From The Editors
Welcome to your Digital /Downloadable Magazine
Well this is a first. The Mayfield Church and Village News was first published in
July 1948 as a two-page newssheet called simply Parish News and over the years
has continued to serve the village growing in size and in its contents. We have no
idea if the magazine ever missed publication during those early years but we
know in the last 16 yrs (when one of the editors first started their involvement with
the magazine) it’s never missed a month or publication date – until now.
The magazine was set to be published today Friday 27th March ready for
distributors to post through letter boxes on the last weekend of the month as per
usual – then on Tuesday 24th March it all changed as even tougher new
restrictions came into force effectively closing down our printer and stopping any
of our distributor posting magazines. At first we all thought the magazine could not
be printed yet there were so many articles and stories already written plus advice
and help on what to do in the current situation. Also, with the church closed we
also wanted to include a service people could follow for Easter.
And that’s where modern technology came to the rescue and we converted the
magazine into a digital magazine held on the church website to read or download
for anyone. It still looks like your regular magazine and has all the normal
features, articles and stories you would expect to find.
But if you are reading this online we need your help. We distribute 280 copies
of the magazine and not everyone has the internet or an email address to which
we can sent details of how to find the magazine. If you have a neighbour or friend
who you think has the magazine or would like the magazine then ring them and
find out if they do indeed have the internet or if they do not, whether a family
member or friend does. Then you can give them the link to the magazine. Family
or friends can download and print out the magazine for such people or you
yourself could download and print a copy for neighbour or friend.
That way we hope to get copies either electronically or by download to everyone
who wants it. There are few differences to the magazine. Firstly, there are no
advert pages. This is because at the moment our advertisers are mostly unable to
sell their services or products at this time. As soon as restrictions lift, we will be
printing the magazine again and including all our advertisers as per normal.
Secondly and a bonus of electronic magazines, all our pictures are in full colour,
something you don’t get in the regular magazine because of cost.
We hope this may be the only electronic version of the magazine, but if
restrictions remain we will continue publishing electronically until we are free to
resume printing.
Stay Safe The Editors.

“Who touched me?” Isolation and Connecting
Dear Friends,
Recently I lost my phone charger. Surprising, how unsettling it was to be out of touch
with family & friends. A short isolation; but crushing, if it becomes the norm. Is there a
‘God-response’ to human isolation? There’s a lot of it about.
Yes! Jesus talks, touches and eats with society’s isolated and ‘untouchables’. Fearful
& hasty ceremonial hand-washing would normally follow contact or association. Can
you think of examples? The leper begging to be cleansed? Jesus touched him, and he
was; (Matthew ch.8). The (ceremonially ‘unclean’) woman with the flow of blood, who
touched the hem of his cloak and was healed? (Matthew ch.9) Their touch was
supposed to infect him, but his touch brought healing to them, and reintegration. He
asked, ‘Who touched me?’ He swung round, looked for a face in the crowd, needed a
name. In our current social isolation, and frequent hand-washing, (essential measures
as these are) we can more easily ‘get’ his shocking compassion.
Then, Good Friday; on a cross (is anywhere on earth so isolating?) between two nohopers. To the world, they’re nothing. Physically, Jesus reaches out to both. One
remains in isolation, but the other connects: “Jesus, remember me ...” . Answer:
“Today you will be with me ...”
And the day before, at the Last Supper (‘Maundy Thursday”) he’d explained, “By this,
every one will know that you are my disciples: if you have love for one another”. For,
as Euclid, mathematician of old, almost said, ‘if two things are connected to a third
thing, then they are connected to each other. ’A real basis for a new relationship with
Creator, Community, and Creation? And to a live connection with all who are isolated virally or otherwise? Surely we've all been there, one way or another?
Then, at last, his Easter: the Great Reversal of death. To me, this means all of the
above, Delivered! “Surely, I am with you always, to the very end of the age”. Could this
promise be real if he had not risen? I need to get this into my ‘DNA’ more firmly. We’ve
heard that swans and dolphins are now seen in Venice’s canals. If true, that’s a
heartening symbol of how much more is possible when we intentionally pursue the
reversal of dead ends, without being forced into it, with the help of the risen one
through whom the Creation was made - as our Christmas readings and carols
reminded 3 months ago. No doubt, in E.Africa, where global warming has caused an
epidemic of locust swarms the size of cities, they are praying that we will do so.
A prayer: And so, Lord, when you ask, “Who touched me?”, I’d like to put my hand up
and say, “Me!” Heal me from a mindset where distance insulates and isolates me from
neighbours near and far. May our lives touch each other’s, and when this crisis is over,
strengthen my mind and heart not to retreat back to where I was before - as I keep the
phone-charger of my mind and heart plugged in to you, the Lord of Easter hope.
Easter Blessings and kind regards,

Martin

07952 610677

Churchwardens’ Report for April 2020
I recall the time I first went to Eyam, about 20 years ago and I never thought for a
moment that ‘isolation’ might happen again - and it will not - not that way anyway.
But there will be demands on us all to make any restrictions bearable. The Eyam
story however, is worth the telling: in 1666, a bale of cloth from London, with fleas
carrying the bubonic plague, infected the people of Eyam. Knowing that the
plague could spread to others, they got together and isolated the entire village for
months and months. A boundary stone, with holes in for the money exchange,
was the handover point. They put vinegar in the holes to clean the coins. Their
behaviour was selfless and saved thousands of lives.
‘in ye olde Eyam.
… the Boundary Stone,
That cock-eyed dice with its six dark holes
Thimbles brimming with vinegar wine, purging the plagued coins’
Simon
Armstrong: ‘Lockdown’.
I must tell you of the forming ‘Covid 19 Community Support Group’: this group is
organising itself into village zones, already with many signed up, for people to help
one another. By the time you read this, there will be an excellent support group
working for the village. If you want to know more / sign up / need help, then contact
Sharon Amy on 07828 233359.
The Church in Mayfield has to keep going in spirit ‘in spite’ of the restrictions
which, at the time of this first draft, Monday 23rd, have changed in an instant. The
Church can no longer be open for reflection and prayer on Sunday or any other
day; we can no longer deliver the Church magazine; no baptism or marriages (not
even outdoors); no meetings at all.
Instead we have to use the internet: e mails, What’s App, our web page
‘mayfieldparishchurch.org’ and the telephone.
Martin will publish a weekly prayer sheet to all the people for whom he has an e
mail address. Gill has started her What’s App group for the Church community – a
way in which we can keep in touch and, if the need arises, help one another. If
you’d like to join, just send Gill your mobile number 07941198675.
All PCC meetings are cancelled, and the AGM is postponed. It will therefore be
the Standing Committee making the main decisions for a while. CW GB
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Covid19 Community Support Group
On the following two pages is a list of the Covid19 Community Support Group, the
areas of the village covered and the names of the facilitators and volunteers who
will be willing to help people during this period of social isolation. You can contact
facilitators or volunteers direct or ring 07828 233359 and leave a message
including your telephone number and they will call you back. You can also contact
Careline at St Oswalds Hospital on 01335 210353 and they will pass your details
on.

COVID19 COMMUNITY SUPPORT GROUP - MAYFIELD-EAST STAFFS
Tel 07828 233359, leave a message and your tel number and you will be contacted back.
You can also contact Careline at St Oswalds Hospital on 01335 210353 and they will pass
your details on.
ZONE 1
UPPER MAYFIELD
Hollow Lane, Piccadilly Lane, Gallowstree Lane (to the Coach House), Old Bank (top), Slack
Lane (to Moore’s Cottage).
Facilitators FB
Andrea Sumner /Lisa Martin
Volunteers FB
Dawn Stewart
Susan Asbury

Sam Andrews
Penny Alexander

Trish Godfrey
Amy Greene

Katie Hanks
Jill Studholme

ZONE 2
HANGING BRIDGE
Gallowstree Lane (from Holmelands down), Main Road, Bridge Hill, Smith Square, Old Bank.
Facilitator FB
Lisa Simmonds/ Gillian Keeling
Volunteers FB
Kelly Dodes

Craig Deacon

Jannamari Terava

ZONE 3
The Park, Jubilee Square, Moorlands Drive, Ashbourne Road, Wallash.
FACILITATOR
Janice Price/Diane Poyser
Volunteers
Fiona Harrowder
Heather Shaw
Margret Williams

Dulsie Jones
Mandy Walker

Susan Rolph
Amanda Matkin

Morag Johnson
Heather Waterhouse

ZONE 4
Conygree Lane (Top to Mayfield House), Mayfield Avenue, Sycamore Road
FACILITATORS

Katie Lambert Coates/Pam Carrington

Volunteers
Helen Meadows

Abbie Wild

Emma Goldstraw

Lynn Cooke

Kayleigh Dorland

Becks Slater

Anna Dawson

Suzanne Hayes

Beryl Slater

Vicky Coates

Helen Coates

Vicky Green

Alz Coates

Kelly Cotton

Amy Whyte

Jackie Fletcher

Amanda Fielding

Lynn Ditchfield

Kim Wallis

Joanne Mansfield

Sharon Tarlton

Lisa Gee

Jo Harrison

Sophie Conlon

Olivia Grime

Di Lambert

Judith Allen
Alison Goodfellow

ZONE 5
The Terrace
Facilitators
Debora Jackson/Nat Wakefield
Volunteers
Kate Broom

Amber Woodfull

Stacey Hare

ZONE 6
Church Mayfield
Facilitator
Jacqui Messer/Donna Gibson
Volunteers
Alison Bentley

Ness Millward

ZONE 7
Middle Mayfield, Hermitage Lane, Slack Lane, Church Lane, Calwich
Facilitator
Maggie Kenworthy/Harriet Breen
Volunteers
Karen Lomas

John Parker

Gill Mitchell

Dawn Gee Debbie Ditchfield

Lent Lunches - Short and Sweet
In a normal world there is a cycle of five weekly Lent Lunches where each year we
get together in the church rooms on a Wednesday from 12 noon to 2pm to share
homemade soups and an abundance of cheese and biscuits rounded off with a cup
of tea and coffee and all for a modest sum of £6; with all proceeds being split
between Mayfield Church and Christian Aid. A large part of the lunch is also the
fellowship of being together and chatting and talking whilst eating those delicious
soups and sampling a wide variety of cheeses.

Paul communicates his choice of beverage by sign language – that’s a tea then!
However the coronavirus situation cut those lunches to just two before they were
cancelled, and it is the loss of fellowship and friendship that will be as much missed
as those delicious soups! Still be thankful for small mercies, those two lunches
were both delicious and fun as can be seen above when it came to asking for tea
or coffee orders!
The two lunches raised £106 to be shared between the church and Christian Aid.
The first week saw soups by Sylvia Chaplin and Bobby Bradbury, served by Joyce
and Janet and the second week saw Carol Aker’s and Mandy Miles take over as
chefs.
And as a special treat for you on the next page is Carol Acker’s recipe for her
favourite lent lunch soup that she served to appreciative diners. Our thanks to all
who contributed to our 2020 Mini Lent Lunches.
S.D.

A FAVOURITE ‘LENT LUNCH SOUP’
Sadly because of the Coronavirus we were only able to hold two lent
Lunches, here is one of the favourite soups.
Roast Butternut Squash & Red Pepper Soup:
5 kg/ 3lb 5oz Peeled and cubed Butternut Squash
1 large Onion chopped
2 medium Carrots chopped
1 Red Pepper deseeded and cut into cubes
4 tblspoons olive oil
2 inch piece of fresh ginger
1,5 litres/ 2 ½ pt of vegetable stock
salt and pepper
Method:
1. Preheat the oven to 200c/180c fan/ Gas6
2. Tip all ingredients into a roasting tin and toss together with oil until
coated and spread out.
3. Roast for 40 mins until tender
4. Place into a pan with with remaining oil, when hot add ginger and fry
for one minute. Pour in the stock and bring to the boil, stir in the
roasted vegetables and salt and pepper.
5. When
cooked remove from the heat and blend until smooth. Return to heat
through and enjoy with crusty bread.
A handy tip: I try to plan to roast the vegetables when I have the oven
on for something else to save fuel.
Carol Akers

MARNA Fish and Chip Grocery Bingo

Andrew was the caller and It was eyes down for the second Fish and Chip Bingo organised by Marna and the theme was
Grocery Bingo – what we give now for the chance to win four tins of soup and some pasta! Over 60 people came and won
many prizes as well as having a delicious fish and chip supper and raised a magnificent £320 for the Marna Outdoor Gym.

My Month – Keep Calm and Carry on – at Home That is!
Well what can you say about this month – I had an article all set up about the rash
of special birthdays I have recently been too, both in Mayfield and further afield
and what they meant to me and then out of the blue as it were, the world changed
BIG time and is continuing to change daily even as I write this to the point where I
am not sure this article and the magazine it’s inside will ever get printed.
However, I must take note of that great war time message of Keep Calm and
Carry On and assume all will be OK and we will muddle through, and the fact your
reading this in some format or other, indicates the muddling through happened
and people pulled together to get said magazine produced, in one format or
another, for you to read!
The Coronavirus situation is affecting everybody in all areas of our lives and is
changing our lives and how we live it. All events large and small, some nice to do
and some vitally important, have been cancelled at a stroke. Our friend Tom
Stephenson, born and raised in Mayfield had to postpone his wedding in London
at less than three weeks’ notice and sent us all an email entitled “Let’s call the
whole thing off” that was both heart breaking and funny in equal measure, whilst
still finding the positive; “Although we're both disappointed, we also think we're
extremely lucky to have so many friends and family to invite, the opportunity to
throw what would've been a fantastic day, and of course to have both found
someone we want to marry in the first place……..[and ] As a silver lining, we both
had FANTASTIC Stag & Hen Dos last weekend and we've got a bloody lovely suit
and dress out of the whole experience.”
We, like all their guests. responded immediately to express our sadness and
share their disappointment at the postponement and then as our family talked to
each other across the country promised them “one hell of a party on the other side
of all this” – to quote my oldest daughter.
It’s exactly that sort of response that makes you realise that we live in a good
society with people who care about others and that like wartime we will all knuckle
down, do what we have to do and get over this – all of us working together.
And it’s this spirit of “what we did in the war” that is a common theme in the
current crisis except that you now have to be well into your 80’s to even remember
the war as a child let alone as an adult……… Ahh now that’s not quite so - here is
also our post war generation whose parents went through the war and were quick
to tell us kids of the 50’s and 60’s exactly what it was like and how lucky we were;
“We didn’t have that in the war” and “You would have been glad of that in the war”
should there be any food item you didn’t want to eat or an awful piece of scratchy
clothing you refused to wear! And expert of experts on all things wartime was my
mother and she was quick to tell me, my brother or any other child that annoyed
her, just how lucky we were.

Basically for her, wartime was “awful”, rationing was “terrible” and anything you
complained about as a child in the 50’s or 60’s could easily be bested by what
she went through in the war. So if putting you in your place was her first strategy,
the second was that despite all the hardships she endured, we kids needed to
know just how better it all was back then when everyone worked together against
acommon enemy and that even if bombs were dropping on you and Lord Haw
Haw wouldn’t stop telling lies on the radio, life was ok even maybe good!
Now, fair to say, these statements were made when she was complaining about
our behaviour at the tea table or getting dressed for school or when she heard
something on the news she disapproved of, but in principle it sounds good for our
current “war” with a common enemy of a new unknown virus, to unite us all.
Except this new “war” has something different about it, it’s not just Dig for Victory
or Keep Calm and Carry On but do it whilst at home away from other people. The
old war, my mum’s war, brought people together, physically together – this new
war is to be fought in isolation in our homes and that’s very different.
This new war will be very different for people, especially those like my mum who
thrive in other people’s company, enjoying a chat and a catch up with neighbours
and friends. In one way my mum would be right at home. Last month I wrote about
her obsession with soap and she would have been first to have soap bars next to
every tap in and outside the house and would enjoy both washing her hands for
20 seconds and ensuring/monitoring everyone else in doing it too. In fact, you
can’t grow up without getting a bit of that obsession so when washing your hands
became so important, I was first to find endless bars of soap I had squirreled away
in the house. The cry of “Oh why do we need another bar of soap” from my wife
Mary, has now disappeared to be replaced by the slightest of smug smiles from
me as I produce yet another bar of Imperial Leather from the depths of a
cupboard. No panic buying for us; my mums’ obsession partly passed onto son
had finally paid dividends!
However, my mums social need for interaction would be a definite problem and
there mother and son differ. I don’t mind a day or two or three on my own and
there are lots of things I look forward to doing in the house should I not be able to
go out and socialise. There are a whole load of films to catch up on DVD or the
box and loads I would like to see again, but these pale into insignificance against
the chance to reread my favourite books in the quiet corner of the room
undisturbed. And here I realise I am different from both my mum (and my wife)
and a significant number of people. I reckon you can break down the population
who still read books (and that is the vast majority of us I am pleased to say ) into
two groups; those who read books and keep some of them to reread at a future
date (me) and those who read them once and then regardless of the book and its
impact upon them, throw it away like yesterday’s newspaper!
Their reaction upon opening a book they have read is to look upon it in disdain.
“Read it already,” is their immediate response followed by dropping said book like

it was lead weight. “But did you not enjoy it the first time? Wouldn’t you like to read
it again?” I simply reply, to be met with a look of complete pity/what an idiot and
the classic phrase, “ Duhhh - I know what happens at the end!”
It’s why such people don’t read biographies of famous people “Winston Churchill,
read about Winston Churchill? Duhhh I know what happens - he dies at the end.”
That was my mum and it would have been a major disadvantage if she was here
today trying to socially isolate and lock down in her house for a number of weeks.
She had to occupy herself at all times and after all her jobs her leisure time was
spent sitting in a chair either knitting or reading (and occasionally both at the same
time if the book was unputdownable and the knitting had to be finished for a baby
or child that day!) TV was to relax in front of at night or on a Sunday afternoon but
that was it – she was not a daytime film or TV viewer.
She was a voracious reader of certain genres of books, mainly romance, but point
blank refused to reread any book she thought she might have read before and
claimed her memory was good enough to know if she had read the book in the
first few pages. In the days when libraries were an important part of people’s lives,
she was a major user, with her full ration of four books on the go at all times. On
top of that there were Mills and Boons romances she would buy if needed and all
the books she got as presents. She read them all and dumped them apart from
the books bought as presents from her very favourite author Georgette Heyer, a
specialist in historical romances mainly of the Georgian and Regency period.
She wrote over 50 novels in her lifetime and mum had claimed to have read them
all – that was put to the test when she had her own period of self-isolation and
nothing to do with the corona virus.
In her mid-sixties, after I had left home and was living in London, she had an
undiagnosed stroke, small in nature which doctors interpreted at the time as the
onset of Parkinson’s Disease. The stroke had left her temporarily unstable on her
feet with shaking hands and slightly blurry speech – hence the wrong diagnosis.
She had to stay in the house for weeks on end, shaky hands meant no knitting,
but she could still read. Brother was dispatched to library to get romance books
and Dad scoured charity shops for her sort of books. Both were unsuccessful
“Read it” (drop) “Read it” (drop), “Read it” (drop) became her favourite words and
actions and my brother once went back to the library twice in a day to get just one
book out of eight she had not read (which was read in a day and passed back for
more). On my visit from London she expressed her concern about both the lack of
books and the quality she was being given to read, with a surprising amount of
swear words included for someone quite ill! My father and brother expressed
similar views about mother and her lack of thanks for their literary efforts.
I sat her down and went through who and what she liked and promised to help.
There was only one author she kept mentioning – Georgette Heyer but she had
read all her books in the library long ago, plus all her new ones bought as
presents so that was useless. And at that point to give her some hope and to get

her talking about something else, I said I would find old out of print early novels
by Georgette (well she had been writing since the 1920’s) in second-hand book
shops and buy them up for her. I left her happy and with a warning from my
brother - “Don’t let us down – she’s driving us nuts”!
I went back to London and to the biggest of bookshops, Foyles…. disaster this
author was so popular that her books never went out of print and libraries stocked
most of them, particularly her Regency novels. However, her early “Georgian
novels” were less popular and less stocked by libraries so they might be OK and
they had modern edition paperbacks of all eight of them for just a pound or two….
except my mum would know they were modern and that she would have likely
read them. So instead of a few pounds I ended up buying the only five second
hand copies they had from the 1930s at considerably higher prices (“Well Sir they
are collectable and all hardback editions etc etc” as I handed over my credit card).
I rang my brother and gave him the news/white lie that I had found out of print
early books and would bring them down the next weekend. Mum could hardly
wait, pronounced me a hero and confirmed she had not read any of them. I kept
my counsel (and my lie) and left hoping she would not remember the plots after
such a long time. I heard nothing and mother recovered both her ability to walk
and knit within a further 4- 6 weeks, so the pressure was off and I thought I had
pulled it off. I went back down to visit and enquired if she had enjoyed the books.
She had but thought the plots were not as good as later books “It was if I almost
knew the end, as if I had read them before, but of course I hadn’t as they were so
old and you had bought them specially.”
My brother was not quite so convinced. He was delighted she was off his case to
find her new books and so had not told her that A. He had seen one of the titles in
stock at the library, B. In search of books for her he had seen another one in a
paperback edition just in at the local stationers/bookshop and C. Most damning of
all, when tidying up a bookcase above her reading chair he had found at the back
of the shelf some Georgette Heyer books we had bought her some eight years
earlier including two I had just got her – that indeed was why the plots seemed
familiar. I confessed all, but my brother was not worried. Mum had really enjoyed
the books, had kept quiet and been amused for a good two or three weeks and
clearly got as much pleasure as she had when she had first read them years
before. Perhaps we should tell her the truth and then she could re-read all her
books, I suggested. “Are you joking,” my brother replied, “why spoil her happiness
and who knows we may have to play this trick again next time she can’t get out”!
May you find a good book to read or reread in these very difficult times and see
you all on the other side of all of this.
Until next time Stephen Dunn

MARCH BIRDWATCH AND NATURE NOTES
There is an old saying of “If March comes in like a lion it will go out like a lamb”,
well, it certainly came in like a lion and doesn’t show any signs half way through
the month of turning into a lamb yet. Despite the bitter cold winds Spring seems
to be in the air, with a wonderful display of daffodils and crocus, tulips are in bud
and heather is in full flower. On a sunny day last week Bumble Bees were flying
around the garden looking for food after their long hibernation. Heather is one of
the first flowers they land on to feed after a long winter with no food. They then
look around for a nest to lay their eggs. Only Queen Bumble Bees hibernate, the
rest of the bees will have died. The Queen Bee will produce worker bees and
more Queen Bees and then she will die, and the cycle will begin all over again
The tagged Cuckoo I sponsor was in the Republic of Congo on 17th March, he
should soon be heading back, we wish him well on his long journey.
Our garden birds are still busy eating sunflower hearts, meal worms, and suet
blocks, the Blackbirds are still here first in the mornings, followed by Goldfinches
in a flock – known as a ‘Charm’. We still have the blackbird with white spots on his
back – now named Spotty, also another female with spots visits now and then.
Along with blue tits, lots of sparrows and starlings and long tailed tits, great tits, a
pair of wrens and robins. Greenfinches are still visiting a garden near the school,
also a tree creeper, and a nuthatch have been seen in a garden in Middle
Mayfield. Has anyone had a brambling in their garden this year? They seem very
scarce, also scarce are Chaffinches who suddenly seem to be in decline, maybe
because of a change in farming practices, sowing corn seed just after harvesting
instead of in Spring. Chaffinches like to eat grain dropped from harvested crops,
also there is a nasty virus called Trichomonosis.
A healthy pair have visited a garden in Mayfield and one with symptoms of the
virus was seen at Harlow. Please let me know if you have had any chaffinches in
your gardens. Also at Harlow, which is near Stanton, and very rural, two curlews
were seen and three red legged partridges, grey and pied Wagtails and three
Nuthatches which appeared to sorting out which one was the boss – most likely
males fighting over a female. Also Barn Owls, were seen there, nice to know they
are around and probably have survived because of the milder winter. Hedgehogs
are waking up after their hibernation and one was seen in a garden in The Park,
and another in a garden on Sunny Bank, it visits each evening for supper.
Hedgehog food can be bought from Pet Shops, or in these days when we are not
going out so much because of the virus, it is available online., so if you have a
hedgehog in your garden please buy it some for it, because until the weather
warms up there will be very little food for hedgehogs to find.
.Let’s hope that March will go out like a Lamb and we can have some warm sunny
Spring days.
Joyce Beeson

A tree creeper in Middle Mayfield patiently waits for Rick Crawley to take this great shot.

Mayfield Memorial Hall News
What a lot can change in just one month……. It’s a different world at least for
the time being and in line with Government advice the Memorial Hall is temporarily
closed; the groups who use us have all ceased to meet for the duration of the crisis
and we are taking no current and future bookings until advice from the
government of a relaxation of social distancing measures.
It means no more Sunday openings --- for the moment. The Mayfield Arms like
all other community bars is closed for the duration and we are truly sorry we can
offer no space where people can meet even with social isolation rules, but it
makes common sense that we do not put ourselves in unnecessary risk situations
where we could pick up the virus. Say safe is our watchword but we will be having
a party when this is all over and you are all invited!
And we have Postponed our Beer Festival….. that word is postponed, not
cancelled. Initially it was thought the main crisis would be over by June but we all
now know that is not possible. So in Mid-March we wrote out to all our kind
sponsors of the festival as follows.
Postponement of Mayfield Beer Festival
So much has changed so quickly in recent weeks regarding the scale of the Coronavirus
outbreak and the measures currently in place for self-isolation that the Mayfield
Memorial Hall Committee has decided that it is in the best public and community interest
to postpone our 2020 Beer festival that was due to take place in Mid-June.
Initially we held out hope, as did many people , that the main crisis would be over by
June and the event could carry on but that is simply not possible and so we are now
postponing the festival and are considering dates in the autumn from mid/ late
September onwards.
We are determined that once we are on the other side of this public health crisis and it is
safe to do so we will hold the festival for the benefit of Mayfield and its surrounding
communities.
We are also very aware that we cannot undertake the festival without the kind and
generous sponsorship we receive from businesses large and small such as yourself. It is
local businesses that are bearing the significant financial impact of the coronavirus with
all the attendant problems both short and long term and therefore requesting sponsorship
at this particular time is inappropriate.
We are truly sorry that we have to take this action but be assured we will be back in
contact when we have a new date for our festival. I also want to personally thank you for
your solid support of previous Beer Festivals that have meant so much for the Mayfield
community as well as the refurbishment our village Memorial Hall.
Many thanks Stephen Dunn

Chairman Mayfield Memorial Hall

The response from our sponsors was wonderful saying they fully supported us
with one sponsor even saying that we could use his money to pay for any
expenses we had already incurred - fortunately no money had been spent. We
aim to hold the festival as soon as we can and as soon as its safe to do so.
And our last events before shut down……….on Sunday 15th March we held a.
DARTS Mixed Doubles tournament to raise money for the Over 70’s Christmas
party. 32 people took up arrows to take part and their supporters came to… have a
drink really but also support them of course! Gav Ratcliffe & Craig Bradbury won
the top prize £40 and then immediately donated it to the over 70’s party – top
gents. It meant we raised over £100 for the Over 70’s. Thanks to all who came.
The last Pop Up Restaurant for a while…..

The date was Saturday March 7th, the chef was Andrew Reay-Robinson and he
was raising funds for the MARNA Outdoor Gym in Mayfield. 22 people enjoyed a
delicious menu inspired by Andrews travels (already a nostalgic idea in these
social isolation times) including Irish sea food chowder, Egyptian chicken and
Normandy lemon tart. A total of £340 was raised on the night and everyone
agreed that it was great food and a great night. This was meant to be the first of
several pop ups this year - they will happen but when who knows. We will let you
know as soon as we are up and running again.

A HOLIDAY WE WON’T FORGET !
We had booked our holiday for Tenerife months ago, we go every year for the
sunshine and for a much deserved rest. The flights were booked, car park
booked, the shuttle bus to the hotel arranged, euros ordered, all sorted out and
THEN the dreaded Coronavirus reared its ugly head. We rang the hotel,
“Everything is fine” they said, “There’s no coronavirus and everything is normal”
so suitcases packed we set off, I was slightly concerned on the flight, so many
people so close, “Don’t worry” my husband said, so I just looked forward to two
weeks holiday.
There was no panic at the Tenerife airport, no-one was wearing masks, everything
seemed as normal. We booked into our hotel, unpacked and decided to have a
walk around. All the bars and restaurants were open as normal, we had a drink,
walked down to beach and started to relax, the next day we enjoyed sitting in the
sunshine and decided to go one of our favourite restaurants for dinner. It was
there that the owner told us the bad news, “We have to close, all restaurants and
bars have been told they must close by midnight and stay closed. The poor man
was really worried, “I have to pay the rent” he said. Next day the hotel closed the
bars, closed the swimming pool, the children’s play area, took away the sun
loungers.
We were told we had to stay in our rooms and not go out of the hotel grounds,
everywhere was closed including the beach. We could go to a supermarket and
the chemist, that was all. Police were checking where people were going with
threats of heavy fines or even worse if anyone broke the rules. Tenerife and the
rest of the Canary Isles belong to Spain, and as Spain was hit badly by
Coronavirus, all the islands had to abide by the same rules.
We sat on the patio emailing all our friends and family back home, and reading
our books. I had taken the new Hilary Mantel book, “The Mirror and The Light” the
long awaited last book in the Tudor trilogy, it was 900 pages so I thought that
would keep my busy. We arranged with some difficulty an earlier flight home and
decided to make the best of it. Then we were told the hotel was closing in a few
days. Everyone was trying to get flights home, we managed to book an even
earlier flight, or so we thought. We packed quickly, went to the airport only to be
told our flight was cancelled. We tried to get on other flights, we had travelled with
Jet2 airlines, they were very helpful but said all flights were full and could we keep
trying to see if there were spaces on other flights to other destinations.
We waited for what seemed like hours, finally we were told there was a flight to
Edinburgh, we had no option but to say we’d go on it along with a lot of other
desperate British tourists. We were rushed through security and boarded and
were soon on our way back to the UK. The Jet2 crew were so kind, they told us
when we got to Edinburgh a coach would be there to take us to Birmingham and
passengers who lived in Leeds would have a taxi to take them there. We had

flown from East Midlands but didn’t worry too much as they said a taxi would take
us there. We arrived at Edinburgh airport, collected our luggage and boarded the
coach and made the long journey to Birmingham, we were given water and
nibbles, very welcome as most of us hadn’t eaten since breakfast.
A mini bus was laid on for those of us going to East Midlands airport. We arrived
there, found our car and set off home. We arrived back in Mayfield at 5.00am,
very tired and cold ! It had been 26 degrees in Tenerife, but we were glad to
arrive safely home. We are now in self isolation but there’s lots to do in the
garden especially as the sun is finally shining, and I,ll have time to catch up with
all those household jobs that needed doing! I shall miss meeting up with our
daughters for Mothering Sunday and the Mothering Service at Church, but we can
keep in touch either on our phones, or emails. Friends have been really kind
since we arrived back bringing food and newspapers. I hope we all keep well and
that the Coronavirus disappears as quickly as it arrived. We will never forget this
holiday to Tenerife but are so grateful to Jet2 airlines for all their kindness making
sure everyone arrived safely home.
Joyce Beeson

MAYFIELD VILLAGE WALK
The Church Rooms carpark was a wet and windy place for our Mayfield Village
Walk rendezvous in early March. Only the tough-as-nails veterans had turned up
for whatever our beloved leader was going to throw at us that day. It turned out to
be the gentlest of walks. We drove to Wetton and down the hill, marvelling as always
at Thor’s Cave away to our left.
Reaching the flat bottom of the valley, our route towards Wetton Mill was guarded
by a big bird of prey, yellow legs, cruel hooked beak, on sentry duty atop a fence
post. We stopped the car to look at it close up. It glared at us and stood its ground.
“Who goes there?” it seemed to challenge us. Threateningly, it spread its wings:
they were a good metre from tip to tip. Then, realising we were just the Mayfield
Village Walkers, it effortlessly floated upwards and away. What was it? The clever
one among us declared that it was a buteo buteo but was outvoted by the majority
who decided it was just a common buzzard. Common or not, it was an impressive
creature which we know helps to keep our countryside clean by gobbling up carrion.
Parking our fleet of limos, we set off on foot through the rain to Swainsley Tunnel
where we found it was no longer raining. We shouted and hooted to each other, as
you do in a nice echoey place, before we got to the other end where it was raining
again. Then, deciding that it was time for elevenses, we headed back towards
Wetton Mill along the old road, the rough track along the left bank of the Manifold
which was in full spate. It was that sort of day when one could say “full spate” without
sounding pretentious. The caff at WM was closed so we reverted to our usual spot
for coffee, Ilam, where we finished putting the world to rights before heading home
to sunny Mayfield; where it was still raining.
David Holt

Celebration for Easter Day
As we will not be able to have a traditional Easter Service during the current
emergency, here’s some prayers and reflections for Easter that you may wish
to read and say at home.
The church building will be closed at least until government reviews
restrictions in the week after Easter, and we will therefore be ‘church
scattered’ rather than ‘church gathered’, for now - but church, no less!
Easter Prayers
When everything was dark
We praise you for the light of new
and it seemed that the sun would
life
never shine again,
that shone on the first witnesses of
your love broke through.
resurrection.
Your love was too strong,
We praise you for the light of new
too wide, too deep
life
for death to hold.
that continues to shine in our hearts
The sparks cast by your love
today.
dance and spread
We pray that the Easter light of life,
and burst forth
hope and joy,
with resurrection light.
will live in us each day;
Gracious God,
and that we will be bearers of that
We praise you for the light of new
light
life
into the lives of others. Amen.
made possible through Jesus.
The veil of darkness transformed to the brightest light.
The most dreadful end became the most beautiful beginning.
The depths of despair fade to reveal hope everlasting.
The curse of death defeated by eternal life.
Thank you Lord, for the wonder of Easter.
Jesus has risen: Forensics!
“But they (the men) did not believe the women, because their words seemed
to them like nonsense.” So wrote Luke, in the reading below. This helps me
trust the gospel writers. In a Jewish court of law, the evidence and testimony
of a woman was not permitted. If Luke was making this up and wanted to
convince, he would have air-brushed out a former prostitute’s (Mary
Magdalene’s) testimony! This is not fake news.

Bible passage Luke 24:1-12
Jesus Has Risen
1 On the first day of the week, very early in the morning, the women took the
spices they had prepared and went to the tomb.

2 They found the stone rolled away from the tomb,
3 but when they entered, they did not find the body of the Lord Jesus.
4 While they were wondering about this, suddenly two men in clothes that
gleamed like lightning stood beside them.
5 In their fright the women bowed down with their faces to the ground, but the
men said to them, “Why do you look for the living among the dead?
6 He is not here; he has risen! Remember how he told you, while he was still
with you in Galilee:
7 ‘The Son of Man must be delivered over to the hands of sinners, be
crucified and on the third day be raised again.” ’
8 Then they remembered his words.
9 When they came back from the tomb, they told all these things to the
Eleven and to all the others.
10 It was Mary Magdalene, Joanna, Mary the mother of James, and the
others with them who told this to the apostles.
11 But they did not believe the women, because their words seemed to them
like nonsense.
12 Peter, however, got up and ran to the tomb. Bending over, he saw the
strips of linen lying by themselves, and he went away, wondering to himself
what had happened.
Jesus has Risen: in our estimation?
“Why do you look for the living among the dead? He is not here; he has
risen!” These incredible (scarcely believable) words of the angels to the
women in the empty tomb are for you and me, too - why else were they
written down? It became possible to believe these words even in the sharp
grief of their bereavement. But not all at once. Even in the telling of it to the
disciples, it doesn’t read as if they thought it was all real. It needed time, talk
and thought. But above all, experience. St John’s account shows Mary M.
meeting the risen Christ in the garden outside the tomb. And later, Jesus
appearing to Thomas to help his doubts. How nice for them! we might think.
But here’s an encouragement that experience does not need sight or touch.
John records this for all his readers: Then Jesus told Thomas, Because you
have seen me, you have believed; blessed are those who have not seen and
yet have believed.
And he closes his gospel like this: “Jesus performed many other signs in the
presence of his disciples, which are not recorded in this book. But these are
written that you may believe that Jesus is the Messiah, the Son of God, and
that by believing you may have life in his name.” I think that must be my
favourite bit of the whole Bible! It’s clearly intended, down the centuries, just
for you, just for me. That must be worthy of time, talk and thought!
Bless You Martin Soar

Under a Mayfield Sky – Photograph by Martin Balderson

" A quiet walk all on my own revealed these Jacob sheep; part of a small flock near Woodside Farm in Upper Mayfield - they looked very
majestic.”.

MY SCHOOLDAYS AT HENRY PRINCE SCHOOL
I first started my schooldays Henry Prince School in 1952. After a mile long walk
down our farm lane I caught the bus along with neighbours Billy Johnson and Ray
and Arthur Tatlow. The bus fare was 1½ d in ‘old money.
For the first few months we had lessons in the Memorial Hall, then called the
‘Parish Hall’ while the School had some alterations done. Mrs Simmister was the
infants teacher and was kind. My best friend when I first started school was Gill
Heathcote from Yew Tree Farm, now just called Yew Tree.
Dinner was served in the main hall and was cooked by Mrs Smith from Middle
Mayfield. When repairs were finished to the School we moved back into the
classrooms. I loved learning to read from ‘Jack and Jill’ books, Nip and Fluff were
the dog and cat.
I can remember we had a tin of sweets sent to us from a school in Mayfield in
Sussex, it was a treat as sweets were still scarce after the war. We did country
dancing with Mrs Simmister playing the piano, the same piano which is now in the
Church Rooms.
At the end of the day Mrs Simmister would read us a story and then I would catch
the bus and walk back up the lane. I wore many pairs of shoes out walking up
and down that lane.
Mrs Dance was the school doctor and came to inspect us to see that we were
healthy, we also had the ‘nit nurse’ who came to check our hair. The school
playing field was then a farm field and had cows in, we would play there and also
do Maypole dancing. Twice I fell into cow pats !
I caught Chickenpox and was made to sit at the back of an empty classroom, I
thought I’d done something wrong and was really upset.
We played skipping games at playtime and ‘tag’ The late Jim Deacon asked
what number house I lived in and I said I didn’t know, when I went home I asked
what number our house was only to be told that farms didn’t have numbers !
The next class was Miss Horsfield’s, I can’t remember a lot about what she taught
us except that she was quite strict. Mrs Jones from Middle Mayfield, was our next
class, she taught needlework, not one of my favourite subjects, I tried hard but
wasn’t very good at it, and still aren’t.
Revd Madden, our Vicar then, would come once a week to teach us religious
studies, his children Geraldine, Bernard and Kenneth were also pupils at the
school. Next we went to Mr Hughes’s class, he taught us all subjects but I think
music was his favourite.
The last class was Mr Burfords, there I enjoyed learning about the planets and
capital cities. Mr Burford later moved to Springfield School at Rocester, a new

Secondary School, later called Ryecroft and now demolished, a new Ryecroft
school being built nearby.
While in Mr Burfords class we took our 11 plus exam. As we were children born
not long after the second World War ended there was a large number of us, so as
there were only a few places at Queen Elizabeth’s Grammer School, most of us
went to the new Springfield Secondary and our days at Henry Prince School were
over.
I have very happy memories of my school days there and years later enjoyed
helping with the School Garden, now overgrown. It’s sad not to hear children
laughing and playing at playtime and our much loved school standing empty and
neglected.
Joyce Beeson

Mayfield Book Club
The February book was called “The Thoughts and Happenings of Wilfred Price,
Purveyor of Superior Funerals” by Wendy Jones.
The story is set in a small town in Wales in 1924, where a young man called
Wilfred is working hard to make a success of his funeral business. His previous
employer had advised Wilfred who lived with his widowed father that he should
be thinking about marriage, so on a village picnic he was seduced by a yellow
dress worn by the doctors daughter and soon fell in love and he soon proposed
marriage and that is when his trouble started.
Grace was very pleased with the attention but Wilfred soon realised it was a
mistake and he was not in love but in trying to extricate himself from the situation
that proved unsuccessful and no matter how he felt he was soon married to
Grace; the class structure between Wilfred and Grace was also a contributing
factor in this story especially with Grace’s snobby mother ; remember it was a
small town set in 1924.
The naïve Wilfred meanwhile meets a young lady called Flora through providing
his funeral services for her family and they both fall in love. We then read about
how the situation continues and eventually all falls into place but not before many
issues come to light. The author really highlighted many of the dark concerns that
were not easily spoken about in that time.
The group all enjoyed the novel and found it a gentle and tender story and we had
a good debate about the issues that were highlighted.
Carol Akers
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Which monster makes the most April Fool jokes?
Prank-enstein!

When do gorillas fall from the sky?
During Ape-ril showers!
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Colour Me In!

Stay Safe
Essential food deliveries from Ashbourne shops to Mayfield collection point.
Alder Carr Farm Shop, Church Lane, Mayfield DE6 2JR
A number of Ashbourne food shops are taking orders by telephone and will deliver them
twice a week to the Alder Carr Farm shop in Church Lane, just beyond the church. Alex will
open the farm shop to allow you to collect deliveries on Monday and Friday at 12.30pm to
3pm. Alex will also open his farm shop every Saturday from 10am tom 1pm to sell his
range of meats, eggs, produce and plants.
Order via the shop and ask if you can collect it at Alex’s farm shop on one of the two days.
Sorry Alex cannot deliver straight to your home but some shops may for a minimum order
value . The list of shops are:

Location of
Alder Carr
Farm Shop

Stay Safe
Help on How to Stop Worrying During the Current Situation
The current coronavirus situation can be a very worrying thing indeed. There is the
obvious worry about potentially catching the virus and how it may directly affect you
but we also worry about things we can personally do nothing about or control. The
chart below can help us by identifying what we can control and encouraging us to
focus on what we can do and control ourselves. We should if possible try and let go
of things we can’t control.
One of the biggest contributors to worry is constant news bulletins and programmes.
Turning off the news and limiting the times you listen can be a big help. Catching
the news in the morning and in the evening will keep you updated and informed.
Listening every hour and to every opinion and analysis may not be helpful tom our
overall wellbeing. Focusing on what we can control and letting go of what we can’t
may be a big help to us all.

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 4th
March 2020 at 7.30pm at Pavilion, Mayfield Recreational Association, Mayfield.
Present: Cllr Amy (Chair); Cllrs Coates; Cotton; Bridgett; Parker; Watson. Lesley Brown (Clerk).
4 members of the public.
Apologies: Cllr Slack. Absent: Cllr Barker (ESBC)
No.
3/20/1
3/20/2

3/20/3

3/20/4
3/20/5

3/20/6

Item
Action
Declarations of Interest
Cllr Coates declared an interest in MARNA
Approval & Ratification of the Minutes of the previous meeting
The Council resolved to accept the Minutes of the previous meeting, held
on Wednesday 5th February 2020, as a true record of that meeting. Cllr
Amy (Chair) signed.
Public Speaking
2 members of the Mayfield Men’s Institute reported they wished to apply for
a grant towards new windows for their building. The best estimate quoted a
price of £3,900 including VAT for renewal of 14 windows. Cllr Parker
enquired whether other sources of funding have been investigated and this
will be looked into. Cllr Amy stated that the Grant Application Form is to be
reviewed and a formal application could then be made.
2 representatives of Mayfield Recreational Association, who are seeking a
Clerk
grant towards funding an Adult Outside Gym explained that they are
confident of receiving part of the money from a grant from Trent and Dove
Housing Community Fund, but that a first instalment has to be paid by 5 th
April in order to secure the deal, with the second being due on completion.
Grant money from Mayfield Parish Council will go into MRA bank in two
instalments. Invoices will be supplied by the company carrying out the
work. All Councillors were in agreement that this should be approved.
ESBC Borough Cllr update
Cllr Barker did not attend the meeting.
Parish Spending Plan & Projects
i) Traffic Working Group
A letter from Staffs County Council Highways was received on February
18th addressed proposals for ‘no entry’ signs and the sites suggested for
direction signs for Mayfield Yarns. Cllr Bridgett reported that things are
progressing slowly and that a meeting at The Mill with Philip Atkins is to be
arranged.
ii) Notice Board for Mill Terrace
Two notice boards have been ordered and a meeting with residents of Mill
Terrace will be arranged to agree where they should be placed.
Co-option of new Councillor
Two expressions of interest were received. After discussion, Council
unanimously agreed that the vacant seat should be offered to Richard
Hough, who has lived in an area of Mayfield at present not represented for
a number of years and whose involvement in the village has been
consistent. It was agreed that the Clerk should notify both applicants of
Council’s decision.
Clerk

3/20/7

3/20/8

Finance
i) Bank Balance
The balance in Lloyds Bank as at 17th February 2020 was £22,968.55
ii) Invoices presented for payment. Signed by Cllr Amy
Payee
Chq No.
Amount
F.Raistrick
Salary
001762
£313.44
F Raistrick
Stipend/Expenses
001763
£ 28.91
Aviva
Staff - Pension
Life/Pensions
001765
£ 60.00
J. Clarke
Salary
001761
£ 52.00
Graham
Memorial
Woodhouse
Garden/Maintenance 001767
£206.25
Staffordshire
Cllr CoatesTraining
PCAssociation Course
001766
£ 20.00
M.R.A
Hire of Pavilion
04.19 – 03.2020
including Education
Sub-Committee
001764
£254.00
Cheques were signed by Cllr Watson and taken to be counter-signed by
former Clerk Fiona Raistrick.
iii) Consideration of Grant Application for Adult Gym (MRA)
This item was discussed in item 3/20/3.
Highways and Rights of Way
i) Work has begun with resurfacing footways on the hill. Streetlamps have
been replaced, although this has resulted in the attached bins being
removed.
ii) Some concern was expressed about the number of Dog Waste Bins in
the village. Cllr Amy offered to check and report if any more are needed.
Potholes and verges have been made worse by the wet weather. Cllr
Coates reported that repairs will have to wait until surfaces have dried out.
iii) PC Sean Elliot has sent a warning letter to all regarding inconsiderate
parking along Ashlea Drive.
Cllr Watson expressed concern about the garish and inappropriate South
Staffs Water signs on the Pumping Station and stated that the wording
offered an unnecessary warning. The Clerk agreed to raise the issue with
SSW.

Cllr Amy

Cllr
Amy

Clerk
3/20/9

3/20/10

3/20/11
3/20/12

Village Maintenance & Memorial Gardens
Cllr Amy reported that Graham has been working to clear the traps in the
stream at Slack Lane and has carried out thorough weeding throughout the
Memorial Garden.
Planning Applications & Decisions
The plan for a new bus shelter is ongoing.
Correspondence
Dealt with by e mail prior to the handover to the new clerk.
Date of next meeting
Wednesday 1st April 2020 in The Pavilion at 7pm. Please note the
new start time.
Meeting closed at 9.30pm.

My month Part Two – A Month Full of SBPs* 50, 80, 35, 70 & 70
There is no doubt about it, with the current health crisis, we are living in strange
times indeed, where the only thing we can guarantee is that tomorrow is going to
be different from today in ways we still don’t quite understand. People have tried
to describe it as either going “Through the looking glass” in reference to Alice’s
adventures by Lewis Carroll or my current favourite “Toto, I've a feeling we're not
in Kansas anymore' referencing Dorothy in The Wizard of Oz when her and her
little dog Toto are blown away by a tornado to Oz, a new and confusing land.
And it’s that feeling of being in the middle of a tornado not knowing where you are
that feels appropriate for what we are going through. The landscape may look the
same but it’s different in many subtle ways. As I write this in Mid-March the car
park at Sainsburys looks like it’s Christmas Eve, except everyone is looking glum,
not happy and everyone is trying to buy toilet rolls and cleaning materials instead
of turkey and Brussel sprouts. In contrast the main street of Ashbourne looks like
a wet Sunday afternoon where everybody is in the pubs except of course they are
all empty or closed. Here in Mayfield there is no Sunday bar at the Memorial Hall,
no church services and the few people walking out are keeping a good distance
from everyone. [and oh, how that’s changed even more as we now publish this online]
It’s a huge contrast from just a few weeks ago and although we all know the
reason why, it cannot stop us thinking we are living in a different country and there
is world we have lost so quickly.
For me it has been highlighted by a number of special events that all occurred in
my life over the last month or so, events that I cannot see happening again for a
long time, events that already belong to that different world, one you can still see
clearly in your memory but one you cannot not visit anymore. I am referring as
the title of this article says to a string of SBPs I joyfully attended, and you are now
wondering what a SBP* is. SBP* is not a dubious political party or association – it
simply stands for Special Birthday Party - those birthdays that are a bit of a
milestone where you celebrate beyond a cake, a party hat and a popper around
your kitchen table – a party where you push the boat out. The numbers next to
them in the title refer to the ages celebrated in the order they occurred from a 50th
birthday through to a 70th with three in between. Such special birthdays are not
common and that’s why it was all the more remarkable that I went to no less than
5 such events in 6 weeks, the last of them just 48 hours before the government
imposed the big self-isolation shut down, telling us not to congregate in groups…
like a birthday party.
The first of the five SPB’s was in the Memorial Hall at the very beginning of
February and was a 50th Birthday bash for Graham Sowter or Bush as he is
universally known by everybody. Having only known Bush since we started to
work together at the Memorial Hall, I was flattered that we were invited. It was a
big party filling the hall, complete with a live band, generously put on by Bush and

with excellent food provided by the Royal Oak. A real Mayfield party where
everyone was happy and determined to have a great time celebrating a milestone
for someone they liked and loved. Pictures of the man in question during his 50
years lined a wall and it became obvious why Graham was called Bush, for in his
younger days he had a real head of hair that is………. somewhat more than he
has now!
It was a great start to a season of birthdays with smiles and happiness all around
and it’s fair to say a certain illness then only in China was on no one’s mind. We
stayed to about midnight when it was due to close – Bush got to bed around
3.30am when they last guests left – they knew how to party!
Just 14 days later was SBP 2. We added 30 years to the special number to get to
80 and it was a surprise birthday for a neighbour, Doug Greenway, taking place in
his own house on a Sunday afternoon. We were all sworn to secrecy and as most
of his neighbours were going, we all believed he must have known…. but at
church on the very morning of the party, it became clear that Doug had no idea
what was going to happen in less than four hours’ time. He was doing a reading at
church, a clever ploy to get him out of the house whilst it was decorated and Doug
was a bit annoyed that he didn’t know if his eldest daughter was coming to them
to cook Sunday lunch or if he and his wife Diane were going to daughter’s! Those
of us in the know kept schtum and did not mention his 80th to anyone, to the point
where we all sang happy birthday to another member of the congregation,
Margaret Mansfield also celebrating that weekend, but not to Doug!
It was one surprised man who greeted us as we went to his house in the
afternoon for a delightful time with family and friends, a speech for the occasion, a
special singing of “For he’s a grumpy old fellow” as well as Happy Birthday and
the most amazing cake celebrating different aspects of his working life in sugar
and marzipan – good enough for Bake Off any day! And like all good parties it
went on far beyond its allotted hours with chat, talk and drinks till late evening.
Having recovered from that party, the next (SBP 3) was just 6 days away in South
London where my daughter Rachel’s partner Maddy was celebrating her 35th
Birthday (having failed to splash the boat out for her 30th). As their town house
was tiny and too small for all the guests invited, they took over a local wine bar for
an afternoon before it opened to the public on a Saturday night. We walked up
from the local train station to the bar in its anonymous London Street. In the far
distance we could just see the bright lights of the bar with a group of young people
sitting in the main window who, as we got closer, resolved themselves into our
daughter Rachel with friends we recognised from Mayfield, now living in London. It
was like our little village and the big city had merged suddenly and was a shock, a
pleasant shock, but a shock, nonetheless.
Here we met friends and work colleagues that we had heard about but never met
- they in turn had heard all about us - so the afternoon was spent going from one
group to another putting names to faces and saying mutual “Ohh You are xxxx. I

have heard all about you!” and it being London, met people from all walks of life,
occupations and interests. Before we knew it, we were all singing Happy Birthday
as Rachel’s homemade cake was produced to much applause. And then as
quickly as it started it was over, a very speedy four hours later, and we all
separated to go our own ways, me to a jazz concert with my nephew, Mary to a
comedy gig with our other daughter Philippa and Rachel to stay and tidy up and
keep the party going. They were still there apparently when the bar closed
showing that once again, a great birthday just keeps going and going ……
We waited just another seven days for SBP 4 and this time one I had organised –
my brother’s 70th party deep in the heart of Gloucestershire. Now this was a very
different sort of party, my brother is quite shy and retiring, has no children and we
have no large extended family. This party was a house party for just 8 people: my
brother and his wife of some 6 years and our family, Mary and me and our two
daughters and partners. We hired a house that slept six and the girls came down
from London to make a weekend of it. We were in the prettiest of Cotswold
villages just a few miles from Tetbury and a mile from a certain Highgrove House
where a big black helicopter flew in HRH Charles on Friday afternoon as Mary and
I unloaded the car. Tetbury, with its royal connection, was a smart shopping town
and my lot descended on it on the Saturday before the party and things were
bought, mainly clothing for young ladies (although I did manage to buy some
books in an antique centre and Mary found a small compact that exactly matched
a dressing table set she has in her holiday cottage – so we all bought something!)
This was a relaxed quiet birthday weekend with a home cooked meal done by
Mary and Maddy and another homemade cake from Rachel. Tearful speeches
were given and memories of growing up together shared, with memories of the
parents who made us who we are today. My brother, unmarried, until 64, looked
after my parents as chief carer as they grew older, allowing them both to live and
pass on in their own house in their own bed. My thanks in my speech to my
brother for this great service was blurred by something appearing in my eyes (as
they are now as I just write this) and there were unabashed scenes of two old men
hugging, much to my children’s delight. My brother’s wife Elena is the opposite of
Brian, very outgoing and since the children last saw her has qualified as
Psychodynamic Counsellor which stimulated many discussions of people whilst
she, being totally professional, politely declined to talk about any of her clients!
However, throughout the weekend the shadow of coronavirus and what was
happening in Italy as well as China, was also on everyone’s lips and we learnt
whilst we were there, that a local school in Tetbury had closed for a deep clean as
a mother of a pupil had returned from Italy with symptoms of the virus. Mary and I
left on the Monday to come home with the local news saying that two boys in the
village we were staying in had been sent home from school in local Malmsbury to
self-Isolate (they both had colds it turned out.) It seemed even then, that time was
running out for social gatherings and parties!

Our final birthday party, SBP 5, was just two weeks after the last one but this time
Coronavirus was top of the UK news agenda. Like my brother, it was a 70th
birthday party but it was very different from my brother’s. Our friend Margaret
Balderson was 70 (still can’t believe that) and she was having a party for family
and friends at the Rose and Crown on the 14th March. We have known Margaret
for 30 plus years so no one was a stranger at this party and the age range was
from 80 to below 8 as all generations sat down for one of Danny’s finest meals
and we all caught up on the news (a lot of virus talk), friends, family, what are you
doing now and how is the job going.
As each course came and went we all swapped seats to talk to friends and family
we may have seen the day before or a year before – it didn’t matter, at this party
we were all one happy family for Margaret and happy to be there as we
applauded speeches, and sang Happy Birthday. And that was the overriding
theme of all five Special Birthday Parties we had attended - the happiness in
being a group, large or small celebrating a key moment in the life of someone
special to you and many others. And yet whilst we also felt privileged that we
could still all meet up that day, the omens were not looking good.
And indeed just 48 hours after that party the world did change with advice not to
meet in groups, and since then it has only been reinforced that staying away from
people will be a key part of all our lives for the foreseeable future. Sadly a further
SPB for our nieces 30th birthday in mid-April looks a non-starter and a friend’s
wedding has been postponed and suddenly all those recent birthdays seem to
belong to a different world, a different country .
We will undoubtedly all come out of this on the other side and life will return to
normal, but until then be glad that we all have shared in the celebration of
someone’s special day, have the memories (and all those dodgy photos people
took) to cherish and relive it and can look forward to the day, in the not too distant
future, when you will be doing it all again.
Until next time Stephen Dunn
Articles for the May 2020 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 Issue, May
2020 either printed or electronically on the church website
http://www.mayfieldparishchurch.org/

it must be submitted by Friday 24th April 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.

Art Group
We just got going with the Art Group when we have had to cancel because of the
corona scare. Members are all new to painting & were wondering what they were
letting themselves in for! They needn’t have worried. In the work we have done so
far there has been shown quite a lot of hidden talent.

By week three we were painting the above picture. So very quickly we were
already making such lovely scenic compositions. When I started painting it took
me much longer to get to this level. Watercolours can be quite tricky at first but
skills can be learned by anyone interested & prepared to give up a little time.
Setting up is not very expensive. One can begin with a small box of paints
(perhaps borrowed from children or grandchildren) three or four brushes of
varying size. The picture shown shows a yellow/orange sky(painted first), then a
light blue grey range of hills. The fields are shown divided by hedgerows.
The field in the foreground is shown with cart-tracks with light marks showing
some puddles. Finally, the tree is painted in in strong colours. In watercolour
the strong dark colours are put in last as you cannot paint light colours over darkwhereas darker colours easily cover the light. The colour for the first field is a
strong yellow/light brown.
Feel free to have a go at painting or sketching this picture perhaps when you are
self-isolating or are unable to work. Children too as they are off school.I will be
interested to see how you get on. My e-mail is papebyron@ btinternet.com.
John Pape

FACEBOOK FRIEND OR FOE?
I have been on Facebook for over 9 years. An old school friend invited me to
join a computer group called “Friends Reunited”, you could find and send
messages to friends you had known at school.
It was now the same friend sending the request to join this new group. I use
the word friend loosely, we had never been close, been in the same class at
school, gone to the same youth club, but it was always good to see him.
Conversation is always difficult as the years go by as you do not know what
others are doing if you have not kept in touch.
Facebook, what is it?
It is a group on the internet, I would have originally said the computer as that
was where I first started to look at it, now I have an App (application, a section)
on my mobile phone to access it. I know that if you are reading this and do not
own any of these things it is all gobbledie gook!
You register your details with Facebook and name your “Page”. You add a
photo and all the details you want. You can be whoever you want to be. Is this
safe? No, not in the wrong hands, not for children, but in the beginning it was
pure, well meaning, innocent. Not tainted.
I was a mum of school age children, living in Norfolk on a Royal Airforce Base in
the middle of nowhere. This was a lifeline, having already moved home 5
times in 15 years of marriage and due to now move every 2 years with my
husband’s job.
I started to build up my “Friends”. You have to find them, that’s where the
photo comes in. You have to send them a request and then they have to
accept. You can “decline” and “ignore” requests. This is where everyone is
different. I only accept someone I could walk down the street and speak to,
someone I already know, who I am socially connected to, a person I like and
who has earned my trust. My idea of “Friends” are traditional.
On your page you can put your friends into certain groups. You will all be doing
this already. The Christmas card list friends, you may not see from one year to
the next, maybe the odd letter or phone call. The people at a group you go to,
work with, neighbours, family all grouping people together nothing new.

So when you hear people talk about social media, it is just that. Everyone has a
choice. You can “block” others from your page. It is like the television, you can
switch it off!
As the years went by Facebook became more and more a part of everyday life.
I soon found myself alone in Hampshire. Children went off to boarding school
here in Staffordshire, husband went to Afghanistan. I bought a dog and
became part of the group who post pictures of their animals! I did manage to
talk Richard, my husband into joining Facebook, but he never liked it, caused
him endless headaches with men and women in his care who would tell the
world where they were and what they were doing, not good in a war situation.
We were not even talking using names, dates or places over the telephone!
There are security measures that work really well, but not everyone knows
how to use them and there are very skilled computer hackers out there as we
have all heard on the news over the past few years.
Today, I still use this form of social media. My friends live all over the world, I
share happy and sad times with them, through photographs, messages, funny
quotes and sometimes I just look at what others are doing. Not everyone likes
what I put, although I do ask myself what is appropriate, what might offend my
friends. Odd occasions I voice my dislike of things, but if someone else has
written it I tend to ignore it. Security of myself, family and friends has always
been important to me, so I would always write a private message on
“Messenger” with names, addresses or sensitive information and never post
holidays or events until after they have happened.
I have had a house here in Mayfield for over 10 years following the death of a
family member. Richard and I were still moving with the Royal Airforce. It was
while on detachment in Germany, our daughter decided she wasn’t staying on
at school for 6th form, she wanted to go to Derby College instead. With the
help of my parents I split my time between Germany and Mayfield. Anything is
possible. In time I ended up becoming a Parish Councillor and last year the
Chairman. I really must learn to say no! With this has come the responsibility
for the Parish Council Facebook Page. I was ok with my own, but this was a
bigger responsibility. Would I put the right thing, was it the views of my fellow
councillors? Needless to say it hasn’t had much on it this last year until now.

March 2020, I’ve already had a busy year, I’ve been on holiday, spent two
annual days Marshalling at the Royal Shrovetide Football and celebrated a
Birthday. I’ve also been offered a new job, so I am working my notice at my old
one. I sit at Ashbourne Singers Community Choir Rehersal and my nose is
streaming, I’m not the only one, so I don’t feel so bad. There is talk of a “killer
virus” all over the news, but they are not saying that a runny nose is a
symptom. I go home and take Paracetamol. I learnt many years ago that
something we all have is a virus and nothing will cure it, you just have to fight it
or sleep and drink plenty.
I am cross as the company now want our manager to run another store even
though we are short staffed. I’ve stayed on to help the team as I’m feeling
guilty leaving, but there will never be a good time in retail to leave. I am not
doing extra shifts for anyone, I don’t feel well. Hand Sanitiser and toilet roll is
shooting off the shelves in the shops in Ashbourne, what is all the fuss about? I
join the Ashbourne COVID19 Community Group, set up by Ann Smith ( Mayor
of Ashbourne). Ann is a friend and I know she has the best interests of the
town as her priority. I decide to post some of the things she is saying on the
Parish Council Page. I first feel it is only right to ask all our Councillors even
though none are on Facebook, it is the right thing to do.
I’m spending more time at home as my cold progresses, I’m grumpy and not
wanting contact with anyone. I have been spending more and more time on
my computer and my phone, I am finally sorting out my administration. This
feels good as I hate paperwork. I was the child who at infant school was asked
to write a page and got in trouble for cutting the bottom off it! Oh if only my
infant teacher could see me now. I must tell her next time I see her in
Ashbourne.
I am trying to build my own sustainable beauty product business with a
company called Tropic Skincare and I am due to go to the NEC in Birmingham
on Saturday to celebrate the achievements of some very successful ladies who
have worked hard to build their businesses. The Theme is 70’s Rollerskate
Disco. This is 1970’s, although knowing many of the over 70’s in Mayfield, you
would do a much better job than me. Am I well enough to go, it’s only a cold
isn’t it, everyone has got it haven’t they? I’ll waste a lot of money if I don’t go
and let down my cousin who I have talked into coming with me.
Luckily for me on the Friday it is cancelled. They have decided to go live on the
computer and they are going to give us all the information and training on the

computer. I am so relieved, I can now relax and put away my sewing machine.
You can’t have 70’s disco without “gold lame”. It’s on the news, Piers Morgan
and Sir Alan Sugar (He is 50% shareholder in Tropic) are having a showdown
about if our event should be cancelled.
Saturday comes the live screening is set for 1:15pm. It is amazing, big hair, gold
lame and lots of inspirational information, plus product knowledge. I can play it
back as much as I want. I can have a comfort break and not miss anything. This
is the beauty of technology. 4pm and I am at home for the rest of the
weekend, with nothing to do.

OVID19 Community Support Group Mayfield-East Staffs
Ashbourne are zoning the Town. As close as we are to them we should not be
included with them. I decide to set up the COVID19 Community Support Group
Mayfield-East Staffs. It is a bit of a mouth full, but sometimes it helps to stop
people stumbling across it. I have also made it a “public group” this means that
everyone can see it. I go through everyone on my friends list looking for
Mayfield people and others with a family connection to the village. I set up
other administrators that can also invite and accept people to the group.
People are joining, being invited by other members. I start with a short post to
explain what my aim is. I ask people joining to contact neighbours, people who
they know are not on Facebook, a printable leaflet is posted to give members
of our group something to start with, to write their name and telephone
number on and post through a letterbox. It is up to the individual what they
are happy to do, everyone is different. I already have telephone contact with
my neighbours, but some of my neighbours want to be involved so this means
that mine have even more numbers to contact if they need it. At this point
nothing is sure, but our volunteers are getting to know their neighbours, so for
the first time. No one has to cover vast areas, if we end up in lock down like
the news keeps predicting no one will be going far. I do not trust a lot of the
media, but I am watching as Richard now out of the Royal Airforce, working as
a College Lecturer is preparing to teach from home.
I decide to ring the vicar and check if there are any vulnerable people needing
support, or if he already has volunteers around the village that I can link into.
We chat and he tells me the village groups are holding a meeting the following

evening and would I like to come? I decline as I still don’t want contact with
anyone.
Friday evening I am sat with Richard enjoying a glass of wine when my phone
rings. It is a friend who is at the village meeting. She has shared with the group
what I have been doing on Facebook. I am now sat in my dining room on
loudspeaker on my mobile phone talking to the groups of Mayfield. This is
surreal, we are discussing the best way to get the information out there to
such a widespread community if we cannot have contact with each other.
None of us have ever had to deal with anything like this, but we are going to
try. We have our Parish Magazine, Our Memorial Hall, The Church, MARNA and
now Facebook groups.
Other Mayfield social media sites include: Mayfield Village on Twitter,
Mayfield Memorial Hall and Mayfield Arms.
Sharon Amy

BOBBIE’S RECIPES
An easy and quick to make dessert great for a dinner party
Ingredients:
12 Rich tea biscuits roughly broken

500g natural Greek yogurt

50g butter or spread

Zest and juice of 2 lemons

8 sheets leaf gelatine

1 oz sugar

3 x 160g pots of vanilla yogurt

200g fresh raspberries

Method:
Line the base of a 20cm round, loose bottomed tin with baking paper, Whizz the
biscuits in food processor to make fine crumbs. Put the butter or spread in a small
saucepan and heat gently until melted, then stir in the biscuit crumbs. Place in the
tin and press into the base with the back of a spoon. Chill for 30 minutes.
Meanwhile soak the gelatine in a bowl of cold water for 5 minutes or until soft,
remove the gelatine and squeeze out any excess water, then put into a measuring
jug with 100m of boiling water, whisk to dissolve and set aside to cool.
Whiz the vanilla yogurt, Greek yogurt, lemon zest and juice, sugar and gelatine
together in a food processor and pour over the biscuit base. Puree 100g
raspberries in food processor or mash with a fork. Drizzle the pureed raspberries
over the top of the cheesecake and scatter 50g of remaining raspberries. Stir
gently to ripple through the cheesecake, smooth the top and chill for at least 3
hours until set.
Carefully remove the cheesecake from the tin, remove the baking paper and place
the cheesecake on a serving plate, decorate with the remaining raspberries.
Serves 8

MAYFIELD SENIOR SOCIAL CLUB
6th March: Geoff and Pauline came to the Club to show us slides of their Greek
Island holiday. They had visited some beautiful places, and some lovely
Churches. everyone enjoyed the afternoon very much Thank you Geoff and
Pauline for sharing your holiday slides with us
20th March: Today was going to be Quiz Day, Beth was bringing a ‘Sweet Quiz’
and we were looking forward to it very much, unfortunately because of the
Coronavirus this meeting had to be cancelled.
Sadly for the foreseeable future all meetings are cancelled because of the virus.
We hope it won’t be long until we can restart our meetings and look forward to
seeing everyone again.
Gwen Johnson

REFLECTIONS.
"We're doomed!", I had to look up the character for this, to ensure I was
right, but it was in the original "Dad's Army", John Laurie, aka Frazer,
that kept coming out with that quote, "We're" doomed"! And, it looks like,
according to the BBC, we are!
Frazer's quote keeps popping up in my head, whenever I turn on for the
news these days, and, of course at the time of writing, the Corona Virus,
or Covid 19, depending on how you want to call it, dominates the news,
morning noon and night.
And, while it is very serious, a Pandemic according to the World Health
Organisation, I find myself in despair at the panic, which I feel is being
fed by the media.
Yes, I want the facts, by someone expert in his or her field, but one off,
unless there is a change in the epidemic, but each day I find another
"expert" is thrust in front of the camera to give his, or her point of view for
twenty minutes.
A quick break for the weather, then someone from government is put in
the camera for another twenty minutes, with another point of view, or, as
some ask, "Can you give us the very latest", even though nothing has
happened for twenty minutes or twenty four hours.
The advice in some quarters is to give everyone a safe distance, yet on
the same news, it showed the media mobbing Cabinet Ministers as they
attended the COBRA cabinet meeting! I can hear Frazer again, "We're
doomed"!
Well, I don't know, Private James Frazer, but whatever the news brings,
or the world brings, I put my trust in the way, truth, and the life. The
Alpha and Omega, and a verse in Mark Ch 16 v 15 to 20, and whether
scholars think this section in Mark is not genuine or not, and, I just
noticed, I am writing this on the thirteenth, and it's Friday too! Whatever!
I, above all, whatever the world can throw at me, I trust implicitly, the
author and finisher of my faith, The Lord Jesus Christ.
I hope you do to.

God Bless!

Tom. P.

