
Washing the Lyon House Socks 
 
As a young woman, in the late 1940s or early 1950s, one of my jobs every week in term-time was to wash 
socks for Lyon House – lots and lots, 70 or so pairs of ordinary socks and 40 or so pairs of Rugby socks!   
 
Lyon House was located in the lower part of the town while I lived much higher up, which meant that each 
load of socks had to be carted right down through Sherborne and then up again along Richmond Road, 
twice; first (on a Friday) up the hill in their dirty (and Rugby-muddy) state and a few days later, more easily, 
down the hill again.  An old suitcase balanced on a push chair was the vehicle. 
 
On reaching home I first put the 40 or so Rugby pairs into a tin bath to soak.  In the meantime I washed the 
70 or so every-day pairs in another tub (by hand), first in soapy water and then in several lots of rinsing 
water.  After that I turned to the Rugby socks, pouring away the muddy water several times before washing 
them in soapy water and then rinsing them, also by hand.  A hand-cranked wringer squeezed out some, but 
by no means all, of the water. 
 
If the weather was fine the socks could then be hung up on one long washing line right across her garden: 
80 or so pegs for the Rugby ones and 140 or so pegs for the ordinary ones.  That’s a lot of pegs and a lot of 
bending down and up.  But in winter, or if the weather was bad in summer, the socks were hung on lines 
running back and forth across her entire sitting room where even with a fire in the grate they took two or 
three days to dry.  The amount of bending down and up was the same.  All the socks were made of real 
wool and cotton, of course, which takes much longer to dry than today’s semi-synthetic fabrics. 
 
And then, finally, all those socks had to be matched up in their name-taped pairs before being put back in 
the suitcase-on-the-pram for the downward/homeward journey.  My children helped with this, and 
sometimes one of my sons did the fetching and carrying as well. 
 
I had to buy the soap powder myself, and my wages were paid quarterly.  This job came to a sudden end 
when Lyon House finally acquired a washing machine and gave the job to one of its regular cleaners. 
 
I remember seeing a lovely sight in a neighbour’s garden: dozens of green Girls’ School blouses blowing in 
the wind on a line raised high by a pulley! 
 

 
The Lyon House team changing for a rugby football game in 1961.  Socks galore! 


