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WEATHER – AUGUST 2021

October 2021

AUTUMNAL PIANO RECITAL

Total rainfall for month

52mm

2.04in

It rained on

6 days

Rainfall same month last year

114mm

4.48in

Total for 2021

664mm

26.14in

Total for 2020

706mm

27.79in

Max temp on 25th

27C

80F

Min temp

8C

46F

Saturday 9th October, 6:30 pm

Southern parts of the UK had the third worst August for
sunlight since records began. We had 129 hours of sun
and we usually manage 192 hours, so gloomy it was !
John Smail

HARVEST FESTIVAL AND LUNCH
St Andrew’s Harvest Festival will be held on Sunday,
3rd October at 11am.
All are welcome and we will have a special activity for
children during the service.

St Andrew’s Church,
Hurstbourne Priors

Pianist
Christopher Burrows
An evening of classical music to include
works by
Rachmaninoff, Mozart, Schubert, Beethoven
and other composers.
Tickets £12.50 to include light refreshments during
the interval available from:
barbara.carrodus@btinternet.com 01256 893473
or a.briantevans@gmail.com
01246 738489

As usual, we are collecting non-perishable food items for
the Andover Food Bank. The Food Bank provides boxes
containing sufficient nutrition for at least three days
worth of healthy, balanced meals for individuals and
families. Suitable items include cereal, tea, coffee, sugar,
pasta, rice, tinned foods, (meat, fish, fruit and vegetables)
fruit juice and longlife milk.
Please bring your donations to the service or leave them
in the church beforehand.
Followed by Harvest Lunch in the Village Hall at
12.30pm
Tickets for lunch are £5 for adults and £2.50 for children
(under 5s free). Available from Fenella Williams (01256
892081). There will be a quiz and a raffle and all
proceeds will be donated to the Mityana Trust.

Save the date: The Wondering Fiddlers – concert in St
Andrews Church on Saturday, 20th November. More
details in next month’s Hill & Valley.

LADIES’ COFFEE MORNINGS
The October coffee morning will be on Wednesday, 20th
at The Limes, hosted by Helen Mehaffey (tel. 893119)
from 10.15 am to 12 noon. All ages are welcome!

WORD OF THE MONTH
As Villeggiatura ends, (a period of residence in the
country, usually in the summer), we have RUTILANCE
– redness or red glow in the trees, sky or face).
So we enter a time of rubiginous** rutilance before the
seasonal abscission* of leaves from the trees.

For more information, or if
you would like to host a coffee morning, please contact
Susie Sorby (tel. 892665 or sbsorby@hotmail.com)

Again I repeat myself: *October 2019, ** October 2020.
Barbara Carrodus
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MIDSUMMER CELEBRATION AND CHARITY AUCTION

On behalf of Hurstbourne Priors PCC, we would like to thank the
Midsummer committee: Ann, Lulu, Emma, Denise and Ian for
organising a wonderful evening which was hugely enjoyed by
everyone and raised much needed funds for St Andrew’s Church.
Martin Briant-Evans and Fenella Williams, Churchwardens

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Please Help Us Keep the Waterwheel Turning
The waterwheel is at the heart of the Mill and has been turning and providing power
for centuries, but last year when the Mill was closed during Covid-19 lockdowns the
wheel was stopped because there was no one to oversee it from day to day. This
unavoidable decision wasn’t taken lightly because the potential consequence of some of the wheel’s paddles being
constantly out of the river and some constantly in the river was that the wood would suffer decay. Unfortunately, that’s
exactly what has happened and so restoration is now urgently needed. A working waterwheel is essential to the Mill not
only to provide power but also so that visitors can see it in action and fully appreciate the history and the engineering.
Our Industrial Heritage Conservator has started work by making a lifting frame and support for the wheel’s axle so it can
be held safely while restoration is carried out, and he’ll be replacing all the starts, backboards and floats on the wheel. This
restoration work will cost £6000; an expense we hadn’t budgeted for, so we’re fundraising in various ways and we’d be
extremely grateful for donations, large or small.
 We’ve created a crowd-fundraising campaign for donations. See https://www.crowdfunder.co.uk/whitchurch-silk-millwater-wheel-appeal
 Become a ‘float champion’ by donating £100 to sponsor a float (floats are the paddles that push through the water and
drive the wheel). With your agreement your name will be listed on the waterwheel interpretation panel and the Mill’s
website for up to 15 years. We’ll also give you regular updates about the restoration project and a ticket for four people
to visit the Mill.
 Become a ‘backboard champion’ by donating £75 to sponsor a backboard (backboards attach to the rim of the wheel to
stop water running off the floats into the interior of the wheel). Benefits as for the floats but a ticket for two people
rather than four.
 Donate £30 or more and help pay for starts (the wooden pegs that fix the floats to the wheel and hold everything
together). Benefits as for backboards plus a 10% discount in our gift shop on the day of your visit.
Please help by telling your friends about this fundraising campaign and/or publicise it on social media.
www.whitchurchsilkmill.org.uk
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A-level French, and a rousing rendition of God Save the
DIARY OF A WIMPY CYCLIST
Entendez-vous dans les campagnes, mugir ces féroces
soldats?
Do you hear, in the
countryside, the roar of
those ferocious
soldiers? The first
cycling peloton to
assault Paris since the
belated Tour de France
in September 2020 took place last week (Sep 2-5). The
only ride to boast professional motorcycle escorts across
the Somme to the Arc de Triomphe and the cobbles of the
Champs Elysee was truly glorious. It ranks as one of the
top things I have ever done in my life, and I thank the
Royal British Legion (RBL) for their outstanding
organisation and the fortitude and dogma of all those
who participated. The ride was emotional for many.
Men broke down in tears after 300 miles of headwinds,
mind-games, aches and pains. But all was nought
compared to the suffering endured on the long marches
of Armies and the columns of refugees who passed this
way 100 years ago. At the time of writing I have raised
£3,700, including Dad’s funds, and the Legion raised
over £250k – a big thanks to all who sponsored us. Your
donations will change lives, and even save some.
Day 1- The dash to Dover
The weather reports promised warmth, with a light
breeze from the north-east. We mustered, all 150 of us
shivering at 06:30 as a light drizzle beckoned us from
Eltham Palace, near Sidcup, London. Ready for a 5 hour
ride? Our “Colour” was borne upon the recumbent
bicycle at the front, like some ragtag Brexit demo setting
off for the coast. “Let’s gather together into groups at the
M25”- alarming, but we soon settled into a rhythm on the
A20 heading south-east. I had the rather fun privilege of
an interview on Sky News live at 09:45 to promote the
event and I craved that first coffee break – it meant
whisking our group along and we had to watch ourselves
as we all crumpled into packs at the red traffic lights to
Aylesford. I was without my former ride-buddy, Dad,
but soon accrued a few mates along the way and we
wended our way around the Kentish country lanes – far
more familiar to me and a comfortable parallel to our
lanes here in Hampshire – with all the same smells and
blind corners. The big fear was “Capel le Ferne”, also
known as Dover Hill as we exited a large roundabout
outside Folkestone. Once the hill was conquered with a
rewarding pint at the aptly named Valiant Sailor, we
whooshed to the Ferry in a ferocious headwind. Hurry
up and wait – as is the military way – with some scoff on
the Ferry.
Day 2 – The longest day
Early rise, this time with a one-hour penalty for daring to
set foot on the continent and scratching of heads through
the Blonde Belgian Beer fog. We gathered at the Calais
town square and memorial for our first Remembrance
service – a good turn out from the old boys with their
Standards, a somewhat apologetic speech given in rusty

Queen and La Marseillaise. We split into 3 groups – fast,
medium and whacky races. The conditions were
fabulous, and this time we had pace-cars and a large team
of motorcyle outriders. They held all the lights and
junctions for us, and the oncoming French cars all pulled
over out of a kind of hard-wired respect for cycle groups.
Anathema to my experiences here in UK (why can’t we
do this?). A baguette stop at the village hall at
Brunembert and we set off again. I bumped down to
Group 2 for a more casual pace, and of course we were
the only group to get lost, divert through a cobbled town
(ouch) and miss the tea-stop. After a parched 2+ hour
slog across the Somme – impressively long views and
undulating land – we had ice lollies at Crécy. This was
not just a ride to Paris, this was a history tour – with
evening talks and battle explanations from our ride
military historian.
Day 3 – Catharsis
I trained for this. I put the hours in the saddle. I felt up
for it on Day 3 – it was shorter and much, much faster.
Instead of bunching up behind the pace car, I joined the
top twenty riders in the fast group 1. We nailed it to the
lunch stop at a tasty average of 19-20mph, including a
session in a “chaingang” – a kind of formation that
rotates the lead cyclist that takes the headwind, resulting
in a fast draft. Our afternoon get together was at Auchyla-Montagne, who welcomed us with warmth, wine and
bunting. Most of their men had been shot as the
Germans withdrew in 1944, and the British Army had
shown them much generosity back then which they
seemed to be returning to us now. We left as one large
pack again for the ride on to Beauvais. The
Remembrance ceremony at Beauvais (Capital of the Oise
region) had a great turnout with 27 colour flags borne by
the old veterans under the monument aux morts by
Henri-Léon Gréber. It was here I had the privilege to lay
a wreath for my father, Major Ian Mattison RE, who died
training for this ride. The Mayor and local dignitaries
were in attendance, and the Royal British Legion
represented by Lt. Gen Bashal (who was also riding with
us).
Day 4 – Triumphal Arch of the Star
After a brief set of push-ups to “bring Sally up” we rolled
out of Beauvais on a bright sunny day to Paris. We
mustered at Menucourt and followed La Seine river – the
four hours had seemed to go by in a flash and we were
cruising up the cobbles into central Paris, soaking up the
atmosphere, awash with euphoria. The road closures
were timed to perfection: at 15:17 we rode up Avenue De
La Grand Armée and across that huge chaotic roundabout
at Arc de Triomphe, traffic paused by a string of 7
motorcycles, time stood still. Dismounted in a crowd,
we collected medals, hugs and quaffed a bottle of beer –
men broke down in tears. Amidst the claustrophobia and
doubt caused by the pandemic, this was a huge release.
We sang as we tunneled to the Tomb of the Unknown
Warrior and paid our respects in another parade of
Remembrance. Le jour de gloire est arrivé!
Simon Mattison

1

Hurstbourne Priors

Hill

& Valley

Parish Magazine for Hurstbourne Priors, Longparish and St Mary Bourne & Woodcott

October 2021

1

