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START	  
 
Welcome to the summer issue of A Fit of Peak. 
 
This time we have an approximate theme of 
“Flora and Fauna”.  
 
Within, you will find words, pictures and 
photographs about many of our beautiful local 
flowers and plants. 
 
The fauna is a little more diverse. The fox may 
be a familiar local inhabitant, but the mandrill 
certainly isn’t. Find out how it wandered onto 
these pages anyway. Plus, we’ve got some 
more planes. 
 

 
 
Anna Girolami 
(Editor) 
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START 
 
Want to contribute? 
Have questions, feedback or 
suggestions? 
 
Find us at: http://goodredherring.com/a-
fit-of-peak/ 
 
or contact me directly on 
giroliddy@icloud.com 
 
 
 
All contributors retain full copyright of their work. 
 
Magazine produced by: Printexpress, 12 
Market street, Buxton. SK17 6LD 
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POEM	  

Verbascum	  p.	  
Simon	  Corble	  
	  
Fleshy.	  	  Hoary.	  	  Uncommonly	  tall,	  
exploiting	  the	  dry	  slopes	  of	  our	  dale	  
you	  scatter	  your	  settling	  seed	  
without	  restraint,	  
Hoary	  Mullein.	  
Everyone	  wants	  to	  know	  
how	  you	  came	  to	  be	  here.	  
Like	  you	  have	  no	  right.	  
	  
If	  we	  could	  prove	  a	  seed	  was	  
trapped	  in	  a	  woodcock’s	  feather,	  
fleeing	  by	  night	  from	  Norfolk,	  
this	  they	  could	  accept.	  
	  
But	  if	  some	  guerilla	  botanist	  
smuggled	  you	  in	  his	  pockets,	  
a	  social	  experiment,	  
this	  would	  be	  “introduced.”	  
Fanatics	  then	  might	  pull	  you	  up	  
and	  all	  your	  elephant	  kind.	  
	  
Relax,	  we’ll	  never	  know.	  
Blow	  in	  the	  wind	  and	  wag	  
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your	  sulphured	  fingers,	  
nod	  your	  fuzzy	  head	  and	  sway	  –	  
I	  shan’t	  deny	  you	  a	  place	  in	  the	  dale,	  
I	  who	  moved	  here	  just	  six	  years	  ago	  
and	  call	  this	  land	  my	  home.	  
 
 

 
	  
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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 READ 

By Flower and By Fox 
Kate Aimson 
 
There grows near here a wildflower known 
as vixenweed.  If you don’t know of it, I’ll 
describe it for you.  From a flat rosette of 
leaves close to the ground, a leafless stem 
rises.  Both stem and leaves are covered 
in short, stiff, blackish hairs.  At the top of 
this stem flowers, half-an-inch or so 
across, are bundled together in groups of 
three or more.  Nestling close they are 
reminiscent of a vixen with her cubs, 
which explains the name.  The foxy 
orange and rust colours of the petals add 
to the effect. 
 

 
The patch of vixenweed that we are most 
concerned with grew in the graveyard of 
Jenkin Chapel.  Its orange colour filled a 
little nook bounded by the tower 
staircase, the side wall of the chapel and 
the start of the gravestones.  The graves 
are so close to the building that the fox-
red colour directly complements the 
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gritstone grey of the stonework.  Flashes 
of yellow lichen on the grave marker of 
Ozias Dale add their harmony to this 
quietly peaceful scene. 
 

 
 
Who would have thought this would be 
the favoured resort of a notorious thief?  
But such it was, and he was often seen 
there.  Not by people, but by the vixen 
who was raising cubs in her den in the 
trees, just over the wall from the 
churchyard.  This thief, lets call him 
Young Absalom, plied his trade around 
Saltersford and the isolated dwellings 
beside the old salt roads.  The two secrets 
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to his success, if we are prepared to 
ascribe the word “success” to his 
dastardly profession, were the flower and 
the fox. 
 
By the flower vixenweed he made a 
charm to close householders’ eyes.  When 
he had selected a lonely farmstead for the 
next robbery, he would wait for the dark 
of the moon, and steal into the graveyard 
at Jenkin Chapel.  There he would pick 
five or six vixenweed flowers, and tie 
them into a brilliant russet posy.  He 
would place this posy out of sight and 
near the threshold of the house he 
intended to rob.  By this spell the 
inhabitants, once in bed, would not open 
their eyes again till morning. 
 
By the fox he took the ability to see 
through walls, which was useful in his line 
of work.  To do this, he swapped eyes 
with the vixen for the night.  He would 
then have the use of her foxy eyesight, 
and she would make do with human 
vision, and stumble in the dark.  He very 
simply secured her permission with the 
promise of food.  This food he left by the 
tower steps.  Whenever possible he left 
eggs, her favourite.  He had been known 
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to rob a henhouse just to obtain them for 
her. 
 
Now, with the theft of eggs, he was 
becoming more annoying to his 
neighbours, and they had a whip-round to 
raise the fee for the thief-taker.  By his 
good services, they hoped to soon be rid 
of Young Absalom.  Knowledge that he 
was pursued, for he soon got wind of it, 
did not make Young Absalom more 
cautious.  He grew more reckless and 
acquired a gun.  Once shots were fired 
during a house-breaking, the penalty 
became death.  Jack Ketch, the hangman, 
was waiting for Young Absalom now. 
 
The vixen had waited by the tower steps 
for three mornings.  Neither her food, nor 
Young Absalom had been anywhere to be 
seen.  In search of either, or both, she 
trotted down the lane.  She spied a notice 
nailed to the oak tree in the hedge.  
Luckily the thief could read, so the vixen 
could too.  The paper said: “Notorious 
Thief to Be Hanged!” and she noted the 
time and place of execution.   
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She instructed her cubs to stay in the den 
and set off for the town. 
 
Once there, she watched young Absalom 
brought out by the jailers.  He seemed 
confused, his eyes dazzled in the bright 
sunlight perhaps.  They lead him to the 
scaffold in the square in front of the jail.  
The vixen wove through the legs of the 
crowd until she came to the platform.  
She jumped up and much to the delight of 
the watching crowd dodged the jailers and 
Jack Ketch.  She leapt onto the shoulder 
of Young Absalom.   
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The crowd held its breath, waiting to see 
if his old comrade the fox would bite 
through the rope and free the thief.  But 
the fox popped the eyes of the thief out, 
and then her own, and swapped them 
over.  This accomplished, she fled from 
the scaffold, leaving Young Absalom to his 
fate.   
 
When she arrived back at Jenkin Chapel, 
her cubs were outside, gambolling in the 
patch of vixenweed by the tower.  Hadn’t 
she told them to stay in the den?  They 
had disobeyed her.  However, she was so 
pleased to have her eyes again she didn’t 
scold them, but joined them in their play.  
And our story ends with four foxes, 
jumping and scampering among their 
namesake flowers.  If you went to Jenkin 
Chapel tonight, as dusk darkens the trees, 
you could see for yourself the russet amid 
the grey. 
	  
Kate Aimson lives in Buxton. This story is one of those she 
recently rediscovered in The Lost Book of Fleams, available to 
buy on Etsy. 
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FLORA 
Grass of Parnassus - 1 
Simon Corble 
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FAUNA 

Blue Bums and Wine 
Gums 
Mike Williams  
 
It was the monkeys, definitely the monkeys. It 
was why we were crowded into the coach, 
excited and chattering away twenty to the 
dozen, eating our crisps and snacks even before 
the headmaster had nodded to the driver to set 
off. You can keep your holidays to Gran 
Canaria; sunburn, funny food and being scared 
to cough in the shower. You can keep your 
weekend specials to Euro Disney too, 
particularly since someone told me on good 
authority it was a girl inside the Mickey costume 
and that Goofy couldn’t speak a word of English. 
No, at the tender age of nine, where life in the 
1960s was even more exciting than the Biggles 
books from Woolworths, the very epitome of an 
adventure holiday was the annual trip to Chester 
Zoo. 
 
‘It’s a mandrill, children - the largest monkey in 
the world. They come from the Congo, Gabon, 
Equatorial Guinea and Cameroon. That’s Africa, 
by the way, if I’m talking too fast.’ 
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We were supposed to be writing down the 
names of the animals and the countries in our 
spiral-bound notebooks, small notebooks 
especially bought for the day, rather like the 
ones Dixon of Dock Green whipped out every 
Saturday night on the telly, but blue and spotted. 
 
The trouble was, after red panda (China) and 
ibex (French Alps), the animals became more 
exotic, more complicated to spell, and were from 
countries with far more letters to their name than 
a John Bull printing kit, and yes, I’m looking at 
you Mr Kharabakh horse from Azerbaijan. 
 
By the time we had reached the Old World 
monkeys, all dreams of stardom on ‘Top of the 
Form’ or ‘University Challenge’ had gone, the 
teacher’s aspirations thrown to the penguins, 
along with the pencils. It didn’t matter anyway. It 
wasn’t the names of the monkeys that were 
important, but how they looked, and let’s face it, 
to a nine-year-old kid whose only exposure to 
the facts of life was a hurried afternoon at 
Bakewell Show, being dragged past the shire 
horses and with orders not to look, mandrill 
monkeys are bloody funny. 
 
According to the IUCN, which stands for the 
International Union for the Conservation of 
Nature, mandrills are classed as ‘vulnerable’. 
According to the senior class of Taddington 
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School, all crowded around the monkey 
enclosure and staring with their mouths open, 
the very least they should be classed as was 
‘poorly.’ 
 
Evolution can be a cruel mistress, especially if 
you’re male mandrill. Female mandrills have 
nothing to worry about, pointing at the blokes, 
fluttering their peepers and giggling in the 
shrubbery. But male mandrills have a peculiar 
feature that gets even more peculiar when they 
get all hot and bothered.  
 
Male mandrills have funny coloured ‘bits and 
bobs’, but most noticeably their ‘bobs’. To put it 
mildly, male mandrills look as though they’ve 
been sitting on an iceberg all morning after a 
night out in the ‘Taj Mahal,’ or to be more 
succinct, have bright blue butt cheeks and a 
nipsy like a cherry. 
 
‘Cor blimey Miss, look at that!’ 
 
‘Yes dear, it’s just nature, that’s all. No need to 
write it down. Now, who’s for a wine gum, 
anyone?’ 
 



	  
	  

	  18	  
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Doubtless the females of the species find this 
particular colouration irresistible. Not only are 
they treated to a Technicolor musical from the 
back, but from the front, male mandrills look like 
a cross between a fur coat and Ronald 
McDonald. 
 
‘It’s the boogie man.’ 
 
‘Nonsense Penny, it’s just a big monkey.’ 
 
‘But what’s he doing?’ 
 
‘Right everyone, snip, snap. Time for the Giraffe 
House. Follow me.’ 
 
So on we followed, past the blue and pink 
bottoms and dangly bits, past the acrobatic 
gibbons and howler monkeys, onwards to the far 
safer climes of the African plains. 
 
‘Giraffes, dears. Aren’t they lovely? There’s two 
‘f’s in giraffe, Albert dear.’ 
 
Giraffes are wonderful. They have the longest 
tongues this side of the equator, soft patterned 
velvet skin, and a hilarious habit of leaning down 
over the stall as though they’re going to nibble 
your ears. In a Giraffe House though, on a warm 
afternoon, the whiff off them could floor an 
elephant. 
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‘It smells like poo in here!’ 
 
‘Don’t exaggerate Richard.’ 
 
‘But it does.’ 
 
‘Someone open a window.’ 
 
‘Come on now everyone, if you don’t behave we 
shall have to go.’ 
 
‘I feel sick Miss.’ 
 
‘Oh God, Penelope, not on my shoes.’ 
 
And so the day went on, from Africa to India and 
with South America in between, and always with 
the threat of education if you stood still for too 
long. 
 
‘It’s because they eat shrimps dear, that’s why 
they’re pink.’ 
 
The sea lions and penguins were my favourite, 
especially at feeding time, and then there was 
washing the elephant and a chance to buy a 
plastic animal for my collection back at home.  
 
There were ham sandwiches too, all individually 
wrapped in greaseproof paper and with vibrant 
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yellow ‘orange’ squash to wash them down with. 
And as we sat in the picnic area eating our late 
lunch and waiting for the coach to arrive for the 
journey home, conversation inevitably turned to 
the question of monkey’s bottoms. 
 
‘It’s so they don’t get lost in the long grass. 
Everyone follows the leader, and that’s why 
they’ve got the brightest and shiniest bums.’ 
 
‘Never!’ 
 
‘I read it in a book, it’s true.’ 
 
‘Miss, what were those monkeys doing?’ 
 
‘Sorry Albert dear, I didn’t hear you. What did 
you say?’ 
 
‘Those monkeys playing wheelbarrows, what 
were they doing?’ 
 
Noel Coward had a story about his mother when 
asked the very same question about a pair of 
dogs doing exactly the same thing. ‘Well dear,’ 
she said. ‘The one in front is blind and the one 
at the back is being very kind and pushing it all 
the way to Brighton.’  
 
Our teacher though just stared ahead and 
brushed the crumbs from her dress. 
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‘Right everyone,’ she said, ignoring the question 
entirely. ‘Who’s for a wine gum?’  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
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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FLORA 
Grass of Parnassus - 2 
Simon Corble 
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SPOT 

Aircraft Jizz* No. 4: Insects 
Andy Lidstone 
 

 
 
 
*Jizz: “the art of seeing a bird badly and still knowing what it is.” 
 - Simon Barnes, How to be a Bad Birdwatch 
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Andy Lidstone lives in Buxton 
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GATHER	  

Wild Pickings 
Eden Hutchins 
 
Foraging for food is one of the easiest ways to 
connect with nature, and to make a direct link to 
our pre-agricultural ancestors, the Aboriginal 
Britons. This is how our ancestors lived for tens 
of thousands of years; by comparison, 
agriculture has only existed in this country since 
the Neolithic – a mere seven thousand years 
ago, probably introduced by traders, wanderers 
and settlers from the European mainland.  
 
Our bodies and minds are therefore perfectly 
adapted to the hunter-gatherer lifestyle, and I 
think it does us good to exercise this skill every 
now and then.  
 
This is the best time of year for foraging in 
Derbyshire; Summer is settling into lower and 
more Southerly areas, but here it is more like a 
late Spring. The paths by the river and through 
the woods all have built-in trail food – the 
flowers and seed-pods of Hedge Garlic (Alliaria 
petiolata) have a spicy, oily, bitter garlic taste. 
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Hedge	  Garlic	  
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That wild Superfood, the Stinging Nettle, is in 
abundance – collect a bagful and boil it up with 
stock, spuds (wild) garlic and a touch of cream 
for a cheap lunch – we were once put to shame 
by a van-load of monoglottal Polish builders at a 
Youth Hostel, who turned up, gathered their 
nettles and mushrooms and proceeded to create 
a feast. They laughed when I mimed getting 
stung. 
 
Another easily obtained plant is Bistort 
(Polygonum bistorta) – use the profuse leaves, 
with some nettles, pot-barley, onion, egg and 
porridge oats to make a large steamed pudding, 
or small, fried patties – particularly toothsome 
with poached eggs and some mushrooms in 
cream. And the best mushrooms to use? Get 
hold of some Jew’s Ear mushrooms (Auricularia 
auricula-judae) – some debate exists as to why 
they are called this; possibly because they are 
generally found on Elder (Sambucis nigra) trees 
– the tree that Judas Iscariot traditionally hung 
himself from. These fungi are very popular in the 
Far East, but are less commonly used here. 
They are easily identified, and can also be easily 
dried and used like expensive Porcini from the 
Supermarket. 
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Bistort 
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The final plants to look out for are Ramsons 
(Allium ursinum). These are easily found in the 
woods, by following your nose to the carpets of 
dark green leaves and clusters of white star-
shaped flowers. The bulbs can be treated as 
small onions (especially suitable for the nettle 
soup or Bistort puddings), while the long, dark 
leaves can be gently fried or boiled. 
 
I find the best thing to do is make a powerful, 
pungent pesto – blitz some leaves with parsley, 
parmesan, olive oil, lemon and pine nuts and 
pour over warm pasta; be warned, this is a lot 
stronger than the stuff you get from the 
Supermarket! 
 
Remember when foraging for anything, to be 
absolutely certain that you have the correct plant 
– few plants are actually poisonous, but many 
will taste bitter, or have irritating hairs. You are 
allowed to take any parts of the plant above 
ground, but need the landowner’s permission to 
take roots, tubers or bulbs. Always take care to 
gather away from roads and industrial areas to 
avoid pollution, and never take more than a third 
of any plant from one area; we want those 
plants to grow back again next year! 
 
Eden Hutchins is a forager, teacher and passionate proponent of 
the Forest Schools philosophy. Track him down at his website: 
http://buckstone.moonfruit.com/about/4586210872 
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Ramsons 
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RHYME 

In the hedgerow 
Anna Girolami 
	  
	  
	  
	  

	  
	  
 
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

Bluebell and Rose 
The Bluebell once said to the Rose, 
“Is there a drip on the end of my nose?” 
The Rose said, “You twit, 
It’s raining a bit. 
You wait till it gets to your toes.” 
 
 



	  
	  

	   33	  

	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
 

Bindweed and Bird’s Foot 
A lively young cable of Bindweed 
Tried growing up hedges at speed. 
The Bird’s Foot Trefoil 
Had no time to recoil. 
She just wobbled and dropped all her 
seed. 
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POEM	  

from	  The	  Book	  of	  Truths	  
Eden	  Hutchins	  

I	  found	  the	  Book,	  its	  pages	  kissed	  by	  time,	  and	  
caressed	  by	  the	  flowing	  sands,	  

By	  the	  tumbled	  bones	  of	  the	  Traveller,	  his	  face	  
forever	  turned	  towards	  the	  sweet	  memories	  of	  his	  
beloved,	  

Tear	  stained,	  giving	  the	  last	  of	  his	  water	  to	  his	  
memories.	  	  	  

Tenderly	  pulling	  the	  tome	  from	  the	  Traveller’s	  last	  
grasp,	  I	  felt	  its	  careworn	  cover,	  a	  skin	  for	  his	  last	  
memories,	  jotted,	  dried,	  lost…	  

Pages	  of	  dust	  and	  age,	  crumbling,	  sighing	  their	  
words	  into	  the	  air,	  like	  moths,	  	  

Emerging	  from	  their	  holes,	  to	  die	  in	  the	  fluttering	  
light	  of	  the	  desert.	  

Ephemeral	  fragments	  conveyed	  their	  meaning,	  as	  
they	  whispered	  their	  last	  into	  the	  warm	  sand;	  
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“The	  Traveller	  paused,	  the	  pure	  breath	  of	  the	  desert	  
burning	  in	  his	  mind,	  

The	  scent	  of	  his	  love	  lingering	  like	  the	  light	  of	  the	  
dying	  Sun,	  	  

In	  the	  fountains	  of	  the	  Jennat	  al	  Arif,	  the	  cool	  
gardens	  of	  Granada...”	  	  

I	  read	  on,	  the	  figure	  of	  the	  Traveller’s	  Beloved,	  
beckoning	  to	  me	  across	  the	  dust	  and	  space	  of	  time;	  
her	  ruby	  lips,	  her	  hair	  like	  a	  raven’s	  wing,	  her	  easy	  
glance,	  scorching	  me	  across	  the	  years,	  all	  gone	  to	  
dust	  and	  sand	  and	  air.	  

As	  I	  looked	  upon	  the	  desert,	  the	  sands	  swirled	  into	  
the	  form	  of	  my	  beloved,	  	  

More	  beautiful	  than	  the	  roses	  of	  Medina.	  

Her	  hair,	  caressed	  by	  the	  wind,	  

Turns	  and	  coils,	  mirroring	  the	  skeins	  of	  sand	  blown	  
across	  the	  blushing	  desert.	  	  

And	  the	  pages	  of	  the	  book	  blew	  across	  the	  sand,	  
transported	  like	  dead	  leaves,	  rustling	  
By	  the	  dry	  desert	  wind;	  the	  breath	  of	  the	  Ash	  
Sharqiyah,	  the	  empty	  Quarter.	  
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