THE SMITH, A MIGHTY MAN

Frederick Thomas Phillipson is 76 years of age, and
like many people who have been active all their life,
he finds 1t a litthe difficult 10 put down the tools of his
job and go into retirement. When | met Mr Phillipson
at his homwe ‘Anvilie’, in the village of Alvingham, near
Louth. there was hitle difficulty in locating him, because
I ‘homed in' on the sound of hammer beats on iron
He stll has his favounte anvil in the workshop which
he has built on 10 his bungalow since retiring, just down
the lane from the village forge where he spent all his
working life from the age of 14.

Horse power meant what st savs in those days; a man's
sucCess 10 the farming community was measared very
often by the number of horses emuloved on the farm
“A 12-horse farm or a three-horse farm is how they
used 1o class the places in those days; I dow’t know how
many acres some of my customers wsed to farm™, recalled
Mr Phillipson. “Most of the work was shocing horses,
althowgh 1 got a good but of repair work for the
agricultural machinery—ploughs, grass reapers and
binders. Mind you, we had to go out 1o the farms 1o
thoe the working horses, as much a1 twice a week to
the same farm sometimes. Horses working on the land
were only shod m the fromt, whilit those working on
the roads were shod all yound. The regulations called
for a full 1et of shoes only for those working on the
hard roads, so there was a fair bit of economy around,
but no problems about M.O.T, certificates! Nevertheless,
they really looked after their horiee™

“But they weren't oll angels, them hovies, by any
means. The ones that had to work hard looked formard
to a quiet rest wating for the blackomith it was

the ponies and the “riders’ that used to play up e bit
Some of them could be pretty nasty. You see, there was

no picking end choosing about thoeing hories; you
had to do them all, good-uns and dad-unc I had to
Qive it up for a bit at 65, because one or two of them
got the better of me; no bonesr broken, but wot very
pleasant for a ferwe days after you had been wrestling
with e few niding ponies that were only wsed onece or
twice a week; fed on hard food, and ready to have a
go if they got half e chanee”.

How did you manage? 1 asked, “You had to be firm
but quiet. A horse knew when you were scared of him;
o firmuess, don't loose your temper, kindnest when if
wai desevved; that seemed to do the trick™.

How did you get about in those days: did you ride
a lot? “Never been on a saddle in my Life” he said
“First | kad a bike, then I sort of graduated to a motor-
bike, a belt driven job. But I wever rode the horses”

If you spend a good part of vour life heaving horses
hoofs into position for a major repair job, and hent
double at the same time, surelv this must be the one
b of work designed to bring on vremature hack-ache?
“Never had g spot of trouble with the old back . ., . [
could shoe all day, we often did, and I never knew [
hed @ back. The only people who wied to have what
they call thewe deyr ‘dipped dired’ were those who
retired from work!™

Mr Phillioson does not apvear 1o be in the running
as far as retising from work &5 concermed. He could
capture the market with hoot scrapers, pokers and
omamental fireside sete. One of his specialities is the
wrought-iron, shepherd crook, twin  horse-shoe,
wellington hoot pulloff combined unit. Tt"s made with
the hard sweat of lahour, and dedication to the joh

Ray Drury
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District mourns
a real.character




