Notes transcribed by David Gumbrell from Kit Haskins memoirs from the early 1900’s in Leatherhead.

Lesson 5: Read the text highlighted in green.
Lesson 6: Read the text highlighted in purple.

Icy Bob

Every Saturday in the summer, ‘Icy Bob’ would come down Queen Anne’s Terrace, about one o'clock on his tricycle, ringing his bicycle Bell, as a prelude to selling his frozen custard ice cream. 

A small cornet was a ha’penny, a large cornet one penny and a wafer two pence.

Icy Bob’s bellringing demanded immediate attention as he had cycled all the way from Surbiton, and was dying to get some liquid refreshment in the public bar of the Prince of Wales pub. 

His outfit was a peaked white yachting cap, a pink face and ginger waxed military moustache, a short white jacket, brown trousers kept well up with strong cycling clips, and the ever-faithful brown boots.

Moulds 

Moulds was owned by two brothers, Steven Mould, who lived at one time in Queen Anne’s Terrace and RG (Bob) Mould, who was more congenial of the pair and lived in a fine house on the Epson Road, opposite Stag’s Leys. Bob Mould and his wife are very popular in their support and social activities of the Methodist Church in Church Road. Moulds was a major supplier of all hardware, and quite a lot of builder’s supplies, we would often go there for Dad when it was something specific, like a pound of putty, or a pint of linseed oil. They employed a total of about 20 people, including two delivery lorry drivers.

Beech the Chemists

Next to the Creamery was Beach the Chemist. Of the less savoury items purchased there were, “California syrup of figs’ or ‘Castor Oil’ both the constipation, Cod Liver Oil, and Malt, Scott's emotion, ‘Phillips Milk of Magnesia for my poor dad when he was ill, and ‘Carter's little liver pills’ for my Mum. There was also ‘Galloway's Cough Syrup’, a real smooth smoother for hacking cough, Germolene Antiseptic Ointment, a yellow creamery healer for spots and cuts and Sloane's liniment, which was a watery, light brown, liquid, which you could rub on anywhere to relieve an ache or pain.

International Tea Stores

Next came the store house of the International Tea Stores itself. To the left where rashers of bacon, pink meat and white fat, ranging from gammon (a rarity) to best back, middle back, shoulder and streaky. Then the less expensive luncheon meat and corned beef (most frequent purchase, tuppence ha’penny a quarter. 

Further along were the cheese's, freshly cut portions from 18-inch cylindrical shaped blocks, achieved by cutting with a strong, but thin wire secured at one end, by wooden pulling handles. Amazing how accurate some of these men could cut 1lb or 1/2lb exactly. The smell of fresh cut cheese - delicious. Next came the pickles, Branston Pickle, pickled onions, Heinz chutney and Salad Cream and their 57 varieties.

Talmey Thompson's 

Talmey Thompson's had two general serving areas, both fronted by nine-inch square tin boxes of biscuits. Huntley and Palmers, McVitie and price, Jacobs, and Carrs. All the assortment had slightly different coloured paper labels, ginger nuts. Petit beurre, rich tea, bourbon, digestive, and the favourite but most expensive -- lemon puffs. In those days, biscuits were not pre packed, so the lids of the tins had to be levered off, and the server had to count and pick up the exact number of biscuits to make up eight ounces. This meant that hands had to be meticulous clean, kept so by constantly washing under a hidden tap, but wiped on a very visible, small white lawn linen towel.

W.G Wright Confectioner

[bookmark: _GoBack]W.G Wright Confectioner and tobacconist. Billy Wright’s wares were fairly high quality, and at Christmas time, he would have a grand selection of two pound boxes of Cadbury’s Mary Milk Tray chocolates, Black Magic chocolates with huge red ribbon bows, Terry's Gold Seal chocolates, and the most expensive of all kinds, Swiss Lindt chocolates and Macintosh’s Quality Street Assortment.

Mrs Martin of Brickbat Alley

The first part was quite safe, four cottages laid back, and their front garden ran right down to the alley. Then came the Model Lodging House, where the more affluent tramps slept, and had breakfast before moving on. Travelling tinker's, organ grinders and their monkeys, sailors with no family, and other loners. I was lucky, I never experienced any trouble with these men, but a few kids did get knocked about sometimes. 

The lodging house was quite foreboding, dark yellow bricks, very small uniform upstairs windows, none downstairs, no visible means of entry; looking for more far more like a prison than a poor man's hotel. It was run by a stern-faced Mrs Martin, who we could see in Titley’s if her stocks had run temporarily low. Mrs Martin was really doing service for the unfortunate customers, but none of us really understood what it was all about. For her pains, this lady was often sung to before she could retreat and close the high wooden gate of the lodging house.
It's a short easy tune, and the words, easy to repeat ‘Old mother Martin, fell down a fartin’”

Gregory's the Baker

Every day, delicious fresh bread was baked, the back of the shop, brought through, some put in the window for display purposes, but most of it stacked, just for a little while, and sold as fast as Mrs Gregory, Mrs Dowle and some other assistants could wrap it in white tissue paper and take the money. They were also rolls, rock cakes, Eccles, jam tars, apple turnovers, coconut pyramids, Neapolitans, cream horns, and on Good Friday, spicy hot cross buns. At one time, Gregory’s served tea and cake at the back of the shop, wish I could have still have tea and cakes like that now, not that I ever did then.

Fairs the Sweet Shop

Fairs the Sweet Shop sold Pascalls sweets, Callard and Bowsers Butterscotch, Foxes Glacier Mints and Roundtree’s Gums. This was where I used to spend my Saturday money.

Fairs the Fruit Shop
Fairs the fruit shop where you could buy sacks full of potatoes crates of orange juice, boxes of cauliflower and cabbage, boxes of apples and pears, rhubarb, carrots, onions, bananas, grapes, runner beans, tomatoes, turnips mustard and cress, you name it, Fairs sold it.



Marshalls Fish 

Marshalls, a fresh fish shop, where laid out on white marble slabs would be juicy herrings, and their smaller relations – sprats, together with smoked salmon, kippers, flat place, and for those who could afford such luxury, fresh salmon. All the fish were kept fresh by a fine jet of water sprayed over them from the back, so there was always a tiny trickle across the pavement running down into the first drain.

Neates
Neates itself was a real old-fashioned grocery and provision shop and Miss Minnie Neate was quite content to just serve her regular customers. Next to Neates was Girlings, a family fruit and vegetable store, old established and like Neates, as the owners were getting on in years, again just content to keep things going.

Yes, it was all pubs, but look how royal they all were to King's Head, The Prince of Wales, The Duke’s Head, what more could you want? The others were the Swan Hotel, the Bull hotel, The Running Horses, The Rising Sun, the Railway Arms, The Plough. And one more on the Kingston road, The Royal Oak.

The Picture Palace was scurrilously, known as the ‘Flea Pit’, this was a little bit of an exaggeration as my average was about 1 flea every 12 weeks, a small price to pay for such rewards. Fleas loved my delicate body as much as I hated them, 1 flea would produce at least 10 bites, which became bright pink blobs and were as bad as a mosquito’s sting.

Next down the High Street was the largest shop in Leatherhead, Moulds, boasting a ground floor, upstairs floor and basement all running well back into the side of Swan Pit. There was a grand covered entrance, a good place to shelter in the rain. On each side was a quarter circle window then two straight windows, allowing all kinds of goods to be displayed. 

Sofas, three piece suites, dining room suites,  bedroom suites, beds, mattresses, Hercules, Humber, Royal Enfield and Raleigh bicycles, tandems, fairy cycles, Webb’s, and Qualcast grass mowers, cricket bats and balls, pads and stumps, tennis rackets, football and rugby balls, Eubank carpet sweepers Shelly fine bone china, Sheffield cutlery, garden furniture in deck chairs, and special display of Stanley tools. 
Passing through the doors on the right was a serving counter often manned by Mr Shepherd, where he would help you with nails, screws, locks and so on. A little bit further back where the stairs up to the first floor, furniture, blinds and wallpaper; Next, were the stairs down to the plumbing supplies, wheelbarrows, forks, rakes, hoes and spades. 
At the rear of the ground floor, was the large area entirely devoted to the best brands of English china, tea sets, dinner sets, tea pots and kitchenware. On the left coming through the front doors was the other main serving counter, electric torches, paraffin, paints, galvanised buckets and brooms.

The Inter had its own Mitre brand I can remember, Ceylindo tea, and as these goods were produced by Kearley and Tonge, owned by Inter, were all slightly cheaper than regular brands like Libbys, or Tate and Lyle.

Treacle was a regular purchase because Mum knew how to boil suet pudding wrapped in a thin white cloth, which after cutting, a spoonful of treacle was poured once it had stopped dripping from the spoon and tin. Another equal favourite was Spotted Dog similar to suet pudding, but with the stored raisins, in this time, a slice, one and a half inches thick sprinkled with sugar would make you very content. Pineapple chunks or slices, 2 ½ D for a small tin, or 5D for a large tin. On the Sundays, 4lb of Mac Dougall's self-raising flour, red labelled Bournville Cocao, green labelled, Brooke Bonds tea, Pearce Duffs Custard Powder, many of these things we knew exactly where to go, and if funds would allow, how much we could carry home in Mum’s wicker shopping baskets.


