History of Handel Cottage in Kibworth Beauchamp
By Rose Holyoak
Introduction
The following story provides a unique account of the life and
times of the inhabitants of Handel Cottage, one of the oldest
houses in Kibworth Beauchamp, Leicestershire.
The story is brilliantly told by Rose Holyoak in great detail,
regarding the families' history and information about the
house. A copy of the Family Tree is included, together with
some photographs.
This story has not yet ended; the house is still occupied and loved by its new owners. One
day, perhaps, their reminiscences will be told.
Jane Leggat (nee Holyoak)
Chapter 1
This is the story, as far as I can remember it, of Handel Cottage, Fleckney Road, Kibworth
Beauchamp, the home of my maternal grandparents, George Thomas Iliffe and his wife Eliza
(nee Lee), known as Lizzie.
George was born on 21st June 1854 and Eliza was born on 8th May 1851. Her great
grandson, Ian Mottley was born exactly 100 years later on 8th May 1951. Ian's grandfather
was Thomas George Iliffe and his mother is Ruth Mottley, (nee Iliffe).
George and Eliza had Handel Cottage built in 1902 and they moved in with their eight
children:Charles Henry (Harry)
Thomas George (Tom)
John William (Jack)
Mary Florence (Polly)
Alice Emily (my mother)
Dick
Ernest Victor (Vic)
Ethel

born

05.05.1878
25.02.1880
14.04.1882
30.10.1884
25.04.1887
28.05.1889
24.01.1892
17.04.1894

The 1891 census tells us that previous to the move to Handel Cottage, George and Eliza then
lived on Fleckney Road on the corner of Gladstone Street, with six of their children.
A year or two later they moved to a little semi-detached cottage in Dover Street, next to
Johnson & Barnes' factory, where the two youngest children were born.
Grandfather called their new house ‘Handel Cottage’ because George Frederick Handel was
his favourite composer.
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The Iliffes, of course, were a musical family. F P Woodford in his book ‘History of Kibworth
and Personal Reminiscences’ (page 105), referring to the second half of the 19th century,
probably the 1860s or 70s, talks about the once famous Kibworth Flower Show held in the
Rectory field. He says:
‘At one time it was the chief event of the year, and a day on which the newly formed and
original brass band displayed the ability of each of its performers, under the leadership of
a member of the clever musical Iliffe family, the members of which were:
Conductor; John Iliffe Junr. (Grandfather’s brother)
Second Cornet; J Iliffe Senr. (his father)
Bass; George Iliffe (grandfather)
Cornet; William Iliffe (his brother); John Mawby, Samuel Mawby, and seven more
players.’
Samuel Mawby was Grandma's brother-in-law. He married Grandma's sister, Catherine Lee,
known as Kate, and they lived in the house next to Handel Cottage, where I have lived since
1932.
Grandfather and his brother William also played in the Leicestershire Yeomanry Mounted
Band. Grandfather joined in 1872 and played for 12 years.
Grandma's niece Emma Fox, who lived in Leicester, once told me she loved to see the
Yeomanry Band marching down London Road, with Grandfather and Uncle Bill on their
horses playing their musical instruments.
They used to play with the Band for Hunt Balls at Belvoir Castle. After I bought a car, I took
Mother and her two sisters Polly and Ethel to the Castle and they were so pleased to stand
there in the Ballroom where their father had played all those years ago.
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I wonder what sort of transport was used to take the Band and their instruments there.
Grandfather loved to listen to Brass Bands on the wireless. He took the Radio Times and
used to mark all the Bands that were going to be playing. He especially loved to listen to the
Leicester Imperial Band, conducted by his brother John's son, Simeon Sullivan Handel Iliffe.
The Imperial Band made 100 broadcasts in the 1930s.
Whenever the National Anthem was played Grandfather stood up, and he also stood when the
Alleluia Chorus from The Messiah was played. This was because when the King at the time
(I think it was George III) first heard it he was so impressed that he stood up, and when the
Sovereign stood, everyone else had to stand. I don't know whether that custom has survived
to this day.
We didn't have a wireless so I used to go in and listen with him. I'm sure I got my love of
classical music from him, or perhaps it was already born in me. Now in my old age I get
great pleasure listening to Classic FM on the radio.
Grandfather was, at one time, a member of the Kibworth Beauchamp Parish Council, but I
have no record of any dates.
Under a Local Government Act in 1894 Parish Councils were first formed in this country and
Great Grandfather, John, was a Councillor in the first Parish Council in Kibworth Beauchamp
that year. Other Councillors were Caleb Atkinson, Harry Grant, George Grimsdick, and
Jonathan Jesson. According to the 1891 census Caleb Atkinson was a Journalist, Harry Grant
was Grazier, George Grimsdick was a retired Farmer and John Iliffe was a Framework Knitter
(FWK).
The 1902 Handel Cottage had four
rooms downstairs, two on the front and
the kitchen and washhouse at the back.
Upstairs there were three bedrooms.
The lavatory and coal place were
outside.
The room at the front with the bay
window was known as the parlour.
There was a thinnish red carpet square
on the floor and the wallpaper was red.
In one corner was a cupboard and on
top of it stood quite a large glass case,
containing a stuffed fox and a small
animal, possibly a stoat or a weasel. There were also some stuffed birds in a glass dome.
They were very popular m those days.
A polished table stood in the middle of the room and smaller one stood against the wall.
There was also a small table in the bay window where Grandma had several plants in pots.
One was a ‘mind your own business’ plant, which had very small leaves growing right down
the sides of the pot. She loved to show it to people and when they asked what it was called
she would say “mind your own business”. I have not seen one for a long time.
There was a horsehair sofa and one or two armchairs and I remember they weren't very
comfortable.
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I am sure that there would have been several pictures on the walls, but I can only remember
two. One was a scene painted on glass and the other was a framed photograph of
Grandfather’s brother John (Jack), his wife Emma and their family, William, Charles,
Thomas, Fred, Peter Alfred (Alf), Simeon, Lizzie, Emma and Patti. Over the years Sim was
conductor of Leicester Imperial Band, Leicester Gas Works Band and Fleckney Band.
In the living room there was a large table with a leaf at each end and the top had to be
scrubbed. I don't know whether it would have been big enough to seat all the family at meal
times; there must have been several chairs but I cannot remember them.
A hook was fixed on the ceiling near the window which was used to hang sides of home cured
ham or bacon, and at Christmas the ‘bush’, made of branches of yew from the garden. I don't
know what sort of decorations they put on it. I remember my mother told me that one year
someone came in and told them that one of the grandparents had died and the bush was taken
down.
An old grandfather clock stood in the corner. It only had one hand. There was no minute
hand and this made it difficult to tell the exact time.
I can remember three large framed photographs along one wall of three First World War
soldiers in their uniform. These were Tom, Dick and Vic, and they were there for many years
after the war ended.
Going out of the living room towards the kitchen a nice large pantry was on the right and
‘under the stairs’ was on the left.
There was a fireplace in the kitchen and on the mantelshelf were some photographs. One was
of Grandma's niece Emma Fox at one end and her half sister Edith at the other end, both of
them in Voluntary Aid Detachment nurse's uniform. Emma told me how they used to meet
trainloads of wounded soldiers at Leicester Station and take them to the Base Hospital. No
fewer than 363 ambulance trains were met at Leicester by the VAD, and a total of 56,250
wounded were carefully unloaded and transported to the Base Hospital.
The Handel Cottage kitchen was quite large, room enough for a couch, a table and chairs, and
a shallow sink under the window with a small pump for the soft water attached to it. A larger
pump for the drinking water was outside. From the kitchen you went down two steps to the
washhouse with a copper built in the corner. The mangle, dolly tub and small zinc bath stood
on the brick floor and a large bath for bathing hung on the wall. A door led to the outside, to
the lavatory and coal place.
The house and garden stood on an area of about 600 square yards. Down the left hand side
was the hen place, bantam place and pigeon loft. Along the bottom was the barrow place, the
apple place, where the apples were stored for the winter, a Syston plum tree and the ‘place’
with a bench under the window. In the right hand corner was a brick-built pigsty.
The family was well supplied with fruit, with six trees from top to bottom, a little sweet apple
tree (they didn't know its name), a cherry tree, then Victoria plum, William pear, Annie
Elizabeth apple and then the Syston plum.
It must have been an ideal place for a family to live. Round about 1905 the family was
increased when Sylvia, the three-year-old daughter of Grandfather's brother Richard, went to
live with them until her father married again. She was a pretty little girl and was loved like
one of the family.
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Chapter 2
In 1914 the Great War started and Tom, Dick and Vic all served in France. Dick, having
worked in a Solicitors' office, did clerical work behind the lines.
Tom, who was the pigeon fancier in the family, was in the Pigeon Service. Pigeons were used
to send messages, as they were in the Royal Air Force in the 2nd World War, when air crews,
before Radar was used, took two pigeons when they went on bombing missions. If they
crashed down into the sea they could send messages home, fixed to the pigeon's leg and the
Air Sea Rescue Service went and rescued them. One local airman who was saved in this way
was John Peberdy from Fleckney; sadly he was killed later.
Vic went into the Army not long before the First World War ended, and he always said the
Jerries said "here's old Vic coming, we had better give in".
My mother told me that Grandma
always shed a tear when she heard
the song ‘keep the home fires
burning, while your hearts are
yearning, turn the dark clouds inside
out, till the boys come home’.
After the War the family in Handel
Cottage was getting smaller. My
mother Alice married my father
John (Jack) Holyoak on Easter
Monday 1919, Vic married Gertrude
Ellen (Nellie) Peberdy in February
1920, and Ethel married Sims Reeve
on Christmas Eve 1921.
In Handel Cottage at her wedding
there were three tiny babies - Ruth
(Tom's daughter), Doreen (Jack's
daughter) and Fred (Alice's son).
Vic's daughter Eileen was a bit
older. She was nine months old.
These three marriages reduced the
family to three - Grandma,
Grandfather and Polly. She didn't
get married and lived in Handel
Cottage until she died in January
1970 aged 85.
Grandma died on 2nd July 1926 age
75. She was only ill for two weeks. I was only six and can't remember much about her, but I
have a faint recollection of a little lady in a black blouse and skirt down to her ankles. She did
live to see her first great grandchild. This was Madeline, baby daughter of Tom's daughter
Hilda and her husband Fred Foster. She was about six weeks old when Grandma died.
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Grandma's death was reported in the local paper (I think it was the Harborough Mail) and it
said:
‘The death occurred on July 2nd of Mrs Eliza Iliffe, aged 75, an old and most highly
respected inhabitant of Kibworth. The deceased, who was aged 75, leaves a husband,
five sons and three daughters to mourn her loss. The funeral took place on the 5th
instant, the service being conducted by Canon Fletcher.’
There follows a list of approximately twenty chief mourners. The bearers were Messrs C
Mawby, J W Grant, R A Grant and W Grant (all nephews). ‘Wreaths were laid upon the
grave as follows’ and there's a list of about twenty names. The first one was ‘from husband
and family’ so there were not separate wreaths from all the children and grandchildren.
The newspaper is eighty years old and I have had difficulty in reading it.
After Grandma died, Grandfather and Polly lived a quiet life and enjoyed support and
frequent visits from the rest of the family. Grandfather had retired, but Polly was still
working at Johnson & Barnes hosiery factory, on Fleckney Road, just above Handel Cottage.
With the exception of Dick who worked at Whetstone & Frost, Solicitors in Bishop Street in
Leicester, the whole family worked at Johnson & Barnes. Jack was the Manager at Kibworth
and also at Stapleford, Nottingham, and Vic was the head mechanic. Harry worked one of the
long frames in the big room and I'm not sure what Tom did, but he was in and out of the little
room down the yard on the right hand side.
There was a vat containing a thick creamy liquid and he would ask us children to get a ladle
full for him and it immediately crept up the sides of the ladle and back into the vat. He was
very witty and loved a bit of fun, as also did Vic. Alice was a linker and Ethel was a mender,
but I can't remember what work Polly did.
At the age of eighty three Grandfather had bronchitis and died on 26th January 1938, which
was the 23rd birthday of his grandson Thomas Henry Iliffe, son of Harry and Ruby (nee
Holyoak). His death was reported in the Market Harborough Advertiser and Mail, with the
heading ‘Death of Kibworth Octogenarian’:
‘Kibworth has lost a well known personality by the death on Wednesday at his home,
Handel Cottage, Fleckney Road, of Mr George Thomas Iliffe. He was 83.
The family of Iliffe has lived in Kibworth for over four hundred years, and Mr George
Iliffe had lived in the village all his life. He was born in Smeeton Lane, now Victoria
Street. Like other members of the family, he had a gift for music and in 1872 joined the
Leicestershire Yeomanry Band under Mr Nicholson. He was for a period also Secretary
of the old Kibworth Band.
Until his retirement Mr Iliffe was employed at Messrs Johnson & Barnes' hosiery
factory, Kibworth, and one of his sons, Mr J W Iliffe, is now Manager of the factory.
There are four other sons living, three daughters, fourteen grandchildren and four greatgrandchildren.
Mr Iliffe was a staunch Liberal in politics. He was a member of the first Kibworth
Parish Council, and another office he held was the Secretaryship of the Old Swan Sick
Club until its winding up.
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Two of Mr Iliffe's brothers are still living, Mr S W Iliffe, who eighty five, resides in
Kibworth, and Mr Richard Iliffe is in Croydon. A nephew, Mr ‘Sim’ Iliffe, is conductor
of Leicester imperial Band. Mr Iliffe had been a widower for about twelve years. The
funeral takes place tomorrow.’
Chapter 3
Grandfather's death left Auntie Polly on her own in Handel Cottage. At first she wasn't very
brave at nights and I slept there for about three months until she said she would be all right.
September 1939 brought the Second World War, and in 1940 the German bombers were
overhead in the night. At first Auntie Polly was on her own and I thought she was very brave.
However, this was wartime and things were about to change. Southampton suffered severe
bombing and a telegram arrived from an old friend of the family, Doris Freer, and her elderly
father, Alf Cobley, asking if they could come and live at Handel Cottage. Doris's husband
Bert Freer was brother to Uncle Jack's wife Lily.
Bert was in Southampton Police Force and had to stay there. Doris and Bert had friends
whose bungalow was bombed to the ground. Fortunately they were not in it at the time. They
were Mr & Mrs Lammacroft, and he was Bert's Sergeant.
Doris and Bert's young son Graham had already been evacuated for sometime with Uncle
Jack and Aunt Lily (nee Freer). She was of course Bert's Sister.
Doris had a lively nature and took my mother Alice to Whist Drives and dances. I was so
pleased about this because, with my father at work, my two brothers away in the Services, and
me working long hours in the Women's Land Army, she was alone for long hours in the
daytime.
We loved having Doris, and my two brothers called her ‘Auntie Vacci’ (evacuee). After the
War when Doris was back home in Southampton and my brother Fred, who had been
stationed in Ceylon (now Sri Lanka) was coming back to this country, she went to the docks
and met him off the ship.
In 1944 when the Vls and V2s started coming over this country, Sylvia Blake (nee Iliffe) and
her six month old son John fled to Handel Cottage from their home somewhere near London.
Sylvia was the little girl I mentioned earlier, Grandfather's niece, who lived in Handel Cottage
for a few years when she was young. I remember going down with our ‘truck’, to carry the
luggage, to Kibworth Station to meet Sylvia and the baby off the train. Sylvia had stood in
the corridor holding the baby all the way from St Pancras. The train was packed with people
fleeing from the ‘doodlebugs’.
How they all slept at Handel Cottage I can't remember. There was Mary, Doris, Alf, Sylvia
and the baby, and Doris's husband Bert when he got leave from the Police Force. Handel
Cottage was certainly a refuge in the time of trouble.
Three of Grandma and Grandfather's sons served in the Forces in the First World War and in
the Second World War four grandsons were in the Services. They were Jack's son Cyril,
Harry's son Tom and Alice's two sons Fred and Tom.
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Cyril's daughter Ann has supplied me with the following information about her father. She
says:
"Dad was a Navigator on Lancaster bombers, bombing Berlin, Nuremburg and all major
cities which made weapons etc. When he baled out of his bomber, landing in a field just
inside the Lincolnshire coast (after his bomber had caught fire) he lost a boot, which
caused him to hurt his ankle (telling his mother when on leave he had hurt it playing
cricket) - some cricket match! He was then awarded membership of the Caterpillar Club,
which is based in London. The Caterpillar Pin is pure gold measuring about l½ inches
long, having one red eye for danger, the other green eye for safety. Dad was made a
Flying Officer, but date unknown.”
Alice's Son Fred (my brother), like Cyril, was also in RAF Bomber Command and flew
missions to Germany and the occupied countries.
One memorable trip was to Revigny, which lasted nine hours thirty minutes, of which they
flew the last three and half hours on three engines.
On the nights of 27th and 28th May 1944, on returning from Aachen they were attacked by a
German ME 110, which was shot down by the mid upper gunner. The rear gunner was
seriously wounded and spent six months in hospital.
Fire broke out and according to the citation, Fred, with the aid of the mid upper gunner, amid
exploding ammunition, extinguished the fire, receiving burns to the wrist. He then collapsed
through lack of oxygen but the navigator revived him.
Fire broke out again later and he helped the crew to extinguish the blaze and made his set
serviceable for an emergency landing at Woodbridge in Suffolk. The badly damaged aircraft
overshot the runway and crashed into a wood where it broke in half and was a write off. Fred
was awarded the DFM, Distinguished Flying Medal. The crew were then given another
Lancaster and flew a total of thirty four sorties. Crews were rested when they had done thirty
ops, but this was at the time of D Day, the invasion of Europe, and they had to do one or two
more.
Harry's son Tom was in the Army and his son Terry has given me the following details of his
Army Career.
‘Tom enlisted in March 1940 and spent the war in the 149th Battery of the Light AA
Regiment of the Royal Artillery. Up to mid 1941 he was posted to the anti-aircraft
batteries around Corby, which protected the steelworks and iron ore quarries. During
one cold winter night the old iron stove in their barracks was refusing to burn so one of
Tom's colleagues decided to help it along by pouring petrol into it. The ensuing
explosion demolished the stove, and sent flames shooting high into the dark sky from the
hole in the roof where the chimney pipe used to be. Fortunately there were no enemy
aircraft about at the time!
Tom would cycle back to Kibworth whenever he got a day or two's pass. His ambition
was to complete the journey home in under an hour, which he managed to do on one
occasion. He never tried it again - from the Welland valley to Kibworth is uphill nearly
all the way!
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During this time there were occasional shorter postings to other parts of the country, to
Sutton Bridge on the Wash in particular. In July 1941 they were moved to Skipton in
Yorkshire and then on to Glasgow. Here they boarded the troop ship Strathmore for the
long trip to North Africa to fight Rommel.
To avoid U-Boats the convoy took a route far out into the north west Atlantic before
turning south eastwards to West Africa, where they put into Freetown in Sierra Leone.
Then it was on to Cape Town and shore leave from the 11th to 14th September. Tom was
very impressed with Cape Town and went up Table Mountain.
The final leg of the journey took the convoy along the East African coast and, via a stop
at Aden, through the Red Sea to Egypt where they arrived on 1st October 1941 as part of
the 8th Army.
Then followed the advances and retreats of the Africa campaign. There were one or two
lucky escapes as the gun crew towed their Bofors gun through the sands of the northern
Saharan deserts. On one occasion just managing to repair a broken axle before their
position was overrun by the enemy. Not everyone was so fortunate. Cyril Buckby was
captured at the fall of Tobruk and Tom was very worried not knowing whether he was
safe or not.
Eventually came the victory at Alamein and the final push through to Tunisia. Tom got
to within 25 miles of Tunis before returning 2000 miles to Suez, followed by a return to
England by ship through the ‘Med’. Tom arrived home in 1943, after more than a year
and half away.
In 1944 Tom went over to France with the 149th Battery a week or two after D-Day and
advanced through France, Belgium, Holland and Germany with allied armies. The
joyous welcomes (people would hang on to the sides of their lorries) and generous
hospitality in the liberated towns and villages, contrasted with the gruesome sights and
wrecked landscapes they inevitably came across.
It was during this time that Tom demonstrated just what amazing feats the human body
was capable of when survival was at stake. Caught out in the open with another soldier
during an air attack they heard a bomb coming down almost on top of them. Their only
refuge was a ditch on the other side of a hedge.
When the bomb exploded they were lying safely in the ditch with shrapnel and debris
flying all round. But how they got there Tom never knew, for the hedge presented an
impenetrable high and wide thorny barrier, which was impossible to cross!
Two or three months before the end of the war Tom injured his shoulder - it was repaired
with catgut. He spent some time in hospital and with a family in Holland, the Van de
Kaas. Tom corresponded and exchanged Christmas cards with the Van de Kaas for
many years afterwards.
Despite the jubilation at the ending of the war, there was also a real element of sadness
for Tom at this time. His great friend, right from when they joined up, was Bill Stevens.
Bill, who came from Leicester, had got to know Tom's family when on home leave.
Tom and Bill had gone through, virtually, the whole war together, only for Bill to be
killed on 13th April, just twenty five days before VE day.
Tom's army career finally came to an end when he was demobbed in February 1946.’
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Alice's younger son Thomas Victor, who was the youngest of the Handel Cottage
grandchildren, was a sailor from 1942 to 1946. In the early days he went on a Russian
convoy. When he came home his clothes were so dirty they were put straight into the dolly
tub.
Later he served on the aircraft carrier HMS Indomitable in the Met Office. He was out in the
Far East while we were fighting the Japs. I have a copy of the ‘Illustrated’, a weekly
magazine, dated 24th February 1945, and on the front cover is a coloured photograph of five
sailors and the caption ‘Weather observation in Far Eastern Seas’. Tom is one of the five.
Inside the magazine is a three page article entitled ‘Tropical sea war is unending Turkish
bath’. The long flight decks are made of steel. They absorb the rays of the sun and retain the
torrid heat night and day. That heat penetrates down into the ship to meet the intense heat
rising from the boiler rooms and galleys.
On May 9th 1945, when England had two days holiday celebrating VE Day (Victory in
Europe Day), the Indomitable was damaged in a battle with the Japanese and managed to get
to Sydney harbour for a refit.
Jack Peberdy, Horace Mawby, Ray Timson and Tom were all on carriers in the same fleet and
whenever they were in Sydney were made most welcome in the homes of Jack and Katie
Howlett, who had emigrated from Kibworth some years earlier.
The Indomitable sailed from Sydney on August 15th, VJ Day. In the November my brother
Fred, in the RAF, was sailing out to Colombo in Ceylon (now Sri Lanka) and the two ships
passed each other in the Mediterranean Sea, so near and yet so far. They had not seen each
other for nearly 2½ years.
During the war Jack's youngest son Sim, who was a Chartered Accountant, worked for the
Admiralty in Horse Guards Parade, London. He supervised the building and production of
motor torpedo boats, working mainly on the south coast, but he also spent some time testing
boats in Scotland.
Sim's son Richard has given me this information.
Chapter 4
1945 brought peace and all the ‘evacuees’ could go back to their own homes, leaving Auntie
Polly once more the lone occupant of Handel Cottage, but not for long. In August 1948 my
brother Tom was married to Irene Smith (known as Renie). It was almost impossible to get a
house then as so many men were returning from the services and getting married, and Auntie
Polly invited them to live with her in Handel Cottage.
Renie came from London to Fleckney as an evacuee during the war, with her sister Louise
Rose known as ‘Nobby’. Their parents stayed in London and were killed in the blitz. The
two Fleckney families who were looking after the girls kept them after the war until Renie got
married and her sister started nursing at Derby Infirmary.
Tom and Renie's first child David was born in November 1949 in Stoneygate Nursing Home
in Leicester and their daughter Jane arrived two years later in November 1951. She was born
in our home next door to Handel Cottage. This was because Nurse Homer said we had a
bathroom and at that time there wasn't one at Handel Cottage. However their third child
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Robert was born there, and as far as I know he was the only baby to be born in Handel
Cottage.
Robert got married and went to live in Shetland and, sadly, as I write this on Monday 25th
September 2006, Robert died of pancreatic cancer last Monday in hospital in Aberdeen. His
funeral is being held in Shetland on Wednesday. It was his 53rd birthday earlier this month.
After Robert was born, Tom and Renie were then able to get a newly built council house in
Hillcrest Avenue and Auntie Polly was once more in Handel Cottage on her own. Tom and
Renie had three more children.
Earlier I mentioned Grandma's niece Emma Fox and her half sister Edith. They never
actually lived in Handel Cottage, but they were frequent visitors. They lived in Leicester and
when they had both retired they sold their house and bought a bungalow at Trusthorpe in
Lincolnshire and were there at the time of the dreadful floods down the East Coast of England
in 1953. They had only been there a few months.
It was a Saturday evening and they sat listening to the wireless when they noticed seawater
coming under the front door. As it got higher they sat on two chairs on the dining room table.
The water rose just to the top of the table but their feet didn't get wet. Some men went to the
bungalow in a boat on the Sunday morning but the waves were so noisy they didn't hear them
shouting and the men assumed there was nobody there.
They were rescued on the Monday morning in a boat. They were taken over a field of kale to
a house in Alford and were cared for by a couple with three little boys. They always kept in
touch with them afterwards.
Leicester Council found them a bungalow in Wyatt Close off the Narborough Road in
Leicester and the WVS provided them with furniture. They never went back to Trusthorpe to
look at the bungalow.
Edith died the following year and Emma continued to live in Wyatt Close until she lost her
sight and she died in the Kathleen Rutland Home for the Blind on November 19th 1968 at the
age of 92.
Auntie Ethel's husband Sims Reeve died in February 1957 and the following year Auntie
Ethel sold their home in Fleckney and came to live with Auntie Polly in Handel Cottage.
Sylvia Alma Blake was the eldest child of Grandfather's niece Sylvia and her husband Arthur
Blake. When Sylvia and baby John came to Handel Cottage during the war to escape the
bombing, Sylvia Junior, born 10th December 1927, stayed at home with her father. She
worked in the Securities Department at the Bank of England. Sadly she was killed in the
Lewisham train disaster on 4th December 1957 when she was returning home from work. I
think more than fifty people were killed in the crash.
Life went along very smoothly for Auntie Polly and Auntie Ethel but sad times were
approaching for the family. In 1967 my two brothers Fred (45) and Tom (42) both died
suddenly within four months of each other.
In 1970 Auntie Polly died on 8th January aged 85 and my mother Alice died on 10th August
aged 83. Then in 1972 Uncle Jack died on 2nd January aged 89 and Uncle Dick died on 20th
December aged 83, so four of the Handel Cottage children died within a period of less than
three years.
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Auntie Ethel continued to live there alone until 1983 when she was ill and went to Saddington
Grange Nursing Home. She settled in well and died there six years later on 26th August
1989. She was 95 years old and had lived to a greater age than any other brothers and sisters.
When she had been at Saddington two years I told her the roof of Handel Cottage needed
some repairs and she told me to sell it. I had it valued and was about to have it advertised
when my niece Jane (nee Holyoak) and her husband Glyn Bayliss offered to buy it at the
Estate Agent's valuation.
It had not been modernised in any way. The only form of heating was the coal fire in the
living room, but there was electric lighting and a gas cooker in the kitchen.
Jane and Glyn and their seven year old son Robert had been living at Luton and Jane was so
pleased to be coming back to Kibworth and to the house where she had lived as a little girl.
Before they moved in a lot of work was done on the house, including an extension at the back.
Chapter 5
Jane has been kind enough to write down the details as follows.
‘Renovations - two storey extension to include fourth bedroom and family bathroom
upstairs and new kitchen downstairs.
During the construction the pantry wall was demolished to make way for a bar area
complete with optics.
Other work carried out included built-in wardrobes in the two large front bedrooms,
installed by David Stanford in a new modern design - excellent workmanship! Also
windows were double glazed, retaining sash style, and a new front door.
In the sitting room a wood-burning stove was installed, supplementing gas central
heating. Always a cosy large room, this became a focus of family life.
Many friends and family members visited the house during the eleven years that I lived
there with my ex husband Glyn and son Robert.
Also during this time the garden received a make over with the formation of a lawn and
large patio area. At the end of the garden a large shed was installed. The clothes line
still ran the remaining length of the garden and the bird table was regularly used by many
species, robins, sparrows, blue and great tits, starlings, wood pigeons and the odd grey
squirrel.
At the time we lived there the rear gate between No.49 and No.51 was always used and
our cats Mitty, Sooty and Sam shared both gardens. Sooty is buried at the bottom of
Aunt Rose's garden, No.49, his favourite spot.’
Jane, Glyn and Robert moved from Handel Cottage in 1996 - Jane and Glyn to Bodmin in
Cornwall and Robert to Warwick University. For almost a century, the dear old house had
been occupied by Grandma and Grandad's descendants.
I feel sure I must have made some mistakes in the telling of this story and I hope you, my
cousins, will forgive me if I have got something wrong with your particular branch of the
family.
Rose Holyoak
April 2007
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