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Preston Digital Archive
Annual Appeal
Our initial goal of collecting 8000 images before the commencement of Preston Guild
2012 has been met, but we need your help to expand the collection even more. So,
cap in hand, like Oliver Twist, we humbly ask for more.
We know you must have musty old albums, biscuits tins and the odd sock drawer full
of interesting items of Preston and the surrounding areas past. So how can you
submit them to us …..
Read on !
1.

If you have to ability to scan them to your computer, you can send them to
our email address as attachments (300 dpi. Photo quality please) to

prestondigitalarchive@hotmail.com
2.

3.

For the technically among us you can mail material to our local address. We
will make copies and return them to you (at our cost) Our mailing address is
as follows
Preston Digital Archive, PO Box 1316, Preston PR1 ORT.
Please remember to include a return address.
For heavier/bulky items such as postcard collection etc. one of our local
volunteers may be able to pick up and collect or scan on site. Please let us
know your preference. (Call us on 07733 321911)

So what are we looking for, obviously photographs form the core of our collection,
images of commercial or industrial activity, lost streets and buildings, social activity
and gatherings etc. We love to receive post cards, especially RP-PPC (Real Photo
Picture Post Cards) Ephemera covers a broad spectrum of items and would include
such items as theatre programmes, invitations, magazine articles, old advertisements
and newspaper cuttings, also old church magazines.
At present the upper date range is
1990. We also try and confine the
general geographical area to Preston,
Penwortham, Fulwood, Grimsargh,
Walton le Dale, Bamber Bridge and
Lostock Hall.
Finally we welcome any suggestions
you might have for improving our
archive. You can see our archive on
Flickr, to date we have received over
3,000,000 views, with an average daily
count of +8000.
Thankyou for your interest and
hopefully support.
Also a big thankyou to all Preston
Digital Archive viewers.
Regards from Barney
Preston Digital Archive

Welcome
Welcome to our 5th issue of The Preston Magazine, which we hope is
being enjoyed, please do let us know. It is a free magazine monthly,
relating to our town's history, which will contain lesser-known history
articles relating to Preston.
A big thankyou for our advertisers, without them we could not produce
this magazine. Please support them whenever you can. Please advertise
with us, contact details below.
Our thanks to Penwortham Priory Academy for their help and support in
the production of our magazine. A link on their website's community
pages allows you to read all issues online, as well as our sister magazine,
The Penwortham Magazine. www.priory.lancs.sch.uk you can also access
The Preston Magazine via www.blogpreston.co.uk
Many thanks to our guest writers, Steve Halliwell, Peter Vickers, Paul D.
Swarbrick and Robert Gregson. Also the continuing serial 'A Preston Lad'
about life in 1920's Preston written by Arthur Eric Crook (1917-1997)
Should you require a copy each month please contact us.
We are looking for images and memories relating to Preston, please send
them to us.
The Preston flag seen on the front of the magazine was designed by Philip
Tibbets, copyright has been waived to allow it to be used by anyone.
Take a look at the Preston groups on Flickr, there are thousands of
images, old and new.
Front Cover Image courtesy of The Preston Magazine
Regards,
Heather
Contact Details - Heather 07733 321 911
121 Broad Oak Lane, Penwortham, Preston, PR1 0XA
Email theprestonmagazine@gmail.com

PLEASE SUPPORT OUR LOCAL BUSINESSES
The Preston Magazine accepts no responsibility for any transactions, goods or services,
entered into with or provided by advertisers within these pages.

Fifth of November
The anniversary of 'The Gunpowder Plot' will be observed this morning at the Parish Church,
by the thanksgiving service for the day being performed, and the act of Parliament rehearsed.
This will be the first time that the order has been complied with in this town, at all events for
very many years.
Preston Chronicle November 5th 1842
We take the liberty of cautioning those who amuse themselves by firing guns and letting off
fireworks in honour of Guy Faux, in the neighbourhood of houses, to be careful of their
proceedings, as several instances have come to our knowledge of panes of glass having been
broken by pellets from such instruments, in the neighbourhood of Ribblesdale-place. It should
be known that it is penal to indulge in these amusements at all, and certainly so when they are
carried out so close to houses and public streets as to damage the property.
Preston Chronicle November 12th 1842
The anniversary of the Memorable Gunpowder Plot was celebrated in this town on Tuesday
last, by the ringing of the Parish Church Bells, and in the evening a considerable number of
youths amused themselves by the firing of cannons and sundry small displays of fireworks.
Preston Chronicle November 9th 1844
FIRE – Last night week, about ten o'clock, Mr Charles Jackson of Avenham, was knocked up
with an alarm that his house was on fire. On examination, it proved that the thatch of his
cottage was blazing. By prompt exertion the fire was subdued. The cause was, some ignited
matter dropped from a rocket, let off by some enthusiast to celebrate the 'glorious' Fifth of
November. Will folks never learn sense ?
Preston Chronicle November 13 1847
Gunpowder Plot – The commemoration of Guy Fawkes Day, which in some parts of Ireland
has been celebrated by noisy and riotous demonstrations, is in this and numerous other towns
gradually declining, and will some day will be remembered but slightly. The celebration has
for some time past lost its religious character, for though it is calculated to awaken and foster
animosity and bad feeling between Protestant and Catholic, the progress of education and
enlightened sentiment has shown the folly of these bitter fends. Now the fifth of November is
only regarded as a schoolboys holiday and the occasion for a pyrotechnic display. With the
exception of the firing off of cannon, a few rockets, 'flip-flaps' &c,. there was nothing to
indicate the common notion of the attempt to destroy the British Parliament.
Preston Chronicle November 12th 1870
CAUTION TO CHILDREN – Emmanuel Williams and John Higgins were each cautioned and
ordered to pay costs for setting off fireworks in the street.
Preston Guardian November 25th 1876
GUY FAWKES DAY - The fifth of November passed over in Preston without any great
pyrotechnic display, and the celebration of the event was confined to youths, who amused
themselves with fireworks of the small order. No accidents are reported.
Preston Guardian November 9th 1878

HALEWOOD and SONS of PRESTON
Antiquarian and Collectable
Booksellers Since 1867

Step Back In Time And Visit Our Two 'amazing' Shops At
37 And 68 Friargate, Preston, PR1 2ED and Browse To Your Hearts
Content !
LOCAL HISTORY A SPECIALITY FOR OUR FREE SERVICE
SEARCH OR IF YOU HAVE INTERESTING ITEMS FOR SALE

CONTACT MICHAEL HALEWOOD
(as featured regularly on Radio Lancashire)

on 01772 252613

or EMAIL- mh@halewood2216.freeserve.co.uk

The Black Horse
Friargate/Orchard St, Preston
8 Cask Ales – Unicorn, Dizzy Blonde,
XB, Golden Dragon, Old Tom,
Cumbria, IPA, Double Hop IPA,
Robinson Crusoe
Old Rosie Scrumpie, Amstel, Budvar,
Grolsh Blonde, Veltins Lagers, Stowford
Press Cider, Wines, Spirits, Bottles

Our café ‘The Graze and Grog’ is now
open 6 days a week, 12 till 7.

Oldest and Tallest Bar in Lancashire
Grade II listed.
Newly Refurbished
See our website for the Menu
01772 280455
www.blackhorse-preston.co.uk
theblackhorse44@aol.com

Old Preston Adverts – Preston Digital Archive

Up Up and Away, Again
Balloon accents were a big attraction at Preston, particularly in Guild Years. In
1862, the planned flights from Avenham Valley failed to occur due to some
misunderstanding about the delivery of the balloon which, is appears, was not
collected from railway office. The vast crowds gathered on Avenham Walks,
the tram road, East Cliff and the slopes of Avenham valley were disappointed.
Mr Coxwell was able to make amends later in September when, after the
inauguration of the Crompton statue at Bolton favourable winds dispatched
the balloon and its occupants in the direction of Preston. Passing Hoghton
Tower it proceeded to fly over Walton Bridge, London Road, Lancaster Road,
and The Adelphi. During its passage over the town thousands of persons
came into the street to witness it. Passing over Fylde Road, Tulketh and
Fulwood it headed for the Fylde landing near to The Saddle Inn at Lea. The
balloon was transported to Mr Crook's Pleasure Boat Inn, Ribbleside for
storage. Mr Crook had been one of the seven passengers making the trip.
During the Guild Year of 1882 there was a number of events planned, some
being more rewarding than others. At Easter the balloon “Excelsior”, owned
by Mr Whelan of Huddersfield and with Mr Adams as the aeronaut, was to
make an accent from The Pleasure Gardens. “Shortly after six o'clock Mr
Adams entered the balloon, but to the chagrin of everybody, it was found that
there was not sufficient lifting power, even when all surplus ballast had been
removed.” Further attempts to further inflate the balloon proved unsuccessful
and the flight was abandoned, the spectators having to contend themselves
with dancing to the music of The North Lancashire Regiment Band and a
firework display. Whitsuntide brought with it an opportunity for The Pleasure
Gardens to make up for the earlier disappointment, this time with services of
Mr J. Simmons and his balloon
“The Colonel” which was to
make both flights and also
allow the public to make
captive accents. The free
flights and the tethered
accents proved successful, but
were not without incident. Mr
Simmons gave the following
interesting sketch of his
journey “ I left The Pleasure
Gardens at 6.30pm. At 6.33 I
was alongside an immense
bank of black cloud. The sea
was like a great silver mirror
while I was looking at it under

a cloud, but when I rose sufficiently to view it over the cloud its aspect was
gloomy in the extreme. At 6.38 I was shut from the sight of land or sea.
There were different currents at varying altitudes, and as, at 6.48, I heard a
rumbling very much like the breakers on the coast, I came low enough to
satisfy myself that the noise was not the sea. I was now in a rainstorm only
about 1.000ft above the summit of a lofty range of hills. Had I landed here I
should have been knocked about a good deal, so I discharged some ballast,
in a few seconds I was again in cloudland. There was not the slightest chance
of ascertaining at the moment the course I was taking. I had another
suspicion I was nearing the sea, therefore at 6.55 I opened my valve. The
earth quickly reappeared to me. I was not quick enough in my movements to
escape diving into the top of s lofty elm tree, but a sharp brush with the tree,
and my car full of leaves and branches, were all I got away with 'as extras'.
…..I asked where I was and was surprised on being told 'A mile from
Preston'…. I thought I had been borne back by an upper current, contrary to
the one which I had started; however I was utterly out of my reckoning, for I
had descended at Preston in Yorkshire, 33 miles from Preston whence I had
ascended, so that I had travelled 33 miles in 25 minutes.” When a party was
about to set off on a captive flight a gust of wind caused the basket to bump
violently along the ground, at which point several passengers opted to leave,
including Major Hall and his wife. A further free flight reached Broughton
where Mr Dixon who was a passenger was able to “drop in” on his friend Mr
Sandham in time for tea. Mr Simmons and “The Colonel” where again
engaged for the guild celebration and, again with Mr Crook reached the
Corporation Farm at Chorley. Mr Crook celebrated his 71st birthday by again
taking flight at the 1902 Guild Celebration when the balloon left Moor Park,
landing in the Glasson Dock area. The illustration is a “still” from the DVD,
Preston and Its Guild produced by The North West Film Archive and shows
the launch of the balloon at Moor Park in 1902, available at The Harris
Museum and other outlets. Mr Joseph Simmons went on to cross the English
Channel but eventually
perished in 1888 when
his balloon crashed
during an attempted
journey from London to
Vienna. Around 1913 Mr
Crook's Pleasure Boat Inn
was converted into two
houses, adjacent to the
Mini-Centre.
Pete Vickers

Preston Past: The Castle Hotel On Cheapside,
Market Square.
by Paul D. Swarbrick
Originally known as the
Castle Inn and was built in
1623, the Castle Hotel was
situated in Cheapside opposite
the Market Square and is
shown in Image 1. It was very
much a favourite hostelry in
the centre of the town for
many Prestonians. This was
also the chosen establishment
for the meeting place of many
building societies and
insurance companies of Preston and the surrounding areas.
The whole building, especially the interior had a style of grandeur about it
and Peter Whittle in his 'History Of Preston' (1837) wrote…“The Castle
Inn, in the Market Place was erected in 1623 and was at that time deemed
to be an elegant building. A fine chimney piece was placed in a room over
the gateway, consisting of a frontispiece (over the fireplace) carved with a
mass of miniature columns, arches, niches and caryatids, piled up to the
ceiling. The columns were after the Grecian style of architecture. This
piece of work was executed by Lawrence Winstanley, carver in Preston.”
To have an idea of How the hotel appeared in earlier times, image 2 shows
the Castle
and
Commercial
Hotel
Watercolour
by Edwin
Beattie
One of the
notable
events held
at the Castle
Hotel in
1865 was on

the completion of Preston's, new Town Hall, when one hundred and fifty of
the workmen involved with the Town Hall construction were entertained to
a considerable lunch paid for by the Corporation and the contractors. I
hesitate to think that this could happen in this day and age.
Around 1910 the Castle Hotel was purchased by the Refuge Assurance
Company, was transformed into commercial premises and was then known
as 'Castle Chambers'. During the years following the change of use
companies and shops were to occupy the various units the building was
divided into. In the early part of the twentieth century the Football League
were to take up tenancy in part of the premises and remained there for
some years. In the main photograph above of the Castle Hotel, it can be
seen that the premises on the lower right of the image is the Argenta Meat
Company based in Oldham who, interestingly, eventually became
Dewhurst's The Master Butchers. Also in this image the underpass to the
left of the butchers that would originally lead to the courtyard behind the
hotel and eventually became a narrow thoroughfare leading to the premises
of the Lancashire Evening Post for use of their vans to collect newspapers
from the presses for delivery.
In the early 1990's,
following the closure of
Castle Chambers in 1989,
the whole of the building
was remodelled and was
replaced by shops as it is
today. One small feature
still remains though and
that is a small 'spur stone'
at the junction of two of
the shops and this is
illustrated in the image
below. I wonder how
many people pass this
every day on Cheapside in
Preston and never really
notice it. Image 3
illustrates the remaining
existence of one of the spur stones of the former underpass
These articles showcase photos from the brilliant Preston Digital Archive
which is an online archive of images of Preston's past.

A Preston Lad
By Arthur Eric Crook
On going to school the golden rule was, if the girls from next door where en route to
their place of learning, we had to walk on the opposite side of the road. No talking to
the female species, brothers and sisters had to ignore each other. There were four in
the Huxley family, Douglas, Johnny, Shelia and Gladys, then Ada, Emily and Wilfred
Sanger, but they were not allowed to communicate, it was not considered the proper
thing to do.
When any of the home children reached their fourteenth year, they had to leave. The
boys were sent to work on farms, the girls as domestics. All had to have a 'live in'
job. Maybe the brothers and sisters never met again, they may not have missed each
other, as the bond was broken over the years they had spent in the orphanage.
When I first became an inmate, I was more or less one of the youngest. Although
over the years, children as young as three to five were intakes. Sometimes they did
not stay long, just a matter of weeks and then went home again, presumably the
mother was ill and the father dare not take time off work to look after them in case he
lost his job. In the main they were lice-infested and dirt was ingrained into their skin,
especially at the back of the heel, between the ankles and the back of necks. They did
not know what having a bath was like. Everyone at the home had a bath twice a
week. Mondays and Thursdays, two at a time, with 'fluid' added to the water. The
fluid was disinfectant, carbolic, I think, it was pink.
Being at the youngest end and a new boy it was a case of look and listen to the older
boys, Joe Aspden, the De pledge brothers and Denis and Cyril Waters.
Cyril once squared up to the headmaster at school, St. Mary's C of E, and offered to
fight him behind the blackboard. Mr Sykes, a tough old bird, in pince nez, who
sniffed a lot, gave him one smack across the chops, it not only knocked him to the
floor, it also knocked the fight out of him, it was the talking point for weeks.
As these lads reached fourteen years and school leaving age, some were shipped off to
Canada and never heard of again, and in such fashion families were often split up
forever.
Myself and the two Waddington boys were the first lads in the orphanage to be found
local work on farms.
Miss Hall, 'the mother' ruled the roost with an iron fist, the slightest misdemeanor or
stray from the rules called for retribution.
She had four alternatives, a smack across the ear hole, the strap, which hung beside
the fireplace, quarter of an inch thick and tails at the striking end, administered freely
with severity, or one was made to sit in a bath full of cold water, for half an hour,
whatever the weather, or stripped bare naked in the bathroom and lashed with a wet
towel for a good ten minutes.

You had no choice, of course, it was purely random, depending on her mood and the
severity of the crime, God, she was a monster. Milder punishment was meted out for
simpler wrongdoing, sent to bed without tea, and no extras, which meant no cakes and
biscuits, after our tea of jam and bread, or denied an apple after dinner when we went
back to school. The worst by far was being denied your Saturday penny.
In the beginning I really did think that one day Mum Brown would miraculously
appear and take me home. I dreamt constantly of Dewhurst Row, being happy,
playing in the fields, having my hair tousled by Mr Thornley on his return from work,
and being fussed over by the Dixon girls, but to no avail.
The chores became part of my day. I came to realise that I had to work hard and
perform them to the best of my ability. Depending on her mood Miss Hall could kick
the bucket of water over and demand you scrub the floor all over again. I often
couldn't see the flags for tears in my early days. It seemed a neverending ritual of
cleaning and polishing, with no praise whatsoever for a job well done. To a little boy
it made no sense at all to be constantly cleaning something which was already clean.,
knowing that later the same day you would be cleaning it again. The only thing that
kept me sane I think at that tender age was knowing the other kids did not consider
me as some strange character with satanic roots, we were all chastised by her and I
could see when she went off on one, that they did not understand why she had it in for
me. I was one of them, on equal terms, not a lower entity, as she tried to imply.
For the first two years I was there, we must have been the only boys in the whole of
Preston who still wore those horrible stiff collars one sees on the Victorian postcards
or photographs. Black ribbed stockings, like the ones girls wore. And capes !!!!
They made us look like infantile Sherlock Holmes', we stood out like sore thumbs and
all and sundry called us 'The Home Boys'. Then some enlightened member of the
Board of Guardians brought us into the twentieth century. We were dressed in grey
shirts and striped ties, with grey stockings with two blue bands on the turn down,
bicycle stockings, we called them, but we still had to wear clogs, like everyone else.
Every three weeks were had our hair cropped at Crooks on New Hall Lane, and boy,
do I mean cropped. We had a job to part our hair, and what we did have was plastered
down by rubbing it with soap.
Being 'Home Lads' we had to bear the butt of snide and cruel remarks at times, so you
had to be a decent fighter or you got some stick. When I was twelve or thirteen I fell
out with the 'cock of the school' and challenged him to a fight. Albert Ryan was his
name, he lived in Pleasant or Brunswick Street, a rather rough area in those days. I
got pasted, busted nose, split lip. I never even touched him. I got egged on by a
crowd of lads watching ' Come on, Croppy ! (My nickname) I couldn't , it was like
chasing a shadow. I only found out later that his went to a boxing gymnasium. He
rubbed salt into the room, by patting me on the shoulder and saying 'Nice try'. Still I
got a bit of reflected glory for even having a go at him.

Preston Lamplighters
PRESTON NEW COVERED MARKET - We understand that the new covered market
was lighted with gas for the first time last night. It took one man half an hour to perform
the operation, he having to mount a ladder at each pillar and light the gas above the glass
shade. The difficult task of the lamplighter was witnessed by a large number of
spectators, who appeared much amused at the spectacle.
Preston Guardian Saturday November 20 1875
Death of an old lamplighter - On
Wednesday there was interred in
the Roman Catholic portion of the
cemetery, and old man named
Thomas Bradley, 78 years of age,
who for over 60 years has been a
lamplighter in this town. The
deceased was born in one of the
thoroughfares off Friargate, on the
21st June, 1800. When 12 years of
age he was engaged to assist in the
lighting of the oil lamps, which at
that time illuminated the town.
The old obelisk in the Market
Place was in his charge, and was
lighted by him for some years. In
1815, the Preston Gas Co's Works were opened in Avenham-lane and Bradley was
appointed on of the small staff of lighters who were appointed to take charge of the public
lamps. A few years ago he transferred his services to Fulwood, and was the first who lit
the lamps in that suburb. Four years ago he retired, and
has since lived with his grandson, Mr Robert Emmett,
at 72 Miles Street. He expired on Sunday from
bronchitis and senile decay.
Preston Guardian June 22 1878
In 1880 The Lamplighters Office was situated at 4 St.
John Street.
Preston Lamplighters - dates relate to evidence found
William Wilson
Patrick Burns
William Wilcock
James Troughton
John Berry
William Miller
John Simons
William Butler
? Yates
James Parkinson

1848
1858
1862
1865
1866
1866
1868
1870
1876
1877

INTO THE VALLEY OF DESPAIR
Ghosts from the past
Walk along Church St.
Jacobian rebels
wail from their wounds
at the White Bull.
Orator Hunt pleads for reform
at the Grey Horse
and Temperate Livesey
fails his attempt
as they drink his health
under his blue plaque.
Once the heart of the town
the church is lost in the midst of time
as shoppers rush to the sales
Martha the Methodist also failed
as alcohol flows from the streets cellars.
The disorderly house
of the Blue Bell remembers Ann Ratcliffe
with her throat cut
in a pool of blood.
Along this street
the horses reposed
from their police work
and at the brewery stables
they laid down their loads
Church Street life is over
as jazz bars sing no more.
Office blocks and flats

line the ancient streets
burying its ghosts.
Christine Billington

Arrival of the Third Lancashire Militia
Monday evening last was a day a real rejoicing in Preston, for The Third
Lancashire Militia, after an absence of twelve months within about a fortnight –
which had been spent upon the Rock of Gibraltar, - returned to their homes and
kindred. About half past six in the evening, the train conveying the eight
th
companies which left Preston on the 29 June, 1855, arrived at the railway station,
their advent being notified to the eager and anxious crowds who literally besieged
the station, by the gladsome cheers of the men, and the explosion of some fog
signals that had been placed upon the rails. But it was anything but a fog in
which the militia arrived; it was a beautifully clear summer evening, and when
they emerged from the station, where they were met by the depot battalion under
the command of Capt. Edwards, they were surrounded by 'hearts of love and
loving eyes'. As they marched up Fishergate, and through Church-street to their
Barracks, preceded by the excellent band of the regiment, many and loud were the
cheers that gladdened the hearts of the men; and more than a score of times the
ranks were broken by a brother, a sister, or a friend, who rushed in to grab the
hand of some loved one, oftener still were evidences of a more tender regard
displayed by ladies for some of the men, whom it was difficult for them to
recognise under nature's badge of manhood, which, in the air of Gibraltar had
been allowed to grow in full luxuriance on lip and chin. The streets were lined
with spectators, and the windows looking upon the road were occupied by
admiring witnesses of the order and discipline of the regiment, which by one who
was not aware of its character, could not have been distinguished from one of the
line. The men looked remarkably well, and, with their bronzed countenances and
their hirsute appendages, at which we have hinted, gave one a good idea of the
return of the Crimean heroes, whose places they have so creditably filled while
the army was performing more dreadful duties. Col. Wilson Patten, MP., joined
the regiment at Liverpool on Sunday, and the other officers who accompanied it
into town were : Lieut. Col.
Mathias; Major Fielden,
M.P; Capts. German,
Sylvester, Oriele Crosse,
Ayrton, and Parker.
Lieutenants Whittaker,
Minnet, Shiels, Knox, Furey
and Ormsby. Ensigns Pavoy,
Turner, Blackmore and
Hicks. – The streets perhaps
never presented so strong an
appearance as they did on
Monday evening, even on a
peace celebration.
Sat June 21st 1856

The Bamber Bridge and Preston Extension - The
Lancashire and Yorkshire Railway around Preston
Trains from Liverpool had to reverse from Lostock Hall to get to Preston and it was this
factor, together with the high tolls exacted for use of the Farington – Preston section that
prompted the ELR to apply again for an independent route into Preston. Notwithstanding
strong opposition from the NU and Preston Corporation, the bill was passed on July 22,
1847; the Corporation managing to secure a clause in the act which obliged the ELR to
create an ornamental park at the north end of the Ribble viaduct, with walkways,
flowerbeds, shrubberies and water features. This was well planned out and merged
beautifully with the existing park at Avenham.
Work on the Bamber bridge to Preston Extension as it became known, began in November
1848, with the main contractors, McCormick and Daglish, sub-contracting the work to
Bridgewater & Crowther. The biggest obstacle involved the crossing of the flood plain
between Whitehouse and the Ribble, where the ground was deemed to be too soft to take
an earth and gravel embankment.
A viaduct was therefore constructed, comprising 52 brick arches, each with a span of 30ft.,
and deep pile-driving was required for each pier before solid ground could be reached. On
Thursday October 25 1849, the work was set back by several months following the
collapse of 13 arches during a period of particularly bad weather. Fifteen of the arches
had already been completed before the disaster occurred and six others were in progress.
Most of the piers had been completed and were ready to receive their arches. The arches
complete or in the course of completion were those from the 17th to the 37th (numbered
from the Ribble bridge). The timber centering of arches 37 to 26 had been slackened off
for some time, but that of arch No.27 had only been slackened on the previous Tuesday.
The centering of arch No.16 and those between Nos. 27 to 37 remained in situ. The piers
were built upon timber pile foundations, with timber sheeting some 8 or 9 inches thick
were fixed to the sides. The soil in this part of the valley was of a mossy, spongy nature,
(bog soil), and the piles would needed to have been driven down into firmer ground which,
apparently, was not the case with some of them. The combined weight of each arch and
one pier is around 120 tons, there being some 81 yards of brickwork in each. Arches No.
17 to 21 were given a membrane of asphalt, this being a composition of pitch, sand and
gravel; the purpose being to prevent the ingress of rain and to enable the mortar to set; in
the long term it also protected the brickwork. At the time of the accident, the other arches
had not been asphalted. It had been raining for some days, causing flooding in the
adjoining fields and washing away the mortar in places. The masonry collapsed shortly
after one o'clock on Thursday afternoon. Such was the condition of the weather at the
time that only a few workmen were in the vicinity of the construction site and there were
no injuries. The remarkable thing about it was that only the day before, over 100
workmen were employed upon and around the arches. Arch No.27 is alleged to have been
the first one to give way, and this appears to be probable, as an inspection of the
remaining piers on each side of the arch, found them to have vertical cracks in the
brickwork and leaning slightly over towards each other, indicating great pressure from the
adjoining masonry. The two arches from which the centering had not been slackened,
Nos. 28 and 29, and the ten arches on the other side of No. 27, fell almost immediately
together, No.17 was the last to give way. Arch 16 would in all probability have given way
as well, but for the fact that the pier between it and No.17 was almost three times the
thickness of the others, and consequently able to stand the pressure. To be
continued……………………… Bob Gregson

C.T.S. SECURITY
Intruder Alarms – Door Intercoms
Audio and Video Access Control
Closed Circuit Television – Aid Call
Emergency Call Alarms
Security Lights
Lock Replacement and Fitting
Light Electrical
Installation Maintenance and
Repair Free Quotes
We are a family firm with over 35 years experience

Call Les on 07774 109640
info@ctsaccess.co.uk

J E ELECTRICAL SERVICES
IF YOU ARE LOOKING FOR AN ELECTRICIAN THEN LOOK NO FURTHER!
I HAVE OVER 40 YEARS OF EXPERIENCE IN THE TRADE AND I AM
CITY AND GUILDS QUALIFIED.
I PRIDE MYSELF IN QUALITY AND RELIABILITY.
I OFFER A COMPREHENSIVE RANGE OF SERVICES INCLUDING:
•
REWIRES
•
REPAIRS
•
ALARMS
•
OUTSIDE SUPPLIES
•
CENTRAL HEATING CONTROLS
•
TELEPHONE POINTS
APPROVED
•
NO CALL OUT CHARGE
FULLY INSURED
I OFFER FREE ESTIMATES AND GOOD RATES.
PLEASE CONTACT ME ON MOBILE NO: 07835 664755
HOME: 01772312507
Email: jeelectrical@virginmedia.com

