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A LONGER READ
In our monthly newsletter
it’s vital to edit stories
and dairies as space
dictates. Here we can let
you have a longer read.
Our first long read is the
full Spring Country Diary
of Anne Silins ...

After a particularly cold
and snowy winter at the
end of 1947 and the
beginning of 1948, the
first signs of Spring were
very welcome

HOT METAL
The ring of the
blacksmiths’ hammer on
white hit metal ... Anne
remembers the times her
father took her to
Snarestone Smithy, just a
couple of miles from
Appleby Magna

Andrew Moore
Nicholas Sanders
Duncan Saunders
Sonia Liff
John Collimore
Anne Silins
countryfile.com

Springtime
IN APPLEBY MAGNA

Anne Silins was born in the upstairs front
bedroom above a shop in Church Street,
Appleby Magna in October 1937
Somewhere in our memory there is a record of every scene, scent and sound we have ever
experienced. With some eﬀort I ﬁnd I can unlock these and bring them out to enjoy once again.
Sometimes a wet day will bring back to me those damp wintry mornings when a cold east wind
would be blowing and at once I am again a young girl waiting at the bottom of the drive for the
bus.
I loved to hear the skylarks as they rose higher and higher in the sky, singing all the way.
Life in the country follows a diﬀerent calendar from life in town or the city . Having said that I
will tell you about a little girlʼs year on the farm.

SKYLARKS
“Skylarks rose higher
and higher into the
sky”
Somehow I found it diﬃcult
to love January. Christmas
and all the festivities that
went with it were over.

1947

Post war Appleby
Magna
countryside

School began again and work
around the farm seemed to
be so mundane.

The grasses, hedges and tree branches glistened
thick with hoar frost. The land lay silent in a light
mist and no birds sang. The village and the farm
seemed to hibernate a bit. The daylight hours
were short and outside everything was muddy,
wet and cold.
January was the season for farm maintenance,
hedging, ditching and fence repairs. Repairs were
made to buildings and machinery and we were
ever watchful during heavy frosts for freezing
pipes and watchful of the needs of the livestock.
In the barns, quarters were made ready for the
sheep and expected February lambs.

“The land lay silent in a light mist
and no bird’s sang”

The winter of 1947-48 was a bad one for the Midlands. We had a great deal of snow. My school
report card for that particular January and February, shows that I missed six weeks of school.
Buses did not run regularly and if the journey to Ashby was possible in the early morning, who
knew if I could travel home again in the evening? So I was kept at home. The milk was not always
picked up on schedule either and while the men fed some to the pigs, a lot went to waste.
Because this was a particularly cold January, Grandpa told me that people were stuﬃng bits of
paper and sacking into the cracks around the windows. Nearly every house had a long sausage of
cloth rolled up along the ﬂoor at the bottom of doors. Grandma and I got busy and made three of
these ʻdoor sausagesʼ for the bottom of the front, back and side doors. We improved on the idea
by using old lengths of dress fabric for the outer covering. By the time we were ﬁnished they
looked bright and gay, and for the most part the cold draughts stayed outside as they should.

FEBRUARY
It wasnʼt until after the middle of
February that we got the ﬁrst
promise of Spring. It usually came
without warning, like a thief in the
night.

“The earth was
awakening from her
winter sleep”

The magic of it crept through the windows one morning,
telling me Spring was waiting outside.
As I trudged down the driveway to catch the bus, I would
see the ﬁrst snowdrops, gleaming white among the dead
leaves. All the hedgerow birds were busily intent upon their
Spring business; - mating, ﬂirting, building nests and just
singing songs. The earth was awakening from her winter
sleep.
I would stand and wait for the bus with my face turned up
to the sky, rejoicing that spring was near and the sun had
returned. Towards the end of February lambing season
began. There were many long days and evenings spent
supervising the ewes and sometimes searching for lambs in the
fields.

SNOWDROPS

That bad winter of 1947 - 48 brought even more
concerns than usual for Grandpa. He had some sheep
out in the meadows by the Snarestone Brook. As the
snow drifted higher he knew he had to bring them to
the barns, a chore he had postponed too long. Already
there were a few new-born lambs under the
hedgerows. The snow had increased to such a depth
and he could wait no longer. I was the only person free
to help and oﬀ we set, an older man and a ten year old
girl.
We were quite successful on our ﬁrst few trips and
brought a lot of sheep, even some lambs. Towards
midday the wind picked up and I got colder. We were
right beside the Snarestone Brook, when it all became
too much for me and I must have fainted. Lambs were
forgotten. Grandpa carried me all the way to the Globe
Inn at Snarestone and he set me down on the bar.
Anxious voices brought me out of it and a little hot

“It all became to much for me and I must
have fainted”
brandy was poured down my throat. I was alert in a
hurry, spluttering and gasping for air. That was the end
of the lamb hunt for that day. A local farmer took us
back to our farm in his Land Rover and my Uncle was
asked to build a snow plough. My Uncle rigged up some
old logs with chains and the two strongest horses were
harnessed to this homemade snow plough. Up and down the driveway he went and he did a
pretty good job, because after that we were able to get a tractor out to the road. Early the
next morning we found the remaining sheep.

MARCH
As a rule it is diﬃcult to ﬁnd a good word to say
about March. But Spring comes along with it, and
that makes it all worthwhile. The whole
countryside is in a bustle. Spring is driving
everything ahead full speed. We were forced to
hurry to keep pace with it all. Down by the
Snarestone brook the willow trees showed signs
of green, and robins were singing everywhere. I
would strain to hear the ﬁrst call of the male
cuckoo as I walked the hedgerows looking for
primroses and the violets. When I climbed under
the hedgerow, clouds of white hawthorn blossoms
fell in showers on my head and shoulders. I
emerged covered in them.

“The two strongest horses were
harnessed to the snowplough”

Spring ploughing was not a chore for my
Uncle, but a joy. He would use any
excuse to stay away from school just to
be ploughing. A straight furrow gave
immense pride to a countryman. It was
an art.

FURROWS
I watched his progress from my perch on top of the front garden wall as he bounced along on the
tractor. When he came alongside the house I saw his pride as he slowed down and turned his
head back and forth to see how the furrows rolled away. And so, depending on the weather, this
could be a month of great progress and anticipation, or then again, depending on the weather,
just a stand-still month.

“The weather took a long time to
warm up in 1948”

There was one special place I liked to visit
and, for some reason unknown to me,
March was when these visits usually took
place. The blacksmithʼs shop at Snarestone,
was a fascinating place full of activity and
colour. The work of the blacksmith could be
quite dangerous but I loved to stand beside
Grandpa and watch the great bellows being
pumped. With a whoosh the ﬂames leapt
from the coals straight up the chimney and
then the hammer rang out with a big
metallic sound as all sorts of farm
implements were mended.

“There’s a special smell in a
blacksmiths shop, heat and metal ”

WHOOSH OF
FLAMES
Mr. Percy Clamp owned the
Forge at Snarestone. He had
his own small holding behind his
forge. Here he had his house
and a piece of land where he
kept a small herd of dairy
cattle. These cattle supplied
milk to some of the villagers of
Snarestone. Mr. Clamp retired
in 1951, the year we left for
Canada. He died in August
1978 at age 92 years.

A LETTER FROM VANCOUVER ISLAND
MAY 2021
Today we able to bring the story right up to date. Anne Silins nee Bates writes
from a small town, her retirement home of Chemainus, on Vancouver Island,
British Columbia. Vancouver Island the largest island off the mainland coast of
British Columbia, Canada.
“I often look back over my 70 years of life in Canada and remember my growing up
years in the Midland village of Appleby Magna. In many ways Appleby made me the
woman I became. I remember my childhood friends, the games we played, the foot
paths we walked as we chatted and wandered our way through fields and lanes. We
were always aware that in this small village we were being watched from cottage
windows, not in a bad way, but our behaviour could and would often be reported back
to our family. For the most part we didn't get into trouble or come to harm. The village
was a safe place to be a child in those days.
In May 1951, my family were preparing to leave Appleby and we were going to
emigrate to Vancouver Island, Canada. I, just a 13 year old girl, was both scared to
death, but also filled with a sense of adventure that we were going on a journey across
the Atlantic Ocean. Then we would cross the width of Canada from Halifax to
Vancouver, a distance of 2,800 miles. This would take five days by train. Finally a
short sea voyage to Vancouver Island. At the Ivanhoe School in Ashby I got busy
studying any book I could find about Vancouver Island. One afternoon I sat in the
garden at Lower Rectory Farm and realised I needed to have what my Grandma
Bates called, 'a little think'. At 13 years of age and despite my youth and my immaturity
I found that this Vancouver Island would be interesting. It had snow capped
mountains, deep blue lakes and dark, mysterious forests filled with wild animals.
In the 1950's Victoria, was considered to be 'a little bit of England' with a small
population. The city thought of itself as quite refined, ex-British military men wore 'plus
fours' and played golf, hiked and wrote endless letters to the editor of the Island
newspaper - the Daily Colonist. Venture off to the north or to the west and you saw the
'real Island' the logging camps, the fishing villages and lonely farms which were
carved out of the dense forests.
My husband, John, and I spent 40 years in Canada’s capital, the city of Ottawa. We
spent our careers working there, John as a statistician, and I as a radiological
technologist. We returned to Vancouver Island for our retirement. This Island is a
mecca for retired people now, the climate is milder than most of Canada. With travel
more available, tourism makes up a big part of Vancouver Island’s economy, but still
the Island has logging, fishing and sawmills. We still have wild areas and even our
gardens have frequent visits from wild life. Wolves, black bears and even cougars
make their
way to populated areas in winter. Deer in large numbers roam year
round
along the roads at any time of day. They eat our flowers
keep the lower branches of our fruit trees trimmed as if
by a professional. That can be annoying to a gardener,
but deer are beautiful to watch.
Coming to Canada has been a wonder for me, yes, I
am a ‘flag waving Canadian’. I acknowledge and
thank the people of Appleby Magna who contributed
to my early years, they guided and helped me to be
the woman I became. Those villagers watched over all
the children, they were all additional parents and
mentors. Those early years were important.

MEMORIES THROUGH TIME
The author … Anne Silins

“

I found I liked the small bedroom, directly over the brew
house that I had claimed as my own. This room had a view
to the south-west and was sunny and bright. From the

hallway outside my bedroom door, another window looked
towards the east and Snarestone, so I not only had the early
morning sun from this south-east window, but I also had the
last of the sun in the evening. I could lie in bed and hear the
whistle of the train as it steamed its way along the grade to
Snarestone. Also in the distance I could listen for the big
lorries changing gears as they made their way up Birds Hill
over by Measham.”

The next issue of Magna is
published in August
The Summer Issue

