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Memories of Kibworth’s High Street and Fleckney Road     Part One 
 

By Joan Spain (nee Allen) 

 

The map shows the route we will take westwards along High Street and Fleckney Road, 

looking at properties on the south side.  The return journey describes properties on the north 

side of Fleckney Road and then the High Street. 
 

We start near the junction of Weir Road 

and High Street.  What I first remember 

is the tiny house on the corner shaped 

like a triangle.  A lady and gentleman 

lived here; they came from London in the 

second world wartime.  It became a 

holiday shop called Penny Farthing: they 

had a miniature Penny Farthing bike in 

the window.  This shop was part of the 

house next door - then a stationery shop 

took over, but it didn’t last long.  The 

little triangular house on the corner has 

now been pulled down.  The big house in 

Weir Road was once a fish and chip shop 

- with eating rooms.  There was an antique shop here as well.  Later it was used as offices.  

Originally there were two large three-storey houses and two large families lived here. 

 

Robinson’s the butcher’s lived in the first 

house in High Street with the butcher’s 

shop at the side of the archway.  This 

changed hands twice before coming a 

hairdresser’s, with various change of 

owners, then a beauty salon before 

returning to a private house. 

 

The police house was on the other side of 

the archway.  PC Gibson lived here with 

his family which included two sons and a 

daughter, all very tall.  At school we felt 
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like dwarfs at the side of them.  Prisoners arrested by PC Gibson were kept in a building at the 

back: these were mainly drunks from the Saturday night dances.  Mrs Gibson used to give 

them their breakfast before they were released.  I don’t know if anyone was ever charged. 

 

Next was Bromley’s, who sold dairy 

produce, but before that it was Hare’s 

boot and shoe shop.  The son of Mr Hare 

ran that until his tragic death; there were 

a lot of rumours as to why he took his 

life; some said he was afraid he would 

have to go into the army, others that the 

young lady he was going with had turned 

him down.  Then Mrs Snaith had it as a 

wallpaper shop etc, but now it’s the 

bridal shop and they have made it much 

bigger by taking in the house next door. 

 

 

 

We move along to Bank House, which 

was the doctor’s for many years, using 

the stables at the side for his waiting 

room, and crossing over the yard to his 

consulting room.  I only went here once, 

as even in those days there were two 

separate practices, and we belonged to the 

other one. 

 

 

 

 

 

Inkersall House: Mr and Mrs Coleman 

lived here - parents of the people who 

kept the Old Swan.  Later on the bike 

man lived here (I cannot remember his 

name); he worked I think for the AA.  He 

was very good at finding you the best 

routes to go on, for holidays or trips out, 

and was a very clever man. 

 

 

 

 

 

Further along was the place that sold corn etc; 

this again is now offices with a flat above. 
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Moving west a bit was the fire station; 

this was at the back of the present 

newspaper shop.  Ted Smith had the shop 

for a while: I think he actually opened it, 

but then was taken over by someone else.  

Then the Mercury News had it with 

various keepers. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Next door we pass the Manor House.  

This has belonged to various people but 

all in the same family.  It is a very 

interesting house as there is a priest hole, 

which I was told went all the way to the 

Church.  I cannot vouch for this as I have 

never been inside it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Up the street now, past Smeeton Road, 

and at the corner where Maggie Simpson 

had a florist shop.  Her and her brother 

lived in Gladstone Street where Mrs 

Vialls lives.  This shop become Lipton’s, 

then Worthington’s etc, and is now an 

off-licence. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Next to this was a paper shop; a Miss 

Hare kept this, cousin to the other Hares.  

The family lived at the back of the shop.  

I remember an amusing incident one day: 

Mr Hare said to Margery ‘Come forward 

and serve Mr Brown with Chips’ (Chips 

was really a children’s comic, but the idea 

of chips in a paper shop was funny to us). 
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Then came the Royal Oak, a real old 

fashioned pub.  When they had pigeon 

races, the pub was the place to take the 

rings when the birds got home.  Part of 

this place was taken over and made into 

shops: Olivants had the green groceries, 

plus lots of other goods; I think it was 

Bywells who took over next and once Ted 

Smith took it before moving over the road 

to one of Rowley’s shops at the corner of 

School Road. 

 

There was a little shop next, which started 

off as a delicatessen, later to become 

Beauchamp’s cafe and shop, and now an estate agents, with a dress shop next door. 

 

Where the post office is now was a pork 

butcher's - Sammy Rudkins.  He used to 

sell scratchings.  My mother sent me for 

two pennyworth of scratchings - when I 

got there I forgot what to ask for and 

asked for sausage: I got one sausage and 

never lived that down.  Then someone 

else took over as an ordinary butcher, a 

Mr Wood, and when he retired it closed 

to become the post office. 

 

 

 

 

 

Next was the ‘Look’ shop, which later 

moved to Station Street.  This High Street 

shop is now a florist.  Olivants had this 

for a short time.  Then another butcher’s, 

Simons, taken over later by Loddy Ward; 

this was an ordinary butchers.  Dalton’s 

shoe shop came next; you could also get 

your shoes mended here, and this is now 

the fish and chip shop. 

 

 

 

 

 


