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       Hilton in the Thirties: Childhood Memories 

By: Winifred Stearn, nee Oakett 

 

t  is  quite  nice  for Hiltonians of today to visualise what it was like  in  Hilton  in the thirties. The depression then was 

quite as bad as the recent one has been, though the times were quite different because of the way of life then. My sister 

has often said: ‘Wouldn’t it be nice to write about our way of living at Hilton then.’ So here goes! 

One  could almost say that Hilton was virtually self-sufficient then, as  there was a baker, a butcher, two shops which sold 

sugar, tea and such things,  three  public  houses,  a blacksmith and a firm called Summerlite which  sent  a  van  around the 

village about once a week with oil for the lamps  and all sorts of china ware, saucepans and such things. Most people had  a  

garden  and  grew  their own vegetables: milk was brought from the farms;  most  people  kept  chickens in what they called 

coups - a kind of small  hut with a wire run; rabbits were free to be caught and very tasty, too - no myxomatosis then. 

My father: a Local Shopkeeper  

ur family came to live in Hilton in June 1927. My father was born in Hilton in 1877 and left there when he was 17: he 

cycled to Cambridge, went to the Royal Marines recruiting office, added a bit to his age, and the next thing his family 

of brothers and sister heard from him was when he wrote from South Africa to say he was there with the Boer war 

going on.  When he came back to England he was based at Plymouth where he married, and had nine children before he was 

widowed. 

He served twenty five years in the Marines and was on the point of retiring when he heard that the shop in Graveley Way 

was up for sale. He bought it, along with the cottage next door. He sold his house in Plymouth and 

moved us all to Hilton. As the shop had been a pork butcher’s shop, and he intended to sell 

groceries, he really had to stock up from nothing.  We  sold  vinegar  from  a  barrel,  dates from a 

big block on the counter covered  with  muslin,  dried  fruits,  sugar  which  had  to  be weighed, 

biscuits,  sweets,  tobacco, oranges, pickled onions, shoe-laces, cottons, pins,  cheese, bacon, and 

skimmed milk from our two cows. There was also a cabinet of medicines for everyday ills: the brand 

name was Walfox. Later Dad took on the Post Office work, too, when the other shop found they 

could not cope with it. This other shop was what is now Grove house, kept by a Mr and Mrs Harding. The only telephone 

box in the village then was near to the Post Office, in the Grove itself. There were very few houses in the village with a 

telephone. One would get a telegram then for good or bad news. It was sent to the Post Office and then delivered by the 

person in charge.  

Those  days  some  people  would have goods `on tick’ : that is, they would  send  one  of  their  children  carrying a slip of 

paper with a few wants, then it would be recorded in a book and the mother would come in on Saturday and settle up along 

with the rest of her shopping. Sometimes they would pay up and leave some over for the next week. Often it got out of hand 

and became embarrassing. Of course if they moved away (‘flitted’) he lost out altogether. Some customers lived in tithe 

cottages, so this could easily happen. 

So the Oaketts had a shop for everyday things. Often people came to the back door after we had closed down for the day, or 

came on Sunday mornings. On Sundays it was illegal to sell stamps. 

My eldest brother was a trained boot and shoe repairer, so as boots and shoes were all leather those days (no composition 

soles) he was kept busy.  Soles on shoes were hand-stitched, as were patches on shoes to make them last a bit longer.  He 

also dealt with the horses’ harnesses and farmers’ leggings. 

When  we  came  to  Hilton,  of  course  we had cousins living in the village,  all  of  them older than us. Most people 

married others from the village or from Fenstanton, Elsworth or some other village near by, as one did not travel far those 

days. So one had to be careful what one said, as most people were related to someone in the village. 
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The Land  

ots  of  men and boys worked on the land after they reached fourteen and  left  school.  There 

was plenty to do, with ploughing, harrowing, and all sorts of jobs right from one harvest to the 

next. Farmers always wished  for  good  weather,  as stacks that were not completely dry 

inside could  later  create  heat  and  catch  fire.  The  corn was cut and bound mechanically  by the 

binder, then it was picked up and stacked in ‘stooks’ by  the  farm  workers,  allowed  to dry out 

and then the horses and carts would come along. It was forked up into the carts and either taken 

back to the farm,  or stacked in the field near the road, thatched and left until the winter when it 

was put through a threshing machine. The straw was used for  bedding for the farm animals, then 

when it was really soiled it would be  put in a manure heap, often in a field by the road, to ripen 

some more before  being  spread on the land in the spring. (called ‘Muck spreading’) We got used 

to seeing steaming heaps on our walks. Though the pong was not nice, it was a fact of farm life. 

Everyone who had a Common Right with their house was allowed to put one cow on the village green for the day. My father 

had two cows, which were taken to the green after they had been milked. He had one Common Right and rented a second 

one from someone else. The man who looked after the cows got a shilling a week from the common- holders for each cow. 

Our big  red  cow,  which  we  called Sally, a very docile cow, got so used to coming  back at a certain time that she would 

start coming home of her own accord, bringing the other one with her. Just imagine two cows coming over the cross-roads 

on their own these days!   

The gamekeeper then was a Mr Carter, before Mr Tom Smith took over. Quite a character, he was. He knew everyone, was 

very friendly, and often to be found in ditches or fields. He brought up a fox cub once, which he kept in a pen in his garden, 

so you could smell it as you went by. One could tell when he had been killing the vermin, such as crows and stoats, as he 

left them hanging on the hedgerows. He died fairly young, but his wife, Rose, lived to be a hundred and two. (She died in 

June, 1992.) 

The gamekeeper was, of course, responsible for protecting the game for when moneyed people came for the annual shoot. 

They would get a lot of the younger men, called beaters, to drive the birds towards the guns. It would take the best part of 

the day. Then they would all collect at the Old George, where the beaters were paid and were given a glass of beer and a 

pork pie. They must have really enjoyed their day. 

They had hare-coursing, which is now banned. Boys would go out at night sparrowing, too, for something to do. I once saw 

a man plucking sparrows, to eat. Mushrooms were plentiful too. Some were as big as a tea plate, but they often had maggots 

in them, so we used to soak them in salt. 

The farmers grew such a lot of produce then, such as swedes, which we ate  sometimes  as  children,  mangel-wurzels,  

Brussels’ sprouts which we bought  on the sticks, and potatoes which were dug and put in pits covered in  mounds  of earth, 

to be sold later as needed. There were three farmers then who owned most of the land in and around Hilton: the Rules, 

Brittons and Furnisses. 

It was a lovely sight to see the great big horses go by, laden with hay or corn or other goods. In holiday times the boys had a 

great time riding on the backs of the horses or on top of the load. There was an extra five shillings a week for the man who 

looked after the horses, night and morning.  They were beautiful beasts who had their own names such as Duke or Duchess. 

They were such docile animals. The men worked from dawn to dusk at harvest time and earned a lot extra which was 

already earmarked for winter clothes. 

I think the normal wage was about thirty shillings a week, and the women could earn extra by picking up potatoes and 

cutting off the tops of mangel-wurzels and sugar-beet. We children were sent out, after the fields had been cleared, to pick 

up ears of corn (gleaning) and we could take home quite a bit for the farmyard poultry. 

 
In  the  summer  we  went gooseberry or blackberry picking, using the money  to  pay  for  the Sunday School outing to 

Hunstanton or Felixstowe, which  was  a  real  treat  to look forward to. That was when Mr Lee first started a bus service. 

He had one bus then, and his wife took the money.  Now it is a big firm: the Whippet buses. 

The ladies made wine from elderberries, sloes, cowslips or potatoes. It was as strong as whiskey if kept long enough. They 

also made mushroom ketchup, pickled walnuts and jams of all sorts. 

Chicken was then a delicacy, only eaten in place of the Sunday joint, but ducks and duck eggs were plentiful. Our ducks 

used to live in the back yard and used to go out of the back gate and on to the weir for the day.  They would come in about 

4.30 on their own and were fed corn, then closed up for the night. Many a duck’s egg we had, with no ill effects, though it 

was said we could get typhoid from duck eggs. As children we liked the ducks’ eggs as they were bigger than hens’ eggs. 
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Daily Life  

lothes were  bought  mostly  in  St  Ives. There was also a railway station where one could travel to Cambridge and 

beyond. The doctor lived in St Ives, and I think it was seven shillings and sixpence if there was a great need to call him 

out. 

Most youngsters had a bicycle when they started work, often a second-hand one which was lit at night 

with a lantern fuelled with carbine, which gave off an unpleasant smell.  Anyone walking in the village at 

night carried a lantern fuelled by oil. 

Some people had a pump and a well in their garden. We had one which never went dry. When their wells 

went dry during the summer months, people would come down from New England, (a row of cottages now re-developed).  

Most houses had no running water. There was one pump on the side of the road near the oldest council houses on the High 

Street, and another one in the Grove.  Those who had neither pump nor well carried their water in buckets suspended on 

chains fixed to a wooden yoke over a man’s shoulders. 

On washing day they used a wooden tub in which to rub the clothes with soapy water from the copper. This copper was 

filled with rain water from the buts around the house and boiled up by a good fire underneath.  After the clothes had been 

washed in the wooden tub, they were put into the copper to boil.  The water was made soapy with sunlight soap and 

ordinary soda.  Then the clothes were taken out with a wooden stick onto the lid of the copper and transferred to a tub of 

cold water to rinse.  Then they were put through a big mangle and God bless any buttons that were not made of cotton and 

wire! Persil became known about 1930, which was very good. 

Cooking by the housewives was done on an iron stove fuelled by coal. The stove was kept shining bright with black-lead: 

housewives really took a pride in this. It was a custom then, when one needed to use the iron, to have a good fire going and 

bake at the same time for economy’s sake. The irons had a special metal sleeve to keep it clean and several irons were used 

to keep going with.  Most things were cotton then. Big things such as sheets were put through the mangle again when dry. 

Salt came in blocks and had to be broken up and rolled out with a rolling pin. 

Toilets for most houses were a wooden hut in the garden with one or two holes in a bench with buckets underneath which 

had to be emptied into a hole dug in the garden.  This type of toilet was often called the ‘linny’, but my father 

disrespectfully called it the Houses of Parliament! 

Household rubbish was also buried. I don’t think the dust-carts came around then.  We had a big hole dug in the field next 

to our house, which has now been built on. One of the houses in Graveley Way has this rubbish pit dug deep into the 

garden. The owner wondered why his tree would not grow, until we explained. Down there are old teapots, ginger beer 

bottles, glass bottles with marbles in them, tin boxes, old saucepans and all sorts of  things.  As we owned a shop, some 

fairly unusual things were put down there.  Other people would sometimes ask if they could put their things in it.  Guess 

there are quite a few bygones down there. We had another pit behind the wash-house. 

There was a ten shilling allowance for the old people then, which was not much, but they mostly had relatives who helped a 

lot with vegetables from their gardens and such things. Rents in cottages were about three shillings and sixpence. 

There were two cottages over Tithe Close then. In one of them was an old lady who made ointments from herbs and goose 

grease, and medicines from other herbs.  She went blind, and must have gone to the Poor Law institution.  That was a sad 

thing indeed when couples got too old to look after themselves and had no relatives to help: they were taken to the Poor 

Law institution, the ladies  going in one part and the men in the other.  They all dreaded the thought of that because of the 

separation, a very sad thing indeed in the evening of their lives. 

 

  Other Local Traders  

e also had an undertaker in the village, a Mr Hurst, so when someone died  he  could do all that was necessary. There 

was a lady in the village who laid people out and also attended births. The church bell would toll the person’s age, 

then the coffin was put into a kind of hand-cart which had glass all the way around it. On the route to the church 

people would pull their curtains in respect for the dead person. The bereaved would dress in black for six months afterwards 

and also wear black arm-bands. 
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The blacksmith was fascinating to watch. He was a Mr Rule. It was said he helped make some iron 

gates for Sandringham. 

The public houses were the White Horse and the Prince of Wales at the top of the High Street, and the 

Old George next to us in Graveley Way. It was a two-story house then, with barns at the back. The 

publican was Mr Tyler.  It was a real country inn, always a lovely fire for the men in the evenings, and 

a very popular feast at week ends and other holiday times. I think turning-out time then was ten 

o’clock. I can remember going there with a jug for a pint of beer for six pence. There used to be a man stay there at times 

whose job it was to take a stallion around to service the mares. It was a lovely animal - so huge. 

Mr White was the village baker. His bake house was at the back of Park Villa, Mr Fred Britton’s house, facing the green. 

He supplied all the village with bread and had a boy go round with regular orders. The smell which came from them was 

enough to whet one’s appetite. The ladies could bake their fruit cakes at the baker’s after he had done for the day. He lived  

in  a  small  house  next  door  to  the bake house, and the school mistress  lived  next  to him. She was a Miss MacKenzie-

Smith (retired), a great believer in the United Nations and banning strong drink. She would come to school sometimes and 

talk to us children. Once she brought us a beautiful patchwork quilt to see, made by the older Mrs Tyler who then lived in 

the Manor house next door to her. On Easter Sunday those children who went to church would file out through the Lych 

gate and over the brow, and be given an Easter currant bun baked by Mr White and paid for by Miss MacKenzie-Smith.  I 

think she was trying to impress on us that it was Easter  day,  but naturally we were more interested in the bun we would be 

getting. 

The butcher was a Mr Furniss who shared the grange over the other side of the green with his brother for his place of 

business. I cannot remember whether the meat was delivered or we had to fetch it. They were lovely joints of meat, mostly 

beef. There was then no need to add stock cubes to make gravy. We used to have a big joint for Sunday, the remains of 

which were eaten cold on Monday (wash day) and then made into cottage pie or rissoles for Tuesday. A hand mincer was 

clamped to the table, then one turned the handle.  The boys would get to know when the butcher was going to kill a bullock, 

and would go and watch. It was a gory sight, as they were pole-axed in those days (hit with a heavy instrument which 

crushed the skull.) Just after that the humane pistol came into use. This was a pistol which fired a pointed metal prong out of 

the barrel to pierce the animal’s brain.  My brother Vic was appointed to a butcher for five years and then started up at our 

shop until the war came and he was called up. 

Mr Key had a taxi which was for emergencies. He was also a mechanic. He lived near the green. The Tally man, as they 

called him, came around, and one would choose from his catalogue and pay so much a week over a number of weeks. 

 

 Electricity  

lectricity came to Hilton in about 1930 and my father was one of the first  to  have it put in. Being in the shop business, 

he found it a great boon, as before that we had to rely on oil lamps and candles. The bill for the installation was as 

follows: 

Wiring of schedule one (the shop and house) 5 19s 9d 

Supply of lamps 12s 0d 

Wiring of schedule two (cottage next door) 4 3s 9d 

Service charge for connection to mains 2 5s 0d 

 
As the mains ran right outside the front door it was easy. The old chap next door, Mr Fordham, was afraid to touch the 

switch and still went upstairs with a candle. 

We bought our first electric kettle around 1936. Our first wireless was a Pye. It must have been bought in about 1930. 

Before that my father had a crystal set, with ear-phones of course. We all had to be quiet as he found the station by touching 

the crystal with what we called a cat’s whisker. 

 

 Church and Chapel 

ots of people went to church or chapel. Though we were christened in church, we went to Chapel Sunday school, and 

then to the service in the afternoon.  We were given a half penny for the collection, and we were well aware  that  our  

attendance  there gave the grown-ups a bit of peace on a Sunday afternoon, as there were four of us who had to go. 

There was a lay preacher who took the service, and he liked to preach the gospel. Naturally we were bored and got frowned 

on for not being quiet.  The parson for the church was a Reverend Smith, a very kindly bachelor of about forty, who had to 
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take care of the parish of Papworth St. Agnes and us at Hilton. He would come on Fridays to the school and hear the 

catechism and talk about the Bible. 

Mr King was the sexton for many years and Mrs King played the small church organ, which was operated by a hand pump. 

Like the chapel organ, it had to have a boy pumping all the time it was being played. 

It was frowned on for the ladies to go to church without a hat, and at Easter time most ladies, if they could afford it, had a 

new hat. They hoped the day would be fine so they could show it off. Some were very pretty, made of straw. 

The School 

he  school,  when  we  arrived,  had the grand number of seventy six children,  which  they said 

came about because of a lot of children having been  born  after  the  First  World War. The 

school then consisted of two rooms.  There was one large room for the older children and one 

smaller one, which was for children from five to seven years. Mrs Hurst was in charge of these 

younger children, and Mrs Hammond taught the older ones, so she was our teacher. 

She also ran the school: we called her Governess. I thought she was quite old but she must have 

been only about twenty six. She did well as she had to teach boys and girls from seven to fourteen and all left with the 

ability to read and write. Two boys went to the grammar school - Stan Key and T. Yates. I don’t remember her ever having 

to use the cane: she was strict, and we just did as we were told. We were taught the ‘three Rs’, sewing and knitting, but I 

cannot remember what the boys did. We had pen nibs and ink then - no biros. We had a May Pole and were taught to dance 

round it. 

It was the custom then, if a child was left-handed, to make them use the right hand. It was wrong of course. My brother was 

nick-named ‘Keksey’ (keck-handed) because of his left-handedness. 

Nit-Nan came to look in our hair and finger-nails. Scabies was not unknown. Dental hygiene came in around this time, and 

we were all given a toothbrush and some Gibbs toothpaste in a little round tin with a picture of a fairy castle on the top. Lots 

of people before that cleaned their teeth with a piece of rag and salt. It was two shillings and sixpence to have a tooth pulled 

out and five shillings for a filling. 

In the winter it must have got on Mrs Hammond’s nerves as there was a lot of sniffing going on, so before we sat down after 

assembly we all had to blow our noses.  If we had not got a handkerchief we had to use our brother’s or sister’s. There were 

no tissues then. 

Local Features  

ear  to  the school there was a big ‘holler’ as we called it - a dip in  the  road full of water. It was fun to walk over that 

on stilts. There were two of these ‘hollers’: one of them, by the church, is still there, but the one by the school is now 

filled in. It was near Mr G. Britten’s house, which was then a very old farmhouse owned by his grandfather, who also 

owned the farm. 

The chimney-stack of this farmhouse, Park Farm, was unusual as each of the bricks had the design of the Prince of Wales’ 

Feathers on it. Two unusual pictures were also found there when the farmhouse was pulled down: one picture is in the 

church, I think, and the other in London. It was said the Mr Sparrow who built the Maze lived there. 

Special Days  

he  feast  week and sports day was at the end of July. We all looked forward to it. A cricket match was arranged for 

each day, and sometimes a roundabout, swings and coconut shy came - quite an event. Sports day was always on a 

Saturday. To finance it my father would go around the village and ask those who could afford it to give something 

towards it beforehand.  Then he and Mrs Hammond and others would do all the arranging of the races.  And a great time 

was had by all. Those children who did not win anything were given sixpence, and the ladies of the village gave a nice tea. 

May Day was another activity for the girls. We would go out into the fields and pick cowslips, blue bells, tom thumbs and 

buttercups, then decorate our hoops with the flowers. On May Day we would go around the village, knock on the house 

doors and sing a May song. The lady of the house would admire our flowers and give us a penny or an apple. My father 

stopped us from doing it, because he said it was begging. 
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Flowers were everywhere then: not so now. I can remember the village green being a mass of 

buttercups. And at harvest time the sides of the roads and the fields were full of poppies, cornflowers, 

clover, and other wild flowers. One could take a walk and pick such a selection, better than any 

cultivated bouquet, and there was not much damage, seed-wise, as there were so many. 

The R101 airship came over the school one day and we were all allowed to go outside to see it go over. 

Week Ends  

n  Sundays  boys  would  congregate on the cross-roads in their grey flannel  suits  and  would  stand  and talk, I often 

wondered what about - sport, I suppose. It was supposed to be a day of rest: we used to read and play cards in the 

winter, though that was frowned on even then. 

There was a cottage on the other side of the maze which was thatched. It caught fire one Sunday about 1930. It was quite a 

spectacle, but a widowed lady and her son lost their home. The firemen had a kind of pump - a box kind of thing with 

handles on the side, the hose was put in the ditch nearby and some men pumped away while the others directed the water 

onto the fire. It was hopeless of course, as the cottage was thatched. 

A regular treat of the week was the fish and chip man. He would arrive outside the chapel and would be frying and taking 

orders. It was two and one for one person, two pence for the fish and one penny for the chips.  There was no queuing then, 

one just kept shouting one’s order until one was served, and it was really worth it. 

Later, when we were out to work, we cycled to the pictures in St. Ives in all weathers. We paid ninepence or one shilling 

and sixpence and saw two films and the Pathe Gazette news. 

Out to Work  

e  left  school when we reached the age of fourteen. The boys mostly went to work on the farms or were apprenticed 

out into some other work.  Like the girls who were apprenticed, they were not paid, or were paid very little:  they 

were there to learn the trade. My brother was apprenticed to a butcher in St. Ives for five years. Girls either worked 

in the factory at St.Ives or went into domestic service, which was recommended then as it was good training for when they 

got married. But with one half day a week and  every  other Sunday afternoon off, we got home about four o’clock and had  

to  be back again at ten. It was very restricting for a young girl: I know because I was one of them. I got eight shillings a 

week and had to buy my own uniform. After five years I got fed up with it and went to work in the factory at St. Ives. I 

earned seventeen shillings and sixpence a week.  I  was  there  for  four  years,  and  left  for  the  ATS,  having volunteered. 

When war started I was earning thirty shillings a week. 

Lyle’s stockings were superseded by real silk ones if one could afford them. My goodness, what a difference I found them, 

though of course I was back to square one with the khaki ones of the army.              

 ‘Entertainment!’ 

n June 7
th

, 1931 we had a nasty earth tremor in the middle of the night.  There were two tremors, which they said were 

centred under the North Sea and were felt from the south coast right up to Scotland. 

Socials and whist drives were got up and then someone started dancing classes just before the war. It was sixpence a night 

and helped a lot for us to mix more. 

Children  had  tops  to  spin,  iron hoops to run along the road with (there  was  hardly any traffic), lots of flowers to pick 

and bird-nesting (taking  eggs  from  the nests)! In the summer the boys were in the fields with the farm workers. At harvest 

time when the corn was cut we children would stand around with dogs while the machine cut the corn, throwing the corn out 

as it went around. The rabbits would bolt out and we would let the dogs go: the rabbits did not stand a chance. Whatever we 

caught was shared out. They were delicious, too. 

In winter time the farmers would thresh the corn which had been stacked in the fields or on the farms. We children would 

have sticks and try to kill the mice which ran out. 

The weir outside our house, and Reeves’ ditch would be frozen at times, for as long as two weeks. Most people had skates, 

and a great time was had. 

Summers seemed to be hot, with plenty of flies to go with them. It was quite common to see sticky tape with arsenic on it 

hanging over the table - could not put it anywhere else, as one would walk into it. It was often black with flies. There were 

also jars of jam and water on the window sills for the wasps. Once they went through the hole in the paper tied onto the top, 

that was it. 
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They were a fact of life then. Now one does not see the birds so plentiful, as they have no caterpillars, maggots and flies to 

eat. We were guilty of bird’s-nesting, but we only took one egg from each nest and preserved them in sand. Now they are 

not getting their natural food times have changed for them. 

Other Memories  

ront  rooms  in most houses were only used on Sunday. The front room was always the best room, and in any case 

families could not afford to have two fires going at once. Our front room was quite a big one, and we would play cards 

(frowned on then, on Sundays). We read a lot, which a lot of people did. 

The only grumble I have is that they did not tell us about ‘the birds and the bees’. Most of us were quite ignorant about that, 

well after fourteen. 

Things were looking up when the war came. The memory I shall always have  of  Hilton is the free and easy days of 

childhood, going anywhere in the  fields  (except  when  they  were  put  down for hay), Blackberrying, watching  the  

sheep-dipping around the drift, iron hoops, tops and apple-scrumping:  Ken Daws would ask Mr Fred Furniss if he could 

pick up the fallers  from  the  ground, and of course he did not go on his own ;he was the  spokesman.  I remember the 

lovely  Sunday roast, cream teas (cream cheese,  too,  which  was made by hanging the curds in a muslin cloth on a pipe  

outside to drip), the old folk next door sitting outside and pleased to talk to anyone going by, the great big horses going by 

with their loads of corn, manure and whatever the season dictated, children blowing bubbles with the clay pipes the farm 

workers used to smoke with. 

Hilton is now a large village and it’s good to see Sports Day is still kept up. It’s still a very pleasant place to live. All sorts 

of things go on there now. 

When the war started and throughout the war, the villagers got up whist drives and socials and 

the proceeds were given to us all who were in the forces: each one was sent money for Christmas 

and when it was all over we were all given twenty pounds each as a welcome-home present. That 

was quite a lot of money then. There were twenty two of us in all. Sadly the two Martin boys did 

not come back: Les went down with his ship and Reg died in Burma. Betty Britten suffered from 

exposure while with the Wrens and later died at Papworth. 

 

 

                            

 

 

 
ow  everyone  has  to  shop  in St.Ives for most things. It’s such a shame after the way we knew it, but that’s life, and 

we know a much wider world than we did as children 

 

One  thing  which happened to me was quite magical at the time: I was cycling home from St. Ives and just where the old 

Poor Law institution was then,  I  rode  through  the  end of a rainbow, which was right across the road: something  one  

does  not forget; something one does not experience often, either. 

 I hope people who are interested in times gone by will enjoy reading this: it happened in so many villages in the thirties. 
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  The End 

 


