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The people in these stories who lived and worked in Bergh 

Apton were born from imagination then marinated in thought till 

they took form and we, the writers, became much involved in their 

lives. From century to century we saw them as they worked and 

walked the lanes and lokes, fields and footpaths. The stories were 

written in three workshops taken by Hugh Lupton and we thank 

him for inspiring us and even for the homework! Ethelfraeda, 

Baldlice, the man who found the long lost amulet of a hare, the 

little wild flowers outlawed from gardens making their own republic, 

the Skald and his song, the girl born knowing much, the one who 

played the lyre, she who longed for the peace of the country, the 

Grifs with a  Grim at heel and you might even remember the next 

time you visit the church to give Non a friendly nod. We shall miss 

hearing their further adventures but one day, who knows……?  

The prints which illustrate the stories were made in a workshop 

taken by Diane Griffiths. Di also has taken on the mammoth task 

of not only designing the cover to this book but putting the whole 

book together. 
 

We have worked with Di and Hugh a number of times over the 

years and they both show endless patience, kindness and 

encouragement in the workshops they take. To both we give 

grateful thanks and love.  
 

The title ‘Tom Tiddler’s Ground’ was the name of an ancient 

children’s game and also means making a place in the world for 

oneself as our people did.  
 

The writers:              Hugh Lupton 

                                       Peter Lyle 

             Phil McCallum 

                                       Anna Meynell 

                                       Christopher Meynell 

                                       Francis Meynell 

                                       Pat Mlejnecky 

             Sheridan Winn   
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Old Gravel Pits above Well Beck, 492 and 1973  

AD 
 

In the Saxon Cemetery at Bergh Apton archaeologists 

found the grave of a Skald, a Saxon bard. Parts of his lyre 

had survived (they can be seen in the Norwich Castle 

Museum). This is his song. 

 

I have ridden rough-shod 

On the horse of Grim 

Through the shadow clay 

Beyond rivers of blood. 

 

Shroud cloaked 

On the eight legged steed 

I have galloped through stone 

Beyond rivers of milk. 

 

I have ridden bare-back 

The shadow-stallion 

Through the worm’s way 

Beyond rivers of tears 
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The dust of my dust 

On the hanged god’s mount 

Has galloped the ground 

Beyond rivers of bone. 
 

Then 

The one-eyed god 

Grey-bearded Grim, 

The hanged and hooded father, 

Agreeable, changeable 

Wind-cool Woden, 

Lifted me down 

-that was a stain of myself - 

from the horse’s back 

onto the shadow-acres 

of this un-world. 
 

From behind the throne 

Of the Queen of Death 

I sing my song. 

I sing to the dead 

That hang like stars 

In a galaxy beyond sight, 

That hang un-numbered 

Like the motes of dust 

In a beam of light. 

I sing neither in joy nor sorrow 

          neither remembering or forgetting 

Each note a breath undrawn 

Each word a syllable unuttered 

Each sound the song 

                    of my open mouth 

                    crammed with clay 

                    you found today. 

Hugh Lupton     

 

   



6 
 

Gravel Pit Wood, 17th November 567 
 

There was only one place he would head for.   

The place of his birth was in his dreams and bones.  Playing 

with his brothers, setting traps in the woods, helping bring in 

the harvest, remembering his grandmother mending the winter 

cloaks, listening to the discussions, and song and stories, 

around the hearth - these had been the warp and weft of his 

life.   

The smell of his father’s furs had been buried deep in his 

memory. He had clung on that day, trying to block out the 

terror by nestling in his father’s side as the raiding party 

came, ransacking his village.   

They had taken him away.   

In the cold lands he had grown stronger.  He had been made 

to muck out stables, work the smithy bellows, polish armour.  

He had tried standing up for his sister, before she was 

dragged into oblivion.  Every day, when the perpetrators 

passed by, hissing at him, he couldn’t help but mutter fury 

and swear revenge.  His loathing had gotten the better of 

him; for that, they pinned him down, in the mud next to the pig 

sties, and cut out his tongue. 

He had escaped on a night of careless drunken revelry.   

With good fortune and fair winds, he had reached the shores 

of his land.  His thoughts and breath had begun to relax.  He 

had foraged his way through forest and marsh, field and 

hedge, following rivers and finally making his way to familiar 

river banks. 

Home.   

And, yet, now here, he wasn’t sure.  He slaked his thirst in 

the icy waters and slowly, stepping gingerly as a deer, made 

his way to the woods of his childhood.   

He had long before let go of any expectation that the home 

fires of his village would still be kept alight by the same 

neighbours, his kith and kin, on his return.  The hearths may 

have been overrun and supplanted.   
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He had been prepared for that, but the fear of it was now 

real, and it made the air on his weary skin seem colder.  His 

wounded mouth quickly went dry.  His homecoming might 

instead revert to the panic of his kidnap, unfurling anew.  

The screams from that day made the pulse in his neck thump 

and his stomach sick. 

A couple of fallen trees, and the layers of damp, rotting 

leaves became his hiding place.   

Tawny owls were aware of the newcomer; red deer and foxes 

were alert.   

The sharp bright stars were etched in the deep night sky 

while he scraped a shallow bed into the hard, cold earth with 

a stick. 

After nightfall, he crept up and over the ridge, and headed 

towards the village, waiting and watching for discernible signs 

he could recognise.  There were none.  Back at his earthen 

bed, he covered himself, lay still with the dawn, and then 

dropped into a deep, dreaming slumber.  Never had he been 

so close to the earth.  He was reconciled to this becoming his 

grave.   

With the dawn after the second night, he was asleep, when 

nearby there was crunching and rustling; less the sound of a 

snuffling boar than of someone moving slowly.   

A cloaked man with a leather bag hanging from his belt was 

making his way.  He was scanning for witches butter fungus, 

and old man’s beard lichen.  On reaching the fallen trees and 

noticing the condensed breath rising up from the leaf-mould, 

he stopped.  His startled eyes widened.   

“Show yourself, if you be human.  I mean no harm.” 

Dizzy with tiredness, he stirred and propped himself up on 

his elbows.  The old man’s face was new to him, but he was 

reassured.  He slavered out some grunting words.  The old 

herbalist, appalled and amazed, stepped forward, and helped 

him onto his feet. 

He later remembered little of the walk through the woods 

and over the river. When he awoke he was lying on a rush mat 
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in a darkened room.  He smelt woodsmoke and cooking.  His 

eyes accustomed themselves.  The old man appeared, and 

offered a bowl of steaming broth.  He was ravenous and 

gulped it down, almost burning his throat.    

Once he was clean and with new clothes, he saw jars, vessels 

and bowls, a cutting board, a knife, small spoons, a mortar 

and pestle.  The herbalist nodded his permission, and he 

lifted some lids.  The contents were colourful and the smells 

were varied.  It showed a lifetime of work.   

As he looked around, he noticed an instrument hanging on 

the post.  It was a lyre.  He had last seen one when he was a 

boy.  Again he sought the herbalist’s allowance.  He took it 

down, and sat.   

He plucked the strings.  The memory in his fingers came 

alive.  He knew how to play.  The sound bathed him, and 

waves of emotion and remembrance washed over him.   

The old herbalist stood in the doorway, mesmerised. 

With the lyre in the crook of his arm, he recalled his father 

conjuring music, and his mother singing for the elders.  Wet 

salty streams coursed down his cheeks.   

He was, indeed, home. 

 

 
    

   Francis Meynell 
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Church Meadow Lane, 15th August 1033  
 

You are walking along Church Meadow Lane the path worn 

down into deep ruts. The herbs on the banks, withering 

under the blazing high summer sun, are turning to seed. Red 

Campion and poppy, corn cockle and daisy. Wheat fields to 

left and right ready to be harvested. The army of workers 

with scythes in hand. The rhythmic swish, swish of the 

cutting. Stalks fall, field mice run for cover. It’s back breaking 

work but they will starve come winter if the work is not done. 

The air is thick with flies and dust from the wheat. The stony 

ground cuts into their feet. The line of cutters moves 

forward inch by inch getting closer as you watch from the 

lane, their straw hats their only protection. Behind, more 

workers gather the stalks and bundle them together ready for 

bringing in later. It is too hot even to sing the harvest songs. 

They work in silence, the only sounds the heavy air filled with 

insect drones and the crackle of the wheat as it is scythed 

down. 

On the edge of the field someone sits in the shade of a 

hedge pulling petals off a cornflower. Who is this idler? You 

move along the lane to approach them. 

 

 
                                     

Peter Lyle 
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On the Path between Apetune and Bergh – known 

also as Two Churches Loke, 11th September 

1040, early evening  

 

Behind me, the stubble was short and spiky, our 

dog, racing after rabbits, hated it. My family and 

our neighbours had spent many days scything, 

stooking, stacking the corn on our holding*. It 

had been hard, sweaty work. My job, as an eight year old, 

had been to keep watch for the ferocious marauders. They 

had been spied sailing upstream on the Big River from the 

sea. They may have branched up the little river. We called it 

Chet. It was a muddy river and we, the people of the Muddy 

river, were one of the many local tribes of Ton. My parents 

were anxious the marauders might come up on the high tide 

without warning. 

They were beginning to accept I was growing up. I had not 

been asked to do such an important task before and I took it 

seriously. I was keenly aware that I must rise to the occasion 

and carry out my task dutifully. Once again, they had given 

me responsibility. In their eyes I am now considered old 

enough to do things properly. So, I climbed to the topmost 

branches of the ancient lightning-struck oak. From my 

precarious perch I could see far off, even past the three 

churches; in the direction of the sunset, in Apetune, the 

wooden St Martins; near our home, the wooden Sts Peter 

and Paul on the Bergh; and St Ethelbert on the hill in the 

direction of the sunrise. I could just see the top of the latter’s 

new and square tower, being rebuilt. This time in stone. The 

lord there is pretty rich. 

Last year, I was only allowed to play on the cornfield edges 

or in the forest with my friends or to look after my baby 

brother. We had fun gleaning stalks of fallen corn that my 

parents and their slave had overlooked. There were several 
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slaves in the village, the lord of the manor had six. Ours, 

Baldlice*, had been with us as long as I could remember.  

 

He’d lost his whole family in the Great Flood. 

The seas had raced far inland on one dreadful night before I 

was born. Today, we all lived in our reed-thatched dwelling, 

the six of us; my parents, my older sister, Cynefrid*, my three 

year-old brother, who had yet to be named, and of course, 

Baldlice. 

Autumn’s signs of change were all around. The air was still 

hot. The sun beat on my bare head mercilessly. I sat 

motionless, anxious I might fall asleep; fall off my perch, even. 

Then, I heard a sharp tapping beneath me, a Maevys*, 

almost as though it had been sent to keep me alert, was 

hammering a large multi-coloured snail on its stone anvil, 

extracting the luscious contents. Thanks Maevys! I am 

awake, now! 

I had to strain to focus on the area atop the Bergh around 

the church, named after its two saints. If the Vijk-men were to 

come this way, it is likely they would leave their boat by the 

Water Mill on the river or cross by the Ford and creep up 

the hill. Would they come quietly? They might set the church 

ablaze. They’ll not have an easy time though, fighting 

through the bramble thickets that have grown over the old 

vineyard.  Stories tell that the old invaders from the sun 

planted the vines, many, many generations before. They had 

definitely been around here, you know! 

Thinking ahead, all being well, we would soon be carrying our 

corn down to that Mill to be ground. But that is next month’s 

task. Tomorrow we will carry the corn to the Tithe Barn. 

Everyone will be there; all the nearby members of the Tribe 

of Ton - giving thanks to God in the church for the great 

harvest, fully gathered in. We would then run to the Barn 

down near the river for singing, dancing and much gaiety.  

Would Ethelfraeda be there? 
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At the Chet River ford, 1st October 1040, soon 

after sun-up 
 

The days were getting shorter. Harvest was 

gathered. It was still warm but the wind had 

changed. The leaves above me were losing their 

green brilliance. I was sitting beside the River - 

the muddy river - rippling over the gnarled and wispy alder 

roots spreading out from the banks. Somewhat surprisingly, 

a Whaup* called hauntingly, its mournful, lilting cry piercing 

the misty, morning air over the Fen. They aren’t around here 

very often now, although they used to be, my grandpa tells 

me. And in the grass a few feet from me a Grey Bird* was 

keeping in touch with its youthful family as they scurried 

around seeking insects and seeds - breakfast. The smells of 

autumn abound, the dampness of the stubble over the river, 

borne on the Seething wind, tickling my nostrils. Behind me, 

the sun was lifting up over the Whiteheath, adding long 

shapely shadows to the hillside where, so our story-tellers 

recount, Boadicea fought one of her victories over those 

sun-drenched Romans.  

Around me the grasses were damp from the gentle overnight 

rain and as I walked here guiding our old grey donkey, my 

sodden breeches were sagging leadenly about my ankles.  

I sat on a large flat stone awaiting the opening of the Mill, a 

rather grand, three quern* mill, for the day’s grain grinding. 

Those giant stone wheels would do their duty. The mill was 

run by Ethelfraeda’s parents. Today, for the first time 

another task has been entrusted to me. To take the grain, 

now dried, down the hill on the back of our old grey donkey, 

its back marked with a cross. I remembered that last year this 

had been a good meeting place for my friends and I to swim in 

the river; today, though, I was alone. Why, I wondered?  

We had bad floods last year too and the mill had been under 

water for nearly a moon. Sitting there, even though a slight 

chill hung in the air, it was still delicious to dangle my feet in 
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the water, watching the rills, the little waterfalls and rapids of 

the waters agitated, anxiously rushing over the root 

blockages. There was a blue fire streak - at head level - a 

Fisher* skimmed the surface, also looking for breakfast. It 

was a moment of thrill. We had all thought the floods had 

taken its family in last year’s hard, hard winter. We had only 

just survived ourselves, but had the Fisher? I had seen him 

now. He was back, our most beautiful predator. As I sat he 

dived and returned to the surface with a small fish wriggling to 

escape. Then off again with the speed of lightning.  

I looked at the ford where the stream is at its shallowest. It 

connects the path from us in Bergh to Seething on the ‘day-

sun’ side of the river. They, of Seething are not of the 

Tribes of Ton - they are foreigners - from the Tribe of the 

Bung. Just upstream from the ford I spied a Haanser*, 

standing grey, poised, holding its stiletto, motionless, waiting 

to compete for its breakfast in the shallows 

 

.  

 
 

Beside my stony perch, I found a small flint, perhaps a shard 

from my chosen seat. It had a white border, growing darker 

and greyer towards the centre. Slightly curved, it almost 

invited a hand to hold it gently. I had an idea. I’d fashion a 

skin scraper. Perhaps for Ethelfraeda; it would be her 

birthday after a few sunrises. My mother used one to make 

her face shine! I liked it when she did that.  
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The peace shatters, yells, screams, metal on metal, people 

scattering. Had they landed? The Ford fills with running 

bodies. Help! 

 

A little while later  

Dear Ethelfraeda  

 

I ran. I ran. I ran. Towards the Mill. Away from 

the Ford.  

As I reached it, Ethelfraeda and her parents 

burst out. I’d never seen such terror in 

anyone’s eyes.  

The Ethelfraeda I knew flashed before me. She was always 

so cheerful. Full of happiness. A year older than me. She’d 

been at the Church for the Tribes of Ton Harvest 

Thanksgiving. I could see her, standing near the front with 

her parents, singing away with her normal full-bloodied 

enjoyment. She had winked at me as I entered. Afterwards 

we had all gone to the Barn to play games, to dance, to 

feast. As she skipped around, her bright yellow kercher* 

bobbed furiously on her dark curls. We all thought the family 

had Roman ancestors, so dark was her complexion. Now and 

again she would run back to help her mother ladle out the ale 

from the yielding tub* so we could quench our thirst from all 

the rushing around. My friends thought she was the best 

thing since ……. although they never said what! I thought she 

was the best thing since I first tasted my grandmother’s 

Festival loaf! 

She had not spoken to me all evening, although now and 

again she turned her constant broad smile in my direction. 

And I could hear over the din her high pitched laugh ringing 

out to the rafters. We all played hide and seek, kick the 

donkey, hopscotch and blind man’s bluff. All rushing around, 

out of control, waiting to be called to heel. Eventually the 

crowd was quieted, so that Sigeweard*, the headman, could 

make his annual call to give tithes to the Landlord, Aelfric. 
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How he had heard these things, I’ve no idea, but he also told 

news of the deaths of two kings. Harold Harefoot* had 

been our country’s King for a few years only. Now his 

brother, with a name like Hartha*, had come back from over 

the water to take over.  

And from further away in the frozen lands where the winds 

blow so very cold in winter, we heard news that the king there 

also had died. I think he was called Duncan* and someone 

called MacB??* had replaced him. For some reason we 

weren’t allowed to mention his name inside the church or our 

home or the barn or... Most odd! I never did discover what 

this was all about. 

We all got back to our homes quite late that night. But I was 

soon fast asleep under my hemp couttolyne*. Dreaming, 

dreaming, dreaming.  

But back to the moment. Fear had taken hold. Three horn-

headed hairy heavyweights were the reason. Two of them 

grabbed Ethelfraeda and raced up the hill, with her 

scrabbling between them. Her parents chasing frantically. 

And me, following forlornly. My donkey quietly eating the 

grass beside the waters.  

All of a sudden, there was Ethelfraeda back by the river. 

The hue and cry had ended. The two hairy raiders were 

being dragged back to the mill by their beards. And there 

was Baldlice looking pleased with himself. Of the third raider 

there was not a horn to be seen.  

Baldlice, had seen me leave our dwelling before dawn and I 

had wished him a cheery “Good Day”. We were all on good 

terms in our house. What I hadn’t realised was that the news 

of the raiders had made him increasingly uneasy. He had 

taken it into his head that something might happen this 

morning and had followed me, discreetly, at a distance. He 

was very much aware of my need to be taken seriously as I 

carried out my new duties, and did not wish me to have the 

slightest suspicion that he thought I couldn’t handle things 

by myself.  
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Anyhow, he had been up in the gorse when he heard the 

uproar and raced down glimpsing the kidnapped 

Ethelfraeda struggling hard but without much effect on her 

captors. So, as she told me later, she was dumped, with no 

ceremony at all, on the damp grass, on her bottom. The two 

had seen the giant, bold Baldlice bearing down on them from 

above and had turned to face him. All he did was to grab 

their beards and knock their heads together so hard that 

they fell unconscious to the ground beside the little girl. The 

Craws (the bare-faced Craws*) in the wood had been 

raucously crying out to anyone who’d listen that there was a 

problem, but within seconds it was all over. Baldlice, beaming 

on what seemed to be both sides of his head, from ear to ear 

in both directions, threw the pair into the river and they 

floated away, oblivious to the scenes of victory being played 

out on the bank. Perhaps they’d reach the sea and float all 

the way home. Who knows? 

Ethelfraeda’s parents were overjoyed; they were in 

ecstasies over what Baldlice had done. Their darling 

daughter was back in their arms; their mill was still intact. 

So, I collected my donkey, deposited the grain at the mill, 

and we all started up the hill; Ethelfraeda, her parents, 

Baldlice, me, the donkey. There was only one objective now. 

And that was for my parents to be told of the escapade, the 

escape, the dunking. We reached the dwelling. Word had 

already reached them - it must have been the craws - of the 

commotion but not the outcome. So the whole story was told 

and retold. In fact it continued to be told year after year for 

many generations at story-telling festivals (although I was 

hardly interested in this at the time). 

My parents decided there and then, after a quiet plea from 

Ethelfraeda’s parents, that there was only one thing to be 

done. They stood before the gathering, called for hush and 

ceremoniously granted Baldlice his freedom. He immediately 

hugged them. Then, a hug for everyone in turn:  

“I want to stay with the Tribe of Ton for ever. The Tribe is 
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my family now”. 

We were all gathered at the back enjoying this very special 

time. More and more of the village came. Even Sigeweard 

had joined us, which was just as well as he, with our priest, 

would have to be the official witnesses to Baldlice’s new 

status.  

As if in answer to my parent’s unspoken prayer, around the 

end of the palings, cautiously peered a hairy heavyweight. 

He had shed his horned helmet. Everyone jumped to their 

feet and he was brought to the ground under the combined 

team of fifteen of the village’s strongest. (A few years later 

the fact there were fifteen took on a new significance). 

Baldlice strode to the front and called for the hairy fellow to 

be released. He clambered to his feet, feeling his arms and 

legs and ribs carefully, anxious that a bone or two might be 

broken. He stood eventually, fully erect, straight and proud, 

but surrounded. Somewhat timorously at first, he spoke in an 

emotional, hesitant but thickly guttural voice, words in our 

language. He had clearly been practising. He repeated 

three times, his voice strengthening; 

“My name is Ingram*. I doan vant to be a Vijking”. 

For a moment Ethelfraeda was forgotten!  
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GLOSSARY 
Holding = Tenants’ ‘held’ land 

Baldlice = ‘Bold’ 

Cynefrid = Royal Peace 

Maevys = Thrush 

Whaup = Curlew 

Grey Bird = Common Partridge 

Quern = Large circular grinding stones 

Fisher = Kingfisher 

Haanser = Heron 

Kercher = Square Scarf 

Yielding Tub = Beer Trough 

Sigeweard = Victory Guardian 

Harold Harefoot (King of England1035-1040) a fast 

runner 

Hartha? = Harthacnut = Tough Knot (King of 

England1040-1042) 

Duncan (King of Scotland 1034-1040) 

Mac? + MacBeth (King of Scotland1040-1057) 

Couttolyne = Bed cover 

Bare-faced Craw = Rook 

Ingram = Ing is a ‘Raven’ 
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Christopher Meynell    
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Carved Head, St. Peter’s and St. Paul’s Church 
 

 
 

 

Above the south door of St. Peter’s and St. Paul’s Church 

in Bergh Apton is a stone arch and at the apex of the arch is 

a carving of a small quite primitive head. It is thought that it 

and the two rather smaller heads, one at each end of the arc, 

were carved in the 1400s. They have kept watch faithfully as 

the centuries pass. In much later years a porch was added so 

the heads now dwell in shadow and no longer know sun, wind 

or rain, moonlight or starshine. On any visit to the church I 

look up to them and give them a nod! 

A hundred or so years separate the Grif who saw Non in a 

block of stone from the Grif who stroked a hare. 

Nevertheless they were both of a family which had lived in 

the village as it was said, ‘for ever and ever.’ There was 

always a Grif and he always had a Grim at his heels. Again it 

was said, ’A Grif without a Grim would be like an egg 

without salt!’ They were shrewd, clever men who kept 

thoughts close and were content in their own company. 

Here are two stories about them.  
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The meadow by the church, 28th May 1403 
 

Grif they named me, named for my father and his father, all of 

us hefted to this place. At a chime hour was I born, I see the 

beyond, I know dreams and thoughts, I know that which is to 

come. 

From father to son, from father to son our hands know stone. 

Today the head I see in this stone will reveal himself. He is 

secretive but we have an understanding. 

‘I am Grif, I call to you.’ 

Here are his eyes, they meet mine. Here his mouth, a simple 

raw voice is his as yet unborn. His thoughts are his own. 

Peace settles on us like a bee swarm. 

 

‘I am Non. Non for Not. Non Man. The one nobody knows. 

In the young of the year was I made. A silent song on my lips, 

no tales I tell, no stories speak. Watch I keep through the 

centuries. The clock on the tower marks the passing hours, 

heartbeats of sound. All alike to me are birth and death. 

Now in the shadows I dwell and am webbed in dreams.’ 
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The second story takes place when Henry, the second of 

the Tudor monarchs ascended to the throne of England. It 

is nearly the end of winter, that time when the year seems to 

hesitate as to whether to stay in winter or go forward into 

Spring.  

 

Longlands Lane, 20th January 1509 
 

Frost salts field and furrow, hedgerows are a huddle of black 

bones. Ghosts of last summer’s flowers haunt the shadows 

among bush and bramble. It is early morning barely cock crow 

and the full moon, frail and pale as a well worn angel*, still 

rides to the west of the church tower with the morning star its 

companion. No bird sings, even the stormcock is silent. 

Grif strides steadily along Longlands Lane with his grey as 

dust long dog, Grim, padding fast by his heels. They are 

long acquainted with the hours of night when, silent and 

secret, they poach and snatch, hunt and harry but only 

enough for the pot. They have had a busy night and long tail 

feathers and grey fur poke from Grif’s deep pocket. They 

hurry over the frozen ruts keeping a sharp watch as who 

knows what lurks among the shadows? 

Suddenly Grim stops, staring intently. Grif turns to look 

and there, a stride or two away is a hare, crouched low, stone 

still, long lugs folded back. Grif motions to Grim to sit. 

Hardly daring to breathe he edges forward and still the hare 

does not run. He bends down till crouching beside the hare. 

Its eyes gleam like fire as they reflect the light of the now 

rising sun. With one finger Grif strokes the hare and once 

more and yet again, quite unbelieving. 

Then, like an arrow from a bow, the hare takes off, long legs 

leaping over frozen furrows. Long dog and man watch and a 

long look passes between them. 

Grif says to Grim, ‘We were part of a magic, you and me.’ 
 

*An angel was a coin used in Tudor times. 
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Pat Mlejnecky   
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Lion Lane, 18th November 1558  
 

I’m on my way home.  It’s been another long day of ploughing, 

and a grey sharp chilly day.  I’m cold to the bone, my knuckles 

white.  Wilde Henry and I were grumbling about the rains 

we’ve been having, making the pull of the blade doubly 

difficult.  But we’ve got to carry on, get it done.  We need to 

get the turnips up for our sheep over along the river valley. 

Down Lion Lane.  Chet Banke field on one side - done, 

Twin Turn field to my left still waiting for the blade.   

The oxen have gone ahead with Wilde Henry, back to the 

stables by the hovels down by the river.  Wisps of smoke are 

rising from the thatches.   

Three children, Tanner offspring, sit by the junction waiting 

for payment.  They flick bits of grit and gravel at the crows 

hopping around by the holly bush.  They’ve been picking 

stones out of the field all week, and Lord Bacon’s foreman - 

Master Struts we call him - should have been by, by now, to 

toss them a penny each.  No sign of him.  They should be in 

bed by now. 

I’m dropping by the ale-house.  My brothers John and 

Jasper will be there, back from the market in the city, selling 

half of our sheep to pay for our sister Margaret’s wedding 

next week.   

 

Francis Meynell 
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On the bank of the River Chet, Friday 3rd May 

1715,    9.20am 
 

In the fading light, the young woman stands in the dewy grass 

by the river.   

As soon as the sky had begun to turn pink she had come 

away, she could sense unease bubbling around her like a 

storm cloud.  The portly house maid flushed red across the 

chest and muttered prayers underneath her breath.  The 

head groom wore a spiteful smirk. 

She had been born knowing much, with a birthmark on her 

neck.  She knew she could pull back the veil on the past and 

even foretell the sex of an unborn, although she had never 

been asked. 

She had often been reminded that the fate of those before 

her was the ducking stool or the pyre.  So now, a laundry 

maid at the Hall, she kept her head behind the sheets and 

scrubbed away suspicion.  

Thursday last, the Mistress had gathered the staff around a 

specially printed broadside she’d been given by a Gentleman 

friend from London.  It urged folks not to portend the day’s 

events as evil, but ‘the necessary motions of the Earth and 

the Sun’.  Some, however, were still fizzing with foreboding, 

and she knew the village finger may be pointed firmly at her.   

She had desired solitude in any case.   

Down by the river, she is greeted warmly by the large Alder 

tree.  They have been firm friends for a while and she often 

leans into its rough gnarled bark to whisper her secrets.   

On the other side of the bank stands the heron, a hag-like 

silhouette in the fog of the darkness.  She greets her silently.  

The birds had been up for some hours, but now their song 

marries the light into nothingness. The morning breeze mutes 

to a whisper as the church bells mark the half hour.  She sits 

down amongst the meadowsweet and draws her shawl in 

close, goosebumps pricking her skin.  
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At twenty-two, she knows with certainty she will never marry.  

She is not unattractive, but to speak with her is to be 

pierced with a truth as sharp as the gaze of a child, and few 

can bear it.  Her path is different yet uncertain.   

Lately, ridicule and condescension have begun replacing fear 

as the weapons of choice against those like her.  They are 

just as effective, forcing her deeper into the shadows, even 

though she feels a call to a mission as majestic as the Moon.  

She knows that the hushing of women who can heal hearts as 

well as ills will leave a hole that will take much to mend.  

Still, she sits, face to the sky, smiling silently with the Moon 

as she sucks the last of the warmth and the light from the day, 

leaving it black as seal-skin.  The air is alive with spirit.  She 

feels purpose and belonging seeping deep into her bones, 

sending her daily troubles scurrying into the shadows. 

Suddenly the air ripples.  Someone is here.  She turns 

sharply.  There under the willow, the young boy from the 

Hall, ten years old, fatherless and often forlorn. “Master? 

What are you doing here?”  

“Followed you” he replies.  She motions for him to join her 

and pulls her shawl around them both, wiping his shaky tears 

with one corner before he sits.  “They’ll be worried about 

you.” She says.  They stay there together, a curious, silent 

huddle in the mysterious other-world of night within day until 

the moon slides away and the light leaks back into the 

morning.   

Then, there is a gentle tap on her hand.  She looks down - a 

dandelion gone to seed, precarious and perfect.  She plucks 

it low at the stem and holds it steadily between her and the 

boy, “Make a wish.” She says.  
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Anna Meynell 
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Hares Hollow Oak, Whiteheath Road, 11th 

November 1780 
  

According to local folklore, Bergh Apton is under the 

protection of an ancient amulet of a hare made of precious 

metals and jewels bestowed by ancients unknown and lost by 

the passage of time. The land seems unusually fertile and the 

area known for the quality of the livestock reared on its lush 

pastures .The locals are uncommon healthy too, untouched 

by the fevers, agues and birthing troubles common to the 

times. 

A casual labourer hired in for the usual bumper harvest, 

overhears two be-cidered farmers arguing about the location 

of said talisman. Hares Hollow Oak is its resting place. He 

knows the tree, for it grows alongside a field he has worked 

in. A plan grows in his mind. His grandmother, well known 

around his home town of Swaffham as a dowser of skill and 

accuracy, has passed a spark of her art down to him and that 

afternoon he cuts a pair of Ash rods. In the gloaming, he 

reads the soil around Hares Hollow Oak, digs, and is 

rewarded with an artefact of rare beauty.  

He flees the village that night, making his way north to the 

busy port town of Kings Lynn where he knows his anonymity 

is sure. 

His first thought to sell it for handsome profit becomes 

unnecessary as good luck follows him and every choice he 

makes brings good fortune. Soon he has bought a coastal 

trading lugger as sole owner and then within few years has 

become the master of a new built schooner. Alongside the 

usual traders’ cargoes which are in themselves handsomely 

profitable, he starts to smuggle brandy, rum, powder and 

porcelain, again with unusual success. During these years, 

the folk of Bergh Apton are dogged by crop failures, barren 

livestock and strange and sudden illnesses. 

His ship docked at Yarmouth, he is trading up-river using the 

services of a wherryman of dubious morals, the draft of his 
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ship too much for the rural backwaters where publicans 

avoiding the taxes of the excise men pay well for his quality 

spirits and wines. He is in need of a new deckhand and 

unwilling to employ any of the urchins and wastrels common 

to ports, enquires of the boatman if he knows where to find a 

fit healthy farm boy honest and unafraid of hard work. The 

sly wherryman says he knows of a man who might be able to 

supply such a lad, for a price…. 

Here I enter the tale. 

It is late spring and I am weeding in the fields, I notice a 

horseman approaching, he is cloaked and hooded which I find 

unusual, for it is warm. Something about him unnerves me and 

I begin to walk away from him, as I do, he urges his horse to a 

gallop, and I run! He is upon me in moments, hoisting me up 

and slinging me across his pommel which winds me so badly I 

am unable to cry out, and away at a frenzied pace. I hear 

shouts from workers in the fields as we race away. 

Winded and dazed I cling to the girth for fear of falling at 

such speed, soon we are at a section of river bank I do not 

know, but I can smell the eel catchers smoking fires, this must 

be somewhere near Hardley, I have smelt them before when 

fishing here with my father. Pulling up next to a moored 

wherry, I am roughly cast down, the horseman dismounts and 

marches me aboard the unkempt craft, my last footsteps on 

dry land for two years. I was put below and we sailed down 

river on the ebbing tide to Yarmouth arriving under cover of 

darkness where I was put aboard ship. 

Unbeknown to me, later that year, the captain had caused to 

be delivered to my parents at their homestead, the shirt and 

breeches I was wearing on the day of the kidnap, stained with 

pigs blood, a lock of my hair and an amulet of blackthorn 

carved in the likeness of a hare by my father, which I always 

wore. Overcome with grief, both succumbed to fevers of the 

heart and died within hours of each other, the day was 

November the 11th 1780. 

Life aboard was hard, but I soon forgot my home in the 
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country, compared to the dull and austere life of a poor farm 

boy, sailoring was exciting! I had masts and spars to clamber 

upon, much as I had done in the trees around the farm. 

Strange lands and people of different languages, although I 

was not allowed ashore for fully two years, the captain afraid 

I would abscond. As time passed I showed an aptitude for 

the finer arts of seamanship, the captain taught me to read 

and write and the arcane arts of sextant, compass and chart. 

Within a few years I had become his most trusted crew 

member. One evening at anchor off Santander we sat in his 

cabin sampling some fine brandy, our holds full to bursting, as 

was the captain, he revealed to me that the ship was not his 

most prized possession. Rising unsteadily to his feet, he 

prised open a secret compartment let into one of the oak 

knees that supported the deck beams. Inside was a gorgeous 

amulet in the form of a hare, which he explained was the fount 

of his good fortune. As I examined it, I could feel its deep 

hidden power and knew it was the fabled missing hare from 

my home village, half remembered tales at my father’s knee of 

its disappearance and the village’s fall from grace that I had 

forgotten with the passage of time. He replaced it in its oak 

refuge and we took another glass before retiring for the 

night. I was conflicted. I knew the hare’s provenance and 

importance, but I knew he would never part from it for 

anything in this world and I was no thief. I tossed and turned 

in my cabin, searching for sleep, which came eventually. Only 

to be awakened again, tossing and turning. The weather had 

turned in the night and we jounced and fretted at the 

anchors. Rather than seek the shelter of the port the skipper 

decided to run for the open sea and head for Bristol. 

It seemed that having revealed the secret of his hare, luck had 

deserted him, for later that day in a vicious white squall out in 

Biscay he was swept overboard and was lost beneath the 

waves. Within the hour, the sea had calmed and we sailed 

uneventfully across to Bristol. I sold the cargo, paying the 

requisite taxes and paid off all but a skeleton crew and set 
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about enquiries of the captain’s family, which came to naught, 

presumably as a result of a false name assumed at the time he 

came into possession of the hare. So I was the owner. 

About this time I wrote to my parents, only to receive a reply 

from my sister months later informing me of their death and 

the circumstances surrounding it. I had already resolved to 

return the talisman to the village and set about the sale of the 

ship, which was accomplished quickly, for she was a well 

found vessel. By the time I headed by coach to Norfolk in 

late October, I was a wealthy man in my own right and I 

carried a potent treasure with me. 

As I journeyed North East, the weather became 

increasingly cold and by the time Thetford was passed, a 

biting Easterly wind laden with snow was blowing. By the 

time I arrived in Norwich it was snowbound and it cost me 

dear hiring someone to bring me to Thurton. As I slog along 

the lane past the heath, knee-deep in snow, I muse about 

where to bury the hare, it seems that it has been freezing here 

for weeks, judging from tales and gossip I have picked up 

along the way. The ground will be hard and unyielding to pick 

and spade and someone out gathering firewood is bound to 

spot me. A cart passes me forcing me up the bank, and 

forcing a hare from its scrape under the hawthorn, away over 

the snow to an oak I remember climbing as a boy, foremost in 

my memory of this oak is getting my foot caught in a fissure in 

its crown and being in fear of some imagined creature lurking 

in its depths. Perhaps that is the place, deep down in its 

centre, safe from the woodman’s axe. More snow begins to 

fall as I change direction and head for its winter naked bulk. 

As I approach the startled hare remains among its roots, 

seemingly unaware of my presence, but as I draw near, it sits 

up and fixes me with an unwavering gaze, almost a challenge 

or an invitation to come closer. 

It remains motionless as I stand directly before it, flakes of 

snow settling on its thick winter coat; it seems almost as tall as 

me with the directness of its stare. This must be the place.  
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I climb awkwardly in my sea boots to the place of my fear, the 

crack is still there, black and seemingly to the centre of the 

earth. I undo my travelling satchel and unwrap the amulet, 

glancing down, the hare is looking up at me, appearing to nod 

gently, so I drop it into the bowels of the tree. 

When I next look down the hare is gone, but not in any 

direction that is visible.   

As I climb down, the snow fall increases almost to a blizzard, 

my footprints will be invisible if this keeps up until tomorrow. I 

stump across the field towards the dim lights of my sister’s 

farmstead, thinking of a warm fire and an evening of tales. 

The next spring every ewe has twins, crops sprout early and 

an easy contentment fills all the Berghers although there is 

no explanation readily available to anyone except me and a 

certain hare. 

 

 

 

Phil McCallum  
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The fields off Cookes Road, 16th January 1850 
 

A storm had moved in from the East.  The wind was blowing 

swathes of sharp rain across the fields, ice pricked at her 

face.   

The girl’s skirts were soaked through and heavy, her legs 

wearied from the effort of heaving her boots, thick with mud, 

along the sodden path.  Hands red and stinging, she is 

running through the fields, holding onto her bonnet with one 

hand and picking up her skirts with the other.  In the rain the 

path seemed longer than usual.  The sleet and the mud 

conspired to delay her.  

The same thought plays over and over again in her mind 

“Please let her still be with us when I get there.  Please let her 
still be with us when I get there.  Please, God, I’ll do 
anything…” 
Her foot catches in her skirts and she falls into the mud.  

“Steady on Miss!” she turns to see one of the farm boys 

sheltering some distance away under a large beech tree.  

She smiles weakly in his direction, scrambles to her feet, then 

continues apace. 

Hattie is on her way home to see her Mother.  She had 

been ill since Christmas and now infection had taken hold.  

Her brother had sent word with the Houseboy some three 

days ago, and it had been all she could think about since. 

It had taken a good while to get permission for leave to come 

home.  The Mistress at the Manor had not been 

sympathetic.  She was an ungenerous soul with sharp 

features and a tone to match.  With three staff down already 

due to dysentery, she had been reluctant to let Hattie leave.  

She had considered leaving anyway, but she couldn’t risk 

losing her place.  She had been fortunate to be given the 

position and Mother needed the money to pay the rent and 

keep her brothers and sisters. 

Hattie loved her Mother, she was kind and sincere and her 

heart ached, “Please God, not yet”.  She was desperate to 
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get home to her so that she could nurse her, perhaps then 

she would recover.  When the Mistress had given her 

permission to go she had thrown off her apron and torn past 

her out of the house, forgetting her manners as well as her 

gloves.  She had not stopped running since. 

A sharp pain in her side forces her to rest momentarily by a 

windbreak.  Bent double she catches the eye of a robin 

sheltering under the holly there.  Breathing heavily, drips fall 

from her nose and her hair.  The robin looks at her sideways 

for a few seconds, pulls a worm from the soil, and then hops 

away.   

The pain eases, she straightens up and goes on.  In the 

distance, the top of their cottage is coming into view. 

 

Anna Meynell 
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Church Meadow Lane, 4th May 1936  
 

 Push your hands into the earth, the soil soft and cool after 

rain. You raise your hands to your nose; the scent of the 

earth is like nowhere else. Push again, feel the rounded 

pebbles and sharp flints, push deeper, past the gobbets of 

clay and knobs of chalk, down to the pure sand, ginger and 

warm. Now your hands are hot, they are close to the bonfires 

of cherry wood.  

 It is a clear spring morning and the smoke is rising in columns 

into the sky. Sam and his friend Harry have been chopping 

down the cherry trees to make way for a new house, being 

built for Sam and his wife Flora, by the people at the grand 

house as a reward for Sam’s loyalty.  

 It is the first house in this part of the village and a half acre 

of the cherry orchard that stretches from here all the way up 

to the main road, over a thousand yards away, is being cut 

down to make way. In two months’ time the house will be 

birthed and Sam and Flora will be able to move in, to have 

their own place at last. The garden will be long and thin and 

will give them the chance to grow their own vegetables, keep 

chickens, maybe even a pig.  

 They will be masters of their own domain. They will see out 

their days here. 

 Clouds pass overhead, slowly at first, then getting faster 

but always on the move, looking down on green. More of the 

cherry orchard comes down to be replaced by arable fields. 

The red fruit is no longer carted up to the city and more 

houses come to link you to the rest of the village. 

 The half-acre becomes a market garden, covered in huge 

glasshouses and sheds, growing pinks for selling in the city. 

Later, screaming children come and little toys are strewn 

across the garden, becoming buried, waiting for re-discovery: 

dinosaurs with chewed off legs, cowboys and Indians, Roman 

swords and countless marbles.  
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The glasshouses collapse and the sheds are burnt. The land 

becomes embedded with shards of glass, rusting nails, 

corrugated iron and charred wood. 

 Now the land is depleted, overrun with brambles and nettles, 

bindweed and cleavers. But there are pockets of resistance: 

golden rayed fleabane with softly felted leaves and musty 

smelling horehound just waiting for others to come. And now 

they do, brought from across the county and from further 

afield; wall lettuces from a railway station shining softly with 

pale yellow star clouds turning ghostly grey before dispersal; 

diminutive toadflax from a local sunny bank whose shining 

faces catch your eye; gypsywort from a royal park and freely 

wandering, abuts its neighbours. Others, too, burdock and 

scabious, bedstraw and agrimony, corncockle and celandine, 

the miraculous hemispheres of goat’s beard, innumerable sow 

thistles and bristly dandelions, all finding their way, hoping 

that this is the place for them.  
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Peter Lyle 
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The Harvest Field, Cooke’s Field, 10th July 1970, 

Noon 
 

It is the first day of the barley harvest – and an early harvest, 

at that. The sun beats down on Cooke’s Field and the 

barley glows. 

She is sixteen and in love with the boy driving the combine 

harvester. She thinks he is a god. He is not in love with her. 

He is in love with her much prettier friend who rides on a 

horse beside her. 

There are three of them, the boy’s sister, the beautiful friend 

and her. It was bound to happen, she thinks. But she knows 

that she is broken-hearted. 

They gallop along the line of fresh stubble along the top 

edge of the field. Over the far side – facing south – is the 

church, then the Chet valley. Along the bottom of the field, 

the pale green Claas combine thunders along. The boy sits 

high on his seat and wears a red bandana over his face to 

protect him from the dust. 

The heat is intense and the dust swirls. At the top corner of 

the field they rein in the horses. She looks around – knows 

that she will always remember being on Cooke’s Field, on 

this hot July day. It is imprinted deep into her memory – or 

maybe the memory is already there and she has re-membered 

it, like limbs re-joined. 

What is it she loves so much, she wonders. There is the boy 

– her young hero, pounding up and down the field on the 

huge machine. Or is it being on the land – feeling part of the 

process of the harvest? Is it the space? For she loves to be in 

wide, open spaces under the big Norfolk sky. 

The three girls have brought lunch for the boy. Minced beef 

sandwiches with tomato sauce, made by Deb’s mum and the 

best sandwiches in all the world, she thinks. Nothing tastes 

so good. For her the stay on the farm is the best week of the 

year.  
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She loves this family. The boy, the father and the girl argue 

all the time – big, shouting matches that make the fights with 

her own sisters pale into insignificance. This family shout and 

eat and work – and love each other in a completely different 

way to her own. 

Some days she and Deb will ride on the laden wagons as the 

tractor trails back to the farm, then run up and down the 

mounds of grain in the barn. 

The colour in her mind, when she thinks of harvest on the 

farm, is gleaming gold.  

Golden sun. Golden grain. Golden days. 

 

Sheridan Winn 
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Norwich, December 2017 

 
 

Concrete and tarmac 

Sirens and traffic 

Parking and crossings 

Graffiti and graphics. 

 

The earth in the park 

Is cycled and trod 

And she longs for the feel 

Of quiet green clod. 

 

She longs for a church 

Hedgerows and trees 

For roots and connection 

The scent of clear breeze. 

 

Her time in the city 

Was never intended 

As more than a stay 

Now the call of the country 

Draws her away. 
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Bergh Apton Church Carol Service, December 

2017 
 

Arriving on the spine of winter 

She alights on Church Meadow and begins 

To walk, waits, listens to the silence 

Feels enfolded by the dark. 

Pitch here, not like the city sodium-lit 

And eerie. 

Below, the slow drumbeat of the Earth. 

Before her, raised and through the trees 

St Peter and St Paul, but all she can see 

Is the East window  

Luminous, jewel-like  

Calling her home. 
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Sheridan Winn 
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