
A memory to make you smile 

Saturdays in the 70s 
 

The 1970s, weren’t a time of affluence 
or abundance in our home, more a 
time of austerity, 3 working days per 
week and cold winters.  That said I 
have wonderful memories of Satur-
days in the 70s which totally out-
weigh the negatives, well from my 
recollection. 
 
At the end of the school week, I 

always had much excitement and anticipation for Saturdays, trips to 
the market then onto Gigg.  Saturdays would start with a walk up to 
Bury, from Fishpool, near Gigg Lane, to visit the world famous Bury 
Market, myself and my two sisters would walk up with our Mum, while 
Dad worked for the then Electricity Board until lunch time.   
 
We would buy 2-3 oz of fresh yeast, 
some flour, some cheese and other 
bits, then make our way back 
home.  Then it was everyone into 
the kitchen to bake homemade tea 
cakes, mixing and kneading, then 
leaving the mixture to rise in the 
airing cupboard. Then more knead-
ing and making into small tea cakes 
before placing in the oven, the smell of homemade bread is truly 
amazing.  Once out of the oven and just warm, the tea cakes were 
buttered and filled with chunks of cheese… Delicious. We then 
watched football focus before the next adventure… 



At 14:30, big coats, hats and gloves on 
we walked down to Gigg, Gigg Lane the 
home of Bury Football club, one of the 
founder members of the football 
league.  Everyone knew everyone at the 
game, we (my sisters and I) got lifted 
over the turnstiles as Mum and Dad paid 
to enter, at the time I never thought 
about what this meant, but retro-

spectively how caring and kind this gesture was to our parents.  Three 
o’clock on a Saturday the matches all began, unlike today when games 
kick off at various times and on various days, I so wished we could turn 
the clock back, but clearly money talks.  What a wonderful 90 minutes 
we then had, cheering, shouting and having lots of fun, hopefully 
resulting in a Bury win. 
 
After the game it was the next part of 
the Saturday amazing adventure, on 
to OUR Nans.  I truly can’t explain to 
you what an amazing, wonderful 
woman my Nan was, everyone loved 
her, she was kind, empathetic, 
inspirational and just wonderful.  We 
would all cosy up in her small front 
room, she would have beef and pickle, 
or jam butties if you prefer and we would watch final score, seeing 
how all the other teams had done.  Final score was a major event for 
my Grandad who did the ‘pools’ every week, woe betide anyone who 
spoke while Grandad was writing down the results, for fear of him 
missing a score and the miraculous chance that he could win the 
pools! 
 
Saturdays in the 70s were truly wonderful, and I am blessed that I am 
able to recall in lovely detail the whole experience. 

Hayley 


