
Food by Babs Kirby 

I never considered being born at the end of the 2nd world war fortunate but when it 

comes to food, it was. Food was rationed and our diets were far healthier as a 

consequence.  

I come from an agricultural background and my Dad grew all our fruit and 

vegetables. So, no airmiles involved with what we ate, and it was always seasonal.  

We had a box of cox’s apples from the fruit farm my Dad managed that we stored in 

the pantry and we children were allowed one a day.  

My mum made loads of jam, gooseberry, strawberry, raspberry, black current,  

blackberry and apple, as the summer fruits became available and bottled plums and 

pears and runner beans and other vegetables in large preserving jars. I remember 

sitting on the doorstep, slicing the beans. And the whole family helped to pick the 

black currents before the birds stripped the bushes. It was fiddly and time 

consuming.  

We ate a lot of game, which my Dad shot. Pheasants, partridges and rabbits. He’d 

go out with his gun, our dog and our ferrets to catch rabbits. This was before 

myxomatosis, which decimated the rabbit population and made them unsafe to eat. 

The game would hang in our pantry.  

Later, we kept chickens, and we’d collect their eggs from the nesting box daily. Once 

in a while, if one became broody, we get a clutch of eggs for her to sit on and have 

the joy of the baby chicks hatching out.  

We also ate our chickens. Dad would do the horrid bit, Mum would gut them, and we 

children would all help with the plucking, though not at the same time.  

I now realise we were very poor but, back then, I didn’t realise that or feel poor.  

 


