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START	  
 
Welcome to the latest issue of A Fit of Peak. 
 
Our theme for this misty and mellow season is 
“myths and memories”.  
 
You will find - among other things - old legends 
updated plus reminiscences of bonfires burnt 
many years ago. There is also a wealth of 
writing, poetry and drawing on other, unrelated 
topics. 
 
Enjoy the autumn and may none of your 
fireworks be damp squibs! 
 

 
 
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	  

Circling	  
Simon	  Corble	  
	  
The	  fog	  is	  over	  everything	  tonight,	  
a	  dome	  of	  fuzzy	  grey,	  tinged	  yellow-‐orange	  
by	  the	  village	  lamps,	  sealing	  us	  in	  silence.	  
I	  open	  an	  upstairs	  window	  to	  look	  out;	  
it’s	  then	  they	  call,	  or	  then	  I	  hear	  them	  first	  	  –	  	  
Wild	  geese	  are	  passing	  overhead,	  
yapping	  like	  a	  pack	  of	  happy	  hounds;	  
a	  sound	  I	  love	  this	  time	  of	  year,	  only	  
these	  invisible	  wanderers	  do	  not	  pass;	  
the	  yaps	  go	  on	  and	  on	  and	  round	  and	  round…	  
	  
I	  grab	  a	  jacket,	  grab	  a	  hat	  and	  out	  
I	  stumble	  in	  the	  dark,	  no	  socks,	  just	  boots	  
and	  nothing	  round	  my	  neck	  against	  the	  cold.	  
	  
The	  calls	  seem	  everywhere	  and	  all	  at	  once,	  
though	  muffled	  through	  November	  fog	  and	  by	  
the	  churchyard	  trees	  distorted,	  bouncing	  
round	  the	  buildings,	  swinging	  round	  the	  spire,	  
but	  where?	  	  The	  Mere?	  Could	  that	  be	  possible?	  
One	  Winter	  night	  a	  Wigeon	  came	  to	  stay	  
and	  often	  Swans	  will	  grace	  us	  for	  a	  spell.	  
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Before	  I	  know,	  I’m	  hobbling	  past	  the	  church	  
under	  the	  shadow	  of	  the	  ancient	  Yew;	  
it	  strikes	  me	  just	  how	  much	  I’ve	  had	  to	  drink,	  
how	  late	  it	  is;	  the	  street	  lamps	  all	  go	  out.	  
I	  turn	  down	  Icky-‐picky	  Lane	  and	  then,	  
as	  I	  look	  back	  I	  see	  a	  dark,	  lone	  shape	  
is	  following,	  caught	  for	  a	  moment	  by	  
the	  floodlights	  on	  the	  grey	  stone	  tower.	  
	  
I	  hurry	  to	  The	  Mere.	  	  Ridiculous.	  
There	  are	  no	  geese;	  the	  water’s	  still.	  	  It’s	  tiny,	  
hushed.	  	  The	  feral	  ducks	  have	  gone	  to	  sleep.	  
I	  flash	  my	  torch	  across	  the	  sodden	  grass;	  
I’m	  half-‐afraid	  to	  give	  myself	  away,	  
dishevelled,	  clumsy,	  wandering	  about	  
like	  them,	  those	  birds	  up	  there,	  still	  circling,	  
but	  higher	  now,	  as	  if	  quite	  satisfied	  
that	  this	  pale	  pool	  of	  ghostly,	  milky	  light	  
they	  saw	  was	  not	  a	  lake,	  but	  some	  strange	  world	  
they’d	  best	  leave	  well	  alone;	  leaving	  me	  
a	  stranger,	  in	  a	  quandary:	  Which	  way?	  
Laughter	  from	  the	  pub.	  	  Which	  way	  back	  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 latest play – Kind Hearts, 
Norman Blood - has just had its world première at The Green 
Man Gallery in Buxton. 
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DRAW	  
Nina Jurewicz 
 

	  
	  
Nina Jurewicz is a member of the I AM Collective. See her work 
at http://iamcollective.weebly.com/ninas-art.html 
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 READ 

Back in the Night 
Kate Aimson 
 
The forge was spotless in the morning when 
they came into work. 
 
The smith looked around him.  
  

“You don’t have to do this, you know.” 
 
His assistant looked blank. 
 

“You’re safe here, I promise you.” 
 

Isein looked at his feet, forcing back tears. 
 

“OK,” said the smith, “it’s OK, but don’t work 
so hard; you don’t have to.” 

 
“But it wasn’t me.  I heard you in here last 
night.” 
 

The smith and his assistant just looked at each 
other. 
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“Never mind – let’s get started on those 
railings, hey?” 

 
* 

 
Isein knew he was safe now. He liked his new 
life.  The work was old-fashioned but he liked its 
elemental nature. He had worked in an office 
building in their old life.  But it didn’t do to hark 
back to old times. 
 
He was happy. He should remember only he 
was happy to handle metal, water, fire, airflow. 
Stick to that. The smith had taken him in. Given 
him work in the forge.  Cleared the little store-
room for him to sleep in. He was grateful; 
grateful for his new life. 
 
From his room he heard noises in the forge at 
night. Now the smith had said it wasn’t him. 
Perhaps he was a sleepwalker? Did people 
sweep up when they were sleepwalking? He 
wouldn’t think about it.  Like the past, he 
wouldn’t think about it.  Those horrors had been 
left behind. The boat, the crossing – that was all 
over with.  Then why were those horrors back in 
his mind now, when he had been happy in his 
new life? 
 
He liked his work. The railings were finished and 
they went to fit them for the customer. His home 
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stood solidly on a street of new houses. They 
were on the edge of town, with views of fields. 
Open country; he could like it here. 
 
Maybe one day he would have a house like 
this? On a street like this, anyway.  Surrounded 
by families, children riding bikes on the road. He 
could live here. 
 
 

 
 
 
Isein ate his evening meal in the upstairs 
kitchen. Sometimes he and the smith ate 
together, but more and more these days he 
made his own meals. He shopped for food in 
town, cooked the kind of meals he liked.  He felt 
pleasantly settled. There was no problem if he 



	  
	  

	  12	  

wanted to eat separately, no problem if he 
shared the smith’s food. It was pretty easy-
going; relaxed. Yes, more and more he felt 
relaxed. 
 
That night when he heard the noises coming 
from the forge he went in.   
 
At first he was overjoyed to see them. Then 
came the questioning. His wife and child – here 
in this forge in this foreign land – how were they 
there? He didn’t know but rejoiced to be with 
them again. He rushed forwards, closing the 
space between them and he could see she was 
soaking wet. Her hair was stuck across her face 
in wet ribbons. Like when they were in the sea. 
 
But she was sweeping and tidying and their son 
was sat on a stool watching.   
 

“You must take off those wet clothes!” 
 
“You cannot work like that.” 
 
“Why are you working in the night?” 
 
“Why didn’t you come into me?” 
 

As he approached he noticed one thing – the 
floor she was sweeping was dry. 
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His wife straightened up. Water ran down her 
wet clothes.  And the floor was dry. 
 
His son sat still. He remembered seeing his 
small body lapping with the tide. He sat still on 
the stool and seawater washed over him. And 
the floor was dry. 
 

 
 

* 
 
“I can’t work here anymore.  Thank you but 
I have to go.” 
  
“Is it the pay?  I saw you looking at those 
houses.  I will pay you more soon.” 
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“I can’t stay here now.  I shouldn’t have 
looked.  If only I hadn’t looked.” 
 
“What do you mean?  You shouldn’t have 
looked at those houses?” 
 
“If only I hadn’t looked.  I looked in the forge 
at night.  My wife and son …” 
 
“You’ve never talked about them before; 
that’s why I never wanted to ask” 
 
“I wanted them so much” 
 
“You miss them …” 
 
“They’re back and I wanted to kill them.  I 
was so angry.  They drowned and I 
survived.  I came here.  You gave me this 
lifeline.  Now, how do I carry on?  What 
should I do?” 
 
“What do you mean?” 
 
“They’ve come back.  What should I do 
now?  We could be together but it’s not 
real.” 

 
* 
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The blacksmith’s shop in the day - heavy 
hammer blows thudding on metal that’s red from 
the fire. 
 
The blacksmith’s shop in the night – dry bristles 
brushing softly like sighs breaking on the shore. 
	  
 
Kate Aimson lives in Buxton. This modern myth is inspired by 
old tales of Glaistigs from Strontian, Scotland. 
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DRAW	  	  	  

On The Couch (in two halves) 
Andrea Joseph 
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Andrea Joseph is a High Peak artist. See her sketchblog at 
http://andreajoseph24.blogspot.co.uk or follow her on Twitter: 
@aheavysoul 
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LOOK	  

The I AM Collective  
Anna Girolami  
Over the summer, a bunch of friends in the High 
Peak were looking around for a local art group 
for people of their age. When they found 
nothing, they decided to form their own. Thus, 
the I AM Collective was born. The core of this 
creative collective is a group of nine young 
adults who are all driven to express themselves 
through the visual arts.  

According to their website, their stated aim is to 
explore “how we interpret ourselves and others.” 
I met up with four of the founder members - 
Charlie, Nina, Sam and Rachel - to hear about 
what they are trying to do.  

They tell me that the Collective is open to 
anyone aged from fourteen to seventeen years 
old living in Derbyshire. The nine founder 
members are all based in the High Peak but 
Charlie’s step-sister in Derby has also gathered 
together a similar group in the south of the 
county. They may even spread into Cheshire, if 
things go well. 
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Nina, Elliott, Charlie and Cameron: four of the I AM Collective.  

When I’ve chatted to them for a while, it 
becomes clear that they are trying to catch hold 
of and - importantly - celebrate their own 
individuality and diversity. Each one of the nine 
has their own particular area of focus, including 
such things as body image and appearance, 
gender identity, sexuality, labels and 
stereotyping, self-expression through a variety 
of media.  

They have spent the summer making plans and 
fund-raising. The funds have been used to stage 
their first exhibition: I AM, on display at The 
Green Man Gallery until the end of the month.    
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I AM has the theme of “self-interpretation” and is 
intended as a positive counterpunch to the 
negative way that teenagers are frequently 
portrayed in the media. The group is also 
planning a number of workshops this half term 
to engage other young people in the area and 
perhaps broaden their membership.  

Two things strike me about this bunch of 
energetic teenagers. First of all, I suspect that it 
will require a concerted effort to sustain their 
current momentum. In the coming months, 
several of the members will become immersed 
in the hard realities of Sixth Form, exams and 
applications to college or university.  

Second of all, the impression I have is that, at 
the moment, the I AM Collective is a loosely- 
knit peer group whose members support each 
other in whatever they happen to be doing. This 
is clearly a worthwhile end in itself. However, it 
will be interesting to see whether, given time, 
this band of diverse young artists can evolve 
further into a coherent group with its own distinct 
voice and identity.  
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Picture by Charlie Collins 

 

The I AM exhibition is on display at The Green Man Gallery, 
Buxton until the end of October. Find out more about the 
Collective at http://iamcollective.weebly.com and on Facebook at 
https://www.facebook.com/ TheIAMexhibition?fref=ts  
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REMEMBER 

Bonfire Night and Treacle 
Toffee 
Mike Williams  
 
I loved autumn when I was a kid. I still do, but 
through the eyes of a ten-year-old growing up in 
a sleepy Derbyshire village, autumn couldn’t 
start soon enough. There was the church 
harvest festival; a wonderful display of fruit and 
vegetables to make your mouth water, except 
this was Taddington so most of it was in tins and 
rusty ones at that, but it was the thought that 
counts. Perhaps some of the tins had been 
doing the ‘rounds’ since the war, or maybe it 
was just my mischievous grandad pulling my 
leg, but he said to be extra careful in the 
following Monday auction, as there was a tin of 
Snook somewhere in the pile masquerading as 
a fruit salad. Snook was a ‘delicacy’ during the 
war, if sitting doubled up over an earth closet 
and cursing the very name of ‘John West’ was a 
regular nighttime pursuit. It was tinned ‘snake 
mackerel’ apparently, and about as delicious as 
the name would suggest. 
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After the harvest festival came Hallowe’en. We 
didn’t care much for Hallowe’en back then. The 
only scary things under our beds reeked of 
Dettol and splashed if you kicked them. No, the 
sheer excitement of autumn centered on the 5th 
of November and a cake tin of fireworks on top 
of the wardrobe. Keats can have his season of 
mists and mellow fruitfulness. Ours was all 
dreams of Bonfire Night and the wonderful 
Huddersfield magic that was Standard 
Fireworks. 
 
Unlike today’s bonfires all sectioned off and 
squeaky-clean safe, bonfires in the 1960s were 
smaller, more deadly affairs where you could 
buy your own ammunition. There were Brocks 
and Lion Fireworks, but these were second 
division in our eyes with rather soppy names for 
their wares. In the dog-eat-dog world of 
Taddington School playground, there was only 
one company worth saving your pennies for and 
that was Standard Fireworks.  
 
They were the 1966 World Cup team of fizzes 
and bangs. What’s more, you could buy them at 
Henshall’s Toy Shop in Buxton, where we used 
to huddle together looking at displays of rockets, 
starbursts and pin wheels all safely locked away 
under glass. ‘Safely’ is a relative term. The 
toyshop was right next door to the infamous 
Double Diamond emporium known as the Swan 
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Inn and many a customer would be full of the 
wonders of life and sucking on a Woodbine. 
It was my Dad’s job to buy the fireworks, and 
every year without fail he bought the half crown 
selection box with a few extras thrown in - extras 
come to think of it, that would have Blofeld 
quaking at the knees and waving a sparkler like 
a soppy one.  
 
There were your gentle fizzy fireworks to please 
the old ones. These were set off first in specific 
order and had names like Chrysanthemum 
Shower, Crystal Frolic and Golden Rain. To be 
honest these were about as visually stunning as 
a baby peeing on its back. What family, friends 
and the substantial aunts of the village had 
come to see were the Sky Rockets, Star Bursts, 
Helicopters and my favourite the Jumping Jacks, 
but I’m getting ahead of myself. 
 
Before all of the excitement of the big night 
came the building of the bonfire, and after this 
came the necessary chore of making the ‘Guy.’ 
This involved all of us stuffing a boiler suit with 
straw and newspaper, making a head out of a 
large paper bag, securing a toy mask on the 
front and keeping everything in place with bailer 
twine and an old trilby hat.  
 
We were never allowed to parade the guy 
through the village shouting ‘Penny for the Guy,’ 
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which was perhaps a good thing. The bottom 
would have fallen out of the market let alone the 
old boiler suit. 
 

 
 
There are tales of horrified parents scrambling 
across unlit bonfires to retrieve their Guy, 
usually accompanied by bad language and 
shouts of ‘That’s me best jacket yer bugger - I’ve 
three more payments to make!’ But again that 
might be dear old grandad and his sense of 
humour. At its very best our Guy looked like 
Michael Myers on a fish and chip diet and at its 
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worse Donald Duck hitting the bottle. It all 
depended on the mask. 
 
So the bonfire is lit and the audience, all 
wrapped up and happy on hot dogs, are waiting 
for the show to begin as my dad steps up to the 
mark - chief artillery officer and keeper of the 
Swan matches. The fireworks were always a 
triumph, even the baby piddle ones. The 
helicopters had to be placed on a plank of wood 
set at an angle, or so the instructions said, but it 
made little difference. They would still fly off with 
unnerving accuracy in the general direction of 
my aunts. The spin wheels would revolve at 
frightening speed and burn a nice circular hole 
in the garden fence, while dad’s ‘extra’ fireworks 
would whoosh high into the night sky, pass the 
second star to the right and head straight on till 
Cuba. All of this was accompanied by slice after 
slice of parkin pie and the rattle of dentures on 
treacle toffee. 
 
Aunty Nelly always made the treacle toffee and 
it was heaven, not that any self-respecting 
dentist would think so. It had the consistency of 
a stained glass window after a brick had been 
thrown through and had to be hit with a small 
hammer to shatter the toffee into suckable, 
chewable size pieces. We all loved the teacle 
toffee just as much as we all loved Aunty Nelly, 
but boy could it hunt out your fillings. It was like 
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a metal detector. I sometimes think we should 
have thrown the toffee into the bonfire and just 
hit our own teeth with the hammer, the good it 
did us. But that was the fun of bonfires back 
then - they were all so dangerous and exciting. 
 
 
 
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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DRAW 
Rachel Speed 
 

	  
	  
Rachel Speed is a part of the I AM Collective. See her work at 
http://iamcollective.weebly.com/rachels-art.html 
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READ 
Narcissus and Echo – an update 
Anna Girolami 
 
It was the emptiness Tony couldn’t stand. He 
never should have bought a house on top of a 
hill. Sometimes, when he looked out and 
saw..nothing, he felt a weird sting of fear that he 
would get sucked out into that nothingness 
himself. 
 
He had to do something. He planted a ring of 
box trees around the old house. Dense 
specimens, closely spaced, they made an 
effective screen. Ugly things, though. He went 
shopping and bought four different pairs of 
shears. 
 
There was a bit of a learning curve but it turned 
out he had a natural bent for topiary. He tried 
birds, spirals, phallic towers. After a while, he 
discovered that what he liked doing best was 
heads. Bold, noble human heads. 
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On a silent, sultry afternoon, he was snipping 
details into his latest creation. Suddenly, he 
heard footsteps scrunching on the gravel 
driveway. He poked his head around the tree. 
 

“Hello?” 
 

“Hello?” a musical voice called back.  
 
A woman in a daffodil-sprigged dress stepped 
lightly towards him. She was enchanting; she 
put him in mind of his first wife in the days of 
their courting. He pushed back his hair and held 
out his hand. 
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“Hello there, I’m Tony. What can I do 
for you?” 
 
“Hello there, yourself,” she replied. “I’m 
Chloë.”  
 

It turned out she was dropping flyers for a local 
acupuncture clinic.  
 

* 
 
Their affair blazed bright. After only a few 
weeks, Tony told Chloë she was The One; he 
suggested she move in. She was ecstatic. The 
void outside retreated and he neglected his 
hobby. The box trees fascinated her though. 
 

“So clever,” she murmured from their 
bed, one early morning, as her gaze 
wandered out of the window.  

 
He pulled her back closer. “Clever?” 
 

“Your heads,” she said. “So clever how 
they’re all basically like you. Practically 
self-portraits.” 

 
He frowned. 
 

“You’re an arboreal Rembrandt,” she 
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said, quickly. 
 
That same evening, they went to a party. As he 
chatted politely to the daughter of the host, he 
saw Chloë looking daggers at him. 
 

“What’s up with you?” he asked, during 
the drive home. 
 
“What’s up? What’s up? How could 
you? Flirting with that jail-bait slut all 
evening. Don’t you care how I feel?”  

 
Then he understood that she was just like all the 
others. It didn’t really matter. Her bad back kept 
her inside most of the time. She didn’t seem to 
care where he went, just as long as he came 
home eventually. 
 
Her mobility deteriorated. Soon, she was 
confined to bed for days at a stretch. She would 
call to him to fetch her tea or magazines, as if he 
had nothing better to do. 
 
 

* 
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Four months on, Tony stood at the open back 
door, sipping his espresso. His eyes fell on the 
box trees and he appraised his creations 
dispassionately. Chloë was right, he was clever. 
They were magnificent but they badly needed 
attention. 
 
As he turned back inside to find his secateurs, 
he could hear her, calling querulously from her 
bedroom above. 
 

“Tony? Tony..?” 
 
He banged the back door shut on her voice.	  
	  
	  
	  
Anna Girolami lives in Buxton. 
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POEM	  

The	  Constant	  Drop	  
(Poole’s	  Cavern,	  Derbyshire)	  
Karey Lucas-Hughes 
 
Is	  a	  black	  hole	  that	  bubbles	  
in	  the	  bosom	  arc	  of	  rock:	  
a	  cold	  breast	  with	  an	  inverted	  nipple.	  
With	  a	  drip	  that	  never	  stops	  -‐	  
which	  slows	  and	  quickens,	  
but	  always	  drops	  to	  this	  black	  spot	  
eye	  of	  the	  wishing	  stone.	  
	  
How	  deep	  is	  a	  wish?	  
	  
50,000	  years	  
action	  and	  reaction,	  
limestone	  rock	  dissolving,	  
calcite	  crystals	  suspended	  in	  water;	  
rock	  displacing,	  reforming,	  
laid	  down,	  drip	  by	  drop.	  
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Why	  do	  we	  wish?	  
Is	  it	  fear	  of	  the	  dark?	  
	  
It’s	  an	  accident	  of	  rock	  in	  freeze-‐frame	  time.	  
This	  small	  dome	  grows	  slowly	  in	  a	  cave;	  
a	  plug	  hole	  for	  centuries	  
with	  a	  marble	  white	  lip,	  
sugary	  to	  touch,	  chalky	  to	  tongue.	  
It	  is	  the	  dripping	  dream	  tap	  
I	  long	  to	  reach	  for.	  
Should	  I	  bend	  and	  cup	  it	  in	  my	  hands?	  
	  

 
 
The Wishing Stalagmite, Poole's Cavern	  
	  
	  
Karey Lucas-Hughes is a Senior Learning Mentor at Buxton 
Community School. 
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