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At time of writing we have just re-
opened the museum after 16 
months. 
 In addition to the “required” 
changes to the museum to protect 
staff & visitors many other 
improvements have been made to  
the presentation  & layout inside. 
Mike will say more about this later 
in this edition. 
 
We are delighted to announce that 
Penny Arscott has been elected as 
a trustee. Penny`s knowledge and 
experience are just two of the 
qualities which are added to help 
the trust develop and progress. 
 
In terms of our major 
stakeholders;- 
 
 The Canal & River Trust 

development plans have been 
held back with the pandemic 
but the major project at Stoke 
Bruerne is now almost complete. 
Foxton Locks will now move up 
the agenda and we are ensuring 
the right communication lines 
are in place to be active 
participants in future plans 

 MDEM (Museum development 
East Midlands) have been very 
supportive in a number of areas 
and also contributed to some of 
the upgrade costs. 

 We are also actively involved 
with Leics. County council`s 
Cultural community network 
which was set up as a result of 

the pandemic to help areas of 
the community where isolation 
and inclusion are having a 
detrimental effect. This has 
resulted in a £6,000 grant for 
a series of small projects. 
Raising our profile and our value 
to the community stand to 
make us much more attractive 
to a wider audience and is key 
to the sustainability of the 
trust. 

 
  
In 2020 we were eligible for the 
£10,000 small business grant which 
helped to largely cover the costs of 
maintaining the museum over the 
year. No such grants were available 
to us (so far) in 2021 so naturally 
excitement has been building for 
the re-opening. 
 
Last year the trustees made the 
decision not to hold the AGM.  
 
On the next page you will find 
full details of the 2021 AGM. 
 
At this point the meeting will be 
planned to use the Zoom platform. 
It is still too early to be able to 
hold the meeting at the museum. 
 
 Sean  

Chair report 
Sean Park 



2021 AGM  
Last year the trustees made the 
decision not to hold an AGM. This 
was based on our ability to use 
some of the technology about for 
on-line meetings and also as a 
result of discussion with the 
Charity Commission. 
This year...definitely a yes. 
The AGM will take place on  
 
THURSDAY 26th AUGUST 2021 

(7.15 for 7.30pm start) 
 

The meeting will use the on-line 
platform “Zoom” 
If any member wishes to attend 
the meeting then please e-mail 
your intent to 

membership@fipt.org.uk 

The invitation to join the meeting 
will then be e-mailed back to you 
a number of days in advance. 
 
Similarly if any member has any 
comments or questions they wish 
to be addressed at the meeting 
please also e-mail the above 
 
The Agenda & the 2020 Accounts 
will be available on the web-site 
at least 2 weeks bfore the 
meeting date.OR WE CAN POST 
YOU A COPY  
Visit   

Www.fipt.org.uk 
Home /  

members login (fipt2017) /  
FIPT Documents 

Farewell to Dave 
On June 7th June a small gathering on 

the incline was held to scatter Dave 

Goodwin's ashes, celebrate his life and 

his influence on the lift and the museum. 

It was 14 months since Dave left us, Due 

to covid we were unable to attend the 

cremation, Dave had asked that there 

would be no black cars so I arranged for 

him to be transported in a silver van, he 

loved his vans so I think he would have 

been happy.  

We could still only have a small number 

of attendees' CRT opened the fence on 

the incline for us. (The incline is fenced 

off for safety as the safety fences on the 

incline need replacing). We asked Gill 

cook to unveil a small brass plaque in the 

museum and at the same time unveil the 

one for Peter Cook which we had 

intended to do some time ago but it 

hadn't happened. It was a friendly 

meeting with us all spread out round the 

edge.         Mike Beech 



 It seems unbelievable that 
we have now reached  150 editions 
of Plane Informer. I should really 
have done some research for this 
article but due to Covid, my time at 
the museum is very restricted and 
better spent getting it ready to 
open to the public.  

 The first editions were 
produced by Tony Faithful-Wright 
using his own pencil line drawings, 
stencils and letterset to improve 
the look of the finger powered 
typewriter. The 1st June 1981 copy 
on the right will give you an idea of 
what it looked like. It only had 4 
pages so was really an expanded 
newsletter In many ways they are 
the most exciting of them all as 
they told the story of our early 
years when we just got on with 
things. Back then we were the 
young(ish) version of Last of the 
Summer Wine, bit mad but 
harmless! We have  those editions 
safely tucked away. (I don’t keep a 
full set at home). When Tony left 
to do other things we tried for a 
few issues  producing it between 
myself and Dave Goodwin as part of 
the Old Union Canals Society 
“UNION” Dave was still using a 
typewriter but eventually I had the 
use of the Museums first 
computer, having sort of mastered 
enough DOS commands to get some 
full stops and commas in. There 
were not many illustrations, and 

they were of poor quality by the 
time the early photocopiers had 
finished with them. Photographs 
had to be black and white and 
trimmed to fit the page and glued 
in place.  Copies were in A4 and 
reduced to A5 by the printer. 

 Then we moved on to a far 
more modern computer to  
generate content and a brilliant 
editor Headley Hunisett, who took 
my computer scribble, edited it and  
arranged for the printing at 
Wigston College who did the work 
for the cost of materials. The bulk 
of the content still had to be black 
and white but we eventually moved 
to a colour cover.  

 Sadly Headley Decided to 
retire, Followed soon after by 
Wigston stopping its outside print 

150 informers  
By Mike Beech. 



work.  So it was all down to me  
with improved computer skills, 
much better software and the 
local school doing the printing for 
us. (until a couple of years ago 
when we were forced to get it 
done professionally. Now it gets 
emailed to a print company miles 
away and comes back very quickly.)  

 At this time we were 
blessed with Mike Cooper as 
museum assistant and fanatical 
proof reader, he would not 
tolerate the ragged right-hand 
jagged justification, he spent ages 
looking for words to change to line 
it all up, neither of us liked the 
full justification offered by 
computers.  Since Mike passed 
away every copy is proof read by 
at least 2 people apart from me (I 
can't spell anyway) even so every 
edition seems to have at least one 

mistake that I spot as soon as I 
open it.  

 Now it is no dearer to print 
in full colour than it is to use black 
and white. The latest editions run 
to 28 pages.  I am sad that at the 
moment we are not getting many 
Informers out and we do need to 
keep you all updated. I have 
suggested sending news letters 
out in-between but there is the 
post cost to consider and we need 
people to do the work of 
production, inserting in envelopes 
and putting stamps on.  

 I have more and more non-
Foxton stuff to do even if it is 
just cleaning the house and 
cooking (finding out how much 
Mum actually did!) so I am not 
volunteering to do the newsletter. 

  

Anyone want 
a job? It is 
about time I 
retired as 
editor. I have 
been 
threatening 
to do so for a 
long time 
now. 

 



In the Museum By Mike Beech 

 When lockdown started, none 
of us realised what we were in for: 
shut down for over a year? 
Unthinkable. But once the 
committee had made the hard 
decision that we would in fact not 
reopen in 2020, we realised that 
we had an opportunity to make 
some improvements. And now 6 
months of 2021 have gone. 

 The first step was to make a 
circular route around the museum, 
just move the Bolinder engine, a 
set of shop  shelves, and a few 
bits? Easy? It was Chinese puzzle 

time. If we put that there, and 
that over there and move the boat 
and….. Before long everything was 
moved in some way. Sometimes the 
move was only a few inches, for 
others it was to the other end of 
the building. With man power 
restricted by Covid, our usual 
method of getting lots of bods in 
to lift things wasn't going to work , 
and those bods are getting a bit 
old to risk injury. We rented a 
pallet truck to move the engine, 
but needed an engine crane as well. 
Pallet truck no problem, the engine 

crane was more difficult. The 
day hire price was ok but no one 
would rent for less than a week, 
it was cheaper to by one. This 
proved a blessing, it meant that 
we could move the extremely 
heavy engine and remove some 
blocks left in place under it 
temporarily when it first 
arrived. When we moved the 
section of incline rail and 
sleeper the crane came in handy 
again, 2 of us more than 2 
meters apart manged to move it 
with no manual lifting at all. The 
Crane even helped move the 
boat. 

Left the shelves in the new home 

near the back door, the Bolinder 

is just behind it. 



 By default I 
became chief designer 
with useful input from 
the committee all done 
by email. The final 
graphics were then 
tweaked by Penny who, 
again by email 
suggested a few 
improvements. 

 “Mike are you mad 
you cant paint the wall 
black!.” 

 But we did. Ann 
Hoxley is in the photo 
having briefly last summer 
returned from furlough, Ann and 
Sean  painted that wall and many 
other bits.  

 Why paint it black? Some 
time ago CoM decided to try and 
make the museum look more about 
the incline, my suggestion was that 
the wall would be painted black 

and have fake rivets with graphics.  

“Mike if you want 500 fake rivets 
on the wall, you had better start 
gluing them on.” Well ok it was my 
idea! 

If you go to the front cover you 
will see local sign writer Al Scott 
painting the Inclined Plane 

lettering and putting up the 
panels he produced for us.  
The track sits in front and 
the under-track display 
cabinets have been 
refurbished with bright 
coloured doors with old 
spanners as handles.   

 At the front of the 
museum we had a damp 
problem with guttering 
causing water to run down 
the wall. This is the wall 
backing on to the Incline and 
with a lack of outdoor 



volunteers, weeds and rubbish had 
built up causing the water level to 
go above the concrete gutter. We 
had had a massive amount of rain 
for a some time. Having cleared 
that and let it dry out the wall has 
been repainted. We have used a 
breathable paint which should allow 
moisture to evaporate through the 
surface. The modern vinyl we had 
used just held the water in place 
until the bubble burst, and 
everything behind was mouldy.  

 The glazed bricks at the 
other end of the museum looked 
really grotty, water seeps through 
the wall and deposits lime over the 

bricks: nothing can stop this. The 
amount of water is small. A couple 
of times in the past we had 
scraped it but never got it clear 
and it always comes back. With the 
museum closed and everything 
safely protected, I experimented 
with a rotary wire brush and found 
that it could be cleaned. It was 
then finished off with a coat of 
furniture wax which brings the 
bricks up a treat. Sean And Ann 
helped to scrape it down but as I 
had experience using the wire 
brush on an angle grinder I did the 
grubby work. But it does look so 
much better. Pictures taken after 
the test which  got a lot bigger 
than I intended! 

Left: top before, bottom the test 
section. 



Some of you have shown interest in my traveling on holiday. It was a 

 

 

 

We had to provide 
screens to protect 
the staff. Off the 
shelf versions are 
expensive so as usual 
we went for DIY, I 
think they look much 
better than many in 
shops I have visited 

 

 

 

 

 The wall we 
have painted black 
was the temporary 
exhibition wall.  This 
has moved to the 
back of the black wall 
under the projector 
screen.  We have 
replaced the shelf 
bracket system we 
had with a modern 
cube shelf units from 
IKEA (cheaper than 
making them.) They 
will hold a changing 
display of objects 
and tell the stories 
of the people who 
used them.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Some time ago we were told that 
Stoke Bruerne Museum was being 
refurbished and that the horse 
had to go. Did we want it?  Yes we 
did very much. It took some time 
to reach agreement with CRT as we 
only wanted it if it came with the 
full harness. Ann and I went to see 
it, and reports that it was tatty 
seemed rather exaggerated . Covid 
delayed everything and the planned 
position for the new exhibit 
wouldn't work with the necessity 
to have a circular route round the 
museum. With lots of measuring it 
was decided that the horse would 
sit nicely in the middle of the floor 
near the boat.  Sean made up a 

cardboard template to lay on the 
floor and we could see it was going 
to work, but how to get it to 
Foxton? 

 The easy answer was to put 
it in a lorry and bring it over. That 
would be such a missed 
opportunity!.   Why not move it by 
boat?  CRT have agreed and it may 
travel in Sculptor, their resident 
historic motor boat and bring it to 
us unloading nearly outside the 
door at middle lock. That will 
happen in June and I cant wait! 

 

 



 

Behind the Bolinder we have mounted 3 new 
exhibits. We have a riveted iron rudder, 
which will help tell the big difference 
between a horse boat or butty. A pair of 
propellers, one cast steel and one a bronze 
alloy, these will tell how engines drove the 
boats through the water.  

 The decorative rudder which once 
graced a pub in Birmingham has found a new 
home close to the shop entrance. Lack of 
space stops us putting everything where we 
would really like it, but this will provide a sort 
of room divider to help people keep Covid 
safe.  

  

 



Outside, Chris has nearly 
completed a job stated nearly 2 
years ago  -the diamond 
bridge weight restriction signs 
had been painted one in blue 
and one in red. Chris has 
added the colour to the 
lettering, just a couple of 
missing bits to sort with the 
help of a sign writer.  This is 
part of a plan to brighten the 
outside of the museum. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The cupboards under the lift rail exhibit, 

with a lick of paint waiting for the 

contents to be added. 



This article appeared in the magazine 

in May 1986, during the re-building of 

the Boilerhouse, and is worth another 

airing.  It was written by Trevor 

Towers, one of the principal 

volunteers involved in the project 

(and the one with the most kit). Those 

of a Health & Safety disposition might 

like to look away now, as the reality 

was even more hairy than it reads. 

 Believe it or not, the Museum 
roof is ON! The 41 reinforced 
concrete beams, each 7.6 metres 
long and weighing 1.1 tonnes, were 
delivered to the bottom car park on 
Dec 3rd.  Three lorry loads were 
waiting at the gate by 8am!  
Unloading had been pre-arranged 
for 9am onwards, and as we did not 
expect them all at the same time, 
we were inclined to be under a bit 
of pressure. 

 The unloading was carried out 
by an Atlas lorry-mounted crane, 
placed between the stockpile  and 
the delivery lorry, and this 
performed quite well considering 
its limitations, the main problem 
being that the beams had to be 
chained within 1 metre of each end 
and NOT in the middle.  This was to 
avoid damage, as the design of the 
beams only allows stress to be 
taken in one direction, and a 
considerable height was required to 
maintain 90 degrees between the 

chains.  It took about three hours 
to unload them all, making about 
four minutes each lift, so we 
thought we hadn’t done too badly. 

 Then came the next problem 
of transporting the beams up the 
1:4 incline.  After several 
discussions (we all lost our 
tempers) it was decided that a 
single power unit would have to be 
really big if it was to tow the 
beams up the hill.  Having a 
Thwaites dumper and a 1948 David 
Brown tractor at our disposal, we 
considered a method consisting of 
suspending the beams between 
these.  The dumper will only drive 
uphill on the loose surface with 
weight on, and in reverse (this puts 
all the weight on to the driving 
wheels).  This fact alone made up 
our minds.  Taking the bucket off 
the dumper was easy, and a crude 
but effective ‘swivel’ or fifth wheel 
arrangement was made from railway 
sleepers to support one end of the 
beams. A special steel clamp held 
the tractor end of the beams, 
secured to the back by a standard 
50mm ball bracket.  The tow-bar 
itself was extended and 
strengthened again, exerting more 
weight on the driving wheels.  One 
or two final tweaks – the tyres on 
both machines were changed from 
side to side to give maximum 

BEAM ME UP… by Trevor Towers 



traction in reverse, and tyre 
pressures lowered slightly.  Luckily 
both reverse gears were pretty 
well matched, but to prevent the 
vehicles separating in the event of 
an emergency, a wire rope was 
attached between. 

 Jan 5th was the big day to 
start the beam-up operation.  The 
Neil crawler crane had already 
been coaxed up the Incline 
(backwards) and perched 
precariously on the old winding gear 
blocks ready to place the beams on 
to the building.  Progress with the 
first beam went well past the side 
ponds, although the ground was 
frozen with ice in places.  We 
looked at the Incline face, and 
thought – see you next week chaps!  
However, the more brainless 
participants of the work party had 
different ideas.  The surface was 
hard, again with icy patches; gravel 
was thrown on to the worst places, 
most going on the most hazardous 
part where we would have to turn 
the lower corner. 

 It was time to have a crack 
at it, so with deep breaths all 
round, off we went, Dave G on 
dumper, myself on the tractor, 
remembering not to push too much 
around the corner.  With a bit of 
black smoke, up we went without 
any problems.  We were particularly 
concerned about losing traction on 
the steep section, as a re-start 
would never be possible.  The only 

way out of such a situation would 
be to re-trace our steps (or rather 
tracks), but we didn’t fancy 
approaching the bottom corner 
with the whole lot slithering out of 
control!  Later in the day, with the 
temperature rising above freezing, 
traction wasn’t so good in fact.  
When the tractor found a soft hole 
previously occupied by a tree 
stump, everything came to a stop. A 
re-start was tried several times, 
unsuccessfully, and so with visions 
of a double-jacknife looming, back 
down we went, sliding everywhere – 
but fortunately around the bottom 
corner as well! 

 Craning off at the top was no 
problem, and seventeen beams were 
stockpiled close to the building at 
the end of the day.  The weather 
on the second work party in Jan 
was absolutely foul, with high winds 
and rain for most of the day.  
However, in the true navvy spirit, 
more beams were transported, and 
a start was made on placing the 
beams across the building shell.  
Miraculously they fitted!  The 
crane could not reach the ends of 
the building without toppling, and 
as we preferred NOT to have the 
crane embedded in the Museum 
floor as the first exhibit, the 
beams were placed as near as 
possible to the ends, and then slid 
along using crowbars.  On a later 
work party, a coating of ice on top 
of the walls greatly assisted this 
operation; in fact to everyone’s 



delight, once moving they could be 
kept moving with ONE HAND!  
(Repeat, each beam 7.6 metres 
weighing 1.1.tonnes). 

 Appalling weather never 
seemed to leave us alone for long 
this year; on one occasion the gales 
were so bad that beam-placing had 
to be abandoned, the crane 
behaving like a weather-vane in the 
wind!  With several inches of snow 
still around in Feb, movement up 
the Incline was out of the question, 
so it was decided to make a 
concerted effort to position as 
many of the stock-piled beams as 
possible, clearing away the snow as 
we progressed.  Unfortunately 
melted snow had penetrated the 
internal workings of the crane and 
then frozen solid.  Although the 
twin cylinder Ruston started 
without much trouble, as soon as 
the main clutch was dropped in – 
NOTHING.  On the fourth 
attempt, with the Leicester 
Mercury photographer patiently 
playing his blowlamp on his camera, 
we had movement, and bodies, and 
concrete, duly poised for 
photographs. 

 The first Sunday in March 
was the last involved in the moving 
of the beams, and with some snow 
still about and six beams still 
waiting to be moved up the Incline, 
we thought a few problems might 
crop up.  A bit of sliding and one 
was up without too much trouble; 

however, the next trip up was a 
different story.  The sun was now 
quite warm and thawing the surface 
of the deeply frozen ground, 
causing us considerable problems.  
After six abortive attempts, we 
gave up and retired for an early 
dinner, hoping for better things in 
the afternoon. An additional early 
morning problem had been that the 
beams and the supporting timbers 
of the stockpile had sunk into the 
soft wet ground in December, and 
were now solidly frozen in.  
Prolonged pick-work enabled us to 
get a chain under one end of a 
beam, and with the strain left on 
the crane for a few minutes, and 
then some persuasion with crow 
bars, up they came: less of a 
problem later in the day. 

A bit more work on the Incline with 
shovels, and progress was achieved 
with the last few beams, all placed 
on the building before the end of 
the day.  A few final adjustments 
saw the handling job completed, 
and now the work of grouting, and 
covering with a 50mm screed, then 
asphalting – but that will be 
another story.  We must 
acknowledge the help given by 
Northampton Branch IWA, 
Lutterworth Scouts, and the co-
operation of Foxton Boat Services. 

 

 



 The Leicester Mercury photographer braved the weather and the 
technical difficulties, and got his shots.  L to R: Peter Mays, Trevor 
Towers, Dave Goodwin, Steve Barfoot, Peter Cook, and Dave Heathcote 
on the crane. 

 

 

 

 

 



The next article talks about 
transport around 1917  for holiday 
makers. We don’t have much 
information about this picture but I 
imagine this would be familiar to 
Molly Crampton. 

 It is the track going over the 
brick bridge at the bottom lock.  

 On the left is the lock 
keepers garden on the bank of the 
side pond. The buildings on the 
right were the workshop and a lock 

cottage, and office, now part of 
Foxton Locks Inn.  

A very different scene today as the 
house was extended to be Bridge 61 
and then taken over by BWB to 
become the inn. The keepers garden 
is long gone. 

 This is not the trap used by 
the Crampton’s,   

From the archives By Mike Beech 



Foxton in 1917   
Early Impressions of Foxton Locks,  

by Miss Molly Crampton. 

January 1995 the following article 

appeared in Old Union Canals 

Society magazine ‘Union’.  Pictures 

added from FIPT archive  

 My recollections of Foxton 
Locks go back to the years of the 
First World War.  I shall never 
forget the impact the whole 
environment made on me.  It was a 
time when seaside holidays were 
‘off the agenda’ and so it happened 
that we found another means of 
enjoying two relaxing weeks away 
from home.  In fact we stayed in 

the bottom lock house at Foxton.  
Mr Durran the lock keeper lived 
there. 

 It was a wonderful time, and 
it was made possible through a near 
neighbour of ours, Mr Ernest 
Jacques.  He it was who took the 
evocative photographs of the 
Foxton area. He owned a tent 
which he set up on a flat piece of 
ground at the side of the inclined 
plane, overlooking one of the 
reservoirs. 



 He was able to indulge in 
another of his hobbies – fishing.  
One of the photos shows my uncle 
(Albert Crampton), with Auntie 
Lucie beside him, fishing in the 
bottom reservoir.  (Probably the 
bottom basin.)  We had been told 
that a great pike lurked in those 
waters – which always looked murky 
and sinister.  A steep bank rose 
from the back of the reservoir 
which was fringed with young fir 
trees, and where there were 
tangles of blackberry bushes. 

 I said ‘a steep bank’ – but 
probably it was not so steep!  
Returning to the site in later years 

I have been surprised to find 
everything so much smaller and less 
awesome than I had remembered 
so vividly. 

 I was born in 1911, so my 
recollections are from around 1917 
to 1919.  Even so, I know I shall 
never forget the sights, the 
sounds, and particularly the scents 
of our times at Foxton.  There was 
a not too unpleasant smell of 
stagnant water twinkling in the 
sunlight; and the hot still 
atmosphere in the ‘front room’ at 
the Lock House, and the appetising 
smell of outdoor cooking. 

 Incidentally, my mother and 



I spent our nights in Mrs Durran’s 
and the male side of the family 
slept in the tent.  To reach our 
camping site for breakfast we 
came a short walk at the side of 
the house and through a white gate 
and along a grass-grown path in the 
garden. I still remember the feel 
of the wet grass on my bare legs – 
and with what horror a saw the big 
black slugs that the rain 
encouraged.  Along the bottom 
hedge near the garden gate were 
the damson trees and I used to 
scrounge around picking up the 
droppings. 

 At the time the engine house 
and huge tanks were standing 
abandoned and neglected.  They 
had been out of commission for 

some time, but we children put 
them to good use.  We used  to 
play cricket in them – the only 
suitable flat site for miles around.  
My one dread and secret horror 
was that the thick, rusting metal 
wires holding the tanks might 
succumb to our ‘vibrations’ and 
send us all crashing into the deep, 
dark reservoir at the bottom of 
the hill. 

 I had been told to be on the 
lookout for grass snakes.  That 
used to give me the shivers –
although our friend Mr Jacques 
had a glass case with live grass 
snakes in it.  We did once see a 
grass snake swimming with head 
upraised across the canal, leaving a 
trail of ripples behind. 



 It was lovely walking along 
the canal path.  Reeds and rushes 
were growing there, and pinkish 
arrowhead flowers and 
meadowsweet, and forget-me-knots 
and willow-herb.  Swallows skimmed 
around and over the water, and the 
dragonflies with their brilliant 
flashing bodies were sheer magic.  
But I shuddered when I looked 
down into the locks with their 
slippery, slimy, steep sides, with 
here and there bright green weed 
on the walls.  If I were to fall in it 
would not be possible to climb up 
those heavy lock gates for there 
always seemed to be a trickle of 
water running through the cracks. 

 Some days, when there was 

little traffic for us to watch going 
through the locks, we walked 
across the fields to Gumley; I 
found it a long walk, but no one else 
complained.  On one occasion we 
went to Market Harborough and I 
remember vividly the feel of the 
white, marble-topped table with 
iron legs, where we sat for a glass 
of milk and a bun.  I expect we 
went by horse and trap – but that 
point eludes me. 

 But I do remember how we 
got to Foxton Locks from our home 
in Leicester.  First we had to go by 
tram to London Road Station and 
from there we travelled on the 

Market Harborough train, through 



Kibworth as far as East Langton.  
Here we were met by someone from 
the Lock House with a kind of horse
-brake.  When we got to the village 
of Foxton, we still had to travel to 
Foxton Locks (where there was no 
main road for traffic).  Nearly 
opposite to Foxton Church we went 
through a field gate, and from 
there the horse trotted and jogged 
until the path stopped at the canal-
side outside the house of Mr. 
Durran. 

 Childhood memories colour 
our outlook on life.  I shall always 
be grateful that my parents knew 

this and offered me such 
stimulating experiences.  It has 
been a constant pleasure to me to 
think back about Foxton Locks. 

 

 On the back of the photograph;- "Foxton Church in background. Pony and cart met 
us at East Langton Railway station to take us to Lock House Foxton Locks, 
Leicestershire, Left to right - Auntie Lucy, Marge, Driver, Mrs Jaques, Hilda Jaques   



This article was sent in by Mary Matts. We have several more pictures in the archive 

some of which I have included in the following pages. Several of those printed here 

have never been published before. If you follow us on Facebook you will see several 

more pictures chosen by our staff and volunteers.   

If the archives interest you and you live close please contact us. We always need 

people to help catalogue and look after the collection. I am still doing some of that 

but I would like to retire properly. The Editor of Informer is another role that may 

interest you !    

Mike Beech 



Is this the same tent on three 

holidays or did they have more than 

one tent? There are 2 different dogs. 

Quite a lot of equipment to bring on 

a camping trip by train! 



Right, the photographer, possibly 
at home.  It is a signed print.  

The other pictures on the page 
are of less quality and some are 
difficult to place the location. 
They are all part of the collection 
from the same photographer. 



 The above is for us possibly 
the most important Photograph 
from the collection, showing the 
lift and the boiler house in 
apparently good condition, 
mothballed until things get better!
  

 The boat is owned by Atkins 
and Son of Loughborough. It is 
probably a butty boat but could be 
a horse boat, as there were still a 
lot of horse boats during the First 
World War. It appears to be very 
heavily loaded with blocks of coal 
stacked to look like a wall. Coal was 
often transported in big lumps: I 
remember having to break it up  
with a hammer when it was my job 
to fill the coal scuttle. The girls all 
seem to be older so is this a later 

picture than the holiday the story 
refers to?  

You can clearly see the coal chute, 
and there are a lot fewer trees. 
On the lock side there is a wooden 
strapping post, used to stop the 
boat by putting a rope round it 
twice and letting it pull tight. I 
remember at least one still in place 
when I stated boating, they were a 
big bit of tree. I know we don’t 
need them much now but I wish 
they would put them back.  

 How tall is the chimney? I 
(MGB) was asked that recently and 
I don’t know, apparently a 
contemporary report said 150 
feet. I think it is less but possibly 
100? 



The pictures must be from 

separate visits   

One set has the canal working 

and one closed. Work is going on 

with the bottom gate: we have 

stop plank slots now for this 

work but in this picture it is a 

temporary dam. 


