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Another Casket of Lives

The photograph on the previous page is of a works group in 
Attercliffe. I believe that my grandmother is somewhere in it. 

I have not been able to find as much about the Walker side of the 
family, which is the side of my mothers descent. My mother had 
told me that her my maternal grandmother’s father had owned a 
dairy in Attercliffe, Sheffield. She said that he had lost the business 
through some kind of misfortune. This guided me in looking 
through census records to discover the following.  

My great grandfather was William Henry Harris, who I have 
discovered, was born in 1861 in Cornwall. At what point he moved 
north I do not know, but he married Mary Harris who was born 1860 
in Eston, Yorkshire, which is near Redcar and at the foot of the 
Cleveland Hills. He is listed as a Milk Dealer (own account) and in 
the 1901 Census the address given is 682 Attercliffe Road 
Sheffield. I also gather from something written on the back of an 
old photograph that he also lived at: "Westville", Derbyshire Lane, 

Woodseats, Sheffield. 

This photograph on the left was among my mother’s box and is not 
named, but I suspect that it could possibly be one of the Attercliffe 
Harris’s. Perhaps the man below is William earlier in life? 

Another man called James Harris was born in Cornwall in 1842. At 
what point he moved north I do not know. He married a woman 
called Mary Ann who was born in 1845 in Rawmarsh, near 
Rotherham.  

He was listed as being a Milk Dealer (worker) in the 1901 census 
and the address given is  35 Baker Street, Attercliffe cum Darnall, 
Sheffield.  Also resident is Walter Murlow, 18, a boarder, single, and 
described as a steelmaker, born in Sheffield. 
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An old photograph of my Great 
Grandmother. She is the image of 

my Grandmother later in life!

Two more photographs 
from my mothers box 

which must be of some of 
the Attercliffe branch of 

the family, judging by the 
photographers marks.
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A map of Attercliffe shows these two men. William Henry and James Harris, and their families 
living just round the corner from each other. The coincidence of their both being milk dealers from 
Cornwall seems to indicate that they might have been related, but I can’t be sure of anything beyond 
that which I have said here.  

William Henry, and Mary Harris had their first child, also called William Henry, in 1887 when they 
seem to have been living in Castleford, Yorkshire. He is listed in the 1901 census as living at 682 
Attercliffe Road Sheffield. 
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My Mum’s Uncle Phil

Uncle Will.
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The next child is Amelia, born in 1889, by which time the address 
given is Barnsley. In the 1901 census she is listed as living at  682 
Attercliffe Road Sheffield.  

This was my mum’s Auntie Millie whom I remember very well. 
She married a man calked Phil Matthews. Mum’s uncle Phil gave 
Mum away at her wedding. 

I don’t remember Uncle Phil, but ‘Auntie Millie’ as I called her 
sticks very much in my memory.  

I always had a soft spot for her although she was known as 
being something of an unpredictable and outspoken woman, 
much given to calling a spade a spade. She evidently once told 
my Auntie Gwen that she ‘looked like a prostitute’ on account of 
the amount of make-up she wore. I always had the feeling that 
her relationship with my grandmother was somewhat guarded 
on account of her forthright views. 

She wasn’t a bit posh, always in my memory wearing a wrap 
over pinny and hair net, she had a wide smile and always made 
me feel most welcome. She lived in Rotherham near the Brecks, 
a pub which mum & dad sometimes called at to meet Gwen & 
Ted. Brecks Crescent, if I remember rightly. 

In the garden there was a ruined hut which I loved to play in, as it 
reeked of chickens! The house was furnished in rather an old-

fashioned manner which I also liked, and there were fascinating sets of dice, (poker dice) and 
dominoes which I used to play with.  

They had a s son also called Phil, who must have been born sometime about 1915. He was rather 
strange, and had a very abrupt way of talking. I think my mum was a bit wary of him, and she once 
said that he had meningitus as a child and it had left him handicapped.  
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My Mum’s Auntie Millie, and Mum’s Uncle Phil.

My Mum’s Auntie Millie.

My Mum’s Auntie Millie.
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I think it was also 
suggested that he also 
occasionally had epileptic 
fits.  I cant say that I was 
bothered by him, 
although he did seem a 
little bit remote, although 
no more than many men 
who are not used to 
children. His wife was 
called Dolly, and she was 
thin with round glasses 
and red blobs on each 
cheek, and she looked a 
little like a cartoon 
character. 

The next child was Fred, who was born in 1891, again in Barnsley. He also is listed in the 1901 
census as living at 682 Attercliffe Road Sheffield. I was told by my grandma that one of her 
brothers died young and was blind as a result of “of a mastoid” which eventually burst, and as he 
died said “I can see, ma.” It is possible that this was Fred, I have no further information on him. 
Mastoiditis is an infection of mastoid process, the portion of the temporal bone of the skull that is 
behind the ear which contains open, air-containing spaces. It is usually caused by untreated acute 
otitis media (middle ear infection) and used to be a leading cause of child mortality.  

Page !5

My Mum’s Auntie Millie as I remember her, with friend Mrs Hudson.

My Mum’s cousin Phil in the middle.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mastoid_process
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Temporal_bone
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Skull
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ear
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Otitis_media
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The next along is George S. who was born in 1896, by which time the family 
is living in Attercliffe. In the 1901 census the address is given as 682 
Attercliffe Road Sheffield.   

I have a medal, a Mons Star (1914-15) in his name. This medal was authorised 
in 1918 for award to those who saw service in a theatre of war as defined 
in Admiralty  and Army orders between 5th August 1914 and the 31st of 
December 1915. I also have two Victory Medals, 1914-1918 for my 
mother’s father, and also for William. The Victory Medal was 
awarded for service in any theatre of war between 5th August 1914 
and 11th November 1918. It was automatically awarded to everyone 
who received either the 1914 Star or 1914-15 Star, and most of those 
who received the British War Medal also received the Victory Medal. It 
was never awarded singly. There isn’t such a medal existing as far as I 
know for George. I was told that one of my Grandma’s brothers was a 
sniper and was killed in the great war. It is possible that this was 
George, but I cannot be sure. 

My grandmother came next, Edith May, who was born on the 4th of  
January in 1899, In the 1901 census she also is listed at 682 Attercliffe Road, Sheffield. Also 
resident at the 1901 census is Mary Ann Whitbread, General Servant (Domestic), born Doncaster, 
and Amy Lindley, General Servant (Domestic), born Lingall. 

There may possibly have been other children after my 
grandmother, I can’t really be sure as census records 
are only available up until 1901, and I have only 
family memory and hearsay to go on. In 1901 my great 
grandfather was 40, and grandmother was 41, so it is 
not likely that there were many.  

My mother mentioned some other relatives too. Annie 
Harris born possibly about 1890, who married a man 
called Hetherington.  They had a daughter Averil 
Hetherington, born about 1910. Her son was called 
George. They had a dairy off the Moor, Sheffield. She 
does not appear in the 1901 census for either my great 
grandfather’s household nor James and Mary’s, who in 
1901 had no children listed. 

 I do not know the nature of the relationship to my 
mother, other that my mother called her “Auntie 
Annie”. Perhaps she was not a Harris, but an Aunt on 
my grandfather’s side, a Walker. My mother also 
spoke of a branch of the family in South Shields, one 
of whom “had been a High Sheriff of Newcastle, three 
times.” Maybe this links the photograph to the North 
East? I do not know.  
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The Mons Star

My Mum’s Auntie Annie Hetherington 
and George.

http://www.northeastmedals.co.uk/britishguide/ww1_1914_15_star_award.htm
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Another thing she spoke of, was visiting some 
relatives in the north east near the coast, Whitley 
Bay, I believe. She said they were fisher folk and 
she shuddered at the memory of a live lobster being 
dropped into a big pan. When this was she never 
said, but it may have been during the war when she 
had a short period as a land girl near Morpeth. 

Where embroidery ends and the truth lies is a very 
mysterious region! 

My mum also mentioned Peggy Harris, born about 
1895 in Sheffield. She had a daughter, Peggy born 
about 1915. I have a suspicion that I did meet her, 
but can’t really remember anything if I did. 

Mum also mentioned an Auntie Meggie Harris, 
who was probably born about 1900. 
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My Mum’s cousin Peggy

Cousin Averil, South Shields

My Mum’s Auntie Annie Hetherington
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There are a lot of old photographs, which have 
fascinated me since childhood, wondering who 
these mysterious faces are, with whom I have 
some kind of contact. As very few have any 
names attached, and the box was such a jumble 
it is very hard trying to sort out which branch 
of the family they are connected to, although 
this exercise has enabled me to pin some of 
them down. 

I don’t know much about the early life of my 
grandmother, other than the odd thing 
mentioned by her or my mother, who was 
born on the 23rd July 1922 while the family 
were living at 59 Wellgate, Rotherham. 

I remember being told that she worked as a 
cook at a “gentleman’s club” in Rotherham, 
although with hindsight I don’t know if this 
might have been a little overstated.  
She tended to talk herself up I suspect, and 
the term “gentleman’s club” does seem rather 
grand for Rotherham, (Barnsley with 
carpets...) 
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Just two of the mysteries from the box of 
family photographs!

My Mum’s Auntie Meggie
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 I assume that after grandfather died the family must have 
been in changed circumstances, and a letter to my mum from 
dad in 1943 is addressed to 3 Collegiate Terrace, 19 Moorgate 
Rotherham, and another two addressed to 10 Mabel street, 
Wellgate, Rotherham, in 1944. This is the part of town where 
a club of sorts may have been. 

After grandfather died, she became fond of a drink and I 
gather was not very pleasant when affected by it. There is a 
letter from my dad to my mum in 1943 in which he 
mentions grandma getting the job of night telephonist at 
Wath, and how he hopes it will be good for her. He goes on 
to tell mum that perhaps the reason she relies on a drink is 
because she is depressed and that this new job will be a 
help. My Dad later recalled how she once threw a suitcase 
of his clothes down the stairs at Fitzwilliam Street and of 
her being able to “swear for twenty minutes without 
repeating a word.” He once added that my “grandfather 
died to get away from her!” My dad was not usually given 
to bitterness and he must have been provoked for him to express himself like that. This was all in 
sharp contrast to the sweet and gentile old lady image which she liked to adopt. It was not only 
family recollections though, as after my mum died, I had a conversation with Sheila Condon who 
had lived next door to us and who (I had not known this before) had also ‘baby sat’ the switchboard 
for grandma (quite illegally, as she was then still at school) whilst she popped down to the Saracen’s 
Head. She described how this sweet old lady went out, and how this termagant would return, foul 
mouthed and hat awry. It was a clearly problem for a long time. 

My memory of her is as a perpetual old lady, she was always very insistent that she was “a 
Victorian” born “a year before the turn  of the century.” On one occasion, when Gilly had only met 
her shortly before, she said she was an ‘old lady.’ Gilly replied that she wasn’t all that old,  (she 
would have been about 66 or 67 at the time) and the reply came back very firmly “I am a VERY old 
lady!”  

When I was little, Edith May Walker worked 
as a night telephonist/caretaker at 13 
Fitzwilliam Street Wath upon Dearne South 
Yorkshire. After the exchange went 
automatic, in a new building across the road, 
she moved into a flat in Sandygate, beyond 
the fields by my junior school. For a time, she 
worked as a cook at a hotel in Blackpool, and 
I remember us visiting her there (smelling of 
chips) I think this was quite hard and I don’t 
think she was there long. Why this interlude 
came about I have no idea. 
 I suppose it would have been when she was 
about sixty, she moved into a small old folks 
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Averil & Grandma, Blackpool,  August 1948

My Grandmother, 
Edith May Walker
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bungalow near where the White Bear had been, these houses being built on the cleared land around 
it. This was 37 Saville Road, Wath upon Dearne. She died a little over a year after my dad, on the 
3rd October 1980 in Wath Wood Hospital. The funeral I remember as a very dismal affair. 

She was very demanding on my mum and dad, and always had to go with us, on shopping outings 
and holidays. There would be great plots to conceal things if we ever managed a shopping trip to 
Rotherham without her, or even worse, a sneaked day out to Cleethorpes or Derbyshire. 
Remembering the right story and maintaining consistency was a nightmare, and if the truth slipped 
out, the sulks and moods would go on for ages.  

Dad said that “if he offered her a boiled sweet at 2.00 on a Sunday afternoon, that at 2.05 the 
following Sunday, she would ask where her boiled sweet was!” She did have a formidable memory 
about this sort of thing, and always in her favour. 

Of course as a child I saw little of this, and saw a fair bit of her in between playing outside at 
Fitzwilliam Street. On the whole I got on well with her, and it was only as I got older that I picked 
up on the tensions which she provoked. I remember once when I was little, and we were short of 
coal, persuading her that coke was made out of injecting cinders with gas, and watching her put 
some in the oven and turn the gas on. Another occasion I recall was when the coal was delivered, it 
came all in one gigantic lump! She must have annoyed someone in the coal yard because this was 
most unusual. My uncle Ken had to break it up with a sledgehammer and pickaxe, and it took ages. 
It is the only time I remember him ever doing anything helpful! 

She had some odd ideas sometimes, she became convinced that the people on the television could 
watch her too, and she would never get undressed in the same room in case ‘that Richard Baker’ 
should see her.  

When Gilly and I got married, 
there was a vile row with my 
Aunt Averil, who refused to 
attend. This was  all about her 
daughter Ann wanting to be 
bridesmaid. I always suspected 
that grandmother had a hand in 
stirring this. It was the sort of 
thing she enjoyed. The echoes 
lasted a very long time, and 
inflicted lasting damage.  

Towards the end of her life I 
resented the effect she had on 
mum and dad. 

I remain convinced that my dad’s death was largely down to the way he had to chase after her when 
he was not well himself.  It may be that I am being unfair, but it did seem to be so at the time. As a 
result, I can’t in all honesty say I have any strongly felt fond memories of her, which seems a 
shame.
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My grandmother, fourth from the right at our wedding in 1968.


