Artist & lllustrator - Harry Wingfield
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Harry Wingfield, a self portrait
painted during the war years
whilst on leave from the RAF.

I'was born an only child in Denby, a village near Kilburn, about 7 miles north of Derby
on 4 December 1910. My Father, Herbert Wingfield was the oldest of nine children.
He worked as a furnace man at a local blast furnace of a type which was more or less
obsolete even then, a remnant of the industrial revolution, relying heavily on manual
labour in its operation. It was a hot, hard, dirty manual job which bred hard men.
My Father was a hard man - a fighter, with a reputation locally as a boxer. He met my
mother, Margaret, when she was 19 and working in a local hotel.

I'was born in an old stone pub near a smallholding owned and run by my
Grandfather. Very soon after | was born we moved to Manchester, where we took a
small corner shop and off licence in Hulme. I did well at school in Manchester and
eventually had the promise of a place at Manchester Art School, because I found |
could draw. 1 had this bad stammer, but I could draw. However, by then (around
1922) my parents had had enough of Manchester and moved back to Derby, so |
missed my chance to go to Art School.

Anyway, we took this small shop on the outskirts of Derby - on the Nottingham
Road it was - and [ went to School there and in 1926, at sixteen, | wanted a job in
a draughtsman’s office as an engineering draughtsman because Derby was a major
engineering centre then - Rolls Royce was there and also the Headquarters of the
Midland Railway with a large railway works. But by then the depression was looming
and people were not taking in apprentices, and my bad stammer didn’t help. It was a
hard world then - there was no such thing as “equal opportunities”.

So I ended up in a grotty little advertising agency in the middle of Derby, ready and
eager to learn the commercial art business. [ was supposed to be a graphics junior
- learning how newspapers were made - but there was no one there to teach me so
I taught myself, from trade magazines, and that kind of thing and attended evening
classes (life class) at Derby School of Art which I continued until 1930. At the office
I was the sort of office “gofer” and got round all the local papers where I picked up
more, bits of this and bits of that. One of my jobs was to go to local council meetings
and sketch the councillors for cartoons.

Then the recession came in earnest and in 1930 our little agency just failed
outright. 1 had to look round for a new job. Although I had been happy there | wasn’t
too disappointed because it hadn’t been a particularly good job. Then I saw this ad in
the Birmingham Post in the Central Library and wrote after it. It was at Crabtree’s in
Walsall and [ ot an interview practically straight away - I don’t know why. 1 got the
train and arrived at the old station yard in Walsall and thought what a nice place - it
really was quite nice. I hadn’t been there before. Walsall in the 1930’s was a busy,
compact friendly place, full of interest - [ had a good time and really got to know my
way around. It was very different from Derby which was a county town, surrounded
by countryside.

So I went to the interview. The chap who interviewed me was the advertising
manager, as the firm produced all it’s advertising in-house. Crabtree’s was an
electrical manufacturer producing small electrical equipment, circuit breakers,
domestic and other types of small switchgear - they did quite a big range. The
other chap at the interview was John Ashworth Crabtree himself, the founder of the
firm. (He died at a relatively early age and is, coincidentally, buried in Little Aston
churchyard, under a large granite slab, only a few yards from Bob and Ethel’s grave






