Tape 2. 

Interview with Harry Glanville

This interview was made in 1988, in Harry’s room at a rest home in Wells. Gillian Spires was also at the interview.

Peter: Look at the mark in this sheet (of paper which I made). 

Harry: Oh, yes! 

Peter: When Cyril saw it he told me, “That’s terrible.” 

Harry: Ohhh, that’s no good! 

Peter: I heard all about it. 

Harry: Well, that’s no good. That’s the coucher’s fault.

Peter: Where was piece of paper made? 

Harry: That’s a sheet I made. 

Peter': It says British handmade, number eight. Where was it made? At Wookey Hole? 

Harry: Yes. 

Peter: Before Madame Tussauds took over the mill? 

Harry: Just recently. 

Peter: Oh really? 

Harry: Yes. Of course that’s only raw material over there [they are using over there at Wookey hole]. That’s just as it 

comes from the vat. 

Peter: Yeah. 

Harry: That’s a plain bond. I’ve got a sheet with a watermark of the Queen on it. Here you are. That’s the Queen. 

Peter: Nice.

Harry: They aren’t making it now. It would be real handmade when it’s properly finished. But it’s just plain

Peter: They made it at Wookey Hole?

Harry: Yes.

Peter: Recently?

Harry: Yes.

Peter: With gelatin size though? (The sheet seemed surface sized, but at Wookey Hole they only used internal sizing.)

Harry: You see, when I started we used to make paper out of rags, linen and rags. Now it’s cotton linters that they’re making it out of now. And there was thirteen vats working there when I started. Thirteen of them.

Peter: That’s a lot.

Harry: Yeah. Oh it was quite a rich village before now. We were making two guineas a week before the First World War. That was good money. 

Peter: So how did you start being a paper-maker? Where you 

apprenticed as a child? 

Harry: Apprenticed. Seven years apprenticeship. 

Peter: Where? 

Harry: Wookey Hole

Peter: And then you went down to Tuckenhay after that?

Harry: No. I went to Canada. 1923 I went to Canada. Things were so bad here, see? And I spent 11 years in Canada and then I came back, then I went to Tuckenhay. Was there six years, then I came back to Wookey Hole again.

Peter: Then you worked at a vat?

Harry: Yep.

Peter: What size sheets did you make?

Harry: Foolscap, demy, royal, double-cap and then broad demy. Do you know all of them sorts? 

Peter: The broad demy. Is that two sheets to the mould?

Harry: One sheet.

Peter: How did you meet Cyril?

Harry: Cyril was a boy, see, when I was in Tuckenhay, and I learned him how to work a vat

Peter: How come you chose him out of all the other fellows?

Harry: Cyril was posted to me, see? We worked three to a vat, you see. There’s a vat man, a coucher and a layer. Cyril was the layer, see? You taught those boys how to make paper, you see? Course to make a proper sheet of hand-made paper, you see, you got to have a proper stroke, what you call a “stroke.” Then when you get that mould, of course, those men over there at Wookey Hole today, they’re only amateurs. They're just shoving it together. To make a real hand-made sheet, see, you dip the mould in the water, then you shake it that way, and as you shake it that way, a wave of water goes across and when it gets across to the other end, you see, just give it a flip, shake it back , you see? Therefore , you interwove the fiber both ways, see? 

Peter: Yeah. The other day I saw a vat man whose dip was down, then shake, and then flip, and then bounce down.

Harry: No, no, no, no, no you don't do it like that.

Peter: But that’s for the final closing of the sheet.

Harry: That’s what we call a scowbanker, what they’re doing. [laugh.]

Harry: They wouldn’t stand an earthly chance. Not in my days. 

Course, you can't blame them, cause they're only amateurs, you see? They've never been taught the right way. 

Peter: Could you still teach someone how to do it? 

Harry: I could tell them how to do it. But you can't tell them a thing. [the men at Wookey Hole]

Peter: They won't listen, huh?

Harry: I went in there the other day. I have a pass to go in you see. I can go in when I like. And, uh, the vat man is suppose to be at the vat. I called him over, I said, “Here, I'll give you a few tips.” I told him, see. He’s making hard work of it.

Peter: How's that? What's he doing?”

Harry: Oh, he's doing like this... You don't do that at all. 

[I tried again to question him about the final shake in the sheet forming process] 

Peter: What do you do to close the sheet, after you've dipped the mould... 

Harry: Just put the mould in. Just shake like that, you see? 

Peter: And at the very end what do you do to settle the fibers? First dip down and then give it a shake, and how do you move your hands then? 

Harry: Then you pass it over to the coucher, see? You watched them over there, didn't you? 

Peter: Oh yeah. I was just wondering what your particular moves were. 

Harry: You place it between the felts. 

[We never resolved this issue]

Harry: Course that's only raw material over there now. It's not 

properly finished, you see? 

Peter: Did you work any other department except the vat? 

Harry: No. Once you're a vat man that was your lot, if you were a good vat man. 

Peter: Who trained you? 

Harry: I trained myself. 

Peter: Nobody taught you? 

Harry: No. 

Peter: How'd you start then? 

Harry: l was very lucky. I picked it up very quickly. I was working the vat when I was eighteen.

Peter: How come you didn’t have anybody train you? 

Harry: The First World War started, see? 

Peter: And there was no one around? 

Harry: And all the men got called up. And the foreman came to me, he said, 

“Harry.” “Sir?” I was only eighteen. He said “l want you to go 

work in the vats,” I said. Good Lord.” I stuck that out for about a month, I suppose, and then I went and joined the Army. It was the First World War, you see? They have a, um, war memorial over there [at Wookey Hole] of all the men [who went to serve in the war]. I’m the only living man on it. I’ve lost all my pals, you see?

Peter: That’s bad, yeah.

Harry: The longer you live, the more pals you loose. The more friends you loose. Of course in Tuckenhay, I wouldn’t know anyone there now. My nephew went down there last week. He went to Tuckenhay. He found Kitty Cox. You know Kitty Cox? 

Gillian: We had tea with Kitty yesterday. 

Harry: Sam? 

Peter: Sam’s passed on. 

Harry: Course there’s all Cox’s down there at one time. They’re all intermixed, you know. Well you see, the paper-making trade in those days, in my days, you had to be a papermakers son to go apprentice. Unless you was fourteen years and a month old when another man come in his last year last year. I was lucky, see? I was just fourteen years and a month, then they took me apprentice, you see? I was a not papermaker’s son.

Peter: So you started picking rags, or picking specks out of the beater?

Harry: Oh no, you start pitching felts. You see, the man that was throwing the felts, well he used to have a boy help him, see? Then I went laying. That was laying the paper after it comes round. Then eventually, of course, I took the vat man’s job. I was making paper for three and eight pence a day. Handmade paper for three and eight pence a day!

Peter: You can’t touch it for that today can you?

Harry: [laugh] Would you like a cup of tea? 

Gillian: No. I’m fine, thank you.

Harry: A drink of whiskey?

Peter: No, sir. Thank you. If you want a cup of tea, a cup of tea would be fine.

Harry: Would you like a cup of tea? 

Gillian: Well, I don’t want to put you to any trouble. 

Harry: No trouble 

Gillian: Yes. Yes. Thank you. 

Harry: Did you go through the caves at (Wookey Hole Mill)? 

Peter: No, no. Just the mill. 

Harry: Well, they let you through the mill alone, huh? 

Gillian: Well l knew Mr. Grant, so we got in through him. 

Harry: Oh yeah. Well I've got a pass, see? l went over there one day and the manager happened to be there, he said, “Who are you?” “Course, I'm the oldest paper-maker.” “Oh, good Lord,” he said, “I'll give you a pass any time you like.” Now l go in whenever l like, and wander about wherever like.

Peter: Do you remember any other things about papermaking you might be able to tell us. Like did you ever work in the drying area?

Harry: No. No. Well, if you're a vat man, see, they wouldn't take you away from the vat and give you another job. If you're no good you used go over out in the drying loft.

Peter: If you couldn't form good sheets?

Harry: If your no good at the vat.

Peter: Anyone else around now that you know of? Do you know of any other people who used to work a vat; older papermakers?

Harry: No. No. No. Course, when l was a boy, you see, there were about twelve vat mills in England.

Peter: Uh huh. 

Harry: And, if you served seven years apprenticeship, you used 

to get what they called a card of freedom. And, when l came 

out of my time at Wookey Hole, if there wasn't a vacancy there for me, l could write to Maidstone, that was headquarters, course we had a union, see, write to Maidstone, to headquarters, and ask if there was any job available at any other mill, you see. If they said, “Yes, so and so and so,' I'd take my Card of Freedom; just show it, and if there was a job there, they've got to give it to me. That’s providing I can do it. Course, l could work a vat, couch or lay. I could do the three jobs. 

Gillian: There was a Papermakers' Union? 

Harry: Oh, yes! Yes. The Original Society of Papermakers. One of the oldest unions there is. Of course it's all busted up, you see. Their motto was, 'Divided we stand, but not combined to injure.” If they went by that now, you see, it would be a different world. 

Harry: What part of the States you from? 

Peter: California. 

Harry: Well, I flew over 'bout 1966. Flew over to Canada for a 

holiday. 

Peter: Was it the same? 

Harry: Pardon? 

Peter: Was it the same as it was when you lived there, or did it 

change? 

Harry: No. It was all different. When I left Ottawa it was about, 

uh , 25,000 population. When I went over, it was 75,OOO! Houses go up like mushrooms! And they also added another city on the end of Ottawa called Ajax. [laugh] Course General Motors expanded terrific. They had two plants there. I worked at General Motors for eight years. Building cars. 

Peter: Well, you've got me wondering; what is it that makes the stroke proper? And what is it that makes a stroke not a proper stroke?

Harry: You get that yourself. That's entirely up to you.

Peter: Hmmm.

Harry: See, I've known men that served seven years apprenticeship and couldn't, didn't have a stroke. Couldn't make sheet.

Peter: When you say that someone doesn't have a real proper stroke, what's that mean?

Harry: He didn't shake it properly, see? See, you've got to dip the mould in and go like that, you see, and then like that. But somewhere around there, they don't get the wave to go across properly.

Gillian: Was this in the early days? I mean they would've learned that way?

Harry: Yes. Well, once you get a stroke, you can't alter it.

Peter: That fellow I noticed goes side-to-side first then front-to back ...

Harry: No. He goes like that alright. But some how or other he doesn't get the proper shake out that way.

Peter: Do you want the wave to go forwards and backwards first and then side-to-side?

Harry: No. The wave goes forward, see? And when it gets on the end, you give it a flip. It goes off, see? Then you shake it that way. That way the wave goes right across the sheet. That's what makes it even, see? When you're working at the vat you stand loose. Absolutely ...there’s no use standing stiff because you’re like this, you see, you got to let yourself go. Like this, you see? You’ve got to let yourself go. 

Peter: Do you remember anything about adjusting the temperature of the vat for different papers?

Harry: Oh, yes! Yes, you’ve got your steam point.

Peter: Can you tell me a little bit about it? What papers used what heat?

Harry: You have it warm. We used to always work it warm, you see? Just warm.

Peter: Did you ever make it hot for some papers?

Harry: Well, on thin papers, on banks you worked it hot. But on what we called WSH, you didn’t have very little steam on.

Peter: What’s WSH? 

Harry: That was the poorest quality.

Peter: What does it stand for? Do you know?

Harry: I couldn’t say.

Gillian: What difference does the heat make?

Harry: Well, it does vary the weight as you’re making it, you see? Then you’ve got the steam point, see, in front of you. And you’ve got a rod you can turn it on or off, whichever you like, see? But you didn't used to work it very hot. Just warm.

Peter: Do they do it hotter now?

Harry: No. No, no, no.

Peter: Did you adjust how much furnish was in the tank? How much pulp was in the tank for thicker or thinner sheets? Or was that adjusted by your stroke?

Harry: Oh, no. You regulated it yourself. 

Peter: So if you wanted a very heavy sheet, you just put more pulp in the vat? 

Harry: Oh, yes. Yes, you’ve got a gauge, you see, on your chest. You seen the chest that you take the pulp from? Well you’ve got a gauge there, you see, and you, gauge your stuff, what we call stuff, coming out of there when you feed your vat, you see? Well, you got so used to it that you know exactly how much your picking up, you see? [picking up on your mould.]

Peter: And so rather than picking up more with the mould, you would put more or less in with the gauge.

Harry: Well, the foreman comes and takes the sheet away, see? And he weighs it. Then he comes back. And if he say like that, “that’s a pound off on a ream.” If he says a pound under, that’s ok. A pound up, you just turn off a little bit. You got to rely on your mate. It’s the finest teamwork you’ve ever seen, to see them working properly

Peter: You mean the…

Harry: Course, they don’t work it properly anymore. You see, we used to go in 6:00 in the morning and go like the devil all day. Work all day. No tea breaks or anything like that. There’d be our breakfast and our dinner, then. You can tell your time by your work. You didn’t even look for a clock. If you’ve got a good coucher, you work in conjunction with each other, you see? He doesn’t slide that mould up before you get it out of the vat. If he did that, you’d crown him. You see, working...

Peter: In a perfect rhythm.

Harry: Fine teamwork. And the regular coucher, see, you could tell the time. Why, we used to do what we called a lump that’s a post, twenty-five minutes we used to take for foolscap 

Peter: And how many sheets are in a lump? 

Harry: One hundred and thirty I think it was. Yeah, one hundred and thirty. Course, we used to do twenty-six to the quire, see? That’s two for broken and retree. 

Peter: Right. Twenty-six to the quire, and how many quires to the post? Five quires? 

Harry: That’s right, yeah ... 

Harry: Oh slavery. It was. [laugh]

Peter: Hard work, huh?

Harry: Absolutely slavery. I have an old mate of mine who lives in Wells here and we very often meet. He worked with me. I said, “Ern,” I said, “How we used to keep going?” And I said, “I don’t know.” He said,” I don’t know.”

Peter: What was he?

Harry: He was a coucher.

Peter: He never became a vat man? He always was a coucher?

Harry: Yeah, but he could work the vat as well.

Peter: But he was better as a coucher?

Harry: Yeah.

Peter: Were there people that were really good at couching and some that weren’t so good at couching? 

Harry: Oh yes. Yes. 

Peter: Were they just as valuable as a vat man? 

Harry: Well, couching wasn't so, what shall I say, um...so… Oh, I can't think of the word.

Peter: Are you thinking of being honored or given recognition, or are you thinking about having a skill that needs a lot of training to do the job?

Harry: Yes, not as skilled as a vat man, see? No. Of course a coucher; practically anybody could learn couching. Course quite an art in that.

Peter: Yeah. Cause they could ruin the sheet.

Harry: Take that sheet you've got there, with a coucher's fault. Slipped what we called 'slipped.' But when you first start papermaking; I've had my hands bleeding. It's the same grip every time, see? [He shows me that your hands always hold the mould in the same place.] When I came back from overseas they put me laying on number nine, double medium. My hands got so sore I had to go home. I couldn't grip anything. I showed the foreman. I said, “I got to go home.” I had to go home for about a week. I knew a man all his hands were hard skin. All hard skin. 

Peter: A coucher or vat man?

Harry: Yeah.

Peter: Coucher.

Harry: Yeah.

Peter: It's harder to be a coucher than a vat man, on your hands?

Harry: Oh, no. You get sore in the couching. Get sores here. Course they don't couch properly over there. [In Wookey Hole.]

Peter: What's this with you thumb?

Harry: Yeah. You put your hands like that, see? There you are. See you steady mould like that, see?

Peter: Oh, I see.

Harry: You put it like that, turn it over, and then you slide it like that. [laugh] I used to go over there before they opened up that vat [in the morning] and I tried to show a lady how you couch. [laugh] She couldn't get that at all! [laugh), Now this man doesn't do it properly, see? [In Wookey Hole.] He's supposed to bring that mould up, and slide it up straight away. And you slide that mould up the same distance every time.

Peter: Did some vat man like their mould ending up in different places?

Harry: Yes. He slides it up nearly in the same place nearly every time. Course that's the skill of the trade, you see? You can't expect a man to go in, off the road, papermaking. 

Peter: Right. It takes a lot of practice. 

Harry: It certainly does. 

Harry: You say you’ve got a little vat? 

Peter: Yeah, but I don’t have a picture, I’m sorry to say. 

Harry: Course there’s a fortune to be made in America with handmade paper. 

Peter: I don’t know about a fortune... 

Harry: If you could get it going. 

Peter: Perhaps. I don’t know if you could ever get it going. 

Harry: No you haven’t got the men, see? 

Peter: Yeah ... 

Harry: Well, when I was in Canada, they advertised for a vat man. It was in Toronto. Englishmen preferred. Now this is a long story: My nephew rang me up, he says, “Uncle,” he says, “there’s a job for you in the Daily Star.” Course there’s only one paper, the Daily Star. So I says what’s that. He said vat man wanted. Phone them. So I phoned them. I said, “I understand you’re advertising for a vat man.” “Yes,” he said, “what is a vat man?” “Oh,” I said. That’s no question to ask. But he said, “Tell you why I ask,” he said, “I’ve had about 400 men apply for this job,” he said, “None of them’s a vat man.” Oh, I said, “I am” I said, “I’ve got proof in my pocket.” He said, “Where you speaking from?” I said, “Ottawa.” He was in Toronto, see? So he says, “You come up on the first bus in the morning and I’ll meet you at the bus station,” He said he’d be wearing a red rose and a blue suit. This was the manager, see, of Down Valley. So I went to Toronto and I didn’t ... I got to the office. I was in the office five hours. They already started trying to make hand-made paper. So he says, “I've got some Germans working for me,” he says, “making handmade paper.” I said, “Oh, yeah.” Well you’ll never believe what I'm going to tell you. Don’t think it’s a fairy tale. It's the truth. He said, “They’re working in a shed.” We went down there, opened the door and I looked and started to laughing, you see? He said, “What are you laughing about?” “Oh!” I said, “Everything’s backwards!” That’s true, everything at that vat was backwards! Instead of dipping the mould in like that, he was dipping it in like that. Instead of the coucher putting it down like that, he was putting it down like that and turning it the opposite way. And then instead of picking the sheet up like this...he was doing like this. You’ve never seen anything like it! So I looked at this German and I said, “Reverse that belt.” I said, “Cross that belt” “No, no,” said the other man. “Cross that belt!” Course he crossed it...

Peter: What? The hog was running the wrong direction?

Harry: Yeah. Yeah!

Peter: Is that what it was?

Harry: The paddles was going around in the wrong direction, see? So I got it going right, see? Course, then I dipped this mould in, see? And the manager said, “That's a different thing altogether.” I said, “Well, certainly it is,” I said. You can't expect men to come in off the road making handmade paper. I said, “I served seven years apprenticeship.” “Oh,” he said, “That's a different thing,” Anyway, it went on and on and had no one to help me, see? I was absolutely on my own. And, um, I got my nephew to come up and had him couching. And, um...Well, this manager, he wouldn't listen to me, you see? I tried to tell him. He had a machine mill just below, see? And, um ...of course it didn't go. [The hand mill that Harry was trying to get working.] And, um... They shut it down, see? And I went and had a job in the machine. For half the pay. Then, of course, my wife went down with a nervous breakdown and I had to go home. Oh, I had some bad luck in Canada. I lost my home and everything. Two people walked in and we walked out. Already furnished ... 

Peter: How much sheets of paper could you make a day there in Canada? 

Harry: Canada? 

Peter: How many sheets of paper in a day? 

Harry: Oh ...l couldn't say. I couldn't tell ya. 

Peter: Do you remember how many you made at Wookey Hole? 

Harry: Oh, 2,500. 

Peter: You think you made... 

Harry: Foolscap.

Peter: Did you make less... You probably made a lot less when you were in Canada.

Harry: Yes. Well, I had no one there to work with me, see? Peter: Were you couching your own sheets?

Harry: No. It’s a trade that you've got to learn, you see? You’ve got to be apprentice at it. It takes you years to learn it... The way I picked it up was at breakfast time, see? I'd sneak out to one of the vats and try my hand, see? That's how I learned. 

Peter: Did anyone give you pointers saying, “Do it this way. Do it that way?” 

Harry: There's only one way to do it, see? There's only one way to make a sheet of paper. 

Gillian: There was no one to give you any tips? 

Harry: No. No. They seen I was getting on all right, see? Course the vat man's suppose to give everyone tips about that, see? He’s in charge of the vat. Course, the larger the sort of paper, the less day's work, you see, less you've got to do. On foolscap was five ream a day, on demy four ream a day, on double medium was three ream a day. That was plenty of work. 

Peter: Did you do a double medium? 

Harry: No. No. They wouldn't put you me a double medium. I have done them, but, not to stay all day. I used to change out for the men.

Peter: Could one man do double medium all day?

Harry: I couldn't.

Peter: Some men could though?

Harry: Men used to. Used to have a change out, see?

Peter: What's a change out?

Harry: Before breakfast, see? They used to do two lumps and, if I was laying, I'd run the vat for a lump. Then run the couch stool for a lump. Then after breakfast, they'd do three lumps and I'd call round again. Then I'd lay a lump and go around the vat again and couch. You called that a change out, see? You get paid for that. A fifth shilling a day extra. 

Peter: For changing out. 

Harry: Oh, I've worked, in fact, day in and day out without a change out.

Peter: I was trying to figure out how many lumps made a ream. You got paid by the ream, right?

Harry: Uh...a ream is 500 sheets, isn't it?

Peter: And it doesn't work out quite right.

Harry: No, 480.

Peter: 480, alright. Okay. There.

Harry: And we used to make 500, see? 48O to the ream or 24 quire ...24 sheets to a quire.

Peter: It doesn't work out exactly right, but that must've been because you had to make extra ones so that you could ... so the 

Harry: You had to make two sheets extra a quire for retree or 

broken, see? ‘Cause so much was (made) retree and broke as it went round, see? 

Peter: Do you remember how much percent of the paper that you made was seconds or retrees? 

Harry: Well, if you made too much you were out. 

Peter: What was acceptable? 

Harry: Well, you couldn’t tell. Not until it came round in the

finishing room. You see, the foreman would come to me and say, “Harry, I want you to 7 days foolscap?” Right, so I’d make seven days. When it came out that it was short, he’d come to me and say, “Here, that seven days of foolscap you made is short,” if it was short. Only once did I have a foreman come to me at Wookey Hole. I don’t want to brag. He said to me, he said, “Harry,” he said, “Do you know the girls in the finishing room?” I said, “Sure.” I said, “Why?” “Oh,” he says, “There’s nothing ever the matter with your work.” I said, “Good.” That was one thing that I was against, they never come ‘round and say, “Look, Harry, a certain-certain sort you made come around perfect.” That would boost you up quite a bit, but 

never. If they didn’t come ‘round properly, you heard about it then. 

Peter: Did you keep any of your moulds or belts or things? 

Harry: No. I didn’t. Some of them did. ‘Course I wasn’t there when they shut down, see? Did you see all them moulds out in back?

Peter: Yeah. Beautiful. I was looking around to try to buy one. They said they’d stopped selling them there, so that’s why I thought I’d ask you. 

Harry: No. No. They’re quite expensive, you know? 

Peter: Um. 

Harry: I was the only man that made bank notes for the DeBeer 

Diamond Mine certificates. 

Peter: Did they have a security man watching you? 

Harry: Oh, that was that was a beautiful sort (Sort means a size and type of paper.) There’s a tiny mould the size of a bank note. 

Peter: How many sheets could you make in a day with that? Really a lot? 

Harry: Oh, yeah. I made, I can’t say, I made it for about ten days. They only made it once. ‘Course them moulds over there (at Wookey Hole) it’s scandalous how they are laying about. That old vat room you went through ...where the old vat is? They got the moulds there, bank notes, that is those two moulds. It’s terrible.

Peter: What do you think should be done with them?

Harry: They should be tied together. And put somewhere to be kept. See when you finish there, you always used to tie your moulds together to keep them from opening.

Peter: And how do you set them to tie them together? Do you set them back-to-back, front-to-front? 

Harry: Front-to-front.

Peter: And where’s the deckle go?

Harry: Deckle went under.

Peter: To keep the wires from touching, then I guess.

Harry: Yeah.

Peter: Was there a special way to wrap the string? Or just any old way? 

Harry: Oh, no. You just tie them tight.

Peter: There’s no special knot or special system of wrapping them up?

Harry: Wrapping the paper?

Peter: No. No. For tying the moulds together.

Harry: Oh, no. We’d just flip them together, see? And then tie it there and there. 

Peter: There’s two bits of string then? 

Harry: How’d you get your moulds then?

Peter: Couple of them I made so they’re not very good and I got one from Aimes. Bought them new. 

Harry: l was gonna tell you when l was making hand-made paper in Canada, a lady came out from England. She owned a mill near Maidstone. And she stood and watched me. She looked at the manager, she said, “You’ve got a paper-maker here.” Course she could tell in a minute. He never appreciated it. Course, what I’d done wrong, I could see this the mill was going to bust up, so l went to Harold Smith in Montreal. l went to their office and I said, “I come with a proposition of making hand-made paper.” ‘Course they didn’t make hand-made paper, but they had a rag mill and a wood pulp mill in Montreal. He said, “You go back to Down Valley,” he said. “Mr. Wainright, he’s a personal friend of mine.” [Laugh. Wainright was the 

manager of Down Valley,] I went back to Down Valley and I got the poke. [laugh] ‘Course that’s more than they do, see, is take a man from one mill to the other. Cost them about a thousand dollars. 

Peter: Hummm. 

Harry: So I got the sack and I couldn't get a job and went back to Wainright again and I said, “You’ll have to give me your job, sir. I’ve got a wife and boy to keep and I'm absolutely broke.” So he give me a job in the machine mill. And do you know, before I left that mill, I knew how all the machines worked in that paper mill. Foreman there was a Devonshire man and, uh, he knew I knew what paper was, see? And he left it all to me. I used to do the shipping. I used pack and I used to make rolls. Used to tie up the rolls and ship them out. I used to tie up reams of paper, run the cutter and, uh ... [laugh], he said to me, he said, “When I pack-up you can have my job.” I said, “I don't want your job.” So eventually, see, wife went down with a breakdown. I took her to the doctor. He, said, “I'm sorry, Mr. Glanville,” he said, “You'll either have to send your wife home or take her home,” he said, “or you're gonna lose her.” I said, 'I can't afford to do that.” So I wired home for her sister, told her were coming home, see? We went down to the mill the next morning. When the foreman come in, that was Walters, his name was. I said, “I’ve got some news for you Walters.” I said, “I’m sorry sir, but I’m going back to the old country. He said, “What!” I said, “I’m going back to the old country.” His 

face went as white as a sheet. “Whoosh!' he said, “What am I gonna do?” I said, “Do the same as you did before I come here.” So I went into the superintendent. He was a Scotsman, been here for ten years. I said, “I’m going back to the old country.” I said, “Now there's one thing that I want you to do.'“ I said, “I’ve got a man,” I said, “that'll buy my furniture as it stands in the house if you'll give him my job.” “Oh,” he said, “I can't do that,” he said, “he can't do your work.” I said, “Ohhh,” I said, “I didn’t know that I was so important.” I 

said, “When I came to you about a couple of months ago for a raise, you couldn't think about it.” So I said, “Now you know.' So I said, “If you'll do that for me,” I said, “I'd be very pleased.” He did. He give the man a job and we left. 

Peter: What year was this? 

Harry: 19... When was it? 1934. That’s right. 1934. Came back with eighty pounds. That’s all we had. I lost my boy. I lost my wife. After 60 years. 

Peter: So you got a job making paper as soon as you got back?

Harry: I went to Tuckenhay when I come back from Canada. I worked Tuckenhay six years before I came back to Wookey Hole.

Peter: Did you know someone down in Tuckenhay?

Harry: No. There was a vacancy, see? I went in to the secretary of the Wookey Hole Mill and I said, “Would you write the base men [union] for me and ask if there’s a vacancy anywhere?” Came back they had a vacancy in Tuckenhay. So I went to Tuckenhay, I never worked so hard in my life as I did there. Dear, oh dear, oh dear. 

Harry: See, that spoiled handmade paper, when they started to put in wood pulp in it. I told the foreman down there, I said, “Look” I said. He put me on the short foolscap. What a load. They were very particular people. When the first beater came down, it was all rag, you see? Beautiful. So easy, you could shut your eyes and make it. Well he took samples of that, see, and sent them *. The next beater that come down was wood pulp, in it.

Peter: Is that what they called “special” there?

Harry: I don’t know. When the next beater come down, she got mixed up in the vat. I could tell in a minute. You couldn’t get the mould in. I said to the foreman, Sammy Aiston, he was a perky little fellow. He came in, I said, “Here Sammy,’ I said, “What the hell you got here?” He said, “Why?” I said, “You got wood pulp in here.” “Oh,” I says, “l know you have. You can’t kid me.” I said, “l been working a vat too long,” I said, “l know as soon as I dipped that mould in.” Well, making the sheet from all rag, you get it lovely and clear. You put wood pulp in it and it smudges. You can’t get it clear. The wrong mixture, see? It don’t mix. 

Peter: Is linter the same? 

Harry: Pardon? 

Peter: Is the linter that they used at Wookey Hole the same? 

Harry: No. See, they couldn’t get the rags. That was the trouble.

Peter: So it comes out smudgy? 

Harry: They couldn't get the rags. 'Course it’s all artificial stuff 

now, you see? 

Peter: Are these sheets what you call smudgy? 

Harry: No. That's pretty good. 

Peter: “Course you made it yourself, right? 

Harry: It's got linters. 

Peter: Is that linter a good stuff? 

Harry: Yeah. 

Peter: Does it work good? Does that cotton linter work good with that? 

Harry: Yeah. Cotton linter... 

Peter: Not like wood pulp... 

Harry: Can't get any rags now, you see? I’m disappointed. I was gonna take you over to the mill. 

Peter: Sam run the beaters, right? 

Harry: Sam Cox was a beater man. Sam was. Sam and his brother. And their father was a beater man. 

Peter: Yeah? Did they do a good job? 

Harry: Yeah. 

[tape turned over]

Harry: got long stuff and short stuff, see? The longer you beat it, the shorter it is. I used to like it long.

Gillian: Did you like it wet or free? 

Harry: No. I didn't like it free. I knew a man that worked the vat there; I couldn't work in. Not his vat. It was so free. No, I liked it wet. Now you take making bank with free, ho ho ho. It was hard work. 

Peter: Sometimes would you have to make a bank with free pulp?

Harry: Oh, yes. For bank? Yes. 

Peter: Why?

Harry: Well, you wouldn’t get the weight, see?

Peter: Explain that. 

Harry: Well, you'd regulate your tank same as you would any other sort, see? [tank=vat]

Peter: It seems like you don't want free pulp for a bank. 

Harry: No. 

Peter: But if you got it, you'd have to work with it anyways. And what would you do? 

Harry: Work with it. [laugh] 

Peter: So would the paper be as good in the end? 

Harry: There was only one man used to make banks at Wookey Hole. A man named Rivers. Bill Rivers. If I wanted to know anything, I used to go to him, “Say, Bill, so and so and so.” See? When I got this job at Tuckenhay, I went to out to him, I said, “Bill,” I said, “they've offered me a job at Tuckenhay.” “Oh!' he said, “Whatever you do, don't swear in front of the foreman.” 'Course I went to Tuckenhay and started work. The foreman used to swear every other word! [laugh] Oh dear, oh dear. The first day down there, somebody robbed his wife of all her dresses! [laugh] And then when I went to work the next morning, he said, “You’re a bright one,” he says, “come down here and pinch all my wife’s dresses.” [laugh] Oh dear, oh dear. 

Gillian: What was his name? 

Harry: They were lovely houses down there. 

Peter: What was whose name? 

Gillian: The foreman. What was the foreman’s name?

Harry: Aiston. Perce Aiston. And when he died his son took over. Sammy. Sam Aiston. And he told the mill's company, “I’d like to get another man,” he says, “sack Glanville”. He didn’t come to me and say so. I heard about it, see, the next morning. Of course I worked a vat there, and I could see everybody as they come in the doorway, you see. In comes Sammy. “Come here,” I says, “l want to speak to you. You told the mills company you wants to sack me. You can sack me right now if you like,” I says, “I've never starved yet.” I said, “If you can do my job you can have it.” Do you know we've been best of friends. That’s true. He knew I was right, you see.

Gillian: Do you ever go to Tuckenhay now?

Harry: No, no, their all gone now. All the Coxes are gone. My nephew went down there to Paignton for a week’s holiday. And he said, “We’re going over to Tuckenhay.” I said, “Alright.” He went over and he met Kitty Cox. Kitty took them all over the mill. Kitty was dear, I’m sure. And Sam. He used to stutter. [Laugh].

Harry: Anything else? 

Peter: Anything you want to tell us about. The stories are fun.

Harry: Oh, I can give you a story. When I was about to go Canada, I went up to Bill Rivers. I said, “Bill, you gotta come have a drink with me.” This is true. “No,” he says, “I can’t,” he said, “I'm working late.” Oh, I says, it’s your last chance. Anyway, they all left off, all the vats crews and sent up for a gallon of beer. Bill says, I’m not going to get drunk. Noooo, I said. We had about six gallons of beer, and we wheeled poor old Bill Rivers home in a wheel borrow. That was the very last drink in Wookey Hole. Of course you weren’t a papermaker unless you could drink beer. Oh no. I knew a vat man who used to have two bottles of beer in his cistern every morning. And I knew Sam Cox’s uncle that worked in Wookey Hole; he used to drink a quart of cider before breakfast. Yes.

Peter: Did it help with your shake or something?

Harry: He was on double elephant.

Peter: So beer will help your' shake? 

Harry: Oh yes. Poor little Geoff Cox, he used to sweat so, you could see it burning out his nose.

Peter: Did anyone you ever knew wear one of those papermaker hats?

Harry: Yep, there was one old one, Mr. Cunningham. He worked in the bleaching room, he wore a papermaker’s hat. Used to make it out of one sheet of paper.

Peter: Did he use sized or unsized paper?

Harry: Pardon?

Peter: Do you know what sort of paper he used?

Harry: Stiff. A stiff sort of paper, see, like the one you got there.

Peter: Anyone of the vat men wear them?

Harry: No, no. None of the vat men wore them. 

