Verse pinned to the door of The Greyhound pub in Cromford

“Come let us all here join in one, 
And thank him for all favours done; 
Let’s thank him for all favours still 
which he hath done besides the mill.

Modistly drink liquor about, 
And see whose health you can find out; 
This will I chuse before the rest 

Sir Richard Arkwright is the best.

A few more words I have to say 
Success to Cromford’s market day.”

Song of 1778
“Ye num’rous Assembly that make up this Throng,

Spare your Mirth for a Moment, and list to my Song,

The Bounties let’s sing that our Master belong

At the Cotton Mills now at Cromford

The famous renown’d Cotton Mills,

Our number we count seven Hundred or more,

All cloathed and fed from his bountiful Store,

Then envy don’t flout us, nor say any’s poor, etc.

Ye know we all ranged in Order have been,

Such a sight in all Europe sure never was seen,

While thousands did view us to complete the Scene, etc.

Likewise for to make our Procession more grand,

We were led in Front by a Musical band,

Who were paid from the Fund of that bountiful Hand, etc.

Ye Crats and Mechanics, if ye will draw nigh,

No longer ye need to lack an Employ,

And each duly paid, which is a great Joy, etc.

To our noble Master, a Bumper then fill,

The matchless Inventor of this Cotton Mill,

Each toss of his Glass with a hearty Good-will

With Huzza for the Mills now at Cromford

All join with a jovial Huzza”

