
 



 

 

 

 

 

Alison Uttley 

A Traveller in Time 
As I sat there one evening listening to the swallows…I was conscious 
of much movement and excitement in the great farm kitchen. People 
walked in and out of the firelight, strangers whom I didn’t know, 
women wearing full skirts, and wide aprons and little ruffly collars. 
Some had bare legs and short, ragged trousers and their hair was wild 
and tousled. They carried shiny plates, and wooden bowls and leather jugs; they stooped 
over the fire and one lighted a slip of wood and carried the flame to candles fastened on 
the wall. 
 


