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			Let the wealthy and great roll in splendor and state

			I envy them not, I declare it

			I eat my own lamb, my own chickens and ham

			I shear my own fleece and I wear it

			I have lawns, I have bowers

			I have fruits, I have flowers

			The lark is my morning alarmer

			So jolly boys now, here’s God speed the plough

			Long life and success to the farmer

			“God Speed the Plough,” author unknown, nineteenth century
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			RECIPES

		

		
			JUNE

			Elderflower Cordial

			Strawberry Shortcake

			Arugula Salad

			JULY

			Scotch Eggs

			Dad’s Half-Scrambled Eggs with Cream Cheese and Chives

			Viveka’s Swedish Pancakes

			Nuno’s Penne with Mozzarella, Tomato, Basil, and a Secret Ingredient (Anchovies)

			AUGUST

			Salmon Stir-Fry

			Olive Oil Picnic Cake

			Elderberry Syrup and “Fizz”

			SEPTEMBER

			Laura Bailey’s Pear Compote

			Fig Jam

			Wild Blackberry Crumble Tart

			Julian’s Comté, Red Onion, and Chives Omelette

			Chorizo, Potato, and Cheddar Omelette

			Chicken Tagine with Baked Cardamom Rice

			OCTOBER

			Quince Jelly

			Cheddar and Scallion Toastie with Quince Jelly

			Raspberry Corn Muffins

			NOVEMBER

			Smoked Haddock and Leek Kedgeree

			Cauliflower Cheese

			Fried Eggs over Roasted Vegetables

			DECEMBER

			Chili and Red Pepper Jam

			JANUARY

			Chickpea and Kale Soup

			Roast Chicken with Vegetables and Bread Sauce

			Sunday Roast Pork Lunch with Potatoes, Cabbage, and Gravy

			FEBRUARY

			Chicken Potpie

			Indian-Inspired Lentil Soup

			Raspberry Shrub

			Rice Pudding

			MARCH

			Baked Eggs with Wild Garlic

			Wild Garlic and Walnut Pesto

			Cheese Soufflé

			APRIL

			Easter Lunch: Roast Leg of Lamb; Mint Sauce; Roasted Carrots with Dukkah; Curried Lentils, Potato, and Spinach

			Carrot Cake with Ginger Mascarpone Frosting

			MAY

			Steamed Asparagus and Soft-Boiled Eggs

			Asparagus Risotto

			Rhubarb Crumble

			Poached Rhubarb with Vanilla Bean, Ginger, and Cardamom

			Cold Chicken with Parsley Jelly
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			INTRODUCTION

			Arriving in England (with Ginger) - Stella Tennant - Living with less and more - The job of living in the country - Connection to the seasons - How the farm works - Meet the horses - Who works here - Updating the farmyard - Our home

		

		
			JUNE 20, 2012, United Airlines flight 8, from Newark to Heathrow. That is how we arrived to live in England for our “yearlong creative sabbatical,” the one that isn’t yet over. The four of us, well, actually five of us—myself; my husband, Christopher; our nearly eleven-year-old daughter, Coco; our eight-year-old son, Zach; and our beloved three-year-old rescue dog, Ginger—all boarded the plane that day feeling completely and utterly exhausted. The last twenty-four hours in New York City had been never-ending. You know that feeling when every bone in your body is telling you to stop what you are doing and lie down to get some sleep, and you aren’t even close to being finished? That’s how it was. We packed, made lists, copied keys, labeled the dog crate, and cleaned out closets right until the very last minute. I even made an eleventh-hour dash to my doctor when I broke out in a terribly itchy rash on my back that turned out to be shingles. Yes, from the stress. And that was all before we had to say our final, tearful good-byes to my mother, a few of our closest friends, and the children’s nanny, Pam, who had been with us since Coco was just a year old.

			For a moment, we considered taking the Queen Mary 2 across the Atlantic for our arrival in England. It seemed like an inspired way to decompress from our relocating frenzy and endless emotional farewells, and we loved the idea of arriving for our new life in such romantic style. But my excitement was quickly extinguished when I learned we’d have to wear black tie for dinner every night on the ship. After twenty years of dressing to the nines each day for work in the fashion industry, the thought of having to be formal for each night of the seven-day ocean passage, especially while surrounded by a bunch of cruise-ship enthusiasts, was the nail in the coffin of that idea.
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					Looking into our cottage garden past the rosa mundi rosebush, a giant belle etoile philadelphus, and some cow parsley. Philadelphus, which flowers in June, is my favorite flower to cut for the house; it has the most delicious smell—kind of like bubblegum, but in a good way.

				
			
			The biggest concern about the eventual plane journey was Ginger and her fragile disposition. Given her rescue dog vulnerability and her melodramatic reactions to thunderstorms (spread-eagle, lying on top of me, shaking all over), I was worried that the loud noises and the uneven movements of the plane might just be too much for her. We followed the airline instructions to the letter and read every possible Web site with pointers and tips for dogs flying in cargo. Then, to add to the worrying, we called Heathrow the day before the flight to clear Ginger for customs and were told that the wait to pick her up after the flight would be five hours! After begging and pleading with the airline staff to have her expedited, they casually mentioned we could have her delivered directly to our house an hour and a half away in Oxfordshire for a mere eighty-eight pounds (about a hundred and forty dollars). While we quickly jumped at that option, it only prolonged the time until we would know that Ginger was okay. During the flight, every sound, jolt, and awkward motion of the plane had me worried about our precious baby down below. Nevertheless, at three p.m. on that Thursday afternoon, a few hours after we arrived at our cottage on the farm where Christopher grew up and where we would now live, a minivan pulled up and we all ran outside with great anticipation. We opened the crate with anxious hands, and Ginger jumped right out, doing her signature wiggle dance, in which her unusually long and fluffy tail shakes so wildly that it swings her entire body from side to side.
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					Three days after we moved to England, Ginger followed Coco down to her riding lesson a few fields away from our house. Polo surprised us all when he came right up and gave Gingy a cuddle as she sat on the bench. I don’t think Gingy knew what to do with that kind of attention from a horse.

				
			
			The next task was to introduce Ginger to the animals. Our cottage is right in the middle of a farmyard, and at that time the stables right beside us contained horses, donkeys, and pigs. Given that Ginger was terrified of the two Great Danes that lived in our New York City neighborhood, I didn’t have high hopes for her reaction to much stranger and larger animals. To our surprise, however, she briefly cowered in front of the pigs, didn’t seem at all fazed by the donkeys, and ran up dangerously close to the horses, who were being saddled up for a ride. Coco mounted one and took off. It had long been a dream of hers that Ginger would follow as she rode her pony, Polo, around the farm, but Ginger stayed right by my side, not budging. “Give her some time,” I suggested. And when Coco eased Polo into a trot as they were nearing the woods, Ginger took off after her and followed them until they all reappeared together an hour later. Ginger was wet, muddy, and out of breath, but I have never seen her happier.

			The timing of our late-June move to the farm was planned for various reasons. We wanted to arrive in summer, perhaps the most optimistic time of the year  and also the season most familiar to us (we had spent many Junes and Julys at the farm in the past). We wanted to give ourselves a few months to settle in before the kids started at their new school, and we wanted plenty of time for American friends to visit us at the farm and help the kids realize that they would still be very much a part of our lives. We promised ourselves a week of solid unpacking and chore-doing, and then we would surrender to the ongoing new-life chaos enough to enjoy ourselves, our family, and our friends, and make sure to connect with all the wonderful reasons why we had chosen to live here.
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					Coco taking Polo for a hack (English-speak for a ride) around the farm.

				
			
			And that’s how it started. Our one-year break from New York that has now lasted six and become—dare I say it?—permanent. I don’t know if I would have had the nerve to leave New York City if I told myself it would be forever, or at least for a good long while. But regardless of what it took to convince myself to get on that plane, once we got here and made a dent in the herculean task of settling into our new rural lives in another country, on another continent no less, it became apparent that we weren’t going anywhere anytime soon. So here we are, feeling good about our decision, still marveling at how our kids (and ourselves) are thriving, and settled into the idea of staying put for the time being.

		

		
			People ask me all the time if my English country life is really as good as it looks on Instagram. As a highly visual person who majored in photography in college and then worked in fashion for twenty years, I am a self-admitted aesthetic perfectionist. In fact, my kids call my obsession with order, discipline, and every detail in our surroundings my “attention surplus disorder.” So I can see why people wonder whether my life can possibly be as idyllic, romantic, and peaceful as it looks in the photographs I create and choose to share. They are right to question it, because the answer of course is that no life can be that good, that tidy, that immaculately balanced! Those are just my photographs.

			But I also believe that people asking me that question are really wanting to know: Is a life like that actually attainable? If I left my stressful city job and moved to the countryside in order to live a quieter, more meaningful life for myself and for my family, would it really be possible to actually be . . . happy? Before moving to England and simultaneously discovering the miracle of Instagram, I wasn’t aware of how many people had the same inclination that I had had, whether it was to simplify their responsibilities, to live a more peaceful life, or to make it easier to focus on family or animals or nature. And then once I acted on that notion, it was as though I had become the guinea pig, the subject of the experiment. How is it? everyone wanted to know.

			I had wondered the exact same thing a few years before when I read an article in Vogue about model Stella Tennant’s rural life. Stella, her husband, and their four children had upped sticks from New York and moved to a dreamy farmhouse in the Scottish Borders. I loved reading about the balance she had created between her wholesome country life and her occasional city life, flying to New York for the Met Ball or to Paris to appear in the next Chanel ad campaign. That story planted a seed in my head that grew closer to reality when I ran into Stella at a party in New York just before I accepted the job of fashion director at Barneys. I had all the same questions my Instagram followers had. Did she love it? Was it as great as it looked? Did she have friends? Was it ever lonely? Did she feel as though the rest of the world had forgotten about her? Were she and her husband both equally happy there? Her truthful yet mostly encouraging answers to those questions stayed with me and swirled around in my head right until I made my own decision to make a similar move.
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					Christopher is particular about cultivating his compost. He has it on a three-year cycle in three different bays, each one in a different phase of decomposition.

				
			
			This book is an attempt to answer the question of what life is like for me on our farm, to tell you more about the range of my experience and my family’s, beyond my idealized photographs. My writing and my day-to-day life are much messier than the pictures I take, and so I want you to see that other side. What is it like for a city girl who suddenly, albeit by choice, finds herself smack in the middle of the countryside? For an outspoken, direct, and possibly even precocious American who is now surrounded by self-deprecating, reserved, and far more intellectual English country folk? During my last ten years in New York, I was defined as a creative director, a business owner, and then a fashion director. So how does it feel now to be defined—by myself and others—primarily as a wife and mother, and occasionally as a part-time writer/consultant?

			The short answer, for now, is that I am happier on a much deeper and more mature level than I was in New York. My priorities are straight-ish; my everyday is filled with quality people, quality time, and quality activities. But there has also been a very long process of letting go that is still sometimes painful. Occasionally I find myself wanting the best of both worlds—city and country—and that is often not as attainable as I might want it to be. I often have a fear of becoming too comfortable and feel unsure about how I will continue on a fulfilling career path from our farm. I love working, and sometimes I look at my fifty-nine-year-old husband and worry that he is, in fact, retired. Yes, he manages his existing real estate business in New York via telephone and e-mail and the occasional work trip, but he largely spends his time in his other capacity as an artist, or gardening, riding, and managing the farm. Sometimes I say to him, “Are you retired? Is that what this life is?” He just laughs and avoids a direct answer. But I know that I am certainly not retired. I have decades of working years left and have not even come close to accomplishing all that I have planned.

			I get hundreds of other questions too: Do you miss fashion? Do you miss New York City? How do you cope with the weather? With the darkness? Do you have a routine? What do you wear on the farm? How do you get food? Do you have to cook every meal? Are there any restaurants that deliver to the farm?

			I’ll give you one answer up front: yes, there is a restaurant that delivers to the farm. Just one. It’s a fantastic Indian restaurant in Chipping Norton called Café Le Raj. The first, second, and third time they brought us our order, it took them more than an hour to find our cottage, so finally they told me that the next time I called, to just announce myself as “the American lady on the farm,” and they would know where to bring the food. We are such good and loyal customers that when I call now and say, “It’s the American lady,” the waiters all start to cheer and the manager takes over to make sure we are well served and the food is delivered efficiently. You can take the girl out of New York City . . .

			Speaking of life in New York, since leaving I have recognized that the need for money there is endless. Enough is simply never enough. Skyrocketing school fees, a nanny, a housekeeper, kids’ extracurricular activities, meals out, taxis, Metro cards, groceries, clothing, doctor’s appointments, apartment décor, mortgage payments, maintenance fees—all suck up your income nearly as soon as it lands in your bank account. During the twenty years I lived there, I never felt that I made enough money. And there were a few years where I made a lot of money.

			On the farm, we have all those same family expenses but fewer of the lifestyle ones. We cook at home much more than we eat out, we live quite far away from tempting shops, the English health care system is more affordable, and the general sense of well-being and happiness distracts from the need for retail therapy.
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					Harvested vegetables from the Fairgreen kitchen garden.

				
			
			All this to say that I personally live off far less money than I did in New York. I have a set monthly budget made up of book writing payments, some of the rental income from our New York apartment, and the occasional consulting job. It’s enough money to live on and affords me the luxury of being home when the kids are out of school and having time in my daily life to walk the dogs, ride a horse, and cook the majority of meals at home. When the offer of a new consulting job comes in, especially if it’s a lucrative one, I now have the flexibility to ask myself if it’s really how I want to spend my time. Sometimes the answer is yes, and other times it’s a firm no. In New York, I didn’t feel I could ever afford to turn down opportunities to increase my bottom line, especially when I had employees working for me. With the new sense of freedom I have created for myself on the farm, I often end up negotiating better deals for myself because I am willing to walk away if it’s not exactly what I want. I know it sounds like a huge cliché, but despite the more modest lifestyle, my life has never felt richer or more fulfilling.

			I know people are wondering, how do I spend my time in the country? When I wrote my first book, I Love Your Style, in 2009, I wrote it in between handling half a dozen major brands that were clients of my fashion consulting company. Now, writing is the vast majority of what I do and yet it seems to take me much longer to churn out a book, so what am I doing the rest of the time? I wondered that for a while too. When we first moved here, I asked Christopher what people in the countryside do now that farming is largely outsourced. “You’ll see,” he said, “‘living in the country’ is a job title within itself.” With most country folk or farm owners no longer having the resources to hire lots of household help, or any at all in some cases, it takes time to make food, tend your garden, look after your animals, and also to enjoy it—to share a meal with friends, go for walks, ride your horses. We do employ a few people who help us run our farm, but not so many that they are turning our apples into juice, our rhubarb into crumble, or walking our dogs within their paid hours.

		

		
			So what am I making, cooking, doing on the farm? And what am I not doing? Having tried nearly every country pastime, from knitting to riding (“on a horse” is implicit in England; no one here refers to it as “horse riding”—or worse, “horseback riding”—as we do in America) and from gardening to cooking in my first year here, what has stuck, and what have I delegated or just given up on altogether?
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					My mother-in-law’s friend Harry Westropp hunting in Leicestershire in the 1970s. I never grow tired of looking at traditional British hunting attire.

				
			
			One of the things I love most unequivocally about country life is how connected I feel to the seasons. Having spent so much time in nature, I have come to realize that instead of the four typical seasons we all know, there are actually twelve here in England, one for every month in the calendar. My life here is inevitably and intrinsically dictated by what is going on outside: Is it too muddy to ride? Is it so cold that I have to start my workday by making a fire in my office’s wood-burning stove? Is the unexpected sunshine summoning me to do some weeding in the garden? Do I need to defrost food for dinner, or is there something fresh I can use from the garden? So I will tell you about a year, my year, in the country. But it’s not just about one year; it’s about what I have learned and the experience I have gained in the six years I have lived here, from month to month.

			I am not an expert on English country life, just an enthusiast. The inspiration I draw from where I live now is stronger than anywhere else I have ever called home. After twenty years in fashion trying out every trend imaginable, I felt like a chameleon in my New York life. My English life, in contrast, has helped me to embrace my own roots and traditions from home and combine them with new inspiration in a way that has helped me finally define who I am. My appreciation of faded floral wallpaper, the clothes that people wear for riding, the way fruit is so diligently preserved for the winter months, the impeccable manners with which people treat one another, the appreciation of culture, the deep connection to nature—and the unwillingness to get rid of anything at all—led me to become a huge fan of England and its way of life, and I hope you will be too, after reading this book.

			Many people encouraged me to write about my country life when I first moved here in 2012. It was tempting, but I was too close to the new experience to have anything very useful to say about it. Plus, I wanted a year just to live the dream. And I did. I experienced every single country cliché you could imagine, from learning to make jam to reading Jilly Cooper novels. But now that it’s been a few more years, I have returned to a more realistic approach to life and started to ask myself what my future looks like. Can I continue my career from here? Or am I just getting more and more used to the notion of living a “country life”? My kids will possibly (hopefully) go to college in America and then Christopher and I would likely spend more time in New York again—but would we ever get back on the treadmill of ambition and success? For now, that is still a ways off, enough so to represent the future. And so my future is here for now, and this is how I am working toward it.
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					My bedroom. The Laura Ashley floral wallpaper has been there since the ’80s when the cottage was first converted from a cart shed into a home.

				
			
		

		
			How the Farm Works

			Christopher and the kids and I live in a cottage that is in the middle of a farmyard containing 1820s limestone barns and stables, 1930s corrugated-steel Dutch barns, 1960s hangar-style concrete cattle sheds and workshops, and the old piggeries, which are now a painting studio for Christopher and a small guesthouse. Our farmyard is pretty much smack in the middle of a larger seven-hundred-acre farm that has belonged to Christopher’s family since the 1940s. While we all call it “the farm,” it is actually made up of two farms that share a border and function pretty much as a whole. Acreage is all relative in England—some of our friends have large, multi-thousand-acre estates, while others live in the middle of a village with a small garden. But on the whole, where we live is more rural and spread out than anything you would find within a two-hour radius of, say, New York or Los Angeles. I wouldn’t want to be anywhere, in any circumstance, other than exactly where we are.
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					I took this picture of the cottage in 1997, the first time I visited Fairgreen Farm. Amazing to see how young the espaliered pear trees on the side of the house still were then.

				
			
			The location and position of our house and surrounding farm are as picturesque as the most charming Cotswolds images your mind, or any online search engine, can conjure up. It’s also immensely private and quiet. Other neighboring farms are visible in the far distance, but from our cottage, I am not able to see any buildings other than the ones on the farm. At night, there are no cities twinkling in the distance, only stars and occasionally the moon. From my bedroom window, the only human-created light I can see when I go to bed is the one coming from my mother-in-law Caroline’s bedroom across the fields, which I find immensely comforting when my husband is away for the night. Sometimes I stand at the window and recall that my mother-in-law lived here for more than twenty years all by herself, her husband having died long ago and her children off exploring the world. Even though there is nothing at all menacing about the farm—in fact, it’s the only countryside where I’m not afraid to go outside in the dark—I still can’t imagine living on such a big piece of land all by myself. These days, my mother-in-law’s entire immediate family lives on the farm, and she tells us often how lucky she feels and how much pleasure it gives her to be surrounded by all her three children and six grandchildren.
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					A bird’s-eye view of our cottage and farmyard from the “owl’s nest” in our treehouse.
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				Fairgreen Farm. That’s good old Mr. Teddy in the field with the sheep. Sadly he is long gone now.

			
		
		
			On the west side is Fairgreen Farm—that’s our farm. There is a big house called Fairgreen House, where Christopher’s grandparents used to live. Christopher’s older sister lives there now with her family. In dividing up the property so that everybody got their fair share, she got the big house and Christopher got the farmyard and much of the land. Just up the hill and adjacent to us is Castle Barn Farm, where Christopher’s mother lives in a cottage and where Christopher’s brother and his family live in a converted barn and stables. With siblings and parents and cousins all living on one piece of land, we are often referred to jokingly as “the Brooks commune,” or “The Reservation,” for having lived here for so long. Many of our neighbors have extra cottages and outbuildings that they rent out to friends or family, but we are the only family that has every immediate member (plus in-laws!) all living on one property. This setup is not without its occasional drama, but there is strength in numbers, and we all love one another. Holidays are epic: if everyone is in attendance and we add in extended family and a few friends, we often total more than thirty people at one table.
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					Christopher’s hand-painted sign directing traffic to our farmyard and to his sister’s house. People often confuse the two, as they share the same name.

				
			
			Our entire farm (the two joined together) was once a satellite farm for Sarsden, a grand seventeenth-century stately home and estate next door. Large estates often used the farmland immediately surrounding the house (known traditionally as the Home Farm) for their own personal purposes and supplies—gardens, planted fruit and vegetables, and of course livestock to eat. Our land, which starts about a half mile from the main house, was likely run by tenant farmers even in its heyday, with income going to the landowner as a subsidy. Fairgreen House would have belonged to the head farmer and his family. As farming became less lucrative and land and hereditary taxes increased, many families sold off portions of their land. In 1922, the Sarsden estate was reduced from five thousand acres down to four hundred, creating the opportunity for Christopher’s grandfather, Noel Brand Brooks, to buy Fairgreen and Castle Barn Farms after the Second World War. Reminders of the estate’s history are still present on and around the farm. Two sets of imposing stone pillars that mark the original entrance to Sarsden remain at the borders of our farm. There is also Lord Moreton’s Seat, a lovely stone bench marking the favorite spot from which the onetime Sarsden owner could sit and look out over all his land, which sits just adjacent to our gallops (where the racehorses train). It’s a lovely place to let the dogs run free or to watch the sun set.
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					Fairgreen House when it was lived in by Christopher’s grandparents, starting in the 1940s.

				
			
		

		
			
				
					
					[image: ]
				

				
					The pillars between Fairgreen and the neighboring farm. They used to represent the entrance to Sarsden, a stately home to which Fairgreen Farm once belonged.

				
			
		

		
			Historically, the Cotswolds were part of the medieval wool trade. In the fifteenth century, this was the equivalent of the oil business in that the whole world depended on this product—wool—and there were no synthetic alternatives. Wool production comprised a dynamic triangular trading partnership among England, France, and Belgium: the English produced the wool, the French wove it, and the Belgians dyed it. Because the soil of the Cotswolds is brash (a lightweight mixture of limestone and soil that is very free-draining, or porous), it was possible for animals to graze this land year-round. The great medieval churches for which the region is known were all built on the back of this industry. During the Second World War, however, the government dictated that this land be put under the plow to produce crops so that England didn’t have to rely on other countries for food sources. What this meant was a much less pastoral approach to farming in the drive for efficiency. For our farm, this brought the phasing out of all the horse teams that pulled plows and any other manual job that required literal horsepower.
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					Christopher’s grandfather Noel Brand Brooks, who bought all of Fairgreen Farm and Castle Barn Farm in the 1940s, picks apples in the Fairgreen kitchen garden with Charlie, Christopher’s younger brother.

				
			
			Christopher’s grandfather Noel Brooks was a businessman who had previously run a large and successful coal mine in the north of England. In 1946, he and his wife bought Fairgreen and Castle Barn Farms in order to live a quieter life after the coal-mining business had faltered. In farming, there were so many unexpected variables—such as a big rain before a hay harvest, the trial and error of growing new crops, and understanding the right kind of trees to plant—to which his temperament was not particularly suited and his experience was limited. Noel introduced the farm’s first tractors shortly after acquiring the farm in the late 1940s but found that they struggled to pull the plows through the brashy soil. After a few false starts, they eventually found the right machinery to manage the land. Sadly, this new strategy of farming in England also led to the removal of more than two million miles of medieval hedgerows throughout the countryside that had been laid for livestock over centuries.
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					Robert Noel Brand Brooks, Christopher’s father, on the farm in the 1970s.

				
			
			During this time, it was still possible to make a living from farming by combining resources and products. At Fairgreen and Castle Barn, there was livestock—mostly sheep, due to the fact that the existing stone walls were highly effective in containing them, but also some shorthorn dairy cattle and about two hundred pigs. They also relied heavily on the growth and sale of cereals such as wheat, barley, and oats. In the 1960s, when Christopher’s father, Robert, became involved in managing the farm, there were all the usual tensions between father and son about how things should be done, but after a while, Noel found relief in handing over the reins to Bob, who took a more practical and informed approach to farming having grown up on the farm and attended the Royal Agricultural College (now the Royal Agricultural University) in Cirencester. He built modern grain dryers and grain handling machinery and installed cattle sheds. During this time, there were eight full-time workers on the farm.
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					Castle Barn in the 1960s, the house where Christopher grew up and where his mother still lives.

				
			
		

		
			Then in the 1970s, there was a major shift when the UK decided to join the EU. Farming policy went from being a national policy to a European federal one. The EU plan was to set a minimum price for all farm goods. From that point onward, people farmed what seemed to be the most lucrative product, which in a lot of cases wasn’t the product best suited for their land. Consequently, for our farm, it meant the end of commercial livestock (primarily pigs, sheep, and cattle).

			
				
					 Herman the German

					Rickyard Cottage, where we live, has an interesting history in relation to the war. In 1944, a man called Herman Seidel (later nicknamed Herman the German) was wounded at Stalingrad and on one of the last medical trains to get out
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