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H
arvesting

proceeded well as the sun moved

higher in the sky, and by 9am we

were moving ahead of schedule. In the

back of my mind though I was concerned

about some damage we had sustained to

the dolman rollers on the harvester, late

the previous day, when working in a stony

area of one field. A stone had got stuck

between two rollers and ripped the rubber

coating from both of them, in effect

creating a sump where the potatoes fell

through to the ground and were wasted.

Repairing these rollers is an involved job

and takes half a

day at least. There

is a quicker way

though to get out

of trouble

temporarily. This

temporary repair

can be done in two

ways, a slower safer

way or a much

quicker but less safe

way. The dilemma I

faced was, either to

carry on without

repairing at all and lose

potatoes all day, but

keep on schedule for

our orders, or repair as

quickly as possible and

try to make up the time

during the day. Now any

potato grower knows that

if you have a merchant

that wants to buy a load of

potatoes you try your

hardest to deliver. On a year like this one,

buyers are hard to find and you need to

oblige.

With this in mind I decided the best way

forward would be to repair the rollers

temporarily by wrapping baler twine round

each roller enough times to fill the hole

completely and prevent further crop loss. I

planned to carry this out in our 10 minute

break at 9.30am to save time. If I tied one

end of the string around one of the rollers,

I could then get someone to actuate the

pto while I feed the string in and the job

would be a good ’un as they say. With any

luck at all we would keep to our lifting

schedule. The first roller was done in no

time at all, the engine was stopped the

string tied off and it was a pucker job.

After a few seconds admiring the job, the

second roller was started. This time though

unbeknown to me there was a knot in the

string. At this point my luck momentarily

deserted me as I fed the string in the knot

came through my fingers and pulled them

between the rollers, in a flash of time my

arm was pulled in and I became trapped.

One shout was enough though for the chap

in the tractor to kill the pto and engine, his

speed was the beginning of a chain of

events that undoubtedly saved my arm. My

luck had returned as quickly as it had left

me.

A friend and a smile

I was at this point sitting on the ground

under the harvester with my arm above my

head, trapped between two rollers up to

the elbow. The pain was quite severe at

this point, but I tried to put it to the back of

my mind and keep a level head. A quick

appraisal of the situation suggested that

the emergency services would be required,

between myself and Jane we gave them

directions to find us. All the time I was

making sure I could move my fingers and

wondering why I hadn’t wrapped the string

round the rollers by hand with the machine

stopped. I’m not one for dwelling on “what

I never suspected what was in store for me

when I left home and headed for Sewards

Farm just outside Chatteris, on the morning

of 3rd September last year. I was planning

the day ahead and wondering if we would be

able to harvest enough potatoes to satisfy

the orders for the day. I was blissfully

unaware of the catastrophic turn of events

that were about to unfold on that rather

pleasant autumn morning.
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ifs” though, and the major concern now

was how was I going to get out. With this in

mind I suggested we ring my good mate

Fred from FJS services, I had total trust in

him. It proved to be a wise decision and

one that would tip the odds back in my

favour.

Fred arrived at the scene and in what

order I’m not sure, but at some point I

remember a paramedic coming under the

harvester with me, she was wearing her

distinctive orange jacket and a lovely smile.

I later realised she was from the East

Anglian Air Ambulance. The local fire crew

arrived and got their hydraulic spreaders

out. They tried several times with no

success to open the rollers up. When under

pressure the rollers turned pushing the

spreaders out. At about this time the

paramedic put a line in my arm and a mask

over my face. She was the last thing I saw

as I gradually drifted off into another world,

a world of semi consciousness not seeing

anything but being faintly aware of

something but not knowing what.

I was helpless and I quietly resigned my

fate to those around me, with whom I’d

placed my trust…

Are you still there?

As I began to regain consciousness after

what seemed to be a very long time (but

was probably about 30 mins) the first thing

that I saw was Jemma Valera the

paramedic from the air ambulance and her

bright orange uniform. “Are you still here” I

commented, trying hard to be witty and

cool at the same time. “Don’t worry I won’t

leave you”. She said. Her voice instilled

confidence, and I remember those words

as if they were said yesterday.

At about this point my arm was freed

from the rollers and was lowered down. I

was told to look away, but I insisted on

looking at the damage as my sleeve was

cut away from what looked like a giant

blood clot. Life has taught me one lesson if

nothing else, and that is to face challenges

head on, if you know what you are up

against you can deal with them accordingly.

I suppose, in my own way this was what I

was doing by insisting on knowing the

damage. The result was a crash course in

anatomy, muscles and tendons were there

in full view. This may seem strange but I

am so glad I looked, it was fascinating to

see the internal parts of an arm while it

was attached to a living body, and mine as

well Hmmmm… awesome…! ! ! I was very

lucky not to have broken any bones or

ripped tendons.

The arm was quickly wrapped in wet

dressing and I was carried out from under

the harvester, at this point I distinctly

remember looking

back at the damage

to the machine. Fred

had really gone to

town this time in his

assistance to the

fire services. The

old boy had come

up trumps though,

for I later was told

the equipment that

the fire services

had, was not able

to free my arm,

without his help my future

could have been massively different. The

confidence I had in him was well founded

and strengthened. His assistance to the fire

service pushed the odds back in my favour,

and I was thankful. My luck was returning

now with a vengeance!

At some point the air ambulance had

arrived and I saw it for the first time as I

was carried out. The whole situation

seemed somewhat surreal, surely one

person couldn’t have caused so much

trouble on his own.

The flight to Addenbrookes was swift and

went without much recollection, I do recall

though being told to lie back down, as I

tried to look out of the window! The arrival

at hospital also went without my

recollection. One thing that is etched on my

memory though, is while waiting for the 

x-ray on arrival I had to wait on a bed in a

kind of waiting room, as I was wheeled out

to have the x-ray I heard a doctor shout.

“Can we have a cleaner please for this

room?”. No “Make that two please” he

added on reflection… I had left my mark

already!

By 2pm I was being operated on to

remove pressure from my arm and in effect

save it from being amputated.

My subsequent two weeks in

Addenbrookes was an enjoyable one, but

was frustrating at the same time, mainly

because I felt ok but had to still take it

easy. I spent the entire two weeks on L5

ward which is a specialist plastics ward.

The doctors, nurses and all the other staff

on this ward were all superb and carried

out their duties without reproach. Except

that is, when they were determined to

tease me every time I had an

injection which was twice a day for most of

the time. I really don’t like injections, and of

course after finding this out, they all took

great delight in showing me the needle and

deliberately emphasising every action to

make it worse. Their conduct and

competence though continued my run of

good luck and the odds were improving

daily. They totally deserved the Rapeseed

oil and goose fat that I had someone bring

in for them.

My time in hospital was made much

easier by all our good friends and family

who rallied round and helped Jane on the

farm and offered both of us their support.

The string of visitors each day was very

welcome, and offered some light hearted

relief between injections.

I spent a considerable time while in

hospital looking out of the window at the

surrounding farmland, dreaming of the day

that I would return to my beloved farm

which I already missed so much.

On the day of my departure from

hospital I felt quite emotional about leaving,

I owed these people a debt of gratitude,

one that I will always be condemned to

having to mark as unpaid. They were only

doing their job but through their

competence, dedication and

professionalism I was going to be alright.

On arriving home from hospital I insisted

on having a ride around the farm, I wanted

also to go and see the potato harvester

gang, I needed to ensure that no one felt

that they were responsible for the accident,

and that there was no blame to share. It

was simply my fault and mine alone. I

needed them to understand that.

I was gratified to look around the farm

and see all the work that had been done

while I was away. David Jackson and James

German had stepped in to sort out the

potato harvesting. David Stokes had

pledged that along side Chris Forrest our

agronomist and Jane they would between

them run the farm while I was unable to.

This was a huge weight off my mind and a

On the day of my

departure from hospital I felt

quite emotional about leaving,

I owed these people a debt of

gratitude, one that I will

always be condemned to

having to mark as unpaid
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The quality of applicant was good once

again and although it makes our job of

selection harder, it does show that there is

a strong demand for holdings. It is

anticipated that demand for holding’s to be

let in 2011 will be even stronger. 

Training opportunities for Tenants

Two successful courses were run in the

last year using Landskills East funding. 

In November 2009 12 tenants, all who

are running diversified businesses,

attended training on business skills and

marketing run by John Moverley and

Richard Walters from Bidwell’s agribusiness

division. Also in attendance was Mike

Carter from Fens Adventurers Leader

programme who gave advice on RDPE

grant funding. It is understood that several

tenants are considering following up the

course with applications for RDPE grant

funding.

In January 2010 a similar number

attended a hedge management course run

by Elizabeth Ranelagh and Rebecca Inman

from the Farming and Wildlife Advisory

Group. The course was hosted by David

King of Warbraham Mains Farm, Burwell

and there were practical demonstrations of

hedge laying by Martin Rix and flail cutting

by Bill Baker who has worked on

Warbraham Mains Farm for several years.

Everyone who attended learned

something from ELS margin management

to the fact that it was best to coppice a

hedge that had become too leggy. 

We would like to run similar courses if

there is a demand. There are many

courses provided by others so duplication

has to be avoided. However, if you think

there is merit in running other courses

specifically for Cambridgeshire tenants

please contact John MacMillan, Rural

Estate Manager with your suggestions and

we will see what we can do. �

subject I find difficult to talk about without

becoming emotional. It meant so much that

anyone would do that for me… Thank you,

to you all.

The first few weeks at home saw me

only fit for brief spells of activity

punctuated with numerous rests. Through

regular physiotherapy, perseverance, and

the help of the Chatteris surgery nurses, I

am well on the way to recovery now.

Father said…

My Father used to tell me as a small boy

that there was no where near enough time

in one life time to get enough done so don’t

waste time. I remember his words often, I

have tried to utilise the time while unable to

work, catching up with the paper work that

continuously accumulates and developing

some new ideas. This period has proved a

very positive time for ideas, and I’m sure it

will be a time that I will look back on and

think it was a period of net gain for me, the

business and family. It is indeed “An ill wind

that doesn’t blow some good”

Last autumn I was unlucky for a split

second while carrying out a stupid ill-

conceived task. Since then I have benefited

from an endless degree of good luck,

which has been cultivated not least by the

help and competence, of the people

involved with my initial freeing from the

machine, the airlifting to the hospital and

the subsequent treatment from the NHS.

Through this period of time the odds have

continuously moved back into my favour

through the actions of these people. Words

are not adequate to thank them

I would like to take this opportunity, to

specifically thank the East Anglian Air

Ambulance for the critical role they played

in saving my arm. Their slogan is “We need

you today, you may need us tomorrow”.

Never has a slogan been truer, my

“tomorrow” came out of the blue that

September morning my need was great.

They didn’t let me down.

Thank you but sorry

I have recently pledged my long term

support for them through the sales of our

cold pressed rapeseed oil, and in any other

way appropriate. When you see an air

ambulance land at the scene of an accident

it is always with great concern. When you

see it again after it has helped you, the

emotion is indescribable.

I would like to end by thanking my wife and

all my family and friends for helping me

through this most difficult of times. I

apologise for all the upset and inconvenience

I may have caused. I would like especially to

say a big sorry to my little daughter Lucy,

(Wol) It wasn’t a good example to set for you

Wol, and I’m particularly sorry for the upset I

have caused you. �

If you are interested in the work of the East

Anglian Air Ambulance you can visit their

website www.eastanglianairambulance.org.uk

My Father used to tell me

as a small boy that there was

no where near enough time in

one life time to get enough

done so don’t waste time

“

Farms to let 2010
Following national advertising, two tenants have been offered holdings on the Estate.

The adverts in the Farmers Weekly and local papers attracted a lot of interest and in

the end 14 applications. 


