
 

 

 

 

The Lockdown Letters 6 - Walking Mayfield, Exploring the Churchyard  

The sunny weather has played its part, I feel, in easing us into ‘lockdown’.  We’ve 
always been a couple who have enjoyed walking and feel lucky to live on the edge of 
a village where fields are only a few hundred yards away (or should that be metres 
these days?) so moving up a gear to walking each day has been a joy rather than a 
chore.  (When the weather changes, I will let you know if we still feel like this). 

Varying our walks by leaving the house in different directions or adding an extra mile 
or so here and there has kept us from becoming bored.   For example, when we have 
a letter to post (you remember snail-mail do you?) we walk via Hermitage Lane and 
Mayfield Hall to the little post box opposite the Rose & Crown, extending our returning 
journey by crossing to the footpath opposite the end of Hermitage Lane and walking 
beside the field to the church side gate, through the church yard, over the fields and 
home.   On the other hand, a parcel, the result of another lockdown pastime - knitting 
for the grandchildren, means a trip to the post office in Scraggy’s then returning via 
Fox Holes and the football field, through the church path and once again across the 
fields to home. 

On Saturdays we purposely head for the church and turning right through the main 
gate go and buy sausages, bacon and eggs from Gary’s owner Alex at Alder Carr 
Farm.  If it’s not Saturday we use this route some days to take us on a slightly longer 
walk along the river Dove to Toadhole bridge  We enjoy our chats, from a social 
distance, with other regular walkers we meet along the way and over the couple of 
weeks we have been doing this it’s been interesting to take note of the buds and leaves 
appearing on the trees and say farewell to the glorious daffodils sadly beginning to 
fade in the churchyard and hedgerows.   

Slight irritations along the way - why do some people find it difficult to close gates even 
when all that is required is nothing more than a click? And is it really necessary to 
chuck cans and bottles away along a beautiful river path or edge of a field? (Note to 
self:  take a bag and protective gloves so we can pick these things and carry them to 
a bin.) 

Quite a few of our perambulations seem to take us, somewhere along our route, 
through St John the Baptist churchyard.  Although we attend church most Sundays, 
and usually walk across the fields (well, ok, so long as it’s not raining) we rarely stop 
and look at the headstones, just occasionally remarking that we wonder who Olive 
Mottram was as we read her headstone by the field gate but other than that we admire 
the snowdrops, and then the daffodils then dive into church before Joyce swishes the 
curtain across.   



 

 

 

 

But these days we stroll through with no agenda for getting to a service on time so 
have found time to read other names on the headstones.  Also to notice the carvings 
at the top of the stones, or at least on the ones we could see from the paths - lilies, 
cherubs, entwined hands, a book, oak leaves.  It wasn’t long before we began to 
wander from the pathways [cue for a hymn?] investigating further just what the old 
headstones had to tell us.  Their stories are precise and various, just a few words 
which paint a picture or tell a story of who is buried there.  So one warm sunny 
morning we took a pen and notebook with us and, leaving our flask of coffee on the 
lovely old concrete bench (which wobbles alarmingly if you wriggle), we began the 
enjoyable task of reading and recording some of the inscriptions.  (More on this later). 

One thing we had noticed from the pathway was that at the very top of some 
headstones single, stand-out words were writ large:  HERE, TO, IN, ERECTED, 
BENEATH.  These bold words are often ornately decorated, then beneath, in much 
smaller writing, is the name of the person(s) buried there and, often, a moving 
dedication.  One wonders how this trend came about, and why, instead of “In Loving 
Memory” or some such similar inscription one big bold plain word became a trend in 
the 19th Century. 

Treading carefully so as not to squash any daffodils (have you noticed how if you 
happen to tread on a daisy, when you move your boot the little daisy looks up and 
smiles at you as if nothing has happened?) the next thing we noticed was whole 
families having been buried side by side.  Sometimes there are three or four 
headstones: Milward, Moss, Bentley, Critchlow, Oakden to name but a few.  
Sometimes families appear to have whole rows to themselves:  the Gallimores, 
Smiths, Haywards in the part of the churchyard we have to date looked at.  Of course, 
there may be more, and some may have been moved.  I don’t know if the buying of 
plots in advance of ones death is still common practice today, but my grandfather 
certainly bought two plots for his family in Yorkshire in the early 20th century.   

As I mentioned, we have only really looked at one section of the headstones, those 
behind the daffodils, but we are discovering such a lot to make us keen to look further.  
We hope to carry on noting down more of the moving epithets and amusing caveats 
and maybe sharing them with you, either on here or when the magazine is up and 
running again.  For now, our meanderings have led us to begin looking for the oldest 
headstone: we found Thomas & John Smith, twins, aged just 2, in 1725 and then we 
came across William Banks, also an infant, who died in 1724.  There will, I am sure 
be older headstones that this for us to find, but I felt these children deserved a mention.  
But the last word is for Ann Blaymire, aged 2, whose headstone greets us all from 
under the yew by the side gate:           Fiat Voluntas Tua : Thy Will be Done 

Phil & Maggie Cook  


