Cirencester Open Air Pool  Memories - C. W. Maslin

I well remember the Cirencester Open Air Swimming Pool way back in the late nineteen twenties and nineteen thirties when the cost of a season ticket was only a few shillings and there was no mixed bathing permitted until the early thirties. 

The water heating and purifying systems were installed in the early nineteen thirties and I understand that some of this equipment is still in use to this day. Prior to this time the pool would close I think at 6 p.m. on Saturdays to enable Mr James who was then the pool attendant to empty and clean the pool ready for it to be refilled with fresh and very cold water from an adjacent well on the Sunday. Sunday bathing in those days was not permitted and changing cubicles enclosed the pool on both sides.

It was in the early nineteen thirties that Mr Eric Cole started the Swimming and Water Polo Club which received excellent support from many quarters. A water polo team was formed and entered the Three Counties League where after a few seasons began to meet with quite some success. Matches were played against teams from Bristol, Gloucester, Cheltenham, Swindon, Hereford, Chippenham, Stroud, Worcester and Evesham. At Stroud we used to play in the canal and at Chippenham in the river before both clubs had their swimming pools installed.

I have been told that a photograph of the 1938 water polo team is on display in the Cirencester museum. (I have never thought that I would become a museum piece.)

In the latter 1930’s a winter bathing section was started and I well remember us having to break the ice across one end of the pool on many occasions before we could have our swim. I remember the first morning when ice covered the pool and Archie Hughes dived in without clearing the ice away and he received rather bad cuts about his body which necessitated hospital treatment. One winter morning we received a visit from a member of the local police force who said that a resident in the barracks in Cecily Hill had complained to them that she could see us running around the swimming baths in the nude (we used to do this after our dip to set up a wonderful glowing feeling and we never wore any costumes for our dip) so he had gone to her flat to investigate. On looking out of her window he told her that he could not see into the pool, but her reply was “oh! You have to stand on that chair!”

I understand that the pool is no longer owned by the local council but is managed by a consortium of local people to whom I wish every success for the future.

