Document from Ruth Tuer

Attention of Mac Campbell

Build It, Convert It, Complete It.                                                                      8th Feb. 2003

It must be 6 yrs ago that we finally got planning on Crake Trees. 

A lonesome barn right at the centre of our farm. The perfect position, wild, desolate (maybe) yet peaceful and with views that seem forever.

The barn was 100ft Westmorland hay and cattle barn built to a plain style from slate and stone which had been “robbed “ from the enormous manorial Dower House that now lies a mysterious ruin within the protection of an extensive walled garden. The whole place was important in its time being the junction of several pathways between local settlements, and where one of the infamous Lowther brothers from Meaburn hall became betrothed to a Lancaster daughter bringing much need cash to the Lowther estate.

Anyhow, back to the present, I’ve always hankered after the dream to convert and live up here at Crake Trees, even as a girl it was a magnet to my imaginative mind, the old dairy’s stairways and bathing house of the manor surrounded by cool streams, underground springs and secret lookouts, also birds and beasts we didn’t see at the other end of the farm.  I was fascinated, boyfriends were dragged up the fields to perch on the granite outcrops and view all that stretched before us (very romantic!), but my father never liked going up there alone particularly at night, he said the place needed life and laughter to make it alive once more.

So at last we rented out the farmhouse and Mike & I with Laura William & India moved to a nomadic settlement of caravans and portacabins to begin the mammoth task.

Mammoth because as well as the barn, we were converting 2 more barns in the village, farming sheep and crops whilst trying to design a brownfield building site and raise capital to do the job!

1 year is enough in a caravan with sometimes 8 folk to feed, and no washing machine, etc etc so we moved into the small, completed barn in the village as the second winter approached.

Foot & Mouth had really taken its toll, as we survived through the dreadful months of restrictions and overstocking only to be taken out at the end of June. Building work had been intermittent, to say the least as we constantly went under group A restrictions, meaning all workers had to abandon the holding for 24 hrs. We all know what its like getting workers back on site after they have been interrupted! Nevertheless we both found the work satisfying, Mike managed the build organising structural builders whilst juggling plumbers electricians and carpenters, I worked on design and planning as the whole business is a constant compromise of three parts…What time you have, What materials you can get hold of, and at What price.

By Christmas 2001 we could move into the main barn, the space seemed awesome, after 2 yrs of camping, warm slate floors large baths and powerful showers, not least, back to an Aga and no more Beef burgers, Salad sandwiches and Chinese takeaways as everyday fare.

It was surprising how we all managed that time, an adventure perhaps, but only to look back upon.

To wake each day right in the middle of your actual fields, with 2 hares boxing outside the window, watching the barley grow th at each stage, to see a horse foal within 5 yes of the breakfast table and eat every meal as an extended picnic, whether builders walkers or sheep and lambs shared our company.

Culling day was one of the hottest of the year, we all worked throughout the day, except Laura who was away at college. The physical drag of that terrible day helped us all through it, we then slept like the dead well into the next day to face the complete silence that lay ahead.

Just now we actually can see an end to this chapter, both phases of build are almost complete, the ha-ha and landscaping certainly taxed our imaginative reserves, but we are still all here and complete, ready for the next chapter of adventure at Crackpots Manor!!

View us at www.craketreesmanor.co.uk
