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NEWSLETTER No.16 June 2022 
 
 

Up-coming events 
 
In our continuing series of Tuesday evening talks on the 21st June at 8 
pm in the Methodist Hall the speaker will be Richard Cornish. Richard 
writes: I will be talking about  ‘Ten things you (maybe) didn’t know about 
The Crusades - myths, legends, facts and surprises about these epic 
medieval religious wars . 
 
A Supplement to Percy Fischer’s series of Rambles in the Peak : ‘The 
old lead works, Brough’ published in the Derbyshire Times on 15th April 
1933 
 
In the bend of the winding tree-bordered road from Brough Lane-end, on 
the Castleton - Sheffield road to Bradwell, and hard by the tumbling 
Bradwell Brook, stands a huddled block of old limestone barn-like 
buildings fast falling into decay, which were, but a few years ago, the 
busy centre of local industry now dead. 
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There is something inexpressibly sad in the spectacle of an empty 
factory or deserted house, more so at this season of the year (early 
spring) when leafless trees tap the shattered window panes, and broken 
boughs are scattered broadcast after the recent blizzards. In a few 
weeks, however, when the lush grass springs up over the rusty tram 
rails, and masses of meadow-sweet cluster round the reed-grown dam, 
and briony climbing everywhere. it will be a picture to gladden the eye of  
any wandering artist. 
These old buildings have passed through many vicissitudes. Originally 
(about 70 years ago) a cotton mill owned by one Benjamin Eyre, it was 
purchased by the late Robert How Ashton, better known as ‘Squire’ 
Ashton, of Lose Hill Hall, and turned into a smelter and white lead 
factory under the management of his nephew, Col. J H Moore of 
Castleton, whose decease last year is still fresh in the minds of many. 
How well we remember the genial old gentleman, with his irrepressible 
habit of jingling the keys and small change in his trousers’ pockets while 
walking his round of the works inquiring how things were going on. An 
example of his kindly feeling for his men was his method of dealing with 
one whom we shall call old Charlie, a grand old smelter of great stature, 
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with face like a patriarch, and a white beard that was the pride of Little 
Hucklow. 
 
Now Charlie, although a grand workman, was addicted to lapses and 
considered a periodical ‘binge’ of a week or so duration absolutely 
essential to his physical and mental welfare. He would, however, as an 
honest workman, duly notify the Colonel that ‘it’ was ‘comin on’. So 
regular did this become that the kindly manager made regular 
deductions from the old chap’s wages for a fund to draw upon after one 
of these ‘wet’ periods.. Old Charlie has passed on – De mortuis nil nisi 
bonum (Of the dead, [say] nothing but good",) 

 
The general system under Col Moore was to buy local ores when 
obtainable, these being particularly low in silver content, which by the 
way, is a bugbear of white lead producers. In these earlier days ore was 
smelted in Derbyshire cupolas and the resultant pig-lead transferred to 
the refinery and desilverised by the Pattinson process, this being later 
succeeded by the Parles’ zinc process as being quicker and less costly. 
It should be understood that the extracted silver never paid for the cost 
of the process, but it had to be extracted, otherwise the quality and 
colour of the finished product was impaired. 
 
Following this the refined pig was again melted and recast into small 
grids sometimes called wickets, which were then treated by the ‘Dutch’ 
or ‘stack’ process, which, in brief, consists of stacking tier upon tier of 
small earthenware pots in which the lead grids are placed, covering 
them with layers of tan bark, and sprinkling the whole with dilute acetic 
acid. Corrosion then starts, and in ten to twelve weeks time nearly all of 
the metal will have decomposed to fine white carbonate – otherwise 
white lead. All that remains to be done now is to hand-pick out the 
remaining blue lead, and wash, grind and dry out the finished product. 
Changes came – in 1917 Col Moore, wise man, watching ‘straws in the 
wind’ with Home Office regulations getting stricter, and prices falling 
owing to foreign competition, sold out to The Brimsdown Lead Co., a 
London concern, who promptly imported an army of mechanics and 
labourers, ripped out the old Derbyshire cupolas, built a magnificent new 
gritstone furnace building, and installed Flintshire furnaces, also a 
condensing plant.  This latter cleansed the fumes which issued from the 
stack as well as recovered the precipitate PbSO4, or, to the uninitiated, 
lead sulphate, itself a marketable product which had previously went to 
poison livestock on Shatton and Abney Moors. 
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During this orgy of reconstruction there were stirring times in the 
villages, and George at the Travellers was kept busy o’ nights, despite 
wartime war-time regulations and dimmed lights. But these cockney 
lads, as they were locally known, were but birds of passage, and have 
long ago returned to the crowded haunts of men – all but one ‘Arter’ is 
still with us, although he has formed an alliance of a matrimonial nature 
with a lady of the valley and long since settled down to Peakland habits 
and ways of speech, yet when we sometimes chats of old times and the 
distant places north of Severn Sisters Corner, I notice a passing gleam 
in his eye and methinks he dreams of the greasy pavements of 
Tottenham High Street under the cinema lights and the reek of middle-
hits in cotton seed oil. 
 
In spite of modern improvements and introduction of capital, things did 
not improve.. Falling markets, over production and foreign competition 
were spelling disaster for the smaller concerns, and in 1926 a merger 
was formed absorbing the smaller fry, and the Brough Lead Co. closed 
down. 
 
Since then there have been many rumours of a re-opening – but 
rumours only. The truth is that there is an embargo  by the owners 
against the manufacture of lead here, and the place is fit for nothings 
else. So the grass grows longer, the weeds ranker and the neglected 
dam denser with reeds and bullrushes, a glorious nesting place for 
scores of moor-hens that clutter about edges of the adjacent meadows. 
 

Addendum: Before coming to work at Brough Lead Works in 1918 Percy 
was employed as ‘a Time Keeper’ at the Brimsdown White Lead Works 
at Ponders End in the Borough of Enfield,  

 
 



 5 

 
 

Picture from April 1914: The well-known Brough Lead Works chimney, a 
landmark to rail and road travellers approaching Hope has been ‘at war 

with the elements’. Having stood some 40 0r 50 years minus a lightening 
conductor without mishap on Monday last it found a bolt from the blue 

with the result shown in picture. Messrs. Harrison’s are seeking where to 
fasten a lightening conductor. 

 
 


