
Dear Friend, 
 
This is my first letter to you and I hope it brightens your day. 
A little insight about me, I have a husband, grown -up children (two daughters, one son) and 
two grand-children (a boy and a girl). 
I live on a busy farm in Nottinghamshire and I love the countryside, nature and crafts. My 
letters will hopefully give you a window into part of my life in the countryside. 
 
During this time of lockdown, like many people I have spent time in the garden and have 
grown vegetables and tomatoes from seed, which I’ve loved tending and caring for. The 
time spent outdoors has been a big help, when ‘normal life’ seems on hold. I wonder if 
many of you enjoyed gardening or just love the beauty the  
flowers? 
 
After a heavy downpour last night, all the grass, bushes and hedgerows were misted up with 
dew. There were many cobwebs on fences and plants that sparkled like diamonds. They 
looked so pretty. A good job I’m not scared pf spiders. 
My task this morning took me through a gate into a large field edged with Christmas trees, 
it’s slightly uphill and leads to a very old orchard, with a few trees planted a few years ago. 
There is one cherry tree, which has finished its crop for this year and they are so sour, so I 
leave those for the birds to enjoy. 
 
I filled two wicker baskets with apples, all cooking varieties, the eaters are not ready yet. 
Some I shall store, which will last us through the winter. With others I will make apple sauce 
and freeze it for future use, or use in crumbles with my other fruit. I had so many apples I 
put some in my pockets so I looked like I had been scrumping! Can you remember 
scrumping as a child? Did you get caught? 
 
I emptied my baskets back down at the farmhouse and went back up to collect more apples, 
for my Mum and Sister to use. This time I got some lovely dark Victoria plums, before the 
wasps eat them and another smaller variety of plums which are lovely for eating. Also a few 
pears were ready to be finished ripening off. The damsons will be ready soon, in perhaps a 
couple of weeks. Everything is so much earlier than it used to be, I think it is all to do with 
climate change. Lastly, I foraged some blackberries in the hedgerow, which my husband 
likes, mixed with apples in a crumble. My Mum makes amazing, gorgeous jam with the fruit, 
which we enjoy on our toast. 
 
In the orchard we keep a couple of sheep and they both have a set of twin lambs which 
were born in the Spring on the farm. We also have a very cheeky squirrel who steals the 
walnuts and hazelnuts every year. We have to be quick to beat him to the produce. 
After this morning’s drizzle the sun is shining brightly and I can see lots of bees and 
butterflies enjoying the warmth.  
As I write, we are in the middle of harvest, so my writing will change with the seasons on the 
farm, with ploughing and planting of next year’s crops still to happen. 
 
At present we still have swallows here who nest in the barn each year and they will soon be 
flying off to warmer climates and preparing themselves for that. 



Well, I now have lots of apples to sort and an evening meal to prepare so I shall leave you, 
hopefully with some pleasant thoughts and hope that I have stirred some discussions with 
you all. I will write again soon. 
 
Best wishes from the farm. 
 
 

 


