in 1896 factory-owner an:’
iandiord Colone!

Richarg
Henry Ainsworth closcy t
road frem Simithills to

-~

L N

Belmont be

@cause he didn't
want the people of Bolton

iIntruding upon his grouse-
shooting.

The people of Boiton
responded in their

thousands by marching over

the moors on the weekends‘y\
of September, 1896 in a
valiant attempt to reclaim
the right of way.
o, .

This is their story ...

BOLTON'S CITY

[‘ﬂ; Ins

CHALLENGE

The Lancashire Loominary Series

Published by Transport Research
& Information Network

ISBN 1 900497 02 6
- £4.95




UNDAY

S
MORNIN

)

0

4

The 1896 Battle for Winter Hill

Solomon Partington - ‘as disinterested a champion of

liberty and justice as ever used a pen on behalf of the robbed

and oppressed’ - Allen Clarke

Above

Paul Salveson




R

.......................
...........................

....................
............
.......................
------------
...................
............
......

B Lo
R RS

The site of the disputed gate on Coalpit Road

The Lancashire Loominary Series

Published by Transport Research & Information Network
with the assistance of Bolton M.B.C.'s Department of
Education and Arts and Bolton'’s City Challenge
september 1996

ISBN 1 900497 02 6

Contents

Biolnce k. bnos btk Gol sdeaike b3 SROL omal b i
1  Introduction: The Bolton MoOrS ...........coevvvimuiviiiiiiiiiii 2 O
2o rBeatile o aua hanlel.ohariasdiwill- pilibessaam evih 10
3 ‘Extraordinary demonstration on the Halliwell Moors’ ...... 10
4  ‘Extraordinary developments follow in rapid succession’ .. 19
5 ‘A Huge But Peaceful Procession’ .....................ieiiiine 21
6. DinsamtihBets 5 c0ibhihicenn TRt b il S 24
AR (. prbsuttaibisetias el ikbala b Les T sty e o A8 28
8. .. Mhendhe Dust Had Setlled ... has aspialin. banalsai. 33
e B R s e s gl tx MAohAR AR aon s 37
10 Halliwell as it isand as it Will be ........coconmnsima Bt i 40

Appendices:

Bill Spriggs an Patsy Filligan o’er Winter Hill.

Likewise Bet. by Teddy Ashton (Allen Clarke). First
published in Teddy Ashton’s Journal September

26th 1896 and October 3rd 1896 ..... Tl T 42

T Mooy by Bfiann ClRre U1 982) ... o ibiivbimmnsi il 48

Front Cover:
The 1982 commemorative march arrives at the site of the
disputed gate. (Bolton Evening Post)



Preface

This pamphlet is a celebration of events which took place in Bolton a
hundred years ago, but also marks the successful conclusion of the
struggle for the freedom of the moors. A century after thousands of
people marched up Winter Hill to claim a right of way, Bolton Council
agreed in June 1996 to dedicate the disputed road as a public right
of way.

Will Yo’ Come o’ Sunday Mornin’? was first published in 1982
and this is a new edition. Our thanks to Bolton Council’s Department
of Education and Arts and to Bolton City Challenge for their generosity
in making its publication possible.

The story has given inspiration to many groups and individuals
who have worked hard this year to properly mark the centenary of
this important event. This year will see a whole range of events
marking the 1896 ‘mass trespass’ including a centenary procession
over Winter Hill. We hope that the publicity surrounding this year’s
celebration will encourage more people to enjoy ‘the gleesome saunter
o’er fields and hillsides’ and to remain vigilant over the continuing
threats to public access to our countryside.

Stuart Murray
Secretary,
Winter Hill 100 Committee

1 Introduction -
The Bolton Moors

The moors around Winter Hill and Rivington form an area of incom-
parable beauty. For generations, Boltonians have tramped ‘up t' th’
Pike’ on a Good Friday to survey the breathtaking panorama stretch-
ing from the Welsh mountains across to the Lake District. In ancient
times, Pike Fair attracted thousands. As kids, we always used to
delight in spotting Blackpool Tower on the horizon. In contrast to the
relaxed, often carnival-like, atmosphere of Rivington Pike, Winter
Hill has always seemed more forbidding. To walk across from the
Pike was not always the easiest of tasks, with bogs and deep grass
doing their best to ward off strangers from the Hill.

The legend surrounding the death of the Scots packman,
Henderson, who was killed in suspicious circumstances in 1838, adds
a further touch of menace to the scene, although there is some doubt
as to whether he was murdered or the victim of a shooting accident.

Around Winter Hill are the remains of Lancashire’ s earliest
civilisation, in the Bronze Age. Just to the west of the TV masts lies
an ancient cairn, with another on Noon Hill. Some of the finds from
an excavation of the Noon Hill site can be seen in Bolton Museum.

We know little of the lives these ancient people led - though it’s
certain that they regarded these hills as having magical properties.
Areas like Winter Hill, Turton Heights and other local peaks had
great astrological significance.

In more recent times, these hills have seen other forms of spir-
itual use. The sixteenth-century martyr, George Marsh, used to worship
on Winter Hill with his co-religionists, these isolated, windswept slopes
providing one of the few places where they could practise their wor-
ship undisturbed.

This is the story of a more recent event. In a sense it is a story
which began a hundred years ago and came to a conclusion this year,
1996. It’s the story of a local community’s fight for the right to roam
on land which has for centuries been regarded as belonging to ‘the
people’. This is the land which rises above the terraced houses and
cotton mills of Bolton, ascending to the breezy slopes of Winter Hill
and Rivington Pike.



Like all good stories, it has heroes and villains. Men such as
Solomon Partington, journalist, councillor and historian, figure large.
Allen Clarke, the Bolton dialect writer who was better known as ‘Teddy
Ashton’ helped immortalise, in hilarious ways, the struggle for the
moorlands in his newspaper sketches of the time. There were plenty
more heroes and heroines: the thousands who marched up Winter
Hill on those heady Sunday mornings of September 1896 to claim
what was rightfully theirs.

As for the villains....well; Colonel Ainsworth started the whole
thing off by closing a moorland track. He was hardly a ‘model em-
ployer’ either, if contemporary accounts of life in his bleach works
are anything to go by. But all things change and the reputation of the
Ainsworths has, happily, been salvaged by modern generations.

But let’s go back to the nineteenth century (as some politicians
would like us to do). Winter Hill was a place of industrial and political
activity. Allen Clarke, in his Moorlands and Memories, refers to the
Five Houses, long since demolished but on the road up to Winter Hill,
as providing a secret Chartist meeting place. I can find no evidence
of Chartist activity around there, but we do know that they drilled on
the moors above Bolton with their pikes. One of the Five Houses
may well have provided a gathering place for them (at least one was
an illegal drinking den) before they went on their nocturnal
manoeuvres.

Coal mining was carried on for centuries on the slopes of Win-
ter Hill - probably from as early as the sixteenth century. Many old
pit shafts are still visible, and nineteenth-century ordnance survey
maps refer to the old mines at Wildersmoor, Holden’s, and on Winter
Hill itself. Most of these were closed by the mid-nineteenth century,
though Montcliffe pit struggled on to the inter-war years of this cen-
tury. As the name suggests, Coalpit Road, which figures prominently
in this story, used to serve many of these old collieries.

Quarrying was also a major industry in the area, and many
remains can still be seen. At Hole Bottom the tile works provided
work for many local people for decades until its closure.

Handloom-weaving was carried on in these parts well into the
last century. A character called ‘Owd Reynolds’ wove from his cot-
tage called ‘Newspaper Hall' and sold gingerbread and ale as a
sideline; or, to be more accurate, he sold gingerbread and gave away
the ale, to get round the licensing laws!

Another cottage nearby (see map) was Black Jack’s, marked
on old maps as Cottage on th’ Moor. Black Jack - who may have
been called Tootill - was a stone-waller by trade, though he also sold
his gingerbread, with ale, to weekend walkers.

The cottage had been built by a man called Morris who, by all
accounts, had some odd habits. It was said that he once threw a
loaded pistol on to the cottage fire. The fireplace was demolished
and the cottage left a shambles. They made their own entertainment
in those days!

Clearly, walking on the moors for recreation is no recent inno-
vation. All these moorland characters profited from passing walkers,
most of whom would be working-class people from the town. The
[ancashire handloom weavers were great lovers of the countryside
and a walk over the moors of a Sunday would be a common activity.
You would also see bleachers, miners and spinners making their way
up tracks like Coalpit Road on a Sunday afternoon. Many of these
would be naturalists; like Fletcher of Westhoughton, a miner who
specialised in botany. Others would write poetry or watch the cur-
lews and snipes in flight, never thinking, unlike their cultivated ‘betters’,
that it might be ‘sport’ to shoot them.

Many of these people would have lived in the Halliwell area of
Bolton, which borders onto Smithills Moor. Here, people wove, spun,
toiled in Ainsworth'’s bleach works, or worked in foundries and engi-
neering shops. Going up Halliwell Road today some of the old
weavers’ cottages can still be seen, and the road has not changed a
great deal since the last century; many of the huddled terraced streets
still remain. Falcon Mill still towers over the top end of Halliwell,
heroically resisting the depressing tide of mill closures.

Anyone looking at the pictures of Halliwell in the 1890s would
little imagine that some of the most beautiful countryside in Lancashire
was a few minutes’ walk away.

Partington is fond of quoting the lines of Edwin Waugh:

“I've lingered by streamlets that water green plains

've mused in the sunlight of shady old lanes

Where the mild breath of evening came sweetly and slow
From green nooks where bluebelis and primroses grow
But oh, the wild hills that look up at the skies

Where the green bracken waves to the wind as it flies!
Sing hey for the moorlands.”

- in Bolton's Augean Stable































































