At number 4P lantationStreetin 1914 lived a family by the name of
Edmondson. Below is a extract from Life In Bacup written By SFephen
Edmondsonit is his memories of living on Plant Back as a child.

T

by Stephen Edmondson!

I am going to try and tell you about my life in Badup
from birth up to the present day; the changes in Bacup both
in appearance and employment prospects.

I'd better begin before I was born and tel' ~bout my
parents. My mother's maiden name was Riley and her
parents came from Foxford in Irelxnd around 1880 to settle
in Bacup for work owing to the depression in Ireland. The
men were mainly labourers in the quarries or went on the
land, and women went into the cotton mills. My father's
family came from Wycolor, a village between Burnley and
Nelson and they came to Bacup around 1900, and settled at
Lee Mill.

My mother was a Roman Catholic and was educated
at St Mary's school in Bacup and my father went to St
Saviour’s on New Line. There was a lot of bigotry and
antagonism in religious beliefs about that time,so I have
been told, and my mother’s parents were very surprised,
and I fancy my father's family was too when they started
courting. As far as the Catholic religion went a non-
Catholic had to have a period of instruction in the Catholic
faith to be married in a Catholic church. Anyway they were
married by a Father Lane in 1907, in 1909 my sister Mary
was born, and 1911 my sister Margaret was born. I was
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Life In Bacup

born on 6th April 1914. We were all living at 43 Plantation
St. This was a street of about 80 houses and they consisted
of living room, a very small kitchen with a stone slab for a
sink; with just one cold water tap. One large bedroom and
a small one. The fireplace was a large iron one with oven
at one side and on the other side a boiler, which one had to
fill up with water as soon as you had used any. It was
heated from the heat from the coal fire. Some of these
boilers were white washed inside to try and stop them
going rusty.

Toilets were in a row of five outside on the street and
4 to 5 houses joined at them. Each household in turn had
to keep them clean every week by scrubbing the seats and
mopping the floor. The toilet was a tub and you sat on a
board with a round hole in it; as for toilet paper, you had
newspaper cut into sheets and threaded on a string, and this
hung on a nail behind the door. If your toilet had a lock the
key would be hung near the door in the house. It usually
had a bobbin on a string for easy finding. The tubs used to
be emptied oncg a week by a man employed by the council,
and he used to come round at night between twelve and six.

Plantation St. started at the end of the shops
extending from where the Rates Office used to be and then
up a brew at the back of Market St.

There were shops on Market St. and houses all the
way down as far as the Railway Station. We were lucky to
have trains then running from Bacup to Rochdale and
Manchester. When you walked up the brew Plantation St.
took a turn right and you carried on to what we called the
‘Bonks', more about that area later.
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When I was 4 months 0ld the great war started. That )
was in August and my father enlisted and was posted to
Tidworth, Hampshire in the East Lancs regiment. I
understand he had two or three leaves before being posted
to India, and my mother found she was pregnant. My
brother was born in 1915 but only lived for 18 months. I
was too young to remember all this; I go off what my

mother told me. .

When I was nearly 4 years old I was taken to St.
Mary's school where my two sisters went. Whether we
would have gone there if my father had nobeen at the war
is debatable because in the bottom I think he was as bigoted
as lots of other C of E people at that time. :

I can just remember going into the infant's class and
meeting this big lady who I found out was Miss Turner.
She took me by the hand and taking me into the classroom

to meet the other children.

My next recollection seems to be my meeting this big
man who came in class. He was dressed all in black with a
big cape fast one end with a buckle at the neck. He was
introduced as Father Keily, and he told us we were to
concentrate on learning our Catholicism, which started
““Who made you ?", and we replied ""God made me."
“Why did God make you ?", and we again replied ""God
made me to know him, love him and be happy in this world
and the next." This we were told was to prepare us for our
first communion at 7 years of age. This was taken on the

feast of Corpus Christi.







