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But Sentinel reader SUSAN SMITH (maiden name Wattau), of Findon Road, Findon
Valley, has fond childhood memories of tending the horses as they went on their

rounds. She writes:

THE biggest dairy in Worthing
in the late Forties and early
Fifties was Highfield and Oak-
lands — all horse-drawn milk
deliveries.

It had about 40 horses, but the
stable manager, or head groom, did
not like chil getting in his way.

Being ten years old, | was proba-
bly a pest, but I could not see it then.
I thought I was being helpful.

I would have done any job he
wanted me to do, so keen was 1 to
be there.

I would leap out of my bed on a
Saturday morning as soon as
possible to see my beloved horses.

There were lots of jobs to do
before the horses came back from
the rounds.

The stalls had to be cleaned out,
the big vard swept and scrubbed.

At about midday, the first horses
would start to arrive. We could hear
them getting closer and closer,
moving much faster than when
they went out in the morning - only
one thing on their minds - food!

If the milkman in charge was
agreeable, I would help unbuckle
the harness to release them from
the float.

No one had to take them to the
stalls — they knew which way to go.

Thev would amble off on their
own, across the vard, through the

big door, down a long line of stalls,
straight to their own.

Sometimes | was allowed to mix
the feeds. I would lean over the big
galvanised feed bins with my scoop,
savouring the wonderful smell, my
feet coming off the ground.

The bins were sectioned off; oats
in one, barley in another, bran in a
third. | would mix them up with a
big spoon of molasses.

The groom took over while
they were eating, removing the
harnesses, and [ would take a few of
the smaller pieces to the tack room.

Several grooms would be
bustling about with brushes and
pots of oil, making remarks like
*D1d Med will have to have another
collar, this one is rubbing him
sore”, “Marcus has a loose shoe, he
will not be able to work tomorrow"”,
and “Topper will have to do his
round”.

I was so absorbed in this exciting
place.

The horse that delivered the milk
to my house in Corfis Avenue was
Snudge. I marvelled at the way he
would walk down the road, stopping
at all the gates.

The milkman didn’t have to be on
the float. He just called to her “Get
Om" as he came down the path of his
last delivery, catching up with
her as she slowed at the next gate,

At ten years of age, I thought it
was magic,

Opposite our house was a pull-in
where the milkman and Snudge
had lunch.

Snudge would be a bit frisky com-
ing up our street, and sometimes
the milkman had to shout at her to
*Stand”, as in her eagerness to get
to the lunch stop she would creep
along the road, hoping she would
not be noticed.

On arrival at the lunch break, the
milkman would fetch the nosebag
from the back of the float amid soft
whinnying sounds.

I reaped great pleasure from
watching her eat. She would shake
the nosebag about to get the last
crumbs out of the bottom, snorting
when the dust from the feed went
up her nose.

I would then take the bucket that
hung on the back of the float to my
house to fill it up.

1 would watch her suck the water
into her mouth and then I had to
step back fast as she would lift her
head, then let the water drop over
whoever was in her way.
® Do you remember the milk horses
of bygone days? Write to Paul
Holden at 35 Chapel Road,
Worthing, BN11 1EG, or e-mail
panl holdeniatheargus.co.uk




