


My grandfather originally was a tenant here, and then around about 1920 he bought 
Willetts Farm. My father took over at about the age of 21 and he farmed on until he retired. 
We had hops here until about the early ‘70s. They were all handpicked by locals. We grew 
them on strings, four to a hill as we called it. It was quite an intricate way of being strung 
up so that when you pulled a bine they didn’t all come down. The hops were trained up 
these strings. We used to call it twiddling. You’d pick hops from about half past seven until 
about midday and then dad would come down with a tractor and trailer with what we 
called pokes. They would hold about ten bushels I think. He would go round to each bin 
measuring out the hops with his bushel basket. I suppose the people picked about eight 
or nine bushels in a half bin and then a tally was put down in a book. Then these were all 
taken back to the oast house. The pokes were brought up and tipped on to the kiln and 
levelled out, about 4ft deep. First of all they had the brimstone burning, that was to keep 
the colour and then they lit the fire and that dried the hops through. The afternoon’s picking 
would dry overnight and dad used to sleep out there all night to keep stoking up the fire. 
You had to be very careful though that it didn’t go out because if it went out you’d got all 
that smell of the oil coming up through the hops and that would ruin the lot. So it was very 
important that you didn’t let it go out.
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