Holes Hole memories
Typed from a photocopy of handwritten notes, possibly by Mr Rex Toll – but no name given. The original is especially difficult to decipher!
Holes Hole Quay I can remember being used to take passengers on trips up and down the river. The heavy gangway plank was purchased by my father after the river traffic fell off as a scaffold board. It really was two planks tied together with metal bars and battens nailed at approximately 9 inch intervals. It was really too heavy to use and eventually was cut up for firewood.
During a river trip when I was young, on a return trip to Weir Head, the boat offloaded some people at a landing stage at the bottom of Buttspill Farm. The plank became very slippery and the late Frances Viggars fell into the water. Someone pulled her out by her hair, or she would have drowned.
 At Holes Hole against the limekiln was an old building where the market goods offloaded from the steamer kept until the owners came for them. A Mr.Jago used to hold the key in the house near the quay, where there was also an inn. Mr.Jago also made baskets - in a building away from the road. His reeds and willows were kept in a large trough nearby. The water for this trough came from (? ??) above and the outflow ran under the road into the river. Mr Jago used to make the baskets to order and were made on a wide board with a f??? protruding from it. He had a piece of lead attached to his hand to hammer the willows together.
As boys we used to dive in off the quay at high tide and swim around to either side where there were steps. 
The quay was repaired by my father at one time for the steamship company.
A couple of tales were told to me – one by my father – that when nearly all the provisions and goods for the shop in Bere Alston came up river from Devonport, an old fellow, according to my father, who was about 16 stone used to collect the goods and carry them up Holes Hole hill to Bere Alston in two big baskets. Halfway to the village he turned out the baskets to see if they contained ?? …
Another tale told to me by the late Bill Crossman of Braunder Farm, Bere Alston, was when he was a young lad working for a Mr. Craddick who lived at South Hooe Cottage, it was usual to take the produce (fruit etc) to a temporary landing stage just below South Hooe Cottage. One day he missed the tide ? and the day before [? had] killed a pig for Devonport market. Due to the market boat being unable to get into the temporary landing stage, Mr Craddick carried the pig on his shoulders from South Hooe Cottage to Holes Hole and caught the market boat there.  
