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Lloyd Eric Tomlyn, 1928 to 2016 

 

Lloyd Eric Tomlyn was born in Mountsorrel on 12th July 
1928, the son of Eric Dudley Ernest Tomlyn (known as 
Dudley) and Lucy Emma Tomlyn (nee Gregory). Dudley 
worked for Sam Hunt at a bakery on the main road in 
Mountsorrel and he and Lucy lived nearby.  
 
In his later years Lloyd wrote the story of his life, and after 
he died, his family put it together with many treasured 
family photographs into a large folder, which they 
subsequently lent to the museum team. Lloydôs memories 
provide an interesting, valuable and unique insight into life 
in Quorn in the mid 1900s. This document deals mainly 
with Lloydôs time in Quorn, and is only about a quarter of 
his full autobiography and memories! 
 
We pick up Lloydôs story in his own words, from the point the Tomlyns moved to Quorn: 
 

Chapter 1 ï Quorn 1931/32 
Eventually Dad was to leave Sam Huntôs bakery in Mountsorrel and he got a job as baker to 
Quorn Co-op. The shop was where Bradleyôs Supermarket is now situated. At the time this 
would have been Nos. 8 and 10 
Station Road.  
 
Across the yard at the back of the 
shop and backing on to the 
churchyard was a brick built and fairly 
modern two storeys building that was 
the bakery where Dad would work 
until I was 18 years old and had been 
called up for the army. But more of 
that later. It is now the warehouse to 
the shop. I did recently manage to go 
back and have a look inside and was 
surprised at how small it was. I 
suppose he went to the Co-op, as it 

must have paid better wages - 
would you believe about £2-0-0 
per week. This would have been 
for a five-and-a-half-day week; 
goodness knows how many 
hours. At that time people 
expected fresh bread delivered 
every day if possible and so it 
was always an early start. 
Usually around 4-5 a.m. Monday 
to Friday, and a little earlier on 
Saturdays, as he had Sundays 
bread to bake as well. Mind, he 
was able to knock off earlier on 
Saturdays and I believe he also 

Quorn Cooperative Society on Station Road in 1931 

Lloyd Eric Tomlyn 

The old bakery at 
the back of Bradleys 
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had Wednesday afternoons off, as most shops had half day closing then. Most other days 
finishing time would be about five-thirty. This would depend on whether there was anything 
special to be done. At least the half days off, gave him time to indulge in his favourite 
hobbyðfishing. 
 
After the bread each day there would be all kinds of cakes from jam and lemon curd tarts, 
cherry bakewells, snowballs, fairy cakes and fancies of all kinds as well as 1lb and 2lb. 
fruitcakes, large sponge cakes and lots of others the names of which I cannot readily 
remember. Always ready in stock would be a set of cakes of different sizes just waiting for 
the icing and fancy decoration and building up into two tier or three tier wedding cakes, to 
whatever the customer required. A similar exercise would have to be followed in the weeks 
leading up to Christmas when all the cakes had to be iced and finished off with fancy 
trimmings and ribbons. The smells would be just fantastic and anything newly baked 
immediately takes me back to those far off days. 
 
Something I recall from those days was that occasionally when he was icing a wedding cake 
he had to go to Leicester to buy the little pillars that support each tier from a place at the top 
of High Street. I would be quite small and sometimes he used to take with him on the bus and 
then walking along I still remember how soft and warm his hands were.  
 
One of his longest periods at work of course was on the eve of Good Friday. As I said before, 
people in those days liked things freshly baked. No freezers at that time, in fact no 
refrigerators either. Never mind that a lot of people did not even have electricity and some no 
gas either. So Thursdays work as usual. Home for his tea and then straight back to work and 
make a start on the Hot-cross Buns. Probably it would be after midnight when this was all 
done, so why bother to go home? Might as well carry on and do Fridays bread as well, and I 
sometime remember him coming home as we were off to school, nearly always with some 
fresh Hot-cross buns for us. Not that he had finished for the day. Back in the afternoon to do 
Fridays work. This was one of the rare times we might have seen him GOING to work as 
normally weekday mornings we would be fast asleep when he left.  
 
Just how folks of his generation managed it all I cannot possibly think. Perhaps Dad may 
have been something of an exception, but people did work very long hours indeed in most 
every trade and some for just a pittance. Talk about ñThe good old days.ò By the way, if you 
happened to be out of work there would be no unemployed benefits as there are today and 
there was no Family Allowance either. Just a few shillings a week on the dole. Lord help you 
if you fell ill either, there was of course no National Health Service. This only came in after 
World War Two.  
 
My mother told me that when I was a child of two or three years old that I was once in need 
of a Doctor and called one in, it was Doctor Gibson. When he arrived the first question was 
ñHave you got the 7/6d fee?ò before he would attend to me. I expect in those days he 

probably knew that if he did not get the 
money there and then he may never 
receive it as it was generally in very 
short supply. I met him many years 
later when he was a friend of my future 
father-in-law and by then retired. He 
seemed a very nice friendly little chap. 
I think they used to play snooker 
together at the Constitutional Club in 

12 Station Road, now no 22, was next to what is now 
Bradleys. This modern photograph was taken by Lloyd 
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Watling Street, Mountsorrel, now the Day Care Centre, and my own sons used to play with 
them too. 
 
Anyway Dad had not been working at the Co-op very long when we moved to Quorn to a 
house immediately next door to the shop and which belonged to them. The rent was around 
5/-d (25p) per week. At the time this house was numbered No.12, Station Road. It is at the 
present time No.22. It was one of a group of three cottages built of Mountsorrel granite on the 
front though I think the backs were built of brick, with a Swithland slated roof. Quite old I 
should think. Its outward appearance from the front is very little altered today though the 
small front gardens that are there now have only been recent additions. Inside there was just 
one large living room with an open fireplace of black metal which Mam had to ñblack leadò 
frequently. On the left of the fire was a good-sized oven for cooking and it was fitted with two 
large sheet metal shelves. The reason I mention these, was that at night in the winter when it 
was cold, (no such thing as central heating of course,) we would take them out, wrap them up 
in newspaper and pop them into bed as bed warmers. Fantastic! On the right hand side there 
was a small boiler for heating water and the heat for this and the oven was produced from the 
central open coal fire. Hanging down from a bar in the chimney was a huge metal hook to 
which you could attach a large iron cooking pot for stews or boiling water. The boiler was not 
plumbed in any way and had to be filled and emptied with a jug. Some had a drain tap on the 
front but unfortunately not ours.  
 
All of this fireplace area was set back into a kind of inglenook about six feet deep and with 
the ceiling lower than the rest of the room. Across the front and supporting the wall above 
was a large timber beam, which would have been less than six feet from the ground. In the 
bottom edge of this beam was a small hollow a few inches across. The reason I mention this 
and its dimensions was because Dad would stand with his back to the fire getting a warm 
and he could just rest his forehead in the hollow and I am sure I remember him having a nap 
in this position. I used to wonder if I had imagined all this, but recently I had the cheek to go 
and knock on the door and asked the lady who now lived there, as I had lived there as a 
child, if I might have a look how it had changed? She very kindly agreed. I was also invited to 
have a look at Nos. 14 and 16, now joined together to form No.24. 
 
No.12 was more or less as I had remembered. The beam across the fireplace was as I 
recalled and low enough to put my head up to, though the fireplace was new of course. 
Originally in the living room, in the back left hand corner was a sort of stone built-in cupboard 
about six feet square with a big wooden door and an iron latch where we used to store bits 
and bobs and toys that we might have. We used to call it the Bogey Hole and it has now 
been turned into a little office, complete with computer station. 
 
It was in front of the fire where we would have a bath. For this we would use a fairly large 
oval galvanised metal one which my Mum would also use for the laundry. It would be filled 
with hot water from the boiler. No fresh water every time either. That would cost too much 
and take too long. No, we kids would go in one after the other. Mam and Dad would use this 
bath as well but of course they would either have to have their knees up to their chin or leave 
their legs hanging out. There was by the way no water in the house. Our house No.12, 
Nos.14 and 16 all shared an outside tap which was at the back of No.16. We all shared a 
common back yard and every drop of water had to be carried, although we did have our own 
drain. 
 
In the corner by the front door the staircase ran up to the one bedroom about the same size 
as the living room and then up again to an attic, which I think, was somewhat smaller. I 
cannot remember that we ever used this room. Both staircases were boarded in with a door 
at the bottom to keep the warmth in I should suppose. The staircase has now been moved to 
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the back of the living room and as I only saw the ground floor, I have no idea what it is like 
upstairs now. 
 
In the bedroom there was a double bed for Mam and Dad and a kind of ¾ bed sized barred 
cot with drop down sides for Pauline and eventually our new baby sister Dorothy May, all 
right Bill then, who was born on 17 April 1933. I well recall my mother sitting in the living room 
with Dorothy on her knee and asking Pauline and me what we ought to call her. I am pretty 
sure she had made up her mind to call her Dorothy May after a song sung by Gracie Fields 
and telling of a girl of that name who had ñnice brown eyesò which her new daughter had 
also. Now my bed in the same bedroom was placed across the single window from where I 
could get a good view of the Green, (now the car park,) when I stood on it. More importantly I 
could also see the clock on Wrightôs Elastic factory canteen. That is now the Quorn Medical 
Centre but I understand the clock is the same one and was put back during the rebuilding. 
I donôt know whether we had a clock upstairs or it had just stopped or whatever, but as my 
Mum could not see the Wrightôs one from her bed she would call and ask me the time. Now I 
could not tell the time so I would stand on my bed and shout that one hand would be in a 
certain position and the other in another so she could work out the time. We would get a 
reminder a bit later in any case except on Sundays. At 8 oôclock the factory hooter would 
blow and it was time to start work at M. Wright and Sons Ltd., manufacturers of elastic and 
webbing. 
 
When Dorothy was born she unfortunately had a birthmark on her temple. A sort of red spot 
called a naevus which if left would grow bigger until it would cover much of her face, (just like 
Gorbachev, the old Russian leader). Naturally you would not want this to happen if you could 
avoid it and it could be treated. This though entailed going to Loughborough Hospital two or 
three times a week for several weeks for the treatment. Luckily it was summer time as I think 
she was very tiny when this happened. No bus fare for a woman and three children and so it 
was that we generally walked there and backs. If I got tired, I had a lift on the pram but I think 
I mostly walked there and back as Pauline was in the pram as well as Dorothy. But the 
treatment did the job so it was all worthwhile. 
 

From the living room there was a 
couple of steps leading up to the 
kitchen which had a sandstone sink 
and a brick built, coal fired Copper for 
boiling the washing, which again had to 
be filled and emptied by hand. To help 
with the washing there was the usual 
dolly tub and dolly pegs. Also a big cast 
iron mangle with a pair of wooden 
rollers to squeeze out the water. I am 
fairly sure that there was a gas cooker 
here too. Leading off the kitchen was a 
large pantry with no light of any kind. 
You had to take in a candle or a lamp 
to see what you wanted. There were 
mice in there too, for which we used to 
put out traps, sometimes with success. 

 
This dark room brings back a memory of being caught out by my mother. I cannot say that I 
was especially being naughty but it was something that I just did not want her to know. 
Perhaps another bit of the self-consciousness I always felt when doing something out of the 
ordinary. The point was that on Saturdays we used to get a Saturday 1d (1 old penny) equal 
to about 2/5ths of 1p today and off we would dash, past Mr. Sharpe the butchers and Mr. 

The Station Road cottages in 1975 before renovation. 
The Tomlyns lived in what was no 12 (on the left) 
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Bentley the shoe mender to the next shop Allenôs who sold a small range of groceries, 
cigarettes and sweets. In the summer they also made and sold their own ice cream, both 
from the shop and by Mr. Tommy Allen who would do the rounds on a three wheeled peddled 
cart selling as he went. Other items they sold at the appropriate time were fireworks and 
sparklers and some beautiful thick matches which when struck burned in lovely different 
colours. They were a 1/2d per box of about ten. Anyway on this particular Saturday I let 
Pauline and Dorothy go first (always the little gentleman) and go back home with their sweets 
and then I bought 1/2d of sweets and a box of coloured matches. I think when I got home my 
mother was wondering how it was that I had already got through over half my sweets, as she 
thought, and perhaps I had a guilty look on my face but I do not think that anything was said. 
But of course, now I had a problem. How was I going to set off and enjoy my matches without 
anyone else knowing? The opportunity came at teatime. Being a good boy (most of the time) 
I nearly always used to lay the table with the crockery and cutlery, this being kept in the 
pantry. Every time I went in to collect something I would strike one of my matches. I think 
Pauline and Dorothy knew what I was up to as they followed me in, so I would give them 
something to carry while I carried on my secret enjoyment. I did not get through them all and 
put the rest back in my trouser pocket. Bedtime came and being November we would get 
undressed in front of the fire and put on our nightclothes. I think at that point I had forgotten 
all about the matches but as Mam was folding up my clothes and hearing a rattle she 
discovered the matchbox. Oh dear. I cannot remember what happened next, but I probably 
burst into tears as my guilt overcame me, but it was a lesson of life learned. 
ñOh what a tangled web we weave, 
When first we practice to deceiveò. 
 
Coloured matches, sparklers and fireworks would indicate Bonfire night. There was usually a 
huge one held each year on The Green and it seemed half the village would attend. There 
seemed to be fireworks galore as everybody enjoyed everybody elseôs, but you always 
wanted some of your own. 
 
Where the present Dentist and Chemist shops now stand on Station Road stood another 
general store that I think sold mainly hardware too. It was Frank Facers and he used to sell 
fireworks as well. At one time we managed to persuade our very reluctant Mam to buy some 
for us alone. So, just as we were off to see the bonfire she slipped a coin into her glove. 30 
yards or so down to Facers, and with our noses pressed to the window glass we picked out 
the ones we would like. Ready to go in to make the purchase Mam slipped the coin from her 
glove. With hands on the door handle a quick shout of ñWait!ò The coin she had in her hand 
was not a sixpence but in fact a farthing, (1/4d.) both coins of about the same size. 
ñWell, no problem there, we thought,ò Mam could easily slip back home and change it. But 
she said she wouldnôt go traipsing back and didnôt. Most likely of course because she did not 
have a sixpence back at home in the first place and only brought the farthing because we 
had badgered her into it. She had probably hoped also that by the time we got to Facers they 
would be closed for the day, but the timing must have been wrong. There always seemed to 
be days left in the week when the money ran out. 
 
One of the regular happenings on Bonfire night was Jack Dean, the gardener at the Dower 
House, which then stood in its own grounds, leaning over the wall and remonstrating with the 
youths who used to stir up the fire when it began to dim slightly. He was always shouting the 
odds about setting fire to the trees in the garden and perhaps they did build it too close, but 
nobody ever appeared to do anything about it before hand and I donôt think the trees ever 
caught fire. 
 
Anyway, back to the house. I had mentioned earlier that there was no water actually in the 
house but one thing we did have was the new-fangled electricity. The mains of The Leicester 
and Warwickshire Electricity Company now extended down Station Road past No.12 but not 
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much further. I believe we had a light in the living room, one in the kitchen and one in the 
bedroom. The wiring was fitted in what today would have been an industrial manner; the 
cables being threaded through black metal conduit and with big metal switches. A coin meter 
paid for the electricity, shillings (5p) I think. A meter for the gas needed pennies. 
One of the highlights for us kids every few weeks was to watch when the meter man called to 
empty the money. He would empty it onto the table and put the pennies in little heaps of 
twelve, (twelve pennies made one shilling (5p)) and then he would hand Mam some coins 
back as a sort of dividend. The same too with the electricity man. 
 
Out the back there was the common yard stretching across the three houses. The garden 
twenty or so yards long had a path up the side which led to a high wall at the top. On the 
other side of this there was the graveyard to the church. Built onto this wall were the three 
toilets for the houses. I say toilets but in fact they were the old Pan type. In case you do not 
know exactly what they were, they were simply a metal pan about eighteen inches high and 
eighteen inches in diameter with a full width wooden seat with a hole in it across the top and 
would get emptied by the council each week. What a job! Not very well situated either if you 
wanted to go on a dark, windy winterôs night, hence the use of chamber pots. 
 
Back in the house I remember that we had a radio, not from the mains, but an accumulator, 
or acid battery, which would be taken to Bob Allenôs shop on the corner of School Lane to, be 
recharged every couple of weeks or so. We also had some musical entertainment. 
Somewhere along the way Dad must have learned to play the piano though I can hardly 
recall him playing from a score. His favourite instrument though was the organ. I do not know 
how he could possibly have afforded it, (perhaps on the never never) because I donôt think 
we kept it very long, but Dad once got hold of a large two manual pipe organ with all the 
stops and foot operated sounds as well. Played on your own the air to power it was provided 
by two big bellows that you pumped alternately with your feet. If you wanted to use the foot 
operated notes as well, then there was a lever at the side where a second person could 
provide the necessary power; and this is where the neighbours came in. As I said earlier 
No.12, 14 and 16 had a common yard and water tap so that we were frequently in and out of 
each otherôs house as people were in those days. 
 
Next-door at No.14 lived a grand old widow lady, Mrs. Joiner and her grown up daughter 
Hilda. She also had a married son who lived in Barrow Road and he had a son and daughter 
called Frank and Janet about my age who would often come to see their Granny. So it was 
that Pauline, Dorothy and I would all call her Granny Joiner as well. 
 
At No.16 lived the Roe family. Ison, the father, was a window cleaner and would do his 
rounds with his ladders perched on top of a soapbox on wheels. There were Mrs. Roe and 
three children, Leonard, William and Florence (Len, Bill and Florry). They were a few years 
older than us and I think they all worked at Wrights. Well it was usually Bill and sometimes 
Len who would come round to pump the organ for Dad to give full vent to his music. Florry 
would come too and read us stories and I think take us out for walks at times. Speaking of 
organs, I was recently reminded of something which must really have excited Dad. At one 
time, his sister, my Aunt Kathie was the manageress of the Ritz Cinema in Nottingham, not 
far from the city centre. Here there was a resident organist named Jack Hellier who played 
the Wurlitzer which would rise up during the intervals to entertain the audience. Kathie 
arranged for Dad to meet him and I believe let him have a go on it. 
 
Remembering the neighbours, one of the events of the day was when Mrs. Roe came out to 
feed the chickens that she kept in a pen in her back garden. She used to give us handfuls of 
corn to throw to them while she attended to their water and bedding and of course collect the 
eggs, sometimes giving one to each of us. We could not wait. So we would go to badger her 
at her back door and ask when she was going to see to the chickens? She would nearly 
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always give the same reply, ñIôll do it DRECKLYò. By this we learned she meant ñI will do it in 
a little whileò, and for years I used to think that was what DRECKLY meant, not directly or 
immediately. Still you live and learn. 
 
Some while after we moved in, a great time arrived and all three houses had a cold-water tap 
fitted in the kitchen together with a deep, white glazed sink. It must have been absolute 
heaven for my mother no longer having to go trudging across the yard to carry all the water. 
She could also now use an old bicycle inner tube cut across to make a hose, which she tied 
to the tap to fill the copper. What luxury. Mind we still had the pan lavvies. 
 
The other excitement about this time concerned my Dad and his bicycle, which he had 
bought from the Co-op on the weekly, I think it was a Hercules. By the way the bosses would 
have frowned upon purchases like this if they had been made somewhere else. Wednesday 
or Saturday summer afternoons, (Sundays would have been frowned upon), he sometimes 
used to take me out on it. With a chair cushion tied to the crossbar and my feet resting on the 
front forks- off we would go. 
 
Down near Quorn Cross where now stands The Thatch Restaurant [now 2 Station Road] 
lived a family called Prickett. Mam, Dad and four sons. Bert [Herbert], a big swarthy individual 
was a good friend of my Dadôs and they used to go fishing together. The youngest son, 
Reggie was a friend of mine and in my class at school. The window at the front of the shop 
as it was then, was always full of bits of cars and motorbikes. Bert was something of an 
expert with motors and was, I suppose, self-employed. In the mid 1930ôs, what with the 
depression, I think Bert must have had a job making ends meet with a family to keep as well. 
Luckily people still wanted their daily bread and I cannot recall that Dad was ever out of work. 
 
Anyway, my Dad was 
down at the Pricketts 
one day when Bert 
mentioned that he 
wanted to be rid of a 
motorcycle and sidecar 
he had. I am pretty 
sure that the bike was 
a Royal Enfield of quite 
small capacity. The 
sidecar looked like it 
was home made. Just 
a large plywood box 
with a curved front, no 
windscreen or hood. 
Well Bert must have 
been a bit desperate, 
as the next we knew, 
he and Dad had done a 
swap. One newish 
pedal bicycle for a 
motorbike and sidecar. 
Dad had had 
motorbikes before and 
he just loved them. He later used to say that he never wanted a car, as he would probably fall 
asleep while driving if it was too comfortable. 
At no great cost and with petrol at about a shilling (5p) a gallon it was not long before we 
were offðTo Nottingham.  

Bert Prickett on the bike, Dudley Tomlyn (Lloydôs dad) in the sidecar, Lloyd 
is behind his dad and the other three boys are Bertôs sons. 

It is thought that this photograph was taken in the back yard of 2 Station 
Road. Wrightôs factory buildings can be seen in the background. 
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With its gearshift handle on the side of the fuel tank, which had a crossbar over the top, its 
acetylene lights and its huge flimsy sidecar it must have cut a pretty picture. Mam and 
Dorothy on the seat in the sidecar and Pauline and I sitting facing backwards in the foot well 
on what might have been a footrest, but out of the wind, off we went to see the relatives.  
We hardly ever had any trouble getting there or travelling around when we did, though at no 
great speed. No, the trouble always came on the way back, which was much more of a test. 
Everything would go well until we reached the village of Bunny. Then open her up and try and 
get her going flat outðpossibly 30-35 mph. Keep changing her down through the gears, 
eventually to first, but she could just not make Bunny Hill. 200 ï 300 yards from the top and 
she would stall. Then out we would get and push her to the top. Off we went once more and 
this time we would usually make enough speed to climb Costock Hill, which is not quite so 
steep, and so back home. Many times Dad would say he would turn round and take the 
Gotham Road instead, but I think it was too much of a challenge for him and he never did. 
But we never made Bunny Hill without a push, though mostly Mam refused to get out and it 
was Dad and I only. Often then if the weather were reasonable, having got out I would finish 
the journey sitting on the pillion seat hanging on to Dadôs coat belt. Not the finest experience I 
can tell you having a 30-mph. wind blowing up your trouser legs when you only had short 
trousers. 
 
All this enjoyment, as we liked to look upon it was not always a life of sweetness and light. 
There were quite often real rows over all sorts of things between Mam and Dad. Not getting 
out of the sidecar would be a cause of friction and back home an argument would most likely 
ensue. 
 
Mam was still in her thirties and she might have wanted to get some enjoyment out of life 
doing the things she wanted. It could not have been an easy life. In those days, hardly any 
married women went out to work, particularly if they had a family, though that might have 
been easier than the daily grind that now occupied them. The washing and the ironing were a 
hard time for a mother. It was not only the hard graft of actually doing the washing, but there 
were none of todayôs detergents and aids to do the job, just good old-fashioned soap and a 
bag of Reckitts Blue in the last rinse to try to improve the whiteness. Especially if you had 
hung out the washing to dry on the line up the garden path, only to see the line break and the 
whole lot fall to the ground and needing to be done over again. It must have been heart 
breaking as well as back breaking. Old cast metal irons heated on the fire were not quite like 
todayôs modern thermostatically controlled electric steam iron. 
 
Not just washday either. No central heating to keep us warm or even an electric fire to give 
us heat at the flick of a switch. Only open coal fires, if you had the coal, which generally burnt 
out overnight so that you got up to a cold house each morning and needed to have the 
firewood to start a new fire each day. Simply getting hot water was not achieved by turning 
on the hot tap as I have said before. No refrigerator or freezer to keep food fresh, so 
shopping became another regular chore going to the local shops. 
 
I know that Mam used to like dancing which she enjoyed for many years but I do not think 
Dad was very keen. He probably liked his fishing more. There used to be a dance most 
weeks at the village hall and may have been more than one. I do not know where Dad would 
be, but I believe Mum used to find us a baby sitter. It would be either Florry or perhaps 
Eunice Steins, another young lady who would pop in from time to time. She lived just across 
the road. One time I think Mam must have gone a bit mad, probably with the frustrations of 
life. She bought herself a long BRIGHT RED dance dress and I think she wanted to keep it a 
secret from Dad, maybe because of the cost and maybe because of the flirty appearance it 
produced. Anyway Dad naturally found out. And the terrible row that ensued I remember to 
this day. I do not think he ever struck her but the shouts and screams were awful. He was 
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most probably jealous of what other men might think of her and I really do think she was a bit 
of a flirt anyway and always had an eye for a good-looking man. Perhaps that is an awful 
thing to say about your own mother but many things in life gave that impression. 
 
Rows like this seemed to happen fairly frequently through their married life, though probably 
not as frequently as I imagined and would often end up with me, Pauline and Dorothy crying 
too. They may have been about money which was usually in short supply, though with Dad 
working the hours he did, I donôt know what he could have done about it. You have to 
remember too that there was no such thing as child allowances or benefits of any kind. 
Everything had to be paid for. But between them they used to make up and life would go on 
as normal or as near normal as possible. People rarely used to part in those days thank 
goodness. They stuck together through thick and thin and I must be very grateful for that. The 
things you must miss when you only have one parent must be innumerable. I feel very sorry 
for so many of todayôs kids. No matter what, I never had the feeling that we were not loved by 
them both or that we, in turn loved them. 
 
Referring back to the motor bike, I did have another mode of transport as well I recall. This 
was much more personal. From somewhere Dad had come across an old green pedal car 
and I used to pedal it around the back yard and sometimes out on the big front pavement. I 
think it must have been quite old because I did not seem to have it very long before the back 
axle broke and so that was the end of that, but I loved it. 
 
 

Chapter 2: - Quorn 1933 to 1936 
At the end of August 1933, now being five years old it was time to start to school at St. 
Bartholomewôs Church of England School naturally in School Lane. In those days your Mam 
would take you on your first day to get you registered, but from there on you made your own 
way there and back. Over The Green and along School Lane there were never any fears 
about safety. Very little traffic of course and I did not have to cross the road anyway except 
right in front of the house and Mam would always be there to see to that. That was another 
thing about those days your Mam would practically ALWAYS be there when you got home, 
never an empty house. In any case coming from school there was always a great troop of 
kids all walking along together. Nobody rode in cars. They just did not have them. I 
remember a boy in my class at this time lived at the farm beyond the Great Central Railway 
Station and his slightly older sister just walked it. 
 
My first teacher was Miss Woodhouse, a tallish, thin lady probably in her fifties. A quiet kindly 
soul that started our education off though we most likely spent a lot of time playing and 
drawing, much as I imagine beginners do now. No waste of paper here for drawing. We used 
to have wooden trays filled with sand and having shaken it even we would draw our picture in 
the sand and when we had finished, shake it once more and start another one. 
 
At the start of the next school year it was into Miss Barberôs, a buxom lady in her thirties I 
should imagine. I have a funny recollection that she was always wearing flowered dresses 
and high-heeled shoes. It was in Miss Barberôs that we first learned the alphabet and 
numbers and began to read and write. The classroom we were in at this time held two 
classes, Miss Barberôs and Miss Mooreôs, who would be our teacher the following year. Each 
class sat back to back with a pair of removable wooden screens on casters dividing them, 
which were wheeled away at Prayer Time, the first period of the day. Miss. Mooreôs class 
would turn round and Miss Woodhouseôs class marched in so that all three classes were 
together for prayers and hymns. This would be conducted by Miss Moore with Miss Barber 
playing on the piano. Just in passing I remember that standing next to the piano was a large 
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rocking horse, but why it was there beats me. As long as I was there I certainly never had a 
ride on it and I never saw anyone else ride it either. 
 
I liked primary school very much but if one thing put me off it was the fact that I was a very 
shy child and at the least provocation would blush bright red. I could feel it burning my face 
and probably wishing I were somewhere else, or the ground could open up and swallow me. 
Self-consciousness bugged me for most of my early life and even now I am loath to draw 
attention to myself with strangers or those I foolishly regard as being better than the rest of 
us. 
 
After Morning Prayers were completed there came the hated ritual. Those whose birthday it 
was would have to stand on stools in front of the whole assembly. They would then sing 
ñHappy birthday to youò to each of the individuals in turn. What could be worse? It used to 
terrify me. There were two girls with the same birthday as me and I would stand in the middle 
with a girl on either side. I know one was Dorothy Pepper, the younger sister of John and 
Matthew and whose father Bill and his wife kept the farm at what was then the bottom of 
Barrow Road, but is now the other side of the by-pass. I think the other was a girl named 
Nancy Fewkes who I believe lived in Meeting Street. 
 
As for real embarrassment and not daring to ask anything unnecessarily I recall one 
afternoon in particular. I wanted to go to the toilet and I did not dare to ask. I thought I could 
hold out until it was time to go home, - but I couldnôt. I dirtied my trousers. Needless to say 
when it was time to go home, I did not rush out of school as usual, to perhaps have a quick 
go on the swings on the green on the way home. I held back and dawdled along School Lane 
with the evidence creeping down my legs in my short trousers. In fact, I dawdled so much 
that my mother who I was dreading meeting came to see where I had got to. I now suppose it 
was the wrong reaction from her, but I can now understand her giving me a spanking. It did 
not improve matters though.  
 
The next year when I was seven it was up into Miss. Moore's class. I think I must have been 
doing quite well by this time. We used to be awarded a bright-pictured stamp for reaching 
various standards in different subjects and they were graded into Fair, Good, Very Good and 
Excellent if I remember rightly. One of the Clever Dicks in the class was Norman Bown 
whose dad used to keep one of the two Fish and Chip shops we had in the village. I know I 
competed very well with him in the number of óExcellentsô that we collected. I do not think it 
could be anything to do with questions asked verbally or I may not have had so many. 
Well, I enjoyed my time in the infantôs school as long as I was not picked out for anything 
special. It would soon be time to go up to the ñBig Unsò. With two or three daysô holiday at 
Christmas and Easter, a day at half term that we used to call ñteachers restò and then four 
whole weeks at August, it was a time to be enjoyed. No money worries for us, or wondering if 
we could afford new shoes for the kids. That was the real joy of childhood. Just accepting 
what you had got because you didnôt know any better. 
 
Looking back, I remember that some people were worse off than us and one I recall was a 
friend called Freddie Wykes, one of three children whose dad was a rather sickly individual 
who always seemed to be out of work. My mother once gave Freddie an old jersey of mine 
as it was too small and half worn out, but next day Freddie was wearing it for school. 
 
Pretty well everybody that was at work would get a weekôs holiday from the first Saturday of 
August, known as bank holiday week. To many it was not what they really wanted, as there 
were generally no ñholidays with payò. Some people would join ñHoliday Clubsò where 
members would contribute sixpence or a shilling a week throughout the year as a means of 
saving for this special week. They usually could not afford a proper holiday, just as they could 
not afford to be ill either. There was no NHS at that time as I said before. I think Dad did get 
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paid and he was able to take the week off because the Quorn Co-op could buy in bread and 
cakes from the big Leicester Co-op, though they most likely made a loss on it, as there was 
all the extra fetching and carrying concerned. 
 
During these years in the middle to late thirties one of the big attractions were the Carnival 
Marching Bands. They were often formed by big businesses or different societies to compete 
against each other. One such band was ñWrightôs Commandersò formed by Wrightôs factory 
who at that time was one of the biggest employers around. It was from these workers that the 
band would be composed. Dozens strong and marching four abreast they did look a 
magnificent sight in their uniforms of red jackets and white trousers for the men and white 
skirts for the girls. With their high peaked caps, they looked just like ranks of toy soldiers. 
Not that they all knew how to play an instrument properly. When marching, those near the 
front would be the drummers and 
those who did know how to play a 
brass instrument. Behind these 
were the vast majority who all 
played a simple kind of bugle with 
a short tube across the 
mouthpiece, something like a 
comb and paper, into which they 
would hum the tune. From all 
these instruments hung a 
rectangular pennant with the 
insignia and words Wrights 
Commanders. The trouble was, 
when they were issued, what they 
received was the material and the 
coloured thread. They were 
expected to embroider it 
themselves. Half of them had not 
much idea about embroidery and so it was that Mam and others like her would end up doing 
it for them. Florry and Eunice were two of them. 
 
On the Stafford Orchard and other venues around the county they would compete with other 
bands, when apart from the playing, they would march in intricate patterns, zig zagging, up 
and down and in and out and as the particular piece ended would finish up back in their four 
abreast formation from which they had started. Towards dusk some of the bands would be 
decorated with lights on their hats and jacket and powered by batteries in their hats. Wrights 
Commanders were one of the best of them. 
 
Recalling the times of going to Nottingham reminds me of a couple of happy events which we 
attended, two weddings. First in 1936 was Aunt Dollyôs wedding to Uncle Frank (Reedman) 
who at the time was probably our favourite uncle. They had several bridesmaids all done up 
in dresses that Aunt Dolly had made herself. Pauline was one of them. Two years later it was 
the turn of Aunt Gladys to marry Uncle George (Hefford) and this time it was Dorothyôs turn to 
be an attendant. 
 
The reason I mention these weddings is because of an embarrassing event (to me) that 
shortly followed. Together with Mam, Dolly altered the small bridesmaidôs dresses she had 
made for her wedding to something more suitable for daywear. Bright red and white, I donôt 
think they met total approval of Pauline and Dorothy when they insisted on them wearing 
some frilly hats that were worn at the wedding. Anyway, one day we were carted off to 
Leicester to Jeromeôs in Granby Street to be photographed. The photographer would insist 

Wrightôs Commanders Band in 1937 
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on a particular pose and I felt most uncomfortable. 
Anyway, judge for yourself and see the photograph.  
 
An occasion when everybody had another holiday was 
one day on 6th. May of 1935. It was the celebration of 
King George V. and Queen Maryôs Silver Jubilee. It 
was declared a national holiday. Houses were 
decorated, flags and banners all over and a Parade 
round the village with a Beauty Queen who I think was 
one of the daughters of the village policeman, P.C. 
Norman. There was much jubilation on the Stafford 
Orchard with games and races and something for 
everybody. A lovely sunny day too and enjoyed by 
everyone. All the school children were presented with 
a very nice book and a medal, though mine must have 
got lost somewhere. 

It was one August around this time 
that we went on the first holiday I 
can remember. Uncle Frank with his 
wife Jessie and their only son John, 
about a year older than me, would 
visit us from time to time, usually 
when they were on their way back 
from Derby where Jessieôs sister 
lived. They always appeared to be a 
little bit better off than us though I do 
not have any idea what Uncle Frank 
did for a living, though I know at one 
time he had a Hardware shop. 
Where we had the old Enfield and sidecar they had a newish car, an Austin 7 saloon as I 
recall. However, when they did come it always seemed to be a happy time. Though they 
never stayed longer than an hour or so as they had a long way to go, to get back to Surrey 
where they were living. Well they generously invited us all to go and stay with them in Redhill 
for a week. This was real adventure. Pack the bags and up to Quorn Cross to catch a United 
Counties coach which took us to London. No motorways then of course and I believe the 
route took us down the A6 through Kettering, Bedford and Luton. We had to change buses in 
London and I remember Dad pointing out Big Ben and the Houses of Parliament. We finally 
arrived in Redhill but goodness knows how long it took. 
 
At that time Uncle Frank was living in the ground floor flat of what was about a six-floor 
building. It was surrounded by lawns outside of which were a ring of trees. It was a lovely 
place. While we were there, John got out his model trains. My first introduction to the genius 
of Binns Road, Liverpool, Frank Hornby, someone who unknowingly influenced some of my 
thinking for much of my life. Johnôs ñOò gauge Hornby Trains were a revelation to me and he 
appeared to have everything with it though that may just be an illusion. What a lucky chap. I 
think he may have had Dinky toys too. I cannot really recall much else about the week there, 
except riding round the lawns on a homemade trolley, pushing myself along on the wet grass, 
so perhaps the weather was not too good while we there. 

Quorn Silver Jubilee float, 1935 

Pauline, Lloyd and Dorothy in their 
wedding finery! 


