Money and Village Life

These are Miss Lily Head’s own words (1905-1997) transcribed from a Dictaphone by Susan Monson.  They give an insight into life in the early 1900’s.
Money
Most of us had to wait until we were almost leaving school before we had bikes.  My sister brought one home that wasn't paid for.  The other girls where she'd started work were doing it but there was a terrible commotion because my dad wouldn't allow any of that.  "Either I pay for it and you pay me weekly otherwise you won't have it."  There were tears and troubles, the others had all done it, why shouldn't she - you know what it's like.  In the end that's what she did, she let him pay for the bicycle.  He wouldn't have any of that because he said once you get into debt you never get out., which is quite true.  "What you haven't got one week you haven't got the next." - which in those days you didn't have.  I mean you just had your weekly money and you spent it on the necessities of life and if you could save a few pence you did but not very much.  There wasn't the means to do it.

My mum wouldn't have got all our clothing if she didn't have a clothing club in Slopers all the year, that was our big shop in those days.  About November time you had that all out to buy winter vests and pants and all for the children.  Well then she used to buy most of our dresses at the jumble sales and alter them for us.  My older sister went Morris dancing in a Zephyr dress made from one of Mr Soames' daughters, my mum had altered it and got new ribbons and all for it.  And the others when they all met, two or three of them at the gate, ooo I'm not going - she looks better than me - because you know that always went on.  Yet hers was a jumble sale dress and theirs were new ones.  Well you had to, you wouldn't have ever made ends meet if you didn't.

And my father always left so much money at Hurds shoe shop, so twice a year we had new shoes, because the sheep used to be sheared, and they had a big wool sale, and he always got some extra money for doing that, so he left it at the shoe shop so that we had shoes.  That's what I say to-day, people knew how to manage in those days, they went the right way to clothe the children.  You have what you can afford don't you.
Every mother paid so much into a nursing association so that the nurses came free.  You paid for it yearly and we paid a hospital ....as well.  It was 3d a week and then you went to the hospital free and if you didn't pay it was put up over your bed so people knew you were a paying patient and not one of the others.  I think it should never have been stopped because you felt then you had a right to be in the hospital.  Mrs Young used to come round to collect the nursing money.

We never bought a vegetables, my father grew everything in the garden.  We had every fruit in the garden that he grew barring strawberries.  And you know the old hut round Werg, in those days that was a market garden.  Her father used to grow everything.  My father used to go round there to get russet apples because that was the only place where there was a tree of russets, to keep for us, and all our strawberries he went round there and bought and everything else he grew himself in the garden.  
In the village you didn't sell things.   You gave your neighbours something and they gave you something.  My dad would grow enough cabbage plants for the whole of that whole row of cottages and then everyone came and got what they wanted.  And the same with flowers, we never bought flowers.  Somebody had something different to you so they gave you that and you gave them something of yours.  So that's why you didn't spend the money like you do these days.  When people got better off that died out.  WW1 didn’t help people as every man that they could find was to work on the land and the younger ones who would have been on the land were away fighting.  When they came back it was never the same
[image: image1.emf]You didn’t have much in the way of wages, you made up for it with all this.   The men gardened and chatted too and then if they had enough money they  would go and get themselves a beer, usually on a Saturday night.  My father  u sed to go to the Savernake Hotel with the farmers and auctioneers after  the market to have a meal and a drink.  They used to treat each other.  And  you could have a drink because you weren’t driving, only horses and nobody  would stop you driving that becau se you’d had a drink.  The idea of going to  see each other was to have a drink; a sherry or a bottle of beer,  


Village Life
In a village there wasn’t much to gossip about except what was happening in the village.  Well, if anyone had done anything special at school or any of the men had got a special job.  My brother was one that didn’t work in the village and worked on the buses and they were always asking after him and if he could get them a job.
[image: image2.emf]My mum and Mrs Shun were very friendly and the children were friendly.   They would be out in their front gardens flower gardening, with the babies  in the pra ms there and all chattering.    


If we got into trouble at school we got into trouble at home.  Some of the boys would go out and not come back in the afternoon.  Some of the homes they came from, they weren’t being taught anything at home.

Old Mr Gale got a horse and trap for the children to be brought down to school from the top of the Downs and all those places.  All we had was a carrier – a Mr Tom, who came from Axford.  He used to collect all the groceries from Marlborough and bring them out.  A carrier, more like an auctioneer’s van.  He had so many parcels that there wasn’t much room for people to have a ride.  He may have brought a few people back who had been pubbing on a Saturday night and a little bit too far gone to walk.  A good idea, one way of bringing large parcels of groceries when there’s nothing else anything does.

There was only a tiny shop.  You couldn’t have bought groceries or anything, just a little shop for anything you might not have, that’s all.  All your groceries you bought weekly.  The baker called, he came round with a basket.  He came from Axford, there was a baker there.  He came round in the morning with buns on Good Friday, we had all that.

There was always a paper brought, we had a paper as long as I can remember.  No real shop, in those days you were supposed to know exactly what you want and if my mum wanted something special she’d be ready when we went to school and the two at home she’s put in the pram and she’s pushed them to Marlborough and be back by half-past ten and cooking dinner.

Miss Taylor was in the shop, a single person, very old fashioned, so the children didn’t dare to do anything they shouldn’t.  She was very particular.  But it was very useful because any sewing things you could get there and any sweets for the children, all sorts of little odd things you might need.  But as for groceries, it was a long time before we had a grocery shop.  

You could only get stamps at the Post Office and post your letters.
.

