
  April at Heath Farm.. 

    

 

As you may have spotted, planting finally 

finished this week. I love this time of year 

when the fields begin to look neat and 

organised. There is always a sense of relief 

when the crops go in the ground, 

especially following such a wet winter. 

Now it is on to sowing, and Sam is back 

out in the fields to sow Grass, Mustard 

and possibly even some Kale for winter 

grazing. All weather dependant, as ever in 

farming. 

Tom has been strimming the verges on 

the lane for us, as the sun encourages the 

hedgerows to thicken up and the grass to 

grow. Everything is decidedly greener, 

neater and more colourful. 

This month we have again enjoyed lots of 

home cooking delivered by our fantastic 

neighbours. The children (and Sam) are 

always delighted to see Bob heading up 

the lane with a bag of goodies to be left 

safely at the gate. How lucky we are!! 
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The cows are out enjoying the sunshine and grazing away, 

as they should be.  

The smaller ones were particularly pleased with themselves 

the other week when they made a break for freedom and 

ended up in the garden of our lovely neighbours’ 

bungalow, almost all the way to Chelford!  

That was an exciting start to the morning, trying to 

encourage them to leave the lush garden, whilst preventing 

them heading out onto the main road. Due to social 

distancing, our lovely neighbours could only look on in 

amusement from their kitchen window, as we hatched a 

plan to outwit them. Luckily, they didn’t cause too much 

mess in the garden apart from trying to eat the washing 

line and adding a little fertiliser to their lawn.  

Little Monkeys. 



 

 

 

Garden Update... 

 

 

     

In other news... our newest 

addition, Albert, arrived very 

early on the 15th. By the time 

I had got my wellies on over 

my Pyjamas, the wonderful 

Bear had done it all by herself 

and required no help from 

me, except a little clean up 

job. Unfortunately, she had 

decided the best place to 

have him was in the dusty soil 

at the bottom of the field! 

Needless to say, the children 

are delighted with the latest 

and first new lamb born here 

in more than 60 years! 

Watch this space as we add 

to our little flock x 

 

Our neighbours, Cliff and Debs, have steadily steered me in the right 

direction, providing help, guidance and being an endless source of 

information for my many garden related questions.  

Since we moved in, I have really struggled to keep on top of the huge 

garden and worried that I would be the first person to live here to let it 

go to ruin. I have, however, with much help and guidance, found my 

feet. This year, Geraniums that I kept covered over winter, have started 

to flourish once again and the Irises, that I was most kindly given last 

year by Cliff and Debs, have also come back fighting! This is a new high 

for me and I can’t tell you my delight at seeing them come back, 

knowing I did something right. 

I think I am finally finding my garden style and hope to continue under 

theirs and the families’ expert guidance, until I get my much longed for 

established (slightly wild looking) country garden. I have a feeling that 

this may be a forever project and have to say, that secretly fills me with 

joy. 

Last Summer we created a small gravelled courtyard and rebuilt the old 

wall with reclaimed bricks from old buildings. This is now one of my 

favourite spaces and I can often be found here, hiding with a glass of 

wine on a summers evening…  

 

 

Vegetables.. Not just for the 

fields 



       

Thanks to our neighbour Cliff, this last week has been spent creating a vegetable plot in the garden. I hadn’t 

planned on doing this, however… 

It was time to dig over the giant central bed. If I’m honest, I had been putting it off for some time.  

After four straight evenings of digging whilst listening to the radio, I finally achieved a weed free, turned over 

central flower bed. Along with a very stiff back. 

As we, the country, are unable to go to  garden centres to purchase shrubs to fill it (with the aim of making it 

low maintenance) I was faced with the prospect of being out there daily to keep it weed free. Not how I had 

planned to spend my evenings. Plus, looking at an empty flower bed is not exactly food for the soul.  

I need not have feared though, we received a call from Cliff to let us know that Deb would be making a trip to 

collect some vegetable plants (on her way to the supermarket, so not an unnecessary trip). Cliff wondered, if we 

wanted any veg plants to try… So now we have a mini allotment in the middle of our empty flower bed, 

awaiting the arrival of our green beans! Wilf particularly enjoyed using the saw and finally getting to use his 

toolkit to help me put it together.  

So…my courtyard is now home to a good many tomato plants and we have parsley in pots on the table which 

look fabulous and have already been trimmed to provide a topping to home-made curry. 

We are very excited to see how our vegetable growing turns out. This garden stirs so many happy memories for 

me as I tend to it. The smell of the mint planted previously by Sam’s dad when they lived here, reminds me of 

my papa’s garden in Cornwall and the many times spent picking mint with him as lamb cooked on the Rayburn. 

The smell of the tomato plants as they grow takes me back to his greenhouse and the excitement of being taken 

in there, to be overwhelmed by that beautiful earthy smell.  

Looking out on to our newly created hodge-podge veg bed reminds me of my grandfather, also in Cornwall, who 

is still planting away his veg this year, in his own garden, in his 94th year of life. One of his favourite memories, 

was of me coming into the house to tell him I had planted his bulbs as they were sticking up. I was six, they 

were onions!  

Let us hope me and the children are as good at growing veg here at the farmhouse, as their dad and 

grandfather are in the field!    Not that I am competitive. 

         25th April 2020 – Claire, Heath Farm 

 

 


