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BOTANY

JUNIPER AND YEW

J

UNIPER, Juniperus communis, and Yew, Taxus baccata, are two

of our native evergreens that are quite similar in appearance.
They brighten up our winter season whilst providing birds
with some much-needed late food. Despite both being among
our most ancient of species and globally widespread, neither is very
abundant on the North York Moors, although they were probably more
so in the past. Juniper is certainly diminishing and is under threat, as it
does not survive burning or heavy grazing, while also not regenerating
easily, needing precise conditions to do so. It is now confined to some
crags and escarpments or damp valleys but fortunately under the NYMNP
local biodiversity action plan new plants have been raised by schools and
volunteers and successfully replanted and protected. Voulnteers from
NYMA have assisted with this juniper replanting project. Yew also rarely
occurs naturally on the North York Moors, usually in mixed or coniferous
woodland, but it has of course been widely planted in churchyards and in
some estate gardens for hedging or topiary, often reaching great age and
size. There is a wonderful old yew hedge at Arden Hall, near Hawnby.
The toxicity of the foliage to all livestock makes in unwelcome in the
wider countryside.
The two species have much in common. They are dioecious, with male
and female flowers on separate trees and neither produces true cones but
modified ones that look like berries. They both have small, narrow, pointed,
evergreen leaves, those of the yew dark, shiny green and of the juniper a
lighter blue-green. Both are slow growing though the yew reaches a greater
age and size. Here the physical similarities end but as such old and
widespread species there are many myths,
legends and uses attributed to them both from
the past and they still can surprise us to this day.
Juniperus communis belongs to the
Cupressaceae family, juniperus being the old
Latin name and communis meaning ‘in groups’.
It rarely grows more than 5 to 7m. tall, more a
shrub than a tree, and unfortunately on the
Moors we do not see the characteristic colonies
of Juniper that grow in the Dales for example,
where the varied growth forms, tall, spreading,
bent and fallen and sprawling, depending on
external forces, combine to give it unique,
weird sculptural forms.
The small yellow male flowers and the
fleshier female ones nestle at the bases of the
needle-like leaves, on separate trees. The pollen
is carried by wind or insects and once
fertilisation has taken place, the female flower
forms a green, berry-like cone which gradually
ripens to blue/black over the following 2 to 3
years.
Juniper has always been looked upon as a cleansing herb in magic and
in medicine. It was used in ritual cleansing of temples by the Egyptians,
and later at Halloween, in both cases the branches being burned to drive
out devils and evil spirits. It is mentioned in the Bible as a symbol of
protection, was used as a strewing herb and burnt as a disinfectant against
the plague. It was regarded by old herbalists as a ‘counter poison’, against
the bite of insects, snakes and mad dogs, as a cure for typhoid, cholera,
dysentery and worms as well as an effective abortive. It does in fact have
many useful properties, it stimulates, cleanses and tones many of our
bodies systems, circulatory, excretory, reproductive, digestive and
respiratory, as well as being antiviral, anti-inflammatory, antiseptic and
astringent. Thus, taken internally it can help with problems of the heart,
lungs, stomach and bladder, while an external rub helps skin and muscle
conditions, arthritis and rheumatism. Its antiseptic qualities with its
aromatic and spicy scent have seen it used in the smoking of meats and
fish and the berries can be used as a flavouring for sauerkraut, in stuffing
and in marinades for strong game meats and poultry or anywhere as a
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spicy alternative to pepper. But the most well known use of juniper’s
flavour is in gin production, its French name is ‘genievre’. Most berries are
now imported for this but there are attempts to grow juniper bush
orchards again in this country. The wood burns well and aromatically and
with little smoke, making it ideal in the past for use to heat illegal stills.
In contrast to juniper being a tree of healing and purification, a lifegiving tree, the yew is perceived as an ominous, funereal tree but also a
symbol of immortality and regeneration – hated but revered.
Yew – Taxus baccata belongs to the Taxaceae family, Taxus from the
Greek, Taxos, a bow, while baccata means having berries. These berries
give it the common name of snottle berry or snottle gall from the soft
fleshy red arils surrounding the seeds. Yew is a broad topped tree up to
25 m. tall with spreading branches which over the ages can bend to touch
the ground, where they root and grow making a huge wide tree of many
trunks with the original central one gradually rotting to becoming hollow.
This growth form allows it to rejuvenate and so survive to a great age and,
unlike most conifers, it can be cut back severely and still re-sprout, making
it perfect for neat hedging and topiary. The leaves are small, needle-like
and dark green, with the male and female flowers developing in the axils,
the male being bunches of yellow stamens set in brown scales which
produce enormous amounts of yellow pollen in the spring to windpollinate the tiny female flower, just a sticky style projecting from green
scales. Once pollinated, the female flower develops like a small green egg
in a cup and this cup matures into the fleshy red aril surrounding the seed.
These arils are the only part of the tree that is not poisonous and are loved
by birds in late autumn to winter.
The yew is very slow growing but tolerant of
shade and is found growing naturally as an
under-storey of woods. Although considered
gloomy, the bark is a beautiful red/brown
colour and the bright scarlet berries light up the
tree in winter, wonderful against blue sky or
snow. Some churchyard yews are older than
their churches and were probably already sites
of gathering and worship in pagan times; rather
like the Indian Banyan tree. They were
regarded as the tree at the end of the year’s
cycle, a tree of death and rebirth, of contact
with the past and wisdom for the future. They
were incorporated into Christianity as a symbol
of death and resurrection being used as palms
at Easter and for funeral services. The
connection with death is not only spiritual but
practical as all of the tree, except the red arils, is
very poisonous and so it has not been used
medicinally, until recently that is, when the
leaves were found to contain taxol, a potent
anti-cancer agent, now widely used.
Yew trees may have been allowed to grow in churchyards as here they
posed less threat to livestock and the wood could have been used to make
long bows, it is the best wood for them. However as few bows could be
made from each tree trunk and most churchyard yews are a great age, these
yews may not have been the prime source of bow wood. But yew wood
does make the best long bows with its tremendous crushing and tensile
strength, heavy but elastic, making a springy and powerful bow. It was also
used for spears and dagger handles and with its strength, durability and
resistance to rot was considered as good as iron for nails, fence posts, cogs,
wheels and beams in buildings.
Yew and Juniper, evergreen foliage for our Christmas decorations, both
native, with ancient pedigrees, the differences being in their properties;
yew poisonous and associated with death, and juniper a cleanser and
healer associated with life, and a great aromatic flavouring for our
Christmas food and drink. ◆
Anne Press
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NYMA WALKS & EVENTS – FIRST QUARTER 2015
JANUARY – Saturday 10th. Meet at Great Ayton Station at 10.00 am for 4.5 mile circular walk
around Captain Cook’s Monument and Little Roseberry. Walk leaders will be Margaret & Keith.
Telephone 01642 722555
FEBRUARY Saturday 7th, Meet at Kildale Station at 10.30 am for c, 5 mile walk from Kildale
to Baysdale and back. Walk leaders will be Heather & Colin. Telephone 01287 669104
MARCH – Saturday 7th. Meet at Eskdale Pub, Castleton (next to Castleton Moor station) at
10.30 am for c. 6 mile walk Castleton to Commondale and back, Walk leaders will be Cal &
Dave. Telephone 01287 669648
Note that walks may be subject to change and/or cancellation if extreme weather conditions
should prevail on walk days. Please confirm arrangements with leaders nearer the time. Walk times
and starting points have been arranged so that those wishing to use the Esk Valley train service
can do so.
WALK LEADERS? - Anyone wishing to lead walks in second quarter please get in touch with
NYMA walks co-ordinator Heather Mather, Telephone 01287 669104. Thank you.

Front & Back Covers: Moorland scene in winter, Phil Cornelius

www.north-yorkshire-moors.org.uk
VOICE OF THE MOORS – WINTER 2014

3

CHAIRMAN’S FOREWORD

YORK POTASH LTD PLANNING APPLICATION

By the time this issue of “Voice” reaches members of the Association
we will be almost at the end of 2014 and it seems an age since the first
indications of a proposal emerged to develop a polyhalite mine south
of Whitby in the National Park. It was in January 2011 when the
news broke that Sirius Minerals had acquired York Potash Ltd and was
planning to mine polyhalite. The company submitted a planning
application in February 2012 and withdrew it in January 2013. Here
we are again, in 2014 with a new planning submission and once again
ploughing through 10,000 pages of complex technical issues which
most of the public and their publicly elected representatives will not
see. It is a time consuming forensic exercise and in recognition of this
the National Park Authority has extended the time allowed for making
a response. We should be able to complete this examination of the
planning application and submit our response before Christmas. It
may then be some time before the National Park Planning Committee
meets to determine the application.

NYMA CHANGE OF LEGAL STRUCTURE

In the last issue of Voice the question of changing to a new form of
charity was raised and after discussion at the last Council meeting on
the 19th of November it was decided to proceed with this change. In
2012 a new Charities Act came into force which replaced previous
Charities Acts (1992, 1993 and 2006). This allowed for a range of new
structures. Council’s decision was that the most appropriate form of
charity is a Charitable Incorporated Organisation (CIO). We will be
sending out full information in the New Year on how we need to
proceed with this change. We will still be called the North Yorkshire
Moors Association but will have a different legal structure.

MOORS RAMBLER BUS

It is a pleasure to report the success of this year’s trial of the bus service
which we agreed to support for a period of 13 weeks in summer. The
service operated between Darlington and Pickering and called at
Stockton, Middlesbrough and
Guisborough before going on
to the Danby Moors Centre and from there over the moors to
Pickering. Volunteers provided guided walks each week starting from
different points along the route through the National Park. The
financial support we offered to kick-start this service was made
available through a generous bequest from the estate of Frederick
Charles Laughton and was aimed at encouraging walking in the Park.
The walks were well supported and on the strength of this successful
trial NYMA will be offering support for the service next year. One
message which came from passengers on the bus was to point out how
difficult it is to get to the National Park from Darlington and other
parts of the North East without a private vehicle. Passengers
commented on how welcome the bus service has been for people who
for various reasons do not have the use of a car.

CAMPAIGN FOR NATIONAL PARKS (CNP)
MANIFESTO, NATIONAL PARKS IN THE 2ST
CENTURY

At the beginning of autumn the Campaign for National Parks
launched its manifesto called “National Parks in the 21st Century”.
4
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The manifesto calls for the next government to
• Reconfirm its commitment to National Parks.
• To take action to strengthen the protection for National Parks.
• To ensure a fair share of resources.
• To increase sustainable access to National Parks.
• To commit to planning for the future of National parks.

PROTECTION FOR NATIONAL PARKS

Action is called for ensuring that the extra protection afforded
National Parks is properly recognised and effectively enforced in the
planning and delivery of all public funded infrastructure. “Public
bodies already have a duty to take into account the potential effect of
their decisions and activities on National Parks but more needs to be
done to ensure compliance with this duty”
In particular the manifesto points out that this duty should be
extended to Local Enterprise Partnerships (LEPs). The manifesto
points to the need to enhance the protection against major
development in National Parks. As we are well aware the major
development test (MDT) is at the centre of national planning policy
when it comes to dealing with major industrial development like the
proposed mine. The manifesto calls for the MDT to be strengthened
and to be included in legislation.

RESOURCES FOR NATIONAL PARKS

National Parks have had their budgets drastically slashed in the
public spending cuts and the CNP manifesto rightly asks for the next
government to increase the opportunity for National parks to benefit
from targeted sources of government funding. In particular, National
Parks should receive a fair share of the resources being allocated
through LEPs and European sources of funding. The manifesto
states,” LEPs should support job creation in high quality food
production, landscape enhancement, visitor economy, green
businesses, recreation and wildlife”.
Government investment should provide for public transport
making it easier for those without a car to visit National Parks. This
should mean that the Local Sustainable Transport Fund is kept in
place for at least the next six years and should be reviewed and
enhanced so that it meets the needs of rural areas.
The next government should make provision for every school child
to have the opportunity to visit National Parks through school visits
by broadening the criteria for existing funding for physical activity.

THE FUTURE FOR NATIONAL PARKS

Finally the manifesto calls for a commission to be set up to consider
the need for new National Parks. “Given the significant benefits that
National Parks provide and their increasing importance in the 21st
century we would like the next government to establish a commission
to decide where new or extended National Parks, or Areas of
Outstanding Natural Beauty should be”
The manifesto can be seen in full on the CNP website
www.cnp.org.uk. On this optimistic note I wish Council and all our
members a very Happy Christmas and a peaceful New Year. ◆
Tom Chadwick Chairman

JOHN CASTILLO

A MAN REBORN: A POET AND MASON,
TURNED PREACHER.

JOHN WAS REBORN! A spring in his step, a heart filled with joy, alive and
awake to the new wonders of the world around and a life ahead. In the old
life – now cast aside – he had suffered greatly. Pangs of hunger – no, not just
pangs, but real physical pain – were no stranger to him. The aches and
bruises from days working in the open hewing stone were an ever present
reality. But he knew those pains were such a commonplace in his time and
craft that they were hardly talked of among his workmates and neighbours.
His more personal suffering was not physical, but the anquish, the sheer
torment of his conflict with sin, redemption, the devil and hell. Comfort
sought from his mother church had been denied by an ignorant priest, and
his search for meaning, reconciliation, and hope had led him to every sect
and chapel within reach.
But today! Today he had been reborn – in his 27th year, reaching the
end of his apprenticeship as a mason – today his life could begin! Sunday
21st March 1819 - a day he would remember all his life. Only minutes
before he had left the chapel at Danby End and started the familiar trek
back home, before pausing for a moments rest and reflection on his
favorite vantage point just below the moors’ edge.
How strange the world now seemed – full of hope instead of despair,
optimism instead of suicidal depression. The need to mark the moment
overwhelmed him – and with the tools of his trade at hand he began to
carve the stone.
It had always had a name, that stone – its flat surface remarkable for its
size, the old folk called it the Dancing Stone. So, also, John knew his
name, and had been taught how to letter it by his father. Lettering was also
an essential craft in his new trade. But now, needing to look forward to a
new life, needing to cast aside the life in the Roman church of his birth,
dedicating himself warfare converting the unconverted, he rejected

The Dancing Stone, Danby Dale

‘Costellow’, carving “NEU HEES DEAD” and underneath his new
identity: ‘CASTILO’.
This account is imaginary – an attempt at explaining the carving and the
fact that nothing of John Castillo’s earlier life remains. We cannot be
certain that this carved name was his work. How else might it be
explained? The earliest known poems by him are dated in 1820, and
signed ‘Castillo’, so if he carved the stone it must have been before he
settled on that spelling. Equally likely, perhaps, it was carved at the same
time as the accompanying words ‘NEU HEES DEAD’ by some less
literate admirer.
Sadly, when I recently discovered the stone for the first time it had been
defaced – and not more than a few weeks before, as the scratching was new
and fresh. It’s hard to criticize – Castillo was merely one of the first to
vandalise the stone, so can claim no more right to immortality!
What else remains of the poet? Castillo tells us that he had earned a
reputation as an entertainer with his verse from his early teenage years.
None of those verses survive – perhaps because he destroyed them after his
commitment to Methodism. Miraculously, a manuscript copybook
recently came to light containing many of the published poems, as well as
several previously unpublished. Many of the poems are dated, and they are
all later. There must be another copybook somewhere containing his
dialect poems – “Awd Isaac”, for example. If any reader knows of it or any
other manuscripts, perhaps they would contact the writer via the editor?
Only one edition of the poems was published during Castillo’s life – in
1843, although he may have been preparing it for publication around
1838, when he first seems to have drafted a version of his autobiography.
Other editions followed in 1850, 1858, and 1902 – apart from brief
extracts in anthologies. He is quoted in the English Dialect Dictionary as
examples of the Cleveland dialect.
There is a strong oral tradition connecting Castillo with various
buildings and carved heads around Lealholm and Eskdale. Despite all
effort so far, there is no firm proof – records of payments made to him, ▶
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JOHN CASTILLO – CONTINUED

for example. The oral account is also first recorded some time after
Castillo died, increasing the uncertainty of the attribution to him.
Whether connected to Castillo or not, some of the artefacts are at
serious risk of disappearing through neglect and ignorance, as well as the
occasional vandalism as that seen on the Dancing Stone. Castillo wrote
four poems about the reconstruction of Cam Bridge, near Glaisdale,
replacing in 1828 an earlier one dated 1668. His poems are now the only
evidence of both those dates, and the new location of the old datestone,
where it miraculously survives:

In the meantime he fervently hopes the people of the local community will
do anything they can to safeguard the physical remains of the poet’s work
for future generations. ◆
Robert Bridge

“And destine thee to lay in Low-wood-lane
Where thou may be a bridge if earth remain …”
The inscription on Cam Bridge itself has sadly almost disappeared since
Castillo recorded it, and is in grave need of professional care. He refers to
the carved head above it:
“Bud there is sum unlucky lads,
That wants correctin be ther dads;
They might be in sum better pleeace
Than thrawin steans at’ awd man’s feeace.”
This face could well be medieval or earlier – possibly a charm intended to
ward off evil spirits endangering travelers crossing the old bridge.
Whatever the age it is an example of a long tradition of heads being placed
in significant positions. Whoever carved the heads at Postgate Farm, Wild
Slack Farm, Lawns Gate Farm, and Lealholm Chapel – Castillo, quite
likely - may have, consciously or not, followed that tradition.
The writer of this piece is researching Castillo’s life and works, and is
anxious to hear from anyone who has any relevant memories or artifacts.

NYMA CONSERVATION AWARD 2015
ARE YOU INVOLVED IN A WORTHWILE PROJECT?

The North Yorkshire Moors Association invites applications from individuals, groups or organisations for its biennial
Conservation Award. Applicants should be carrying out work furthering the objectives for which the National Park was
designated, namely to conserve and enhance the natural and/or the built environment of the North York Moors. Examples of
the kind of work that have received the award in recent years are;
•
•
•

Wild Flower Meadow RHB
River Esk Woodside River Corridor
Oak Tree Planting at Oakridge Staithes

•
•

Egton Mortuary Chapel Restoration Project
Ice house Restoration Wykeham

Applications should give details of the objectives of the work, the person or persons involved and the progress to date-the project
need not necessarily have been completed provided that tangible progress has been made. Entries should be submitted by the end
of March 2015 and will be judged by representatives from the Association and the National Park. An award of up to £500
contributed jointly by the National Park and the Association will be made to the winning entry. Where it is judged that two
entries are equal the award may be split between them.
For more details please contact the North Yorkshire Moors Association Tel. 01287 660 195
or e-mail tomandsuechadwick@btinternet.com
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CANON ATKINSON 1814–1900

WINTER IN A MOORLAND PARISH
This year is the bicentennial of the birth of Canon Atkinson in 1814. Christened John
Christopher Atkinson, a true Victorian, he was born at Goldhanger in Essex. He was
educated at Kelvedon School in that county, and at St Johns College, Cambridge, where he
distinguished himself in the study of mathematics. However, in 1841 he changed the direction
of his life when he took holy orders. After holding a curacy in spa resort town of Scarborough
he became Vicar of Danby in 1847at the age of thirty-three and remained in the rural parish
for the rest of his life. Besides his work as parish pastor, Atkinson continued as an avid scholar,
writer, antiquarian, naturalist and ornithologist. Having been twice a widower, Atkinson
married for the third time in 1884 at the age of seventy. In all, he was the father of fourteen
children.
He was also a prolific author and published a number of books on various topics such as
ornithology, local folklore and dialect, history (including books on Whitby and a history of
Cleveland), archaeology, and children’s books. He remained Vicar of Danby for 53 years
until his death in 1900 (one year before the death of Queen Victoria 1819 - 1901).
The Rev. J C Atkinson was an enthusiastic and intrepid walker all his life. During his
half century spent in his Danby Parish he is said to have tramped at least 70,000 miles both in pursuit of his parochial duties and for personal recreation - over the local dales and
moorlands that he came to know intimately and love so dearly. He also had great fondness
and respect for the people of the area. He was a man of considerable energy and would be
out and about no matter what the season, fair weather or foul, as illustrated by the
following seasonal extract, taken from his scholarly book, Forty Years in a Moorland Parish,
a classic of its kind. The book has the subtitle Reminiscences and Researches in Danby in

A WALK IN SNOW

Canon Atkinson in his study at Danby Vicarage

A simple stone cross marks Atkinson’s grave

The brass commemorative plate in Danby Church

Yes, I have seen some winter weather in this out-of-the-way place. I have
seen the snow gathered in drifts of fifteen, eighteen, twenty feet in
thickness; I have seen it gathering, piling itself up in fantastic wreaths,
sometimes busy only in accumulating substance and solidity, like a
yeoman of the elder days, and gathering at the rate of six feet or seven feet
in thickness in from twelve hours to twenty-four. And once I saw it
gathering – and gathering a foot deep in an hour, moreover – before ever
a new flake of snow had fallen, and when old snow was caked over with a
crisp crust, the result of diurnal or sun-thaws and nocturnal freezings
again. And the manner of it was on this wise.
It had been a fine day till past twelve o’clock, and it seemed good for
walking. There was a young farmer in the parish, at the very eastern
boundary of it, distant four miles and a half of good walking the way I had
to take, whom I wanted to see. Besides being the son of one of the oldest
and staunchest friends I had in the parish – the old gamekeeper, in point
of fact – the young farmer was in great trouble. He had been engaged to
a young woman, also belonging to the parish, for a number of years; the
bans had been asked out, and the wedding day was fixed. On that day I
had to bury her. She had been seized by illness while ordering some of the
wedding gear, and died within two or three hours. And I wanted to go and
see him and talk to him a little. My walk to his place was accomplished
without difficulty; pleasantly indeed, as far as the roads and weather were
concerned. But I had noticed before I reached my limit in that direction
that the day, the weather most likely was going to change; and so I was not

surprised on setting my face southwards, instead of westwards and
homewards, to find that the wind was rising, not to say fiercely. But I
wanted to see another parishioner, the widow of another old and staunch
parochial friend, who had been ailing lately, and so I persevered with the
extension of my walk. This led me into Fryup Head, the house I sought
being well on to three miles from the house I left. It was still perfectly fair
overhead, the sun shining brightly at times; and the snow – no great
thickness of it anywhere; perhaps two or three inches where it was thickest
– was crusted over, as I said. But the wind grew colder and colder as it
increased momentarily in force; and long before I got to my widowed
parishioner’s the crusted snow had begun to be broken up by the force of
the wind, and to drive along in most incisive fragments. There were
already, when I got within a field or two of the house, drifts formed in
parts of the road approaching it such that the wheels of a recently-passing
vehicle had cut through some of them to a depth of eighteen inches.
Almost my first remark on entering the house was to the daughter, of
whom I asked if the wheel tracks I had noted were made by any trap
driven by a member of the family, hoping that, if so, he would not be long
away, or else he “would be matched to get home again; for it was safe there
was going to be a ‘hap.’” I did not prolong my visit, for things were looking
badly for my walk home – a more than four miles’ walk the nearest way I
could go, and that way from corner to corner of fields, over the loose stone
walls; and real rough walking.
It was quite a time I was afoot. Some idea may be formed of the fury of
the wind from the fact that, as I paused at the corner of the second field, ▶
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A WALK IN SNOW – CONTINUED

up which the drift of the snow-crust had pursued me with cutting
sharpness – the pause being to the strong necessity of making my way
safely over a broken wall with a deep drop on the other side – the sharpedged particles driven with the full force of the wind against the nape of
my neck and the more exposed ear and cheek, inflicted such acute pain
that it required some nerve to bear it and keep busy with getting over the
nasty, dangerous place. Once over, the worst was over. There were still
two more walls to surmount, but then downhill, across a sloping field, and
into the road again. My way lay, for the most part, for a mile under the
lee of a five-foot wall, and I got along well. But when I came to the
gateway through the wall there were snow-banks across the road and a
thick stifling drift of sharp snow-powder to work through, as well as the
loose snow about my feet and legs. I met one of our farmers on horseback,
who could scarcely speak to me so as to be heard for the blast and the
powdery snow. But I managed to hear part of his greeting as we met and
passed. “It’s a savage day, mister,” was all I heard, and I echoed his
sentiment. On reaching the castle [Danby Castle]the direction of my
march altered, and I had the wind behind me. But there was a difficulty

at the first gate across the road I came to. There was a drift just through
it, nearly four feet thick, and it reached several yards along the road. And
I have known things easier of doing than plunging through three or four
feet of utterly loose snow.
All this time not a flake of fresh or soft snow had fallen. It was perfectly
fair overhead, though thickening up from half-hour to half-hour with a
prophetic intimation of what was yet to come. And come it did, though
not for two or three hours after I had reached home, and had at last got
the snow out of my hair and beard. ◆
The Rev. J. C. Atkinson remained vicar of Danby until his death in
1900 at the age of eighty-six. He is buried in the graveyard close by the
entrance to St Hilda’s Church in Danby Dale in the country parish he
had faithfully served for over half a century. His modest grave is marked
by a plain stone cross inscribed on two sides of the base stones with the
lettering ‘ John Christopher Atkinson D. C. L. Canon of York’ on the east
side, and facing north, ‘Nevertheless he left not himself without witness’

SCIENCE IN THE PARK

AN ALADDIN’S CAVE

MUSEUM OF VICTORIAN SCIENCE, GLAISDALE
The North York Moors area holds many attractions, curios, treasures, and places of interest, both natural and man-made. One such place is a fascinating
Aladdin’s Cave of scientific instruments housed in a small private museum at Glaisdale in the Esk Valley not far from the famous Beggars’ Bridge spanning the
Esk. This unique collection has been painstakingly put together by enthusiast and avid collector, Anthony Swift. In this piece he explains the origins of his love
for science and how he came to gather together his extensive and eclectic collection of Victorian scientific instruments and memorabilia that he often shares (by
appointment) with interested members of the public and visitors to the Park.

MY LIFELONG INTEREST in science probably all started in the early
1950s when I was a boarder at Fyling Hall School at Robin Hood’s Bay.
In those days the electricity supply consisted of an old wonky Ford car
engine fixed to an iron frame and used as a generator. The running engine
charged a series of batteries that then in turn supplied the electricity to
power the school lighting. All too often the system broke down and these
‘power failures’ left us doing evening prep with the aid of gloomy paraffin
lamps, smoking away. To us juniors, however, all this was highly
fascinating and no doubt some of it entered our consciousness.
Also, one of the boys brought to school a crystal set. To me, this piece
of equipment, with its polished mahogany and all the strange knobs and
8
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fittings, including the actual receiving crystal housed in a glass tube,
looked quite magical. We eagerly took it up into the local woods, strung
up a long aerial, fixed an earth spike and tuned in – or at least we tried to.
We never did get it to work, but the seed was planted. I was fascinated and
never forgot that scientific contraption, even in my later years.
When older I went on to study aeronautics and aircraft engineering in
the Royal Air Force: then became a physics technician, then a chemical
analyst at a potash mine, and then later still a clockmaker: all this scientific
and technical experience culminated in me being inspired and eminently
suited to setting up my own museum of Victorian science, mostly
concerning electrical inventions from the 19th century, a great age of

ingenious and innovative science during the height of the industrial
revolution.
My collection is mostly to do with electrical matters consisting of Xrays; radio-activity; the electric telegraph, cathode rays; Geissler tubes;
discovery of the electron, and electro-statics. Throughout my talks I give
continuous demonstrations using the very instruments that the Victorians
themselves used. Many of these pieces of equipment have a strange
appearance, and to view them just as non-functional artefacts under glass
cases, while of some interest, creates little impact and conveys very little
information to the untutored eye. However, to actually see them working
and have them explained brings these strange inventions to life. A kind of
logical progress and wonder of the subject begins to unfold and many
visitors comment that they wished their science instruction at school had
been as lively and as interesting.
To stimulate people’s interest throughout my talk I choose the most
dramatic or astonishing aspects to demonstrate – a piece of metal levitates
and hovers in mid air; a balloon circumnavigates the Eiffel Tower; a
Geiger-counter clicks ominously as it detects radio-activity (quite safe
levels I hasten to add); the Wimshurst machine of 1877 throws out
massive and spectacular blue sparks; two glass wheels spinning in close
proximity in opposite directions generate over 130,000 volts which creates
an amazing ‘lightning flash’ from one brass ball to another. These
phenomena may seem incredible, but there they are, manifestly happening
before our eyes.
Perhaps many people remember the Van de Graff machine at school,
with its large aluminium globe at the top and a rubber belt running up the
centre, generating high voltage? Sometimes a girl with long hair was
recruited as part of the demonstration and asked to stand on the paraffin
wax block and place her hands on the machine. In amazing fashion her
long hair extends out, spiky and in all directions, a spectacular effect. I
demonstrate this startling effect also, but using a wooden machine. It’s still
funny to see – but safe and nobody gets a shock.
I introduce humour during the demonstrations and as an amusing and
dramatic finale to the show, take visitors on a short virtual visit to Dr
Frankenstein’s laboratory where in the dark, thunder and lightning burst

forth, light flashes on from a window in the ruined castle, an electric arc
mysteriously rises up two vertical rods. And finally, the mighty Tesla coil
bursts into life, showering blue/purple sparks like forked lightning into the
surrounding air, screams are heard from the castle followed by wolf howls
and then all becomes silent once more. This display usually promotes a
round of applause from the delighted visitors and then we all tumble out
of the museum and into the sunlight, back to the normality and reality of
the 21st century.
The museum is now 14 years down the line and I am constantly trying
to make improvements and come up with new demos (as I get quite a few
repeat visits). I receive many ideas and suggestions but usually they are not
‘instant’ or interesting and dramatic enough, or perhaps just too
complicated or lengthy to carry out properly in the short time available.
But just now and again a corker turns up and I include it as a novel feature
in the show.
About midway through the demonstrations we take a break and my
wife, Pat, makes tea, coffee, or soft drinks, which is greatly appreciated by
visitors. This also gives me an opportunity to answer any questions and
chat informally to visitors about the museum and its contents.
Occasionally very small school parties are booked in and the youngsters
seem to be quite stimulated and captivated by the artefacts and live
demonstrations, and of course they learn about science ‘first-hand’ as it
happens and not just from dry text books with a few line drawings. The
teachers also, especially those taking physics, benefit from their visits.
Nothing in the museum is secret or patented and they can copy anything,
and photographs can be taken at the end of the presentation for use once
back in the classroom environment.◆
Anthony Swift

Thanks to Anthony Swift for this fascinating insight into his unusual
world of science. All enquiries about visiting the Victorian Museum of
Science should be made direct to Anthony Swift 01947 897440
(Glaisdale).

THE GAMES PEOPLE PLAY

MERRILLS OR NINE MEN’S MORRIS

MERRILLS IS AN ancient board game, the origins of which have been lost in

antiquity with the passing of time. Also known in Britain as Nine Men’s Morris,
Merrills has come down to us through the centuries and is still played today,
particularly in rural areas. The endurance of Merrills is perhaps largely
attributable to the board game’s simple requirements, portability, and cheapness.
The geometric-patterned ‘board’ can be marked out or ‘made’ easily: for instance
it can be marked out or scratched in dust or mud, or chalked onto a flat surface,
and found stones, pebbles, seeds, shells, or bottle-tops used for counters or men.
On a more permanent basis, it can be chiselled into stone, carved out of wood,
or a Merrills ‘pitch’ can even be laid out in turf in the open air. The poet John
Clare (“The Peasant poet”) and William Shakespeare the playwright both record
outdoor Merrills boards cut into village greens. In the play “A Midsummer
Night’s Dream,” Titania, the queen of the fairies, laments that,
“The nine men’s morris is filled up with mud, and the quaint mazes
in the wanton green, for lack of tread are indistinguishable”.
In the village of Goathland, a village at the heart of the North York
Moors, as part of the Jubillee celebrations in 1935, children from the local
school took the part of playing pieces or ‘men’ in games laid out and
played outside, thus carrying on the tradition.
At one time, for a few years in succession, the Ryedale Folk Museum at
Hutton-le-Hole, which lies within the North York Moors National Park,
organised and hosted the World Merrills Championships. Alas this quirky
event no longer takes place.
The game Merrills is not only found in the British Isles where each
district or county has a different name for the game, but it is a truly

international game played world-wide. For instance it is played in many
countries such as Austria & Germany (as Muhlespiel), France (as Jeu de
Moulin), Italy (as Tavola de Molina), Spain (as Pedrena), Russia (as
Melnista), Brazil (as Moinho), South Africa (as Mlaba-laba Mhalpa-lapa),
Canada and USA (as Mill), Iceland (as Mylna), and so on, and so on. The
spread and survival of Merrills on such a global scale attests to the great
popularity and antiquity of the game.
Although the basics of the game are simple and can be learned in a few
minutes, especially with guidance from an experienced player, the game is
much more complicated, subtle, and skilful than it at first appears.
For those who would be interested in having a go at playing, we print
the following:
rules and Instructions on how to play the ancient game of:
M E R R I L L S or Nine Men’s Morris

MERRILLS is a strategic board game for two players. It is played on a
geometrically patterned board with each player having a set of nine
matching and distinguishable playing pieces (pegs, counters, or men).
THE BOARD is marked with a ‘nest’ of three concentric squares (inner,

middle, and outer) linked together by short connecting lines from the
middle of each of the four sides of the inner square to the middle of each
of the four sides of the outer square and passing through the middle of
each of the four sides of the middle square. This pattern yields 24 points
(peg-hole or counter positions) making it possible to form a maximum of
▶
sixteen separate straight lines of three.
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MERRILLS – CONTINUED

Mr W Leckenby and Mr F W Garbutt playing merrills by
candlelight on a board marked out on the top of a corn bin
lid. Sieve Green, Bilsdale. Photo: Hartley & Ingilby
Merrills board incised on stone, Whitby Abbey. Note the
unusual cross markings.
Ancient merrills board found tucked between the roof beams
of an old stone house in the High Street at Castleton. May
have been used by the workmen who built the house and was
forgotten about.

pieces from the board (exception – see previous *rule). Play continues like
this until all nine pieces (of both players) have been played out and are on
the board (except, of course, those that have been lost in play and removed
from the board). The second stage of the game now commences.

THE MIDDLE OR SECOND STAGE of play continues with each alternate

player moving one piece one place to an empty adjacent point, with the
same strategy of trying to form mills and therefore removing the
opponent’s pieces.

OPENING & CLOSING A MILL During play, a mill can be ‘opened’ by

the player who formed it, by removing any one of their three pieces from
the line and moving it one place to an empty adjacent point. And then,
on the next move, the same piece can be returned to its previous position
(if still vacant) thus forming or ‘closing’ the re-completed mill again. Each
time the mill is closed in this manner another of the opponent’s pieces is
removed from the board.
THE PLAY can be said to take place in three phases or stages: an opening,

a middle, and an end stage. The strategy throughout play is for each player
to attempt to align three of their pieces in a row or straight line (see THE
MILL below) Conversely, each player attempts to prevent the opponent
from achieving this.

THE MILL Three identical pegs (counters) placed in a row (straight line)

are called a ‘mill’. Each time a player forms a mill, that player is allowed
to chose and remove any one of the opponent’s pieces from the board, as
long as the piece to be removed is itself not part of a mill (see below*).
*Pieces forming mills are safe from capture and cannot be removed
from the board at any time during play EXCEPT when all the
opponent’s pieces are tied up in mills. Only in this situation is a mill
allowed to be broken and the opponent’s piece removed from the board.
Note: Moves and mills (straight lines of three identical pieces) can only be
made along the horizontal or vertical lines of the board, never across the
diagonals where no lines are marked. Jumping over pieces is not permitted
except in the situation as explained in the End or Third Stage.
THE OPENING OR FIRST STAGE starts with an empty board. In turn,
each player begins by placing one piece at any vacant hole/point on the
board. Throughout play, each player is attempting to form a mill (three
pieces in a straight row). Each time a player is successful in forming a mill,
that player is allowed to chose and remove any one of his opponent’s
10
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A RUNNING MILL is the result of opening one mill by removing a piece and

placing it directly in a position such that it completes or closes another
adjacent mill. This method of play results in an opponent’s piece being
removed at each turn. A running mill is a powerful tool against the opponent.

THE END OR THIRD STAGE of play commences when either one of the

player’s pieces remaining on the board are reduced to three. On this
happening, the player with only three remaining pieces on the board is
then allowed for their subsequent turn/s to move to any vacant position
available on the board. In other words, they can ‘fly’ or ‘jump’ to any
position on the board and are not restricted to just one adjacent move.

THE GAME IS WON in either of two ways: 1) by the player who blocks or

prevents the opponent’s pieces from being able to move, that is, there are no
empty adjacent points available to which the opponent can move to.
2) or by the player who reduces the number of the opponent’s pieces left
on the board to two.
THE WINNER is the player who successfully forces the opponent into

either one of the above situations - game over!
NB: Which player goes first is decided by the toss of a coin or other random
method. First to play usually takes white. Pieces removed from the board
during play take no further part in game and should be set to one side to avoid
confusion.
ENJOY YOUR MERRILLS!

FOLK TRADITION

A SOULING WE WILL GO!

SOULING WAS A Christian practice carried out in many towns, villages
and country hamlets in mediaeval times on Halloween and also around
Christmas time.
A soul cake is a small round cake traditionally made for All Hallows’
Eve, All Saints’ Day, and All Souls’ Day to commemorate the dead in the
Christian tradition. The cakes were often referred to as ‘souls’ and given
out to ‘soulers’ who would go from door to door during the days of
Allhallowtide, singing and saying prayers for those departed souls who had
gone before.
The ancient traditional custom of giving and eating soul cakes
continues in some countries to this day, such as in Portugal (where it is
known as Paõ-por-Deus). In some other countries, including Britain, the
custom is thought to have been the origin of the practice of trick-ortreating. In the North-east the confection was also know as ‘harcakes’.
The cakes were rich and filled with allspice, nutmeg, cinnamon, ginger
and other sweet spices, and included raisins and currants. Before being
baked they were inscribed on top with the mark of the cross to signify that
they were holy alms. On All Saints’ Day, All Souls’ Day, and around
Christmastime, poor children would go a’souling or ritually begging for
cakes and drink door to door in their local neighbourhood.
In 1891, a clergyman, the Rev. M P Holme of Tattenhall in Cheshire,
collected a traditional version of the song sung during souling time from
a little girl at the local school. Subsequently, Lucy Broadwood the
folklorist, published this song in one of her collections. Broadwood
commented at that time that the tradition of souling was still practised in
some English counties.
With the advent of the Folk Revival in the 1950s and 60s, the song
again became very popular in the many song and folk clubs that sprang up
countrywide. Recordings of the song were made here in England by a
singing family from Hull, The Watersons, and by the American folk
group Peter, Paul & Mary in America. A more recent recording of the
song was made by the rock musician Sting and appears on his 2009 album
appropriately titled If On a Winter’s Night . . .
Here is a complete version of the words of the ancient song. ◆

SOUL CAKE (Traditonal)
A soul cake, a soul cake, please, good missus, a soul cake;
An apple, a pear, a plum or a cherry, any good thing to make us all merry.
A soul cake, a soul cake, please, good missus, a soul cake,
One for Peter, two for Paul, and three for him that made us all.
God bless the master of this house and the mistress also,
And all the little children that round your table grow;
The cattle in your stable, the dogs at your front door,
And all that dwell within your gates, we’ll wish you ten times more.
The streets are very dirty, my shoes are very thin,
I have a little pocket to put a penny in;
If you haven’t got a penny a ha’penny will do;
If you haven’t got a ha’penny, then God Bless You.
Go down into the cellar and see what you can find;
If the barrels are not empty we hope that you’ll be kind;
We hope that you’ll be kind sir with your apple and your pear,
And we’ll come no more a-soulin’ till Christmas time next year.
Soul Cake – a traditional song from Britain
Usually sung on All Saints Day or Halloween,
but also sung around Christmastime.
A MERRY CHRISTMAS TO ONE AND ALL!

MERRY CHRISTMAS FROM THE GEONAUTS
AND THE GEOLOGY TRUST

CHRISTMAS

will be a time of rest for NE Yorkshire Geology Trust, well deserved after a year of intense activity.
2014 has been under the sign of Geonauts - the discovery of our planet, the celebration of those who have progressed our
knowledge of the earth we live on, like Lewis Hunton, the education and life-long learning of our interns and enthusiastic
members.
2015 will be a year of hope and activism, hope of new funding, hope of more Geonauts, activism to make sure our voice is
heard, activism towards new victories in geoconservation. By the sound of it, we really need to rest and recharge our batteries!
We wish you all a peaceful and joyous Christmas and a fruitful and happy New Year.
Bénédicte & Mike Windle (NEYGT)
VOICE OF THE MOORS – WINTER 2014
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BOOK REVIEW

OUR VILLAGE SCHOOL
THE SAGA OF THE STOVE

ONE OF THE MAIN aims of the North Yorkshire Moors Association is to

protect and enhance the characteristic beauty and culture of the moors
and dales of north-east Yorkshire for present and future generations.
Equally, the Association has a remit to support and encourage the study,
appreciation and understanding of the rich historical, social and cultural
legacy of this special area. It is in line with this aim that NYMA has had
the pleasure of publishing another local history book (NYMA have now
published four books) on the founding and development of the village
school at Castleton, a history that spans from Victorian times to the
present day. The book has been written, to mark and celebrate the school’s
140th anniversary, by Carol Wilson, a resident of Westerdale and an exheadmistress of the primary school. Carol is one of a long line of 15 head
teachers (plus 9 temporary head teachers) who have worked there since it
was established.
The book covers the 140-year history of the village school. It was built
in local stone on land donated by the Dawnay estate in 1874, the year that
Benjamin Disraeli took over from William Gladstone as British Premier,
and in the same year that the body of David Livingstone (of “Doctor
Livingstone, I presume?” fame), physician and intrepid African explorer,
was laid to rest in Westminster Abbey.
The curious subtitle of the book, ‘The Saga of the Stove’, gives an
intimation of the persistent, frustrating struggle that those in charge of the
school have had to endure in order to keep the building adequately heated
and free from cold and damp. But enough said on that, more is revealed
on the reading of the book! The book gives a fascinating social snapshot
of the development and progress of children’s education in a rural area like
ours from Victorian times and on throughout the whole of the 20th
century and into the second decade of the 21st.
The author has derived much valuable information from the school logbooks that she has painstakingly poured over and studied. As well as a
wealth of facts, figures and faces (it is essentially a textbook), the author
has woven into the story many human situations, personal anecdotes and
reminiscences, both amusing and sad, that have inevitably arisen over the
long life of the school. This helps lighten and drive the narrative along and
make the book an enjoyable as well as informative read.
The book is also packed with many photographs of both staff and
pupils from the fourteen decades of the school’s existence, one of the
images from as early as 1895. ◆
OUR VILLAGE SCHOOL – The Saga of the Stove by Carol M Wilson
Published by North Yorkshire Moors Association (NYMA). ISBN 9780-9565779-3-1
Design, layout and typesetting by Basement Press, Glaisdale.
Printed and bound by Inprint Colour, Malton. The book is a 98-page
A4 soft-back using colour throughout. Price: £12

Lady Downe launching the book with Emma Beeforth (seated). Emma went to
Castleton School in the 1920s.
CROSSWORD ANSWERS

Across: 1 Cinderella 8 elation 9 yeast 10 oaks 11 scut 12 tug 14 abrade 15 campus 18 ink 20 inch 21 guru 23 nonet 24 caribou 25 bandleader
Down: 1 cracker 2 nail 3 eunuch 4 Egyptian 5 least 6 decorations 7 stegosaurus 13 admitted 16 plumber 17 icicle 19 Kenya 22 trod
Anagram Answer: Baysdale Abbey
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NYMA - ESK VALLEY WALK 2014

WE DID IT!

During 2014 a group of NYMA Members and friends have over the spring, summer and autumn traversed the Esk Valley Walk from Esklets to Whitby Town
in a series of enjoyable shorter walks taking in the beautiful moorland, dales, riverside and villages en route. Come fair weather or foul, the trek has been enjoyed
by all those who participated, as this report of the last leg from Elaine Wisdom illustrates.
ON SATURDAY 1ST NOVEMBER, eleven intrepid walkers set off on the
last leg of the Esk Valley Walk from Sleights to Whitby with the hope we
would have fish and chips to celebrate finishing the series. However, an
unforeseen initial hiccup began our day, as we hadn’t realised that it was
‘Goth Weekend’ in Whitby. Consequently the train was jam-packed and
our group found standing room only as they boarded at their pick-up
stations along the Esk Valley Line. There were substantial delays as more
and more people, many arrayed in Goth costume, tried to pack themselves
into the two carriages with children, pushchairs, and the odd dog. Why
the rail service, having advertised the rail trip and special weekend
extensively, did not see fit to add another carriage or two to their trains at
this extremely busy time is anyone’s guess.
Nevertheless it was a beautiful and mild day, unlike several previous
walks in this summer series following the Esk Valley when the weather has
provided quite a challenge. Contrary to the generally lovely summer
weather we’ve had this year, many Saturdays proved to have uncertain and
damp conditions. But this never dampened our spirits, rather, the sense of
achievement at the end was all the greater. One vivid memory of mine on
the first walk of the series way back in May, was a rapidly deteriorating day
when we walked in single file up to Blakey Rigg through wet, heavy mist
with circling curlews calling unseen and eerily all around us.
This last walk in November, when one could have expected damp, cold
and misty conditions, was very different. A pleasant walk to Ruswarp from
Sleights, including a back-track due to missing a discreetly placed waymark
sign, and the attention of three hungry horses who wanted the sandwiches
from our back packs. At Ruswarp we stopped for a lunch break and Dave
Moore, one of the walkers in our party who is an active member of the
Whitby Esk Valley Renewable Energy Project, gave us a very interesting
guided tour of ‘Eureka’, the ‘new’ hydro-electric installation built next to the
wear crossing the river Esk at this point. A large Archimedes Screw driven by
the water-flow of the river connects through a gearbox to drive a generator
producing ‘green’ electricity. The ‘clean’ power is then fed into the National
Grid for distribution. Thanks go to Dave for this interesting guided tour.
Any one who would like to keep up to date with the Whitby Esk Energy
Project can do so by visiting the website: www.whitbyeskenergy.org.uk and
signing up to receive the Esk Energy newsletter.
From there it was but a few steps along the way via road, trods and a
cinder track into Whitby Town. Some of this last stretch of the walk ran

alongside the railway, and in fact our day was pleasantly punctuated by the
evocative and nostalgic sound of the steam train’s whistle.
Once in Whitby we caught up with the Goths again, or rather, we were
caught up in the crowds of fantastically garbed folk visiting Whitby for
this special and colourful annual week-end. We only managed to make it
three-quarters of the way along the West Pier – one is officially supposed
to walk to the very end to complete the walk – as we were impeded by a
commemorative service being held in memory of the HMHS Rohilla
(His Majesty’s Hospital Ship) that went aground in a savage storm just off
Whitby on the night of October 30th, 1914. Although there was
substantial and tragic loss of life that night, there were many shipwrecked
souls that were plucked from the clutches of the angry sea by the brave and
heroic efforts of the rescue teams, lifeboat crews and helpers.
And so we posed for the final group photo half way along the pier with
St Hilda’s Abbey on the skyline in the background. Our thanks go to Keith
for carrying all his photographic gear with him in order to record our
achievement. Most of the group then struggled back through the throng to
find refreshment before going to catch the 4pm return train to their various
starting points. Two of us with no such time limitation stayed on to watch
the short but moving ceremony to honour the dead of the Rohilla and the
brave lifeboat crews who attempted against fearful odds to rescue them,
showing outstanding courage and selflessness in doing so. Members of the
current lifeboat crew were present in their oilskins and carrying the RNLI
flag. Despite the noise going on all around us, we observed a short silence
during which the flag was solemnly dipped in respect. The ceremony then
ended with a short prayer and commendation.
We finally returned to Whitby station to wave goodbye to the members
of our group, pleased to find they had all found a seat for the return
journey although at the considerable cost of missing out on their treat of
fish and chips!
It is with a certain sadness that I shall soon be hanging up my boots and
back-marker’s whistle for another year; thank you to everyone who has
participated and made the walks such an enjoyable and fun experience. A
special and heartfelt thank you to Beryl [Turner] for the considerable
effort given to organising and liaising such a lengthy enterprise: may your
boots never wear out and your sense of adventure never dim! ◆
Elaine Wisdom

DUNCOMBE OAKS
See the magnificent

BRIAN WALKER has kindly offered to take NYMA members and friends to see the
ancient Duncombe Oaks on Duncombe Estate, Helmsley, if there is enough
interest shown. The walk will be in the NEW Year and is provisionally planned
for Saturday 16 May, 2015.
The ancient trees, some thought to be over 600 years old, are growing in a
private location on the estate not normally open to the public. Brian is an
experienced woodman and ecologist and would arrange the visit and lead a
guided ‘walk & talk’ of the area on the day.
Please register your interest by phoning 01287 660137 with your contact
details.
Confirmation of the visit and further details and arrangements will be issued
nearer the time.
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PHIL CORNELIUS
A MOORS’ PHOTOGRAPHER

PHIL WAS BORN on the edge of the English Lake District, which probably explains his lifelong affinity with

rugged landscape and wild places. Since taking up photography, Phil has travelled to all the world’s continents,
including both polar regions. At first, photography was simply an extension to his travels, then it became a means
of financing further trips. Phil says “It’s now just something that I do and I don’t know how to stop; a way of life.”
Phil has lived on the edge of the North York Moors since moving to the area in the mid-1980s and immediately
fell under the charms of the local moorland and dales areas that he began to explore and inevitably photograph.
While he has photographed all over the world, Phil believes his local work to be his most important and satisfying.
He says “It has taken me a long time to build a working relationship with an area as diverse and subtle as the North
York Moors National Park.” However, he continues to derive great pleasure and inspiration from the beautiful
landscape saying “It’s a wild, fascinating place with a unique atmosphere, reflected in the mist and ever-changing light
and seasons. I try hard to capture and distil something from this remote, ethereal quality into each of my images.”
As well as producing individually framed images of his work, Phil has now published two books of his
photographs, ‘Shadowlands’ and ‘Smoke and Rain’. To enhance the images, each one is accompanied by a poem.
Phil explains in an understated and modest way the origins of his verse written in support of each image, saying “Being a landscape photographer
I have by necessity to spend an awful lot of time ‘hanging around’ in the field and it’s surprising what comes into your head while you wait patiently
for the light to come right.” Phil’s poetry, like his photography, is directly inspired by the area he has chosen to work in; his studio is the 553
square miles that make up the NYMs National Park.
See one of Phil’s superb seasonal images of the moors on the covers of this winter Voice. This image appears in Phil’s first book ‘Shadowlands’.

CROSSWORD

CRYPTIC CROSSWORD No 67
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Arrange the highlighted letters from the crossword grid in
the boxes below to solve the given clue.

Clue: Was once an isolated holy place
in remote NYMs valley (8,5)
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BY AMANUENSIS

1
8
9
10
11
12
14
15
18
20
21
23
24
25

Downtrodden heroine who lost a shoe (10)
Joyful feeling despite injuring toenail (7)
Yes to the holy man making things rise (5)
Found amongst the wood ashes – very likely? (4)
The end of a rabbit (4)
Pull back the stomach (3)
Wear a dishevelled beard (6)
Pitch tent on American college site (5)
Held inside pen (3)
Edge along slowly a very short distance (4)
Religious leader returns west of Uruguay (4)
One over the eight? (5)
Red-nosed Canadian perhaps? (7)
In charge of the players score (10)
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Takes two to pull one at Christmastime (7)
You can drive it home (4)
He’s not entirely there (6)
Mix a gin type for North African (8)
Strange tales of very little importance (5)
Put up at Christmas time (11)
Extinct Jurassic herbivore chewed August roses (11)
Confessed to being allowed in (8)
He makes sure you are clear round the bend? (7)
Hanger-on is frozen stiff (6)
African country surrounded by forsaken yams (5)
A hard way over the moors (4)

DOWN:

ANSWERS ON PAGE 12

HAWKMOTH

NATURE NOTES

CATERPILLARS & LEAFMINING

Being a keen lepidopterist , I spend a great deal of my time
wandering about in the North Yorkshire Moors National Park, in
order to study the butterflies and moths which inhabit our
wonderful surroundings. Obviously the adults are the most easily
recognised of their life cycles but the larvae stage, or caterpillar
stage, are often easily observed. I’m sure we have all marvelled at
the caterpillars of the Northern eggar and Fox moth on the moors
or cursed the larvae of the cabbage whites munching away on our
brassicas. However, there is one fascinating branch of this study
that I am just getting to grips with – leafmining! Some of the
caterpillars of the micro moths feed upon the inner flesh of leaves,
leaving behind a trail or a blotch on the leaf. Certain species of
moth larvae only feed on particular plants or trees, others are less
fussy.

HORSECHESTNUT LEAFMINER

Probably the best known of these little moths is Cameraria
ohridella (the Horse-chestnut leafminer). It has invaded Britain
and slowly spread northwards over the last decade or so, I trapped
my first specimen in 2013. Its larvae feed solely on Horse-chestnut
tree leaves and can be so numerous that several larvae can be found

Evidence of leafmining

feeding on a single leaf, leaving behind very obvious brown
blotches. Severe infestation can weaken a tree making it more
susceptible to disease. Whilst walking to the Great Yorkshire show
ground, from the car park, I noticed obvious damage to the horsechestnut trees and on closer inspection nearer home, at Glaisdale,
I was surprised to find the moths had started to infest trees in this
area too. Next summer have a look at a conker tree near you for
signs of Cameraria ohridella!

ELMS AND ORANGE LADYBIRDS

In late October I spent a couple of hours ‘leafmining’ with a good
friend of mine who has far more experience in this field than I
have. We were pleasantly surprised to find quite a few young Elm
trees establishing themselves in Mill Wood and Arncliffe Wood.
These Elm trees were found to show evidence of some quite rare
moths on them. Field Maple was evident in small numbers and
these too had signs of leafmining moths that turned out to be quite
uncommon in VC62. I was glad to find several Orange ladybirds
on a Maple tree, which I discovered were probably feeding on
Mildew secreted by the trees’ leaves. They are beautiful little
creatures. ◆
Hawkmoth

Orange Ladybird
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A WINTER’S NIGHT
It’s cold tonight
As we lose the light
And the moors are under snow.
I need some heat beneath my feet,
It’s time for me to go.
A glass of mulled wine
Will do just fine
And a fire burning bright.
When cold winds lash, slow burning ash,
Will warm the coldest night.
On days like this
My greatest wish
Is a fire roaring in the grate.
I can see the flame on my window pane,
As I stumble through the gate.
With toes uncurled
All the gold in the world
Could not make me more content.
A warming brew and rabbit stew,
Well that must be heaven sent.
Phil Cornelius

WISHING EVERYONE A VERY HAPPY CHRISTMAS
& A PROSPEROUS AND PEACEFUL NEW YEAR

