
Anne Irving's Hopping Reunion. 3.9.91. 
 
 
lady 1:  Didn't have many visitors. 
 
lady 2:  I remember sleeping with you one night. 
 
Pam:  So, the men and women, the husbands and wives, would sleep together. 
 
lady 3: The husbands had gone to sleep with their wives. They were invited. 
 
lady 4:  We had a big bed in our hut, when you turn round was all tie our night dresses. 
 
lady 3:  She used to do that to us. 
 
lady 4:  They used to get so excited. 
 
Maureen: I used to sleep in the middle of these two, because she one night walked in her 
sleep, she reckoned that she might do it again. 
 
L5: No, mum said to me in the morning, she's used to frighten us. 
 
Maureen: Yes, she was a terrible one. She used to frighten the life out of us. 
 
Marie: I know what it is that frightens you with your mum, she's got the blue eyes hasn't she. 
And she used to go like that with the eyes. My mum did when I was married, I don't know 
what I had watched but I was terrified, and Franky was on night work. And my mum come in 
from the pub, and I said, "Oh mum please don't go to bed, I've got to have a wash." -  didn't 
have a bathroom - I said, "Please stay up and wait for me." She went down, you know when 
you're really scared you're shaking, I put the kettle on, and with that my kitchen door came 
open all slowly, and I said, "Who is it?" like that and my mum came in and she went, "Got 
any tea for the morning?" I cried; I was really frightened. She done it on purpose! And then I 
made her sit in the room with her back to me while I had my wash.  
 
“Lily Farm” 
 
Remember Lily Farm, oh yes we do, Wonderful memories we have of you, 
Forever in our hearts, that's true, Oh Lily Farm we love you. 
Remember Lily Farm when we were young  
Remember climbing trees and being stung 
Remember all the old songs we sung, On Lily Farm when we were young. 
Remember walking miles with two old cans 
Remember crying when you hurt your hand 
Remember lucky kids with prams, We walked miles with heavy old cans. 
Remember Saturdays when we washed down,  
Put on our fancy clothes and went up town  
All wishing we had half a crown, To spend on Saturdays up the town. 



These golden memories of yours and mine, 
We were kids, and mum and dad were in their prime 
What would we give to see the old crowd one more time, 
On Lily Farm at hopping time. 
 
Lily Farm is happy  
Lily Farm is gay 
Lily Farm is happy and remains that we may say, 
Claudie calls us slackers - Slackers we may be, 
If it wasn't for us hop pickers, where would Claudie be? 
In his hops [In his hops] 
In his hops [In his hops] 
If it wasn't for us hop pickers where would Claudie be? 
If it wasn't for old Annie Fitz, where would Claudie be? 
In his apples [In his apples] - In his apples [In his apples] 
Our lovely hops, our lovely hops, 
When the measurer he comes round,  
Pick them up, pick them up off the ground, 
When he starts to measure, he never knows when to stop, 
Aye, aye jump in the bin and take the bloomin' lot. 
 
D:  Did any of the Londoners do the drying? 
 
Mike:  No, it was all the locals. In the oast house that was all done and none of these was in 
the oast house. 
 
D:  Did the farmer throw a party for you? 
 
Anne:  No, we used to make our own. He'd be there with us. He was lovely, he knew 
everybody by their names. It was quite a small farm compared to other farms. There were 
about twenty huts. We liked working on the same farm where everybody knew each other. 
Family really. His granddad had three daughters, and they went down there. That would be 
our great aunts. Almost everyone there was a relation of ours in some way or other. 
 
Billy:  Do you remember when Jimmy came home from the army with a gun and shot it at 
the toilet and there was someone in there.  
 
Mike:  There were about six of us we went down the pub and then on the way back when we 
got to where the toilets were someone said, "See if you can hit that bit there." So, he got his 
gun. We said, "Wait a minute, don't shoot yet, old Mr. Riley might be there." - that was the 
old man that always used to be in the toilets, there was something wrong with him. He was!  
That was close, if he'd shot it would have hit him right in the head and killed him stone dead. 
 
Marie:  She used to say Uncle Shamus murdered Aunt Victoria round by the tape. Sometimes 
it used to be a bit rusty and she used to say, "That's her blood." Tell all the kids. She said that 
if you turned it on at twelve o'clock, blood would run out. We used to say, "Oh aunt Lil, don't 
frighten us." This Victoria was just an invention. No one was really murdered. One night, we 



were all sitting round the fire. I found out later it was all planned. Everyone began going off, 
until I was the last one there, and I was just thinking of going when I heard a voice 
whispering, “Victoria! Victoria!" and I got really frightened. It was aunt Lil and everyone 
playing a trick on me. I was so frightened I didn't want to move from beside the fire. 
 
Anne:  I thought he was handsome this Johnny Warren. Once a year we see him, but we 
never ever spoke, we just used to see him. And every year we went down hopping, me and 
Sheila used to go to the white gate, just to catch sight of Ronny and Johnny. And they'd go by 
we'd wait hours and hours and they'd go by and we'd go, "Hello." and they'd go "Hello." and 
that was it! Every year this went on. So, one year we got a bit brave, Johnny, I don't know 
how he said it, but we went down to the pictures, me and Johnny and Sheila, and Sheila was 
ever so noisy. And we met him at the bus stop you know the little cottages he lived in and he 
wrote to me as well, but we met him at the bus stop, got on the bus. He never spoke one 
word. Went in the pictures, saw the film, had our Horlicks when we came out, in the coffee 
bar in the '40's got on the bus. Stood there, he got off the bus, never even said goodnight. I 
can't remember what he said in the letter.  
 
Barbara:  I remember when we got that rabbit. My dog always used to catch rabbits and 
bring them home dead. Anyway, this day, I was up at the huts and they was all at the fields, 
he's come and laid this little thing at my feet, I thought it was a dead bird it was ringing wet, 
and then when I looked it was a tiny baby rabbit. Colin Dishaw, because he saw it first, he 
said it was his. We're having murders, because my dogs bought it home. Anyway, I dried the 
rabbit and we had it about two or three weeks, the rabbit. Someone made the hutch for it. 
Every night we used to bring the rabbit in because it got so cold out there. Well this night we 
forgot to bring the rabbit in. I've gone out there the next morning, it was stiff. Well I've gone 
mad, I was terrible with animals, so I've got it all wrapped up and sitting round the 
cookhouse all day. Anyway, I didn't go down picking. I've gone to go back in the hut and the 
rabbit was so stiff it slipped through the blanket, fell on its head, and I've seen a last little 
wince on its face. But, oh I've killed it. Do you remember that when you came home I 
wouldn't let you in the hut, I was crying on the bed. So, Johnny Warren got me another 
rabbit. But do you remember the funeral we had for that rabbit? We had it laid out on this 
plank of wood with all flowers round it. It was younger kids that were there that didn't have 
to pick. And we've marched up to the jungle, it was what we called the jungle, it was a wood 
just past the hop field. So, all these tears and we buried it out in the jungle, and that was it. 
We had a cross, and there was all the little flowers. 
 
Joyce:  We hated the actual picking, as children. "We hate picking! We're never coming 
helping again first thing in the morning!" Ringing wet, it all run down your neck. When you 
got bed, you'd cover your ears up because of the earwigs. If it was raining, we used to be in 
the huts. We'd go down the cookhouse. Roast potatoes on the fires or throw apples on the 
fire. You always had your stick with your name carved on it. If it was wet all day long, we 
used to play games indoors; I spy. We'd have a show, and dancing. Do you remember the 
time when we picked those funny flowers and we all had red noses, and we had to go to 
bed! We must have been allergic to it.  
 
Bill:  I went down the hop field to have a wee. There was the orchard there. I looked round 
like that, and I see a witch. All in black and she had a great big hat on, and she was picking 



berries. And I run back and then I stopped like, and got my courage up again, and I went 
back and looked. But she was gone. But by the time I got back, she couldn't have walked. I 
was about fifteen. I could never figure it out.  
 
Lola:  You'd get murdered if you got home late. It was my first year staying home, 16. I came 
in late, so I got grounded. So, my dad, went, "Hop it." Send me down to my mum. Took me 
to London Bridge, threw me in, straight off says to the porter, "Tonbridge." And I'd gone 
down hopping, and two of my friends who were older than me, and I asked, "Let me go, let 
me go?" My mum said, "Go on then. " Anyway, we've gone over the Hoppers, come out, 
there's some fellows who said, "Do you want a lift?" We said, "Yes." Anyway, they've took us 
the wrong way. And I've been grounded! I was screaming, I said, "Maureen, you don't know 
what's going to happen to me!" Anyway, got home, Maureen didn't get hit. That was when 
Jolly come out looking for us, Jolly Gillet (?) and went, "Your mother!" you know when you're 
frightened, you're going to get murdered.  Anyway, when I did get in, she really did start on 
me; threw a cup of tea at me but I ducked, and it went over her curtain. My Nan came flying 
in and jumped on her back. It was all over being about twenty minutes late! But when you 
think about it, it was worrying for them. I'd 
already been grounded!  
 
Anne:  I remember September the first night of ITV. We went to pictures it might have been 
with Johnny Warren that night. Anyway, we got off the bus, and you know them trees when 
you're walking through the dark. Terrifying. They was like people. We'd never been on our 
own in the dark like that. Walking along, those trees, and they were like gnarled faces, like 
that. And we was getting faster and faster and faster. All of a sudden it started to thunder 
and lightning. Well nanny used to hide under the table didn't she, my Nan used to hate 
thunder, used to put the fear of god into her. So, the rain is just coming down and this 
lightning. And I was the biggest coward, I said, "Oh, it looks like a man's face up there." I 
thought we was going to get struck by lightning. So, we knocked on a door - we didn't have a 
lot to do with the home-dwellers. Where the game keeper lived, Claude' relation, I didn't 
know the man. We knocked there terrified. A woman came out, she said, "Oh come in. Come 
in and get changed." She took our shoes and dried our feet. She said, "It's ITV." - we didn't 
have a telly at home “ITV tonight." she said. 
    Anyway, so we was there until only about 11 o'clock, and we was watching the tele and it 
was still pouring with rain and lightning. In the end she said, "You'd better get the girls home 
now." And it was Claudes cousin. Anyway, he's got this big tarpaulin cape thing. He was 
quiet, didn't say much. And he's got us under that and he's walking along. None of us spoke. 
He's seen us to the gate -it was good of him - "Go on now, off you go." There was a big gap in 
between the cultures; completely different to us. Now they're the same. Anyway, didn't say 
a word to the poor man. Anyway, we got home. And I never smoked, until I was 19. But 
Sheila did. She said, "I'm just going up to the cookhouse to have a fag." So, she got a light out 
of the fire and lit this fag. And we've heard shouting and hollering. And it was my uncle Ted. 
He's come up, and he swore. He never swears usually. He's got hold of me, murdered me. 
“Wait until your father comes down here, I'm telling him what you are. I know what you're 
getting up to." He's bashed the daylights out of poor Sheila. And there's poor Eileen and 
Maureen up Tonbridge; they had search parties out. If my father had been there, I would 
have been dead. My mum would have listened, but I suppose I was too scared to explain, 
because I wasn't used to him telling me off. But he knew mum was worried, and all the farm 



was out looking for us. And he was worried himself. We was safe in the house, and 
everyone’s wandering round. But what got me was that he said, "I know what you are now." 
And I thought, "Well what does he think I am?" They thought I was a prostitute! 
 
Barbara:  If we went out and was late, we would always get away with it, and say it was Lola. 
She was always the scape goat.   
 
Lilian:  I used to do all the washing up, all the cleaning. Anyway, this afternoon, my mother-
in-law's laying on the bed; he's up the field playing football or cards or whatever with all his 
cousins, and I've washed everything up and tidied up, and thought to myself, "There, I've 
tidied up, I can watch the kids play now, or something." I was only a kid myself, 18, married 
at 17. All of a sudden, little Teddy's got all the knives and forks out and sticking them up 
against the earth floor and kicking them down. And all I just said was, "Oh, don't do that 
Teddy. I've just washed all them up, love; I don't want to wash them up again." And his 
mums jumped off the bed and she's got hold of me. And then all the aunts joined in. And 
uncle John. Well, all the names I was called! Don't come here with your fancy ways! 
When he came back from the field, he said, "When they swear at you, you swear back!" I'd 
never sworn before in my life, poor little thing. Anyway, I got all ready to go home, I had my 
things packed in the babies. And they said, "Oh sorry, don't go home, and all that, sorry we 
said it." I thought, "How could they start on a young kid like that?" I loved it after that, the 
next year when I got my own hut.   
 
Maureen: This day it was the dinner time, we came up the huts. I trod on a bee or a wasp 
with no shoes on, so I was stung under my foot. So, you all had to go back to the field. So, 
Julie, Christine's mum, said, "You can borrow Christine's pram." She was about 5, I was about 
7 or 8. Well she was such a moan-a-lot, when we decided to go down the field, my foot's still 
killing me. She's supposed to be pushing me in the pram; I've ended up pushing her, but I 
was so stupid, I'm pushing her, and you know the clay? My foot's killing me, and she said, 
"That's my pram get out of it." It was terrible.  


