Growing Up in Kibworth
By Joan Spain (nee Allen)

I was born, brought up and have lived all my life
in Kibworth. There are not many of us left who
can say that.

did that job for many years. She not only brought
people into this world, she also saw them out.
Apparently I only weighed 2½ pounds at birth! Of
course it was my family who told me all this
background.

My first appearance was in the room over the
shop at 40 Fleckney Road, where my mother’s
parents lived. Grandma and Granddad Smith had
previously lived in White Street, but then Mr Billy
Bolton offered them the house and shop in
Fleckney Road. Big Auntie Florrie Smith (Mam’s
eldest sister) kept the shop, selling general
groceries, butter, bacon, sweets, needles and
cotton to name just a few.

I know this is diverting a little, but when my
father came home on leave from the First World
War, he only had a money voucher. As he and
mother were being married next day, Mr Sedgley,
a butcher at 33 Fleckney Road, changed his
voucher for money so that they could buy a
wedding ring. Dad was John Edward Allen and
Mam was Ethel Kate Smith and they were
married late in 1917.

Early Years

Mr Sedgley’s shop is now a fireplace store and
the shop at no. 40 later became a greengrocer’s
followed by a butcher’s (Williamson’s) and much
more recently a ballet shop (Boo Boos). When
my Aunt died at the beginning of the war, a lady
from London had the shop for a while, then Mrs
Arnold went to live there.
Council houses were built in New Road, partly for
servicemen returning from the Great War.
Previously the area was just fields. So my parents
went to live at 18 New Road and were the first
occupants there. Although new, the house
lacked modern amenities as we now expect.
There was an open black fireplace range in the
living room, with an oven at the side where Mam
cooked meat, Yorkshire puddings, rice pudding
and so on. Coal and wood were used on the fire
and there was another fireplace in the front
room.

House at 40 Fleckney Road where Joan was born

Florrie had been a cook-housekeeper at Langton.
I think Mr Bolton was a bit ‘sweet’ on Florrie, but
he had a wife in a mental home, so it was no go!
Why was she big Auntie Florrie? Because there
was another Aunt Florrie, Mrs Florrie Lewis, who
was little, so that’s how as children we
distinguished the two.

In the early days, when coal was readily available,
Mam would buy in one ton at a time. Later it
came bagged and we were rationed to two bags.
So she kept buying in during summertime, and
storing it so that we had a fair supply during the
winter months.

The day I was born, 18 April 1920, it was snowing.
Dad went to get the nurse who was a Mrs
Cappell. He told her to put on her Wellington
boots, but the walk was only about 100 yards. I
don’t know if she was a trained midwife, but she
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There were separate playgrounds and entrances
for girls and boys, and separate toilets across the
yard.
When I was about 4½ or 5 years old I had scarlet
fever. Mam had a small baby, my sister Dorothy,
so I was sent to the fever hospital at Blaby. There
was no way of getting to the hospital except
going on the train to Wigston and then walking. I
think it is an old people’s home now. With having
an Auntie who kept a shop, I was lucky to get a
big bar of chocolate every week but the matron
would not let me have it - it had to be shared
between all the children on the ward. But I still
had my chocolate - a little bar was concealed in
my comic. When visiting, my family could only
look at us through the windows.
Joan in her home garden at
18 New Road, Kibworth

Also, I didn’t like the rice pudding we had every
day in the hospital but there was a lady, Connie
Riddle, who lived up Fleckney Road and worked
at the hospital and she managed to put a blob of
jam in the bowl and covered it up with the rice
pudding. I think I was in that hospital for three
months or so.

The kitchen had a gas stove but no other heating.
The toilet was outside and one had to take a
bucket of water to flush it. Our water supply was
an outdoor pump, shared with the next door
neighbours. In winter, the pump froze up and
Dad had to thaw the ice before it could be used.
There was no heating upstairs. We had to be
hardy in those days! Mam would sometimes
heat a metal shelf in the gas oven, wrap the shelf
in a cloth and put it in the children’s bed before
we went upstairs. The house had gas lighting but
although the children’s rooms had gas brackets
these were never used as our parents thought it
unsafe for children; so we had to take a candle or
torch to bed with us. In the mornings we had to
wash in cold water, though for a treat Mam
would sometimes boil a kettle to warm the
water.

Next, I remember being at the big school, known
as the Junior or National School in Station Street.
Nowadays it is a doctors’ surgery. I started in
Miss Hare’s (Doris Hare) class. The Hares kept the
paper shop in the High Street.
At this school we took the 11-plus exam, which
determined our future education. I passed the
exam and so was eligible to go to higher
education. The option of choice was the local
Kibworth Beauchamp Grammar School, at the
end of School Road. However in that year there
were only two free places; one was awarded to a
girl who had lost her mother and the other place
was given to a boy whose father had died. My
family couldn’t afford to pay for me to go to the
Grammar School. I could have gone to a high
school in Wigston, but the headmaster advised
that I stay on at the junior school.

Piped water to the house was installed about
1930. Later, the Council converted a so-called
spare room upstairs into a bathroom – that small
room had been quite empty until then.
Schools
I cannot remember much about going to the little
school, that is the infants’ school in Paget Street.
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Life was quite good at our school. It was here
that I became aware of slight unfriendliness
between people of Beauchamp and Harcourt.
Children from the two villages did not easily sit
next to each other. If the boys had any quarrels
the word went round to go to the sand pit field
where fights took place. If the headmaster got to
know about it he would punish the boys next day.
We had nicknames for our teachers. Chassy or
Wacker Mansell (Charles Mansell) was the
headmaster. Fatty Tumman, that is Mrs Mary
Tumman, was head of the girls. Eddie Welton
and Lilla Gardner were also teachers there. One
regular outing was to the swimming baths on
Northampton Road in Market Harborough. Mrs
Tumman took the girls and Mr Welton the boys.

John Allen, Joan’s father, in his special constable’s
uniform [Photo taken in Smeeton area]

Swan Inn. Pork butchers still killed their animals
on site until centralised abattoirs took over.

I stayed on at this school until I was fourteen and
then took a job in Leicester.

Other shops on the High Street included two
grocers, a draper (where school uniforms were
purchased), a shoe shop and two shoe repairers.
I remember the tailor, Mr Ingram, in Station
Street making coats for my sister Dorothy and
me. One speciality of his was making hunting
coats for local hunts. Also there were three fish
and chips shops. One was at 74 Fleckney Road
run by ‘Winkie’ Oram. Another was at the
junction of Weir Road and High Street; here you
could sit down and eat. Later the owners moved
to 43 High Street. Next to them was Daisy
Driver’s sweet shop. She made her own ice
cream; I think it tasted like custard.

Shops and Neighbours
There was Simpsons’ the florists and
greengrocers’ at the corner of High Street and
Smeeton Road, which is now a wine shop. After
the Simpsons closed their shop we went for
tomatoes up to their house at 25 Gladstone
Street. Much later Christine Vialls lived there and
even more recently the house has been pulled
down and two new properties built in its place.
Next to the Simpsons’ shop was the paper shop
and next the Royal Oak Inn. Then a house next to
the pork butchers, Sammy Rudkin. Mother once
sent me to fetch a penny-worth of pork
scratchings. When I got there I’d forgotten the
message so I asked for a penny-worth of sausage
and got one sausage! I didn’t half get into trouble
when I got home. Scratchings were bits of fat
from meat cutting/trimming; these were covered
in salt and chewed by those who liked them. I
never did like going into butchers’ shops as I
couldn’t stand the smell of raw meat.

We used to have an ice cream man come with a
cart and he parked outside The Swan Inn in the
High Street. You could take your own basin and
buy two or three penny worth. It was real Hokey
Pokey and I’ve never tasted any so good since
those days; it must have been home made.
Like our teachers, many folk had nicknames. That
was normal in those days partly, for example, to
help distinguish between people with the same
surname. There was Spotty French; he mended
bikes amongst other things.
I’ve already
mentioned Winkie Oram. Button Smith was
another (no relative). Even parts of the village
had alternative names: the Fleckney Road end
was always known as Tory or Radical. Tingle

In those days there were four butchers in
Kibworth: Sedgley’s, Loady Ward, Rudkin’s and
Robinson’s. This last shop was opposite The
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moved up to 22 High Street for his surgery. The
Hills lived at no. 6; she did music lessons. Then
there were the Litchfields at no. 4. And at no 2
was Miss Pargiter.

Basin visited Kibworth selling pots and pans,
paraffin, and various household goods. He
always banged a wooden spoon on a basin
(hence his name) or frying pan to let you know he
had arrived. Kibworth Harcourt had a butcher
nicknamed Beefy Berry.

Neighbourliness was shown in other ways. For
example if someone was to be married, most
neighbours would give a small present, maybe
just a tea towel. At times of funerals, neighbours
showed respect by closing their curtains as the
cortege passed. A collection would be taken for
a memorial wreath. In those days the dead
person would be kept at their home until the
funeral, with their curtains drawn closed. Coffins
were carried on a bier, not in a motor car, drawn
by four or six men. Black clothes were worn, and
black was the norm for the bereaved family for
up to three months. Care was taken at funerals
not mix certain colours of flowers – never red
with white. That level of respect has gone
nowadays.

Mrs Critchley had a greengrocery and flower
shop at 13 Station Street. Next door at no. 11 was
once a paint and wallpaper shop called Hines. A
Mr Bryan turned that into a post office. There
have been quite a few changes of use in the
shops. Dalton’s shoe store is a fish and chip shop
today. Bale’s the draper became a shoe shop
when Mrs Yates took it over; now it is a private
house.
The only two that have remained constant are
the Co-op and the off licence (now the Spar), but
both have been enlarged.
In my childhood and youth we knew our
neighbours well. Popping into each other’s
houses was normal and this reflected the general
friendliness in Kibworth. The lady next door
always had her teapot on the stove ready for a
drink of tea anytime, for herself or visitors. It was
really ‘stewed’ tea!

Kibworth had its collection of familiar sayings
used regularly. One I always remember is ‘it’s
black over by Bill’s mother’s’, meaning the clouds
are gathering and it’s going to rain.

At no. 20 New Road was Mrs Marshall; her
married daughter and son-in-law also lived there;
he was a builder. The tailor, Mr Ingram, and his
family lived at no. 22. The Wards lived at no. 24;
he was a builder. His two sons kept a small
holding and vegetable nursery. Residents at no.
16 were always changing but the Barnes were
one family I remember. Mrs Durham lived later
at no. 16. Her husband had left her looking after
their six children. At no. 14 were the Bowns with
three girls and one boy; Mr Bowns was an
accountant in Leicester.

18 New Road, Kibworth (after refurbishment in
2014): the house where Joan was brought up

Leisure Time

Another large family called Marshall lived at no.
12 New Road. One of the young boys had a
learning difficulty but he always knew which day
our mother did her baking and he would come to
the house requesting a jam tart. At no. 10 were
Harry and Mrs Smith; he was a baker. Next at no.
8 was Dr John Macbeth for a while before he

When we were children we played on New Road
and adjoining Council Street (since renamed
Stuart Street) - you could do it in those days when
passing traffic was minimal and slow.
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I was made to go to Sunday School every Sunday
morning, and sometimes in the afternoon.
Afterwards on Sundays we would visit Grandma
and Granddad in the village: we always had to
have clean shoes and laces properly tied! As part
of Sunday School life we would have a picnic in
the church field which is now all houses (Rectory
Lane etc.). Also, once or twice, we went to
Wicksteed Park - on the train to Kettering then by
a special chartered coach to the park. It was
more like open fields then - just the water splash,
train and boats and a so-called swimming pool.

We also went to the bottom of Weir Road, where
the sheep dip and ponds were. It used to smell
awfully of disinfectant. Weir Road had a lot of
alternative names for us children - Music Street
(because several musicians lived there) and
Queer Street (as various people who seemed odd
to us resided there) to name but two. The
footpath to Debdale ran from the bottom.
As I got older I stayed up at Fleckney Road and
played with Mary and Betty Oram (whose father
kept the chip shop). They had to get the potatoes
ready for chipping before they could come out to
play. I’ve helped turn the drum many a time.
With my aunt and uncle living in the house up the
Fleckney Road, we could sometimes play in ‘The
City’ - this is the building that Mr Stanford later
used as his workshop (to the rear of no. 53).
Originally it was Johnson and Barnes’ stores. Mr
Woodcock Williamson used to take work to the
out-workers in a pram; my cousin had linking
work from there. Mr Alf Smith only had one leg.
He used to work as a clerk at Johnson and Barnes’
and also behind the stumps at the cricket
matches on Fleckney Road.

Once the fair came into the fields opposite our
houses. I remember being knocked down by a
motor bike and I made my sister promise not to
tell mother. But next day she found the tear in
my coat and I had a very stiff and bruised
shoulder, so I was in trouble then. Those fields
were rented by Mr Sturgess, who lived in the
house next to The Swan Inn, which was later
made into two houses. Eventually the fields and
houses became Stanbridge's farm. The first room
had box slats all the way round in which working
shoes and boots were kept. [A long time ago the
smaller property used to be a butcher’s shop.]

Auntie’s house had an outside toilet with three
holes. One was a small hole for the children and
the other two were bigger holes. I never did find
out why there were three!

The fair then came annually to the field opposite
the Rose and Crown Hotel (by Leicester Road).
Once the fair was held in the recreation ground
off Smeeton Road.

Mr Barrett’s picture house was where the Scout
Hut is now in Fleckney Road. Then it was a
second hand furniture store, so sometimes we
sat on sofas or armchairs or even on the floor. It
was not set out as a picture house, just a furniture
gallery. If he happened to have a piano there,
someone would play as the slides were shown.
The projectors often broke down, or the picture
was upside down. The kids thought this great
fun. His shop was in High Street and he also sold
second hand books.

The Brownies used to meet at the old Rectory
when Miss Fletcher was Brown Owl. Later we
moved down to Weir Road in a room over the
barn at Tug Wilson’s farm. Miss Wilson was a real
old farmer’s daughter.
When we were children we were always afraid to
go down what is now Marsh Drive. It often used
to be covered with a white mist which we
thought was a ghost, but it was very boggy down
there and I think it was marsh gasses. It was only
a narrow footpath in those days and someone
had killed themselves in the big house which was
Lady Marriott’s. During the war (1939-45) the
Land Army built their huts there and it seemed
better after then.

There was another treat we had. The Salvation
Army had its hut in White Street and once a week
put on a lantern slide show for us youngsters.
The show finished with a plate or saucer of peas
for a penny.
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compound (knives were not stainless steel in
those days).

Later on I was allowed to go to dances at the
Village Hall. There was a whist drive first and we
stayed in the bottom room until the whist was
over and then we went in to our parents and
stayed until 9 o’clock. When I was fourteen, I was
allowed to stay until the interval at quarter to
ten. Mr Timson was the caretaker and he lived in
the house at the side of the hall. Mrs Timson
used to dry her washing in the boiler house. Their
son Alan, who was a cripple, had a lending library
in a room at the front (13 Station Street). Later
they moved to 47 High Street and Alan had his
books there - next to Miss Bale.

Health
Prior to the National Health Service (1940s),
Kibworth had a Nursing Association. It was run
by Nurse Harris and Nurse Homer. Families using
that service would pay a monthly subscription
and call on the nurses as needed. Later Nurse
Harris worked under the NHS but Nurse Homer
continued in a private capacity. Then there was
Mrs Cappell, I mentioned her earlier, who
worked as a midwife and attended deaths. Her
services were called on when my Dad died.

We had a radio at our house and that gave a lot
of pleasure to the family. There would be parties
from time to time. Dad played the violin and my
sister Dorothy also learnt that instrument; I did a
little piano playing but I was never much good at
it. Sometimes we would move the furniture out
of the front room and dance on the linoleum
floor.
Our family always had a meat roast dinner on
Sundays. This was accompanied by Yorkshire
pudding whatever the meat was. On Mondays
we had vegetables and cold meat left over from
the day before. At Christmas we had a midday
meal at home, then went up to Grandma and
Granddad’s for tea. We kept hens in our garden
and before Christmas we bought in a cockerel.
Dad had to kill and pluck the bird and Mam kept
pestering him to get on with the job. On Boxing
Day we would usually go to Auntie Sarah’s
(mother’s sister) or sometimes to Auntie Winnie’s.
In those days we never went out to a restaurant
or public house for a meal. It just wasn’t done.
Each week had its own daily routine in the house.
Monday was always wash day. That took most of
the day so Tuesday was for ironing; when I was
older I had to do my own ironing on Monday
ready for work. Wednesday was bedroom
cleaning day, with Friday for cleaning downstairs.
On Saturdays we children did our own tasks:
Dorothy had to polish the brass door knobs and I
had to clean the knives with a propriety powder

Eighteen year old Joan, with her own bicycle, at
the back of her home 18 New Road
[Note the former outdoor toilet in background]
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Fortunately we had quite a large garden and
could grow our own vegetables. Originally Dad
worked at a hosiery factory in Leicester but when
it was bombed he had to find another job. He
was offered work driving a van for a local grocer.
That meant he gained access to food suppliers
such as farms. A farmer would sometimes give
him a lump of cheese or other goods for the
family. We had friends in Ireland who would
send us butter through the post! We realised
that most folk were entirely dependent on
rations; living in the country had advantages.

There were three doctors in Kibworth, each
working from separate surgeries. Our family
doctor was Dr Macbeth, who for a while lived
near us in New Road before moving up to 22 High
Street. He later practised from a surgery in
Station Street, near the railway.
Mam suffered from pernicious anaemia and all
doctor’s fees had to be paid directly. On one
occasion the doctor wanted Mam to see a
specialist. The question was – can you afford to
pay for a specialist to visit you? The specialist did
come and my sister and I helped to pay the bill.
Regular injections were needed, but I sometimes
wondered if the doctor didn’t always send out a
bill.

The main food shortage was meat. But we
invested in a pig looked after by a local farmer
and at slaughter bought half of it (using proper
coupons of course), cut it into joints and also
made pies, brawn and sausages.

World War Two

Our village hall continued to be a centre of social
life during the war. One weekly event was on
Wednesdays; the lady who did the catering was
always able to produce sandwiches and cakes. I
don’t know how she did it in wartime; perhaps
she had a permit for these occasions.

In the 1930s I got a job in Leicester. Even prior to
the war various foods and goods were getting in
short supply. So, for example, we’d hear that
Walkers, pork butchers’, had pies on sale one day
so my sister Dorothy and I would go separately in
our lunch break and buy a pie and sausages (so
bringing home two lots of pies and sausages).
Similarly, ‘Simpkins & James have sugar today’ so
we would buy in. By September 1939 we had
acquired a small stock of dry goods.

But one highlight for me and many others was
the Saturday dance following the whist drive at
the village hall. These dances were held most
weeks. There was a live band from Fleckney.
Soldiers and airmen billeted nearby came along
to these events; as well as from Kibworth, some
came from Gumley, Bruntingthorpe and Foxton
(an airfield on this side of Harborough which later
became Gartree prison). Gradually I was allowed
to stay longer at the dances, first to 10 o’clock
then even to 10.30pm when a Great Glen man
promised my mother that he would bring my
sister and me back home – and he did.

Evacuees from London came to Kibworth. Some
returned home but later came back when
bombing of London intensified. Our next door
neighbour Mrs Durham took in one young girl;
unhappily the child took ill and died there and is
buried in Kibworth cemetery. We had to house
an airforce officer and his wife and baby. That
meant my sister and me sharing one bedroom so
we could accommodate the new family.

Many Kibworth couples first met each other at
these Saturday night dances, both during and
after the Second World War. My first husband,
John Lyon, who I married in 1945, had previously
been taken a prisoner of war in Germany. As a
prisoner he caught an illness that persisted after
his return home and he died a short while after
we were married. I later met my second husband
to be, Richard Spain, at a village hall dance. He

Houses in both Beauchamp and Harcourt took in
evacuees and their teachers. Classrooms at the
schools had to be shared.
In some ways things didn’t change much for
Kibworth people in the early days of the war.
Hardships, shortages and rationing came
gradually.
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had to pay their rent into this office and I also had
to empty gas meters and hand the money over at
the council offices, which were then on
Northampton Road.

was from Dovercourt, near Harwich, but had
been working at Illston-on-the-Hill.
Father had bought a motor car just before the
war. Like many other things, petrol was rationed
so we had to plan how best to use it. If there was
no dance arranged in Kibworth he would take
Dorothy and me to another village dance – but
we had to pay for the petrol.

Of course there were casualties of the war
directly affecting local families. I remember one
young man serving on Ark Royal; it was bombed
with great loss of life. A local boy in the army was
killed, but it was only after the war that his
mother had any confirmation of the death, and
without any details. As in other places, Kibworth
had appeals for funds and gifts to support the war
effort. Later house to house collections were
taken in preparation for returning servicemen
and women; a shilling (5 pence) a week was
suggested for those who could afford it.

Fuel for heating the house was also in short
supply. I remember taking our old pram to
nearby fields and hedges looking for suitable
wood for the fire to supplement any coal we had
kept. Mainly these were fallen twigs or small
branches. A large tree belonging to a local farmer
had fallen down and he allowed us to take some
of the small parts but insisted that he kept the
thicker ones for use by his own workers.
Incidentally, in our house the fire was cleaned, lit
and looked after by our parents, not us the
children.

We had prisoners of war camped in Kibworth and
other nearby camps. First there were some
Germans and later they were Italians. Several
POWs chose to stay on after the war. I do recall
a couple of Italians lodged at a nearby farm; they
spoke little English. Dad could say a little Italian
so he was called in to explain that having a bath
meant taking the tin bath off the farmhouse wall,
filling it with warm water from the ‘copper’ (the
cylinder used for heating water by gas), and then
afterwards emptying it outside. We found all this
amusing. These two men had beds in a farm
shed. They eventually married local girls.

A memorable feature of war was the need for
total blackout of lights through dark evenings and
night-time. This was strictly enforced and applied
to all buildings and vehicles. One of the hardest
things for me was travelling home on the train
after dark. They were also blacked out and
station platforms had no lights: how did you
know when the train had actually stopped at your
station? Usually there was only one porter on
duty. There was one occasion when the train
came to halt before the platform (on the west
side of the station bridge) and some passengers
finished up jumping off on to the railway. But, in
spite of all that, I never heard of any mischief or
rapes etc. going on because of blackouts.

Celebrations were of course held in Kibworth at
the end of the war. One was in the village hall
and there was a special permit for extra food.
Bread came in the form of long loaves and I was
charged with carefully slicing them whilst others
made up sandwiches.
Different families
contributed cakes, jellies and custard. All this
was followed by a celebration dance.

Joan Exley (nee Clark) and I had jobs in Leicester
and we always travelled by train. We were quite
safe. I carried on with my swimming at the Vestry
Street baths in Leicester going during my lunch
break. Also I attended evening classes in the city
and had to make sure I did not miss the last train
home. After seven or eight years I came to work
here in Kibworth at Slater’s (designers for point
of sale material). Then I moved jobs to the
Billeting Office in Market Harborough. Evacuees

Food rationing continued for several years.
Improved supplies were only gradual. I well
remember Mam making ‘mock crab’; it consisted
of dried egg and tinned tomatoes. Actually it was
a good substitute!
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That area is full of springs and the water
runs into a brook, and the brook has
never stopped since new houses were
built.
Telephones were few and far between.
Everybody has one now but when we
first moved to Harborough Road, we
were the only house with a telephone.
The girls from along the road used to
ring late at night with messages for their
parents and often I had to fetch them to
the phone. I think every house along the
road now has a phone judging by the
wires than run from the pole outside
our house.

Welcome Club at the Oddfellows Hall, 1951
Joan is second from the right on back row

We were among the first in Kibworth to
buy a TV set. I well remember an important
football match (was it a cup final?) and our room
being packed with men wanting to see the game.
It was a cold day and so I had lit a fire, but the
temperature soared in that room with so many
people and we had to open windows.

Post War
As well as dances, our village hall was used for
quite a while as a cinema. At the time these
shows were very popular and only ceased when
television came to local homes.
There were other venues for public and social
events, such as the Oddfellows Hall in Paget
Street (formerly known as Puddingbag Lane). It
was there that I celebrated my 21st birthday and
later held our wedding party. The hall had a big
eye painted on the ceiling. We started the
Welcome Club there and stayed until numbers
grew. The British Legion Ladies’ Section also held
their meetings at the Oddfellows Hall and when
that group closed they gave remaining funds to
the Welcome Club.
The winter of 1947-48 was extremely cold and
prolonged. There were heavy snows here as in
other towns and villages. Buses couldn’t get
through from Leicester and my brother-in-law
had to walk through the snow from Great Glen;
and it was too bad to go back to work next day.
Richard and I were married in 1956 and remained
in Kibworth. Behind our house in those days
were open fields (where Brookfield Way etc. are
now) and children could play there. However it
was boggy and youngsters came home very dirty.

Joan Spain
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I was so disappointed when Kibworth railway
station closed in 1968. It had always been busy
and couldn’t understand why it had to close
under the Beeching axe. Our family had used the
train for work and leisure outings, including
visiting Dad’s parents in Leicester. In earlier years
Kibworth station was busy with animal traffic.
There was a loading bay to the west of the station
bridge where cattle and sheep would be brought
en route to market. Sheep also arrived here from
Wales, heading for good pasture in nearby fields.
For the most part these animals were walked to
or from the station and it all added to the country
atmosphere, including smells associated with
rural life.

I referred earlier to neighbourliness. I think
overall friendliness between people did decline
after the war. With developments in private
transport, Kibworth became more of a commuter
village as people chose work in nearby cities and
towns but just had their homes here. This
situation of greater mobility has also led to many
of our shops closing as new residents chose to
buy in supermarkets and stores elsewhere.

Joan Spain (formerly Lyon, nee Allen)
March 2014

This composite article has been prepared from a talk given by Joan to the Kibworth History Society on
6 September 2001 and an interview given by Joan to MayaVision TV representative, James Evans, on
28 August 2010
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