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I, William Wakefield, was born at Stanton by Bridge, Derbyshire, England, the 17th of August 1834. Father’s name, John Wakefield, mother’s maiden name Clark. Father was son of Thomas and Anne Wakefield of Stanton by Bridge, one of five sons and four sisters. Names:  William, John, Thomas, George, and Joseph, Martha, Mary, Jane, Elizabeth. All but two or three married.  I was the youngest of five when mother passed away (1836). I was two years of age. Father married a second time to Ann Bartram of Melbourne where he was then residing, by whom he had one daughter Betsy, now Mrs. G. Murfin of Melbourne, Derbyshire. Issue seven daughters one son. 

            My elder brothers were John and Thomas, both gone without issue.  My eldest sister Ann married Wm. Wilkinson, issue seven sons three daughters, living so far as I know six sons and two daughters. Sister Ann has departed this life years back. The sister next to me, Hannah, I loved dearly. She was so kind and loving to me in all and every little trouble I managed to get into. At 18 years of age she married Thos. Rose, bore three children and passed to her reward at 22 years of age. Babes went first. I shall always remember her as the most consistent Christian I had the pleasure of knowing in our family. Though young she dared to do her duty with pleasure and such gentleness and meekness. She had better have remained single. Her husband was no helper in the Life Divine. Be not unequally yoked together as it is a mistake when done.

As soon as I can remember I was sent to the infant school at Melbourne to which place Father had moved and was working for Mr. William Pegg Baker and Miller for about ten years when he started for himself with a small legacy left to his second wife, Gardening, Farming and Teaming for anyone, sometimes doing well and often having to make ends meet.

He was very unfortunate with his horses and lost through accident and disease more
than he made by hard work, but he had the satisfaction of knowing that he tried to do right by everyone with whom he had to deal, and I am thankful to say that his character as a Christian and gentleman was a good one. He passed away in the fall of 1867 after a life of hard work and a bare living, but he has a long rest before him. He was of a joyful disposition, kind and affectionate, but we had to
obey.   If we went wrong, as I often did, I had to look out.  I soon found out also that when I got into trouble the best way was to own up to it and the punishment was easier to bear. He sent me to school until I left of my own accord at 14 years of age. I went to work for Mr. Mathias Scott as boy of all work, but I had lots of play fun we used to call it, and now I look back and think of some of it rather rough fun, too. I served Mr. Scott three and one half years when I had to go home to help my father. I worked about 18 months, and my companions on the fifth of November made a fire around the lamp in the Market, Gunpowder Plot time and it was forbidden. It was at night and I was the only one taken by the constable, but I was rescued by the crowd. I ran off home and off to bed, but was up before break of day and off to Birmingham. My brother John was there. I never touched the fire or material it was made of, but I was scared off, was tried in my absence and fined 10 shillings and 6 Pence, but I am afraid that constable put the money in his own pocket.

Father was taken sick with rheumatism and I went back and worked until the following April and then went to Birmingham again, obtained work at Messers. Peyton & Harlow Brass & Iron Bedstead, Bordesley Works, as Laborer.  Worked 6 months and quit.  Not satisfied with wages.   Got a situation in a stove Foundry, 1 week.  Quit again, tried to beat me out of 2½ hours time.  No work, not much money, but I had a girl that money could not buy, so we put up the Banns and were made one

            October the 9th, 1853. William & Sarah Wakefield, maiden name Wright, daughter of Philip and Eliza Wright, Birmingham, formerly of Stockport, Lancashire, Eng. Mother dead at time of marriage. Father, two sisters, Ann and Elizabeth, one son Henry, who was apprenticed to a tin and iron worker, but was very badly treated at sixteen years of age. He ran away to Ireland and enlisted into the Seventh Hussars for eleven years. Sent off to the Crimea and from there to Indian Mutiny. Came back at the end of his time with medal for Bravery, worked six months and enlisted again for eleven years but only lived a few years. Was taken sick and died in Barracks. I would say just here that Henry enlisted in the name of Wakefield being afraid to use his own, as he would have been brought back and made to serve his time to the tinner.  I say this because I have his medal in my family. His only sister living, Mrs. Thomas Dunmore of Norwalk, 0hio, has one also, which was sent to her at his death. His sister Ann married Mr. William Wilkshire of Birmingham, died in this city, Cleveland, Ohio, in November 1867 and was buried at Woodland Ave. Cemetery.

Now after this digression I return to number one, that is on Oct. 9th, 1853 was our wedding day. Went to work the following week on Oxford St. for Mr. G. Whitfield Safe and Bedstead Brass and Iron Maker, helping blacksmith there.  I became Stationery Engineer and was in the first strike but I had to go. We wanted to quit at 2 P.M. on Saturday. We laid off Friday and won, but the old man was down on me for stopping his engine and gave me the goodbye the first time he got a man to take my place. Out again after serving 11 months.  Out one month but with a thumb nearly cut off before I left in a circular saw that I had to run as well as look after his engine.  I carry the mark yet, but on a good thumb.

In marrying a good wife I found some kind friends, and at the end of the month I went back to the old place, The Bordesley Works, as engineer.  Very much better than laboring, nothing like having a good friend, and found one in Mr. Charles Bentham, Master Mechanic of the works. He was a good teacher and I tried to be a good Pupil.  I worked under him four and a half years and he quit to take charge of Machinery in the Mint Coinage. The manager of this bedstead works was Mr. Duncan Morrison, as fine a specimen of humanity as ever I saw, about 6 foot 2 inches in height, red hair and wearing large Dundreary whiskers and he was a big-hearted man and not a soul in the five or six hundred that were under him but what had a good word for him, but he quit soon after the Master Machinist.   Then we had a Mr. Thos. Batho to look after us. He soon got the name of Tommy Loco, that is, he was not wanted there.  We very soon had a number of changes. A new broom sweeps clean, and he soon cleaned some of the old servants out, I, too, with some 20 others. 
During this time we had been blest with three babies, Henry born Nov. 11th,1854, lived one month. Mother took cold and both sick. Emily Ann came next April 11th, 1856, and just about twenty months came Clara, on the shorter day of the year. How well I call to mind the time. Was in good shape for a working man those times, a cozy little house that I had to pay about three shillings and six pence a week for. For comfort, ably clothed, good food, ditto health and money to pay my way, a sweet little wife and 2 darling babes, what more?  Oh, we had some good times that Xmas. Clara’s birthday Dec. 21, 1857. Mr. W. Wilkshire was on a visit from America and was with us with other friends. The past summer my father paid us a visit.  The Queen of old England came down to Birmingham to open Aston Hall & Park to the people, and I or we had father come and see the Queen and all the big turn out. We had a glorious time together, but father had been before, he came up on our first married Xmas to see the girl I had taken into the family. He was satisfied and became very much attached to her, and the attachment was returned with compound interest as long as he lived. He died in 1867.
 In the fall of the year on leaving the Bordesley Works I had the privilege of taking two weeks pay or two weeks notice. I took the pay and the next week went to work in Boiler Works Spring Hill, Mr. Thos. Pigot and Sons, for 8 months. While here Mr. D. Morrison, my dear friend of the Bordesley Works had started in business for himself on Charlotte St. and needing an engineer gave me a letter to Mr. Pigot asking my release at once, to serve him. This must have been in 1860. Mr. Morrison had not yet his place in order to manufacture anything as the place was newly built and machinery had to be set up and everything to get in good shape for work, but I was glad to work for him at 18 per week, which was less than at the boiler works, but the prospect was better.

 So it turned out

In this year my dear daughter Eliza was given to us on September the 27th, 1860. I had altogether good and happy times at this place, plenty of work that I took pleasure in doing and I had a hand in most everything that was being done, had my wages advanced from time to time, was satisfied, and tried to give satisfaction. Of course we had changes and some that were hard to bear. After about four years success Mr. Morrison was taken sick and died. Six of his servants carried him to his grave. During that time we were blessed with a son Frederick William April 26th, 1863, and about two years after a daughter Alice was given to us. She was a great pet while she stayed with us, when about 18 months she was taken sick with cough and convulsions and passed to the multitude of little ones that are dear to us all.  My dear wife’s father passed away in the first year of our married life at the age of 64, an old pensioner of the English Army, having served 22 years in a Foot Regiment. I became well acquainted with him, and many times have I sat and listened to his war stories in India and Spain and France. The hours would slip by unperceived so interesting could he be. It was no snap to be a soldier in his day. Lots of hard fighting and the glory of war and blood shed of his fellows. It was his business, but I want none of it in mine..


 My wife’s two sisters with their husbands emigrated to America and finally persuaded the writer to come on April the 7th, 1867. I started from Birmingham to Liverpool, came over on the ship “Hecla” in 15 days to New York. Was met there by my wife’s sister’s husband, Mr. Thos. Dunmore and taken to his home and wife, and met with the kindest of welcome and had a real good time with them. I stayed with them about six weeks and working about half the time with no prospect of anything permanent.  I started up the country, went into Pa. to Reading, found a friend in D. Mitchell a baker and confectioner. Stayed with him nine days and not succeeding in getting work went on to Harrisburg. Had a letter introducing to Mr. James Templar. Was well received and introduced by him to others whom I found to be very good friends. Obtained a situation at Hickoks Eagle Works putting together the keystone Cider Mills.  Was employed there until September, was then laid off, received at this place $2 per clay. I sent home to my dear wife and children $20 per month and paid $18 for board, and I was careful to save a little. Leaving Harrisburg I went on to Pittsburg, but did not get anything to do, so came on to Cleveland. Here my wife’s two sisters with their husbands resided, Mr. W. Wilkshire and Mr. Thomas Dunmore.  Wilkshire gave me work at once.  I worked for him all the winter into the following spring, gas fitting.  Had some words in regard to more wages.  He declined to raise and I quit.  I went to work for a gent on Columbus St. who had a Patent, Smith’s Blast Pipe, a good thing but slow to sell, as the owner was to pay. I had to ask for my wages when due, and this was something new to me, so I wrote to Mr. Hickok of Harrisburg.  He had said to me on quitting, he would like me to work for him the following season if it was convenient. He wrote me to say he would be ready in one month. In two weeks he wrote again telling me to come at once. Got the wages coming to me and went to Harrisburg. Started to work same day. I arrived at 2:30 A.M. went to work at 7. Went to board at the same house and renewed my acquaintance as far as possible. Some had gone to other places, but I found quite a number of my o1d friends around, so that I was soon very much at home. The work was light. I liked it and gave entire satisfaction. During the whole of this time my own and family’s health was good. Towards the fall I received a letter from my wife stating that there would be a good situation open in Birmingham. If I would write for it I might get it, so I thought a good deal about it and I found it hard to find out what would be best to do. I had several good chances to get the wife and children, but I felt very unsettled as the work I was at would only last until October and I might be out all winter, and that would take my savings and Mr. and Mrs. Dunmore were going back so I wrote asking for the situation. Received a satisfactory reply so it was home again. Mr. and Mrs. Dunmore came from Cleveland to Harrisburg and we went to N.Y. together but their baggage was behind time and I sailed ahead on the City of Paris. They sailed three days after, but I landed in Birmingham at about 1 A.M. in midnight. Did not know my wife’s address, having moved without letting me know, and she had missed money that I had sent, but I found my friend Mr. Thos. Ray, and he directed me to my wife.  She was then living on Edmund Street.  We had a very happy reunion.  I must again go back to the time I was working at Mr. Morrisons for in 1866 I or we were blest with a son, Ernest Henry, on the 27th of August, so that he was about 8 months old when I first came to this country. I often think how unwise it was of us both to part and run such a risk to leave a good situation, a good wife with five growing children whom I loved dearly, and many dear friends. When I look back I think we ‘were very foolish and her friends ditto, but I am very thankful to the Giver of all good for all His mercies to me and mine. I would here say that my trust in the Living God has been an immeasurable blessing to me since I was in my 21st year.  Up to that time I had received a religious education. Father and Mother, that is Stepmother, were both members of the General Baptist Church, and I a member of  Sunday School From the time I remember anything.  I had for teachers, Tho. Baker (Barker?), Evan Newton, Mathias Scott and others that I love to remember, for their kindness and prayers and patience towards me. My stepmother was also a good mother, and a kind wise teacher whom I hope to meet in the Better land. Her father was a fine specimen of Humanity, one of Gods noblemen, fine, hearty, robust, well built.  He worked on the same farm as laborer for seventy years, was a member of the General Baptist Church 73 years and 99 at his death, not a day’s sickness, and died in his armchair as easy as going to sleep. Living or dying, still the Lord his Master.  Buried him with every token of respect, and raised a headstone to his memory in the graveyard at the back of the Baptist Meeting House, Melbourne, Derbyshire.

I will here return to the writer. The work I undertook on my return to Birmingham was to look after the opening, the lighting, and the cleaning of the Free Library News Room and Art Gallery under the Superintendent and Chief Librarian, Mr. John Mullins.  He was the chief cause of my obtaining that situation, His wife and mine being own cousins. At times he was very good to me and made things very pleasant, and at other times the very reverse.  I tried to do my duty and to give satisfaction, but at times I found that hard matter as he became a great man for red tape, that is things had to be done whether it was for the better or not. I had not any need for judgment of my own, but go and do it.  I soon found out that I should have a hard time to please him, and I was not surprised when I found that no one else could do so, not even his wife, and I knew she tried her best and failed.  Many times there was a very angelic and a very devilish side to him, and the Sub. Librarian Mr. Barrett told me after being there 2 years that he, the chief, was trying to get me out of the place, so I asked Mr. Barrett, if he had the chance, to tell him that I defied him to get me out, that I determined to do right and if I should made a misstep I would acknowledge my fault and that I would find friends in the 14 gents that comprised the Free Library committee as well as he. I remained after I knew this 2½ years and then gave in my resignation to Mr. Mullins regret as he said, but I doubt it.  I might write some very interesting reading of things that I came across while in this situation, but I will let the good and bad go, only to say that Arthur John was born to us Oct. 26, 1872.

After fooling around a month or so I made up my mind to come back to this country, so on April the 6th, 1873 I took passage in Baltic White Star Line and arrived in N.Y. on the 16th landed on 27th and took train for Cleveland, stayed over in Harrisburg to see old friends a day, then on to Cleveland.  Was welcomed a second time by my friend Thomas Dunmore at Newburg and went to work for him gas fitting.  In August of the same year he moved to Ravenna, about 38 miles down the C & P Line.  There we had plenty of work and good times with exception of a severe spell of sickness I had of Malaria and Diphtheria for six weeks. I thought my time had come, and the idea of leaving my wife and little ones still in the old country gave me much trouble, but with blessings of God and good nursing I came through and resumed work, but quit in the spring of 74 and came to Cleveland and found times pretty hard, but went to work at lead pipe work at very low wages, but with promise of better as the firm was just starting. I worked for the firm two years and the promise only half fulfilled in regard to wages.  I asked for an advance, it was declined, so I quit, and I have never been sorry that I left. I am thankful that I was able to do that which I had promised to them. During this time I was enabled with some help from friend Dunmore and his dear wife to get out my wife and children, and we had splendid times, but my eldest daughter Emily declined to come with her mother and was married to Mr. John Copeland and remained in Birmingham. She has made a history of her own by becoming the mother of 9 children up to the present time 1890.   After leaving Gibson, Roberts and Price, the lead firm, I heard of a situation in Cincinnati, through Mr. Gibson, and I wrote after it. Obtained the same and went to work at Mr. Hugh McCollum, 262 Race St. Found them very fine people to work for and was treated first rate. Mr. Joseph McCollum was bookkeeper and Manager and always proved a good friend to me. I worked for them about 15 months and trade was dull and my family in Cleveland, so left and came home thinking (Page lost)    

       The mill started up again. I went back and took Ernest. Got a job for him.  Fred had worked there before the strike, but after that went to work for his uncle, Mr. W. Wilkshire to learn a trade. We lost our son Arthur by diphtheria while living on Herman Street, West Side on the 27 of August, 1878 and buried him in Monroe Street Cemetery.  My dear wife died on the 8th of August, 1882, while we were living on Harvard Street, Newburg.  In Harvard St. Cemetery we laid her to rest, a loving mother and faithful wife.

My daughter Eliza, the wife of J.W. Mathews passed from this life May 14th, 1890, leaving her husband and three sons, Willie, Ralph, and Wyatt (Hyatt?), and many that were dear to her to mourn our loss, but she is safe, dying in the faith of Him who is able to save to the uttermost all those that come to God through him. She rests in Harvard St. Cemetery, Newburgh.
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