you’d started them off, 
you used to turn them on angle, whichever angle they wanted. Then you got to keep 
them on that angle all the way through, because 5 yards that way they’d be another 
face or another gate. There were a lot of things to take into consideration but we 
used to have air drums and all sorts to direct air and control flow of air.

The tin bath, it was in the back bedroom. It was in a cupboard in the corner. You 
used to open the door to the wall, you used to get hold of bath and pull it down. 
And it used to expose taps, you used to fill it, have your bath, and then just pull the 
plug and when it got to bottom just ease it up and shove it back up and shut door 
again. My children were bathed in that bath. Only problem was it was only that 
wide at bottom. This place was one of the only few that had an internal bath – at 
that time anyway. Everybody laughs when you tell them about bath. And yet where 
wastepipe was, when they painted them green, you can actually see it on outside 
where it was. It were on left hand side of door and then it went across the top. You 
used to see the paint! My children used to bath in that. And me and all when baths 
broke down at pit.
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High Whispers – Dorothy Fields

I’m Dorothy Fields but it was Dorothy Buxton when I was living on the Model.
I was born on the Model Village, number 162, until I were eighteen when I were 
married. I went to both the schools and the Sunday school. My Dad was two when 
he went to live there – 1899 he were born. I think the swimming baths were built af-
ter the Model because my Dad went to swim there and I did. He was in an accident 
at Carr Vale – a train accident when he were ten. But he got over it after a while. 
That were that.
 
We had a strike in 1926 – year I was born. When I were a child – be about thirteen 
– it had got all this scaffolding up to keep it from decaying and there were a ladder 
going up to top.  And then my two brothers from the Model, we decided to see how 
far we could get up. I didn’t mean to be beaten and I got to the top and I couldn’t 
come down again. They had to come and get me down otherwise I’d have been up 
there goodness knows how long.
 
School - I enjoyed it. Miss Perrins was the Headteacher there. Then they built the 
girls school. I’ve got the Model school on my phone – a picture of it. And there was a 
big shed. If it rained we went under there. They weren’t very nice teachers; they used 
to hit you in such a way. If you were left handed they tried to correct you but they 
did in them days though, didn’t they?

I slept facing the Castle. I had to have attic room because my brothers had the back 
bedroom, so I being eldest had to be relegated up there. But it were nice to be up 
there. I shared it with my Dad’s taters from allotment. One side of it he used to 
put paper down and all of the potatoes because if you got any bad ones the whole 
lot went so he placed them you see. Apart from that we played ordinary children’s 
games. 

I had one main friend; she’s been dead a few years now. Her name was Joyce Smith. 
You could tell every person on the Model at that time. 74 years since I left there. I 
think I’ve more or less seen them all off. My daughter says, ‘oh mum you’ll live to be 
100’ and I said I don’t want to be 100, it’s too ancient. I can still do my own work, do 
a bit, sit a bit. I’ve never moved more than a mile away since I got married, up on top 
of Bainbridge Road now. 
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Helping Whispers - Mick Bust

I were born at Staveley, moved to Bolsover when I was four so that would be 1952. 
Then when I was 18 moved down Carr Vale, so I had 14 years in the Model Village.

My first recollection of it was, there were gas lamps all around the village and we had 
one at the top, as there were yards with 8 houses in. We were in the end house and 
you came out through a little gap and then at the top of our wall, that was where a 
gas lamp was. My first recollection was they were replacing it for electric ones; there 
was a big, portly gentleman who lit cigarettes from it and were just chain smoking. 
It was a lovely place. Everybody was friendly. Most of the people worked at either 
Bolsover or Markham collieries.  

There were a lot of characters. There was Arthur Carslake, he lived on the top row, 
used to call that Piano Row, that was higher up than ours. The inside row all the way 
round, they were two bedroomed houses and then the outside they were 3 bed-
rooms; they’d all got an attic as well. Arthur Carslake, he worked at the pit, he used 
to mend shoes. Then there was Alf Bentley, he worked in the Pit at the Time Office, 
he’d got a shed at the bottom of his yard - he was the barber who used to cut your 
hair. Then there was Jack Irons he lived over on the right hand side near the rec. He’d 
got in his kitchen, like everybody did, one of those big cabinets - double doors at the 
top, drop down leaf and then double doors at the bottom. He used to sell the sweets, 
penny sweets, so we used to go across for those. It were very good. 

For when they were built in the 1890s, Bolsover Colliery Company were very for-
ward looking. There was the Miner’s Welfare and there was the Company Store but 
when I moved there it had been taken over by the Co-op. I always remember that, 
the manager, his name were Mr Ball. He were bald-headed and wore a long white 
smock and he always used to be taking snuff and it were all down his jumper. Then 
there was the post office run by Mr Hall and he’d got a daughter, Penny. It was a little 
post office, on the bottom at the right-hand side against the gennel that overlooks 
the green. I can remember the roads weren’t very good and you could still see the 
tub track all the way round. That’s where they used to bring the coal, they weren’t 
doing it by then, but we still got the concessionary coal. 

Ours were a two bedroom with an attic, there was no toilets indoors - that was at the 
top of the yard. As you looked out they were all in pairs and we were the left-hand 
pair. You went up, the toilet and the coal house was just in front of it, then there was 
a gap and next door their toilet and coal house were there. Then in between, that 
were the dustbin hole where you kept your dustbins. The only bath that we had, in 
mine and me brother’s room, it was just like a wardrobe in the corner.  All you did, 
open door, tin bath were coupled, pulled it down, put your plug in, filled your bath, 
had your bath, took the plug out. That(water) ran away, lifted the bath back up and 
shut the door. It was plumbed in and it was a flexible plastic pipe from the waste to 
the outside drain. It were still there when I moved out in ’68.
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The Village Hall was fantastic, there was a parquet floor and the roof was a hammer 
beam roof, which meant it were all shaped up with the rafters and everything 
was wooden pegs. There’s only one other one in the country, that’s still there and 
that’s Westminster Hall in London. When the pit shut in 1993, a lad from Church 
organised a trip down to the Houses of Parliament and we went down. Dennis 
Skinner met us, took us into it, cos that was the original parliament. I said to him, 
‘You see that up their Dennis, do you know what that is?’ He says, ‘No.’ ‘That’s a 
hammer beam roof.’ ‘Do you know where the only other one in the country is?’ 
He says, ‘No.’ I says, ’You should be ashamed of yourself, it was the village hall at 
Bolsover.’  

At the colliery they had a motor club for people that were fortunate enough to 
have cars, me father was one because he worked his way up through the industry. 
What they used to do on a Sunday, they got the motor club, and at the beginning 
of the year they’d have a meeting and make a plan where they going to go every 
Sunday, there might have been about fifty people in it. So it would be Clumber Park, 
Skegness for a day, Wollaton Park at Nottingham, Drayton Manor Park, Markeaton 
Park. Everybody just used to go and meet and we used to play football and cricket 
and games for kids; women used to get together and talk. Then at Christmas time 
they used to have a party at the Village Hall; one year they invited children from 
a local orphanage in Chesterfield, there were babies as well as little toddlers. They 
bought a present for all of them and Santa came. At the end of the night, I’m afraid 
it were heart-breaking as they’d got to go. The kids didn’t want to go and the people 
didn’t want to let them go, ‘cause it was so lovely. They had dances and all sorts. Both 
my brother and myself we had our wedding receptions there. It got derelict and it 
got pulled down. It was beautiful.

We had a First Aid team at the Colliery, a competition team, I were a member of that 
and we used to do our training down there at the Village Hall. We used to go Tuesday 
night, Thursday night and Sunday morning. Then one year the junior team won the 
national finals competition. What they did before they went, my brother was in it, 
they put their ‘rest days’ in, they only used to get three rest days a year. They actually 
won it, so the manager says if you were prepared to do that I’ll give you a day a week 
off. So when I joined the team we’d got a senior and junior team. Sixteen to twenty-
one was the juniors and then twenty-one and above was the adults. 

The senior team we had, I’m not being big-headed, were the best in the country, 
nearly every colliery had one. You’d have four members in a team, most collieries 
used to put a competition on, on a Saturday. Some of the competitions, there might 
be a hundred teams so they had to split them into sections and they might have ten 
in a section. They’d have a casualty, make them up, maybe a broken leg or diabetes. 
You went on as a team, and basically you had to diagnose what the injuries were, 
treat them, bandage them up, put them on a stretcher, pretend to put them in an 
ambulance and make a phone call. Then you’d got a test sheet and you got marked 
for it. There was the Coal Board way and then there was the St John’s way. Well we
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did both. The Saturday competitions with the collieries were open competitions but 
then you had the Coal Board competitions. There were eight areas at that time, you’d 
have your local, then your area and then you’d go through to the national finals at 
Blackpool, Skegness or Scarborough. Then if you won that, you were the champions 
of the Coal Board. Now that was a trophy - it was an old military, regimental trophy. 
It was a bath, one hundred weight of solid silver; now I’ve sat in that! If you won 
that you went through to what they called the Grand Prior’s competition. It was the 
champions of the Coal Board, Electricity Board, Gas Board, Post Office, Army and 
Police. There were 12 teams in it, each champions of their own organisation. The 
Grand Prior was a competition to see who were the champion of the champions. 
We won that about five times and the trophy for that was on a black plinth - it was a 
knight in armour on a charger with his sword in the air. It was a fantastic thing that 
was. We were the first team to win the Coal Board final, St. John’s and the Grand 
Prior’s final in the same year. Because we’d done that we got selected to go to the 
European final in Vienna and won it. That was special ‘cos when you go to Europe 
their St. John’s run their ambulances, we worked down a pit. When we won it this 
lad from Belgium came up and he said, ‘You very good, you brilliant, this is your 
job?’ ‘No we do this as a hobby, we work one thousand metres down a coal mine, we 
don’t get paid for it.’ He couldn’t believe it and he went and fetched all his mates and 
told them. That was one of the highlights of my life. 

From left to right, Roy Madin, 
Bill Broughton (Instructor), 
David Baker, Mick Bust, Norman 
Bust (Mick’s Dad) and Malcolm 
Spencer holding the Nation-
al Coal Board’s Senior Finals 
Trophy

From Left to right, Roy Madin, 
Malcolm Spencer, Mick Bust, 
Martin Bust (Mick’s brother) and 
seated left Norman Bust (Mick’s 
Dad) and right, Bill Broughton 
(Instructor) with the Grand 
Prior Trophy after being crowned 
Champion of the Champions
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Co-operative Whispers – Elaine Kemp

I worked on the Model and went to the Village Hall School with the two classrooms, 
many moons ago. I worked at the Co-op; I think they’re now flats on the corner. 
From leaving school in 1966 ’til it closed. When that closed I moved on to Castle 
Estate Co-op and stayed there ‘til I left to have my daughter. My first job were 
cleaning the brasses for the scales. Weighing flour, weighing butter ‘cos everything 
you had to weigh, there were no pre-packed. No cash machines, you did it all in 
your head. Sugar used to be in blue bags, tobacco we used to have to chop - the 
twist for down pit. It were like chewing tobacco and it used to come in a big long 
thing and miners used to take it down the pit. We used to have to weigh it and slice 
it off. Nothing were pre-packed, flour had to be all weighted up, butter and lard and 
cheese and boning the bacon. No fridges to store your bacon in, used to come in 
mesh sacks. Didn’t stop the flies!

Inside there were a big counter all the way round. Then you went through an 
archway into the office part, toilet were behind the gate outside. Upstairs, they’d got 
this harmonium; I always remember it but don’t know where it came from. I’ll tell 
you what else I had to do that was not very nice, rat holes – break glass and fill them 
in with cement and broken glass up these holes the rats came through. Two staff 
and the manager worked there at one time. I’ve always been locally known. (I think 
it’s because I’d got a big bust! I think it was when you were turning the bacon slicer, 
things trembled!)

We used to walk miles, we used to go out to Duckmanton and all over collecting the 
orders for them to be delivered. We’d either catch bus or one of the delivery drivers 
would take us. Then walk round the village and make our way back collecting orders 
and they’d be got ready for the delivery day. The man with the van would take them 
to people’s houses, then we’d be going the following week to collect the money and 
their next order. It were a very busy store, there were a lot of houses on Model and 
just the Co-op and Post Office. People used to have an order book like a notebook, 
and we’d have a ledger, people used to come and fetch their groceries and pay at the 
end of the week. What were in their book we’d write in the ledger so we’d know how 
much they’d got to pay. When miners got paid they used to come and pay the bill 
and then they’d start again on Saturday for next week. Everything were on tick. You 
wouldn’t dare do that now but they knew where everyone lived.

They used to have a share number, a divvy number and they used to get a little chit 
and then, at the end of the year, a bit of money back. The Co-op divvy. You’d get a 
pay out once a year and go up to Bolsover to collect your money, which were main 
place. This one were Pleasley and Pleasley Hill Co-op, number twelve branch. They 
all had a branch number and Carr Vale were number thirteen. We used to catch 
Flint’s bus from there, they called it Fliggy’s Flying Bedstead – it just used to go 
from Carr Vale up to Bolsover to the petrol pumps and then back. It weren’t very 
comfortable.



16

It’s like a lot of old characters I remember out of Model like old Bill Shopland. He 
used to play the organ for us down at Chapel. As they got older because they lived 
to be a big age I used to go to their house to collect orders and he always had this 
budgie. And he were very well spoken was Mr Shopland, not what you’d expect. 
And this budgie could talk a hind leg off a donkey. He always used to call me 
‘Exploits of Elaine.’ The Exploits of Elaine. And even the budgie said that, honest. 
Such a character. Mr Holly lived right next door to Co-op. He looked like Mr Santa 
Claus. He mended my car for me. There was Eric Guest. Always flew pigeons on the 
allotment. They used to basket these pigeons up at Model Welfare. It were major.

My Dad started at Bolsover pit at age 14, 15 and worked on coal face all his life until 
he had a bad accident. I always remember them bringing him home on a stretcher. 
My mother had just put clean covers on the settee and wouldn’t let them put him on 
there until she’s put some old covers on. He’d nearly broken his back! He were in a 
plaster-cast jacket in bed and we had a big beetle and we were frightened to death so 
we hoisted my Dad out of bed in this plastercast jacket and slid him downstairs on 
this plastercast to kill this beetle and then carted him back up. When he were laid in 
bed and my Mother had gone out, we put fireworks in between his toes and set fire 
to him in bed – that’s bad ain’t it really! You want to see a spinning wheel go around 
on someone’s foot. When I think back what we did as kids! He never went back on 
coal face, he went in to lamp room to do all miner’s lamps.

I were 15 when I started at Co-op. Left school on Friday and started on the Saturday. 
I was a junior member that’s why I always got the dirtiest jobs. It was very sad when 
it closed down because everyone that worked together got split up to work in other 
places. You miss all these people. 

Former Co-operative store in New Bolsover, captured in 2018
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Quiet Whispers – Martin Green

We moved in 12 years ago. My happiest memory has been the scaffolding coming 
down. No actually, my best one was when we moved back in to the Model after 
we’d had our house extensively renovated because we were out for two years. The 
initial plan had just been a year. We basically gutted every single wall, ceiling had 
been replastered, new electrics, new kitchen. We bought a house in Danesmoor and 
lived there for two years which was a lovely house and then I got ill which is when 
we moved back. So after that we had to sell the house in Danesmoor. The best bit 
was moving in after the refurb, ‘cause all of a sudden, you had a picture of what you 
wanted each room to be like and then there it was. It was fantastic. And it was clean 
and it was warmer. It’s such a quiet place – well once the workmen have gone. It is 
a quiet place. Haven’t really had a worse time. I love sitting here (in the community 
house on Piano Row) and listening to the kid’s playing in the school; you should 
bottle that.

Playground Whispers - Nicola Goodlad
 
I’ve been on Model about 29 year. I moved on here in 1999 and when I first came to 
look at the house I admit I was one of them who thought ‘well I don’t want to live 
on Model.’ Because I was a Carr Vale lass. I didn’t want to entertain it but as soon as 
I walked in were like, ‘actually, this is nice. Big rooms. I could live here.’ One of my 
first memories is when I’d not long since moved in and they’d done the Playground 
up in middle of Green. I’ve got the newspaper clipping of when it were done and the 
tv crew were there. My daughter was in the Newspaper. 

TV presenter Simon 
Chadwick with children 
from New Bolsover Nursery 
School, including Nicola’s 
daughter, Sophie Goodlad, 
third from the left at the top. 
This feature was to celebrate 
the completion of the new 
play facilities, as part of the 
Yorkshire TV, Changing 
Places programme, 1999
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A Mother’s Whispers - Barbara Millner

I’m Barbara Millner – with two l’s in Millner (I insist on it!) and I’m 88.  I lived 
in the Model Village for 17 years and I now live on Bainbridge Road which is just 
across here. My two boys went to the Model school here, which I’ve been buying 
equipment for. It’s a beautiful little school. If I win the lottery I shall take care of that 
school. Because they began there, they were born in the Model, a two up, two down, 
you see. No toilet, no bathroom.
 
I was a cleaner. I cleaned this place (Bainbridge Hall). There was no roof in this 
when I came here, it was just girders. I worked nearly 10 years here. I used to go up 
with a sweeping brush and my friend, Doreen, Dodo, would hold the ladders and 
I would sweep the dust out. There used to be a big glitter ball in the middle and we 
had functions those days. This was alive – really! We used to do jumbles in the Hall. 
We used to do bingos on Tuesday nights, to raise funds for charities and then at end 
of year, we’d have a big party and the money would be chosen to go somewhere. I’ve 
had parties in here – we all have - Mavis and myself used to do the catering. I was 
the caterer. And the girls – not just me, it was a team, but I did the cooking. We’ve 
had as many as, which we shouldn’t have had, 150 in here – it’s been seething! Bar 
in the bottom room. I have scrubbed every inch of this hall from there to the other 
end with a big cast iron polisher and now I’ve got a crooked back, rubbish, I can 
hardly walk. And my son’s a spinal surgeon and he can’t do anything for me! But all 
my friends, young friends, we did youth club, we did self-help group, this, and we 
used to have 60 then. We used to cater for them, Mavis and myself baking night after 
night for the club on a Monday then.  I’m like Mother Hen. 

My husband was a miner - Jack. He nearly died on Pit. He had a massive heart 
attack on the main road at half past 5 in the morning, walking to work. Well, it was a 
dreamworld. He worked 47 years at that pit. It was the October that he had the heart 
attack on that road and he said he would never work again. And he didn’t. He was 
a big man. It had blown his heart. But he died in home where he wanted to be, he 
always said that. “Babs I want to be here and you’re not leaving me. I’m going before 
you.” 

I married into this village. When I first came here I knew nobody. And it really 
was typical of the old type country villages - if you weren’t born here you weren’t a 
native. And someone a generation above me on the Model said to me, “Mrs Millner, 
you’ll never be a native until you’ve had a kid.” 

There was one way into the village and one way out. And if you were snowed in, you 
were snowed in. We lived with his mother and father for two years because we got 
let down with a house but then we got one on the Model which was full of crickets. 
Good job I had a good husband. And people were nosey and I said to my husband, 
“Jack, they’re very rude where we’re living.” And he said, “Why, why are you saying 
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that love?” “They ask you personal questions! They know everything about you.” 
“Yes but, by the same token, you can ask them.”
 
This was a village. A beautiful, beautiful old fashioned village. We lived on the 
Model under the pit umbrella, then they sold to the Council. As I had my child in a 
yard with eight houses, they were all older than me so I watched everything they did 
– these ladies. There was a structure to your life then – you washed on Monday, you 
ironed on Tuesday, Wednesday was upstairs day, Thursday was outside the yard day 
and your windowsills and Friday was shopping day and Saturday, the weekend were 
baking day.  So I did what every other bride did at 21, I followed what they did. So I 
fitted in very very nicely. They mothered me. So I fitted in very well. I had a peculiar 
neighbour over the road but I told Mum, ‘sometimes she talks to me and sometimes 
she don’t Mum,’ and my mum said ‘Everybody’s different. Babs, everybody is differ-
ent. And you must respect that. You just be nice, just be nice, like you’re always are.’ 
And so we got on very well actually. The Model was brilliant, it was a close, caring 
place to live. The school was brilliant, it was a very successful school. 

It was a thriving mining community. I didn’t go in the club much, not because I were 
snobby, but I’m a home bird. Jack used to go for a pint, not a lot but he used to see 
his mates. I did three cleaning jobs, so I never had a minute. 

It was a marvellous place to bring up children because it were safe. They used to 
cut the grass on the Model when it grew like hay and all of the kids used to go and 
play on that green. The school was only ‘cross the road and they played on those 
fields. My eldest son were an adventurer, and still to this day travels the world for 
conferences and lectures. He used to go with his mates down the fields - Dumbbells, 
which is a little local place – it’s like stream water and he used to get filthy and stink. 
One night, I couldn’t find him and it wasn’t late because I were a Mum that used to 
lose my blood worrying about them, where they were. You couldn’t contain him! 
You couldn’t contain that one.  I went looking for him because his Dad were on 
afternoons so I’d got Peter in bed because there were 7 years between them. Peter 
were in bed. My neighbour was in with Peter while I went looking for him before his 
Dad came home and I went looking for him. And in the gloom, I happened to hear 
little voices. He were across down the football field and he’d been on the line looking 
for owls’ eggs, about nine he would have been. I’d said to him, “Now you don’t wait 
until it’s going dark. You come home because I worry.” He were grounded. 

Neighbours were neighbours and everybody kept those houses beautiful. They 
guided me. If my children were poorly or anything - my Mum didn’t live here you 
see. So my neighbours surrounding me, I could go and say “Mrs Cooper, my Paul’s 
not very well, will you have a look at him please?” Eventually I became that women. 
That’s what I do now. Where I live I’m known as Aunty Barbara or Granny Barbara. 
So, it’s gone full cycle. And it’s lovely. That is how it should be.
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SHARING STORIES
& LAUGHTER

Junction Arts invited past and present residents of the Model 
Village to an open storytelling session on Monday 25th June 
2018 at the community house, 133 New Bolsover. Those present 
were Margaret Alvey, Sandra Davison, Michael Le Baigue, 
Kitty Rowland, Andy Messer (Storyteller), Amy Smith (Project 
Coordinator at Junction Arts), and Debbie Worland (Community 
Engagement Coordinator for New Bolsover).

The following is the conversations held between the participants 
and their listeners, with questions, laughter and cups of tea in 
between.

From left to right Charles Skeavington, Kitty Rowland, Sandra Davison, Andy Messer 
and Margaret Alvey after the Storytelling session on 25/06/18
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We started off by introducing the project and then went on to talk 
about the Model Village, starting with the tramway that used to deliver 
the concessionary coal to the miners’ houses.

Kitty: I remember them taking them tramlines up.

Margaret: I can remember walking to school and the tramlines being there.
 
Andy: So they were still there, when?

Margaret: Well I was born in ‘48 and I went to school when I was 5, so 53, so 
they were there then.

Kitty:  It would be early ‘50s.
.
Margaret:  Like I say it was ‘53 when I went to school but I can’t remember 
them coming up.

Andy:  Were they still being used, the trams lines?

Margaret: No, I couldn’t remember what they were for.

Kitty:  Yeah I can, the pit ponies, delivering coal. That’s what I’ve been told. 
And that club at bottom, there was no women allowed.

Andy: How bizarre! 

Kitty:  No, it was no women allowed.

Andy: So poor old Emerson didn’t get his wish then did he? (Emerson 
Bainbridge, who founded the Model Village, wanted the wives and daughters 
of his miners to be able to go into the village club).

Margaret:  No, he didn’t get his wish about three pints a day either! 
  
Kitty: No, it wasn’t allowed and it wasn’t until the early 1950s that they 
allowed women in club.

Margaret:  I can remember going in there with my Mum and Dad. I can 
remember going in there as a family.  

Kitty: But it would be after about 1952/53. I’d be about fifteen. Yeah there 
were no women.
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The conversation moved on to the pit baths.

Kitty:  The electricity to the houses came from the pit. 

Michael: So did the water supply. The hot water, because it was run 
on steam.

Kitty: And I remember them building the pit baths.

Margaret: Well my Dad, one of his first jobs was in the pit baths. That 
was before the war. He was a prisoner of war in the Far East. So 1946, 
when he came back, he wasn’t strong enough to do anything at the 
pit.
 
Andy: And what did he have to do in the baths, what was his job?

Margaret:  He was an attendant in the pit baths. He didn’t go down 
the mine until I think it was just after I was born, so that was ‘48 I 
was born.

Michael: They had to have attendants at the bath houses because 
they had to make sure that the hygiene was of a good standard. My 
Grandad was a miner at Markham for 50 years and it was relatively 
the same system. You’d have two sets of lockers. 

Margaret: Your dirty and your clean gear.

Michael: Your first set would be your pit gear which would be fitted 
into the ventilation system of the building so it would dry out. So 
you’d go from the dirty to the shower to the clean before you left. And 
you weren’t allowed to go the other way.

The conversation moved on to Emerson Bainbridge and his hopes 
for the Model.

Kitty:  Bainbridge Hall, that was an Orphanage. Well it was built to 
be one but I can never remember it being an orphanage. Because 
there was a war on and they used that for WI and knitting circles and 
sewing circles and you name it.
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Margaret: I’ve worked in Bainbridge Hall, when I was 21. I worked for the 
Coal Board. They had offices there, like branch offices from the main offices 
across the way. I was a secretary for one of the departments.

Kitty: They used it for laboratories then.

Margaret: The laboratories were at the back, yeah but I was just in the front 
part where the offices were and I was working in there. I think it was owned 
by the Coal Board because it was Coal Board laboratories at the back, like 
big conservatories at the back. Don’t know what they were used for. 1976 I 
left the Coal Board, I was about 28 when I left. But you know, my Dad was 
involved with the Coal Board for years until he retired, in different forms.
  
Andy:  Were other people’s families involved in the colliery?

Sandra: Yeah my Dad was a miner.
 
Andy: Was he down at the pit face or what was his role?

Sandra: No. He was - well I don’t know what he was! He was in the mines. 
He used to come home black; he used to shift coal, deep in the bowels with 
the pit ponies.

Margaret:  So, yeah I went to school here but, I can’t remember how many 
classes there were there, I would have thought seven or eight.

Kitty: Seven.

Margaret: Then I went down to the village hall school, there was two; Miss 
Brown down at the bottom, can you remember Miss Brown?

Kitty: I can, and Mrs Cooper.

Margaret: I don’t know about that one, but then Mr Fry was down there. He 
taught me down there, Mr Fry, so he must have moved up.

Andy: Down there is not there anymore?

Margaret:  The Village Hall, it’s not there anymore. The Village hall used to 
have dances. In fact, Lynne, my sister had her wedding reception there. They 
used to have boxing matches didn’t they?

Andy: Boxing matches?
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Kitty: Yeah, yeah, they used to put the rings up. 

Margaret: They had dancing, they used to do games didn’t they and 
children’s Coal Board Christmas parties used to be down there.

Kitty: Senior citizens, they had their parties there.

Margaret: The St John’s dominated it very much with the St John’s 
ambulance competitions.  My Dad was an officer.

Andy: In the St John’s?

Margaret: Yes. The St John’s Ambulance brigade. They used to have 
national competitions, they used to come from all over the country to take 
part in the competitions.

Kitty: It were a big thing that.

Andy: We’ve heard this from another guy who said… 

Margaret:  Malcolm Spencer, he would have told you about that because he 
was part of the competition.

Andy: They won the European championship or something? They went to 
Vienna?

Margaret:  That’s right they went to Vienna. 
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Sandra: Was it him that found the fossil?

Margaret: Yeah, Malcolm.

Sandra: I haven’t seen him for years.

Margaret: I can remember your face but I can’t remember your name?

Sandra:  Sandra Davison, you’d be 2 years above me.

Kitty: You’re Sandra? You used to do my hair!

Sandra: Did I? Oh gosh, if you’d have said. I did, I used to do your hair.

Margaret:  Where did you live then Sandra? 

Sandra: I lived in one of two places, 139 which is just 3 doors away. 

Sandra’s parents, Kathleen 
and George Davison, outside 
139 New Bolsover in 1965
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Margaret: What number was the sweet shop?

Sandra:  Oh Mrs Irons? 

Margaret: That was it, I can remember Irons, one of the houses. Four doors 
down from the top here, she had one of those old kitchen cabinets and we 
used to call for our sweets when we went to school.

Andy: They were in jars were they?

Sandra: (and others in background): No, no, no. She had chocolates…

Margaret: and blackjacks and sweets and sherbets and all that sort of thing.

Sandra:  Yeah, I used to sit watching television at night because there was 
four of us, four children, and Mum and Dad. Then somebody would say, go 
into Iron’s, get some money …

Margaret:  Yeah and my Dad used to say occasionally, because it was latterly 
we had television, but we would sit down on a Sunday and say ‘I’m gonna go 
up and get some spice’. 

Sandra:  Yeah, yeah, spice.

Margaret: Yeah, he would come home with a little bag and he used to go up 
there.

Sandra:  Well Kitty, you used to crochet a blanket.

Kitty: Yeah I used to crochet.

Sandra: I think I’ve still got it, from years and years and years ago.

Kitty: I used to do a lot of crocheting.

Sandra:  I’ve done quite a bit of that.

Andy: Tell us about this ball gown. Your ball gown got given away didn’t it, 
is that right?

Margaret: You said you gave me a ball gown, Kitty? 

Kitty: October, what they used to call the season. They used to start off with 
the Civic Ball.  That’s all councillors and Mayoress and everyone used to go. 
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Well I had a ball gown made. My cousin was a dress maker, so she made 
me this ball gown. It was halter neck, red lace, and then a blue under skirt 
underneath and I thought I were cat’s whiskers. And it had got diamante 
around halter neck line on border here and I thought I were marvellous. 
Black patent shoes and gloves that were for the opening season that, so we 
always had a ball gown for that. Well the following year it was the same 
blue underneath with a different lace on top.  She could sew, so it was just 
slightly altered but it was the same base. And that was the opening of the 
season for balls. Conservative, Labour, RSPCA, RSPCC, there were one 
going every month.

Andy: And where were these balls taking place? 
 
Kitty: Down at Colliery schools, was the civic one. But the baths, the 
swimming baths…

Margaret: You mean the Village Hall? Colliery schools, you mean the village 
hall when you say the colliery schools?

Kitty:  The village hall, yeah. Well that was the first one but the others used 
to be at the baths, they used to put a false floor on it.

Margaret: That’s right I remember there was skating. They put boards down 
and roller skated.

Andy:  Where was the swimming pool?

Margaret: Where that old peoples’ home is, where there is a nursing home 
now.

Andy: Just up the hill?

Kitty: That was the baths, and they dismantled them and now we’ve got the 
care home.

Margaret: But the swimming pool used to be boarded up and we used to 
roller skate in the winter time. It was great. You used to go to that didn’t 
you?

Kitty: I did. And it was the cycling club’s annual dance and you do that 
dance, the Hokey Cokey. You put your whole self in and they broke one of 
laths underneath.

Margaret: Oh I remember it broke didn’t it!
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Kitty: Yes.

Andy: And someone fell in?

Margaret: Yeah.

Kitty: It broke but you were dancing in a dip. At cycling club. They had to 
pay for it. Oh yeah, you put your whole self in.

Margaret: So at what stage did you give me that dress then? I’m sorry, I 
can’t remember.

Kitty: I would be eighteen.

Margaret: What year were you born?

Kitty: ’36.

Margaret: ’36, so you’re twelve years older than me, so right you would be 
about twenty- something when you gave me that wouldn’t you?

Kitty: I’d be about eighteen, nineteen something like that.  Well I didn’t give 
you it, me mother did.

Margaret: Did she?  Oh did she do the right thing?

Kitty: No she didn’t! I saw you playing in it in the street.

Margaret: Oh right.

Kitty:  Mother said, “I didn’t think you wanted it.”

Margaret: Right. So when you saw me you thought, I hate her!

Kitty: No, ha, ha! Oh yeah you thought you were the cat’s whiskers!

Margaret: I can’t remember it. I honestly can’t remember it! 

Sandra: I’m sorry, so who are you?

Margaret: I’m Margaret Poulter
 
Sandra:  Ah right, yes. So your brother…
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Margaret: Malcolm… 

Sandra: Was in my class I think at school.

The conversation then moved onto growing up in Duckmanton and talking 
of childhood friends from the Model.

Andy: What other things did you get up to, did you get up to mischief or 
were you all very well behaved?

Kitty:  No, never.

Margaret: Except, the night before bonfire night, mischievous night, it’s now 
probably called Halloween isn’t it?

Kitty:  When we used to make a bull roar.

Margaret: Yes, that’s right, up the drainpipe.

Andy: Hold on, what?

Kitty:  We used to call it a bull roar, a bull roar. You’d put some paper in a 
drain pipe and light it and it used to suck it up and it used to make a noise 
and we called it a bull roar.

Margaret: They weren’t made of plastic, they were cast iron. We used to hide 
dustbin lids; we used to take gates off.

Kitty: Knock on doors and run off.

Margaret: Never anything bad, well we didn’t, I mean you did, but I didn’t. 

Sandra: I didn’t!

Kitty: Tie doorknobs together then knock on door and they can’t open door 
can they?

Margaret:  We used to change dustbins; we used to move dustbins from one 
house to another.  In our playtime we used to play kick can, rounders in the 
street.

Andy:  Tell me about ‘kick can’, what’s kick can?

Margaret:  There use to be an empty can and we used to kick it like a 
football. 
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Andy:  Football with a can?

Margaret/Kitty:  Yeah.

Kitty:  Then we used to play Jack, Jack shine your light.

Margaret: Yes we used to play jacks as well, can you remember jacks and 
snobs in the street? 

Amy:  What was jacks and snobs?

Margaret: Well you‘ve probably seen jacks, they are like a little metal thing 
and a ball.  Mostly girls used to play with the jacks and snobs was like cubes. 
I can’t quite remember, they were a bit like a dice weren’t they?

Kitty: You’d put your cubes on the table like that, then you got this ball and 
you had to throw it up in air, pick a cube up and catch the ball.

Margaret:  Similar to jacks wasn’t it but with wooden cubes.  And we used to 
play skipping. The whole street used to have a game of skipping, with an old 
clothes line. 

Kitty:  And just watch your clothes prop on bonfire night.

Andy: Oh because it would end up on the bonfire?

Sandra: If you left your lines out they would be cut!

Amy: Kitty, you sound like the most mischievous one out there!

Margaret:  She was older, she was obviously the ring leader.

Andy: Leading people astray.

Kitty: I’m hiding under ‘table!

Margaret: But when they used to cut the grass, can you remember when 
they cut the grass in the middle of the green, we used to make hay houses. I 
used to love it when they cut the grass because they used to grow it quite tall 
didn’t they, and then cut it and we used to play.

Kitty:  And I can remember Tony Lucas bullying me. He used to bully me 
and make me cry.  And this particular time they cut grass and I got me 
granddad’s walking stick and they come bullying me and I hit ‘em with



32

a walking stick.

Margaret:  Good for you.

Kitty: And he screamed like a pig. And within a matter of seconds his ribs 
was all colours of rainbow and I’d got me mother with me and she jumped 
up and said, “Tony, that just serves you right.”

Margaret:  If you’d done something wrong, but it was justified you wouldn’t 
get a good hiding for it would you? If you did a wrong but  it wasn’t justified, 
you would  probably get smacked or reprimanded for it.

Kitty: Yes you’d get sent to bed.

The conversation then moved onto one of the rows of houses, known locally 
as Piano Row.

Amy: Were the families thought of more highly along here?

Sandra: Yes, they called it Piano Row. I think the main men from the pit 
used to live on the tops. On the tops, that’s what they were called.

Margaret: The Deputies.

Sandra: Yeah. So that’s why they call it Piano Row. That was before we 
moved into 139. We didn’t have a piano!

Sandra’s sister-in-law and 
nephew, Pam and Stephen 
Davison, on Piano Row, 1968.
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Margaret: So you brought it down did you?

Sandra: Haha. I did have a piano when we were in the other house. 

Andy:  So were they bigger?

Margaret: They had more money I suppose so they could decorate it better 
inside.

Sandra: They were posher.

Kitty: And them they lived on villas, chief engineer and housing manager, 
chief electrician all them.

Andy: Did you have much to do with them that lived on the villas?

Kitty:  No. We used to call them snobs!

Margaret: As long as I lived here I’ve never been inside one of the houses on 
the villas. I used to go out with a boy that lived on the villas but that was a 
long time ago. 
 
Kitty: I knew nearly where everyone lived.

Sandra:  My aunty used to live the other side of you.

Kitty: Yeah, next door but one to me, Aunty Nelly.

Sandra: Aunty Nelly.

Andy: What was she like, Aunty Nelly?

Kitty: A big buxom redhead! And she called a spade a spade.

Sandra:  Yes she did, yes.

Kitty: Believe me.

Margaret: Nelly who?

Sandra:  My Dad’s sister, Nelly Harrison.

Kitty: Yeah, Nelly Davison as was. Oh yeah she were quite a character.
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Andy: So tell me about the characters on the Model, who stands out for you? 
Or do they all stand out?  Were they all big characters?

Margaret: There was Mr Bentley across the road he was, I think he was a 
deputy of the pit but he was a bandsman, he used to play the drums didn’t 
he. He used to play the big drum on the marches.

Kitty: Oh, on parades?

Margaret: Yes on parades, Mr Bentley.

Kitty: Yes but he used to play guitar.

Margaret:  Did he?

Kitty: Zither.  For Mrs Ernest, what’s the name, the dance band? He used to 
play like a zither thing.  It used to be called Tanner Hop at church hall. That 
were a teenage dance on a Monday. Mrs Urton’s band that was it. 
 
Gordon:  Did there used to be a colliery band?

Margaret: Yeah, Bolsover Colliery Band.

Andy: And that’s what he played, the drum?

Margaret: A big drum.

Kitty: Bass drum on parade.

Margaret: He was a chubby chap and he used to crack a huge grin.

Kitty: His head used to just come over the top. But Aunty Nelly, yes she was 
rough and ready.

Debbie: Did Aunty Nelly work or what did she do?

Sandra: No.

Kitty: She worked some of the time. She used to work at Trebor Sweets 
in Chesterfield? Yes because she used to bring sweets home; it were two 
shilling a packet.

Margaret:  And there used to be the Post Office down at the bottom, near the 
back of the Co-op. Penny used to live there didn’t she?
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Kitty: She did yeah, at the Post Office. She was another character. She was 
tall, thin and she’d got what it takes!

Margaret:  Leggy, and she used to dress up to go and see the miners when 
they were coming out of the colliery.

Kitty: Low cut dresses, as low as she could dare. And as high as she dare. 
Always wore big earrings, chandeliers.

Margaret: Penny Osborne. 

Sandra:  She used to serve in the Post Office, because she used to live with 
her Mum.

Margaret: I know her Mum was there.

Sandra:  Her Mum was an older version of her weren’t she? Make up on, 
yeah, bleached hair. 

Margaret:  Can you remember McKay, was it McKay’s who used to live on 
the top road? She was a hairdresser, Mrs McKay. Of course, Alex Gascoigne, 
he was a swimmer wasn’t he, but I don’t think he was Olympic style but he 
used to go national.  Alex Gascoigne.

Kitty: Oh, he’s been dead years.

Margaret: I was telling Debbie, at the school at the village hall when the 
classes were down there, I used to have a teacher called Miss Brown. I can 
see the desk now, one of the old desks that you stand up on to it. She used to 
have an electric bar fire and she used to do her toast in the morning; while 
she was doing the lesson. She used to make her toast and she put butter on 
and it used to smell beautiful.

Andy: Did you get any?

Margaret:  No we never got any, no. She used to have some of these dinky 
curlers they were called and she used to sit and twirl them in her hair and 
tighten her hair onto a tight roll and I remember seeing her do that during 
lessons. I think she was a nice person, you didn’t cross her but I think she 
was a nice teacher and I’m sure Mr Fry was our next teacher. Then we came 
up the last year up to this road, and it was Mr Halsall. Can you remember  
Miss Stewart?
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Sandra: She used to throw – she used to sit at the back and throw a board 
rubber if she saw you talking.

Margaret: She was nasty, had red hair … no nonsense!

Sandra: She never hit me … but I was sat right at the back so she would hit 
the wall. Whether she intended hitting the wall or hitting us I don’t know. 
She would throw chalk at you.

Margaret:  She never hit me but I didn’t warrant it … she was nasty, tall, 
redhead. My memory about her is that I had eczema quite bad on my arms 
and legs. This particular time it was quite bad and my legs were sore and 
my Mum sent me to school in a pair of trousers. Girls didn’t wear trousers 
very often but my Mum sent me to school in trousers because I was very 
conscious of it.  I got to school and these trousers were red I think. First off 
she said, ‘Go and take those off’. I said, ‘I can’t take them off, I have only 
got me knickers underneath’. She said, ‘you take those off’, and sent me 
somewhere to take the trousers off. So I ran home and told Mum what had 
happened; of course Mum came with me and told her the reasons why. I 
can’t recall there being a uniform standard.

Kitty:  I used to wear a gym slip.

Margaret: We used to wear green, with like a knitted sash, a plaited, knitted 
green sash.

Sandra: I’ve got a photograph of that at home, a school photograph.

Margaret: But I had these trousers and I’d had these trousers to go to 
London with to my dad, on a visit to London on one of his St John’s things. 
That’s why I would have had trousers and that why she sent me home, 
though she didn’t send me, I ran home.

The conversation moved on to life in the houses.

Margaret:  I can remember, you used to come in through the door, we lived 
mainly in the kitchen area. We had a copper in the corner, open fire and 
the table used to be there and then you doubled back onto the pantry. Then 
you go through the corridor, through to the front room, that best room, 
that was like Sunday, that was the Sunday room. We used to have a leather 
three-piece, it had to be a three- piece, and we used to have a record player 
that you used to wind up. It was like a cabinet that later Dad converted into 
a blanket chest. Then the fireplace in there that used to be lit at Christmas 
times. We didn’t used to have a fire going a lot in there, it was more the fire 
in the kitchen. 
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Kitty:  It might be on a Sunday, or a bank holiday.

Margaret: Yeah or a birthday or something like that.

Kitty: That were your best room that. It had got to be kept. Nearly every 
house had a piano whether you could play it or not.

Margaret: We didn’t.

Kitty: Everybody had a piano what lived on this road, from one length of 
street to other, the piano row.

Margaret: We didn’t used to have a piano. We used to go upstairs and then 
my bedroom used to be that way on, and that’s where the bath used to be, 
the drop down bath. I can remember opening the cupboard but I couldn’t 
remember how it filled.

Sandra: When you pulled it down it had already got the taps on it. 

Kitty: They were on side of bath. 

Sandra: When we lived at 114 we had the bath in the cupboard but when we 
came to 139 there was a bath in the bedroom. A standard bath.

Kitty: Yes, by the window.

Sandra: That will be the 60s.

Kitty: They were renovated then, rewiring and damp proofed.

Sandra:  They made a bathroom out of what was the pantry.

Michael: Yeah, a lot of the downstairs ones had a loo in, had a downstairs 
toilet where others would have had it at bottom of garden.

Andy: Can you give any examples of how the good community spirit that 
was here worked out in practice?

Kitty:  Well, they were all miners. There was Jack Wilson, next door, my 
Dad’s name was Jack Farndon, he were in middle, next door he were Jack 
Shuttleworth. Now they were all on same shift and you could hear ‘em in a 
morning they used to knock on wall with poker. First for Jack Shuttleworth, 
and he would knock back on wall, then me Dad would knock Jack Wilson, 
two knocks on poker, on wall and he’d knock back, now they were up for 
work.  Then you used to hear three of them going down street in their pit



38

boots, they got softer and softer until they just disappeared. But you could 
see where they had knocked. Hole in wall, where they knocked with poker. 
Downstairs in sitting room.

Andy: So they woke each other up?

Kitty: Just make sure, two knocks, either side, with poker.

Margaret: There were a lot of Jacks weren’t there because there was Jack 
Ashley next door over to us, a lot of Jacks there.

Kitty: And then they used to have a snack tin, that were hung on the wall 
and they used to have what they used to call a Dudley.  It was a round water 
bottle and it used to have two loops on it so you could put some string on it 
to tie it round your neck and that’s your water.

Margaret: Your water while you were underground.

Kitty: And it used to have a cork top on it. If you lost your cork top in dark 
that’s it, you’d lost it. And in Old Hill, which used to be two penny shop, you 
used to go there for another cork, to Scarretts, as they called it, two penny 
shop.  You used to have to go and fetch another cork for top of Dudley.  

Gordon:  Did they used to fill the Dudley at home before they went on shift 
or would they do that in colliery?

Kitty: Oh yeah, at home.

Michael: My Grandad used to sit on his, so he didn’t get his arse mucky. He 
was ever so small. He never lived on the Model, he worked at Markham Pit 
but he had a lot of friends that worked at Bolsover. If you fell out of people 
here, you were out. And they’d set you on somewhere else and never ask you 
why. When they had a strike here, they all went to Glapwell because it’s only 
a drift mine, it weren’t a real deep pit so they had about a week and a half 
and they cleared Glapwell out, filled jar full of coal so they had to lay them 
all off because they couldn’t sell it quick enough – that were it. 

Margaret: When was the strike? I’m talking after 1950s.

Michael: My Grandad, he was on strike for a year and a half.  

Kitty: Yeah, that was ‘82.

Michael: Yeah ‘82 and they managed pretty well actually.
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Margaret: I know my Dad lost, well my Mum and Dad lost quite a few 
friends of neighbours because my Dad wouldn’t go on strike because he had 
four children. He was ostracised for it.

Debbie: Did it divide the community?

Margaret: I think it probably did. I don’t know whether you remember that 
Kitty at all but I know there was a lot of people who didn’t used to speak to 
me Mum and Dad over that particular thing.

Kitty: Yes, we got NCB workers in family.  My brother in law he worked at 
the area workshops, you see if pits are on strike there’s no jobs.

Margaret: I can’t remember. I know me Mum said there were some families 
wouldn’t let us play with their children because of it but I can’t remember 
experiencing that. It was obviously a strike, one that must have been in 
about 1960, something like that or 1956, something like that.  

Andy: That’s very sad but what are your happiest memories of being on the 
Model?

Margaret: Playing on the grass.

Sandra: Yeah we used to play on the Green. They used to have nice rose 
bushes.

Margaret: Yeah they did, wild roses. We all used to play together. Hide and 
seek, hopscotch.

Sandra: And we used to always have a bonfire. My brothers always used to 
build a bonfire on the green, a big bonfire on bonfire night. I don’t know 
where Dad got it from but he’d got an army tent, great big army tent and we 
put that up on green and played in it.

Andy:   Did you sleep in it or just play in it?

Margaret: I can’t remember me sleeping in it but my brother did, but then 
all the lads they used to play with, they used to come. It used to get nearly 
full. We always used to play in it.

Kitty:  Yeah you were only girl weren’t you? You’d got three brothers.

Margaret: Three brothers yeah, two older than me and one younger.

Andy:  Has anyone got any memories of courting on the model?
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Margaret:  No I weren’t old enough. I used to go potato picking at Barfoot’s 
Farm. Just down by the allotments, the field there, or just a bit further up. 
At the end of this row anyway, the field at the end of this row because in the 
school holidays, the autumn holidays we used always used to call potato 
picking week. Kids used to come to pick potatoes, so did I but I don’t think I 
was quite the age that should have been going.  I remember going oh two or 
three hours picking potatoes and took these potatoes back, cos you got paid 
by picking potatoes…

Kitty:  Five shilling.

Margaret: Was it, he never paid me Mr Barfoot. I’ve never forgiven him!

Amy: You were too young!

Kitty: I got five shilling from Mr Barfoot, he paid me.

Margaret: He never paid me!  Malcolm did, maybe there was an age but I 
didn’t get paid but I used to enjoy doing it. I thought I was going to get paid 
and he never did pay me. 
  
Kitty: Bill Barfoot.

Margaret: He used to have cows in the field, down there somewhere.

Kitty: I can’t remember cows, I know he had pigs.

Margaret: I can remember some cows being down there somewhere. 
Because we used to go to Sunday school here at the church across the road. 
Every Sunday we used to go to Sunday school and we used to go in the hut 
that was at the back of the church and also our school dinners were in that 
hall. 

Kitty: Well that were my classroom when I were there. At back, that was 
where classroom was.  We got Mr Hughes, we used to call him Daddy 
Hughes, he comes from Duckmanton. 

Andy: So did you go on Sunday school trips or anything like that?

Margaret: I would imagine we used to go, we certainly had the, oh the 
platforms used to be full for the Whitsun Anniversary.

Kitty: Going down street singing.
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Margaret: Yeah we used to go with a piano on a cart. Whose cart was it, was 
it Mr Marsh’s from the top of the street?

Kitty: I don’t know.

Margaret: There used to be a cart, we used to have a piano on the cart and 
we used to walk around the streets singing and girls all used to dress up in 
pretty dresses. 

Amy: Kitty’s dresses?

Margaret: No, it wasn’t Kitty’s dresses. I can remember in one of my outfits I 
walked through to the castle grounds and I fell in a brook on the castle field 
and I had my Sunday best on. It was Sunday school, called an anniversary 
celebration. We used to have it every year. 

Kitty: It was tradition.
  
Margaret:  We all used to practice recitations we used to stand up and 
recite something, practice a verse and take it in turns to stand up and read. 
Well the platform used to be full but there used to be loads of kids for the 
anniversary, and going to Sunday school at that point; the anniversaries 
were particularly popular.  Was it Whitsuntide? ‘Cause we used to call it the 
Whit Walk didn’t we?

Kitty:  Yeah we did.

Margaret: We used to call it the Whit Walk and used to go around a trail 
with a bloke with a piano on a trailer.

Andy: Was it pulled or was it or was there a horse pulling…

Margaret:  There was a horse. 

Amy: What year was that?

Margaret: Well I was born here ‘48 and I moved from here when I was nine 
but I did continue walking from down the hill every day to school down here 
to finish my schooling here.

Andy: So 50s, early 50s? 

Margaret: Yeah. But even so, when we lived at Langwith Road at Bolsover, 
we still used to have Whit Walks then.
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Andy: So how did people entertain themselves on a weekend?

Kitty: We played table games. Snakes and ladders, dominos.

Margaret: We went to the cinema.

Kitty: We used to go to pictures, we used to call it pictures down to Central 
Hall -  the Bug Hut, then end up at Plaza.

Andy: Hold on – the bug hut?

Sandra: Bug Hut.

Andy: Where was that?

Sandra: Down Carr Vale.

Andy:  And there were lots of cockroaches?

Margaret: Yes. That’s why they called it the Bug Hut.

Andy: Can you remember its real name?

Kitty: Central Hall. But we called it bug hut because there was nothing elab-
orate about it, just plain. 

Sandra:  We also used to go to the matinees on a Saturday.

Margaret: On a Saturday at the Plaza up here.

Sandra: No we couldn’t afford to go to the Plaza, it was more expensive.

Andy: I presume it’s not there anymore?

Kitty: No. 

Margaret: They used to have an upstairs because Mum and Dad would go 
upstairs.

Kitty: Yeah, they’d got a balcony. You went downstairs for a shilling and the 
balcony for one and sixpence.

Margaret: It used to be lovely Carr Vale did. There used to be a draper shop 
on the corner, a bakery, a chemist.
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Kitty: That One stop used to be a pub, Carr Vale Hotel.

Michael: Where was the train station in Carr Vale?

Margaret: Just after the Jam Factory.

Sandra:  My mum used to work there.

Michael: Did you ever go on the train?

Margaret: Yeah. 

Michael: Where did you go?

Kitty: Chesterfield, that way, and that way, Mansfield /Skegness.

Michael: Did you ever go Skegness? How much was it to Skegness?

Margaret: No idea. Can’t remember.

Kitty: We used to have to change at Lincoln.

Margaret: We used to go on trips didn’t we?

Kitty: You did.

Margaret: Everybody used to go to Skegness because you used to meet 
your next door neighbour. Yes Pit weeks. You’d all go Skegness and see one 
another at the seaside.

Kitty: They used to go to miners’ holiday camp.
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Margaret: We used to sleep in dormitories and mums and dads used to have 
the chalets.

Andy: Was it only for the use of miners and their families?

Margaret: Yes, more or less, it was to start with. We used to have a big 
dining hall. But sometimes they used to go to Rhyl, and then was it 
Bridlington, no, we used to splash out and go to …

Kitty: We went to Cleethorpes.

Margaret: But it was mostly Skegness, the miners’ holiday centre. There was 
a miners’ holiday centre at Rhyl. 

Andy: So did they put on entertainment there? Kind of like a Butlins/
Pontins sort of thing?

Margaret: Yeah. I’ve got some photographs of there. Mick Millington, used 
to be the Entertainments Manager for the miners camp.

Kitty:  You always went to walk on Sunday nights. That was the in thing with 
your mother and dad. In your Sunday best. Round Palterton. It was after 
chapel.

Margaret: I remember walking down to Carr Vale up to Sutton Hall and we 
went with Philip Marples, remember him? And our Malcolm and it may 
have been John Gaunt but I can’t remember but I was younger than them 
of course. We walked over to Sutton Hall and then when we came back it 
was a warm day. We hadn’t got a drink and we were hungry as well and I 
remember digging some potatoes up from a field and eating the potatoes 
from the ground. But my Mum allowing us to go at that age! 

Andy: How old were you?

Margaret: So I would only be seven or eight something like that? But 
walking to Sutton Hall and… 

Kitty:   We used to walk through the Rhododendron woods

Margaret: We used to walk right in a group. As I say, happy days but I can’t 
remember all of it, you can’t always remember can you?

Amy: How do you feel about coming back?

Margaret: Oh I was delighted to come back but it has changed - it’s not the
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same, it doesn’t feel the same but I am pleased to have been able to come 
back. 

Sandra: It’s not the house that I remember - 139. 

Sandra Davison, aged 14, 
with Patch the dog, 1960. 

Michael: You ought to go when it’s done up.

Amy: Kitty, where we are now, 133, what did this used to be? 

Kitty: The Killer’s house.

Margaret: Pat Killer?

Kitty: Pat Killer lived here. This were their house. Sherwins next door, then 
Kings, Barkers then…

Sandra: Davisons.

Kitty: I can’t remember the Davisons.
 
Sandra: That was us, that’s where my Mum and Dad lived.
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Kitty: They were all miners. 

Michael: Where was the doctors?

Kitty: This – 133. Yes. It was a miner’s house. The doctor used to rent it two 
days a week. The doctor used to come and have this as his room.

Andy: Hold his surgery in the front room! Was there anything changed in 
the room or was it just like coming into a parlour? 

Kitty: Oh no, it were still same. It were the miner’s house but the doctor had 
a surgery two mornings a week.

Margaret: Did patients used to come and he would write a prescription and 
examine them?

Kitty: Yeah that’s it. He had table. He had dining room table.

Margaret: It’s where he operated. (Laughs)

Kitty: No, he had the dining room table and that was his desk.

Andy: And he’d sit behind the dining room table and you’d come and sit and 
be examined?

Kitty:  There was a passage and a hall and they got some chairs in the hall 
for you to sit on for your turn.

The conversation between the participants ended with questions about the 
regeneration of the properties, planned between 2016 and 2019.
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Boza Paradise Village
As well as remembering the past, we have worked with New Bolsover 
Primary School to imagine the future of New Bolsover. 

Over 10 sessions in summer 2018, Storyteller Andy Messer and artist Bob 
Moulder supported the Year 4 class to create their own comic stories from 
scratch. After a history session looking at why the Model was built and 
Bainbridge’s hopes for the area, the young people got to work on redesigning 
the future Model Village and starting their fictional stories. The sessions were 
a creative challenge for the class, involving story development, character 
building, illustration, design, scriptwriting and onomatopoeia – because 
every comic needs a POW and ZAP.  

Imaginations went wild and the Model Village – renamed ‘Boza Paradise 
Village’ and illustrated by Bob below - is now equipped with a chocolate 
fountain, medical centre, village farm, amphitheatre, big screen and 
teleportation pod – all operated by wind turbines! Once all the scripts and 
artworks were produced, each team of writers and illustrators worked with 
Bob to edit their stories together using Adobe Photoshop. The result is 8 
bizarre yet wonderful comic stories, written, illustrated, designed and edited 
by pupils from the School.
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