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Remembering Kibworth Weekends 1940-1943 
 

by Betty Withers (nee Boulter) 

 

Although I lived in Leicester as a girl I began to 

visit Kibworth at weekends.  These visits were 

most enjoyable and by 1940 I was staying 

almost every weekend and so I recall something 

of Kibworth’s life at that time. 

 

My mother’s cousin, Phyllis Boulter, had married 

Ross Jacques the baker in 1933 and they lived in 

White Street (I think it was number 2).  A strong 

friendship grew between Phyllis and me.  

Although she was older, people said we looked 

like sisters.  Phyllis and Ross had a little girl, 

named Cynthia, who unhappily had been brain 

damaged at birth and needed constant help and 

care, but really she was a lovely child. 

 

Ross Jacques was in charge of Newtown Bakery, 

situated at 17 Fleckney Road on the corner with 

Kimberley Street.  The shop faced on to Fleckney 

Road and the bakery was behind.  Ross would 

get up at 3.00am and walk the short distance 

from White Street to the bakery to start work.  

White bread was of course a main product but 

the thing I particularly remember was brown 

Hovis bread.  In those days loaves were never 

pre-sliced.  Bread was not rationed and 

customers came into the shop from surrounding 

houses.  I remember going with Ross on his van 

rounds delivering to neighbouring villages: one 

clear memory is travelling to Gumley - one had 

to pass along a gated road and it was my job to 

open and close the gate. 

 

Cakes were a speciality at Newtown Bakery.  

Although there were wartime restrictions on 

some ingredients, the bakery continued to bake 

cakes.  Typical were sponge cakes.  There was 

some kind of bartering between local farmers 

and tradesmen so, for instance, one could 

occasionally get real cream to make cream cakes 

(so called ‘buttercream’ was a substitute at 

other times). 

 

I was 14 years of age when the war broke out 

and started my first paid job in the Leicester 

office of a shoe manufacturer.  After work on 

Fridays I would ride my bicycle from Leicester to 

Kibworth and stay with Phyllis and Ross for the 

weekend.  I had to be up early on Mondays in 

order to ride my bike back to Leicester for an 8 

o’clock start at the office.  As well as weekends, I 

would also spend some of my holidays in 

Kibworth. 

 

The house in White Street had a rear garden and 

I can remember photographs of it from that 

period.  Phyllis gave me Weetabix for breakfast 

and it was the first time I had ever had that 

cereal.  Cured hams, wrapped, hung from the 

kitchen ceiling and usually cheese was also 

available: these must have been products of 

trade or bartering with local farmers. 

Phyllis & Ross Jacques 

Jacques family in garden at White Street 
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A real highlight of most weekends for me as a 

girl of 15 was the Saturday night dances at the 

Village Hall.  I was able to go because Newtown 

Bakery had the job of providing refreshments 

for these evenings, so I would assist with 

preparations and, afterwards, do the washing 

up.  Tea was 1 old penny (1d) per cup and pieces 

of sponge cake were on sale at the interval. 

 

I loved dancing.  Being wartime there were 

usually servicemen at the Saturday dances as 

well as local civilians, mainly young.  All the girls 

were civilians at that time.  It was about 6 old 

pence (6d) to get into the dance but I didn’t 

have to pay as I was with the catering team.  

There would be a mix of old time and modern 

dances: veleta, waltz, quickstep and slow 

foxtrot. 

 

Then one evening some Spanish soldiers arrived.  

Wow!  They were handsome, black haired young 

men - in khaki British servicemen uniform - and 

they danced really well, especially for the tango 

and rumba!  I was told they were billeted at 

Saddington Hall.  There would be 10 or 12 

Spanish soldiers and they came quite regularly 

to dances whilst they were in the area.  It 

seemed usual that among the men folk 

servicemen outnumbered the young civilians.  

However I do recall my being attracted to a local 

teenager named Patrick who lived in Kibworth. 

 

Three or four musicians provided the music.  

Dances would start at about 8.00pm and would 

go on to 11.00pm (quite late for me).  There was 

the main interval for refreshments but of course 

there were short breaks after each dance when 

one could chat with friends and new 

acquaintances.  Chairs were provided along the 

hall sides for resting; I can’t remember there 

being any tables.  The hall didn’t have any 

special decorations such as flags.  But I do 

remember that these Saturday evenings were 

well run; I never witnessed any troublesome 

behaviour. 

 

At some point the Jacques family moved from 

White Street to their shop in Station Street, to 

the right of the Village Hall.  This shop also sold 

the Newtown bakery products but seemed to 

specialise on cakes.  The small shop was at the 

front and the family lived at the back of the 

premises.  So for the Saturday dances it was very 

handy to take the goods to the Village Hall, 

entering by the side door.  This Station Street 

shop had previously been run by Ross’ sister, 

Dora. 

 

Ross’ mother had married a second time, into 

the Badcock family, and so that was the 

connection with the Badcocks of Kibworth.  It 

was the Badcocks who had originated the 

Newtown Bakery.  In fact I believe that the 

Badcocks owned the Village Hall at the time I 

was regularly visiting Kibworth.  One of the 

Badcock family homes was opposite the bakery - 

a double bay windowed house at 14 Fleckney 

Road.  One of my friendships was with Betty 

Badcock (a year younger than me). 

Kibworth’s Newtown Bakery Shop signs 

Wendy Jacques 
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During my stays in Kibworth Phyllis Jacques took 

me at least a couple of times to the British 

Restaurant for lunch.  The restaurant was off the 

High Street.  The dining area had tables and 

chairs of course but it didn’t seem particularly 

large to me.  Lunches were hot, but I recall that 

the meal was mainly potatoes with a little meat; 

perhaps it was corned beef.  As far as I knew, 

Newtown Bakery didn’t supply the British 

Restaurant. 

 

The other regular weekend catering job for 

Newtown Bakery was on Sunday afternoons.  

This was to provide teas at Kibworth Golf Club.  

In those days the Club was situated in fields 

alongside the Wistow Road and, as I recall, the 

clubhouse was a wooden building on that site. 

 

So Phyllis and I would go to the clubhouse and 

prepare tea for the members.  The kitchen was 

very small, but we managed to produce 

sandwiches with a modest choice of fillings, plus 

cakes.  Egg would be one of the sandwich 

fillings, plus cheese and occasionally ham, no 

doubt from one of the hams kept in the Jacques’ 

house.  Cups of tea would accompany the 

sandwiches and cake and I always felt that the 

club members had a better tea there than they 

would have done at home. 

 

Regular visits for me to Kibworth came to an end 

in 1943 when I volunteered for the WRNS 

(Women’s Royal Navy Service, usually 

pronounced ‘Wrens’).  The training was in 

London and as London was still being bombed it 

seemed to me a mistake to keep the training 

unit in the capital.  My next posting was to 

Hayling Island where I became a cook.  I would 

have preferred to be a driver, but the only 

options offered were to be a steward (waiting 

on officers), or a clerk (I had tired of office 

work), or a cook.  Females didn’t work on board 

Royal Navy ships but that was perhaps as well 

since on one occasion marines took me out on a 

flat bottomed landing craft (known as a DUKW, 

or ‘duck’) and as soon as the waves tossed so 

did my stomach! 

 

I married Arthur in 1944, the wedding being in 

Leicester (a white dress, not WRNS uniform).  

Ross and Phyllis Jacques made the wedding cake 

in Kibworth and catered for the wedding 

reception. 

This change of direction for me meant that visits 

to Kibworth were only occasional.  However I 

did keep in touch with the Jacques.  They had a 

second daughter, Wendy, who was a healthy 

child (and when she grew up went to live in 

Australia).  Ross and Phyllis eventually moved to 

Broad Avenue in Leicester (close to the General 

Hospital).  Ross died in 1961. 

 

My memories of Kibworth are still precious. 

 

Betty Withers 

 

Recorded in February 2012 

Betty Withers 1948 

Betty Boulter in WRNS 


