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John 
Now, what do you actually want?

Jeff 
Well, I want you just to talk about what you’ve done and things especially with the horses, ideally stuff that’s your first hand memories, now what you’ve seen them done or, if you like, what your father has actually told you?
John 
Well, the whole lot won’t take very long because you’ll just have the highlights of it, all the important bits?

Jeff 
Yes.  We’ll see how we go on.  But a couple of things that we’d want to start with, and that’s obviously your name, which is John Barker, and that’s sort of a Norfolk... you thought it was a Norfolk name did you originally?

John 
Well, that’s a gypsy name I think, a trade name.

Jeff 
Because what was your father’s job?

John 
Well, my father was a cowman.

Jeff 
Right.  So he was a settled…

John 
Yes.  He was settled.  My granddad settled down.  He bought a house and settled down.

Jeff 
Right.  So your father was a cowman so that’s really…you followed, as your main career later on was as cowman wasn’t it?

John 
Yes.  

Jeff 
Roughly, when were you born?  What was your birthday?

John 
I was born August 20th 1936.

Jeff 
1936.  Right.  So your father was working on the farm then when you were little?

John 
Yes.  

Jeff 
So did you live on the farm or were you in cottages nearby?

John 
Well, we actually lived in a cottage in the farmyard.

Jeff 
You did?

John 
Yes.  

Jeff 
So, even as a little lad you would have come across the animals?

John 
Yes.  I’ve been about animals all my life.

Jeff 
Because I was going to ask, what was your first memory of coming across the Suffolk Punch?

John 
My first memories of coming across a Suffolk Punch was when…I suppose I was about three and that was the first farm we worked on at Leystone, because we moved about a lot.  And at the farm that he was at work on at Leystone and they had two Suffolk Punch there, because that’s what we used to call a two horse farm, and they used to have to drink out the pond.  And I got plonked on the back of one of them one day to go down the pond.  They never walked them, I mean they used to call them in and out the pond.  I got plonked on the back and I’m sitting there – no harness or anything one – as bold as brass until the horse put his head down and then I slid down his neck into the pond.  But ever after then…you only had to do that once because ever after then you’d twist a bit of mane in your hand and hold it between your legs, so you didn’t slip down.

Jeff 
Did you leave them out after that or did someone else come and pick them up? 


John 
Well no, they just used to…when they got them home from work, because my father only had a few cows then, and you’d got a lot of field work as well, and…because that was war-time and all, and what they used to do was bring them home, take them in the horse yard.  I forget how many.  They used to have so many swallowing the drink after coming home from work at the horse tank - I think there was ten or fifteen, something like that – and then they used to take the harness off and they used to walk down the pond and have a good drink and then come back and have their food.  And the horses used to walk down the pond, have a drink, and then come back for their food because they knew they had got to go back to the stable for their food, and that’s what used to happen.  So they just walked down their on their own and walked back on their own.  


As children, we used to walk about underneath them and that... but the horses were very tame then, and they weren’t going to do anything what they didn’t have to do because they had spent a day at work, and we’d walk about underneath them and hang on their tails and skid down behind them.  They were a bit different to horses today, but that was that.


Well, a bit further on, when I got a bit older, and we moved to Dunningworth Hall, near Snape Malden, and they had loads of horses there. I think nearly 20 because they used to farm Chip Farm at Ash as well, and being nearly all... a lot of the men had gone off the farm and labour was a bit scarce, and at harvest time they didn’t really want to spare a man or a woman to drive the horse from the field to the stack yard and back to the field again empty.  Because the horse would know exactly what they had got to do, right through the middle of all the gateways and everything, so they’d get us little kids and plonk us on the back, just behind the collar,  like I say, holding on, and just say ‘Gee up!’, and of course the horse would go through all the gateways and along the lanes to the stack yard, when they got there the bloke in the stack would say ‘Woah!’.  That’s half.  Put the horse on an empty cart to go back and send us back.  


We were…I suppose... what I was probably six or seven, but I was ten foot tall when I sat on that horse going down there in sole charge.
Jeff 
Yes.  Would these have been pure-bred Suffolks or were they crosses?

John 
Well, a lot of them were crossbred.  We had one true bred Shire horse, and his name was Stormy, he used to run away.  But the others were mostly Suffolk, but they had been crossed from Percheron horses.  Of course, after the First World War when the horses came back there used to be horse traders go round with a whole string of horses and sell horses to the farmers, cheap, what had come back from war.  And there was a lot of Percherons amongst them.  


Well, in Suffolk people didn’t really want the Percherons, so the real…the people who wanted to keep dead Suffolk only bought the Suffolk and the Percherons went off cheap.  And the farmer who I worked for, his father, was like him, an old skin flint, he bought Percheron horses.  Well, the only stallions what went round breeding were Suffolk bred so they were Percheron/Suffolk crosses.  That’s how they got them, so every generation that went, they got a bit further away from being Percheron.

Jeff 
So you’re talking about the stallion walker coming round the farms and visiting what?  Every…

John 
Every year.

Jeff 
Every year?  But more than once a year wouldn’t it be?

John 
No.  They only used to come round once a year to breed all the horses.  I don’t know.  Well, I suppose a lot of the cases they’d got a round to do, you know an area.  Because some of the horse... they only... never only served a small area.  This is what I recollect, but they would serve a big area.  Sort of half of Suffolk like... go different places, each time, and there would probably be... Somebody wanted that stallion on their horse, and they might be twenty or thirty miles away.  And they used to breed them so the mares had their foals either in the Autumn or in the Spring.  Because when we were working them on the farm, and we weren’t doing anything that was dangerous like using a grass clipper, or binder or anything like that.  Where we were rolling anything, the foal did come out in the field and run lose with us working.  They had a drop of milk when they felt like it.  If we were doing anything dangerous, they were tied to horse/

Jeff
Alongside. Yeah.

John 
Yes, on what we call the land side, the land horse, not the ones what was near the blade or anything like that.  They were just tied and had to walk with them.  And…so you never had a…I mean I suppose a foal should feed at least every two hours and they were always there.

Jeff 
And what was the timetable of the horses working?  What time…the head horseman used to feed in the morning did he?

John 
Yes.  Well, at Stratford and Andrew – I don’t know much about Leystone because I was only a kid when we come away from there, but at Stratford and Andrew I really worked with the cows, and at Dunningworth Hall, the horseman used to get rather irate if he weren’t the first one on the farm in the morning and we used to get there at five o’clock to milk the cows, and he used to be rattling about by then.  We weren’t very popular if we got there before him, so he lived in the same row of houses as [Danny Maraw] who lived in the row of houses as me, but when we heard his gate bang we used to give him five minutes to go.  They were really awkward people them old horsemen.  

Jeff 
Because you told me something about the horsemen giving actual wrong information sometimes.

John 
Yes, always.

Jeff 
When you said about going out to harrow or something?

John 
Well, always.  Well, I used to help the milk cows because we had 43 cows and used to milk them by hand, at the beginning, and I used to help my father milk.  Well, being as we only had forty-three cows there was only that number of young staff around on the farm to look after calves and yearlings and things like that, so there weren’t really enough work for two of us to do about the farmyard; so when we had had our breakfast I used to have to go home to go out on the field and work.  I always knew what I had got to do but I had to go out on the fields and work, and the funny thing about it was that was good training for me. because when all the other blokes had got their horses out of the stable to go to work at half past seven, the best ones were never were left there.  And the horses used to – they did on the farms that I worked on – they used to be what we call furrow horses and land horses, and the furrow horses always walked in the furrow.  If you got them hooked up wrong and put the land horse in the furrow they’d always be trying to get out and the other ones would always be trying to get in.  Well sometimes I had to go harrowing with two land horses.  I never had the furrow horses because they were the old horsemens favourite, but I had two land horses.  That used to be a hell of a job sometimes to make them work as a pair.  They always wanted to get together.


Well, we used to manage it but…So that was quite good training because I always had awkward horses to work with.

Jeff 
Yes.  You said something about the horseman when he was coupling up things?

John 
Yes.  Well, one of the jobs I had - because I was sort of odd bloke – they’d work up in the field and I’d got to take a set of harrows or anything up.  You used to take them up on the tumbrel and used to stop and help hi load up…perhaps to Ted [inaudible 11.48] and help him hook up and we’d be hooking them up,  I’d get on my horse and be riding back with my load of stuff to go back, and we’d…he’d be about twenty yards up the field and all is changed again, but because I think a lot of that was, they would never teach anything.  You had to learn by watching.  But I think a lot of the old boys at that time had lived through the thirties when there weren’t the work about, when there was a half a dozen of them waiting on the street corner willing to take a job, and they had to do everything and they were scared. And then after the war when all the soldiers come back they had a big influx of labour again, and so I think…they were getting on a bit then.  I think they were a bit scared that the boss would give them the sack and get a younger bloke in their place, somebody to do more work.  I think that was just what was in their minds. So they would never teach anything.

Jeff 
And did you hear then about the secrecy of the horsemen or the horsemen’s groups together, all these frog bone things?

John 
No.  Well, they talked about things like that, but my father could stop a horse so you couldn’t move it.  And he used to do it to me quite frequently.  He never would teach me nothing but I mean he used to do it quite frequently.  And I used to go and get the old horse in the winter-time, because the cows would sleep in the cowshed tied up, and of course all the muck had got to be carted out, I used to…halfway up the cowshed we had a little room up there where we used to soak sugar beet pulp and all the water on the farm was privately fed, so I used to go and turn the tap on, put a bag of pulp in after breakfast.  Go and turn the tap on, go up, get the horse, put it in the cart.  Bring her back to the cowshed.  In that time the sugar beet pulp was nearly soaked.  I used to go up and turn the tap off, and I used to stand outside the dairy, the horse, just inside the cowshed, and I’d come back, put my two sides of muck on and try and make the horse move and I couldn’t move it.  I could pull…I’d not hurt it because I never believed in hurting animals, but I’d slap it on the backside with the muck shovel and that still wouldn’t move.  


And I used to go to the dairy and say, come on Dad.  I want that bloody horse to move.  I’ve got a lot of work to do, and he’d come out and of course he’d be working in [?14.23] and stuff like that.  And wiping up the milk machines – we had milk machines then – and the buckets and all things like that and he used to come out and of course he’d been working in hot water and his arms would be steaming and he’d stink of food and stuff, and he used to come back.  But what he used to do, he used to get his hand stuck right near the horses’ ears, wipe down the face, like that there,  bend down and tap both his feet.  And then I could do what I liked with it again.  But I’ve often thought about it afterwards, touching his feet was nothing to do with it.  That was a bit of showmanship.  And…that’s as near as I got to horse whispering.


But he also, when we were at Dunningworth Hall - I mean I’m talking back from when I was a kid as well – they used to bring up horses…they’d used a lot of marshes behind [Smalt St Molton] – 200 acres there, got flooded in 1953, but the horses, as soon as they were weaned, they would be put out on there.  They’d never been on a halter or anything.  We used to drive them down and, when he wanted some back we needed…we took two or three men down there and we’d take old horses with us, and when he wanted to make sure father could come, father used to go down there and there would be grey ‘uns and black ‘uns and brown and white and…all running about on the marsh and he’d say to the boss, ‘Which one do you want?  And he’d say, ‘I want that one there’.  And he’d just walk out to a herd thirty wild horses which have never been handled, and he’d just stand there, and if one come to him what he didn’t want, he just used to move, and when that one used to come to him he used to come and put a halter on and lead her back like.  Well the only way we could get them back to the farm was tie them right up tight to the old horses, and they had one each side, so that they had to walk and the old horses held them back.  I mean that’s as near as… They never would tell me anything and I don’t know why.

Jeff 
No.  But you saw him with the young horses coming off the marsh with the water tank didn’t you?  What was that?

John
Pardon!

Jeff
When they came off the marshes with the water tank, into the yard.  What was that?  

John 
Well, that was the old horseman that was.  He was about…he died when he was 76 and he stopped work, part of work, two years before then.  We used to get them up, say bring four up and break them because he would always get rid of them the odd one, the old horsemen used to break them.  And we got them up and…We had a big horse yard and in one corner was a bit fenced off, and that’s where we used to put the foals and horses in when they slept in the yard in winter-time and that, so the little foals wouldn’t be stood on because you’d get a dozen/twenty horses in there they could easy get stood on.  And, when we got these horses up off the marsh we’d put them in there, leave them in there, and if it was hot day, in summer-time we’d wouldn’t leave them in there all day with no water, no food.  And if that was winter-time they used to be in there two days, and he used to sit on the tank with a little, tweeny stick smoking his pipe – I can see him now, sitting there, legs crossed, dangling there, and he’d get one of the blokes on the farm to open the gate.  And of course, they come straight to the water and they stand there and every time they put their nose near the tank,  bang!  And he’d keep there until all the young horses never come nowhere near that tank, they kept about a yard away from it.  And when that happened, he’d sit there about five minutes and then they’d all suddenly get up and walk away.  And I think actually that he was telling them that he was the boss horse…they were with no drink, not until they had finished with that tank. That’s onl;y....  He never said but that’s what I think…I thought about afterwards.

Jeff 
And you said about the yard then, so they were in a yard in the winter, because wintertime what would have been happening, like this terrible weather now?

John 
Well, all winter, unless that was very, very dry because the horse meadows were marshy anyhow, but all the wintertime they were in the yard, in a big yard, with a hay rack and a covered piece like a cart shed, or sheltered piece where they had the hay.  You could fill up the hay and straw, and we used to put about two feet of bean straw in the bottom so that that would get crushed all down and make drainage so they wouldn’t get wet, and that bit… that was just outside the stable and they used to be yarded up all the time there was bad weather.  They used to fight in there.  Horses used to thrash one another.  Quite a lot of horses, being as they were yarded up like that, and so many, quite a lot of them have got… horse scuffs on them, where they’ve got too close.  Because of course I think they’re like everything else there was always one boss and they kept going down, the pecking order kept going down until it got to the bottom.

Jeff 
And were there stalls as well?  Were they tied up at stalls in the day time if there were…

John 
Well we had a stable and they had a long… just had a long trough where they put the bait in and there was a hay rack above that, but just a long trough, and they had what they called ‘drop blocks’ – well, we used to call… and the horses in there were tied up with a strap round their neck and a rope going down to the big wooden block on there, so they could throw a ring in the mane just so they could only just get into their bit and couldn’t pinch anybody else’s food.

Jeff 
And was there feed stored above the horses?

John 
Yes.  Hay.  Just used to throw a bit of hay down?

Jeff 
So you would drop it into the…

John 
Yes, we would drop it in to the hay rack and that used to be above and anything you got like that you’d drop in the manger.  We also used to keep all the chaff up there.

Jeff 
When would the yard be cleared out?

John 
Wet days in the spring.  Sometimes the muck in the horse yard were that deep.

Jeff 
Was it?  And how far into it would they go, when they were standing on it?

John 
They wouldn’t go in very… that would be fairly solid, once they stamped the beans all down, but that was the worst bit; when you got down to the beans you had to cut across with a hay knife… If you get bean stalks, and they are  all trampled down that much in [inaudible 21.19].  That needs some pulling out. 
Jeff 
When the chaps were working on the farm, the horsemen and that, when the weather was really bad what happened to them then?  Did they…?

John 
Well, there was always… First of all, all the grain, all the corn, used to go away in corn sacks, so there was always sacks to mend, rat holes in sacks, and also there was an awful lot of harness to clean, and maintaining harness and… if he decided… very infrequently to… he thought the wagon needed a lick of paint, that would all be cleaned down and painted.  And greasing up the wagon, axles… all sorts of things there were to do.

Jeff 
So there were jobs to do?  You weren’t just sent home/

John 
Oh yes, there was always jobs to do.  

Jeff 
/and not paid or something?

John 
No.  

Jeff 
You told me once the reason why they used to like brass buckles?

John 
Ah well, I won’t say ‘they’, but the farmer I worked for – we always thought he was a bit misery but it made sense – if you had metal buckles, iron buckles, they could… and they weren’t ever undone very often, and they could get sort of rusted together or hard to move, but the brass buckles never rusted and they… we could always undo the harness so if you had a horse put down – which frequently used to to happen – you’d undo all the buckles and so that could walk out the harness.

Jeff 
Right.  So it wasn’t just the appearance then?

John 
Well, I mean no.  I don’t think so.  I mean I think…you would always undo a brass buckle.

Jeff 
Yes.  The working week, that would be six days wouldn’t it?

John 
What, for folks on the farm?  Well, that used to be from half past seven till half past four but there were always lots of bits of overtime and that.

Jeff 
So Saturday was a normal working day was it?

John 
Saturday was a normal working day.  I had been at work one or two years before they had Saturday afternoon off.  

Jeff 
Yes.  And what about Sundays?  What happened to the horses on Sundays?

John 
The horseman would come and fed them.  And the second horseman used to - because there used to be looking after them.  The second horseman used to come in.  When they had finished eating their food, him and the head horseman used to do all the feet and brush them.  They used to be brushed down on Sundays.  And…well, looked after just like they were during the week.  They just had no work to do.  

Jeff 
But do they have special food on Sundays or bran mashes or something?

John 
No.  Well, the horses were always fed - chaff and corn and they had treacle, and their normal stuff, and the harder they had to work the richer the food was.  On Sunday, they… We will just say, but I don’t know what it was but I never fed them, but say for instance that it was one bushel of chaff to half a pail of oats, on Sunday there’d be two bushels of chaff to half a pail of oats.  They never got fed so well on Sunday as what they did when they were at work.

Jeff 
And when you say about the ‘chaff’, what was the chaff?

John 
Anything what was going.  Barley chaff, oat chaff, wheat chaff…

Jeff 
So you’re talking about the husks coming off the threshing drum?

John 
Yes.  

Jeff 
But you also had chaff cutters didn’t you? 

John 
We had chaff cutters yes, but they…that was…we used to cut up hay for small calves and things, but I mean they also used to use chaff…cut the…I mean, if you ran out of chaff you’d just cut up oat straw and hay and mix it together and you’ve got chaff, but that never happened very often.  


But the chaff cutters were…another thing we used to use chaff cutters for was cutting up/chopping up maize for the cows to eat.  Used to run them through, and that was another thing you see.  When I started, we were on maize, I used to have over an hour a day a turn… just for forty three cows and a few things about the yard.  I had an hour a day and father used to keep it full as ever he could.  The trough would be up, and he’d be pushing it down sometimes to get more in and I’d be cutting chaff for an hour or two hours.  ‘Come on’, he said.

Jeff 
And what about the mangle wurzels?  They were grown specially weren’t they?

John 
They were grown and they used to be used for cattle.  That was another thing: there used to be a heap in the barn.  I used to bring a cartful out at a time from the barn and put them in perhaps two cartfuls, and…this was in the wintertime you see.  I had to do a lot of jobs about the yard during the wintertime what one man couldn’t do.  And he used to be there cleaning all the dirt off, chucking them in the beet cutter, and I used to be grinding them, and I will tell you what...  Well chuck them in, he wouldn’t, he would be piling them up, so they didn’t fall out, and the more weight you got in there the harder it was to turn round.  

Jeff 
Oh dear.  Yes.  

John 
But he…my father treated me, not badly, but the other blokes on the farm who had to work with us sort of work were always treated better than me, and I think that that was another thing, a psychological thing, I think he was in the mind to make me worse off so the other blokes on the farm didn’t think he was favouring me.  That’s just what I’ve worked out since.

Jeff 
And now people talk about going to the shows and that.  Did you use to get to the agricultural shows then?

John 
Well, we…we never could go together, but we used to get time off for the Suffolk Show.  We used to have time off to go to the Suffolk Show but we never showed any animals.  And the farm reps used to come round, you know, the blokes who done the feeding and the [inaudible 28.03], they all used to come round then and take orders and tasty little tiggits and each of the firms that had a tent used to go in and get a sandwich and a cup of coffee, but we each had a day off, with pay, when we could…we used to go the best we can.  I had to bike.  Well, a lot of us used to… I mean I biked, just to move about.  I had to bike from Stratford St Andrew to…I think outside of Leighton Hall, they had the show there, and I actually biked from Stratford St Andrew to Bury, when they had the show there.  

Jeff 
Yes?

John 
They had it outside Ipswich, I think one year… I seem to remember, that might have been the Woodbridge Hall show but I don’t think I ever went to that, that was near Woodbridge.  There used to be… you know where the Bradfield turning is along the A12?  It used to be up there.  I’m pretty sure that was Suffolk Show up there.

Jeff 
You’ve told me about roads and things and sometimes moving the cattle from the railway station.  What was that story?

John 
Well, that was a funny thing.  During the War, father, we all thought he was tight and one thing and another, they used to buy the Highland cattle from Scotland.  They used to buy two hundred, and they used to come down on the train and he’d get on the train and he’d go up to Crewe somewhere to make sure they all got off the train, had some water, before they got back, before they come down here.  And…because when they got…they could move them.  They’d be in covered in wagons, because they’re only little tiny things like that, and he used to take them down to Kidgrave Marshes which is near Islam, near Aldburgh.  And when they got fat…


I had one trip… On a Friday... He used to come to school and get permission for us to get off, we could to get to work on the farm then.  And some of us kids used to go down there and he used to take us down in his truck or in a wagon and then we used to drive them from there to Dunningworth Hall, and put them in there overnight.  And the next…what the boys had to do was, and it’s hard to…I mean it looked a lot bigger then, me with being a child, with their horns out here and the coat dragging on the ground, and what we had to do, we were there and we would all start at the front of the herd and we’d get in people’s gateways and gateways to fields and that and get the cattle past because when they’d all gone past we’d got to get through this herd of horns like some kind of animal to get back in front again.  But that weren’t too bad.  It weren’t too dangerous either.  But that’s what we used to do.


And then Saturday, the whole job, walking from Offord to County Ash Station, was sixpence for us kids. And then on Saturday we used to get them out, off the field at Dunningworth Hall and drive them to County Ash Station.  Well, they had cattle pens there.  I don’t know if you can remember them, but they had iron cattle pens there to hold ten in each and because there was... like a platform, the got trucks used to come up... drive them up in the trucks.  Well we got there this particular Saturday morning and the trucks weren’t there.  So we walked up and down, the bit of loading place, hitting his old leg with a stick like here, swearing about them, because the train weren’t there.  He decided to go up and see the station master. Well, the trucks had all been left at Woodbridge and because they hadn’t got nothing to move them not at that particular time, because the railway engines was moving more stuff about.  They were sort of in short supply, and so… The bloke from Woodbridge rang up, and then rung the boss back again and said that would be there… there’d be an engine to take the train in at three o’clock to go to London.  


And so poor old Marshall had the option then of taking the cattle back to Dunningworth Hall or bring them through Lowdham and take them to Woodbridge station.  Well, that weren’t too bad, but… We got into Woodbridge thoroughfare, and of course the lads were in front because there weren’t no gateways there, and we walked in the front.  And you could see it was Saturday morning when the people were all shopping, which was a… it was the only day they could really do it and they were just disappearing in the shop doorways, and I can understand it now.  You see this big wedge of cattle coming up with these big wide horns, and two or three kids running in front of them, and we took them through Woodbridge.  


Well, on the cross corner there used to be… first of all there was a policeman used to control the traffic there, and then they got the traffic lights and now they’ve got nothing.  But the policeman was on the corner.  I have to say it was a big, fat, rolly-faced policeman at all.  He had his back to the thoroughfare and he was picking stuff out from the station and down Church Road, and he stopped them and turned round.  And he looked up the thoroughfare and see these cattle come and he put his hands behind his back and gradually sauntered up Cumberland Street.  I’ll never forget it.  The police were running away.  That’s what we went through my mind at the time, but we got the cattle to Woodbridge Station.  We got them all through the thoroughfare and they never hurt nobody, never broke a window.


But when they see it... Woolworth’s I think it was, one of the ones what had big windows, when they see theirselves in it, there was a big… big brown one in the herd was crammed on the other side of the window because they could see something in there that weren’t part of them.  But he done that every year during the War but I mean that was the only time we ever had to take them from Ashbury, to Woodbridge.

Jeff 
And now you... Do some of the singing things and all that.  You enjoyed a song now and again.  Was there any of that during the time you were…early times working, entertainment?

John 
Well everybody sung in the pubs, but the whole point was that…people get round nowadays on that but the point was if you went to the Blackpool Ship, there were only Blackpool people singing there.  If you went to Snape Plough, there were only people...  At the Snape Crown they used to sing, there was only Snape people singing there. And if you went to...  You could be in Snape, sing the same songs as what they sing in Blackpool, but the whole point is, if you tried to sing that song in Blackpool, that song belonged to somebody at Blackpool and you have got [inaudible 35.40]  Yes.  Or got run out of the pub, but…I mean I don’t sing. I just bat around but I mean…but, nearly all the blokes who have used horses and worked with them all day, you’d be doing one of three things all day long.  You’d either be talking to them, swearing at them or singing to them.  


If you can imagine a horse walking all day long with a blinking thing rattling behind him that would give them a bit of assurance that somebody was there.  And another thing… I have only derived it myself, but another thing about horses, I think a horse can pick up fear off a human.  You don’t have to act afraid.  They can pick up anger, and worry, because… I mean I’ve gone to work a bit angry about something, started with a horse and been a bit angry about something father said to me or something like that, and they used to play up, and the only thing to do then was to start singing to them and get yourself out of being angry.  That is straight up.  I think they pick it up without you saying anything, doing anything or nothing.  That’s only my personal thought.

Jeff 
No.  I think you’re right.

John 
And I done all sorts of jobs on the farm.  I got in all sorts of muddles to.  Harrowing corn was one of my jobs when I had done the drilling, and I used to have two horses and I had to let them see the harrows, 22 foot, going across the field, so I was doing three times as much as the drill done.  They’ve only got little old teeth like that, the two horses, and I used to have to walk one horse up one wheeling and the other horse up the other wheeling and if it didn’t go square across the horseman would be angry with you, because you had messed up his work, not that the harrow mowed the corner or nothing that just used to cover it up.  That weren’t right.  But you never really got it wrong, because you’d just set the horse in the field and they knew what they had…they’d walk straight all the while.  


So…and I never did do no ploughing – not as such - because none of the horsemen would do it.  When we got tractors on the farm the farmer wouldn’t let the tractor go anywhere near the brambles(?), we call them, at the hedge, so the last two/three furrows round by the hedge had to be played the horse.  And one way when you was ploughing them, if you was ploughing towards the field – you were ploughing that way one time and that way one time – if you were ploughing them towards the field, away from the hedge, you used to have the horses walking like that, one behind the other, on the plough, because one horse couldn’t walk in the hedge, and that would be walking in the furrow.  Of course I used to be turning out clods as big as hay bales and no matter what, and that’s why the other horse wouldn’t do it.  They couldn’t make a good job of it.

Jeff 
Oh right.  

John 
So the farm boy had to go and do it, but that was the only…I’d have loved to have learned to plough but that was just the way it was.  And another funny old job I had, a horse I never liked, was… they done steam ploughing at some of the Dunningwell Hall fields,  you know the real heavy ones, they just steam ploughed them.  That only happened one year because the steam plough came out and done fifty acres and that just broke it up a lot deeper than what the horses would have done it.  That’s what that was for.  And I used to take the water and fuel up the steam engines.


We also had a nice, very economical Kays tractor there, and every day I used to have to go up with five gallons of oil and water and devil knows what, for the tractor, for the tractor to burn the oil, and paraffin… so it used to have a paraffin tank and an oil tank and a water tank.  The old tractors they go on [inaudible 40.44 80 drills] steam were blowing out the top.  


Horses, to me, are things…well, like humans actually.  You just get to know them and they get to know you.  That little horse what Andrew… I bet if I go up there and there will be two people in the summertime standing near his paddock, and they will be stand there leaning across to the other side, they can call him and do what they like.  I just used to go up and stand there and they used to notice me then and used to come right across, because I always go and pat them, and the same with Sarah’s horse.  I would always go and do that as well, or Sandra’s, as I should call her.  And that’s like Bear you see, every time I come in here with Bear I’ll always have…nearly rub noses with him if he felt in the mind.  I don’t know why I do it but I do.  I think a horse…I don’t think a horse learns much.  I think what they do, they do a lot of stuff by memory.  I’ve done this before.  

Jeff 
Yes, they have got not much reasoning but a lot of memory haven’t they?

John 
Yes.  And I mean that’s my personal opinion then, and of course father learned off his father how to make medicines, animal medicine, and he had a little…well, I’ll tell you what it was, it was a little toilet.  What was a toilet on the farm, and he had a little place there and he used to collect what he called ‘hedgerow medicine’.  He used to get plants and dry them and scunch them up and… all in this little place, but he also used to trick people in there, because he couldn’t stop anybody going there and having a look at that.  And he had burdock leaves and never used them for anything, and like other little bits and pieces he had.  I know he never used them for anything.  He used to do something with chickweed, not chickweed, cleavers, what we call Sticky Weed.  He did something with that with horses and I never did know what it was.

Jeff 
Did you ever come across him getting laudanum from the chemist?

John 
Yes.  Well, in them days…I mean up till the middle of the 1950s and that, you’d get a lot of stuff from the medicine what you can’t buy there now.  I mean you’d go down there and get a bottle of peppermint oil and stuff like that there.  You could get that from the medicine that you can never get now.  They used to use a stuff…I think he used to get - he’d get it wild – laudanum, to calm things down, and I think he used to get that.  I think he used to wangle it out of dandelion leaves, concentrated, a few sets of dandelion leaves.  But he used to be…sometimes I used to be…he’d be there doing things, and I used to go there and he used to make the medicine for all the animals on the farm.  We never had a vet there.  The only time we had the vet there was for cutting horses.  They hardly used to cut the pigs - sour pigs and all.

Jeff 
Yes?

John 
Yes.  Because he had a prize…not a prize-winning but they were very highly-rated, large White…Suffolk, well Large White pigs, and the boss was really renowned for them.  Now one bloke outside Ipswich, a farmer, bought a dozen gilts off a country Ash market when he knew where they come from, and he phoned the farmer up, phoned up Anthony Hurrell up and said to him, he said, ‘Well.  I don’t know.  I bought some of your gilts at Ash, so on and so on.  I can’t get them in pig.’  [inaudible 45.38] And Mr [Ratten?] he come... [laughing] Father would only make a little bit like that there, hook their little worms out.  Their little worms did look like jumping jack crack.  [laughs] They did to me.  Yeah, stitch it up, stitch it up.  

Jeff 
Job done.  Yes.  

John 
But yeah, they were…I mean I had...  I have castrated cats, I never tried a dog, but I have cats, and  I never got scratched.

Jeff 
That reminds me of something about the tails of the horses.  Were they full tails or were they docked?

John 
They were all docked, because the full tails, if you’d got full tails you’d got…you’d got a lot more to get tangled up in your lines, and them old boys, they didn’t want the horse to veer a bit when they went up there.  Them furrows were dead straight.  In fact the ordinary work furrows are sometimes straighter than what the ploughman’s furrows are.  I know they ain’t got ideal places to plough a lot of the time, but…

Jeff 
Did they have their own special ploughs?

John 
Yes.  They had their own special ploughs and their own pairs of ploughing horses.  There was four blokes used to plough on the farm.

Jeff 
So they’d keep them in the dry or special or greased up or what?

John 
Well, they used to be greased up well, but mostly they used to stand in the stack yard, but there was no way the weather could ever get done.  Soon as the bloke left his plough in the field - it wouldn’t matter for us although the ploughmen were nearly all the same – but he’d tinker about with his plough so that wouldn’t plough if anybody else had a look at it.  He never left his plough set.  You know like the hay hooks?  He’d move them.  All sorts of things he used to do.  You’d see him do it.  And the minute he’d done and the horse, ‘I’ll just tighten it up before I go’, and of course he’d undo a bloody nut and press it down and cut the three-thirds of an inch and put a back again because they…  people always reckoned that it was hard work, ploughing, but I don’t think it was – only just getting round the end.  I think if you got your plough set up right and hooked up right it would nearly go itself.  


Another thing, we had a tool on the farm what we used to take peas up with, seed peas, and you couldn’t cut them with a clipper.  You couldn’t cut them with a binder because they shake everything off.  We had a thing called a ‘toppler’, and they were mainly used for turning barley, and I used to go to the horseman to lead the horse.  But what you done…you only used half the toppler for taking up new stuff because when you topped it over that left a big piece of land what hadn’t been pulled up.  So when you come back you caught that and then topped the other way again, and you left it in a row but you just moved… that bit used to come back, and you had to lead a horse up the side, the bit what hadn’t been done


And the horseman hurt his back and he come to work one morning and Anthony Hurrell said to him, he said, ‘What’s that bloke leading the horses?’  He said, ‘He’s not right’, and because he knew that the horseman had hurt his back because he had already told him and he said, ‘Well, bearing as he knows what he’s got to do topping’, he said, ‘he can come with you toppling and you can lead the horse’.  Well, the furrows were not…they used to be…I don’t know.  Fifteen furrows each side I think.  Thirty furrows between the furrow what was left in the field, but with the toppler, you had one.  You could see what that looked like.  You’ve got to hit them furrows dead square.  If you didn’t you’d got some teeth digging in and some teeth missing and what… Anyway, he got the horse and he led it so he was going that way across the furrows and the furrows were there, to make it awkward for me.  Well, I stuck it until about ten o’clock and we stopped to have a cup of drink.  I hopped on my bike.  He said, ‘Where the hell are you going?’  I said, ‘I’m going back.  I can’t do this.’  ‘Can’t do it?  The horseman will do that.’  ‘Can’t do this.’  


And I went back down the farm.  I went to see the old boss to get another job.  He said, ‘What have you finished toppling?’  I said ‘No’.  I said, ‘I can’t do it.’  Young bloke, he said, can’t do it?  I said ‘No I can’t’.  He said, ‘Why not?’  I said, ‘You come up and have a look.’  He come up and had a look and he see them all skidding across there? – mind you the horseman never spoke to me for about two months after this.  I said, ‘You look there.’  I said, ‘How are you going to get toppler to fill a furrow going over that way?’  He said to the horseman together.  He said, ‘Eric’, he said, ‘I thought you was a horseman.  Can’t you lead a bloody horse straighter than that?’  that put me right out of favour.

Jeff 
I’m sure it did.  Yes.  

John 
But I mean he needn’t have done that to start with.  He couldn’t do it.  A lot of them are ruptured anyhow, like the old… the horseman and the blokes, they were ruptured anyhow.  It’s a wonder I didn’t get ruptured actually.

Jeff 
The toppler was a fearsome thing wasn’t it?

John 
Yes.  Well….

Jeff 
Fearsome.

John 
You’d got to remember what you were doing all the while because you’d got one handle holding it down and one handle so you can lift it up to get it through the furrows.  And then of course you’ve got to get both of them out of the way before it tipped over.  It meant you went over with it.  I got quite good at it.  


Anyhow, the year after then… that was only one more year after then, Eric never come toppling.  He used to send another horseman with me to lead the horse and  I used to do it.  I done toppling, so two years I done forty acres of toppling.  

Jeff 
The other hard job was carrying those corn sacks wasn’t it?  Did you end up doing that?

John 
I used to have heffers…you know on Snape... not Snape, on Farm Corner, where all them caravans are?  There was yard there.  The bloke had a herd of heffers.  He had two threshing tackles, steam ones, and he also had a lot of… he used to go about to sales and stuff and buy a lot of chain and metal and stuff, and that right from there to the river was all full of bits of metal and you could go there and get anything you wanted really.  And they had two threshing tackles, and they’d put the threshing together, and there’d be two blokes carting it off.  They used to have a sack lift to get it on their backs and then put it on the tumbrel, and they’d come in the barn and I used to have to unload the things in the barn because they couldn’t carry them because they were ruptured, and not all day at it.  And the thing is they used to be three high, so what used to happen was… you had to have a gap that wide between each of our sacks along the barn so the cat could get up and down.  Well, you used to put one row on the ground, right up to the end, and then lay two or three bags so you had got steps and then the next round you walked along the top of the bags with a with the corn on your back, and send it down and then the next one went on top of that.  I had to do that all day, and I suppose on a good day I’d have, what, 200 bags?  And of course, another thing was, why I had to square somebody up once, was at County Ash, we had pulp that used to come from a factory to County Ash station, and we used to store it in the loft over the cowshed, and this loft had outside steps.  No handrail, just outside steps, used to carry this ten stone awkward bags of pulp up there, and there was a boy with us and he was getting them off the cart.  We couldn’t expect him to carry them up.  He was getting them off the cart and putting them near the back so he could help…and I thought Christ.  These are damned heavy, carried out there, and of course, when I got to the top and was going through the doorway into the loft it suddenly went light, and I turned round right quick and looked.  He’d rid up on a sack on my back up of them steps.  So I went and dumped my bag and come back down again and I gave him such a bloody pasting.  I think I knocked every... out and blacked one of his eyes and nearly half knocked an ear off – yeah, but that weren’t right was it?

Jeff 
No.  

John 
I know it was only a kid’s thing but it weren’t right.  And because I’ve always had… not always but when I was at school, I’ve always had to sort out all my problems with my fists.  First of all when I went… I went to school when I was four, because they used to get us kids to all go in the school so the mother could be at work out in the fields, and the housework and one thing and another.  Anyhow, I went and started school when I was four, and I could never make out why but I was always called Gypo - none of my brothers.  They were just ordinary people, but I was a Gypo.  I don’t know why, but I was.  And because I got in school and the teachers were rather stupid because I’m naturally left-handed, and I admit, I used to write every letter the wrong way around and start on the wrong side of the page, doing it backwards.  Well, I admit they had to correct that, but every time she told me to take my pencil out and put it in that right hand, and I think by doing that – it might still be evident – but she unbalanced me a bit, and I couldn’t cope with it.  I just started to stutter and of course then I got a new nickname – I got from being Gypo to g-g-Gypo.  And I couldn’t get my back verbally so I had to do it the gypsy way and use my fists.  That was the only way I could do it.  I mean at school, I suppose until I was 11, my life would persecute me, and I stuttered all the while, and of course the teachers never helped.  When they unbalanced me making me write with my right hand but I still used to write with my left hand.  Anyhow, we had a class that went right through school, although it was different schools but they done the same…on Friday afternoons we used to have what they called the class story, Robinson Crusoe or Little Red Riding Hood or something like that, and what you had to do was, they used to come round the class, right in the front row and then one or two back, work your way in order, you had to get up.  When the bloke or the girl beside you had sat down because she had done her paragraph, you had to get up and read…and of course I used to be a right, is that a W or a P or something and look at that and then I’d start to stutter and she used to say, ‘Sit down Bowie.’  And of course all the class used to shout out, ‘Sit down Bowie.’  I mean I learned quite a lot at school but I had a hell of a job there.  Permanent persecution, and one school - I think I was ten at the time – I squared it up a bit.  I was going to Bradfield school, which is a youth hostel place now, and there was a paved, tarmac piece of playground and a stick and the school lands went out to a point and there was all these fir trees or pine trees or whatever it were, and there were red squirrels living there, and one afternoon somebody seen the red squirrels, one of the teachers, and took the whole school out to see them.  


But we had a big old boy going to that school, Bernard Messenger, I think it was nearly six foot tall.  He was only 11.  A big old boy and he was one of the biggest persecutors and stood at the back, and they were all looking up in these trees and he stood…I didn’t do it with that intention, but he stood near one of these pine trees or fir trees or whatever they were, and he stood there and I ran up behind him and jumped at him and knocked him over, and as he went down he grazed all his face on the bark of the fir tree.  That was bleeding quite a bit because he struck out and everybody turned round, I stood there and they all thought I had hit him, hit the biggest boy in the school, and he said he bashed it on the tree and they wouldn’t believe him.  


Another thing, at [?Blatchell] I had to be let out of the school railings because there was and old boy, he couldn’t talk.  He was… I don’t know what you call him.  He was ever so strong.  Beady savage we used to call him.  He was as strong as anybody and the kids all used to cheek him.... He tried to talk... he made a hell of a row, and he used to get really riled, and one time I stood up near the school railings and I never did cheek him, but he stuck his hand through, grabbed my hair like a bear, pulled up the rail, held and pulled these two railings apart like a bear, pulled my head through and then closed them up.  I was trapped in the railings.  The school mistress had to go up the village hall to get her husband to call the fireman to let me out.  The head mistress… Mrs Kennard.

[end of recording]
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