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Dear Friends,
What was its title? Does anyone recall an excellent story by Nevil Shute
(remember him?) about a humble and unassuming scientist, ignored by those with
a vested interest, who warned about metal fatigue in a commercial aircraft (and
was proved right)? It appeared in the aircraft after hundreds of routine flights.
Is there such a thing as compassion fatigue? We have ample reason to be
grateful to our NHS in this pandemic, as at all times, but I remember feeling jaded
as we turned out to clap the NHS and essential workers as the weeks of lockdown
went by. It seemed a rather hollow and insubstantial suggestion from the top,
compared, for instance, to the New Zealand cabinet and other leaders there who
took a 6 month 20% pay cut, and to India’s MPs, taking a 30% cut, to express
solidarity with, and compassion towards, those who put themselves at risk and
with those whose income was reduced. But compassion of substance has been
shown in the phone calls, outdoor visits to the isolated, food bank donations ...
you name it. And without exaggeration, loneliness can be a killer, and part of that
is that those who are on their own don't want to ‘make a fuss’. But as time goes
on, and repeated visits or phone calls seem routine, and the outlook appears
bleak or at least uncertain: does compassion fatigue ‘kick in’?
The first miracle recorded in the gospels takes place when the wine runs out at a
wedding (Read, ‘the Marriage at Cana’, John’s gospel ch.2). At the behest of his
mother, Jesus turns a large volume of water into wine - thus supplying what the
host, from his own resources, could not.
This lovely story of hospitality and abundance kicks off the story of Jesus’ career,
and it has, I am sure, lots to say to us. When our patience, compassion, energy ...
runs out, it tells us where we can turn. And perhaps what we’re lacking might be
supplied even as we make the effort to care. (After all, some one had to fill with
water those 6 stone jars, each containing at least 80 litres - it wasn't simply a case
of sit back, watch and learn). But the result ...? There’d have been enough wine
for the whole town. Is there something here we need to tap into - or some one? I
believe it was real wine, but that the excellent wine also stands for the Spirit and
power of God, whom He gives when we’re desperate and we ask Him. And could
it be that this divine abundance of compassion comes through the very person we
are helping, and we find that we have received more than we’ve given? I’m sure
you, and I, know the truth of that, by experience. Abundance beyond our own
resources, instead of fatigue.
And a final thought: when we are empty, we have the greatest capacity to be
filled. Why not pray Daniel Iverson’s hymn: “Spirit of the living God, fall afresh on
me ... Break me, melt me, mould me, fill me; Spirit of the living God, fall afresh on
me.”?
Blessings and best to you,
Martin
07952 610677

WELCOME TO SERVICES AT MAYFIELD CHURCH IN NOVEMBER
What’s different this month is that from November, we will re-introduce services of
Holy Communion: for the moment, on the first Sunday of each month.
Practicalities will be explained! We remain committed to your safety, and maintain
our church building as a Covid-secure environment. We continue to request your
kind cooperation with social distancing, wearing of masks, and hand-sanitising.
As we know, regulations and guidance can change at short notice, but here’s what
it’s looking like at present.
Sunday November 1st, All Saints’ Day
10.45 am Church Family Communion. Theme: “How to be a Saint in 3 un-easy
steps!”
5pm Weaver Zoom: 5pm Tea and Talk, 5.30-6.00 Evening Worship.
Theme: ‘Encouragement the size of a Mustard Seed’ (1)
Sunday November 8th, Remembrance Sunday
10.45 am A short outdoor service and act of Remembrance (see below)

Sunday November 15th, 2nd Sunday before Advent
10.45 am Morning Worship: theme “As I have loved you ...”
5pm Weaver Zoom: 5pm Tea and Talk, 5.30-6.00 Evening Worship.
Theme: ‘Encouragement the size of a Mustard Seed’ (2)
Sunday November 22nd, Christ the King
10.45 am Morning Worship. Theme: ‘Stir up ...!’
Sunday 29th November, Advent Sunday
10.45 am Morning Worship. Theme: ‘Putting down and puttting on’

Remembrance Day Parade and Service Sunday 8th Nov
Welcome to a shorter service this year, outdoors in the Churchyard, around the
War Memorial. Either join the procession from the MRA at 10.30am, or follow on
when it passes the Church Rooms, or arrives at the Lychgate at 10.45am. The
outdoor service will finish at 11.15am after the laying of the wreaths, the last post
played and a soloist singing the National Anthem Note The church will be open
and heated, if you arrive early. Please observe social distancing, and be equipped
for all weathers!

My Month: Bonfire Nights & the Tale of ‘Boxy Monster McBoxface’
So, its November already and we are into short days and dark nights in a bleak
period before Christmas (although who knows what Christmas will be like this
year.) As an adult for me November is about Remembrance, with the church
Remembrance Day service, poppies & wreaths, war memorials and memories of
two world wars which both Mary’s and my families fought in. However, that
memory is relatively new, only gained as an adult, when I understood what our
families did for us and sacrificed for us all those years ago.
However growing up as a child, November had a very different memory, one that
was much happier and based around a day and a night when children were
allowed to have fun and shake off the gloom of the approaching Winter - Bonfire
Night. Well to give it its proper title Guy Fawkes Day when as a nation we
celebrate the gruesome act of burning a man alive at the stake some 400 years
earlier with our own bonfires, complete with an effigy of the man himself plus
setting off highly dangerous fireworks near to and amongst small children, all in
the name of wholesome family entertainment!! With today’s organised bonfire
parties and strict restrictions on fireworks, we forget just how dangerous it all was
as anyone working for the fire brigade could testify – yet perhaps it was that very
danger and being on the edge that made it so memorable for us kids.
Me, I liked fireworks, but I loved the big bonfire both the sight and sound of it. The
good news was that growing up on a council estate there was always a bonfire to
go to, the bad news is it rarely was in our own garden. My father, a keen all year
round gardener, was not going to destroy his vegetable patch complete with fruit
trees by building a big bonfire - at best we had a small blaze no bigger than one in
our fireplace as a setting for our rockets and bangers. So most years, after letting
off our fireworks, we went to a neighbour’s house, saving a few fireworks to add to
the party but for me it was all about how big that bonfire would be.
The best party was always at my mate Tony’s house where his dad had a big
back garden that he only grew potatoes in, so when the last crop had been dug up
in October the ground was cleared for the bonfire as big as we could make it. For
Tony’s dad allowed the children to make it and acquire all the necessary boxes
and rubbish to build it. It was his way of ensuring we all contributed and we loved
it – until the year it was left up to Tony and his best mate - me - to organise it.
The memory of that event and what we did stayed with me for years – mainly
because I was so ashamed. Now I can see the funnier side but at the time……
We were ten, me by just a few weeks Tony by a month or two and we thought we
knew it all. Previous years Tony’s older brother Vivian had done it (yes blokes
were called Vivian back then!) but at 15 had started work and felt too old to do it

so we cockily volunteered. Tony’s dad was unsure, but son was persuasive, so he
said yes, but ‘on your head be it’ and off we went. Bonfire night was on a Monday
that year and by the Friday before we assembled all the things we had cadged or
been given by our estate neighbours - it was frankly pathetic, lots of small boxes
and crates but nothing substantial, nothing to build the big bonfire around. It was
going to be a failure. What could we do?
We hatched a plan; we would walk into town the next day and get all the
shopkeepers to give us stuff and that would save the day. It was a brilliant, simple
and a …. stupid idea. We walked the 1.2miles into town (yep that’s a full mile plus)
and went round the shopkeepers who all said no, nothing to give; every other kid
in town had already asked. Nothing, nothing at all. We walked back dejectedly
until we got to the Coop store on our side of the town a mere 1 mile from home.
They had a big home and electrical department - they could have stuff. We went
round the back and met the manager putting out a whole load of cardboard boxes
from a delivery of fridges and cookers he had just received. Heaven, we were in
heaven! We asked if we could take a box or two and he said of course we could.
Where was the adult and the car/van? We said it was just us and we would carry
it. He said what, no way can you carry these boxes far and we then, in
desperation …… lied and said it was to a house just round the corner. He said OK
but, and a big BUT, we could not leave the boxes on the road or pavement as
litter. We agreed and he left us to it. We chose a large refrigerator box and it lifted
up easily. This was the answer to our prayers. We then stuffed smaller boxes
inside it and set off outside the yard to carry it home.
So here we were with a large, no that’s big, no that’s enormous, cardboard box
filled with other cardboard, a box that was as tall as Tony or myself and although
not that heavy when lifted by two of you, was certainly difficult to carry due to its
bulk. Still we were two tough kids and by carrying and dragging we would get this
monster home and on that bonfire, our bonfire, the best bonfire ever!
However, we had forgotten that a one mile walk into town mostly downhill was a
one mile torture track when walking up hill and trying to carry/drag a box as big as
you were. We rationalised as only a ten year old can that as soon as we got up
the first hill out of the town the rest would be plain sailing. Oh, how little we knew.
We carried the box between us all off thirty yards before it seemed to get heavier
than we imagined or our arm muscles were not quite as strong as we both
believed. We stopped for our first rest to find we hadn’t even got to the hill part of
the walk. Here the road carried on at a gentle incline whilst the pavement went up
quite steeply to end up well above the road on top of a big Victorian wall complete
with handrail that allowed the hillside to be built on with a variety of large

semidetached houses with lovely views over the playing fields to the Cotswold
hills beyond. Lovely but literally a climb like Mt Everest to two boys and their
monster box. To think we used to literally run up that hill on our way home from
school - not with ‘Boxy Monster McBoxface’, as he would be called nowadays,
standing between us.
We regained our breath, girded our loins (whatever that meant) and lifted the box
up in a slow and dignified manner – well just slowly. We soon became a source of
amusement / interest from both passing motorists gradually getting smaller below
as we climbed and housewives out to do their shopping finding their way blocked
by a monster cardboard box with two small boys in attendance,. Motorist were
generally happy and nice to see us two idiots at work – ladies having their path
blocked were not and we soon got a variety of advice/ telling off from all and
sundry, but no practical help. We struggled on giving up on lifting and now
concentrating on dragging Boxy Monster McBoxface.
This sped things up for a short while. But we noticed the base of the box was
getting worn away at the point it met the rough tarmac surface. Inside Mr Boxy
Monster McBoxface were plenty of little bits of cardboard that was safe inside, but
would be impossible to carry if the bottom literally fell out of our bonfire world.
That was only the first of our problems, our arms were hurting now as much as
when we were carrying that bl**dy box, sorry Mr Boxy Monster McBoxface. Worse
still we were getting cramp in our hands from all the holding and dragging.
Stopping became more frequent than dragging and that was not good.
And then the final disaster struck, it started to rain – a light drizzle not unexpected
in early November. That we knew would soften said cardboard, make it soggy and
that was bad. With renewed effort and finding strength we didn’t think we had, we
picked up the box and semi walked/ran up towards the top of the pavement – we
had almost made it. Now if we could just drag it along a few more yards then we
would be at the top of the hill and then it was just a dragging exercise on flat
pavements for another half mile or so - oh the optimism of youth!
The rain at this point was still a drizzle but a consistent fine mist of a drizzle that
softened hard cardboard just slightly – but enough to ensure that as we grabbed
one of the four top flaps to start our dragging session the flap under pressure and
now soft from rain, just literally tore way. We had three more flaps to go but we
knew they were as soft as the first one. Also, a distinct hole had appeared at the
bottom and we could see little bits of dry cardboard sticking out.
We stood there looking at each other and then along the road. There was still a
good bit of that now seemingly endless hill to climb and then the long straight bit!

Despite being big tough ten-year olds we were tearing up, ready to cry. What
could we do? We could not get it home like this and the rain was getting heavier
not lighter, and the managers voice ‘Are you sure you can carry this? I don’t want
it left on the main street to find it on my way home!’ began to ring in our ears.
And then as if a ray of light shone down we saw the answer - not a good answer,
not an honourable answer, a bad answer, but an answer never the less and the
phrase ‘Needs must when the devil drives’ first came into my life. A few yards up
the pavement was a small twisty footpath that connected this main road with some
new houses further up the hillside, designed so people could walk easily down
into town. It rose quite steeply but quickly turned a corner so you couldn’t see it
from the main road.
‘Are you thinking what I’m thinking?’ seemed to come across our faces at the
same time. I think it was Tony who first said lets dump it up that alley and run for
it, he said it was me - who knows! We weren’t debating, we were lifting and
carrying as if our lives depended on it. By lifting and dragging, pulling off two more
of the lid flaps, we got it up the alley, round a corner and put it against the alley
wall without anyone seeing us. By now the box was in a poor state with another
small hole in the bottom. It looked a mess, we looked a mess and we were very
unhappy both at what we had done and the failure of our mission to create a big
bonfire. We went to leave, and we then noticed a single delivery label with the
Co-op’s name and address on it. That could link the box to the Co-op, to the
manager and to us. Whilst I stood lookout Tony removed the label and stuffed it in
a pocket. We then literally ran as fast as we could until we were a good distance
from both alleyway and that box and then stopped to notice it was tears as well as
rain that was staining our cheeks.
We arrived home wet unhappy and bereft that we had failed to build our bonfire.
We said goodbye at Tony’s gate swearing never to tell anyone about … the box.
(And surprisingly I did not for many years until alcohol and a college bonfire party
got it out of me some 12 years later).
Late next morning, the rain over, I wandered up to Tony’s house, looking as my
mum had said, as if I had ‘lost sixpence and found a farthing’. Surprisingly, Tony
did not share my gloom but was smiling from ear to ear. ‘Come and look at what
I’ve found!’ He took me around to his back garden. On the spot assigned for our
bonfire was a whole load of wood, boxes. crates and other materials. “’My dad
brought some home last night from work and neighbours have been bringing stuff
all morning. And best of all he’s going to help us build it’. And indeed he did,
putting a big stake in the ground around which we stacked wooden crates, old
pieces of timber as well as many, many cardboard boxes (all smaller than Boxy

Monster McBoxface). In the excitement of a great bonfire night we forgot our
abandonment of that box, but in the days afterwards it all came back. We walked
back down to the town and that alley on the Wednesday – the box thankfully had
gone - but who had removed it? And did they know it was us and more
importantly, did the Coop manager know it was us. We took long detours to avoid
the Co-op on our way to and from school.
By Friday I thought it was all over and forgotten, but then the local newspaper
came out and my mother reading it, pointed out to us a story: ‘Look at that someone abandoned a refrigerator box near the Garden Suburb, they couldn’t
even be bothered to take it to the tip, some people!’ My ears pricked up and in
dread I asked if they said who did it. ‘No, its obviously one of those people who
moved in to the new houses up there, not from round here. The council removed it
- they don’t know where it came from. Why do you ask our Stephen?’
She got no answer. I was out of the door up to Tony’s house to impart the news
and re-enact that pact of strict silence that I did not break until at university all
those years later. We both avoided the Co-op for months afterwards in case the
manager spotted red faces and guilty consciouses of two boys walking past.
And what made me remember it all those years later? Well alcohol played a part
but also I has been to a cinema in Oxford Street that week that was running a
series of really old classic B&W comedy movies, shown on the big screen for the
first time in decades. Amongst the Charlie Chaplin and Buster Keaton movies was
a short film by Laurel and Hardy called The Music Box about, you guessed, the
disaster of moving an incredibly big box, containing a piano, up a steep hill and
steps. As tears of laughter rolled down my face as I saw this forgotten gem for the
first time, the memory of my own disaster with ‘Boxy Monster McBoxface’ came
flooding back.
At that point I felt happy to tell the story, although people often did not believe that
the memory of it was triggered by seeing an old movie in Oxford Street of all
places. What cinema would run old black & white movies in Oxford Street of all
places? After a while I began to believe that this bit of memory was false until I
heard an interview with the comedian Paul Merton, who confessed his love of
comedy films came when he bunked off school aged 15 to go to Oxford Street to
a cinema that showed them on afternoons - the very same cinema and the same
time as me a student 5 years his senior, also bunking off from his studies to catch
up with his own past.
‘Remember to remember’ is a good phrase for November whether it be more
formal remembrance or just personal memories of November past, monster boxes
included or not.
Until next time….. Stephen Dunn

Christmas Wreath Making Returns to Mayfield

It was one of the hits of the Christmas Season last year a chance to make your
own Christmas wreath, learn the skills and do it yourself with expert guidance from
Mayfield’s own professional florist Bethany Allen.
Bethany provides absolutely everything you need to create the perfect seasonal
wreath; from the wire frame, to adding the moss and fir and then getting creative
to personalise your wreath using a whole range of items Bethany provides ribbons, orange and apple slices, fir cones, cinnamon sticks, berries and feathers
- all you need to complete your project.
Include a cup of tea and a mince pie to keep you going and you have the perfect
recipe for some Christmas crafting. The sessions to be held at the Church rooms
(including parking) were a sell out last year, so be sure to book your place in time!
Call Bethany on 07517 242904 or email bsbloomsmayfield@gmail.com
Let’s get Christmassy
S.D.

AUTUMN BIRDWATCH AND NATURE NEWS
We still have an amazing amount of Goldfinches flocking to our bird feeders the
minute I have filled them up in the morning and they visit them all day long, the
most we counted this month at one time was 29, that’s more than last month. A
few Greenfinches still come with them. We have a pair of robins, some
Blackbirds, lots of dunnocks and sparrows, a few bird tits, but not many, not many
great tits either. A wren suddenly appeared stayed for a few days and then
disappeared, hope it hasn’t met a sad end, we have lots of cats who visit our
garden.
A chiffchaff was seen in a garden in Moorlands Drive, they usually leave here for
warmer winter places, but some stay. Fieldfares and Redwings will appear any
day now, they start their journey in September after spending summer much
further north in Scandinavia and Iceland. The Kestrel still hides in the Ash Tree
ready to catch an unsuspecting vole, shrew or a mouse, if they don’t catch one of
those they’ll settle for a worm or two. A Crow has spent some time chasing the
Kestrel off but it keeps coming back. Barn Owls have been seen again at Calwich
and Harlow, they’ll be looking for mice too.

We have field mice who dash out from the big thick hedge that separates our

garden from the field, they will eat some bird food which has fallen on the ground
and then will quickly dash back.
The polecat is around again and has been filmed at night in a garden in Churnet
Close and also seen on Slack Lane. This year seems a really good year for
hares, lots have been seen in local fields and also in farm yards, unusual as they
are usually quite shy. They are a protected species after being sadly in decline
due to be hunted which is now illegal, so let us hope numbers continue to rise.
Apart from eating some grass hares do no damage at all.
Hedgehogs have visited quite a few gardens and young ones have been spotted,
sadly those born late will struggle to survive, most likely because they are
underweight and because of the changes in the weather and they are too young
to know how to hibernate. If you find a young hedgehog struggling ring the local
vets who will know where to take it.
The bees nesting in a border in our garden which I thought were ground bees and
I tried to find out more about them, apparently ground bees are very gentle and
don’t sting, I don’t think they were ground bees, my grandson accidently trod on
the hole where they were living, he came running fast into the house followed by
some bees after being stung quite a few times as did my husband, so I’m not sure
what type of bees they were, I think they may have been common carder bees.
They will nest in the ground, we think these nested in an old mole run.
Apparently carder bees will nest where there are flowers for them to feed on,
which these bees did in lots of our garden flowers. In winter they will die all apart
from the new Queen bee. If anyone knows anything about carder bees I’d love to
know. Apart from the stings we enjoyed watching them and hope they come back
next year, though maybe my grandson doesn’t !
Valentine, the cuckoo has continued his journey through Africa and on the 14th
October he had flown 280 miles south west from Nigeria to Cameroon, the quality
of his tag was not too clear to know his exact position but on the 16th October a
clear tag reading showing him having flown another 234 miles and was in south
east Cameroon and heading towards North Angolia where he overwintered last
year, so if that is where he is heading he has another 807 miles to go. We wish
him well on his journey and hope he safely makes it.
Joyce Beeson

Our thanks to Bob Berrisford for the delightful picture opposite of the field mouse
feeding on bird food

Pop - Up Restaurant Raises Money for Outdoor Gym.

The Pop-up Restaurant returns to
Mayfield to help raise money for
MARNA’s Outdoor Gym project. 20
diners, abiding by the rule of six and
full Covid regulations came together
on Friday 16th October to enjoy a full
Chinese Banquet at the Memorial Hall.
Social distancing meant that the large
main hall was used but soft lighting
and twinkling lights recreated the
atmosphere of a favourite restaurant.
Andrew was the chef, supported by
Marna Committee members and the
authentic Chinese Menu (opposite)
was a big hit with the diners who also
appreciated the more ‘traditional’
puddings. A magnificent £350 was
raised to help secure the outdoor gym
in Mayfield. Our thanks to Chef
Andrew and his team for creating such
an outstanding Banquet.
S.D.

Halloween in Mayfield
One Mayfield resident has set about to create a real Halloween experience in the
village for all of Mayfield’s children. Kate Glover tells us all about it.

How to fill the void left by lockdown crafting now the kids are back to school!? Plan
an overly ambitious interactive walk for charity of course.
In truth I love doing things like this and for once I have the time to do it. I originally
planned to do set design at University before the more grounded option of History
won out. I should have stuck with set design but it’s always easy to find ways to
be creative.
Myself and the family would still be living in Ghana if it wasn’t for Covid. We were
out there on a placement with Conor‘s (my fiancé’s) work. I stopped working
before we left the U.K and had embarked on a Masters Degree in Architectural
Technology via distance learning. Covid laid waste to both our assignment and my
degree, but my course will recommence in January.
I should probably be resting on the couch everyday watching This Morning and
catching up on Netflix, but from the minute we bought our cottage in Mayfield I
knew I wanted to do something to help redevelop the playground. My twins Molly
& Hope are also very settled and happy now at Ilam Primary so helping their
Parents Association feels worthwhile.
Plus what are the youngsters supposed to do this year without being able to trick
or treat!? It’s been so miserable for them and harder to keep them entertained

now the weather has turned. My two especially love Halloween as it helps bridge
the gap slightly between Xmas and their birthday which is on the 18th December.

So what’s the walk all about? The idea is that families follow a one way route
around Middle Mayfield. (See next page) The houses already provide a great
backdrop, but I’ll be decorating them with props and figures. At each stop the kids
will have to solve a riddle, exchange an item (i.e Goblin Gold from the curiosity
shop for entrance to the Monster Ball) or answer a quiz to earn honorary
sorcorership to the Middle Mayfield School of Magic. We’ll have a Sweets and
Treats stall to end the walk.
Originally I planned to have all the usual skeletons, ghosts and zombies etc.. but
after giving it more thought it seemed a bit inappropriate during a pandemic and
talking to a few people. So I’m trying to steer thing towards a more magical,
enchanted theme, but still 100% fitting for Halloween.
I’ve had some wonderful offers of help from some Mayfield residents and the
parents at Ilam. If it’s a success hopefully we can make it a Mayfield tradition and
do it bigger and better Covid free event for 2021!
Kate Glover
Kates Halloween walk took place October 29th to November 1st just as this
magazine was at the printers . Next month we will bring you pictures of the event
and what happened . The editors

Multi-Use Games Area – Renovation Now Completed

Volunteers have now completed the renovation of the Multi-Use Games Area –
the MUGA – at the Mayfield Recreational Association. In 2019 the MUGA had
deteriorated into a derelict skatepark. It needed serious attention. Marna set about
organising its regeneration.
First we asked the Trent and Dove volunteer team to dismantle the existing
structures. Led by Aaron and Rob they did a fantastic job over two mornings. They
removed all the rotten skate ramps, the old perimeter boards and the netting.
They swept up and even took all the old stuff away with them. Chair of Marna, Alz
Coates, commented “I am very grateful to Aaron’s and Rob’s team of volunteers
from Trent & Dove Housing. They have done a remarkable job and we couldn’t
have done this without their help and support. They have a brilliant team of
volunteers , who worked really hard on our MUGA. Marna is very lucky to have
such a great help and support.”
Next we needed to replace the boundary boards and wire netting. We talked
to Buildbase – the builders’ merchant on the Industrial Estate in Ashbourne – and
they were happy to sell us all the materials needed at cost price. Thank you
Buildbase!
Charles Wimbush, Secretary of the MRA, said “Marna has been a breath of fresh
air to the MRA. Suddenly we have a group who are willing and well able to help
improve the facilities at the MRA.
The project was completed by the Mayfield community. Lots of people helped in
all sorts of ways – making bacon butties & cups of tea for the workers, sweeping
up, cutting back the overgrown hedges, painting, installing the boards…

Tea break – pre Covid - do you remember those days?
The tricky work, though, was done mainly by Dave Moss and Pete Bradshaw. This
included “hog ringing” the wire fencing. The project was finally completed this
month, after delays caused by last winter’s weather and COVID-19 restrictions.
Even before it was finished it was being used by the community and was even
bringing in an income to the MRA with Soccer Skills bookings.

Walking Football at the MUGA before the wire netting goes up
Aaron Stringer, Trent & Dove’s project coordinator, said It was a real pleasure to
help you with our team of community neighbourhood volunteers.
Well done and a huge thank you to everyone who contributed! MARNA

The Birdlife of Mayfield - A Photographers View

Mayfield is a haven for spotting birdlife, and we have a number of readers who
submit pictures to the magazine. Here we feature the work of Bob Berrisford, with
a great shot of starlings in a birdbath and Martin Balderson – a Kestrel on a wire.

Two more pictures from Bob. Above is a House Martin feeding its young and
below a woodpecker working a garden bird feeder. Overleaf we have four more
birds from Bob and Martin – three are native to our area but one was captured on
holiday. You can see all these great photographs in full colour on our church
website www.mayfieldparishchurch.org

Four More Mayfield Bird (Three actually plus one from Dorset)
Four Birds, 3 photographed in Mayfield, one on the Dorset coast, Guess which ones they are ?

A Meadow Pipit, picture by Martin Balderson followed by a Song Thrush photographed by Bob Berrisford

A Pied Wagtail captured by Martin and finally a Rock Pipet from the coast and cliffs of Dorset captured by Martin

MAYFIELD MEMORIES BOOK
Mayfield Heritage Group are to publish another ‘Mayfield Memories’ book. The
first one was published in 1993 and has lots of articles and photographs of life in
Mayfield through the ages. Written by local residents telling of life in Mayfield.
Stories about school life, clubs and work, lots of wonderful photographs showing
how Mayfield was, photos of schoolchildren, clubs, shops, pubs and much more.
To help the Heritage Group produce another book showing how life has changed
they are asking for photos of weddings, Church events, school days, etc, any
interesting happenings, Mayfield during the war, anything post 1939. Mayfield has
changed a lot since then and it would be a great shame if those memories were to
be forgotten. Any written articles too of village life in Mayfield such as school
days, working at Mayfield Mill, weddings, Church Life would also be much
appreciated.
If you have any photos, any stories of life in Mayfield, anything you think would be
a good to be remembered please get in touch with either:
Mr Pat Smith, 01335 343737 5 The Crescent, Mayfield, DE6 2JE
Mrs Linda Greenwood, 01335 344290 ‘‘Briarways’ Conygree Lane, Mayfield
DE6 2HW

Mayfield Heritage Group
Winter is approaching and we are just about to refill the Discovering Mayfield
leaflet holders for the last time until spring time. They have a tendency to get
damp and have at times been eaten by insects!
We know that self-catering and bed and breakfast establishments like to have
some in stock for their guests, please contact us if you need copies.
We can be contacted via our website.

mayfieldheritage.org.uk

MAYFIELD BOOK CLUB
The October meeting was the first since lockdown and only a small number
attended due to other various commitments but needless to say we enjoyed
ourselves having a catch up.
We spoke about books that we had read during lockdown which were quite an
assortment. The library were not in a position to loan books in the normal way due
to restrictions, but Muriel had obtained two titles of novels by Ian Rankin which we
will devour before the November meeting.
I am pleased to say our meeting went very well following all the rules and
regulations so we felt very well protected.
Carol Akers

Mayfield Author Has First Book Published

We have a bona fide author living right here in Mayfield. Arnie Rainbow, who lives
in West View (by Mayfield Yarns), is a contributor to this magazine and a wellknown member of Mayfield church. Arnie has just had his book (‘Knocking At The
Door – Confessions of a lapsed atheist’) published by Sheffield publishers Steel
City Press.
Arnie helped launch Ashbourne Writers’ Group and belongs to Cafe Writers: the
Derby branch of The Association of Christian Writers. He has already had an
award-winning piece, 'My Writing Journey' published in the July 2020 edition of
Christian Writer.
Now, in his first book, Arnie takes us on his journey from a dyed-in-the-wool
atheist to believer, along a pathway strewn with heavy-handed evangelists,
unfriendly church buildings and intimidating religious language, as he struggled
and searched for a better quality of life. Interestingly, he uses his own experiences
to help us readers to understand why many people struggle to take Jesus
seriously and answers in plain language the questions people most often ask
about faith: from ‘Isn't religion just outmoded superstition’, 'surely science has
disproved God?', through to the perennial ‘If there is a God, why is there so much
human suffering?’. As Arnie is local, we caught up with him for a short interview.

Why Knocking at the Door? Well it’s what I had been experiencing for many
years - I think many people do, asking is there anyone there? But how to open the
door?!
So you weren’t brought up a Christian? Far from it: my left-wing parents saw
socialism as the only answer to the rising tide of Fascism. They had strong
principles, instilled a good sense of ethics into my sister and myself and
encouraged us to think for ourselves.
So no church on Sunday for you? Definitely not. Whilst other children went to
Sunday school, my parents took me to Daily rallies at the Albert Hall – much more
fun - where I saw amazing protest singers like Pete Seeger.
Is that what got you into singing and folk songs? Yes, that and a certain Bob
Dylan. I bought a plywood guitar for 35 shillings and wrote passionate but oh so
cheesy folk songs, as only a teenager can.
And Christianity and Jesus, how did that start? I went to a Christian Aid rally in
Trafalgar Sq, really just to hear the folk singers. But I was struck by the song
‘When I needed a neighbour’, which has a strong humanitarian and Christian
message. I then realised that a protest singer could be both a socialist and a
Christian. I suppose that was the initial spark, but it took university, a career as a
scientist and several 'coincidences' (knocking at the door!) to add to it. It was a
journey – that’s the theme of the book I suppose. In fact my favourite illustration
from the book, done by David Blench, is me climbing a hill stick in hand. I say it's
me, but considerably younger - I’m not sure I could do that climb today!
Arnie Rainbow

Knocking At The Door is available at just £4.99 from Steel City Press,
https://steelcitypress.co.uk/shop/ or Waterstones bookshops
https://www.waterstones.com/ or from Mayfield church itself when open for
services or direct from Arnie Rainbow himself . Tel 07970 003808 email
arnie.rainbow@btinternet.com

Harvest Festival Sunday 27th September

No pandemic could stop Mayfield church from having its Harvest Festival with
windows beautifully dressed by members of the church community ready for the

service. With no harvest supper this year, food, produce, and cash
donations were given for charity. So much was given by church
members that it filled a very large trolley. Overleaf Joyce gives us
details where Mayfield’s donations went and how they are used.

OUR HARVEST FESTIVAL AND THE PADLEY CENTRE
The Harvest Festival service held in our Church this year was slightly
different to other years due to the pandemic. However that didn’t mean
we didn’t celebrate Harvest. We had a service giving thanks for our
food and all the good things we grew in our gardens and farms.
Because we no longer have children from our School bringing their
baskets of fresh and dried produce, our congregation bought tinned and
packet food along with toiletries, kitchen rolls, washing powder and
similar items, or gave donations, all of which was taken to the Padley
Centre in Derby to help those who were less fortunate than ourselves.
A very big ‘Thank You’ to everyone who contributed to this very worthy
cause. Four full baskets of food and the amazing sum of £145 was
given to the Padley Centre who were really pleased as they rely on help
from the public and receive no other funding. Now that Winter is on its
way we are once again asking for warm clothing, socks, gloves, hats
and scarfs, coats, and similar items which will be put to good use
keeping people warm during the cold weather. If you have any items
you would like to donate please either bring them to me at 8 Churnet
Close or telephone me on 01335 346959 or 07805423136 if you would
like them collected. Again many thanks for your help. Joyce Beeson

Views of the foodbank at the Padley Centre

The Longer View
I wrote this poem after an early morning climb, from our cottage in
Northumberland in the village of Branton. A counterpoint to all the difficulties and
uncertainties of these days?
Martin Soar
I climbed the hill above the lea,
‘cross ploughed and harrowed lower
ground,
to know what lay beyond the plain,
where trees and barns and brick and
stone
confine their world in picture-frame.
And thus, ascending from that plain
an incremental picture formed;
where I had thought there was but
one,
appeared two lakes; a river snaked
in silver writhings through the fields
which crazy-paved, to parallax,
the distant windmills in the west.

And cresting, saw the circled vault
of dimming stars, and in the east
where lay the sea, the sun suffused
the rising day with golden glow.
And still, below, in shadow lay
the trees and barns and brick and
stone
unseeing, then, of all I saw.
And on return to lower ground,
I will remember all I’d found
above the village streets and farms:
the greater light, the longer view,
the sea, the mountains, hid from sight
by near horizons and the night.
And will recall, when all seems grey,
another green hill, far away.

Articles for the December 2020/ January 2021 Issue of the Magazine.
We always welcome articles for the magazine, both from Mayfield itself and the
surrounding villages. To ensure your article is published in our next double Issue,
December 2020/ January 2021
it must be submitted by Tuesday 24th Nov. at the latest. Articles and information
submitted beyond that date may not be published.
You can submit articles by email to our editors. Joyce Beeson Email:
beesonjoyce30@gmail.com Tel. 346959 and Stephen Dunn Email:
s.w.dunn@btconnect.com Tel. 342188 or contact us to deliver them by hand.

REMEMBERING THE DEPARTED

Our annual service of remembering those who have died (as distinct from the
Remembrance Sunday service on 8th November) took place this month on

Sunday October 18th , where those who have been bereaved were invited to
attend a special service of remembrance,
Because of the need to social distance, two services, instead of one took place
both in the morning and afternoon to accommodate all those who wanted to
attend. Our traditional placing of candles in church at the end of the service was
not be possible, so people brought along a pebble or small stone with the person
they were commemorating written on it.

At the closing part of each service the congregation moved out to the churchyard
and placed their stones inside the shape of a marked-out cross on the
churchyard lawn with a single candle in a lantern placed in the centre of the cross
burned in remembrance of all those named.
The services, very well attended by 50 people, (similar in number, to previous
years) were both moving and poignant in a year where so many did not have the
opportunity of mourning loved ones they had lost .
As the congregation stood around the cross, further names were spoken of of
friends and members of the Mayfield community who had passed on. It was a
quiet and dignified end to an annual tradition in the Mayfield church calendar.
S.D.

PUTTING THE GARDEN TO BED FOR THE WINTER
Cold Dark mornings, windy wet days, it’s time to put our gardens to bed for the
winter, but now is the time to start planning for next year, finish planting bulbs
outside, either in pots or in the borders, plant prepared hyacinths, and amaryllis in
the house, they should then be in flower for Christmas.
Make sure the hyacinth bulbs are special prepared ones, plant in a bulb pot,
making sure they are close together but not touching. Special bulb fibre is best
but peat free compost will do the job just as well. Leave just the tops of bulbs
showing and place in a cool, dark place, not too cold, when the bulbs start
shooting and the shoots are a few inches high, bring the pots out and place on a
light windowsill, not too warm and not above a radiator, water sparingly and the
bulbs should flower for Christmas. After flowering let the bulbs dry out and when
the leaves have died then bulbs can then be planted in the garden after winter and
they will flower the next spring.
Amaryllis are Christmas favourites and easy to grow, they will come with a
container and compost from garden centres, place the bulb in the compost,
leaving a quarter of the bulb showing above the compost, water sparingly, place
on a windowsill and watch it grow. Other bulbs to plant inside are Paper White
Daffodils. Plant in a pot, again close but not touching, put on a warm windowsill,
supporting as they get tall. After flowering these won’t grow outside, so dry them
off and keep till next year, its worth a try to see if they will flower again.
There are some crops that can be planted in the vegetable garden at this time,
such as garlic and onion sets, and broad beans which prefer a sheltered garden,
not an exposed one like ours, better then to wait till Spring. Sweet peas can be
sown now and put in a cold frame.
Other jobs are lifting Dahlia tubers or keeping them covered over with a deep
mulch so they keep frost free, remember to clean garden tools. Make sure young
trees are staked and safe from strong winds.
Keep bird feeders clean and filled with food over winter. Hedges trimmed, leaves
gathered, just some of the jobs that need to be done before winter sets in.
Then it’s time to read the garden catalogues which will be coming through our
letter boxes and decide what to grow next year.
Joyce Beeson

THE OVER 70’S CHRISTMAS PARTY
Very sadly because of the Covid-19 epidemic Mick and the Committee of the
annual Over 70’s Christmas Party have decided that this year the Party is to be
cancelled. Let us hope all is well next year and the Party can then go ahead
again. Wishing everyone a very Happy and Healthy Christmas and every Best
Wish for 2021.
Mick Feeley and the Over 70’s Committee.

Mayfield Memorial Hall News – November Update.
Our Community Bar is Now Open Every Sunday…… as a service to our
community we will be opening the bar every Sunday from 2pm to 7pm. Full
Covid precautions are in place and following recent Government announcements
it will be table service only, Tier 2 regulations and the use of masks when leaving
a table (to use the toilets for instance). As an extra precaution, to help keep us all
safe we will install a temperature check upon entry. We aim to make it a safe and
secure place where your bubble can meet and enjoy a drink, socially distanced
and responsibly.

A Pie and a Pint….a real Pukka Pie (or Sausage Roll) for just £5
To help enjoy your time in the hall you can now have a real Pukka Pie, hot and
delivered to your table. Pukka Pies is a family company that has been making
their best selling pies for almost 60 years and deliver to us direct from their
factory just under 50 miles away in Leicestershire. We have installed a special
Pukka Pie Oven on the bar to cook the pies. And as a very special offer, you
can have a pie and a pint for just £5 saving you a £1 on the normal price of both
items. What’s not to love in that!
The Hall is available for hire for appropriate meetings and groups, but
currently parties and events with music and dancing are not allowed under Govt.
Guidelines along with Children’s parties. If you wish to book the hall for a meeting
or a group contact Maureen Burton on 01335 344277
We are looking at future community events we can safely hold. Recognizing
the role the hall plays in our community we are looking at future events we can
safely hold for the community in the run up to a very different Christmas this year.
We will announce any such events in this magazine, on our Mayfield Arms
Facebook page – search for Memorial-Bar-aka-The-Mayfield-Arms and on our
website https://mayfieldmemorialhall.org.uk/

CobraFIT
ATTENTION: BUSY MUMS
Looking for a fun, exciting way to get in shape, whilst the kids are at school?
Try our small, friendly & Unique CobraFIT exercise class!
Wednesday mornings, 930am, Mayfield Church Rooms
ONLY 2 PLACES LEFT
For more details: http://info.cobrafit-derby.co.uk
To book contact Alison Griffiths-Brown 07834 357326
FIRST CLASS FREE!

Every Day is an Adventure for Morse
This morning began as most mornings do – Kim appears bleary-eyed and scantily
clad – what a vision!! – to let me out on to the Pendlewych beach to do what I have
to do!!
Then, after being towel-dried (if it is raining), I am whisked off upstairs, plonked
unceremoniously on the bed and we all have early morning cuddles and a snooze!!
What a wonderful start to every day!! After several minutes of this indulgent bliss,
the maid (Mal) eventually drags herself out of bed and decides it’s time for tea and,
while Kim and I carry on with our snuggles, off she goes to arrive again shortly with
two steaming mugs. She reminds me of Julie Walters in Victoria Wood’s sketch
“Two Soups” – I don’t think all the tea ever makes it upstairs and Mal can never
remember if she’s added the sweetex!! I have been offered tea too but, personally,
it doesn’t appeal even though it is Yorkshire Tea!! and Michael Parkinson raves
about it!!
Once Kim has had her shower, got dressed, dried her hair, etc. (all of ten minutes),
it’s time to venture downstairs for the delicious breakfast that Mal has prepared
earlier – Mal continues to get herself ready for the world for a good hour or so more!!
Then, the day’s action begins! I just never know what will happen after this initial
daily routine! Will Kim be having a working day – in which case, I’m in for a relaxing
one and just lie next to her on my rug and endeavour to be available for advice and
support as required! Will I be having visitors or will I be visiting friends – I need to
make sure that my daily groom happens sooner rather than later! Will I be going out
in the car or will I be travelling by bus or train – if so, have I got some lunch and
snacks to take with me? Will I be shopping – is there anything I need? Will I be
going to the pub and, if so, which one? Will I have been before? Which doggy
friends will I meet today? Will I meet anyone new? The questions are endless!!
Whatever the day ahead has in store, Kim usually takes me out for a walk after my
breakfast and today is no exception. This is always exciting in itself as I never know
which route we will take or who I might meet for a chat. This morning, I bump into
David (Dictator David – he will understand!!) and Fran who are out for their morning
stroll. Of course, they are pleased to see me and, this morning, we have a very
interesting conversation about The Henry Prince First School and how very sad it is
that the school has been closed and seemingly abandoned when it used to be such
a vibrant and significant part of village life. I didn’t realise that Kim had worked there
for ten years – I really must research my family history!!
Kim and I then carry on down Slack Lane – a favourite walk of mine – round the
village and back home so that Kim can have her breakfast. This is then the time
when I get a feeling for what the day ahead will hold and whether or not I am in for
yet another adventure!!

Today is definitely an “adventure” day!! As soon as the packed suitcases, bags and
wine carriers appear, I know immediately that a break away is on the cards and
when a bag is packed for me, then I start to rush around to collect the toys I want to
take with me. I wonder where we are heading this time!! Eventually, I am bundled
into the car and off we go ……… to Norfolk!!
I take everything in my stride! I am happy anywhere as long as I am with the girls
and I know that wherever I am, they will look after me and make sure that my every
need is catered for. I don’t ask for much – food, a comfy bed, someone to play with,
interesting walks, love – my needs are very simple and, happily, they are the same
as Kim and Mal’s needs – obviously, wine is top of their list but I prefer plain old tap
water!!
Our cottage by the sea is brilliant and I have a fantastic fully enclosed garden so I
can run around outside at top speed in complete safety to my heart’s content.
That’s if I have any energy left!!
Today, the first day of my holidays, I walked at least five or six miles and ran up and
down the beach chasing my ball and played with new dog friends! At one point, I
noticed an empty boat so I jumped in expecting to set sail and shouted to the girls
”Ahoy there!! Batten down the hatches – full speed ahead” but they fell about
laughing and replied “Captain Morse, the tide is out”!!!!

What a day I am so very
tired!! From
this evening’s
conversation,
it looks like a
similar day is
planned for
tomorrow so
I’m just
having a little
nap while the
girls chat,
decide on the
itinerary and
enjoy their
wine!! Here’s
to another
great week!!
I am such a
lucky little
poodle!!

P.S. This
month, I did think about telling you about my recent visit to the vets for my castration
operation but, after talking to Les and Alfie up the road and seeing their reaction
and, after considering all those dogs out there who may be about to undergo this
procedure, I decided it really wasn’t fair to relate my experience!! I have now fully
recovered, however, I do feel that something is missing – I just can’t quite put my
paws on it!!
See you all again soon!!

Morse the Dog

Mix Ups!
Can you work out what these should be? Some of them are more than
one word

1. B E F I N O R
2.AEFGKUSWY
3. E F K I O R R S W
4. A E K L P R R S S
5. O P P P Y
6. A A B C D E E E M M N N R R S U Y
7. A C E H N O P T
8. D E G N O P R U W
9. C D D E E E H I I L N N N R
10. A B D E E P R S U Y
Monthly Sillies!
What do you call a dog magician?
A labracadabrador
What happens when it rains cats and dogs?
You might step in a poodle!
What is worse than raining cats and dogs?
Hailing taxis!
How do you say bye-bye to a curly-haired dog?
Poodle-oo!
What did the dog say when he sat on sandpaper?
Ruff!

Answers:
1. Bonfire 2. Guy Fawkes 3. Fireworks 4. Sparklers 5. Poppy
6.Remembrance Sunday 7. Cenotaph 8. Gunpowder 9. Children in Need 10. Pudsey
Bear

Colour Me In!

Wildflowers & Heritage in Mayfield
White Peak Famers is a group of farmers and land managers in the Ashbourne
and Peak District area who are working together so they can do more to help the
environment whilst producing high quality food from their farms.
Wildflower-rich meadows and grasslands are a high priority for the us and we are
aiming to create more, bigger, better and joined up wildflower-rich habitats that
are buzzing with bees and butterflies, all across our farms.

With funding from Severn Trent’s Boost for Biodiversity grant we have been able
to join forces with the local community of Mayfield which is helping us to do even
more for our meadows. Seed has been collected from many species of
wildflowers by hand this year thanks to some of the local people giving up their
time on a Sunday morning.
We have collected seed from several different species that flower later in the
season which will provide nectar and pollen at a time when there are fewer
flowers around for pollinating insects. Species such as devil’s-bit scabious,
common knapweed, sawwort, betony, great burnet, bird’s-foot-trefoil, sneezewort,
autumn hawkbit, spearwort and common spotted orchid have all been harvested.
We’ve also collected fruits and nuts from tree species to grow our own trees.

We are growing on the wildflower seed as plug plants to be planted out next year
to increase the number of different species in our meadows. We have some plants
that we grew from seed last year which volunteers are helping us to plant out this
autumn too. Next year we will be continuing with the project starting in spring with
early flowering species.

It would also be good to see more wildflowers in the road verges, so we hope to
work with the village to help this happen too.
We are keen to learn more about the history of our fields so we can better
understand how the field systems may have functioned and changed over time. At
Old Hall Farm there is a lot of old ridge and furrow some of which may have been
used to manage water meadows. Members of the Mayfield Heritage Group are
going to help us find out more about the area so we can restore scarce habitats
such as floodplain meadows along the River Dove that we hope will attract wading
birds, whilst retaining important archaeology.
If you are interested in helping with the project, please contact us at
info@whitepeakfarmers.org.uk.
Alison Ash and Ann Cantrell

EVACUEES AT DYDON FARM
I’d always known there had been evacuees sent to Dydon Farm during the last
war but knew nothing about them until recently when Pat Smith found a letter sent
in 2011 from one of the evacuees , a Mr Francis King. Mr King was 83 when he
sent the letter but obviously remembered those days at Dydon fondly when a
family named Oakden lived there.
He and his brother Edward and sisters Ada and Eunice were evacuated from
Oldham, along with another boy from Oldham, Alan Shirley, he was evacuated at
the neighbouring farm, Ashfield Farm, The Frith family farmed there then. Francis
King was aged 12 and went to Mayfield School along with his brother Edward.
They walked across the fields in their wellingtons to Mrs Heath who lived on
Hollow Lane, who kept their school shoes there, they changed into their shoes
and carried on to School.
Mrs Heath’s son Harry was then 14 and worked at Birdsgrove House where he
continued working for many years. Harry passed away in 2017 and had lived in
the little cottage on Hollow Lane for many years. Mr King remembered that a
family named Bagshaws lived at Old Hall Farm, later to become owned by the
Prince family, Holme Farm was then owned by a family called Mellor. He also
said how he and Alan Shirley carved their names with a penknife on the back of
the organ, presumably the Church organ !!
In those days the Hollow Lane footpath went eventually to Stanton and was most
likely used a lot, as few people owned cars . When our family moved to Dydon
Farm in 1951 there was only a basic path from the main road through Calwich
Bank Farm yard to Ashfield farm and Dydon.
Electric had only just been put in and our water came from a well, which would run
dry during a hot summer, so life at Dydon for Mr King would have been harder,
especially through the winter walking across the wet and muddy fields. There was
no heating in the farmhouse, just one coal fire, but he seemed to have enjoyed his
time there.
He would have had the fields and the wood to play in, much different probably
than Oldham was. He said the children used to sit in the fields above Middle
Mayfield watching the bombing of Derby.
There were other children evacuated to Mayfield, we know some stayed at the
School House. If anyone knows of any other children evacuated to Mayfield the
Mayfield Heritage Group would be only too pleased to know.
Joyce Beeson

Slow Pedalling
One Mayfield Man (Tom Stephenson) and a unique way of Seeing Europe
I hadn't felt childish joy quite like it since I used to skateboard through Mayfield.
From the top of Moorlands Drive, straight to Wallash, was a particularly favourite
route as long as no dog walkers appeared in front of me.
Of course, this time was a little different. I was fifteen years older, I now lived in
London and it was midway through a global pandemic.
I think it was a Wednesday.
A few weeks before I'd bought a bike, as public transport suddenly seemed less
appealing, and at that moment was hurtling down a hill in the Surrey countryside,
crying. I'm not sure why I was crying; perhaps it was the fond Mayfield memories
flooding back, or just the simple relief from the confusion of that time. Whatever it
was, as I cycled back up through Croydon and to our one bed flat in Peckham, I
knew I wanted to cycle a whole lot more.
Over the following months I cycled to work, I cycled to the shops, my partner
Rosie got a bike too and we cycled on weekends. And so, as much as neither of
us would have predicted it only months before, when we realised we were going
to have to cancel our trip to Mexico and Central America due to rising COVID
rates, a cycle tour seemed like the most obvious choice.
Considering any trip during a pandemic might seem like a strange decision, but for
context Rosie and I had long been waiting to leave London, to move somewhere
where we could have a house and garden for the same price as our one bed flat.
A place where people said 'good morning' to each other and the air wasn't
chewable. Things had all lined up nicely; we'd quit our jobs, saved up and given
notice on our flat, so before that move, the house and garden and all those ‘good
mornings’ we suddenly has a one-off opportunity to explore for months on end.
On the 1st October we carefully packed our bikes into cardboard boxes and drove
a rental van to Heathrow Airport – southern Europe awaited us and our bikes!
We spent our first six nights staying on a small fishing boat in Matosinhos Marina
near Porto, Portugal. A week which taught me that perhaps growing up in the
midlands does not equip you for boat life. Due to the huge container ships
sneaking out of the main port in the night, our little craft swayed, and rocked, and
groaned like it wished to be nowhere else but out at sea.
I suspected one morning we'd wake up out there.
In the day we lifted our bikes off the hull of the boat and cycled into the city,
regularly stopping for espressos and Pastel de nata, a Portuguese custard tart
which if bought at the right time in the morning gives the perfect combination of
oozing custard and crispy pastry.
We met some fantastic people from all over including Alex the friendly German
who was walking the roughly 550km 'Camino de Santiago' from Lisbon to

Santiago de Compostela. "You have a blister!", He announced to Rosie after
following us across a bridge, "I have just the thing." He produced a padded plaster
from his bag, handed it to Rosie, and then we walked the bridge together.

Two bikes, a rocking boat and a busy, but beautiful, harbour

We watched surfers in Matosinhos Bay at sunset, cooked fish stews on the boat
and accidentally ended up inside the port on our bikes much to the confusion and
annoyance of the Portuguese security guard.

Soon the time came to leave our little boat, we'd decided to head North East
because, although overall our plan was to journey South, the Gerês National Park

sounded like far too good an opportunity to miss. We cycled into the Portuguese
countryside, through corn fields and pine forests, and arrived in a small village at
our host for the evening, Jaoquim's place.
Jaoquim didn't speak English, but the four glasses of afternoon port he greeted us
with told us he'd be a good host. That evening he fed us grilled fish and potatoes,
gallons of homemade sangria and made us feel truly at home. His hallway
featured hundreds of photos of him and people from all over and I couldn't help
but think he'd found a truly fulfilling way to spend his later years; drinking and
eating with strangers from all over the world.

We spent the next few days cycling to the beautiful medieval city of Braga, then
north into the Gerês National Park. The hills were brutal, and the weather hot, but
it was worth every pedal. I lost count of the number of times we cycled around a
corner and were stunned into silence by a view.
On my birthday we stayed the night in the park and went out to a local restaurant
recommended by our host. Mid-way through dinner a table sat down next to us,
three gents in suits and a lady in military dress. "They must be important", I said to
Rosie, but it was only the next day when we saw one of the men being
photographed, and asked an observer, that we discovered we'd got to have dinner
next to the President.
Or he had got to have dinner next to us.
It is now eleven days since we headed out of Porto and we're back. We've
covered 230km, climbed 4,060 metres (14 Thorpe Clouds) and learnt a lot already
about cycling, this country and each other. I feel incredibly lucky to be able to be
on this journey and can't wait to discover more new places, meet more people and
avoid as many potholes as possible as we begin the journey south to Lisbon.
I’ve promised the editors to send more slow cycling updates when pedal power
permits
Tom Stephenson

Telling The Truth and Giving Hope - the Words of James
Gill Brewer our Church Warden gave the following talk in church during Martin
Soars absence. It has particular relevance to the times we live in.
I don’t know about you, but I remember when ‘News at Ten’ first aired on ITV, it
started with the now infamous bongs, with a headline in between each bong, more
often than not bad news, but, at the end of each bulletin, was some good news,
often a silly story, it made you smile, or feel good, it gave you hope.
Move forward to our current situation, I for one gave up listening to, or watching
current affairs or news programmes some time ago, although I do listen to the
news headlines on the radio. I now find it all so alarming, it just seems to be more
bad news. Yes, we are living through very strange and difficult times but surely we
all need good news, or a funny story now and then, most of all I believe we need
hope, but more and more I wonder where is that hope in these difficult times. I
strongly believe that we need to be told the truth, but I can't help but wonder if it is
the truth we are being told, I don't think for one minute that people or the Media
are deliberately lying to us, but is their speculation, often presented as certain fact,
really the same as telling the truth?
I recently spent some time with my Sister and her husband, they are great
Rotarians and were discussing a new project they were undertaking. My sister
wasn’t sure it ‘was the right way forward’, my brother-in-law reminded her of the
Rotarian four-way test for the things we think, say or do; these are; Is it the truth?
Is it fair to all concerned? Will it build goodwill and better friendships? Will it be
beneficial to all concerned? The idea being that if what you are doing meets all
those criteria then you can’t go far wrong. This struck me as a really good way to
go about deciding what and how to conduct myself. Surely these are the Christian
values that we should follow in our everyday life, if we, and others did so, perhaps
we could find the hope and joy that I feel is missing from our lives at present. We
should be aware of how our words and actions affect those around us. The more I
thought about this the more I believed it related to my first point, Is it the truth?
That concerns me most of all during our present times. Martin Soar spoke to me
about words from James which I feel is very relevant to my thoughts at present.
James in his Letter has a lot to say about words and speech. I have read that
people who love James do so because it is the most practical of all the New
Testament letters; it tells us how to live, challenging us to express our faith in
practical and loving ways, but more than that, it says that if the practical and loving
deeds aren’t forthcoming, there is something badly wrong with the faith. If you are
not familiar with the letter then I urge you to read it when you have the opportunity.
The letter begins when people are being tested by times of suffering and trial;
James makes it clear that with faith we will survive. He writes a lot about talking or
speaking in his letters, and he sees the importance of words as paramount. He
writes that words show what is truly inside us, and that words can cause more

damage than forest fires. He is not just talking about false teaching but also about
integrity, it is very easy to give the impression that you know all the answers; to
misrepresent the views of others, to make them look ignorant. James urges that if
you are giving a talk, or expressing your views you have a responsibility to make
sure what you are saying is the truth.
From here James moves on to general speech and how we need to be careful
about what we are saying. He speaks of the uncontrolled words that can cause so
much damage, I know in the past I have been guilty of not always stopping to
think before I spoke and then seeing the pain in someone’s eyes as I have made
a wholly inappropriate comment, you can never take the words back no matter
how hard you try. I am sure we can all remember a time when, having made a
special effort, we are told how great or nice we look, it doesn’t matter how many
times we are told we look great, or have done well, it only takes one person to
criticise or make a negative comment, to wipe out all the positive comments we
have received. Someone, probably my Mother, once told me that if I didn't have
anything nice to say, then don't say anything!
It can be so easy to speak ill of or to others, but words spoken out of jealousy and
selfishness can have a devastating effect, I believe we need to think more about
the consequences of our words and actions now more than ever before, is it the
truth, or is it just my own personal speculation? What effect will my words have on
those around me, if I am repeating what I have heard, how do I know it is the
truth? Difficult questions, but ones I feel it really important to ask at present when
there is so much hard news around us all the time. I do wish the Media
understood how their words are affecting the mood of the country, destroying
hope in so many. Hope has been defined as a feeling of expectation and desire
for a certain thing to happen, it can also be defined as a feeling of trust. Faith is
the belief that there is something better, whilst hope is the expectation that it is
there. Hope is the fuel that keeps faith alive in our quest to find God’s love.
On a personal note, a few months ago so many of you wrote me messages of
condolence, they were full of love and hope and really brought me consolation,
they also brought me hope for a different future, things would improve, those
words although not spoken were all thoughtful and kind, they were the truth, and
as such helped me more than any of you knew. I understand the realities of life, I
do not have my head in cloud cuckoo land, but I wish everyone really understood
the effect their words, often in throwaway comments, were having on us, we need
to be told the truth, not unfounded speculation. As James said, words reveal, a
man who praises God one minute and curses his neighbour the next reveals the
hypocritical attitudes that lie inside him. Instead we should seek integrity and
wisdom, so that all our words are good fruit, revealing us to be a good tree.
So, how do I hold good to my first words and end on a high? Quite easy really, I
looked back over the first posts from our Whatsapp group, the young man playing
his cello in the Alps, and also the post of Carol’s dog, speaking to John, and
many, many others, they still really make me smile and still give me hope!
Gill Brewer

Pandemic - Deja vu?
If you have lost a loved one to Covid 19, lost your job, watched your business
shrivel, struggled with home-schooling, or missed a 'proper' chat and a hug, it's
natural to feel that this pandemic is the worst time ever. In fact, pandemics have
threatened the human race for thousands of years, but not always in the form of a
flu virus.
One of the earliest examples – some 3300 years ago – was the last (tenth) plague
that killed Egypt's first-born sons, after the Israelite slaves had been refused their
freedom for the tenth time of asking (Exodus 12, 1-30). In A.D. 165-180, Rome
was struck by a Plague, probably smallpox brought back by soldiers returning
from the Near East. It decimated the Roman army and caused, some five million
deaths and the disintegration of the empire. Curiously, Christianity began to
spread more quickly after this plague (maybe because Rome no longer had the
army to suppress it?).
Three centuries later (AD 541-542), the Byzantine Empire was ravaged by the first
Bubonic plague, causing the empire to collapse, as approximately 10% of the
world's population succumbed. The disease was caused by the bacterium
Yersinia pestis, which was carried by fleas on rats, and aided by poor hygiene
and increased travel, notably by ship. It became known as 'The First Plague'.
'Bubonic' is derived from 'boubon': a swelling in the groin.
In1346 'The Black Death' (aka The 'Second Plague), travelled from Asia to Europe
where, in just seven years, it wiped out over half the population. Two centuries
later, European colonialists began to introduce 'Old World' diseases to 'The New
World', whose natives generally lacked resistance to these new illnesses. Some
estimates suggest that 90% of the indigenous populations of the Western
Hemisphere was killed off by 'The American Plagues'.
In 1665, the last major outbreak of bubonic plague (aka The Black Death')
reached London. By 1666 'The Great Plague of London' had taken 15% of the
capital's population and 100,000 Britons altogether. 'The Great Fire of London'
brought the plague to an end in London and elsewhere it gradually faded away.
The first influenza ('flu') pandemic started in Russia in 1889 and within a few
months – aided by greatly increased travel, notably by ship - had spread
throughout Europe and the rest of the world. The pandemic died out during 1890
and cost one million lives. Given that it is relatively recent, I have been surprised
at how few people have even heard of the so-called 'Spanish Flu' pandemic
(1918-1920). Yet, worldwide, it killed 500 million. In Europe alone, it cost fifty
million lives (10% of the population) and in the USA 675,000. The death toll was
greatly aggravated by the huge troop movements at the close of World War 1
(which had cost 'only' nine million lives) and, in many places, impoverished diet
and insanitary living conditions.

The name 'Spanish Flu' is misleading. Anxious to prevent panic, all countries
involved in WW1 suppressed information about the pandemic. So the public had
no reliable information. Spain, however, had remained neutral during the war and
therefore saw no reason to hide the truth. Hence Spain has carried the blame ever
since for a flu pandemic which probably started in China as an avian virus (i.e.
carried by birds). It's an all too familiar scenario, remembering that Covid 19 has
been reported as being a bat virus originating in the livestock market of Yuhan,
China. Bear in mind that viruses readily mutate, enabling them to 'jump' from one
host (e.g. birds or bats) to another (e.g. humans).
Symptoms were also similar but there the similarity between the two pandemics
ends. In 1918 there was no NHS, limited emergency services, no welfare state, no
benefit system, no financial aid for ailing businesses and very sparse information
(censored by the government). In addition, viruses were still poorly understood
and medical technology was very limited e.g. no respirators to help patients
breathe. Troops returning from the trenches had a miserable homecoming, and
many would have carried the virus.
The economic depression of the 1920's – particularly evident in Europe and the
USA - was largely due to the pandemic and, ironically, was largely 'cured' by
World War 2, which, in turn, brought further pandemics.
Until the 'Russian flu' of 1889, almost all pandemics had been caused by bacteria
(NB bubonic plague, cholera, typhoid and smallpox). Since the 1940's, when
antibiotics such as penicillin started to become readily available, such diseases
have been treated more readily.
Viruses however are a different story. Contrary to popular myth, they are not
controlled by antibiotics but instead require very specific vaccines, which take a
long time to develop. They are also transmitted more readily: bacteria tend to be
passed on by contact, or ingestion (i.e. by food and drink), whereas viruses can
be transmitted both by contact and air movement e.g. coughs and sneezes.
Since 1920, there have been several more pandemics – some flu, all viral.
➢ Asian flu, 1957-58. An avian virus originating in China. Deaths: 1.1 million
world-wide
➢ AIDS, 1981 – present day. Originally a chimpanzee virus from West Africa.
Deaths: 35 million world-wide
➢ SARS, 2002-present day. A 'Covid type' virus originating in China and
spreading to 26 countries. Deaths: over 8,000
➢ MERS, 2012-present day. A 'Covid type' virus, but originating in Saudi
Arabia
➢ Swine flu, 2009-10. Started in pigs/Mexico. Deaths: c 500,000 world-wide
➢ Ebola virus, 2014-16. May have originated in bats. Limited to West Africa.
Deaths: 11,325 (NB no cure as yet)

In addition, several livestock pandemics have occurred during the last century:
➢ BSE ('Mad Cow Disease'), UK 1984-1990's. Caused by a 'prion' (virus-like
protein). Deaths (human) 177
➢ Foot and Mouth Disease, UK 2001. An Asian virus, spreading to Africa and
Europe. 6 million cows and sheep slaughtered in UK. No human deaths.
Summary:
➢ Pandemics are probably as old as mankind
➢ Until the 20th century they were mainly bacterial, then predominantly viral
➢ Viral pandemics are more difficult to contain and treat
➢ Travel, poor hygiene (human and animal) and war aid pandemics
➢ Recently, complacency and self-interest have aggravated pandemics
➢ The root-causes would therefore seem to be those most basic flaws in
human nature: greed, selfishness and lust for power
As the poet Steve Turner wrote, “History repeats itself; has to, nobody listens”
Arnie Rainbow

6 October 2020 (With thanks to Wikkipedia & livescience.com)

A WARMING SOUP FOR COLDER MONTHS
This is a very warming soup that uses fresh vegetables and store cupboard items.
Perfect for the coming colder months.
Ingredients
1 Medium onion
1 garlic clove
1 tsp dried oregano
285ml vegetable stock
1 large pepper
425g/15oz Mixed pulses, drained and rinsed
568ml/1pt Passata
1 large courgette (not like some of those marrow size ones)
312g/11oz Drained tinned sweet corn
salt and freshly ground black pepper
Method
1 Peel and finely chop onion and garlic. Place in large pan along with oregano and
half the stock, bring to the boil then cover and simmer for 5mins.
2 Meanwhile, prepare the pepper into small chunks. Stir the pepper, pulses, and
passata into the onion mixture along with remaining stock, simmer for 10 mins.
3 Trim and dice courgette and stir into the soup along with the sweet corn. Simmer
for a further 10 mins. Taste and season.
Serve with some nice chunky bread or soda bread from the recipe
I gave last month.
Enjoy
Carol Akers

MAYFIELD PARISH COUNCIL
Clerk to the Council: Lesley Brown
Clerk.mayfieldpc@gmail.com
Unapproved Minutes of a meeting of Mayfield Parish Council, held on Wednesday
October 7th 2020 at The Memorial Hall Function Room, Mayfield.
Present: Cllr Amy (Chair); Cllrs Bridgett; Watson; Hough; Parker; Coates.
Lesley Brown (Clerk) 1 member of the public.
No
10/20/1

10/20/2
10/20/3

7.15pm

10/20/4

Item
Action
To receive apologies for absence
Apologies were received from Cllrs Golding and Cotton, also Cllr
Barker (ESBC)
Declaration of Interests
There were no declarations of Interest.
Public Speaking
A parent reported continuing concern about the safety of the new
school bus pick up point. Cars do not reliably stop at the pedestrian
crossing at the top of the hill and children frequently cross the road
at the point where they get off the bus.
A reply to Cllr Amy from the Senior Transport Co-ordinator, in
which it was stated that the problem was caused by parents
bringing their children to the bus stop by car, was circulated to all
councillors prior to the meeting.
Cllr Slack agreed to do a risk assessment of the bus stop area and Cllr
a comparison with its previous position. This would be circulated to Slack
all councillors.
Due to the arrival of PC Sean Elliott, item 10/20/7c was brought
forward.
Vehicle Parking
PC Elliott explained that he normally dealt with problems by
working with people through letter drops to respective houses,
followed by taking registration numbers of offending cars. This
usually resolved issues.
Cllr Amy stated the particular problem of parking on Conygree
Lane and Mayfield Avenue. Cllr Coates remarked that Glovers
Coaches would not drive along these roads because the parked
cars posed the threat of damage to their coaches. PC Elliott agreed
to highlight a project for the next 2 or 3 weeks, during which time
persistently offending vehicles will be targeted. Cllr Slack requested
PC Elliott to visit at 8.30am when the problem was most serious.
This would be difficult timing due to PC Elliott’s working schedule,
but a letter drop would follow any observations of parking
regulations being breached.
Approval and Ratification of the Minutes of the last meeting,
held on September 2nd 2020.
The Council resolved to accept the Minutes of the previous
meeting, held on Wednesday September 2nd 2020, as a true record
of that meeting.

10/20/5

10/20/6

10/20/7

Finance & Administration
a) Current Financial Statement
The balance in Lloyds Bank as at October 5th 2020 was
£25,032.74, including £4,962.00 earmarked for bus shelter and
£1,000 reserved towards Mayfield Yarns signage (agreed in
December 2019 minutes). £4,889.98 has been transferred to
Lloyds Bank from TSB Flexible Savings Fund.
Council agreed to authorise the following payments for September:
Graham Woodhouse (August)
106.25
Graham Woodhouse (September)
59.38
Clerk Salary
211.15
Clerk Stipend
18.00
Jarad Clarke (September)
65.60
Jarad Clarke (Min wage increase August)
3.40
TOTAL
463.78
b) Flexible Savings Account TSB
This has now been closed and the amount transferred as a
reserved fund into Lloyds Bank.
c) Asset Register
This was presented to Council, approved and signed by the Chair.
Clerk’s Report & Correspondence
Cllr Parker had e mailed a request for future meetings to be held
via Zoom. It was agreed that November and December meetings
would be held virtually that this may also make it possible for Cllr
Barker to attend for part of the meeting. The situation will be
reviewed at the December meeting.
Graham Woodhouse had informed the Clerk that his rate would be
£15.00 per hour from April 2021.
Parish Matters & Maintenance
a) Parish Council Website News Page
The Clerk reported that she had spoken to Jill Studholme, who had
suggested this should be in the form of a Blog. This was rejected
by Cllr Bridgett, as was the use of the Parish Council Facebook
page. Cllr Bridgett suggested setting up a Newsletter Page which
would show the community actions being taken by Mayfield Parish
Council in a brief, factual and interesting style. Cllr Watson stated
that more exploration regarding layout and content was needed.
This was agreed and a report will be given at the next Parish
Council meeting.
b) Ways of Advancing PC Business Between Meetings
Concern was expressed about the delay in progress resulting from
waiting for each Parish Council meeting for discussion to take
place. It was agreed that councillors needing a decision to move
forward with an ongoing project, should contact the Chair and the
Clerk who would either give consent or request that further
discussion and decision should wait until the next full council
meeting.
c) Vehicle Parking
Dealt with earlier.
d) Mayfield Yarns Signs

Cllrs
Bridgett,
Watson
& Hough

Cllr Bridgett reported that the total cost of the signs would be
£2,500. Mayfield Yarns agreed a contribution of £1,000 and the
Parish Council have £1,000 earmarked as their contribution. Cllr
Bridgett stated that she and Cllr Golding would contact Philip Atkins
again and request that he organise payment of the remaining £500.
A lack of engagement from Highways was remarked upon.
e) Traffic Incidents & Incidents Reported
Graham Woodhouse had reported another incident in Gallowstree
Lane, where a car had scraped a wall in attempting allow
pedestrians to pass.
f) Water Leak outside Rose and Crown Pub
Cllr Bridgett reported that the drain blockage had been dealt with
and that a Works Order had been issued. The matter was classed
as non-urgent and repairs will be carried out when sufficient jobs in
the area have been collected.

Cllrs
Bridgett
&
Golding

Date of next meeting: November 4th 2020 via Zoom, starting
at 7pm

The Beauty of Mayfield

Autumn days create some beautiful patterns with the low sun seen through trees

The Struggle
There was struggle on the mountain
There was struggle in the sea
There was struggle on the hillside
With the lunch that came for free
There was struggle in the waste land
And in the upper room
There was struggle in the garden
On the hill and in the tomb
There was struggle in Shasta's
shadow*
There was struggle at Wounded Knee
There was struggle at Gettysburg
And “One day, all men will be free”
There was struggle on the beaches
In the bloody streets of Prague
There was struggle at The
Crossroads**
And the courts of Nuremburg
There was struggle on Roben Island
In the marches and the songs

In Soweto and Jo'burg
In state room and bustling throng
There was struggle in Calcutta
In Delhi and Bombay
There was struggle on the salt march
Where bruised bleeding bodies lay
There was struggle in Gdansk
There was struggle at The Wall
There was struggle in The Balkans
You could hear the curtain fall
There was struggle in Africa
In the Old World and the new
As old empires started crumbling
And red flags changed to green and
blue
There was struggle in Band Aid
In Medicins Sans Frontiere
In relief for earthquake, flood and
famine
And in everyone who cared
There was struggle in the sunrise

Wherever folk were free
In every street and forest
Struggle in you and me
There was struggle on the hillside
And in the upper room
There was struggle in the garden
On the hill and in the tomb
*The homeland, in Northern California, of the Modoc people since c.11,000 BC,
until 'displacement' by European immigrants that culminated in 'The Lava Beds
War' and the removal of the Modocs to 'alternative' sites: a fate similar to that of
countless indigenous peoples, the world over, threatened by insensitive
opportunistic colonisation in the name of 'civilisation'.
** The turning point for the Allied Forces in 'The battle of the bulge' during the
winter of 1944-45: Hitler's last attempt to turn the war in his favour.
Arnie Rainbow 2020

REFLECTIONS
Last time I wrote, it was a beautiful day, and during that time the night
skies were clear, so here, on the farm, we see a lot of it without light
pollution.
It has been quite spectacular in that we have seen four bright stars
which really are four of the planets that are visible to the naked eye at
this time.
In the evening, due South, about 20 degrees above the horizon, the
brightest star is Jupiter, to its left slightly fainter, is Saturn. Towards the
East, just after the moon rises, one can see Mars, now at its closest
approach to Earth, something that happens every two years I believe.
Bit it’s still 38 million miles away.
Early in the morning the bright star to the East, is Venus. It is so bright
that it is there when all the other stars have been dimmed by the rising
sun.
Seeing Mars, bought back memories of a time years ago, before the
Pandemic, when I was in a discussion about hygiene. Some of the
group wanted an abnormal amount of cleaning, and were thinking at one
point that “overshoes” were needed. I said “You remember what killed
the Martians in H.G.Wells “War of the Worlds”, bugs, germs!” One, in
those days could overdo it in more ways than one.
While today we, and rightly so, treat hygiene as a top priority due to the
Covid-19 Pandemic, after reading Stephens article, (WWMD)!, I looked
back to my childhood, and wondered how I survived. One of the worst
was playing with tar between the cobbles on the street, and getting very
mucky in deed! My mother’s comment and my Nana’s too, while
( literally).scrubbing me clean, was “Cleanliness is next to Godliness,”
my retort, while making sure I was well out of range was “And next to
impossible too”!
As we enter another “phase” of the Pandemic, I pray that the Lord will
bless you all and keep you safe, while we reflect on memories of past
days, pray they will return again.
God Bless you all.
Tom P.
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*****************

SUNDAY SCHOOL (Suspended )
Details of the Sunday School are available from Mrs Margaret Mansfield (Tel: 01335 343791)
and Mrs Charlotte Heathcote (07772 360472)
**********************************

ECUMENICAL CONTACTS
Ashbourne Methodist Minister:

Rev. Tim Morris
16, Booth Drive Ashbourne (Tel: 342408)
*****************

SUNDAY SERVICES
All Morning Services at 10.45am
See inside magazine Page 2/3 for all service details
Communion Service currently suspended due to Covid-19 regulations

1st Sunday: Morning Worship
2nd Sunday: Morning Worship
rd
3 Sunday: Church Family Worship
4th Sunday: Morning Worship
th
(5 Sunday: See magazine for details)
Online Weaver-wide Zoom Evening Worship
1st and 3rd Sunday - 5pm tea & talk. Service 5.30pm.
contact msoar54@gmail.com for details & invitation
*****************
For Baptisms and Marriages please contact Rev. Martin Soar (01335 664650)
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