
         
(Letter by Mrs Lynn Ingram) 
 
 
Dear Friends       Thursday, 21st May 2020 
 
Hello everyone! My name is Lynn and I have lived in Creswell for 10 years.   
 
As you know, we are all going through a difficult time at the moment having to stay at 
home to protect ourselves and everyone else from Coronavirus.  I hope you are all fit 
and well and managing to keep occupied. 
 
I love walking and have been managing a good, brisk walk in the mornings, enjoying 
the exercise and sights and sounds of the lovely countryside we are so blessed to 
live in.   
 
For those of you who know the area, one of my favourite parts of these walks is to 
stop at the top of the village on Chatsworth Avenue, next to the old stone wall and 
look across the beautiful patchwork quilt of farm fields towards Elmton, enjoying 
nature and noticing all the sights and sounds of what is happening around me.  I 
don’t worry about what the weather is doing, so every day is different and I’d like to 
share some of my experiences with you.   
 
I look at the pictures the clouds make in the sky.  Sometimes they are lazy and move 
so slowly.  Another time they will be racing across the sky as if they have a bus to 
catch!  I feel the breeze against my face, tickling my hair. The warmth of the sun.  I 
sometimes hear the pitter-patter of rain tap-dancing a merry tune on my umbrella.  If 
the wind is from the west, in the distance I can just hear the steady hum of the traffic 
on the M1.  If the wind is from the east it can blow rather colder, there is no traffic 
noise from the M1 at all and it seems eerily silent. 
 
Sometimes there is the rumble of a tractor as a farmer ploughs up and down his 
field, the gulls and jackdaws excitedly following close behind, grabbing the worms 
and bugs that have come to the surface of the newly turned soil, an easy meal for 
them!  I hear a dog walker calling their beloved pet back with encouragement as it 
has run to fetch the ball, the whirr of the wind through wheel spokes as a group of 
chatting cyclists whizz by, a lone jogger’s feet padding along the path and panting 
breath as they pass by on their daily run……… 
 
I love nature and I never know what I will see!  One morning recently three hares 
were leaping about in the field, they all went off in different directions and as I was 
keeping very still, one actually loped across in front of me, stopping occasionally to 
feed on something tasty he’d found, then ducking through the hedge into the next 
field!  Beautiful!  I have never been so close to one before.  When they are so near 
you really appreciate how big they are.  Like a small dog!  Amazing!   
 
Some mornings this spring there have been Skylarks over the field – they are 
magical little spirits!  I am standing watching one flitting and fluttering about, singing 
its beautiful song………then suddenly it’s disappeared but I can still hear it!  How do 
they do that?  It was there in my sight a second ago!   
 



Many of the birds I see are entertaining.  A group of Lapwings (also known as 
Peewhits) grubbing about in the field, taking off and moving a few yards to another 
spot for another “fettle about” for more worms and grubs, calling to each other with 
their familiar musical “peewhit”.  Pheasants strutting about, Goldfinches with their 
colourful heads, Wagtails bobbing their tails.  Flocks of Starlings tearing about 
peoples’ lawns like gangs of hooligans up to mischief, chattering away to each other 
whilst they jab their beaks into the ground looking for tasty morsels.  Argumentative 
male Blackbirds warning others away from their territory with their “plink, plink” call.  
Sparrows gossiping with each other as they hide in the hedges.  All these birds so 
beautifully vocal.  I wonder what they are saying to each other.  Are they holding 
conversations like “not much here mate” or “ooo lovely grubs here you lot” or even a 
warning of “Buzzard at 2 o’clock, keep yer eyes open”! 
 
Around the village I’ve noticed the hedges of Hawthorn and Blackthorn blossoms 
smelling so heady, Laburnum trees so pretty with their bunches of yellow flowers 
dancing in the wind, Wisteria climbing the front of a cottage with bees buzzing 
around the pale lilac flowers, patches of bluebells with their heads bobbing in the 
breeze, trees full of stunning white through to dark pink blossoms, the new lime-
green leaves bursting open - all these things promising an amazing spring, following 
on to summer. 
 
Well dear friends, I hope my experiences have entertained you and that you enjoyed 
my descriptions!  I do not expect a reply to my letter, but if you do wish to write back, 
that would be lovely. 
 
My very best wishes to you all. 
 
Lynn 
xxx 


