The Original Black Spider Letters
Pentrich May 1816

Stince [ started these notes 1've been made to think more thaw | ever have before. ('ve
never bin to school, except Church reading classes, but (oo turn things o'er bin mee
mino an [ talks to owd Towm about things.

Last week, t'Dukes agent visited Pentrich and probably most o'villages hereabouts.
[ were Laying some bricks on a wall on t'wain vond wheve a drover’s cart had
Rinocked it down trying to get through tmud.

Theve were two or three men who'd Left thelr two-horse carrdage by t'side of the Dog
. (£ weve a dry day, for a change, and these men were walking through t'village.
They stoppeol opposite where | were working, 1ol just ignoreo ‘em and lept on wi my
job.

Owne of these man satd, “what are You dolng Young man?” | thought to messen, it
must be bloody obvious.

‘i building up a wall some silly bugger knocked over Last week.”

He Looked at wme tn a odd way and walked own.

owne of t'other men came back to where [ was. He kneeled down by the wall.

“Have you been told that you should show more respect to a gentleman. You should
stop work, stand up and pay your respects. Remenmber that You might find
Yourself shovt o'work one day, mind what ( say.”

He tapped his cane on t'wall { was building and went to catch up with t'others.

(t weren't until Later when | sat down wi o mug a’beer e mam had brought that |
thought about this afternoon’s event. How did this man get to be a gentleman,
what is a gentleman, wor he born a gentleman? | knew me dad weren't a
gentleman even whew he died. Can | ever be a gentleman? These Ldeas kept goin’
round Ln vee head.

Later on | maet Tom Bacon bn t'White Horse and [ decided to tell ‘.

“Dlol thee see them men bn tvillage this afternoon, Tom?”

“Aye, | did lad and kept out their bLoodg way. Tl/\eg’d not wank to see t'llikes ame, |
cawn tell thee! we don't see eye to eye!”

“One on ‘e told wee off for not respecting a gentleman. Who does he think he is?”
Tom smiled as tho' d sed sommat he Liked talkin’ about.



“Well, now you're beginning to learnt sommat, Lad. wWe're what they call Lower
orders, that means we've at bottom a‘pile. The only buggers behind us are them in
t'wokhouse.”

| jumped to thelr side. “Some athem in t'wokhouse have done nowt wrong.”

“‘Steady, | know that lad but it meks ndiffrence. There's three classes and we're all
at t'bottom of ‘em. There's Lovds at top, Like t'Duke o’ Pevonshire ano tother
landowners, then there's gentlemen, Lawyers, priests, cleriks and the Like. we
canna get there and it’s bloody wrong - and sommat needs doin’ about it.” Tom
was getting angry and banged his jug pot on t'table.

“Be caveful Tom, tha'll spill thee ale.”

“Now Listen to me and say wa wmore. o've atremg bin to a meeting, Yo know what
some think. Just keep Yor ‘ed down and wait and see.”

One or two more came bn tpub. It turned out that Dulkes men were tellin villagers
wi anbmals on Duke’s land that he were goln’ to enclose more Land an they a'ter
move thelr livestock. They were none too ‘appy about this, it sempt to be another
way of stopping folks mekin’ a few extra pennies. They had to do it cos
stockingers pay were going down and down.

Anyroad, | dunna want to be all gloomy. [ found a old paper tn t'Peacock other day
and somebody had drawn a big circle round one bit - it were interesting. Oh, |
should tell thee it were London Morniing Post 17th April 1€16 - it weusta bin there
for ages. Well, some poor bugger called Tim Higgins, who were a thief, had been
sentenced to hang at Newgate. He'd wrote a poem to his mate and the hangman - |
thought it it in t'what we were talkin’ about. | wrote it down and yo must excuse
me mistakes!

Newagate Metodg

Sincee the Jury and Judge, oh Jack Keteh!
Have agreed that Tim Higgine must streteh;
Since ‘tis too late to kick up a row,

Since [ must hang, Oh, Jack, hang me now!

Now the run of my thieving is o'er,

St. Giles will behold me no more!



(f the hawo of a friend the cord bring,

There will e Little patn in the swing.

Andl of this, my dear Jack, be now sure,
That Tim Higgins has pluck to endure,
Not only to hang - but he'd say

Not one word, tho' dissected next 0{125.

Tho' the Virgins of Newgate lament,
Beack Keteh, be my hangman unbent:
My mother’s transported You Rnow,

And my father you hang'd long ago.

Whewn my body's been pieked by the crows,
And my soul gone, where, nobody kinows,
Let my mem'ry be thy pride,

Awnd forget not - 1 Livd till | died.

Does Like Lt — | lenow [t's sad but it tells thee how some poor soul Lost his parents and
never had a chance. | kinow therve are one a'two about ‘eve who feel Like this.

There were o cartlond a’men in tvillage t-other day - all old soldiers back from
t'army - about six o'them. They were Lookin' for wokk. | heard as Nawcy told ‘em
they'd no change in Pentrich, South wingfield or sSwanwick as most
o'stockingers is starving; as it is. She sent ‘em to try at Pentrich Pt but they
didna fancy that — and 1, for one, dunna blame ‘em. They looked a despernte Lot.
Somebody told ‘em they could try tironworks at Butterley, but they'd bin layin’
off after t'war, or t'new pottery at Denby - that’s if they got skills to do it. Naney
gave ‘em a glass each, but only a small glass - she never were too generous, and
they trundled off - | dunna know where to.



| betta get to bed as 1've to ger-up early and ‘elp a man stick a cottage roof on at
Ripley, near t'back of t'Cock tnn ~ [ might ger a pint or two! Oh, [ ought to tell thee
its started rainin’ again - wot a year we've gervin'. Somebody sed it were Boney's
Revenge! | dun know abut that but yo need a good pair a’boots to ger about even tn

summer!



