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I am Philip Allen Miller, I was born in what was then a small village called Alphington on the outskirts of Exeter in the County of Devon. Sadly the village has been taken over by the urban sprawl and is now very much a suburb of Exeter....

My first school was the village primary school where I attended until the age of 11. Having failed my 11+ I was sent to John Stocker Secondary Modern School for Boys in Exeter. An excellent school and I was enjoying my time there until 1949 when my family moved to Bristol. My last year at school was spent in Bristol at Alexandra Park Secondary Modern, Fishponds, Bristol. The only good thing that came out of that final year was meeting the girl who was later to become my wife!
To be a Farmers Boy!

It was my ambition to be involved in farming in one form or another but was declined a place at an agricultural college.     
I left school in Bristol, aged 15 and started at North Cadbury Court, on the 28th December 1950.
	

	North Cadbury Court, Somerset



North Cadbury Court
I enrolled into the YMCA British Boys for British Farms scheme to get practical experience before hopefully entering agricultural college. Whilst my grandfather was a farmer, by then retired, my father was not and in those days you either had to have a father employed in agriculture or have two years practical experience before the college would consider your application. So I went for the two years practical.


I recall arriving by bus from Bristol at the ‘Cat Ash’ pub in North Cadbury and walking to North Cadbury Court in the dark, and got there in time for the evening meal. I was met by the Wardens One whose name was McIver the other name escapes me. Much like the army, I was kitted out with WWII battle dress, boots etc.

I was introduced to my dormitory and remember getting into a bed full of holly leaves, induction for the new boy. 

I spent the first week or so doing chores, cutting sandwiches for the boys going out to farms each day, cleaning wash rooms and dorms. 

Getting in the practical


I was eventually placed on the training farm with Mr T***** at Compton Pauncefoot. There was already one lad on the farm who was at the end of his training he told me of a way to get to the farm across the fields cutting off quite a bit of road.  The next day we set off at some ungodly hour on a bitter freezing January morning in the pitch black to walk across the fields to the farm. This was the last day at Turners for my companion so I had to memorise the route as from then on in total darkness I was to find my own way.

 I was impressed at Mr T's set up; it was primarily a dairy farm with a pedigree herd of Ayrshire’s. Besides the farmer there were three other men on the farm but the only contact I really had was with the cowman, a nice harmless sought of a country chap little or no education, he was in his 40’s and lived with his mother in the village. He was I believe a little scared of Mr T who proved to have quite a temper.
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	A typical Ayrshire Cow – dehorned
in the 50’s many Ayrshires retained their attractive upswept horns



Making a man of me!

On my first week at the 'Training' farm Mr T hit me with a stick in my back because at the age of 15 weighing 9 stone and 5' 6" tall I couldn't carry a one and a quarter hundred weight sack of feed up a vertical ladder..............neither could any of the men, it was done to make an example of me as there was never any real intention to store feed in the loft in that way. There was lifting tackle available.
The trainee that I replaced, who had walked me to the farm on my first morning, was a very large strong chap, much older than me I was a boy and T***** wanted a man but didn't want to pay a mans wage................I stuck it out however and would not let him win. After a while he realised he wasn't going to get the better of me and that I could work just as hard as any of his regular workers, he became more amicable and we eventually became quite friendly. However as the days went by I often saw him vent his temper. 

In later years I learnt that whilst taking his wife shopping, he was involved in a head on collision with a lorry on the A303 near Wincanton. Both he and his wife who was a lovely lady were killed.

By coincidence, many years later whilst working as Regional Distribution Manager for the Brewers, Bass, my office moved to Yeovil and with my family I came to live in the village of Charlton Horethorne, quite close to their farm and North Cadbury, I often paid a visit to their grave in the village churchyard.  

I do not recall at any time being shown by Mr T anything that would identify him today as an ‘On The Job Instructor’ What training I had was given by the cowman. I quickly learnt how to use the milking machine, clean the equipment and the dairy. The rest of my time was spent cleaning out, feeding, cutting kale by hand when it was frozen into the ground, helping shovelling loads of sugerbeet pulp from railway trucks at Evercreech station. Cutting and carrying hay and generally helping around the farm. I was never allowed any tractor experience or other machinery. However this did not unduly bother me as I had driven tractors on friend’s farms for years before. I was kept busy and at 15 years of age it was all an adventure.  

 Mrs T*****, a lovely Lady

 Mrs T was a lovely lady, very caring who fed me and the second lad who joined after a while, a very large lunch each day which more than made up for the North Cadbury haversack rations of bread and jam that were usually devoured after milking when the others went for breakfast. The T*****s allowed us to eat at the same kitchen table which wasn’t the case in my later experiences.      
	The Stable Block at North Cadbury with dining hall above. In the stables bellow we hung up our wet gear to dry and scrub the mud off our boots before applying ‘Dubbin’.
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After work at North Cadbury


 Arriving back at North Cadbury each evening the first chore was to clean our kit in the stables ready for the next day. Wash & brush up and join all the other lads for our evening meal. There were a couple of evenings when we were given talks, and once shown a training films which I enjoyed. Sadly these were few and far between and constituted the only theoretical training I was to receive. I do recall however visiting a local farm run by a lady farmer to see cheese making in progress. This lady was something to do with the North Cadbury Farm/estate and was one of our speakers. I believe she was also one of the more enlightened trainers. Most evenings, as it was deep winter, were spent sitting around, talking or playing table tennis, no TV then. Sunday evening was Family Circle; we each took it in turn to choose a hymn. Everybody got on well, I do not remember any trouble and I suppose there could have been because we were a very mixed bunch, perhaps the farm work left us too tired to cause trouble!                                                                                                                                                      
Time off

 Saturday afternoons were eagerly anticipated. We finished work mid-day and with our shilling was it? Off to the bright lights of Yeovil. Once there we had nothing to spend much so it was a wander around the shops. On a couple of times we got to the cinema, must have had some money from home. One or two of the boys were given unofficial pocket money by the farmer, not many and not me.
Goodbye North Cadbury - My first placement

Time came for me to be placed on a farm as an employee; I was told that I was to be placed on a farm where I would live in as one of the family. I was driven to a Mr. F** at East Morden near Wareham in Dorset. On the way we stopped off to see the Public Schoolboy who had been placed on a farm a few weeks earlier. Whilst the BBBF man was talking to the farmer the lad showed me around his placement farm. It was fantastic, probably one of the most up to date farms for that era, I was most envious and thought mine might be similar……I was soon to be disillusioned!

  I arrived at the farm and was met by Farmer F** together with a very nice lady who I later learnt was his sister and a young woman with a baby who was his niece. It was a very warm and cosy thatched farmhouse, a big log fire in the grate. Together with the man from BBBF I was shown my room which was again warm and comfortable, a fire in the hearth had been lit and I had a large double bed with an old fashioned feather mattress. I was asked if I was happy with the set up and I could hardly say no! It all seamed very cosy, home from home.
Economic with the Truth

But it was a big trick to deceive the BBBF man into thinking this was where I was to be placed…………..It wasn’t so.

I slept at this farm one night only, the following morning I was taken to the lodgings that F** had intended for me all along and to a totally different remote farm to work that he also owned. The lodging was an awful dirty little cottage, the home of his niece whom I had met earlier, the baby and her husband. The husband who clearly resented my presence, I saw only once or twice as he was a technician in the RAF working on the ‘Berlin Air Lift’ which was in full swing at the time. There was no electric light in the cottage, cooking was by a paraffin cooker that filled the place with fumes and smoke! No water, that had to be fetched in a bucket from a well. A tin bath on the floor. A privy up the garden that could be smelt a mile away. No bedroom as such, just a bed on the landing. It was so cold that at night I used the floor mat as a bedcover.
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	This is an up market version of the only means of cooking provided at my lodgings. In fact it was the most sophisticated kitchen appliance in the cottage. 


Not to be defeated


Again I was not going to be defeated, I told North Cadbury, and they asked if I wanted to move, foolishly I said I would stick it out for a while if they were going to place me again I expected something better than this. I was told I would be visited initially but nothing happened and there was no further follow up for ages and then only at my instigation.

The farm was about one mile from the cottage. A dairy farm of sorts, all hand milking, I did have some hand milking experience, my mother had taught me! As a child she and her sisters each had to hand milk the cows before school each day. I worked hard, did my best, winter was coming to an end and things were looking brighter. Pay was only forthcoming when I asked for it and then never the full amount always giving the excuse it was for my keep paid to his niece.
No Landlady No food

I arrived home one evening and there was no sign of my landlady just her small dog and cats that had been shut in the house all day and what a mess. No note, nothing. She didn’t return that night. There was no food in the house, nothing. I went to work the next morning and Farmer F** eventually turned up and told me his niece was staying at her mothers at Blandford Forum for a few days. She must have returned at some time as the dog and cats were removed but not their mess but still no note for me. She in fact did not return for weeks. She was staying with her mother whilst her husband was in Berlin as the cottage was too cold for her and the baby.

Stranger than fiction


The farm where I was working was not occupied by Mr F**, he lived with his sister where I was first taken on arrival from North Cadbury, only his estranged wife lived in the house and she was clearly unwell. Horrible noises emitted from the house.

On one occasion I saw her wandering around the fields in freezing wet conditions, completely bedraggled dressed only in her night dress. It was like something from a Thomas Hardy novel, after all this was Dorset!

Of the other employees on the farm only one would give me the time of day! Two men and a woman who did the milking saw me as a threat and never once acknowledged my cheery good morning, in fact it became a bit of fun trying to get them to speak. Twice I was accused of theft, one for steeling a pig!! The other for stealing a toy model tractor. The pig had died and the pigman had buried it but told nobody [just what was I going to with a pig even though it would have been at home in my lodgings!] The model tractor was resolved; apparently a new David Brown tractor that had just been delivered was supposed to have a model tractor in the toolbox, a corporate gift from the dealership. It wasn’t there so the ‘boy’ had stolen it….In fact later that day the Rep from the tractor suppliers turned up and had the model with him in his hand………….Farmer F**was stood next to me when the Rep gave it to him but was not man enough to apologise for either  accusations. Yes it was stranger than fiction; Thomas Hardy could have had a field day with these folk!! Did anyone from BBBF vet this farm before my placement or were they shown his sister’s farm which was a first class set up, I wonder.

A breakfast if I was lucky.


With the departure of my landlady to Blandford, the only hot meal I was getting was an occasional breakfast. After milking some mornings Mr F** drove me to a small holding situated in the middle of nowhere. We had to drive across fields to get to it. This was the home of a youngish woman who I believe was his lady friend. She cooked us a big breakfast, again on a valour paraffin stove with oven, a much more sophisticated job than we had in the cottage.  In the evening I mustered up what food I could, did my own washing of sorts until one day Mr F’s sister took my washing for me. In many ways I was quite happy fending for myself.

Village life for me was none existent, no youth club or any other group; still only 15 years of age I was too young for the pub! I went regularly to church, if only for a warm. Even there I felt an outsider. Later my father put my bicycle on the train for me so then I was able to get around under my own steam.


The routine continued, Mr F** imported some pedigree Guernsey heifer calves from Guernsey which he intended showing, these were my pride & joy I was bringing then on. I did quite a bit of tractor work. We were also doing quite a lot of land reclamation with a grant from the Ministry, so I was kept busy.

No pay and no time off



Since leaving North Cadbury I had not had a day off. The last time I saw my family in fact was at Christmas, before I joined North Cadbury and Easter was fast approaching. I asked If I could have a couple of days off…………………………………..Farmer F** was not a happy man. I might as well have asked for the Crown Jewels. I was told NO in no uncertain terms. I was way out of pocket in wages, so I decided to call it a day. Farmer F** did his best to make me feel bad at leaving him in the lurch, he even said that he treated me like a son and one day he would leave me the farm!, a bit like being told I’ve won first prize in a ‘Readers Digest’ prize draw! I Phoned North Cadbury, The tale I had to tell, I don’t somehow think they believed me, perhaps they did.


If I ever wanted pay I had to always ask and it always was the cause of a lecture on how hard up he was and what a useless lot my generation were! A large lump of my pay when I did get it was withheld as rent for my non existent landlady....and I was supposed to have been living in with the family.

Although I exchanged letters with my parents every week, I didn’t tell them the truth, always that I was having a good time.

Time for a move


I never did get home for Easter. North Cadbury collected me and took me to Upper Yarrow Farm in the village of Mark on the Somerset levels. This was with a Mr & Mrs Austin Fisher and their children Edwin and Josephine. This was a family live in job with certain restrictions. I had a lovely clean bedroom, my washing was done and I was very well fed. But I was not allowed to use the bathroom; I was not allowed to wash in the house at all. There was a galvanised and half timbered lean too at the side of the house the lower boards had in places rotted away so that the wind howled through the gaps in the boards. This was the wash house, now disused except for my ablutions and somewhere to hang wet gear, halters etc. The only tap was cold water. I was given a tin bowel, a towel and a bar of soap. The wash house was also the approach to the backdoor so afforded no privacy whatsoever. I was still 15 so still quite sensitive to such matters!  I had to use an outside loo but cannot now remember where it was located!

How I overcame the use of the Bathroom


I did ask to use the bathroom but was told, it was for the family, I was to strip wash in the outhouse However I quickly overcame the problem. It was the custom for the family to have their weekly bath Sunday afternoons, then in the evening they would put on their Sunday best and go visiting relations in the winter or in the summer they would sit in the car on the front at Burnham on Sea. They would leave the bathroom dripping with condensation, wet towels everywhere and with plenty of hot water from the Aga; it left the path clear for me to have a quick dip without compromising the evidence. So I had at least one hot bath a week and felt no guilt whatsoever in breaking the house rules. 


Little Jack Horner but plenty of grub!

Meals were taken in a large kitchen with the family and often visitors sat around the enormous farmhouse table, except for me; I had to sit at a small table in the corner with my backs to them. The silly think about this was although I was little Jack Horner sat in the corner, they would involve me in their conversation, so I would respond through the back of my head……….  Apart from that I was well looked after, if anything over fed. Farm cured bacon, cream off the top of the churn on the cornflakes, Mrs Fisher won prizes galore for her cakes and what with our own cider, no wonder I am overweight today!



The farm had no electricity. Evenings were spent sitting around the kitchen table talking and helping the children with their homework. With the Aladdin paraffin lamps and the warmth of the ever efficient Aga it was quite homely.

A small dairy farm

The farm itself was a dairy farm and typical of a lot of small farms in the area at that time. Farms that I doubt would provide much of a living, indeed in those days the Fishers seemed to be totally dependant on the arrival of the milk cheque as I was in the hope of getting some pocket money. Much like Mr. Farmer F, it required an approach from me to get any pay at all and sometimes I waited weeks with no pocket money whatsoever. For some years now the farmhouse has been a private dwelling, divorced from agriculture.


Compared to modern day standards the farm could be described as a bit of a muddle. It was broken down into three units. The Fishers lived at Upper Yarrow Farm where we had limited buildings and storage. A couple of miles down the road at the far end of Mark Causeway was the home of Mr & Mrs Fisher senior, retired. A field away from their house was an open fronted cowshed, and a Dutch barn together with the land. When I arrived there was no roadway to these buildings or a fresh water supply. Water for the cattle had to be taken in milk churns. One of the major tasks I was involved in was building a road and laying in a water supply. 

That done we milked by oil lamps for lighting and a petrol driven motor for the milking machine………..when the milking machine was used. [Mr. Fisher had a habit of changing from machine milking to hand milking and back again at a drop of a hat, this played havoc with the poor cows and subsequent production but such was the way this farm was run]. 

The Somerset Levels

The third unit consisted of a series of rented fields scattered around Mark Moor. Some of these were rented long term others rented annually for grass keep. Because of the quagmire conditions on the Somerset levels in winter the dairy herd were kept in and tied up throughout this period, such was the practice locally. In the summer because of the scattered nature of the fields the herd had to be driven in the old drovers fashion to the next fields, this could be two or more miles at times quite hairy.
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	No driving licence!
I recall being sent ahead with the tractor towing the portable milking bail along the busy and populated Mark Causeway. I was still 15 so it was highly illegal for me to drive the tractor on the highway! I was about as tall as Mr. Fisher so they dress me in his smock and cap as a disguise, not very convincing but imagine my surprise as I passed the Butchers shop somebody called out ‘morning Austin!’………of course the leg pulling started, everyone saying it was the village Bobby.


A typical Fordson Standard as we used


Milking Bail


With the cattle miles away from the farm on the Somerset Levels, we went to the cows rather than the cows coming into us for milking. We used a portable Simplex milking bail. This was an all steel construction on sledge type runners for dragging around the fields and a removable pair of wheels for road use. It had its own petrol engine to power the milking machines. The churns and feed we took with us in a trailer towed behind the car. This was alright during fine weather but it had limited cover, the cows were under whilst in the bail and kept dryer than us. On one occasion we were just coming to the end of afternoon milking when an almighty thunder storm developed. The last cow was still in the bail finishing her feed supplement when the heavens opened, we rushed to the car a few feet away for shelter. There was lightening flashing all around us and thunder claps seemed directly overhead. When it cleared a little we went back to the bail only to find the poor cow, one of our best, dead, the bail had been struck by lightening. The chain around her back end which held her into the bail had burnt right into body. There is no doubt that had we taken shelter in the bail rather than the car then we would certainly have suffered the same fate.

Cider Making

	Highlight of the year for Mr. Fisher and the locals was the annual cider making. We had several acres of orchard and the apples were left until they fell. We would then pick them up into a trailer, cow pats and all; Mr Fisher said they gave it body! The cider press was next door and pressing the apples was a communal affair. The press was very old and designed to be screwed down by a long heavy beam which was pulled by a horse walking around in a circle. With no horses on the farm we all lined up along the beam and walked it around, gradually squeezing out the juice into a big wooden trough.


Our neighbour with the press was a small holder and kept a few pigs. On one occasion a sow broke out of her sty during the night and found her way to the trough full of the pressed apple juice…….was she ever ill! 


The cider was stored in large barrels (butts) at Upper Yarrow. On Sunday mornings the locals would arrive on their pushbikes with two stone jars hanging from the handle bars. They would spend the morning drinking their fill and chatting before wobbling their way back to the village with their replenished stock. 

One unfortunate incident involved an elderly recluse who lived alone in a tumble down isolated cottage way out on Mark Moor. He was missing for a couple of days when somebody found his bike propped up against a field gate and his leather trousers belt slung over the top of the gate. His body was in the rhyne (ditch) with his trousers around his ankles. He had overdone the cider and was taken short on his way home and had toppled backwards into the ditch and drowned. 

A similar fate befell the landlord of the village pub. He had left the bar to pen up his poultry for the night but didn’t return. Searchers found him drowned in a deep rhyne. It appeared he used a railway sleeper as a footbridge over the rhyne to his paddock, he slipped and fell in. Dangerous stuff is Somerset Cider! I guess we sold more cider than the village pub; as far as I am aware there was no restriction on it in those days, if their was I was not aware but having said that, I was never allowed in the cellar on these Sunday morning sessions nor wanted to.
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Drowned Mutton


One scam that took place and I believe illegally, although in my presence it was always referred to in hushed terms, was ‘Drowned Mutton’.  To explain. The Somerset levels are in the main below sea level; therefore all the fields are surrounded by rhynes (ditches) always full of water. It was not uncommon for dogs to worry sheep and sheep being sheep would crowd into a corner of the field. It was inevitable therefore for one or two to finish up in the rhyne and drown. That was the theory. A carcass quickly recovered was quite sound but of no use or so it was said but quickly dressed a nice fat lamb was fine for the table and no questions asked. The one unanswered question however, did it always drown? Certainly we eat rather a lot of lamb [mutton],and good it was, but we didn’t keep sheep!

A leg of mutton was also used to condition the cider. It was hung inside the barrel on a copper wire until it was no more! 

Rayballing


A local delicacy was eel pie. The deep rhynes around the farm were ideal breeding grounds for eels. I was taught the local way of catching them. I am not sure of the spelling but it is called ‘Rayballing’. A long withy stick is cut and on the end is attached earth worms threaded through with wool and made into a bunch. That forms the fishing rod as it were. Next a short tin bath with a long stout pole is passed through the bath handles at each end and is secured with string. The tin bath is floated on the surface of the water whilst the other end is rammed firmly into the bank. The rod is held with the worms just below the surface and along side the floating bath. As the eels attempt to take a worm the rod is quickly pulled out of the water and over the bath where the eel is shaken off and lands in the bath tub.

BBBF Family Circle 


Whilst at Mark I had a staff visitor from North Cadbury whose name escapes me. He told me he was organising a Family Circle Gathering at Brent Knoll as there were a number of boys in the vicinity and he was trying to bring us together. I decided to go along and used to cycle on a Sunday evenings to the gatherings. I suppose there were eight or ten who attended it was a friendly little gathering and a chance to swap yarns.



My first Motor Bike BSA Bantam 125cc

One big advantage at Mark was that when I did get a part day off (never a full day, always had to do the morning milking first!) I was able to cycle to the Fox & Goose on the A38 at Brent Knoll and catch a bus home to Bristol. 
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It was on one of these visits that I learnt that our local district nurse who lived a few doors from by parents had graduated to her first car and had her 2-stroke BSA Bantam motorbike for sale. The deal was done. The wicker basket was removed from the back and it looked a little more masculine! I retuned to the farm on the bus and my father sent the motorbike by rail to Highbridge.  Mr Fisher kindly hooked the trailer onto the car and off we set to the station to collect the machine. We couldn’t wait to get it home and like a couple of kids, with no thought of tax, insurance or driving licence, we had to try it out. We stopped in a quiet lane on Mark Moor on the way back to the farm and unloaded the bike. Mr Fisher reckoned he was a bit of an expert so with him up front and me pillion we set off. Lanes on the Somerset Levels have deep water filled rhynes both sides of the road and also have a lot of tight right angle bends as they follow the boundaries of fields. One such bend came upon us rather quickly; we lost control and finished up in the rhyne. Mrs. Fisher blew her top when the pair of us returned home soaking wet, covered in smelly stagnant mud and a motor bike that looked as if it had spent its entire life in the bottom of a ditch!

Job Searching


Whilst I was reasonably happy, things were not all milk and honey at Mark, The constant wait for just part of my pay was a nightmare, the farm in today’s climate would have long since gone to the wall. There was no plan as such; no records were kept, the farm was run on a ‘management by crisis’ basis. I certainly wasn’t learning much about farming, other than how not to do it. So it came time for me to leave the Fishers.

This time I decide that I would find employment myself rather than contact North Cadbury. I placed an advertisement in the Farmers Weekly and was inundated with replies; letters kept arriving at my parent’s home for a month at least. In all some 50 plus replies arrived and I replied to them all. I really didn’t know what to do for the best. Having been disenchanted with the two previous farms I was in two minds as to whether or not to forget farming. I knew it would not be long before I would be called up for National Service. I also seriously thought about joining the Navy. My life long pal Malcolm was onboard the aircraft carrier HMS Eagle having a great time judging by the letters I had from him. He was encouraging me to give it a go and I actually got as far as filling in the paperwork and walking to the post-box, then changed my mind. (Dissuaded by a skirt)
So it was back to the mound of letters. I spent hours drawing up a short list, some were very inviting, others less so or told me very little, the oddest one simply said ‘I want a young chap willing to work’ and was written in a very childish hand. Concerned as I was that National Service was now not far away and I wanted to be at home when I was called up, I decided I would respond to a letter from a Mr. Cryer who had a farm at Downend on the Northern outskirts of Bristol, just a few miles from my home. If I got the job I could live at home and travel to and fro by push bike, so I went for it.

Downend Farm

Downend was once a village but by the early 50’s it was very much a middle class suburb of Bristol. The farm acreage was almost completely bordered by housing, a market garden and a cemetery. Downend Farm was a dairy farm. The farm buildings had seen better days but it was clear to see that the farms days were numbered and it would have been pointless modernising. Building development was going ahead at a pace all around the Bristol boundaries but none more so in this area. The Cryer’s were a very nice family with two young children. I was happy working here. I was able to live at home, all the home comforts, hot baths again became the norm. I was able to meet up again with my friends, girls joined the agenda and I had the best of both worlds, working on the farm and enjoying the benefit of City life should I so desire.

A City Farm Worker


Living in the suburb of Fishponds and yet working in the country had a strange twist to it. For sure I was the only farm worker living in the area! My friends thought it odd. The most vivid memory I had was going to work on Christmas day morning. I did the morning milking and Mr Cryer the afternoon. I recall leaving home on my push bike at about 5 a.m. and cycling out through Fishponds and Downend. Normally this would have been a bustle of activity with the City waking up. But at time that I did this everywhere was totally silent, not a soul to be seen, no milkmen, no postmen, no early workmen’s buses, just me on my bike, so silent was it that it was almost eerie but at the same time peaceful. So different from today! I half expected to meet Father Christmas and Rudolph around the next corner!
Rather than being jealous of everyone else tucked up in their warm beds I felt privileged to have the City to myself for just a short while. A few houses would have their bedroom lights on as the children woke early to see what Santa had brought them.

It might sound silly but I enjoyed milking on Christmas morning, for some reason there was always a crisp white frost with clean fresh air, the sort of morning I enjoy and the cows seemed to sense the occasion and behaved themselves perfectly. As I went about the milking I could see the lights in the nearby houses gradually coming on as Christmas day was dawning for the rest of the population. Milking over, cleaning out and feeding around was usually all done by 10am. Then it was home for a hot bath and a start to the Christmas festivities with my family………..then back to a repeat performance on Boxing Day!
	[image: image9.jpg]



	William the Bull


An experience I well remember involves the Bristol Brabazon and a bull. The Brabazon was a prototype aircraft built by the Bristol Aircraft Company and was, still is, the biggest aircraft ever to have been built in this country. It was powered by eight massive engines. It was a giant of a thing, so much so that a village was demolished at the end of the runway to accommodate its requirements. It was years ahead of its time but was never a viable proposition so only one was built. The airfield was only a short distance as the crow flies from Downend. We had on the farm a large Friesian bull by the name of ‘William Royal Ensign’ just like the one in the photo. Each morning I would hook a pole into his nose ring and exercise him around the orchard. This particular morning William was enjoying his walk when in the distance I could hear the roar of the Brabazon’s engines, the giant aircraft slowly appeared over the rooftops of the houses in front of us. William stopped in his tracks and my blood ran cold, I expected him to take off at any minute, I could imagine him rampaging through the gardens along Badminton Road with me being dragged along on the end of the pole…………I held onto the pole for dear life as William started to paw the ground with his foot sending up clouds of dust, any second now I thought, but then he calmly watched the aircraft fly overhead at about 300ft. above us, the noise was deafening, William turned his head as it went past and followed it out of sight and then he calmly walked on…was I relieved. I gave him extra rations that day!

	Footnote:
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The Bristol Type 167 Brabazon was a large airliner, designed by the Bristol Aeroplane Company to fly transatlantic routes from the United Kingdom to the United States. The prototype was delivered in 1949, only to prove a commercial failure when airlines felt the plane was too large and expensive to be useful. Despite its size, comparable to a Boeing 767, it was designed to carry only 100 passengers, albeit in roomy conditions not generally found on modern aircraft. In the end, only a single prototype was flown; it was broken up in 1953 for scrap, along with an uncompleted second fuselage.
	


 Marking the end of me as a ‘Farmers Boy’



By 1953 I had given up the idea of going on to agricultural college; I had applied for a course which was apparently already ‘full’. I was still considering a service career and so I thought I would see what National Service had to offer before committing myself to signing on. I had by then registered for National Service and passed my medical A1. Just before Christmas my little brown OHMS envelope arrived with instructions to report to the Training Depot of the Gloucestershire Regiment on the 21st. January 1954.

Well not quite the end for after National Service I trained as an Agricultural Engineer…………..
PAGE  
1

