
here can now be few able to recall the
thousands of live cattle which arrived

regularly from Canada and the Argentine,
when Liverpool was a great port and
refrigeration was in its infancy.

| was a mere child of twelve-and-a-half at
the time of which | write and because of war
casualties after the first battle of the Somme,
many schools in and around Manchester
were converted into military hospitals. As a
result children had to be sent to those
schools unsuitable for conversion and this,
aggravated by shortage of teachers, brought
education of the young on to a part-time
basis very quickly.
From the age of eight, | became obsessed

by a great love of cattle and | would take every
opportunity to be around the farm of our local
dairyman and when the schools combined,|was most often to be found at the farm and
not at school. As a result my academic
learning suffered, as did my small bottom.
Parental punishment failed to cure this

infatuation and by some means not known to
myself, arrangements were made for me to
work on a large cattle farm, on a bed and
board basis. Later | learned that it was the
largest of its kind in the Northern Counties.
So it was that on a cold, damp winter day,|was sent on the old Cheshire Lines Railway

from Manchester to Warrington, there to be
collected by a youth only a few years older
than myself. He had first been to the Greenall
Whitley brewery with a flat lorry drawn bya
heavy shire horse, for brewer's grain, a
substance | soon learned which was fed to
cattle. | was hoisted on to the wet grain and
told to make myself comfortable with only a
sack as insulation from the steaming barley.
The smell of brewer's grain remains with me
to this day and | often wonder if this
experience contributed to my dislike of beer
throughout my life, even though, forty-five
years later | became a licensee.

My companion informed me that the farm
to which we were going was near the village
of Stretton, about five miles outside the
town. Little did | comprehend at that moment
how well | was to get to know that five miles.
Hillside Farm, was a large modern house -

at least modern by the standards prevailing
at that time, though it had no electricity and
lighting was by oil lamps.
Mrs. Tickle, wife of the owner of the

establishment greeted me; a young matron
of what | then imagined to be about middle
age. | was welcomed with a substantial meal
and tea from the largest teapot | had ever
seen. The meal was served in a large
farmhouse kitchen at a huge deal table
scrubbed snow-white and in my state of
shyness the place seemed to be full of
servant maids coming and going about the
place. Later | learned there were only three,
plus a woman who came in from the village.
All meals were consumed at that table by

Mr. and Mrs. Tickle and the people who
worked on the farm - except for tea on
Sunday when the master and his wife were
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served in the drawing room, prior to
attendance at church - a service at which all
members of the household were expected to
appear.
During the course of that first meal, Mrs.

Tickle informed me of the routine of the
house - instruction in my work was to come
later. The boys were called at four-thirty in
the morning, breakfast was served at seven
and dinner at noon. Tea was placed under
the outside veranda for the workers to help
themselves - hence the large teapot - and |

soon found that the beverage was
accompanied by a large cake from which you
could cut what was required.
Evening meals were served at six-thirty

and all boys were expected to be in bed by
nine-thirty. No evening meal was served on
Sundays. Instead, accompanied by one of the
maids, you could select anything from the
pantry, which was large and filled with
meats, cheeses, home-made jams and
pickles and, for me, best of all - large home-
made loaves of bread and fresh farm butter.|
was not underfed at home for we always had
good plain food and plenty of it, but in the
latter months it had become restricted and
rationed. There was no shortage at this
establishment however, the meat all being
home killed.

It was the second morning before I met Mr.
Tickle. He did not look at all the farmer |

imagined, his clothes being more of the type
worn by business men, while his manner
was brusque and direct. During my second
day’s breakfast he told me my duties which
were, after morning ablutions in the
downstairs scullery, totake a hurricane lamp
- a number were kept on hooks under the
outside veranda - and go to the U shippon
where Terry, the senior lad, would show me
how to feed my quota of beasts — never less
than one hundred. After that, together with
the other boys, the same beasts were to be
mucked-out and if necessary, fresh bedding
straw laid. After that we returned to the
house for a wash and breakfast, at which
meal Grace was always said.
After breakfast, mucking-out had to be

completed and the cattle released fromthe U

shippon into the yard. The next task was to
wash and clean out the feeding trough and
where necessary replace the salt licks. When
the cattle were all well watered in the yard
they were returned to the shed. A similar
procedure went on at the Round House,
except that these beasts were not chained
but walked loose, treading their muck into
the straw, which was removed only after
several months, fresh straw being added
over the soiled bedding about every second
or third day. When the time came for the
muck to be removed, the appalling smell can
be imagined. Mr. Tickle finished by telling me
that | would take my instructions from Terry,
who was a nephew and aged about eighteen.
Before breakfast that first morning, | had
risen with the other boys - we slept in two
attic rooms at the very top of the house, in

eyed and
good beds with good clean bedding - and at
Terry's suggestion | had come down with
them and tried to familiarize myself with the
general lay-out of the yard.
The whole household lived, talked and

thought cattle from the moment of rising
until falling wearily into bed. Even then we
were not always finished as | learned during
my second night.

| woke at what hour | never knew, to hear
the voice of Mr. Tickle calling from some
other part of the house: “Charles! There be a
calf loose, go down and put it in.”

| could now hear its bleating and pulling on
some clothes and quietly going down the
back stairs into the kitchen, found a lamp
turned low but burning and went into the
back scullery. | pulled my hobnailed boots on
to bare feet and then throwing an old
raincoat over my shoulders, went in search
of the straying calf. After about thirty
minutes - which at that time seemed to be
hours - | located the little beast, stuck fast in
the farm midden. By the time the animal was
released | was covered in as much muck as
the calf. Unsure where to pen it, | putitin an
old empty pigstye and returned to the back
scullery to remove the stinking muck which
covered my legs, arms and most of my
clothing. Duly washed, | returned to my room
completely naked to find my three
companions sound asleep, as was the whole
house.

It was on the fourth day that | was
introduced to cattle-droving. We were
informed the previous evening that a
consignment of Argentine cattle - "as wild
as hell” my companions informed me -were
to be collected early on the following
morning.
Hurriedly doing our routine chores, except

the mucking out, we joined the farm
ploughman and another old man, who drove
two knacker carts for picking up the
casualties - the lame, the sick and the dying -
and travelled in the dark of a December
morning to Warrington Bank Quay Station,
where the cattle pens were situated. As we
leftthe farm | saw that the four Border Collies
were trotting along with us, as if they knew
the purpose of our going. How useful they
were to be | was yet to learn.

Nearing the station cattle-yard, the lowing
and complaining of the beasts could be
distinctly heard. When a little time later we
released them after their long term of
imprisonment, they were suspicious and
cautious, sniffing and pawing the stone setts
of the pens into which they had been turned.
The poor creatures were a wretched lot after
their long sea voyage. Most of them were
wild-eyed and hungry, carrying little flesh
and looking just skin and bone. Our first job
was to give them water, whilst Terry
examined each pen for the cows, which
would be in need of milking - unless a calf
had survived and had been suckled. On some
occasions a calf would be dropped during the
course of the journey from Liverpool and,
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maybe, found dead in the truck. There were
other occasions when a heifer or cow itself
would be lying dead. These animals were left
for collection by the knacker man.
The consignment was seldom less than

two hundred beasts and it was now our job to
get the herd moving out of the station yard
and through the awakening town.
Fortunately in those days there were no cars,
although we did have to take a route avoiding
the town’s tramway system and this
sometimes caused great annoyance to the
housewives, who had strung their weekly
washing across the streets. Many a stray
beast would run panic stricken as it
endeavoured to extricate itself from bed
sheets and clothing, while half a dozen or
more women would be belabouring it with
their brooms, and us with their abuse. It was
in such instances that the true value of the
dogs was most fully appreciated.

On reaching the outskirts of the town at
Stockton Brook, fresh problems arose, the
hungry animals would stop and eat the
roadside grass and break through the thorn
hedges into the fields in which other cattle
would be grazing, or standing at the hedge to
inspect the newcomers. Once the herd had
stopped it was with difficulty that they were
got moving again and we would all be
thankful when the first field of Hillside Farm
came into view, for this field was kept free for
their reception.
Mechanisation and the advantages of

electricity have utterly changed farming
methods over the last half century. Whether
the animals are ‘happier’ today, with factory
farming methods could, | suppose, be opento
debate. But there can be no possible
argument about the lot of the farm worker.
Today his life is a doddle compared with that
of his grandfather.
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