
            

 

10 Years of Walking Together 

As part of the 10 Years of Walking Together project supported by National Lottery 

Heritage Fund, Creative Writer Lynn Ludditt and a number of Markham Vale Heritage Group 

volunteers delivered creative heritage workshops. These were bespoke and designed 

individually for each school. Sessions for primary schools concentrated on coal mining as a 

local occupation and included three key elements: a day in the life of a miner, living in a mining 

community, and miners’ hobbies, interests and holidays. Secondary school sessions covered 

all of the above, but also included informative displays and presentations relating to the three 

disasters at Markham Colliery of 1937, 1938 and 1973. These were designed and delivered 

by local historian and Heritage Group volunteer, Sandra Struggles.  

The following drawings and creative writing pieces are from Springwell Community 

College students. 

SELECTED AS OVERALL WINNER 

That Should Have Been Me 
 

Walking walking to the pit 
Snap tin under my arm 

Meeting my mates on the way 
Same thing - everyday 

I am stopped by a friend to talk about a game 
We all like to play 

Plodding along the path 
Hoping my wife doesn’t forget my bath 

I can already tell today is going to be a long one. 
 

I’m late and stood outside the pit 
I don’t know what’s happening 

It’s all gone to sh*… 
… shouts, shouts from the crowd, it’s my friend. 

News, news - I find out the news 
There’s been an accident 

Realisation kicks in 
He saved me 

He’s why I’m late 
He’s why I missed that cage. 

Ambulance, ambulance flies past 
That should have been me. 

 
Walking, walking home 

Every man is silent 
I’m drowned by my own thoughts 

That should have been me. 
Home, I’m home now 

Falling into my wife’s arms 
Grateful for my life 



Crying, I am crying 
That should have been me. 

 
By Isabel and Allissa 

Based on Isabel’s Grandad’s story of the day he was late for work in 1973. 
----------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

SELECTED AS WINNING PIECE 2 
 
 
W aking up in the morning - 5 o’clock 
A fter miles of walking 
L  ong time of talking 
K  nocking on door of fellow miners 
I   an, Ian, wake up! 
N  ervously we descend in the cage, 8 hours to go 
G oing further and further picking at the coal. 
 
 
T ime goes slow, when will it end? 
O ur backs ache with the bend 
G etting black gold, that’s what we need 
E ndless cutting the coal makes our hands bleed 
T ime goes slow, yet families we must feed 
H ome time now - I can’t wait 
E lsie will have my dinner on a plate 
R eturning tomorrow to do it all again. 
 
 
By Oliver 

----------------------------------------------------------------- 

 
SELECTED AS WINNING PIECE 3 

DISASTER 
 

5.30am - the night shift was coming to an end.  All I can think about is how tired my limbs are 
and how I want to crawl into my bed.  When my shift ended me and my fellow pitmen made 
our way to the lift.  Nervously.  I hate that lift.  It makes me sick to my stomach. 
 
Suddenly a tremendous draft got up followed by a terrific bang.  I look around to see black 
coal dust and smoke filling the pit.  There had been an explosion from a pocket of gas at the 
coal face.  Men on their way to the pit bottom were blown off their feet and had to crawl in 
the thick black dust, choking and using the tub rails to guide them, collapsing from the fumes 
that they inhale. 
 
I panic.  I’m in fear.  I know this is selfish but I have to think for myself.  I have to get out. 
 
 
By Ruby 

----------------------------------------------------------------- 



 
 
 
 
 
ALL REMAINING WORK IN NO PARTICULAR ORDER 
 

A Story from a Miner’s Daughter 
 

Today my father came home at half five - he walked across the field with Les, Jim and Doug 
and his head held up high. 

 
Considering the left home at ten o’clock last night, they look good after such laborious work.  

Dad could do with a bath though.  Mother is fetching it from the yard. 
 

We have a good life, tall and proud.  Mining families are the staple of British society.  It’s our 
responsibility to keep the family line of miners going. 

 
My father is the perfect gentleman, very political but skilled in what he does.  He is 

committed, compassionate and takes young miners under his wing. 
 

Me and Mother can never tell if he is glad to clock off or glad of snap from me and Mother.  
We wake up an hour early and we prepare his food, his bath and we make sure he is 

comfortable. 
 

As Dad splits from Les, Jim and Doug he comes in and thanks us both for his food and 
preparing his home. 

 
He tells me, his one and own, about his shift.  Last night was busy - new miners going weak 
at the knees as the lift descends down the shaft.  His graft in the pungent, muggy darkness - 

no wonder he is overwhelmed. 
 

He eats his snap, checks his pigeons and goes off to bed.  Later he will meet the lads for a 
few pints - a few so he says. 

 
This is our life, day in, day out.  We are one of many!   
I love my dad and am honoured to call him just that. 

 
----------------------------------------------------------------- 

Dark, dark everywhere, the cold nipping away at the bodies of the miners as they chipped 

away at the walls looking for coal the only light coming from the lamps. 

Time was slow underground for the miners but lunch finally came around and each miner got 

out their snapbox and dudley, some of the even swapped some of their snacks. 

----------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

 



 

----------------------------------------------------------------- 

 
A Story from a Miner’s Wife’s Perspective 

 
 

I wake up at 4.30am just before my husband John.  I go downstairs to prepare his breakfast 
and snap.  Today he’s having bread and dripping.  And then it’s time to wake him up.  I set 
out his breakfast and soon he’ll be off.  I said my goodbyes hoping it wouldn’t be the last. 

 
He walks down the road knocking on the windows of the he’ll be sharing his shift with.  I 
wake the children and clean the house to take away the fear that my husband will never 

return home.  But I know the worry will grow with my conscience taking over. 
 

It gets to two o’clock and I head towards the window.  I hadn’t realised but the rain is pouring 
outside.  I look for John but don’t see him.  I wonder if he’s running late or if he’s sheltering 

from the downpour - but deep inside I know he’s not. 
 

It gets to three and I finally turn the TV on.  All I see is Markham Mining disaster and it’s 
enough to get me running to the colliery.  As I arrive there is a crowd of people, many crying, 



clinging on to their children.  I push through the crowd.  I had to know.  That’s when I saw 
him.  They had just pulled him out and he was lying on a stretcher, not moving.  I refused to 

accept that this was my husband.  My John. 
 

I fall down to the ground, my face in his hands.  I didn’t move.  I couldn’t move.  It wasn’t until 
a man tapped me on the shoulder and asked if I knew any of these men.  He managed to 

help me up so I could see for certain if it was my man.  This was the person I’d promised to 
love forever and knew I would.   

 
I touched his face and wiped away the rain, knowing this is the last time I would.   

----------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

 



 



 



 


