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Born in 1916 in Norfolk, Mollie Moran is one of the few people still alive today who can recall
working "downstairs" in the golden years of the early 1930's before the outbreak of WWII. She
provides a rare and fascinating insight into a world that has long since vanished. Mollie left
school at age fourteen and became a scullery maid for a wealthy gentleman with a mansion
house in London’s Knighsbridge and a Tudor manor in Norfolk. Even though Mollie's days
were long and grueling and included endless tasks, such as polishing doorknobs, scrubbing
steps, and helping with all of the food prep in the kitchen, she enjoyed her freedom and had a
rich life. Like any bright-eyed teenager, Mollie also spent her days daydreaming about boys,
dresses, and dances. She became fast friends with the kitchen maid Flo, dated a sweet
farmhand, and became secretly involved with a brooding, temperamental footman. Molly
eventually rose to kitchen maid for Lord Islington and then cook for the Earl of Leicester's niece
at the magnificent Wallington Hall.
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ChildhoodSweet was the walk along the narrow laneAt noon, the bank and hedge-rows all the
wayShagged with wild pale green tufts of fragrant hay,Caught by the hawthorns from the loaded
wain,Which Age with many a slow stoop strove to gain;And childhood, seeming still most busy,
tookHis little rake; with cunning side-long look,Sauntering to pluck the strawberries wild, unseen.
—William WordsworthInching higher and higher, I used every fibre of my being to pull my body
further up the tree trunk. Just one more foot and I’d be there. The prize was in sight and it was
worth its weight in gold.Come on, Mollie Browne, you can do it.With a superhuman show of
strength and a grunt I swung my leg over the branch and sat gasping for breath.I’d climbed to the
very top of the tallest oak tree in the village.It started as a tingle in my chest and soon spread to
the tips of my fingers. Joy flooded my body. I’d done it. I’d only gone and done it. No one had
climbed this tree, not even the bravest lads in our village.“Sissies,” I chuckled to myself. I may
only have been a ten-year-old girl, but I was more of a man than any of them.My mother Mabel’s
warning, issued just before I left the house that morning, rang in my ears: “Come straight home
from school and don’t be scuffing your shoes or ripping your dress climbing trees on the way.
And don’t you be nicking all them eggs out the nests again. I mean it, Mollie Browne, any more
trouble and I’ll swing for you, I will.”I looked down at my ripped cotton dress. Oops, too late. And
by the way the sun was dipping down below the spire of the church I could tell dusk was



gathering.I hesitated. What were rules for if they weren’t to be broken?The thought of the telling-
off I was going to get melted away when I realized I could see for miles around the tranquil
landscape. What a thrill. It was like discovering a secret magic world; just me and the birds in the
twilight. Fields dotted with ancient flint churches stretched out as far as the eye could see. In the
distance I could make out the town of Downham Market and just beyond that the sun glittered off
the River Great Ouse.The year was 1926. Coal miners were striking, John Logie Baird had just
given the first public demonstration of the television, and Gertrude Ederle had become the first
woman to swim the Channel. These were exciting times. London was in the grip of the “Roaring
Twenties.” Bright young socialites wore their hair in bobs, their skirts short, and were dancing up
a storm in jazz clubs. Their louche and provocative behaviour was blazing a trail across the front
pages.Here in gentle Norfolk it was a different story.A tractor rumbled in the middle distance,
ploughing straight lines through the soil. Fields of wheat and barley rustled gently in the breeze.
All was still, quiet, and timeless.This was my world. Mollie Browne’s world. One giant playground
full of adventures just waiting to be had. But even as I surveyed the peaceful landscape I felt the
stran-gest sensation grip my heart. My destiny didn’t lie here in the sleepy villages, forced into a
dull apprenticeship before being married off to the local farmhand. No, thank you. There had to
be more to life. I wasn’t sure what yet but—sure as eggs is eggs—I would find a way to make it
happen.At the thought of eggs, I suddenly remembered the reason why I was up this big old tree
in the first place. Wiping the sweat off my brow, I forced myself not to look down and edged
along the gnarled branch to claim my prize. Two perfect brown speckled eggs were sitting in the
nest within touching distance, still warm from when the crow had hatched them.I wasn’t daft. I’d
never pocket a wren’s or robin’s egg. Everyone knew bad luck would come your way if you
nicked those and your hands would fall off. Happen there be no harm in a crow’s egg,
though.Just then a sharp whistle sounded from below.My partners in crime!I could just make out
the faces of Jack and Bernard.“It’s the bobby,” Jack hissed. “Get down afore he sees ya.”Oh
heck. There was no time to pocket either of the shiny brown eggs. Instead I shimmied down that
tree faster than a rat down a drainpipe. With a loud thud I landed slap bang in front of the black
laced-up leather boots of one P. C. Risebrough. My nemesis. I swear that man spent his whole
time roaming the countryside looking for me. He always seemed to know just where to find
me!“Mollie Browne again,” he said in his thick Norfolk accent. Slowly he shook his head. “If
there’s trouble to be found it’s always you in the thick of it, ainch ya? When will yer learn?”Last
summer he’d caught me with handfuls of stolen strawberries. There’d not been a soul about, until
the sight of his tall hat bobbed past over the top of the hedge. He’d clouted me so hard round the
lugholes that my ears had been ringing for weeks.I shook my head as I saw Jack and Bernard
turn on their heels and leg it. “I was just mucking about,” I said, shaking my red curls vigorously.
“’Avin’ a gorp from the tree.”He peered down at me, narrowed his eyes, and slowly and
deliberately peeled off his gloves. “Tha’s a lotta ol’ squit,” he said. “Stealing eggs you was. I
oughta box your chops.”Two minutes later, and with my ears ringing from another clip, I ran for
home.“Any more trouble and I’ll be letting your father know,” P. C. Risebrough shouted after me.



“Now git orf wiv yer.”My heart sank as I raced off down the fields. Not again. He was forever
catching me doing things I shouldn’t and my father was forever telling me off. I didn’t want to
trouble Father, not in his condition, but trouble just seemed to seek me out.I ran so quickly
across the fields and lanes that the bushes became a blur of green. I could run in them days. I
was so strong and fast it wasn’t true. So fast that at times I felt I could have flown clean over the
hedgerows like a swallow, swooping and soaring.At the end of the lane that led to our
tumbledown cottage I paused and looked back over the fields. Dusk was sneaking gently over
the village and soon the fields would be cloaked in a velvety darkness. Smoke curled gently from
the chimney pots and suddenly my tummy rumbled. I thought of bread and dripping by the fire,
or if I was lucky we might have a bit of meat in a steak and kidney pudding. Machine-gunning my
way up the lane that led to our smallholding, I startled a blackbird that flew chattering from the
hedgerow. My heart soared as I ducked through the hedge and crept down the back garden. It
was Monday, washing day. Mother would be too busy to notice I was late for tea.Picking my way
through the sea of linen drying in the back garden, I giggled to myself. I dodged past a pair of
combis, ducked under a pair of Mother’s wool stockings, and nipped past an old clothesline prop
before landing at the back door. With a creak I pushed it open and, quiet as a church mouse,
tiptoed through the scullery and into a steaming hot kitchen. Mother’s back was turned to me as
she prodded the vast old copper that creaked and groaned as it furiously boiled up a week’s
worth of dirty washing.I’d just made it to the stairs when a voice piped up from the kitchen
table.“Mollie’s ’ere, Mum.”I whirled round to face my little brother, James.“Hello, carrot,” he said,
smiling smugly. “Happen you’re late. And you’ve got twigs in your carrot top.”“Why, you little . . . ” I
gasped. If there was one thing I hated more than anything it was being called “carrot.” My face
flushed as bright red as my curly hair.Mother stared at me and, wiping the soapsuds off her
hands, she shook her head. “Oh, Mollie, bird’s-nesting . . . not again. What’ll your father say?”“I’ll
give ya a fourpenny one so as I will!” I yelled, making a lunge for my little brother.“Oh, will you
keep yer trap shut, Mollie Browne?” Mother sighed, flinging herself between us.Two minutes
later I was rewarded with a second clip round the ear and sent to my bedroom with not so much
as a skerrick of bread. No matter. I didn’t care tuppence for a telling-off in them days. I’d be the
hero of the town.Born Mollie Browne on 21 September 1916, I’m now ninety-seven years old,
but my idyllic childhood is etched into my soul and I remember it clear as yesterday.Here’s me at
the ripe old age of ninety-seven. My face may be wrinkled and my hair faded to silver, but I think
you can tell by the twinkle in my eye that I still find the fun in life.We was poor growing up. Really
poor. I’m not talking not being able to afford to pay the bills or go on holidays. I’m talking grinding
poverty where every day for my poor parents was a challenge to feed me and my brother James.
We didn’t have a penny to our name, see. But we never starved, not like the poor folk in the
cities. Out in the countryside, with an iron will and a healthy disregard for the rules, you could
always find food for the table.Money might have been scarce, but love, laughter, and adventures
by the bucketload never were. And a childhood spent running free in the beautiful Norfolk
countryside gave me a spirit as wild as the hawthorns that grew in the hedgerows.I credit the



fresh air, healthy living of my childhood, and ten years of back-breaking work in domestic service
for my good health. Do you know, I’ve not had a single day’s illness in my life? I’ve outlived every
single one of the gentry that I scrubbed, shopped, and cooked for all those years. Perhaps my
childhood and the poverty we experienced bred in me a will to survive. Or maybe it’s the
characters from whose loins I sprung.If home is where the heart is then at the heart of my home
was my mother, Mabel. When she weren’t trying to belt me round the head for getting into
another scrape, she was a fiercely loyal, loving, and hard-working woman. I never saw my
mother at rest. Ever. She was always working. Either slaving away over an open fire, cooking,
scrubbing the house, or flushed with steam as she spent a whole day washing, wringing clothes
out through a giant mangle, or wrestling with a flat iron. If she wasn’t in the house she was
working outside, tending to the fruit and vegetables in the garden. The women of my mother’s
generation were grafters and tough as old boots too.Mother met and fell in love with my father,
Sydney Easter Browne—so called because he was born on Easter Monday 1892.I wasn’t even
born when my father went off to fight in World War I in 1914. I was conceived when he came
home on leave. He was there at my birth in 1916 before he was packed off back to the trenches
of France, so I don’t remember much of him in the early years. When he was posted back to
France, Mother and I moved in with her mother, Granny Esther, in a small village called
Wereham, some five miles east of Downham Market.They broke the mould when they made
Granny Esther. Five foot nothing with a fiery halo of thick auburn red hair, she was every bit as
tough as the hobnail boots she wore. Granny was a familiar sight around the village. She owned
and ran the local village store and she stocked everything from butter to paraffin, which she
often served without washing her hands in between. People didn’t give two hoots for health and
safety in them days.With a complexion like double cream, her thick red hair, and a proud face,
she was a handsome woman and drew many an admiring glance from the villagers as she
trotted about the village on her horse and trap. She must have been a beauty in her day. When
she was seventeen her red hair and shapely curves certainly caught the eye of the local squire’s
son. The squire owned half the lands and buildings in and around Wereham and so it seemed
his son thought he also owned the right to bed whichever local ladies took his roving eye.The
story of Granny Esther’s illegitimate child was something of a local legend and I can’t remember
a time when I wasn’t aware of it.She was seventeen when the squire’s son got her pregnant and
she gave birth to a little girl called Kate. An illegitimate child in those days was a huge scandal.
As she cradled the little baby in her arms, even she was aware that keeping her wasn’t an option.
The shame her illicit liaison would have brought on her father’s house would have been too
much. And so she was forced to give her baby up.Kate was raised by an aunt in a neighbouring
village, only coming home occasionally years later after Granny met and married my
grandfather, Wick, and had my mother and her brother, Cecil.Ignorance and fear of pregnancy
was everything in them days and no doubt Granny Esther didn’t have the faintest clue what went
where. The squire’s son should have known better, but it was Granny who earned the bad
reputation, Granny’s family name that would have been tarnished, Granny seen as the morally



degenerate one, leading him astray with her wanton behaviour. Load of old balderdash, of
course, but such was the narrow-minded thinking of the day.How does it shape a woman, to be
forced to give up a child at seventeen? Did she weep long into the night, her arms aching to hold
her forbidden baby, her breasts gorged with unused milk? Her heart must surely have hardened
for I know she grew a brittle outer shell that meant we never really dared question her or Kate on
their forced separation.As for the squire’s son with the lusty loins and the roving eye? I’m
pleased to say that he didn’t get away with it scot-free. Granny’s father, my great-grandfather
Pilgrim, went round and horsewhipped that wretch. He deserved a sound thrashing.Forced to
grow up too soon, Granny Esther developed a steely inner core, which meant she never suffered
fools gladly. “Gerrorf wiv yer, yer old rascal,” she’d cackle if someone asked for something on
tick, “or you’ll feel the toe of my boot.” And if any of the local farmhands dared come into her
shop straight from the farms without wiping their muddy feet? “Wipe ya dutty feet afore yew
come inta my clean scull’ry!” she’d holler.Me as a baby being held by my indomitable Granny
Esther. I was always her favourite.Granny could only see out of one eye, but I swear that woman
had eyes in the back of her head. She knew in a flash if someone was giving her cheek and if I
dared to pull a face, thinking she couldn’t see me, I’d soon know about it. But she could never
stay mad at me for long. For when it came to me, her granddaughter, she had a heart as soft as
butter. I was the apple of her eye and I knew it. I loved helping her in the shop, especially when
she let me sit on the counter, weigh out the sweets, and take the money.Wereham itself was a
tiny little village. The population was just a few hundred, but it had a bustling high street that
throbbed with life. The high street was the hub of the community and was lined with countless
businesses, many of which had been in the same family for generations. Aside from Granny’s
village shop, there was a butcher, a greengrocer, two bakers, a market garden, a blacksmith,
and a post office. Can you imagine all those shops? You’d struggle to get just one of those in a
village high street these days.I loved wandering amongst the village characters, taking in the
noise, hustle, and bustle of village life. Granny and Mother never worried about me. What harm
could come to me? There was just one car in the village, and apart from one odd sort who liked
to slap young girls’ bottoms and the occasional bit of horse rustling, crime was non-existent.The
smell of the bakers’ freshly baked cottage loaves drifted up the street to the accompaniment of
the fruiterer shouting out the quality of his wares. Big, fat sugared doughnuts from the bakery,
oozing with raspberry jam and thick with sugar, were my favourite.There were pubs in the village,
of course. Three, in fact—the Crown, the George and Dragon, and the Nag’s Head—which
mostly served to shelter old boys nursing a pint of Norfolk Ale and hiding out from the
missus.“She’s always mobbun about suffun,” they’d grumble.I always used to roam about on my
own, right from when I was a tiny nipper. When you’re little you’re invisible to everyone. Most
days I hung out by the Gospel tree, the biggest tree in the village, and watched the world go by. I
liked to stop here a bit because right behind it was a big, grand house. Every day young lads
would hang out of the windows and sing to me as I peered curiously up at them. Good-looking
blond boys they were, who sang in a funny accent that I recognized wasn’t a Norfolk one.It



wasn’t until two officers came into Granny’s shop one day that I realized who they were.“Here
you go, Esther, pigswill from our prisoners of war,” said one, a Mr. Lucks. “Reckon your pigs’ll
love it.”Turns out the big house in the village had been commandeered by the army and housed
German POWs.“Poor souls,” muttered Granny darkly. “No older than schoolboys, they ain’t.”That
was the only inkling I ever had that a war was going on. Until, that is, it ended and finally, in 1920,
Father returned. Thanks to the war, he was a stranger to me. I don’t even remember his
homecoming as such. Just that he was not a well man and I was under strict instructions not to
trouble him.I’d heard the muttered whispers in darkened corridors between Granny and Mother,
though.“He’s been gassed in Ypres, Mum,” my mother had sobbed. “His lungs’ll never be the
same.”Ypres, or “Wipers” to the British troops, was under constant bombardment, and fighting
between German and British troops was continuous for four years. The con-ditions there sound
nothing short of hell. My father would have been packed cheek-by-jowl with his comrades in
cold, waterlogged trenches. Trench foot—rotting of the skin caused by fungal infection—was
common, as too were the millions of lice, which sucked off the rotting flesh of soldiers. There
was little by way of sanitation, running water, or hot food. But the real horrors began when the
Germans unleashed a new and shattering weapon—poisonous gas. Gas as a silent enemy
became more terrifying than the machine-gun fire that usually followed it, as German infantry
attacked the vulnerable gassed soldiers.Chlorine gas, which is heavier than air, sank and settled
in the trenches.My father never breathed a word about how he came to be gassed or what
happened, but reading accounts of it later in life turned the blood in my veins to ice. Many
accounts talk of a greenish cloud seeping into the trenches and of the soldiers choking and
suffocating or running in all directions, blinded. The gas only lasted short periods until it
dissipated and troops quickly learnt to use rags soaked in mud and water to breathe through,
which absorbed the vapour. But many soldiers found it hard to resist removing the cloths and
tried to gulp in air as they choked, which of course left them with no defence against the gas.
Toward the end of the war the Germans also unleashed mustard gas, which seeped into the soil,
remaining active for weeks and causing dreadful infections in burnt skin.Relatively few soldiers
died of gas poisoning. Most, like my father, were condemned to a slow death after they returned
home. Poor Father. No wonder he suffered and seemed withdrawn. They called him, and
thousands like him, the “Lost Generation” as they never really recovered from their
experiences.Millions of boys died for their country during that dreadful war. Those poor young
men—if they had known at the start what they would be facing, would they ever have signed up?
Father never spoke about his role in the war. He was typical of the men of his era and kept his
feelings locked away deep inside. His body betrayed him, though. The terrifying coughing fits
that turned my mother’s face as white as flour were a dreadful legacy of his battle. Every now
and again I’d wander into the kitchen to see him coughing so much that his face would turn
purple. I’d stay rooted to the spot as he gasped for breath, his whole body shuddering with every
gasp.“I feel a bit queer,” he’d rasp and, with that, his body would convulse into more spasms of
coughing.Mother would rush past me with rags and a bowl of hot water. Slowly the white rags



would turn crimson red as Father gasped and coughed up blood.“Sit yerself forrards, my love,”
she’d smile, gently rubbing his back. “You’ll be right in no time.” But I could tell by the way her
bottom lip wobbled when she spoke that she didn’t really believe it.After each attack he’d
disappear for a few days, off to a sanatorium in Hastings, where it was believed the fresh sea air
would revive him back to health. His spells in the sanatorium never worked, though, and he’d
return as fragile as he left.From 1930 onward the government issued wooden huts for all ex-
servicemen with failing health to sleep in. It was believed that sleeping out in the fresh air, away
from coal fires, would be better for their lungs. Once you’ve been gassed, though, I don’t expect
there’s much would help.Still, my father had his issued and it was duly set up in the back garden.
The hut was on an iron swivel axis so it could be turned round to face away from the freezing
Norfolk wind that whipped in off the fens or positioned to face the sun, depending on the
weather. Sounds crazy, doesn’t it, him sleeping in a hut in the garden when he was so fragile, but
that was the thinking of the day.“You need the fresh air, it’ll do ya lungs good,” Mother would say,
hustling him out to the garden.He weren’t the only one. Loads of men, poorly from the war, slept
outside in huts to get their daily constitutional blast of country air.But despite this, and his failing
health, my father was an optimistic man who never dwelt on his misfortune. “I’m the lucky one
awight,” he used to say. “Least I can still provide for my family.”And in many ways he was lucky.
He had survived—unlike the countless other young men who’d had their brains spattered out
and were left to rot in the thick mud around the trenches of France. Back here in the UK the
countryside around Downham Market was littered with the “Lost Generation.” Them as fought
and were left able came home and tried to pick up their lives, but if you weren’t able to work
through illness, what was your destiny? There was no army pension or support. If you were lucky
enough to survive you were out on your own.Injured officers were well cared for, but for non-
commissioned soldiers it was more hit and miss. Many developed alcohol problems and mental
illness and were left destitute, forced to sleep in barns or ditches and beg for food. Shell shock is
now a recognized condition, but there was less sympathy for those with mental scars back then;
they were just seen as sissies. It was an absolute scandal, it was.Often they would come
knocking on our door for handouts.“Hot water, Miss, if you please,” they’d croak.Mother, like
most of the villagers, always took pity on them and would fill their cans with hot water or tea and
give them what little bread we could spare.“They made a sacrifice for their country,” she would
say. “It’s our duty to help.”They were known as “tramps” locally. Many would go off and do the
rounds for months at a time, trudging from village to village for lodgings and food. They all wore
the same haunted expression and often had missing hands or feet. Amputated limbs poked out
from underneath the rags they wore. Others had faces that were a patchwork of scars. At times,
when we walked into Downham Market, we’d see them selling matchsticks by the side of the
road. They stared at me with black, soulless eyes and I wondered what hell those eyes had
witnessed.“Don’t be giving them no sauce, Mollie,” Mother would hiss in my ear, gripping my
hand that bit tighter.She didn’t say it but we all thought it. It could so easily have been my
father.In the winter, when it was too cold to sleep in the freezing ditches, many spent the night in



the workhouse in Downham Market, where they chopped wood to earn their keep. The 250-bed
workhouse was a dark place and we grew up in the shadow of this institution. I didn’t know much
about what went on inside but I knew on pain of death you didn’t want to end up there. The fear
of the workhouse and such poverty was only a heartbeat away for many.So I suppose,
compared to them, Father was blessed. He eked out a living from our smallholding, which he
rented off the local squire for ten shillings a week. No one, apart from the gentry, owned their
own homes then. We kept chickens and a pig and grew fruit and vegetables on the few acres of
land we had and we sold what produce we could to make a few shillings.Father’s two older
brothers were postmen and when he was well enough he even helped them out on their
deliveries in exchange for a little money. And I knew Granny Esther helped us with handouts of
cash. She was reason-ably well off, what with her shop, and she had a real business head on
her. She’d never see us short. Family was everything in them days and as long as ours had
breath in their bodies they’d not see us destitute. The house was always full of aunts and uncles,
dropping off a gift of a bit of dripping in exchange for some eggs. That’s the way it was in those
days. You looked after your own.The only black sheep of the family was my granny’s brother,
Horace. He’d been in the army, then had a broken love affair and lost his way. I never knew too
much about Horace as he was never really spoken of, but I sensed it was always a big
embarrassment that we had a tramp in the family. I’d hear dark mutterings from Mother that
Uncle Horace was “on the road again.”Thankfully, fate had different ideas for us than it did for
poor old Uncle Horace and we didn’t really want for anything. Mother made all our clothes and
we grew our own fruit and vegetables to eat or sell. Father’s double-barrel shotgun stood by the
fire in the kitchen and every now and again he’d go out and get us a rabbit or pigeon for tea. If we
were really lucky we’d have pheasant. Everyone knew you could be prosecuted if you killed and
ate the local squire’s pheasants, but if one happened to stray on to our land, well then, it was fair
game, wasn’t it? All the same, Father would pluck it outside by a fire in an old outhouse so any
stray feathers would be burnt to cinders, leaving no trace of his harmless crime.“Don’t you be
talking of this to no one, Mollie,” he’d order if he caught me watching him plucking fast and
steadily in the dark.And if I ever dared touch that gun, I’d get a savage cut across the backside
faster than you can say “’ands orf.”Father must have been well enough on occasion though, as
when I turned six my younger brother, James William Browne, made an appearance. It was a
dark, stormy night just before fireworks night, and the birth was no less explosive.I remember
lying huddled in the dark in my bedroom, hearing Mother’s wretched screams ring round the
cottage. Her cries were at times pitiful, pleading, then at other times so ferocious in their intensity
they were almost feral.“What’s happening?” I cried, alarmed, to my father.“Go to sleep, child,” he
ordered.I covered my ears with the sheets, but still I could hear her bloodcurdling cries. My
father slept in with me, well out of the way, as the local doctor thumped up and down the stairs,
helped by the neighbours. In 1922 there was no such thing as hospital care and the NHS was
twenty-six years away from its conception. Women always gave birth at home with the help of a
doctor or midwife if they were lucky, and what friends and neighbours were around. The



Midwives Act had only become law twenty years prior to that, in 1902, after a group of visionary
women fought to have midwifery recognized as a profession. Before that, anyone, and I mean
anyone, could deliver a baby. Most of the time it was whoever happened to be around and, in
some drastic cases, prostitutes paid in gin could act as midwives. Fortunately the Act became
law, the Royal College of Midwives was born, and birthing standards improved.The next morning
I crept into the bedroom where Mother would have the customary two-week lying-in period. It
was then that I saw the reason for her blood-curdling screams. She lay back against the pillow,
her face ashen with exhaustion. In her arms lay a healthy little baby boy, but her legs were tied
roughly together with rope!Poor Mother had had a breech birth. James had come out feet first. In
those days, breech births were complicated, painful, and—without modern medicine—a major
cause of death in mother and baby. They were incredibly lucky to have survived, but so torn and
damaged was she internally, the doctor had bound her legs together to stop her moving and
encourage her body to heal.A rope! Can you ever imagine such a thing today?“Meet your baby
brother,” she said, smiling weakly.But my mother was nothing if not tough and within two weeks
she insisted the rope was untied and she was back scrubbing the kitchen, blackleading the
stove, baking, washing, and completing the countless other tasks that consumed her life.As
James grew up I longed to have a little boisterous playmate to get into scrapes with, but it soon
became obvious that he was a quiet child who preferred to sit by my mother’s side. “You’re the
boy and he’s the girl all right,” Mother used to cackle as we grew older and the differences in our
personalities became obvious.She was right. Tide nor time could pin me down as I roamed the
land looking for adventures and trying to avoid the clutches of P. C. Risebrough.The countryside
was beyond beautiful. The hedgerows, trees, and dykes were alive with kingfishers,
yellowhammers, and blue tits and on a summer day you could catch the tantalizing whiff of salt
in the air off the Wash. I’m sure that today there just aren’t the same number of birds about. Back
then the skies were black with birds and the noise of ’em all going off during the dawn chorus
could deafen you. I loved it though; it made me feel glad just to be alive.In the summer months
the grass verges were filled with rows of old brightly painted caravans belonging to the Romany
gypsies who came to hawk their wares in town. I’d gaze, intrigued, at the older ladies, with their
waist-length silver hair and faces as wrinkled as walnut shells. They wandered door to door
selling hazel-wood clothes pegs. I’d sit on my bike and spy on them through the bushes. Gypsy
folk fascinated me. Where had they come from and where would they go to next? They washed
up like tides on the River Great Ouse and the next morning they’d be gone on the winds.Father
never liked them and always locked up his chickens when they were in the area, but I had no
problem with them. They belonged in the countryside as much as any of us.In and amongst all
this rural splendour, me and my friends, Jack and Bernard, ran wild. While my mother busied
herself with the endless washing, cooking, baking, and cleaning that keeping house involved in
the days before modern appliances, I had incredible freedom. Every day was filled with magic,
promise, and excitement. Because our time wasn’t taken up with computers and televisions, we
learnt to use our imagination. The Norfolk fields were one giant adventure playground. If there



was a tree to climb or a ditch to poke around in, you could bet I’d be in the thick of it, spattered
with mud, my face stained purple from gorging on blackberries and my pockets stuffed with nuts,
birds’ eggs, and feathers. And if the ever-present P. C. Risebrough happened to catch us, well,
that just added to the adventure.We played rounders, hopscotch, and skipping races in the
summer. Come winter, when temperatures plunged and the Norfolk ponds froze over, we tied
blades to our boots with string and skated over the ice. It was ever so deep and dangerous but
what did we care? Often we’d land, helpless with laughter, in an icy scrummage of arms and
legs. Only the promise of bread and dripping by the fire would have us limping for home with
aching limbs and grazed knees. Actually, in my whole childhood, I don’t ever remember a time
when my knees weren’t grazed!The only two rules my mother would ever issue before I ran to
the door of a morning? “Don’t cheek the tramps, Mollie Browne, that mouth of yours’ll get you in
trouble one of these days,” and “Stay away from the sluice. People have drowned swimming
there.”“Yes, Mum,” I’d promise.Denver Sluice, one mile out of Downham on the River Great
Ouse, was built to drain the vast wetlands of the fens and create fertile farmland. But to us kids it
was like a magnet and the perfect place to take a cooling dip on a hot summer’s day. Mother’s
words would be lost on the wind as I pedalled like crazy to the sluice with my dress tucked into
my knickers.What did she know? I was twelve, I knew better.But a mother’s wisdom should
always be observed, as I was about to find out, to my great peril. . . .Tips From a 1930s
Kitchen...Mollie’s Famous Sausage RollsI used to run wild through the Norfolk countryside as a
child, but nothing had me haring for home faster than the smell of my mother’s home-baked
sausage rolls drifting out over the fields. I can’t remember a time when I didn’t know how to bake
them.8 oz (225 g) self-raising flour4 oz (110 g) butter8 oz (225 g) sausage meat1 egg for
glazingRub the flour and butter together, adding a few drops of water, until it forms the
consistency of a firm dough. Roll it out on a floured pastry board until it’s a quarter of an inch (6
mm) thick. Cut the pastry into four-inch (10 cm) squares. Wet them round the edges with a dab
of water. Add a teaspoon of sausage meat in the middle and then fold the pastry over the top
and nip the edges to close it together. Brush the tops with beaten egg and bake for half an hour
at 180 degrees or until golden brown.Household TipIf your fridge or kitchen is full of
overpowering cooking smells, simply slice an onion, pop it in a bowl of water, and leave it on the
table or in the fridge, and all nasty niffs vanish.2London CallingEvery woman is a rebel.—Oscar
Wilde“Dare you to jump in from there,” said Jack, pointing to the highest bank of the sluice. A
slippery wall of crumbly soil was all that stood between me and the dark swirling waters
below.“All right then,” I said, rising to the challenge.Everyone that knew me knew I couldn’t resist
a dare. Too competitive by half, that was my problem. Even blacking out after choking on a hot-
cross bun during the hot-cross bun races at school sports day hadn’t curbed my ferociously
competitive edge.“It’s pootrud, yer knows,” he added, wrinkling his nose. “There’s cowshit and
everything in that bit, so there is.”What did I care? The dare had been issued. I could no more
back out now than I could walk to the moon. “So what?” I said, boldly ripping off my dress and
stripping down to my knickers and vest.Here goes nothing. Taking a deep breath, I launched



myself into the unknown. “Woohooo!” I hollered. A rush of sheer adrenalin filled my body. I was
flying! I was actually flying!You could have heard the smacking noise of my belly hitting the water
five villages along.Struggling to breathe, I floundered about until I managed to grab on to a
soggy clod of mud by the bank. Cow poo and mud was plastered over my knickers and face as I
hauled myself, sopping wet and gasping for air, onto the bank. Shaking myself like a wet dog, I
scrabbled back up the slippery bank. At the top I paused to wipe my snotty nose on my dripping
vest.“Now your tur . . . ” I said, my voice trailing off to nothing.For who should be ready to greet
me? Not the impressed audience I was hoping for, but P. C. Risebrough!His beefy hand reached
down to grab my sopping wet vest.Uh-oh.“Mollie Browne!” he yelled, his face growing as red as
a tomato as I legged it to my bike and frantically started to pedal. “You want your arse
leathering.”By the time I reached home I’d decided not to say a word to Mother.“Mollie,” she
gasped. “You’re soaked through.”“I fell off my bike,” I lied. “Right into a ditch.”“Best sit by the fire
and warm up,” she said, pressing a mug of steaming hot tea into my hand.Sniffing the air, I
realized it was Friday, the best day of the week, for it was Mother’s baking day. The kitchen was
filled with the smell of warm, rich baking. On the side lay rack upon rack of jam tarts, flaky
sausage rolls, cottage pies, bread and butter puddings, boiled suet pudding with apples or jam,
all piled up and cooling on the countertop.“I might feel better if I have something to eat,” I said,
shivering for dramatic effect.That’s me on the far right, aged ten, being awarded first prize at
school sports day in 1926. I was the fastest runner and the highest jumper in the whole area—I
always thought I was better than anyone else back then!“Get away with you,” she chuckled. “Put
this in your trap.” With that, she slipped me a baking-hot sausage roll.“Fanks,” I mumbled through
mouthfuls of buttery, light pastry. I closed my eyes and munched. Pure heaven. Food never
tastes as good to anyone as to a hungry child.I sniggered to myself as I pictured P. C.
Risebrough’s flaming red face as he’d puffed after me. Daresay he’d love one of Mum’s home-
cooked sausage rolls after his energetic morning.Once I’d dried off we headed into Downham,
for Friday afternoons were market day, another highlight of the week.Men would stand around
chatting outside pubs while women shopped, haggled, and nattered with neighbours and
friends. It was the social highlight of the week and gave women a break from the endless
drudgery of keeping house. Gossip was a currency to be exchanged just as much as shillings
and pence. Not that it mattered, mind, as everyone pretty much knew everyone else’s business.
It was a close-knit community and a stranger’s face always stuck out.I used to love trawling the
market with Mother. Everywhere you looked there were stallholders shouting their
wares.“Thirteen herrings for a shilling,” drawled the coster to a crowd of housewives. “Pound a
prawns, fished straight out the sea this morning while you were still abed. Nice and fresh and
lovely.”Before the war this had been the site of a famous horse market where many thousands of
horses were shipped off to France. Now it was full of housewives battling to get their pick of the
best fish. My mother could get in there with the best of ’em and we always had fish for tea on a
Friday. Carts were piled high with glistening kippers and Yarmouth bloaters and her eyes darted
this way and that as she sized up the best of the lot to serve up to my father that evening.“Let’s



be having you,” shouted the fishmonger, his mutton--chop whiskers quivering. “What about this
’ere plaice?” he said to Mother, holding up a fish as big as my head. “Come on then. Hoooge it is,
a proper booty.”“It’s a great ole fish yew’ve got there, bor,” she laughed. “But I’ll settle for some
herring.”“All right,” he said, chucking the fish down with a slap. “Get yer hand off yer
ha’penny.”While he wrapped up the fish in brown paper Mother slipped me a penny for some
sweets. Hours I could spend drooling through the sweet-shop window in the market, carefully
working out what to spend my money on. Every temptation you can imagine danced in front of
my eyes: pineapple chunks, lollipops, liquorice bootlaces, gob-stoppers, peanut brittle, toffees,
walnut whips, cherry lips, coconut mushrooms, and Uncle Joe’s mint balls. I settled for a
gobstopper and sucked it happily all the way back to the cottage as Mother strode beside me,
swinging her bag of fish and humming to herself.Friday had to be the best day of the week, easy.
Home baking, the market, sweets, and freshly cooked fish for tea. But it was also time for our
weekly bath. After tea, Mother would drag an old tin bath in from outside and place it in front of
the roaring fire. It’d take an age to fill up with pails of water from the copper. Finally, when it was
ready, my brother and I would jump in. Helpless laughter filled the smoky kitchen as we flicked
soapy suds in the flickering firelight and Mother tried to stop the cats and dogs from leaping in
with us.Father would sit by the fireside watching us, a gentle smile playing on his weary face. I
often wonder if he envied us our carefree lives after everything he’d witnessed. Our heads were
filled with nothing but the pursuit of fun in them days, while who knows what demons chased
through his mind.Soon the water would be thick with dirt.“Reckon you’ve brought half the
countryside in with yer, Mollie,” exclaimed Mother.Poor Mother and Father. They had to bathe in
that water after us, not that you ever heard a mutter of complaint pass their lips, mind you.While I
was enjoying a glorious childhood full of mud-spattered adventures, just ten miles away from my
house a little girl was visiting a slightly more impressive house than our own rundown
cottage.The royal residence of Sandringham was not far from Downham and had been home to
royalty since 1862. In 1928, as I was dragging myself out of sluices and falling out of trees,
Princess Elizabeth, just two years old, was paying a visit there to her grandparents, King George
V and Queen Mary, for a no doubt rather different childhood experience.The sight of the royal
family travelling to Sandringham was always a remarkable one. Remarkable in how many people
seemed to know when it would happen and also in how little security they had. The Lynn Road in
Downham Market would buzz with news that the royals were on their way. Even as young as five
or six I remember clutching Mother’s hand and watching as a big stately car slid by, carrying a
funny-looking elderly lady gazing imperiously ahead. “That’s Queen Alexandra,” Mother
whispered reverently. “On her way to Sandringham. Calls it the big house, she does.” At such a
young age I didn’t understand who she was, but I picked up on the ripple of excitement that
passed through the small crowd.After her death in 1925, King George V and Queen Mary
continued to live in the much smaller York Cottage on the estate whenever they visited. You can’t
keep much from Norfolk folk and thanks to the bush telegraph we were always there waiting with
a friendly smile and a wave to greet them home to Norfolk.I remember one day in particular,



can’t have been long after the sluice incident, when someone rapped on the door.“King and
queen’s on their way,” rang out a voice.“Hop to it, Mollie,” said Mother and soon we had joined
the assembled crowd on the grass verge.Presently their black car came into view.Straining my
neck, I could just make out King George V’s bushy moustache and, sitting next to him, ramrod
straight with a funny little hat perched on her head, was his wife, Queen Mary. I was so close I
could have reached out and touched their car window. There were no security outreach riders
like they have nowadays. I waved furiously and smiled. I was desperate for the king to glance
sideways and reward me with just a little smile or even a nod. Not so much as a flicker passed
his poker-straight steely face. The queen didn’t acknowledge our greetings either; they both just
stared straight ahead. It was a little ironic that at a time when the king had been adopting a more
democratic stance, attempting to bring himself closer to the working-class public, he and the
queen could not spare a glance for any of us in the watching crowd.Oh well. It didn’t dent our
affection for them and they were held in high esteem. The king had done himself no end of good
by visiting the front line, factories, and hospitals during the war, and people felt genuine loyalty to
him.“There,” declared Mother, uncrossing her arms. “That was a little thrill. Back to work now.”
With that, she went off to scrub the kitchen floor and the crowd dispersed.As I watched their car
vanish off up the Lynn Road, I found myself gripped with a funny little excited feeling that I’d not
felt since that time I’d clung to the top of the tallest oak tree in the village. I could only imagine
what world they inhabited, the lives they led in comparison to ours.More emotions bubbled to the
surface. Jealousy? No. Intrigue and excitement? Perhaps. But it was a defining moment. Seeing
our king and queen up close and personal like that made me realize there was more to life than
Downham Market. More to life than Norfolk. But the big question was—what? I could virtually
taste the freedom I so much wanted to have. But options to girls my age were limited: shop work,
apprenticeship, or marriage. None of these were particularly appealing to my young mind.I was
pretty good at school, according to my teacher, but Mother had already set me straight on that
score. “There’s no money to buy you books, Mollie,” she’d warned. “You’ll have to work when you
leave school.” They couldn’t afford to keep me or pay for me to go on to higher education. There
were no government grants in those days.I was twelve years old, in that funny place straddling
childhood and adolescence. I couldn’t keep on running wild and battling with the local bobby
forever, could I?Perhaps Mother wanted me out from under her feet or maybe she was worried I
might perish in the ditches or sluices, but not long after this it was decided that I would be
allowed to stay with my illegitimate aunt Kate and her husband up in London for a
holiday.“Really?” I said, bursting with excitement when Mother told me. “I can go to London . . .
on my own?”“Well, the train guard’ll keep an eye on you right enough and Kate’ll be there to pick
you up from Liverpool Street Station.”I hopped from foot to foot. “Now, now, can I go now?”She
shook her head and laughed as my brother skulked behind her. “Get away with ya, Mollie
Browne. Tomorrow.”“She’ll only stop an’ mardle with strangers, Mum,” he said. I silenced him with
a whack.“No talking to any rum sorts, you hear,” Mother warned.The day dawned bright and
clear and I leapt out of bed like a spring lamb.What a thing! Mollie Browne, off to London, on her



own.I clambered onto the steam train at Downham and wrestled with the heavy door.“Best give it
a good thack, Mollie, it’s a bit stiff,” said the elderly porter.The doors clattered shut, the whistle let
out a deafening shriek and then we were off, puffing our way across the Norfolk fens like a giant
steam-blowing monster.The gentle clattering of the train soon lulled me into a deep sleep, but
when I woke it was to a different world. The smoke cleared and I witnessed scenes the like of
which I’d never before seen.“Oh my,” I gasped, my eyes growing as wide and shiny as
gobstoppers. Pure exhilaration pumped through my veins as I jumped down onto the
platform.Smartly dressed porters rushed about the place like busy bees, hauling great leather
trunks onto barrows. Steam trains slid majestically into the station and great clouds of smoke
swirled and hung dramatically over the platforms.Aunt Kate and her husband, Uncle Arthur,
picked me up and drove me through the crowded streets. The place was teeming with life and
noise, dirt and chaos. Everyone seemed to scurry about their business with meaning and
direction. No dawdling to chew the cud over a hedgerow here.Excitement drummed in my chest.
The biggest town I’d ever been to was Downham or King’s Lynn and even they didn’t have many
cars on the road. Here, there was traffic belching out smoke everywhere. A great greenish fog
hung over the city and cars, trams, and buses slid out of the gloom from all directions.Smart-
suited city gents in pinstripes and bowler hats strode purposefully alongside ladies in feminine
tailored suits that emphasized their figures. The ladies wore little hats at an angle, with feathers
or fake flowers that wiggled like calling cards when they walked.Lady Chatterley’s Lover had
recently been published abroad and was causing shockwaves and everyone knew London was
the place for racy behaviour.This was the place for me.Uncle Arthur used to be a river policeman
and he and Aunt Kate lived in a terraced police house in Chapter Street in Victoria in the City of
Westminster. They were reasonably well off, but now Uncle Arthur was retired he worked as a
doorman at the Victoria and Albert museum.“Would you like to go and have a look tomorrow?”
he asked.“Not half,” I grinned. I’d never been to a museum before.In 1928 the V&A was one of
the world’s leading mus-eums of style and art. Ever since art deco had come on the scene,
people had become obsessed with style and London’s rich and fashionable elite flocked to the
place. It was also the scene of many a big fancy-dress ball attended by thousands of
socialites.“You should see ’em, Mollie,” chuckled Uncle Arthur as he drove us there the next day.
“Them aristos know how to have a party. Swing bands, champagne and cocktails flowing, and
the outfits . . . ” He grimaced. “Make your eyes water. Ladies in them French fashions in next to
nothing.”“I’d like to go to a ball like that one day,” I piped up. Big ambitions, seeing as I hadn’t
even made it to a village dance in Downham.“Can’t see your father liking that, Mollie,” he
snorted. “Besides, I’m there to keep the undesirables out. You have to have blue blood in your
veins to get a ticket to one of them balls.”I closed my eyes as I imagined the ladies in their silky
bias-cut dresses, the dances, the handsome men. What a world.When we pulled up at the V&A,
I gasped. What an incredible building. The stone archway seemed to soar into the sky. It was the
most majestic place I’d ever been to.Uncle Arthur showed me round and with each exhibit room
we walked into my jaw dropped further to the floor. The first floor of the museum was groaning



with room after room of exquisite artefacts. Watercolours and famous cartoons by Raphael
jostled for space with tapestries, glassware, and statues. We climbed a floor and there were
more treasures: rare books, lace and tiles from Turkey and Egypt, Ancient Greek and Roman
bronzes, and Oriental Chinese jade carvings. With each room I walked through I grew dizzy from
trying to take it all in. I had literally never set eyes on such beautiful things. In the cottage where I
grew up we had the most basic furniture, no paintings on the walls, no splashes of colour, except
outside in the countryside. This was just unimagined beauty to my sheltered young
mind.“Aladdin’s cave, ain’t it?” smiled Uncle Arthur when he saw my face.I didn’t know who
Aladdin was, but I sure as hell would have loved to live in his cave. The rest of the trip was just as
mind-boggling. I stared into the windows of Harrods, gazed longingly at the pretty ladies
parading around in their dresses, and even went to see a Charlie Chaplin flick at the cinema. I
was totally dazzled.A fortnight later, as Aunt Kate put me back on the train, I felt like a changed
person.“I’m going to live here one day, Aunt Kate,” I chirruped. “It’s like the centre of the whole
universe.”“I’m sure you will, Mollie,” she said with a smile, slamming shut the train door and
waving at me through the steam.My time spent in London left a huge impression on me. Back in
Norfolk, things felt flat and dull in comparison. Fortunately, I soon had other, more pressing
things on my mind—Boys!Up until now boys had just been irritating little brothers or potential
playmates. But all at once a new interest stirred inside me. And when the fair rolled into town for
its annual Michaelmas visit there suddenly seemed to be boys everywhere.The heavy fair
wagons had rumbled into the marketplace during the first week of October. “The Statty’s here!”
I’d cried when I’d spotted the choking grey smoke billowing from the black oily monsters of the
fairground chugging up the Lynn Road.The Statty always brought the villagers out in their
droves. The mothers would stand chatting on one side, the fathers would disappear into the
nearby pubs, and the kids would descend on the rides.The fair was an excellent opportunity for
both the sexes to posture and preen in front of each other like a load of hormonal peacocks. The
clanging of the bells on the rides, the mirror mazes, and the sight of the helter-skelter, combined
with the whiff of teenage testosterone and toffee apples, made for a heady combination. Girls
screamed with mock terror as they whizzed round the merry-go-round and the boys pitted their
muscle power against each other on the punchball machines. I stared, intrigued at the way their
tiny Adam’s apples bobbed up and down, and I shrieked with laughter as they wrestled in play
fights and mock ribaldry.“Come on, Mollie Browne,” shouted one local lad. “Let’s see ya on the
catwalk.”“All right then,” I said with a grin, fluffing out my hair and putting my hand on my hips like
I’d seen them film stars do at the cinema in London. With that, I took to the oscillating catwalk. It
juddered up and down and your aim was to get to the end without falling off.Not two yards in I
was helpless with laughter. I wasn’t strutting now, just struggling to stay upright.“Look!” I yelled to
the crowd of admiring boys. “No hands.” I bumped and lurched along before being spat off in a
heap at the end.“What a spectacle, Mollie,” said my mother, waiting nearby. “When will you
learn?”“She’s just showing off to the boys,” deadpanned my little brother.Poking my tongue out at
him, I headed to the rock stall. This stall, run by Mr. King, was the one I loved more than



anything. The rock stall always drew an admiring crowd as we watched him make the rock by
hand. He was a giant of a man with hands like trowels and hairy arms shaped like legs of
mutton.“Stick of rock for a penny, please?” I asked.Fascinated, I watched as he tossed a band of
pink-and-white-coloured mixture over a hook in the wall, then stretched it out. When satisfied it
was the right texture and temperature he’d slap it down on the table and snip it up with scissors.
He sold it in lumps bagged up to buy by the quarter or as an individual rock.Sucking my rock, I
wandered happily around the rest of the fair, taking in the sights, smells, and sounds. Soon I
overheard some boys talking.“There’s a dance on next week, who you got your eye on then?”A
dance. Now that sounded interesting. Our usual entertainment round these parts was going to
the cinema on a Saturday afternoon. These were the days of silent black-and-white films, before
colour films and talkies. We’d queue up and pay tuppence ha’penny to watch Charlie Chaplin,
Mary Pickford, and Douglas Fairbanks. It was marvellous escapism and all the children from the
area would flock to the cinema. The soundtrack came from old Mrs. Long from Downham, who
sat bolt upright and banged away on an ancient piano to provide a suit-able musical backdrop.
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Loves Labs, “A Real Fairy Tale. This little book was quite a surprise. It became rather obvious
that Mollie was not destined to be a lowly maid, but her adventures and personality stole your
heart. She never looked down at her job, but instead continued to learn so that she could better
herself. You don’t hear of kids doing that anymore!Although she worked long hours, her
employers seemed to be grateful people unlike the older pre-World War 1 upstairs and
downstairs books. While she had excellent food to eat, in one of the grand homes, there werent
even indoor toilets.Yet, she looked at it with humor and grace.I won’t spoil the ending but it was
quite the 1930’s real life tale.”

Nana Cheryl, “Excellent reading if you love Downton Abbey, Gosford Park & Upstairs
Downstairs.. Excellent reading if you love Downton Abbey, Gosford Park & Upstairs Downstairs.
It's akin to reading the diary of one of the downstairs staff. Insightful, tasteful written. Interesting
perspective and contrast and generational differences between present day culture and the
past. As an American, it answers the question about generational devotion of "in-service"
workers, as well as the devotion and reverence for British royalty. Molly's story is richly entwined
with historical events and notable figures of the era. Her inclusion of recipes and menus, and
vivid descriptions of cooking methods, preparation of wild game from the landowners' hunts add
authenticity and uniqueness to her story. I thoroughly enjoyed the mental escape into the past,
provided by "Minding the Manor: The Memoir of a 1930s Engllish Kitchen Maid."”

Edge Obsessed, “Cute read about a young scullery maid climbing up to cook in the 1930's..
Really cute, funnny and interesting read. She starts out as a scullery maid as a young teenager
and works her way up. It's mostly teenage workplace humor and fun, including going to dances
with local boys and the dresses they wore as working class girls. The story takes place between
the world wars and it also gives you a glance into her Dad's health and life after being gassed in
WW1.”

Claudette J. Patterakis, “If you have watched and like BBC's Downton Abbey, you'll love this
book.. I thoroughly enjoyed this book. In fact, I couldn't put it down. It's written in an easy-to-
read style and her story is fascinating. I could almost see what life was like back in the
1920-30's. I love Downton Abbey and Mollie Moran's story adds to that pleasure. I can't imagine
working as hard as those service employees did making sure the manor ran in tip-top shape. No
wonder life expectancy was so low back then...even though Mrs. Moran lived a long life, she was
definitely an exception. Don't hesitate to download or buy this book from Amazon. It's delightful,
interesting, informative, educational and keeps one's interest from page to page. I was so
impressed with Mrs. Jones' cooking skills (a prominent character in the book) who touted Mrs.
Beeton's Household Management book that I downloaded it as well. I even wrote down a few of
the recipes and household tips Mrs. Moran included in her book (taken from Mrs. Beeton's



book). Every homemaker (of all ages) should read this book and then thank their lucky stars we
have automatic washers and dryers, dishwashers, hotwater heaters, vacum cleaners, granite
counters, and electric irons. I'm so glad silver service, brass and copper are no longer in style,
cause mine would be tarnished.”

Tina H, “A Scullery Maid's Tale. Being a fan of the Downton Abbey series I gravitated to this
book. Even though her service work was during the 1930s which is where the Downton series
ended, it still had a lot of the same interaction between the classes, the hard work that was
involved and the reverence for your employer that was expected and given during that age. It
also told of the ending of that system and how this society moved forward with the times and
evolved. Mollie's story was interesting and she was a vibrant character so this kept you
interested in what was going to happen next to this young woman. I love that this is a true story, it
made me ever more interested in the day to day workings of the Manor. I am glad she went on
and told things that happened during the present time to her as I did not want it to end.”

Ebook Library Reader, “This is the best book I have ever purchased on Amazon. This is the best
book I have ever purchased on Amazon. This woman's memory is phenomenal. I assume that
she had help with a very good editor or co-author, but although I am younger than the author by
12 years, I observed many of the same things that she described, because although my family
was in farming, we had friends and clients who lived in mansions, and I observed the homes
with a house built into a house, with separate entrances, rooms, and the staff and utility rooms
which the owners never visited. If the husband hired the help, and they did not need to be in the
family living area to service or repair items, the rest of the family could have never seen that
person, even though both lived in the same house.I see that this book is number one on
Amazon, a spot it richly deserves. I have not admired a biography so much since "Angela's
Ashes."”

C. Forsyth, “Well written by Mollie Moran, enjoyed every moment of it.. Minding the Manor: The
Memoir of a 1930's English Kitchen Maid was a very enjoyable read. It was written well,
descriptions of locations and what was experienced was clearly shared by the author and felt by
the reader. I fully enjoyed the tips and recipes shared after each chapter too. Mollie Moran did a
great job of sharing her life with those of us who enjoy a true tale of what life can bring your way
and she is indeed a trooper. This book is much easier to find in the US and is also available as a
Kindle book.This book is the same as Aprons and Silver Spoons which was published in the UK
in 2013. This book is a hard one to find in the US.”

Janet, “Very enjoyable book about an amazing woman. Very interesting, insightful and enjoyable
story about a long-ago time. Her detailed stories about life "downstairs" ensured that I knew her
well, had empathy and love for her, and actually envied her the life she led! I had to laugh out



loud at times. One sad part was the final chapter, while though giving final stories about people,
was depressing. And I was disappointed that she lost touch with cook Mrs. Jones, who had
helped her SO MUCH.”

Lorna Townsend, “Five Stars. Wanted for research, did the job!”

Judith, “A wonderful true account of what it was like in the .... A wonderful true account of what it
was like in the 30s in England to be a kitchen maid for the English rich. Interesting to read of
what it took to prepare food in those days. Written with much humor. Lots of recipes. An amazing
woman. Still going strong at 98 years old.”

David, “good easy read. full of fun facts”

ME-LAR, “Five Stars. GOOD real good.”

The book by Mollie Moran has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 303 people have provided feedback.
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