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Audio Transcript

The Heavy Horse

“I used to love to go to the West Midlands Show at Shrewsbury and see the Shire horses. I don’t know how many they had this time, but they got less and less and less every year. And they’d put their heads down and they’d start to trot, and as they did the ground would shake bom bom bom, bless their hearts they were lovely, beautiful. I mean you could work all day with a couple of Shires and you’d be as fit as a fiddle when you came home at night. They’d plod along all day from morning ‘til night.”
“But they were wonderful animals the Shire horses were like. The Clydesdales were prettier admitted, like a lot of the Clydesdales were and well we had two of those dark grey Percherons bought from somewhere in my young days I can remember, they were handsome animals and quick to work like, but the old Suffolk Punch was the most docile of all those big red horses [great big horses] oh ar. Oh they were terrible docile but good workers. ‘course horses were like people dear, there were good ‘uns and bad ‘uns.”
“When I was little there was Blackbird, Darling, Captain and Blossom. And then we had a little devil, a half-legged little mare that you used to do the scuffling with, and oh her was the wickedest little thing you ever saw in your life. She’d look at you and throw her head down and away she’d go, you know she was really wicked. You know they’re not like a Shire are they? A half-legged horse is a cross between a Shire and a pony, and they’re sort of bred that way, they’re very handy for the little jobs. And in the summer you know when the horses were out in the pasture, when they’d finished their work, and you used to turn them out in the pasture, and then tried to get them in the next morning to work, aha, that was a job. Used to be everybody in the house used to come out to start turn them in. They used to come down and they’d be so docile and they’d come down and walk down the lane to the gate, and the gate to the yard would be open and you’d just see them look, and she was always the worst, she’d look at this gate and drop her head and gallop away to go. I mean they never came over you but by god they came near you, all the way as far as they could go. They’re lovely things.

Gradually it became more mechanized, you never sold a horse, not if you could help it, I mean you replaced it with tractors and mechanism, and hence the Shire horse died, as you might say, too slow they didn’t want them anymore. But of course when I was little tractors weren’t heard of. We had the first tractor in 1930 something on our farm and it was one of those little grey ones I always think about it, Ferguson, little gun metal grey they were, lovely little tractors, course they were very small, but that was the time when we had the first one.”
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