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Foreword

After collecting memories of the butchery trade (Pig's Head and Pease Pudding), Waltham Forest
Oral History Workshop naturally moved onto the bakery trade, whether we next do candlestick
making remains to be seen!
The centrality of bread in the diet of most people has declined as wider choice of foods and better
understanding of dietary needs have come about. Nevertheless bread remains an important
element in the modern diet.
The changes in baking technology are described by local people who worked in bakeries. The
impact of these changes on working conditions, retailing and the product are then recalled. A
special chapter is included on wartime memories, when the bakery trade along with the rest of
society was affected by the emergency conditions.
The Workshop hopes you will enjoy reading this book as much as we have enjoyed working on it.
Members of the group involved in the production of this book were: Susan Ashworth, Nicola
Bastin, Bryony Batchelor, Michael Custance, Nick Hayes, Simon Lace, Tammy Ratoff, Marian
Vaughan, Robert Wilkinson and Thelma Wolfe.
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Biographical Sketches, and list of Contributors

Mrs Blackham worked in a number of shops, including bakers. Between 1938 and 1941 she
worked for Rosen's, the Walthamstow bakers, initially in their "Bell" corner shop and later in the
Wood Street branch. Her memories are mainly about the retailing aspects of the trade.
Mrs Lucy Dockree, aged 94, was born in Bethnal Green but moved with her husband to
Matcham Road Leytonstone in 1937. She remembers bakers' shops and their products from the
housewife's point of view.
Mrs Heeps was born above her father's bakery, Bond's, at 406 Lea Bridge Road, Leyton in 1900.
Although she did not go into the business she has vivid memories of the family concern. Her
father had learned the trade from a German baker and a brother went to Switzerland to be
trained in confectionery. In addition to the bakery the family also ran a cafe.
Mrs Hodges' father was the local baker G.T. Simmons, who bought a business at 573 Lea Bridge
Road in 1908. A second shop was bought at 428 Hoe Street during the First World War. The
family mainly lived above their shops. Mrs Hodges learned a lot from her father and uncle, and
spent three nights a week studying bakery, an unusual decision for a woman at the time.
Mr Bob Meads was born in Hackney in 1906. His grandfather ran a bakery in Hertfordshire.
His father learnt his trade there, then moved to London as a jobbing baker, working for several
bakers including Bonds and Holdstocks. A brother-in-law was foreman at May's bakery for nearly
30 years. Despite these family connections Mr Meads went into the metalwork trade.
Mr John Ludlow and his sister Mrs Joan Brown also come from a baking family. In 1913
their father left the family bakery at Sandgate, Kent and took over a bakery at 47 Hainault Road,
Leytonstone. He later bought another bakery at 12 Church Lane, Leytonstone. Mrs Brown started
work in the shop in 1934, her brothers Tom and John a little later. After the war Mrs Brown
stopped working while Tom and John gradually took over from their father, adding shops at 745
High Road, Leytonstone and Grove Green Road. They sold the business in 1984 and retired.
Other interviewees included:
Mrs Bigby; Mr Boyes; Mrs Nancy Brown; Mrs De Courcy; Mrs Hawkes; Mr Jones; Miss Judd; Mr
Page; Mr Patmore; Mr Rose; Mrs Williams.
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CHAPTER I
BAKING METHODS
Bread-making has a very long history. However bakers as retailers are relatively modern, a
phenomenon of an industrial society. By the 19th century bakers were beginning to appear in
more rural areas. Clarke's "History of Walthamstow", published in 1861, when the population was
just over 7000, lists eleven bakers in business.
Baking in a pre-industrial society was mainly the task of women as part of the domestic economy,
the bakehouse being built at the back of the house. Mr Patmore's family owned a farm at
Sewardstone, then a very rural area. Of the bakehouse he recalls:
Mum would use it sometimes but not very often.
It was outside the house, about seven feet from the house, it smelt lovely, a proper
bakehouse. We never used to sell, it was for the haymakers.
His mother would employ "Old Punch" to do the baking:
While the haymaking was on he'd do all the baking for the men. He'd do wonderful cakes, he
had been a baker.
Normally Mrs Patmore would get her bread delivered from Randalls of 57 Station Road
Chingford.
The basic materials for breadmaking have not changed for centuries - flour, yeast, water and salt.
Most local bakers used to get their flour from Ranks in Silvertown, certainly from the 1920's and
30's onwards. Ranks mill opened in 1904 in the Victoria Dock, taking grain direct from ocean
going ships. Mr Ludlow and his sister Mrs Brown remember also the small country miller:
Well there were a lot of small mills about in those days, there were some at Ponders End
which are still there today. There was one that we used for years called Burton's, Burton's
Mills at Sawbridgeworth. They made a beautiful bag of flour at a little country mill. In fact my
father used to go down there fishing at odd times. There were always very big fat roach down
there because they used to get fed plenty of grain. Burton's did make a beautiful bag of flour,
but then, like everybody else they were bought up by the big boys and you had this more
standard type of flour. Dad always wanted to have Canadian flour because it was a strong
flour a proportion of which was used in ordinary bread baking but a greater percentage was
used in Vienna bread, which we had a very good trade for.
Getting the flour delivered was recalled by the Ludlow family. The loft entrance referred to may
be seen in the photograph of a mixing machine being delivered:
The flour used to come on open lorries with tarpaulins over them and a ladder was put up the
side to our loft and a plank from the lorry to the ladder and that's how they carried the sacks
of flour. Usually they were hired like the coal sacks, very few millers owned their own sacks
but they were hired by the sack merchant. He kept them in good condition. They were very
thick, I should think they weighed several pounds a flour sack. They no doubt were cleaned,
but nothing to do with us. They were charged five shillings a bag and collected the next time
you had a load.
That was one way of checking your flour delivery of course, was, like coal for example, the
number of sacks. Because a flour carter if he knew you didn't check the number that you had,
he could pack a pile of 25 or 50 bags of flour so that you couldn't count them without tearing
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it all to pieces when it was stacked. They were stacked in such a manner, perhaps in fives or
tens and it might look as if a stack had got ten in it but it hadn't, it had only got nine because
no one was, you know. I'm not trying to tell you that all flour carters were rogues but there
was, like every trade there is, a proportion of them. We did catch one or two and they were
prosecuted.
Regular deliveries would be around 100 bags of flour every week. The weight of the bags caused
some trouble, as is related in the next chapter on Working Conditions.
Mrs Heeps remembers flour coming from Ranks, and from Marriages Mill in Chelmsford. It was
important to take into account the differing grades and types of flour to produce good bread:
As my father had been properly trained he understood the grades of flour, because at certain
times of the year there were certain grades of flour he wouldn't buy. Each grade of flour was
treated differently, you had to understand this if you were going to make a success. Of course
there was an art to buying your flour at the right price, there was competition there.
The yeast, Mrs Heeps recalls:
… used to come in 7 lb bags. They used to come two or three times a week with fresh yeast.
That was a solid block. The salt used to come in great big slabs. Many bakers bought their
fats from Van den Bergh's.
They were an international margarine firm, now part of Allied Suppliers.
Often commercial travellers would visit bakers as Mr Ludlow remembers:
The travellers would come round. Of course they don't come quite so much today. These
travellers would really know their job. They would come round with a case, and in it there
would be 10 or l5 samples of currants and the same of sultanas. He'd lay them out in front of
my father and various enquiries would go on as to how much they were and when it would be
available. But now we just order sultanas and take what they've got.
A lot of these little samples used to be left behind and us kids used to tuck into them. A lot of
things were bought on sample like that, and my father would keep the sample, and if the
sample wasn't the same as what was sent in, back it all would go. But fruit was very cheap,
the people who were growing it and packing it, they weren't paid the wages they are today.
Breadmaking, unlike the raw materials, has been revolutionised by mechanisation and consequent
changes in the process of making the bread.
Before large scale conversion to gas and electric ovens, coal and coke were the main fuels used.
Mrs Hodges describes the oven in the shop in Hoe Street, Walthamstow:
We had our cook who'd come in early and fire the oven, which was the old fashioned side flue
brick built oven. He would light the fire and get it really going well while he prepared the bun
doughs. What always amazed me was that before anything was put in that oven the furnace
was cleared so there was no fire burning once you started baking.
With a side flue oven you have a great big brick oven with a door. The furnace as such in a
smaller door at the side. But it goes all into the same compartment, there's no separating wall
at the back for the furnace or the oven. So the fire goes merrily away but before anything
goes in the oven all those hot embers or ashes as they are then are taken away and you can
bake your whole day's goods in that oven without lighting another fire in it. The cook used to
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get in the early hours of the morning, but the only time I ever saw the oven re-lit during the
day was on bun day then we made Hot Cross buns all day. With buns you had to have a lot
of heat, so halfway through the day the fire would be lit again, it would go merrily blazing
away, then it would be cleared away again before the next oven, and the buns started again.
But that's the only time when it was lit during the day when the oven had to be really hot for
buns. But other than that it was start with your buns, pastry stuff and work up.
Depending on the fuel used and the size of the bakery the time of night the fires were lit varied.
Some started at 10 o'clock in the evening, others at four or five in the morning. Bob Meads recalls
of his father:
It wasn't all that modernised in them days, it was all coal. That's why he went in sometimes at
weekends and lit the fire for early start say Monday or even Sunday night for Monday's bread.

The photograph above was published by the Lea Bridge Gas Co in February 1938 to illustrate the
advantages of gas fired ovens over coal, these were claimed to be "cleanliness, labour saving,
flexibility, and the facility for greatly increased output". The four bread ovens shown were at
Harry Raven's bakery, 167 Forest Road, Walthamstow. On the left is a small copper cylinder, this
produced dry steam to make the bread crusty.
The Ludlow family owned a number of shops in Leytonstone, but all bread was baked at their
premises in Hainault Road. In order to supply all of them an early start was required even with a
new gas oven:
It was unsociable hours, they didn't call it that then but it was hard work, sweaty work you
see. We had a job to get night bakers latterly. I used to dread the telephone going about nine
or ten in the evening because it would be the night bakers ringing up to say "Charlie hasn't
come tonight and I'm on my own". Then you had to ring round to try and get one or two of
them shifted round to different times or you went in yourself. We worked very, very hard and
when you think that this went on for 30 or 40 years of my life, it was a pretty hard time. The
bakery business has been good to us as a family but we jolly well worked for it, and seven
days a week. We had to go down on Sundays to light the ovens. We did have them on
automatic at Hainault Road, but there was one of the biggest bangs heard in Leytonstone for
a long time, so we never used automatic again. We were out of production for something
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around nine weeks, helped by our friends Mays of Capworth Street. We worked in the
daytime, they worked in the night. I suppose that was 20 years ago, one side of the ovens
didn't light and it packed down onto the others, and then when there was a nice mixture of
gas and air - boom, up it went! Blew the whole thing to pieces, more or less. They were fairly
new, wide oven door type, hadn't been in all that long.

Before the gas oven was built Ludlows had the older side-flue coal fired type. This was smaller and
could only handle about 70 loaves each baking. Nor could you do continuous baking with this type
of oven. However:
All the moulding was done by hand. So it gave you time between one batch and another. But
the beauty of a side-flue oven was that you had bread of all types baking. You had those
which were near the furnace which were well done and sometimes black. Those in the middle
were that you might say "nicely done", and those over the far corner would all be lightly done.
So in every oven you could please everybody. Not so with a modern oven which is a 600
degrees at the entrance and 600 degrees at the back of the oven. That's why you get all this
absolute uniformity in baking. Unfortunately, if they're burnt, the whole lot's burnt.
In side-flue ovens "steamers" were used, these were hollow vessels containing water. They were
placed adjacent to the fire to prevent some of the nearest bread being burnt.
Steam baking, ovens heated by steam pipes, also made an appearance in the area, although often
running side by side with the older flue ovens, initially using the same fuel. The use of two types of
ovens was because cakes were better baked in a non-steam oven. Mrs Hodges recalls:
I don't know much about the beginnings of the bakery in Hoe St, but I always took it that the
bakery was built from scratch, so I presume the oven would have been built at that time. But
for bread work we had a steam oven which was far more modern. First of all it was coke fired
and then we went over to gas fired. But you had the jets of steam in that oven which you
need to get a good bloom on your bread, but its not too good for confectionery. In the one
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bakery at one side we had the side flue oven for the confectionery people and the other side
was the steam oven with the bread bakers and a moulding machine.
Often the introduction of newer ovens went on side by side with other machinery being put into
the bakery. Mrs Heeps recalls:
Once they did away with coal we went onto machinery. It was very much easier because my
father was able to make the first dough on a Sunday evening about ten and that would be
ready for the men to come in quite early and start, so it meant they had shorter hours. My
father used to do the first dough himself with the machinery it was done like this: the men
used to work it in the troughs themselves, but up in the flour-loft as we used to call it, the
machinery was put there, and a chute made so that as the dough was made in the machine.
It was shot down into the troughs and then that would be ready for the men to come in after
it had risen to start moulding straight away, which saved a tremendous lot of time.
Prior to mechanisation, mixing the dough was done by hand. Mr Meads' father worked as part of a
team:
There was so much strength needed. You've got to mix up and hoist it into the trough in
massive great lumps. When it's all in, continue on with some other job while it's all rising. If
you see the lid lifting you know your bread has got to the right temperature. Now's the time to
grab hold of it and weigh it.
Most bakers locally had the machinery installed in the loft as Mrs Hodges recalls:
We had a dough room with a big dough machine up in the loft where your dough was made
and then it used to come down a chute into the bakery into the big wooden troughs, where it
was covered and left to prove and then they used to bring it out of there. Your first proof isn't
too long and then you weigh it and and then it's moulded and goes into the bread tins and it's
left to prove again before it goes into the oven.
Mr Ludlow describes a new French dough-mixing machine installed in their Hainault Road bakery,
this is the machine shown in the photograph:
The principle was the same as a cement-mixer. It had a door on it as well. Sometimes you
didn't fix it properly and then you had the whole lot on the floor and that wasn't very funny.
Post-war developments in dough-mixing and raising has led to what is known as the Chorleywood
Process (named after the location of the laboratory where it was developed). This means the
dough is subject to a "short time process" and is fast beaten for about three minutes. Mr Ludlow
looks back to an era when this process was far longer:
Well there are so many ways, different ways of making bread, but basically it had to have a
long period of fermentation. It's like wine. You can make wine in a bucket and you can make
bread in a short time process, but it is not the same as a long-time dough because the longer
the period is of fermentation, the more flavour in the bread.
A lot of the bread today is chemically developed, and it makes, generally speaking, a pretty
good loaf. There are other things put into the bread today to increase production relative to
the time it takes. Time costs so much these days but in no way is it equal to long-time doughs
and we used to do long-time doughs.
We used to work a four hour process but I must admit that latterly these times did get less
and I'm afraid the nearer we get to the present day the worse become the operatives who
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understand fermentation. In order to get a really first class loaf you've got to understand
fermentation.
After the first proving of the dough the bread
would be cut and moulded. Strict attention was paid by the Weights and Measures Inspectors
to the weight of the loaf so scales were part of the process. Mrs Hodges remembers:
The baker would weigh it. He would cut it and weigh it on the scales. The moulding machine
just moulds it, whereas years ago it was moulded by hand. The baker would cut a piece of
dough. They were so used to it that almost every time they would get the exact weight, check
it on the scales then pop it onto the moulding machine and it used to go through a hopper
and through some rollers and on a conveyor belt and come out moulded at the other end.
Again the moulding machines saved time in the bakery. Mrs Brown and Mr Ludlow remember the
changeover:
In the early days when the dough was mixed in this machine up in the loft, there used to be
like a trap door, and steps down and then you'd come to the troughs. When the dough was
mixed they'd throw it down this hole onto the troughs and that's when they did the hand
moulding.
Our chaps didn't like the idea of a machine to do the moulding and this particular one was
used for donkeys years and a lot of other bakers too, called a Jeko moulder, a very good
machine built like a battleship. They didn't really want it but after a year or so if that machine
broke down they were on the phone, three o'clock in the morning: "Guv'nor the machine's
broken down. Can you come and fix it?". They couldn't work without it. You could make your
tinned bread out of it and if the machine was adjusted properly you could make the ovenbottom bread out of it too but it wasn't the same as hand moulded.
Mrs Brown:
and of course each piece of dough had to be weighed before it was moulded because they
had to get the correct weight and they would just plop it into a tin which had been greased.
Mrs Hodges recalls another method of cutting the dough:
Well they would use a large knife but I think that most of them used what we'd term a
scraper. It was a piece of metal with a wooden handle on the top. They would just stand there
and cut into the dough with that and that was it. They had to weigh it on the scales of course
to get the right weight, but it was rare that you saw them have to add or take a piece away. It
was sort of a work of art that they'd done it so much that they near enough knew as they cut
that it was the correct amount.
Bob Meads comes from a family of bakers. However he decided not to follow the family tradition,
as he did not like the dusty working conditions and went into metal-polishing. He could not escape
entirely from bakery however:
You get work for every trade. We used to do a lot of bakery work, like stainless steel stuff.
The mixing arms were stainless steel. The bowls all made out of sheets of stainless and
welded. They had to be a mirror finish because they would not have flour or anything left in
the bowls to cause fouling up the decent clean bowls. Everything's got to be spotless these
days. Years ago, it was "that's finished, you know, make some more in here tomorrow!"
Artofex was the name of the firm that makes this baking machinery.
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This firm is still making baking equipment.
He normally worked at larger bakeries, polishing the metal surfaces on the machinery with
portable equipment:
It was mask all the time. When you finished and you took your mask off you had white eyes
and a black nose. When you see a bright finish you don't think of all the work that goes into
it. Sometimes I'd spend three or four days away from the firm with the portable, and you
might do five or even six in that time. Because when their polishers used to do it, it used to
take them a week to do one.
It speeded it up a hundred per cent, and it didn't cut staff down a lot. Where you lost a bloke
making dough you had an engineer in the machine.
My dad always worked where you did both jobs. When he first showed me one of these
machines I was frightened to go near it. These arms they're coming in there. I've seen them
reaching in, dodging the arms to get a bit of hard dough out of the way when it wasn't soft
enough to be properly stirred. Imagine, you could put a whole trough-full in this machine.
Imagine handling all that by hand before this machinery came along.
The use of stainless steel and similar materials had a beneficial effect on hygiene. Adulteration of
bread mainly in order to whiten it through the use of alum, chalk, or even copper sulphate, had
disappeared through the Sale of Food and Drugs Act of 1875 prohibiting such dangerous materials.
Ironically the new machinery had an adverse effect on the nutritional value of the bread. Millers
always aspired to produce white flour, but this was difficult with traditional millstones and a lot of
the wheatgerm, which contains mineral salts, fats, vitamins and protein, was left in the flour. By the
1870s porcelain roller mills had been introduced which crushed the grain. This meant the
wheatgerm with all the goodness as well as the bran could be removed.
This would have caused a deterioration in diet for many people given the importance of bread in
working-class diets. However there was a general raising of the quality and variety of food
consumption in the country at this time, partly due to similar technological advances in other
foodstuffs.
Having prepared the dough for baking the final act was to load the oven with varieties of bread.
Mrs Hodges remembers the different types of bread baked at Simmons:
We made the London Bloomer, which most people know these days as a twist, whether
somebody at some time made the wrong shaped loaf I don't know. Its a long cottage-like loaf
which isn't baked in a tin. If you look underneath it's got a sort of crustyish bottom where it's
baked actually on the bottom of the oven rather than putting it into a tin to bake it. Then we
made the farmhouse loaves, the long split tins and short split tins. Those are baked, it's the
same weight of dough but you would put it into a long tin so you got a long loaf with a small
slice or into a shorter tin so you get a bigger slice of bread because it comes up higher but not
so many of them.
Before it goes into the oven when it's fully proved, they used to go along with a very sharp
knife and split the dough, so as it baked it opened out a little and gave you that nice
appearance on top.
Mrs Beeps also recalls some of the different types of bread:
Everything was baked in the oven except tin loaves, split tins and sandwich tins. The rest were
shot in on a peel, a long handle with a sort of shovel. They pushed those in and they baked in
the brick oven and the crust was lovely. When they came out of the oven they went to a
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compartment outside the bakehouse and they were all put on racks for the steam to dry out.
As the men came in the mornings they went to load the vans from the racks. They were cold
then but new bread.
Most bread baked was white. However brown or wholemeal or wheatmeal bread was also baked.
Two of the most famous brands, Hovis and Allinsons, are described by Mr Meads:
Well you had Hovis, that was brown bread, wholemeal now isn't it? Allinson's, they baked
brown bread and sold it all over the place. Hovis, the flour was provided by J.R.Rank, the
flourmills and all that. You got brown bread they called Hovis. Allinson's, I think he began
wholemeal. Allinson's was a factory and Hovis was a flour supplied to bakers.
Above all baking was, and still is, hard and intensive work with developments making it more and
more of a production line. Mrs Hodges testifies to the hard continuous work:
The bread was very often there when I opened the shop at 7, or it was just coming in. Then
he'd come back with more bread and the bun stuff. Then you'd work up sausage rolls and
your cakes. But there again other cakes were made once or twice a week, like the large fruit
cakes that keep. They're better for keeping so you'd have those in and put those away at
night, it was only the, what we called bun goods and the perishable stuff, that you'd get in
each day.
Mass produced bread for wholesale distribution started in the late 19th Century. The local firm
Nevill's was one of the early companies in this business. Originally based in Harrow Road
Leytonstone, they are still in operation in Walthamstow.
As late as 1950 half the bread, buns and cakes sold in the country were produced by small bakers,
but gradually the mass produced goods were taking over and the demise of the smaller firm was
predicted.
However a national bakery workers strike, which affected only the big bakers, reawakened
interest in locally produced bread. Since then few local bakeries have closed, indeed some
supermarkets, such as Sainsbury's in Walthamstow High Street, have started to bake on the
premises.
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CHAPTER 2
WORKING CONDITIONS, HEALTH AND HYGIENE
Although working conditions obviously varied from bakery to bakery and from shop to shop,
employment in the bakery trade often involved hard physical labour and long hours in, by modern
standards, very unsatisfactory conditions. Mrs Hodges remembers the hours she had to work in
her family's shop, Simmons' at 573 Lea Bridge Road near the "Baker's Arms" public house in
Leyton:
The shop opened at seven o'clock in the morning and I was expected to be there about a
quarter to seven, and was there on my own until about eight when the rest of the staff came
in. We closed at half past five, but there again in those days if you were clearing up in the
shop and you had a customer come knocking at the door you let them in and served them. I
might sound a bit as if I'm going on about the old days, but this is how it was. More so
because it was a family business. So it would be about six o'clock before I got away.
On Saturdays many bakers stayed open even later. Mrs Blackham recalls the Walthamstow shop
she worked in:
You couldn't say to anybody "Well, I'll see you at such and such a time", you could say "Yes,
I'll meet you at eight" in the weekdays, but not Saturday. You didn't know on a Saturday what
time you'd come home ... and then we might now and again get a Saturday afternoon off,
which was very rare. On a Saturday afternoon you had to clean your glass, which was a long
job because it was a very busy shop.
Mrs Brown who worked in her father's Leytonstone shop has a good reason for remembering the
late hour of Saturday closing:
If I wanted to go out on a Saturday evening to a dance, my father would never let me go early
because he said "if you go the others will want to go". If I wanted to go to a dance I used to
bring all my clothes down to the shop, wash upstairs and get the glad-rags on and go off at 9
o'clock. Of course, being on my feet all day, I must admit, I didn't feel like dancing. But I did!
In the bakeries much of the baking was done at night, the bakers working very unsociable hours.
Mr Meads' father worked in several bakeries, and remembered going to work,
… any time between six and eight in the evening and come home the following morning
about the same time, if he'd got to furnace the ovens and everything through the night. It
used to be a team of two, now you'd have about four or five. If he started work, he'd go and
start about ten at night, you wouldn't see him until midday the following day. They really put
the hours in.
Occasionally there would be a need for everybody to lend a hand, hot-cross bun day was
traditionally busy. Mrs Hodges recalls:
Once the dough's ready it's a job you've got to get on with quickly and get into the proving
cupboards. Once they've proved they've got to go into the ovens so really it's all hands on deck
for those sort of things when you're hand moulding, not like the modern efforts that just churn
them out.
Mrs Hodges again:
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On one occasion when the moulding machine broke down and a large batch of bread dough
was ready, we all downed tools and helped by hand to get it into the oven so the dough didn't
"run" away as we called it.
The tradespeople who supplied the bakers or did repairs also worked in hard, often
uncomfortable, conditions. Mr Ludlow remembers the flour being delivered to his father's bakery
in Hainault Road, Leytonstone:
A ladder was put up the side to our loft and a plank from the lorry, that's how they carried
the sacks of flour up into the loft. In my lifetime I have never seen a flour carrier carrying a
280lb sack of flour, but it used to be 280lb. Then because I suppose they found that it was
too heavy, they were getting accidents and back trouble, they reduced it by half to l40lb,
which is a tidy old weight. But of course, when you had experience and you knew how to carry
them and get them balanced properly, and these chaps were walking up outside ladders don't
forget with a hook to hold the sack as well as for steadying.

Even more exhausting was the work of the repairmen working on the ovens, as Mr Ludlow and his
sister Mrs Brown recall:
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These special oven builders might come late afternoon when the ovens were dying down a
little, but they were still terribly hot.
These men used to crawl inside the ovens, they were only two feet six inches between the
oven side and the roof. I used to see these men come out and they used to throw a bucket of
water over them. They literally had to pull them out by their feet and lay them on flour sacks
on top of the troughs. They covered them up with flour sacks, let them have a rest for half an
hour or so or until they had recovered and then they'd go again. It was a terrible job.
At Bonds Mrs Heeps' father and brother repaired the ovens:
As you can imagine the ovens had stone tiled floors, bricks really, smooth bricks. Periodically
they would wear, the peels with the bread on it going in and out. They would have to
renewed. They used to have to let the ovens get as cool as possible, and they used to have to
go in on their hands and knees. They could only work in there for a few minutes, and then
came out. They used to take it in turns to go in and out, and they'd lay the oven themselves.
They were special types of bricks, with a smooth surface, I suppose about 9 or 12 inches
square.
Many early bakers were converted from ordinary houses with the bakehouse in the cellar; Mr
Meads remembers the many bakehouses his father worked in:
Nine times out of ten they were underground.
Mr Boyes, a Public Health Inspector in the 30's, adds:
A very unsatisfactory feature were underground bakehouses, where the bakehouse was in the
cellar. Of course ventilation and heat were almost overwhelming problems. As far as I know
they have all been eliminated, but they were quite common.
Hygiene and cleanliness were regulated by various acts, the first dating from 1833. Maintaining
these standards was often difficult and time-consuming work. Mrs Blackham recalls the early
closing routine on Thursdays at a shop she worked in near "The Bell" public house in
Walthamstow:
The one that had been there the shortest time had to clean the floor. We didn't have any
cleaners come in, we always had to clean our own floors and glasses, and it was kept
spotlessly clean. When the manageress said "do a thing" she meant do it properly. I always
wore nail varnish, but that was never allowed. Nobody had a cigarette anywhere near the
place.
Mr Ludlow can also remember the cleaning routine:
It was regularly scrubbed and washed down by the whole working force in the bakery,
everybody from the foreman down. Usually when the floor was done and the benches and
that sort of thing, there was a lot of water being thrown around, the girls used to go upstairs.
We had two or three girls who used to do the washing up and they would go upstairs until all
that was done and then come down and do the smaller jobs. That was done every week.
Mrs Heeps remembers that at her father's bakery:
The floors and walls had to be scrubbed. The Public Health Inspectors used to be round. They
were very hot on you keeping the bakehouse clean. That was one thing my father was
frightfully particular about. They always had to be whitewashed quite frequently and cleaned.
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The Public Health Inspector was an occasional and perhaps not too welcome visitor to the
bakeries and shops. Their visits were unannounced, as Mr Boyes, himself a retired Public Health
Inspector, explains:
When he left the office in the morning he would have a plan to visit a certain area and he
would pick up any premises that he found in that area ... if there were large premises you
might do part of one factory in a day or you might do twelve smaller ones in one area in a
day. My recollection is that in the large towns there was a large number of bakeshops in a
long road, for instance Lea Bridge Road. There may well have been four or five little
bakehouses in that road each catering for an area of streets surrounding it.

In 1922 there were eight bakers in Lea Bridge Road. Not all Mr Boyes' inspections were carried
out in normal office hours:
Very often we used to go out late at night to see the nightbaking. Many of these places had
what was termed a night baker, who would start work possibly at two o'clock in the morning,
baking the bread that would be on sale early in the morning. Nightbaking is essential for the
customers and very often the visits at night revealed the poorer conditions because there was
no supervision at that time and things could get out of hand. So it was very useful to do all
these night visits. It was also a check because it was illegal to employ young people under the
age of eighteen or women at night.
The premises were inspected to see that the required standards of cleanliness and hygiene were
being maintained, as Mr Boyes continues:
There should be no fragments of food lying about the floor where beetles and cockroaches
might feed, you might even get rats and mice in. The walls should be kept clean by
whitewashing and the tools should also be kept clean; no sign of mould or fungus about so
that the purity of the food that was being offered for sale was maintained.
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The working conditions were also inspected, particularly a problem in hand-operated bakehouses.
As Mr Boyes explains:
Most of the little bakehouses were hand operated, the ordinary dough mixing was done by
hand and this involved the bakers having their hands in the mass of flour and possibly sugar.
Continuous immersion in these substances does give rise to dermatitis. So, in 1927 the Bake
Houses Welfare Orders were brought out which required notices with the dangers of
dermatitis and things like that to be displayed. The order required that washing facilities
should be provided for the workers. One of the points of inspection was to check the washing
facilities, to see that they had soap and towels and also that there was drinking water
available.
Mr Page remembers:
We were never stopped. They must have come round and inspected the bakehouse. Because
it was the old-fashioned one with the fire over in the corner at the bottom. No steam bakery
like they have today. Fire in the corner. That was at the back of the shop and the yard was on
to that, stable room for the van and the barrow.
Mr Ludlow proudly remembers his family's bakery's record of cleanliness but recalls that:
It's so easy to make a mistake and get foreign bodies in when you're dealing in tons of fruit,
fat, flour. You know a fly has got to die sometime and if it is unfortunate and happens to drop
in a drawer where the currants are, you haven't got much of a chance of seeing them. I know
you can argue "Well the drawer shouldn't be open", but in practical terms I should like to see
these people come and work in a bakery.
The changes in attitudes to standards of hygiene are reflected in advertising slogans, despite the
lament for the disappearance of hand-baked bread. Mr Boyes comments:
The bakeries used to advertise, when the first plant bakeries were coming in, "All our bread is
baked by hand". By the 1960's you'd see "All our bread is untouched by hand".
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CHAPTER 3
RETAILING AND BREAD DELIVERY
As now, bread made by small bakers was sold as it came out of the oven. No two loaves were the
same, but they should weigh 2lb each; today's standard loaf is 800 grams. Mr Meads remembered
the weighing process:
The weighing of bread was fantastically accurate, but in those days if you got a loaf
underweight you got a little roll to make up the equivalent or a slice off another loaf.
and so did Mrs De Courcy:
You always weighed your bread and if it wasn't the right weight, you cut a loaf up and put it
on top. Because of course we used to go and get the bread and my mother used to say
"make weight" because we were overweight.
This was all because some of the dough's weight was lost in the baking. At Mr Rose's bakery:
They'd chop off a lump and weigh on the scales. There was no weighing after that. You got a
good 2lb of weight, and that was it. I suppose you could be stopped by the Weights and
Measures Inspector but we never were. I don't think it was necessary because when they're
weighing up the dough they'd give a good two pounds which allows for evaporation and that
in the cooking. But we never got stopped.
Mrs Bodges remembered:
It was a set weight and that was the weight it should
be. There was no factor of weighing a loaf before you
sold it because when the dough was weighed originally
it should be a certain weight because you naturally lose
so much in the baking of a loaf. You allow for that on
your dough side.
The "make weight" - a phrase that has come into
common usage - also was the cause of another
phrase. Mrs Williams explains:
That's the original of a baker's dozen being 13,
because they cut that one loaf up.
Mrs Heeps also recalls:
At any time the "Weights and Measures" men would
drop on them, and they had to weigh say half a dozen
loaves. Providing there were a good number correct
that was alright but if it wasn't my father would be
summoned. In the shop when that bread was sold if it
was underweight they made it up with a piece of bread
they called "make-weight". The "Weights and Measures" men came regularly and all our
weights had to be tested. If they weren't up to the mark they had to have attention.
But the make-weight and leftovers were important for poor people in the area. Mrs Williams
again:
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You used to see kids waiting outside and asking for the make-weight - the bit they put on to
make the weight.
Mrs Heeps goes further:
People used to buy bread every day and if there was any left
over at night my father used to sell it cheaply and children
used to come on a bitter winter's day and line up there with
big bags and my father used to fill them up for 2d or 3d.
There came a time, when the shops used to stay open till
10 o'clock at night, till after the pubs closed and then
people used to come in and buy the bread with whatever
money they had left. But I think it was after the First
World War when cakes that were left over were sold
cheaper after 7 o'clock. Later on they closed at six which
made it much easier really, much pleasanter for everybody.
Mrs Blackham also recalls late hours:
These shops were all so busy, they stayed open until the
same time of night. Saturday the last bake was out at II and
people were queueing up outside, Christmas time it was
even later.
Mrs Hodges recalls the difficulty in estimating how
much bread would be needed in anyone day:
It was a very awkward unknown quantity, because so many
things could affect you - the weather, people's holidays, and
it was a case of just having to know and keep records as
regards when to bake and how much. But a lot of it was all
guesswork.
But stale bread could be turned into other products. Mrs Heeps' father had one answer:
Any stale bread that was over my father used to make into, the men who were doing up the
surface in Lea Bridge Road had a name for it, kerbstone, and that was squares of bread
pudding on a tray. That was about four or five inches square and he used to sell half of this
for a halfpenny. That had all the fruit, currants, sultanas - beautiful - my father used to make
great big trays of that, it was a halfpenny half a slice. We used to do a roaring trade.
Bread was wrapped in paper or put in a bag in the shop. Mr Meads had firm views on modern
practices:
Now everything is mechanical and it's even wrapped, which in my opinion is all wrong because
you shut the steam in the package and your bread deteriorates quicker than if it isn't
wrapped. This is the day of the fridge and you can bung everything into the fridge.
It doesn't always pay Mrs Dockree felt much the same:
Not in paper, you know, you used to have to take a bag or something with it ... they never
gave it to you in paper or anything ... plain paper or anything like that, they won't put it in
print, you used to take a bag.
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Mrs Heeps' father set up his own shop when he was in his thirties. He used to have carrier bags:
He used to put on them, "Bond's bread builds bonny babies"!
Mrs Heeps recalls the competition from other retailers:
With the bread there was Nevill's. Nevill's was the factory bread, wrapped. Then we had the
Co-op, they started undercutting the bakers, and the bakers had to keep dropping their prices
to keep in line, but gradually they crept up again.
Mrs Bigby remembers how her father kept all his money in a cash box:
He never owned a cash register or ran a bank account. All money was kept in the tin cash
box, literally under the bed. And all bills were promptly paid out of it as they fell due. Every
time that a customer proffered a note which had to be changed, my father would pop back
into the parlour and get a pound's worth or ten shillings of change from the cash box which
was kept on a small table the other side of the lace curtain door.
Mrs Heeps recalls bills being paid weekly:
When they first started my mother used to be in the shop, you can imagine there wasn't a lot
of trade because the estates weren't built, and people used to pay at the door. They used to
have a weekly bill. That would be done on a Friday night, my mother used to sit with my
father doing all the bills to the customers, if they were falling behind with their payments there
used to be a little note put on saying there wouldn't be any more bread left until they started
paying off some of their debts.
Mrs Heeps' family also provided refreshments:
At that time there were the Leyton Wire Works in Church Road. and there was a demand for
dinners. So father used to do luncheons in the shop.
Mrs Hodges recalls selling other products:
We sold biscuits which we bought from suppliers, Crawfords and Peak Freens, and tea, we
didn't sell coffee. We sold flour in the shop but we used to bag that ourselves, and we sold
yeast. There again that was what we'd already got for the bakery use. We found that a lot of
people would buy the Allinson flour and the fresh yeast to make their own Allinson bread, I
don't think anyone bothered much with white bread.
Mrs Hodges recalls that it was mainly bread that was delivered:
In the hand cart I think he used to take a few fancy goods out. But fancy cakes didn't travel
too well, and people mainly preferred to have their bread delivered and choose cakes if they
wanted to at the shop. Also I suppose he left on his rounds fairly early so there weren't many
fancy goods about then, they used to come into the shop later.
Mr Jones remembers:
There was a baker who used to come to the door, Holdstocks used to have a bread round,
and Nevill's. You used to go to the shops to get cakes, rolls and all that I remember the
muffin man, he used to come round Sundays with the muffins on his head, and crumpets.
Miss Judd also recalls muffins being delivered:
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We always had high tea on Sundays, all laid out. Another person that used to come round,
the man with the muffins. Ringing his bell. He had a tray of muffins on his head. That's the
sort of things we'd get for Sunday tea and that was a treat.
Mr Ludlow remembered that:
Mays and Holdstocks had horses, my father used to tell the story that when new tenants were
coming into the areas of Walthamstow and Leyton that were being built about 1890, when
the new tenants came in Holdstocks and Mays used to race each other with their galloping
horses to get the order.
Mrs Heeps recalls that her family delivered over quite a large area:
They used to go as far as Leytonstone and over to Clapton. There wasn't much between our
shop and Clapton in those days. The Warner estate hadn't been built then. I remember one
road my father used to go to was Rendlesham Road in Clapton, a long way, there had to be a
horse and cart for distances like that.
Mr Rose had a bread round covering:
Higham Hill working our way right through Markhouse Road, finishing up opposite Burwell
Road in those Warners flats. On Saturday we used to buy one load of bread off Abrahams
because we didn't bake enough for the weekend supply. After we'd done Walthamstow and
Higham Hill we had the room to take on another load. This we split into two halves:
Walthamstow and Leyton. We used to take on the extra load for the Leyton area, it was a big
round. We seemed to have regular customers, they all had their own customers, there was no
poaching or anything.
That old horse knew every house, you didn't have to stop it, it would stop at every house. Soon
as you finished the last customer at Leyton, Burwell Road, it would trot all the way home, not
another stop!
Mrs Hodges also remembers the deliveries being mainly to particular customers:
We had a set round, and roundsmen used to alternate. He'd do so many roads one day and
so many on the following day. So he had his set customers that he called on. But there again,
if anybody stopped him and wanted a loaf, naturally, if he had enough bread for his
customers he would sell to anybody. On the whole he only sold to set customers, knocked on
their houses, delivered the bread and collected his money at the end of the week.
The carts were often ornately decorated, as the photograph of a Weiffenbach horse and cart
shows. Mrs Heeps recalls that their carts were specially marked:
Yellow, very pale yellow with a sign. They had to be washed down, and the men with the
horses had to groom them.
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The stables were built on the side of the bakehouse:
Also on the other side of us was a greengrocer's and they had a horse and when she gave up
my father was able to use the horse's stall as well, so he had four or five horses at a time. The
horses had to be cared for so well. This was my father's job on a Sunday, and he used to go
out there and feed them and if he wanted to go to church he'd say to me: "Can you feed the
horses tonight?”
Mrs Worth recalls Pegrums delivering bread. Her son had a bread round, although as she recalls:
He used to bring my bread home. But he used to deliver. He was working round Forest Road,
round there with the horse and cart.
Mrs Hodges also recalls a few wholesale customers:
We supplied Forest School with their bread, and the Chestnuts Pub. The vanman would take
it in the van you see because of the quantity, rather than in the handcart.

Mr Ludlow recalls Ludlow's roundsmen:
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We had barrows - I don't know if it was three or four - hand barrows of course - and these
men used to go out all weathers, six days a week, and everything had to be checked what
they took out, how many small loaves or large loaves, bags of flour and cakes. When they
came home, late afternoon, what they brought home had to be checked and ledgers had to
be kept.
Mr Ludlow still has some old records:
This is from my uncle's bakery - my grandfather had moved out you see - and this is out of
the register or account book the day I was born which was in 1923. You can see the amounts
- a ha'penny, penny ha'penny, tuppence, a penny, penny ha'penny, tuppence.
There doesn't seem to be anything more. The whole total for the week is 2/3d, 2/l0d, 1/3d,
2/5d, 1/9d, for which he had made about six calls.
Mrs Heeps recalls Bonds had three vans and two handbarrows:
Every vehicle had to carry a set of scales and every loaf was supposed to be weighed before it
was handed to the customer. Of course it never was, but a loaf had to be dead 2lbs or llb,
they were called half quarterns and four pound loaves were called quarterns. I remember a
2lb loaf was tuppence threefarthings.
Ludlows delivered bread, although they never used vans. During the Second World War:
As each chap was called up who had a round, that's pushing a bread barrow around, as each
one was called up then the round was closed down and never opened again. After the war we
never had the opportunity to because of the wage situation and the profit ratio on bread was
such that we just couldn't pay the fellow.
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CHAPTER 4
BREAD, CAKES AND SERVICES
Most people when asked, can remember the range of bread sold at the bakers:
Coburg, cottage, tin, twist - you know what we get now but it used to be lovely bread.
Recalls Mrs De Courcy, while Mrs Dockree remembers:
There were cottage loaves, and sandwich tins and plain bricks. Mum used to have a plain
brick, it used to be a loaf about as big as that, one side flat and the other round. They used to
be four pence ha'penny a loaf, and they used to weigh it and if it didn't weigh the right
amount they used to cut a piece off another loaf and make weight on it. Of course us kids
used to eat that coming home from the baker! Not that we were hungry, but we thought it
was nice. Dry bread mind you.
Miss Judd also remembers buying bread by weight:
Before school we used to go up to (10) Shrubland Road where there was Lewis Evans, we
used to get six pennyworth of bread. They used to give you a loaf and they would break a
loaf, give you half of it and a couple of rolls on top. We used to eat the two rolls going home,
the two dry bread rolls.
Memories of brown bread before the 1939-45 war tend to be less clear, Mrs Dockree told us:
I don't remember wholemeal bread, I suppose Mum had to look after her ha'pennies in those
days.
In contrast Mr Ludlow recalls that his father,
… was quite an expert with Hovis, and used to go in for a lot of competitions - and win them!
Hovis bread was a speciality of his. They were the only types of brown loaves, Hovis and
wholemeal.
For many local families money would stretch further if spent on stale or broken products, and for
most bakers this was a regular part of the daily trade. Mrs Hawkes recalls:
Pegrum's, they were there for donkey's years; my brother used to go up there and buy the day
before's bread, you used to get it cheap. And a penny worth of stale cakes, we'd bring them
back and all have stale cakes. I can always remember that.
Miss Judd's mother,
… used to send up sometimes to Lewis Evans fur the extra stale bread, we used to get a
bagfull, and with it she would make a huge bread pudding. The kids in the street used to
come and knock and ask for a piece. She used to give it all round to them.
Mrs Brown remembers that in her father's shop,
… if there were any buns left over, they were put into the stale bun and cake basket that we
had, and we used to have regular customers come in for that.
Bakers and grocers might also sell broken biscuits. Mrs Dockree recalls a shop called Sanders at
the Thatched House, Leytonstone, which sold bagfulls of broken biscuits for a ha'penny.
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Mrs Hawkes remembers:
In a shop in Wood Street called Mitchell's, this man used to sell penny packets of cake
crumbs. He had all these big tins of cakes and all the crumbs you used to get in a packet.
Cheap bread, biscuits and sometimes cake were thus part of some people's daily diet. But as Mrs
Dockree recalls it could still be delicious:
We never had dry bread, Mum used to get an aitch bone of beef and bake that, save the
dripping and we used to love toast by the open fire, dripping toast we used to have sometimes
for our tea.
For a real treat, or a special occasion however local people would visit the baker's to choose
from, or just admire, the range of celebration or seasonal products. Mrs Hodges recalls at her
father's bakery:
We used to do the sheaf of corn for the harvest festivals. We'd display those in the windows
before they went to the churches, the were fantastic work. One of the bakers would do that,
it's not a lot of them could do it.
Another busy time for every bakery was Easter. Mrs Hodges, who worked in the trade gives an
account of her experience:
There'd be a few Hot Cross Buns in the shop Easter week, but your main trade was on the
Thursday. Maundy Thursday, we called Bun Day, we made nothing but buns that day.
And then we used to work in the bakery on Good Friday, although the shop wasn't open Good
Friday. We'd work all day stocking up the shop ready for Saturday's trade, which would be all
the fancy cakes again. You see nothing was baked on the Thursday but buns, that was the
day that
you'd have to fire the oven twice over.
Mrs Brown and her brother, Mr Ludlow have clear memories of Hot Cross Bun production:
I used to think it was the hardest single day's work in the year, but in the last four or five
years this has dropped to four or five doughs. One dough would be something around 18
trays of buns, 45 on a tray. If it was 50 on a tray it would be 7000.
Early in the century the Ludlow bakery would produce 15 or 16 doughs, for which all the fruit had
to be stoned and washed. A wooden docker was used to mark the cross on top of the bun, this is
shown in use at May's bakery in one of the photographs the buns were then glazed with a sugar
and syrup mixture before going into the oven. Eventually the "docker" method was replaced by
batter or rice paper, Mr Ludlow explains the change:
When you hit them with this docker they were obviously starting their fermentation and it
knocked all the guts out of them. So they had to have a recovery period, which is more
handling, into the prover again - buns have to have a moist atmosphere, a steamy
atmosphere like a Turkish bath, not necessarily very hot but something around 150-180
degrees F. That makes them rise and when they're right, again a certain skill is required to
know, in the oven they go.
Christmas time was an equally busy season for the baker as Mrs Hodges remembers:
We used to make short pastry and puff pastry mince pies and of course Christmas cakes, and
years ago, I'd say before my time again, I have heard that they used to make their own
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Christmas puddings. I think my mother used to help boiling those, but in my time we only
bought in Christmas puddings. We had a very busy trade with Christmas cakes, mince pies,
chocolate Christmas logs and lots and lots of fancy cakes and gateaux.
The variety of cakes and gateaux produced by each bakery would vary, depending on the skill of
the craftsmen, the scope of the ovens, and the customers' taste and money. Mrs Blackham recalls:
… all sorts of trays of cakes cut into triangles and sold at a penny a slice.
Mrs Hodges told us how their family's cheesecakes were unlike those of today:
We made a French pancake which was the puff pastry base with a very light almond filling.
The cheesecake we made was a similar thing to that except that we used to put fondant icing
and these strings, this sort of long coconutty, shredded coconut almond and people used to
call that cheesecake. But there's so many variations to it.
Mrs Nancy Brown recalls how the firm of Spillers would deliver "Tottenham" cake to the shop
where she worked:
You don't hear of that now. That was a big slab of sponge with a white icing on top. They called it
Tottenham cake, we used to cut it into little pieces so much a piece.
Many local bakeries employed very skilled and sometimes specially trained craftsmen, as Mrs
Heaps recalls:
My brother went over to Switzerland for his training for icing. Very special cakes he used to
make, vanilla slices and puff pastry. My father wanted him to go to other big shops, which he
did for a short time. He went down to Southampton to very big people, but he wasn't happy
away from home so he came and did all my father's pastries. That was before the First World
War. He then took over that side of the business from my father.

This brother showed his skill by making a complete Tower of London:
… all in icing. It was done in sections on pieces of paper drawings, and as the icing dried he
used to build it. That we had for years, it was put into a showcase, a big thing, and provided
the air didn't get to it, then it stood for years.
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The Heeps family regularly displayed their products at the Agricultural Halls in Islington, where
there was an annual exhibition for the bakery trade.
Mr Ludlow recalls the painstaking skill and pride involved in decorating cakes with tiny flowers and
animals:
I won't say they were commercially viable, but they added attractiveness to your window. It
was just something that nobody else did.
Mr Meads recalls the process known as "enrobing":
You fill up your icing bag and do all the little flowers. Sometimes you make them separate,
you get a sheet of greaseproof and squeeze a flower and it hardens, and its ready to set onto
your cakes. When you do all round the edging of cakes, you get them on a turntable, and
squeeze out the pattern, that's enrobing. If you don't squeeze it right you get a blob here and
a lovely flower there. It's a highly skilled trade baking.
Special cakes were not always described in much detail; Mrs Heeps remembers that couples,
… would just come in and order a wedding cake; they might sort of specify they wanted
something particular but there wasn't the detailed description in those days that there is now.
However the couple would be presented with:
… a little etiquette book on the do's and don'ts of the whole procedure.
The introduction of machinery for baking bread enabled more time to be spent on the
confectionery side of the industry, Mrs Heeps recalls that this was only possible because,
… electricity was the great boon you see, when they had electric machines put in he was able
to prepare a dough for the men before they came in to work, it was ready more or less for
them to start moulding. So it did lessen their hours a bit. They were out in the bakehouse
earlier, so that my brother was able to start on cakes.
Mrs Hodges describes the sequence of baking:
You gradually worked down to the goods that needed the coolest oven. The last things that
ever went in were wedding cakes or meringues, which really needed a cool oven.
She continues, remembering that pastry was all cut out in those days by hand:
As a young girl when I first started this fascinated me because our cook would take a huge
piece of short pastry and as we call it, pin it out, roll it out with the rolling pin, take the cutter
and literally as fast as anything just go backwards and forwards and it was done. Then they
were all stacked and we would put them into little pattypans, rest them for a little while and
then thumb them up. You picked up the pattypan and just thumb them round the edge so
that the tart sat nicely because if you didn't you got nowhere to put the jam and the whole
thing would have just blown up. And then you fill them with jam or Lemon curd or whatever
and pop them in the oven.
She also recalls the ways of making various other small cakes, for example sponges and
macaroons:
That was piped in with a big savvy bag and baked. Then we used to make puff pastry tartlets
with almond filling in. So you gradually worked through your day. You'd do your little fairy
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cakes and sponge cakes. The sponge was made in a very big machine and then you'd have to
put that, into the little cases and that was done by hand which when I started in the bakery
was quite amusing because I thought, like I'd seen my mother do at home, that you would
have a teaspoon to take the cake mixture and drop it into your little paper cases, but of
course that wasn't so in the bakery. You scooped a handful of your mix out and measured it
off with your other hand and just dropped it into your paper cases, which I was told was the
correct way to do it and after some practice you got so expert at it that it was amazing how
quickly it was done.
There would be chocolate eclairs to be made and then once they were cool they would go into
another room and be finished off with the cream and the chocolate on the top. And then we
had another chappie that would be around and as we finished everything would pack it into
trays. Then the van man would pick everything up and take it round to the shop to be sold.
At Ludlow's Hainault Road shop bread was baked at night and cakes during the day. In 1935
another shop was acquired, 13 Church Lane, Leytonstone. An advert for previous bakers at this
shop is shown on the right; Steven and Wilson moved away between 1917 and 1922. This became
the confectionery shop, while Hainault Road just baked bread. Mr Ludlow describes the new
premises:
That was all quite well-equipped, very modern new ovens and everything, and we had by that
time quite a few confectionery machines about which helped a lot.
A refrigerator was soon purchased to store cream and puff pastry:
I think we had one at Church Lane when it was opened, a big two-door fridge. We never had
one at Hainault Road. But when we think what we had, when we closed up - there were three
large ones in the bakehouse for a start, French refrigerators. Upstairs we had almost a walk-in
one. We had another one in the shop which took storage of about thirty trays and the bed in
the window. If any of these, packed up at any time you know, the world had come to an end.
The cream came by rail of course, we used to go down to the station to collect it sometimes, it
was in gallon tins. There was an icebox in the yard, a wooden box, and that's where these
cans of cream were kept.
But Mr Ludlow can remember before refrigeration, around 1930 when he was six or seven:
My father was very conscious of quality, and he used to make his puff pastry in those days
before we had fridges, when we had the ice-safe and Siberian butter - and Siberian butter is a
tough type of butter. By toughness I mean not waxiness, but that sort of quality. If it's too
waxy then you get a sort of residue in the roof of your mouth from the waxiness, margarines
will give you that if they are not the right sort. Anyway that used to come in wooden barrels
from Siberia and my father used to give me a chopper and say "Well look, there's a new
barrel of butter come in son. Go and open it and see if it's fit for the house", because
sometimes it wasn't as strong as at other times. I suppose due to the particular feed they
were on or what time of year it was, and I would go and break a cask open and see if it was
strong or not, and report back to him as to whether it was fit to use in the house. I suppose
about one in five was fit to use, and that made beautiful puff pastry.
Doughnuts were, and still are very popular. However there is quite an art in making them as Mr
Meads found out:
I couldn't ever do a doughnut properly. Mine used to do somersaults. You got an old fashioned
copper, like a cauldron, full of oil, and you put your doughnuts in and they start to cook in this
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oil like fried fish would. Only the top isn't covered with oil, only the bottom. When the
bottom's done you tilt them, then they're done. That's why 9 times out of 10 you'll see a seam
around the doughnut, that's the plimsoll line.
Mrs Hodges also remembers doughnuts:
We never made them after the war funnily enough. I can remember my father saying that
they had a doughnut making machine in the shop window as an added attraction. It used to
turn out those hat ring doughnuts, with loads of sugar on.
Little was wasted:
Some cakes would be broken down for filling Eccles cakes and Banbury cakes and this type of
thing. But on the whole you had to try and work to the right number that were sold out and
an empty shop on Saturday to start fresh on Monday.
Mrs Heeps' family developed their skills into general catering:
We did receptions,
wedding
breakfasts, when
they were just
starting that sort of
thing.
Years ago they
used to naturally
do it in their own
houses, but then it
got that people
were having halls,
and my father
used to do the
catering for those.
We had all the
stuff, crockery, that
sort of thing. He
used to do the
Police sports day
and dances at
Leyton Town Hall.
At Simmons'
shop there was a
sister who
helped:
She didn't get
involved in the
bakery, but helped
in the shop. Then
when they opened
the Tea Rooms
above the Lea
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Bridge Road shop, I think that was for her to run.

Another service the bakeries provided is remembered by some local people, that of cooking
dinners in the ovens. Miss Judd recalls:
We used to take our dinner over to the bakers. He used to charge us sixpence. But it took
two of us to take ours, we had a dish this big, because there were a lot of us. But he used to
cook it all, the meat with the potatoes round it. He used to cook it all in his big oven and
when we went for it he used to get a great big shovel to put it in and pull it out and say, "Is
this yours?" "No" and back it would go. He used to do as many as he could get in from down
the road.
Mrs Heeps remembers:
It was a concession really, because in the end we weren't there of a weekend. But always at
Christmas time there was a load of turkeys. There used to be muddles sometimes, there used
to be a few schemozzles over that, "that wasn't my turkey", in the end they each had to mark
their tins!
Mr Ludlow recalls how this extra service was suggested by his father to one of his employees:
"If you want to earn a few bob why don't you cook Christmas turkeys? We'll put a notice up
in the window." Anyway he did this, and I think the charge was half a crown. We only cooked
them, they had to be ready for the oven. He used to have the ovens at Church. Lane, he used
to bake 20 or 30, 35 turkeys, suckling pigs, big joints of pork, geese..
Another side of this was the hiring of the ovens by local tradesmen; at Bonds Mrs Heeps recalls:
The butchers used to use our ovens to cook their meat. They used to have ham, boiled pork,
leg of pork and sausages, and those big saveloys. We used to do their faggots, great big trays
of those. They used to use our' ovens of an evening because, they used to sell their hot meat
of an evening then, there was pease pudding, and boiled leg of pork and salt beef.
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CHAPTER 5
BAKING DURING THE TWO WORLD WARS
The two World Wars of this century affected the bakeries in many ways. In the 1914-8 war the
hostility of the general public was focused on German people and not on the leader and his regime
as in 1939-45. There were many bakeries and shops owned by immigrant German families and
their names were emblazoned above their shop windows.
Mrs Dockree remembers:
There used to be Stoles, the German bakers, round the back here - it used to be opposite
Harrow Green. The bakers is still there, but it was German people then, but during the First
World War they smashed all the windows if they were Germans. They used to have lovely
bread there. The ol' lady, she was quite a nice German ... they bashed the place up terrible ...
they smashed all their windows up. I think at one place they threw the piano out from the top
of the shop. I suppose the ruffians ... some of them ... hated Germans because we were at
war with them.
More unhappiness was caused as it was not possible to know whether a family was German just
from the name.
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Mrs Brown recalls:
I remember Dad saying when they first came that they did find it hard for a little while
because a lot of people round there thought they were German. It must have been at the
beginning of the War although Ludlow I don't think really sounds a German name.
There were two or three down Leyton High Road. They were very good, very good bakers.
It was recognised that the German bakers were first class as Mrs Heeps describes. Her father (Mr
Bond) had his training at a German bakers in Dalston after coming up from the country in Reading:
He trained with a German baker and he set up for himself in Lea Bridge Road. They were
very good but they had a very hard time here during the War. If you were of German
extraction - the bakers round the back of us in Capworth Street a mob got round to them. It
got around that we were the next on the list, but my father wasn't German at all and
fortunately they didn't smash our shop up. But they did smash up a lot of the shops of the
German bakers, with the feeling that went around during the war.
Mrs Heeps may be referring to Matthew Reus at 59 Park Road E1O, the 1914 directory appears
not to list a German baker in Capworth Street. This is reiterated by Mrs Hodges, whose family
found a solution to the problem:
I understand that during the First World War people seemed to think that most bakers were
of German descent, so to save any problems and nastiness you displayed a Union Jack in your
window to prove you were in fact English or British.
This may be seen in the photograph of Simmons' shop at 428 Hoe Street, sold by a Carl Kurtz
during the war.
Mrs Heeps comments on wartime products:
My father only baked Hovis, not wholemeal. During the First World War they started making
soya bread, it was half and half, not quite so pure as white bread. Something to do with
economy I suppose.
"War bread" was dark coloured. It was first introduced in November 1916. In February 1917 5%
flour of barley, oats or rye had to added. Soya and potato flour were also used. ("Plenty and
Want" by John Burnett, p277.)
During the 1939-45 war the scarcity of ingredients meant that it was not possible to decorate
wedding cakes with icing and almond paste, as Mrs Hodges remembers:
You had a cardboard mask to put over the actual cake. So you'd have your plain fruit cake or
whatever and so it would look nice on the day you would have a cardboard mask that was
trimmed with lace to put over each cake. People would bring their sugar allocation to us.
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Unusual cakes took their place on the shelves, as Mr.
Ludlow remembers:
Anything you learned was best forgotten because everything
was economy, nothing was real quality. To make one pound
of fat and one pound of sugar go as far as possible. We
would make carrot cakes during the war arid all sorts of odd
things to make sugar go further. They weren't bad either,
quite a moist cake.
When dried fruit arrived in this country it was often
damaged but if it was passed for consumption then all
the bakers were given a quota of it. Although bread was
rationed in the last part of the War by issuing bread
units, Mr Ludlow remembers:
Cakes were only rationed by availability. There were various
things that were put into the mixture for extending the
allocation that you did have. We weren't allowed to put
anything on top of a cake - it was materials which could go
inside to make more cakes. If you're going to put 3 or 4
ounces of a sugary thing on top, you could make another 2 or
3 cakes with another 3 ounces.
Another problem for cake-making was the lack of eggs. Mr Ludlow again:
Then we had the American dried egg. It was amazing what we could do with this dried egg.
Incredible stuff, very expensive too.
Window displays were very limited as the shop windows were boarded up. In Mr Ludlow's shop:
In the end we had a little three foot square. I remember being in the shop when we had the
windows blown in and glass everywhere and immediately people came, after it was over, back
to the shop. Half of them couldn't understand why they couldn't have the cakes there were,
still in the window, all covered with glass!
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Appendix
Bakers 1914 to 1986
Using contemporary directories quite a few of the references have been traced, and it is possible
to throw a little further light on the changes in baking in the borough.
Some idea of the distribution of bakers is obtained from the map, which shows premises used
between 1914 and 1926, distinguishing those in continuous use.
In chapter 5 the predicament of German bakers was described. In the 1914 Kelly's 19 Germanic
sounding bakers are listed, by 1917 this had dropped to 4, and in the 1922 edition none, with one
possible exception. This is the bakery at 240-2 High Road, Leyton. In 1914 this was Henry P
Schmidt, but in 1917 and 1922 it was Smith and Son, whether this was the same family or not we
have not been able to establish.
In 1914 no less than 103 bakers premises are listed, by 1926 this had fallen to 83. In the 1986
"Yellow Pages" the number had fallen again to 42.
In contrast to the change there is a notable continuity of use of particular premises. For example
240-2 High Road, ElO: can be traced as follows: 1914 - Schmidt; 1917- Smith and Son; 1926 Peagram and Sons; 1983 - Bartons; 1986 - Percy Ingle. Or 286 Hoe Street, E17: 1914 - John A
Reihs1 1922 - Edwin McNicol; 1986 - Arthy's Bakeries.
The greatest continuity must rest with Holdstocks, who were trading at 160 Hoe Street, E17 in
1914 and 1986, although the company has been reconstituted during that time.
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