
 

 

Hi all. 

 

          December 31
st
 2008 I am at the Derbyshire village of Eyam where in 1665 

the entire village was plunged into a Black death epidemic. Its freezing fog conditions 

and about -6 degrees as I am recording these details. 

          I have been to this place before. It gets more fascinating each time I must say. 

It makes you wish you could go back in time with the cure for them when you hear how 

tragic some of the stories were. Each time I visit I find out more about the place. It 

would be great to get a team up there to do some medium work on the place. I might 

just look at the possibity. 

 

                One thing that strikes me about the place is the date It started in 1665 

and went into 1666.... To many sixes there for my liking Lol. A Taylor in lodgings 

ordered some material from London bearing in mind that the plague was raging down 

there at the time. The material arrived in a wet condition and so the tailor decided that 

putting the cloth in front of the fire was the thing to do. Little did he realise that it was 

going to decimate the village for by doing this he incubated the deadly black death into 

life. George Viccars who was that tailor was the first victim to die in the village of 

Eyam of the Plague. Mary Hadfield who owned the cottage at that time survived the 

Plague after burying 13 members of her family. This was just the opening episode as 

hell was about to reap the rest of the village.  

 

 

 

   The plague cottage. 
 

 

                   John Mompession was the Viccar of the village at the time and he 

took it upon himself to close of the village boundaries to the public and proclaimed 

nobody was to leave the village either. This was to be an agreed arrangement by the rest 

of the inhabitants. The church was actually shut during the illness, Mompession would 

hold outdoor sermons on a regular basis for obvious reasons. In the church there is an 

exhibition board about the facts of the Black Death in Eyam. A plague stained glass 

window is in existence and can be seen today. During the outbreak one evening 

Mopessions wife Catherine one night mentioned how the air smelt so sweet. John 

Mopessions heart sank as this was one of the known symptoms of the plague in its early 



 

 

stages. He lost his wife soon after and she is buried in a raised tomb by the Celtic cross 

in the cemetery. Many other victims were buried in their own gardens where the 

headstones can be seen today. Many were buried in surrounding fields to stretch the 

dieses a little and keep it apart. After Catherine’s death John Mompession carried on 

his good work in the village, he had a natural spring named after him, it was here that 

Mompession would meet with other village traders and officials from nearby villages 

for updates on the crisis. He would liaise with neibouring villages for supplying food 

and medical supplies and would leave leave money for supplies in a pot full of vinegar 

by the well which in fact was a natural spring to disinfect the coins 

 

 

 Catherine Mopessions tomb.  

 

The chains were really for importance and decretive means them days, you know just 

an extra trimming. 

 

                                _________________________________ 

 

 

 

 

                Eyam during its period of the plague (September 1665 - November 

1666) endured the most tragic stories of sadness.  One of the most tragic story for me 

is Poor Elizabeth Hancock who had to bury 7 members of her family in 8 days. There is  

a picture drawn up by an artist in one of Eyam’s local pubs (The Miners arms) of this 

woman dragging one of her loved ones to their grave. A very powerful picture, I had to 

feel for the woman. It was reckoned that all bereaved were encouraged to bury there 

own relatives by themselves which made Elizabeth’s ordeal even worse. It was thought 

that she moved away from the village after the epidemic. 

 

 



 

 

                                                           
Artists impression of Elizabeth Hancock. 

 

 

 

                 Another woman Margaret Blackwell contracted the Plague. One day 

during the advanced stages of the illness found herself alone in the house when her 

brother went out for one reason or another. Craving for water she dragged herself into 

the kitchen she saw a water jug on the table. Little did she know it contained hot bacon 

fat and duly drank some of it.  Amazing she survived and fought off the fever. 

 

 

 

                 More on the people of the village:   A young Lady by the name of 

Emmott Sydall had a boyfriend in another village. Because Mompession forbid any 

entries and leavings of the villagers she would only see her loved one from the 

boundary stone with a gap of a few yards for safety. The young man went to 

rendezvous with her and she did not come.... she to had caught the Plague and died. 

Emmott lived just a few steps across the road from the Plague cottage and almost 

opposite the Church. 

 Eyam  Church. 

 

 

                   

      Another unnamed person broke the curfew and left the village to go to market in 

a enamouring village and was stoned and beaten with sticks out of the village. 

Mompession was furious but the person was granted re-entry into Eyam 



 

 

 

 

 

            Strangely enough a man Called Marshall Howe who lives on the outskirts 

of the village survived it all. He was the village’s Sextant of all things. Many more  

stories exist of these tragedy‘s . The village pub Miners arms,,, has many more pictures 

and that place on its own by admittance of the pubs staff is haunted to hell, according to 

the Landlord . The village has a museum of the plague but it was shut until March 

which was a darn nuisance as it meant that I could not complete my investigation. Oh 

well it means that I will have to go back there again (sigh). I had paid a brief visit to the 

museum once before and noted the great content in there and its wax modelling. Also 

some very good depictions about this terrible time but my own time was limited on that 

day and alas had to leave it for another occasion.             

 

 

  I hope everyone realises it was -6 deg on this day and there's me flitting around with 

a note book and a bloody camera lol. I must admit that weather took me by surprise and 

I was not suitably clad to say the least. Heavy ice is forming from the branches of the 

trees and how wonderful it looks. I took refuge in The Miners Arms.  As I mentioned 

earlier I picked the right one so it would appear. I plied  myself with coffee and a nice 

hot pork sandwich and trimmings. I told the landlord and his staff that I was doing stuff 

for a paranormal website (Occult and Paranormal) and they all gave me lots of snippets 

of the carrying on's there and that place is one haunted shack. Not to mention the 

Murder that happened there in the 1600's. I got a long poem about the 2 women that 

died there when the pub was a mine. But it needs working on (you know taking pics 

whist in a glass fronted picture frame). Yes that pub was built on top of two mineshafts 

opened by the Romans. The mines closed and the pub was built on the top of it all and 

was famous for brewing its own ales. 

 

 

 



 

 

  
 

The Miners Arms. 

 

 

 

 

It became apparent from info from the pub that a plaque was hung from some peoples 

door known as the plague nostrum. I must admit I have seen these things, it is a 

triangular board with writing on it starting with   A   then next line AB then ABRA 

and so on till it eventually spelt Abracadabra. Just a bit of trickery which made no 

difference what so ever. But on the whole the plague in general was the birth of the 

Rhyme Ring a Ring of roses and was used frequently by the children of Eyam. The rich 

used to have a treatment called Blood letting which was an early form of transfusion 

but again it was thought of as folly and made no difference. 

 

 

                 The final death came in Nov 1666... But in August they lost a massive 

78 people due to a long hot summer and the offending rats were rife. they even lost 

around 60 in July. Its not said when the boundaries were reopened but that was about it. 

Every year now there is a special service for the ones who suffered in that period which 

is held outside on a nearby field. Just walking around the village I see loads of plaques 

and evidential marks of the horror that the villagers suffered during the epidemic and 

the atmosphere is growing all the time. The feeling of what went on kind of grabs you 

as you walk along….. Then you come across things like this. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 
 

 

  
 

Grave in the garden of somebody’s home.  Plaques in the gardens of houses. 

 

 



 

 

 


