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START	  
 
Happy New Year and welcome to the very first 
issue of A Fit of Peak. 
 
There are a lot of people in the High Peak, 
quietly – sometimes not so quietly – pursuing 
their muse. Writing, drawing, painting, 
photographing, singing, playing and more. So 
far, there has been no publication to bring 
together and highlights all this activity. 
 
I hope that A Fit of Peak will be able to fill that 
gap. 
 
Delve into this first free issue and enjoy! 
 

 
 
Anna Girolami 
(Editor) 
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START 
 
Want to contribute? 
Have questions, feedback or 
suggestions? 
 
Contact me on giroliddy@icloud.com 
 
 
Cover photograph: “The Road Trip” by James 
Gould. See more on page 27. 
 
All contributors retain full copyright of their work. 
 
Magazine produced by: Printexpress, 12 
Market street, Buxton. SK17 6LD 
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POETIKON	  
Simon Corble 
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POEM	  

Put	  Out	  
Simon	  Corble	  
	  
A	  wheelbarrow,	  a	  gas	  bottle,	  blue	  for	  butane;	  
a	  flymo	  that	  no	  longer	  flies;	  
an	  Ali-‐baba	  washing	  basket	  
lying,	  charmless,	  on	  its	  side	  
and,	  in	  a	  melamine	  former	  desk	  drawer,	  
one	  small	  coniferous	  shrub,	  uprooted.	  
	  
The	  rain	  falls	  on	  this	  collection	  
waiting	  on	  the	  grassy	  verge;	  behind,	  
the	  house	  stands	  empty,	  dark	  and	  hollow-‐eyed.	  
	  
I	  know,	  for	  someone	  told	  me,	  “They're	  getting	  
a	  divorce.”	  	  “Oh?”	  I	  must	  have	  replied,	  
“The	  friendly	  man	  with	  the	  chocolate	  Lab?”	  
Or	  something	  like	  that.	  
	  
All	  seemed	  very	  amicable.	  “For	  Sale”sign	  
went	  up;	  people	  with	  children	  visited;	  
“Sold”	  before	  the	  month	  was	  out.	  
Then,	  one	  day,	  removal	  vans	  in	  convoy.	  
	  
Simon Corble is a writer, playwright, poet and photographer in 
the White Peak. He has a website – www.corble.co.uk - and can 
even be found on Wikipedia. His photography can be seen at 
www.flickr.com/photos/corble  
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STRIP	  

High Peeks 
Garry Wharton 
 
 
 
 

 
	  
 
 
 
Garry Wharton lives in Bradwell. 
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COOK	  

Mincemeat and apricot plait 
Jaine Ross 
 
Despite recurrent New Year’s resolutions to eat 
healthy and get trim, I’ve lost count of the good 
intentions that have evaporated all too quickly 
as the winter months melt into spring.   
 
January and February can seem quite bleak and 
for me that’s when I turn to warming comfort 
foods and this is one of my favorites. It’s not 
healthy, it’s not calorie-free but it brings the 
family to the table!  
 
Ingredients  
1 Sheet ready rolled puff pastry     
1 jar mincemeat  
1 tin apricot halves 
1 egg 
 
Method 
Preheat oven 
Lay out your pastry sheet and score to mark into 
three equal sections (top to bottom) 
Cut diagonal strips on the outer thirds of the 
pastry.   
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Spread the 
mincemeat evenly 
over the middle 
section (leave a cm 
gap top and 
bottom) 
Arrange the apricot 
halves on top of the 
mincemeat. 
 

 
 
Now begin to cover the filling by laying the strips 
across from alternate sides, sealing down both 
ends of the plait.  

 
Transfer to a well-
greased baking sheet 
and wash with beaten 
egg. 
 
Bake until golden (20-30 
mins) 
 

Serve with huge dollops of cream. 
 
This stunning looking dish is easy, quick and 
leaves very little washing up. Perfect for those 
cold dark nights! 
 
Jaine Ross lives in Buxton. 
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DRAW	  

Live Local - 1 
Leanne Adshead 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Leanne Adshead lives in Chapel-en-le-Frith. 
Her work can be seen at: 
https://m.facebook.com/LeabyCreations 
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RHYME 

Doctor & Dentist 
Anna Girolami 
	  
	  
	  
	  

	  
	  
*this one only really works if you read it in the appropriate accent 
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

Doctor* 
There was a young surgeon in Hull 
Who found each day incredibly dull. 
To spice up her life, 
She dissected her wife. 
Now she’s out every night on the pull. 
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Dentist 
There once was a dentist in Coombe 
Who tried pulling teeth with a broom. 
His patient cried “Oi! 
That’s a terrible ploy. 
Please desist or I’m leaving the room.” 
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WRITE 

Splish, splosh with feet on 
the bottom 
Mike Williams 
 
I was never a coward at school. Every morning I 
would walk past the farmer’s dogs without a 
care in the world. I would happily wolf down 
bowl after bowl of cats' brains served up at 
lunch, which was how my friend Albert had 
christened his rice pudding and jam, causing a 
near hunger strike from the rest of the table and 
projectile vomiting the youngest of our group; 
but I just couldn't float. I was scared of 
swimming. 
 
I lived in Priestcliffe in the 1960s, a collection of 
farms and houses drowning in cow muck and 
struggling to be a village, and my school was a 
good walk out of the valley and across the 
bypass to Taddington. It was a lovely school 
with a lovely headmaster and our cook served 
up lovely school dinners. My grandfather, who 
was a bit of a wag, had opposite views of the 
place and used to chuckle to himself saying 
something like 'they never call out surnames in 
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th' morning for good reason', but I never 
understood what he meant and I still don't.  
 
I thrived there and looked forward to my lessons 
every day; all that is, save one - swimming. 
Every Tuesday morning - I think it was a 
Tuesday; I should remember by now 
considering the trauma of the occasion - a 
maroon and cream bus from Monyash would 
arrive outside the school to take us through the 
villages of Flagg and Chelmorton to the 
swimming pool in Buxton. 
 

 
 
Now, for those of you too young to realise how 
groundbreaking the Tremeloes were, in the 
1960s, there were only four places to learn to 
swim if you lived in Buxton and the surrounding 
villages; five if you fell in the river. 
 
Besides a kind lady who owned a big house with 
a pool in Great Longstone, there was the Palace 
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Hotel, which was all very posh and sophisticated 
and far beyond the means of Derbyshire County 
Council to pay for our repeated visits, let alone 
compensate the owners for all the piddle, toe 
plasters and stress to the residents.  
 
There was the Rising Sun at Bamford - a 
surprisingly large outdoor pool where any 
chance of future fatherhood was diminished 
after three lengths through the ice cold water 
fighting off the penguins. Apparently the outdoor 
pool at Hathersage was even more bracing, 
where doctors were called to pat traumatised 
male swimmers repeatedly on their back until 
their chestnuts popped back in place, but I 
digress.  
 
Our maroon and cream coach always stopped 
outside the Natural Mineral Baths in Buxton, just 
down from the Old Hall Hotel. 
 
These are not the famous Thermal Baths at the 
sophisticated end of the Crescent, where you 
could pay a small fortune to be dangled in a 
chair and have people with hose pipes spin you 
around with the force of the spray; oh no, these 
were definitely the cheaper of the two. Designed 
and built by Henry Currey in the mid-1850s and 
redesigned in the 1920s, the Natural Mineral 
Baths had a more civic function; here you went 
to get clean. 
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For a few pennies you could rent a cubicle in 
privacy and have a hot soapy bath. That's what 
the sign said and it always intrigued me. I'm not 
sure if the choice was on offer to us all as we 
shivered and stripped and pulled on our baggy 
trunks, but the wooden back panels of each 
changing room looked suspiciously like they 
could slide suddenly back and reveal a hot 
steaming tub or as befitting the lesson ahead, 
Albert Pierrepoint and a noose. 
 

 
 
We weren't here for the soap; we were here for 
the swim. So like lemmings to a river we would 
scuttle over to one of the three large pools and 
slice our feet to ribbons on the razor sharp stone 
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steps as we entered the water. It was always a 
source of frustration to us Taddington pupils that 
Monyash School (boo hiss), seemed to get the 
‘better’ pool. We never saw the 'better' pool but 
we were all convinced it had silver taps, deck 
chairs and a shop for lemonade. 
 
Ours was Pool 3, I think. It was square with a 
marble set of steps at one end and what 
seemed to me a long, long way to walk shoulder 
deep through the water to the other side. Yes, I 
know the purpose of a swimming pool is to 
swim, but these were early days and I had to 
walk before I could cough, splutter and cry for 
help. 
 
We were aided in our ability not to drown by 
rubber armbands; big orange, inflatable 
armbands that made us look like miniature 
Popeyes starved of spinach. Rubber rings were 
not allowed. Albert, my cheery friend, had 
explained the reason why. Apparently they 
slipped down around your ankles and made you 
float upside down in the water with your head on 
the bottom until you died, which sounded 
entirely reasonable to me. So for weeks on end I 
walked tentatively across the pool, making 
liberal with the breaststroke arm action but with 
both sets of toes planted firmly on the bottom. 
I don't know when it happened, and I shudder to 
think that I may have made that slow fraudulent 
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trek across the pool for many a week, but 
happen it did. My fear disappeared and it had 
everything to do with the joy of the foam plastic 
float. Shaped like gravestones they were and as 
buoyant as anything, and if you held them out in 
front, closed your eyes and paddled your legs in 
a frenzy of splashes, when you opened your 
eyes you were at the other end of the pool, and 
without a pair of angels wings or your long dead 
relatives playing Mozart on harps by your side. 
You were gloriously alive, laughing and with 
your legs going ten to the dozen, zooming up 
and down the water like a tugboat with your toes 
just beneath the surface. 
 

 
 
I never did learn to swim at Primary School. It 
took a rather stern sports master to cure me of 
my addiction to the plastic float, and a new pool 
too; the glorious Swimming Baths in the Pavilion 
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Gardens. I think it also had everything to do with 
those small rubber goggles you could wear, so 
the fear of being underwater turned to fun, 
although looking at the toe plasters floating past 
could put you off your smoky bacon crisps for 
life. I still have the occasional memory of those 
awful Tuesdays on the bus approaching the 
town and with my tummy in knots, but I'm older 
now, and wiser and far, far more buoyant. 
 
 
 
Professor Mike Williams is a High Peak ex-patriate. Now living 
and working in Dublin, he is a botanist, writer and illustrator.  
See some of his work at: https://www.facebook.com/Grubdale 
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SCRIPT	  
David Gibbons 
 
 

	  
	  
	  
David Gibbons is an alumnus of Mosely School of Art and 
Birmingham College of Art. Now retired, he lives in Darley Dale. 
His work can be seen at: http://davidgibbons.weebly.com 
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LISTEN	  

Risin’ Tides 
Anna Girolami 
 
On a sunny Wednesday afternoon, I approach 
the front door of a pleasant semi-detached 
house in one of the prettiest parts of Buxton. It 
seems an unlikely setting for a den of iniquity. 
Nonetheless, I can hear loud guitar music 
emanating from somewhere. 
 

 
 
I ring the doorbell and set a couple of dogs off 
but the music doesn't abate and no-one comes 
to the door. I try the handle and walk in. The 
dogs greet me with delight; they're no deterrent 



	  
	  

	   23	  

whatsoever. I follow the music through the 
house and down into the cellar where, finally, I 
unearth Alex, of Risin' Tides.  
 
Risin' Tides apparently sprang from nothing 
about eighteen months ago, joyfully pedalling 
their harmony-laden Eighties rock to a happy 
audience. They've gigged widely in the local 
area, up to and including Manchester. They've 
played places that I’ve actually heard of - The 
Ruby Lounge, The Roadhouse. They’ve been 
endorsed by Hawkwind and aired on BBC 
Introducing. They have a new EP, Headflux. It’s 
all good. 
 
But, over a cup of tea, Alex fills in the details of 
a story that is not quite all it seems. For a start, 
they've been around for at least three years, in 
one form or another. It was only last year, 
however, that they started seriously pushing 
themselves to get out there and make things 
work. 
 
In the beginning, they were a three piece. Alex, 
a sound engineer, was involved only with 
recording and production. But his input became 
increasingly useful and, besides, they lacked a 
keyboard player. Eventually, he morphed into a 
proper band member. I sense that some useful 
tension between him and Danny provides the 
main creative wellspring of the group. It's the 
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old, old story. 
 
So now they are four. Danny - guitar and lead 
vocals, Alex - guitar and keys, Simon on bass 
and drummer Damian. They all provide the 
harmonies. Their mission  - “to bring back the 
missing anthems, one song at a time" - is well-
served by their sound. This is the stuff of my 
teenage years, redolent of Hair Rock and 
Spandex trousers. I love it. 
 
Currently, they find themselves caught in the 
classic conundrum - how to commit sufficient 
resources to develop the band and yet still put 
bread on the table. Their answer, at the 
moment, is to do as much as possible 
themselves.  
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They're a multi-talented bunch. Alex does the 
tecchie stuff, although he says the latest 
recordings have been sent to London for 
mastering. I have no idea what that means but it 
sounds good. Danny, a graphic artist, sorts the 
visuals. Alex's wife, Marie (who has relevant 
experience) has been managing them but I 
gather she plans to hand the role to somebody 
else. Apparently, they're a difficult bunch to 
direct.  
 
Alex tells me that they are adjusting their 
course. The Aerosmith scarves and Mötley Crüe 
barnets confuse people - are they serious 
musicians or some sort of spoof? So they will 
stay Eighties-rooted but are moving away from 
poodle primpery and towards slick power pop. 
Think Robert Palmer or Huey Lewis. Miami Vice 
comes to the High Peak. They want more 
women in their audience and, he reasons, 
women tend to prefer the power ballad. Even if 
the drummer doesn't like it.  
 
The new EP and the next few months should 
reveal whether or not it's been a wise move.  
 
Risin’ Tides music is available on Spotify and from iTunes, 
Amazon and google play.  
http://www.risintides.co.uk/  
https://www.facebook.com/risintides 
Twitter: @risintides 
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DRAW 

The Derby Ram 
Mike Williams 
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LOOK	  

The Road Trip 
James Gould 
 

 
 



	  
	  

	  28	  
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James Gould is a student and aspiring fashion photographer. 
His work can be found at: 
https://www.facebook.com/JamesGouldPhotography 
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POEM	  

A ‘leisurely’ rhyme 
Dave Greenan 
 
(With apologies to William Henry Davies) 
 
What is this life, if full of woe, 
We hurry-scurry, come and go, 
And never take the time to look 
At shaking wheat, or snaking brook. 
 
Or, should we fail to recognize 
The beauty of a spring sunrise. 
Where nature sets a ‘soundtrack’ for us, 
Of sighing leaves, and shrill dawn chorus. 
 
Or walk a bank-side unaware 
Of all the joys on offer there, 
Whilst sunlight dances on the river 
And reed-mace whisper all a-quiver. 
 
What if we never take the chance 
To ‘have a peek’, or ‘steal a glance’ 
Across the hedgerows to the meadows 
At the gliding, sliding, nimbus shadows. 
 
And realise, that we, as man, 
Are part of some much grander plan. 
And out among those pastoral features 
Live many, many, other creatures. 
 
To wander through a sylvan copse 
Bestrewn with bluebells and snowdrops, 
And yet, to never once embrace 
The grace and charm with which we’re faced. 



	  
	  

	   31	  

 
And stroll, with unperceiving eyes, 
Through fronded ferns, and dragon-flies,  
A sad man thus, who never sees 
The sunbeams bursting through the trees.	   
 
Or, just suppose we fail to note 
The countryside in winter coat. 
A full moon’s crisp illumination 
Of snow-capped hills in transformation. 
 
And landscape, lacking definition, 
Landmarks, or delineation. 
When nature blankets her creation 
To form a stunning white sensation. 
 
Yes, what life this, if we pass by 
And never cast a curious eye 
To stars that glint in glassy skies 
In ‘dot-to-dot’ formation. 
 
And, wondering at that vast expanse, 
Where Cassiopeia and Cepheus dance, 
And Seven Sisters each enhance, 
We seek no explanation. 
 
A poor life this, if full of woe, 
We hurry-scurry, come and go, 
Hither-thither, to and fro, 
Instead of taking life  
Quite slow 
That we should then, not forego, 
All that nature has on show 
To us, in everyday tableaux. 
 
 
Dave Greenan lives in Tideswell. 
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DRAW	  

Live Local - 2 
Garry Wharton 
 

 
 


