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Keeping in Touch 2 

First the important bit:  

Peter Shreyhane has asked me to include his contact details. Peter is our ‘Social 
Conscience’ representative who keeps an eye on any U3A member who may be in 
difficulty of any kind. If, during these difficult times, you have any concern about 
either yourself or about another member, don’t hesitate to contact Peter, either by 
phone or by e-mail: 

07722562760 

p.shreyhane@btinternet.com 

Secondly, if the Over-Seventies would like to receive home delivery from 
Sainsburys, it can be arranged via this phone number: 

0800 953 4988 

They may need some proof of your being in the ‘vulnerable’ category but give them a call and 
find out. 

Thirdly, Brenda has asked me to remind all U3A members of the Cotgrave U3A 
Facebook page where useful snippits of information make regular appearance. 

Fourthly, Anyone who feels particularly vulnerable in this upset can register with the Government 
for assistance – just key in ‘particularly-vulnerable’ in your browser. 

 

Now the unimportant bit: 

A virus that came from Wuhan 
Caused a great deal of trouble for man 

As the saga unfurled 
It spread round the world 

All the way from UK to Japan 

I did warn you about the limerick! But now for something serious: 

This may seem a bit risky but I am about to tell you something about myself! The thought which 
led me to this precipitous decision concerned interesting connections between unlikely people and 
places (rather than any wish to show off – yes, honestly!). 

I was born just outside Huddersfield and have suffered the misfortune of supporting Huddersfield 
Town ever since. But my parents moved to Elland (half-way to Halifax) when I was four so I 
remember rather little of Huddersfield itself – apart from having a ride in our local horse-drawn 
milk float. (Milk was delivered in large metal containers and ladled out with quart, pint or gill 
measures though that’s another story.) But what of Elland, where I played football for Elland 
United and cricket for Elland Cricket, Athletic and Bowling Club? (I once made 68 in a Sykes 
Cup Final.)  



Most people (if they’ve heard of it at all) will know it via the fact that Leeds United play their 
football at Elland Road but it does have one other claim to fame. When Harold 
Wilson was Prime Minister during the 1960s and 1970s, he wore, some of you may 
remember, an overcoat known as a Gannex Coat. It was waterproof but, more 
importantly, had a sort of Labourite look about it – not the sort of thing his 
namesake Macmillan would ever dream of being seen in! Well, those coats were 
made in Elland at Kagan’s Mill. (Ah reckons ‘at auld Kagan mun a’ mad a mint o’ 

brass art o’ them Gannex coats!) The mill is long since 
gone and Joseph Kagan with it, having ended up in prison 
for tax evasion! Oh, and there’s one other point of interest 
– Harold Wilson was born and brought up just two doors away from my 
Grand-dad’s house in Milnsbridge – I might even have seen him, without 
realising it, when I was a very young lad. 

Anyway, the point of all this is to draw attention to unexpected links and there is yet another to be 
unveiled. Eland (as it was known in Mediaeval times) sported a grand family known as the 
Saviles, who came over with William the Conqueror. They lived at Eland Hall (would you 
believe?) and grew to national importance, one of them, George Savile, achieving fame as the first 
Marquess of Halifax, as well as being elected to fellowship of the Royal Society. The family 
moved to Thornhill, near Dewsbury, then later to Rufford Abbey, where they acquired the 
advowson of the parish of Eakring, not far from Rufford Country Park. So, in 1772, they 
appointed a certain Gilbert Mitchell as Rector and he had a son John who also became a cleric 
and, by some ecclesiastical skulduggery or other, Rector of Thornhill. This John Mitchell turned 
out to be a remarkable physicist who, among many other contributions to eighteenth century 
science, first proposed the concept of what we now know as the ‘black hole’ (though he knew it 
by the much better name of ‘dark star’). He, too, was elected FRS in 1760. I’ll bet you all thought 
black holes were a modern invention, didn’t you? In fact, the name is relatively new, referring 
back to the unhappy incident of ‘The Black Hole of Calcutta’ when: 

“----143 English soldiers spent the night in a small prison cell with two small widows and in the 
morning only 23 came out alive.” 

“Some widows!” one is tempted to speculate! But it was all down to an unfortunate scribe who 
missed the letter ’n’ out of ‘windows’, an interesting example of 
unconscious humour. I happen to be reading Ken Clarke’s 
autobiography at the moment, wherein he quotes Margaret Thatcher’s 
even better example. She depended a great deal, politically, on the 
faithful Willie Whitelaw and was once heard to remark that “Every PM 
needs a Willie.” 

But back to serious matters - how does all this concern me? Well, I did, recently, present a paper 
to the Beeston U3A Science Group on ‘Black Holes’ but that isn’t the real point. What took me 
very much by surprise was the discovery, when I was researching the history of the house in 
which we live, here in Scrimshire Lane, that it had at one time been part-owned by the Rector of 
Eakring, This was in 1826, the Rector of Eakring then being the Rev. John Henry Brown. Oddly 
enough, the Rector of Cotgrave at the time was also called John Henry Brown but they were 
clearly quite different and distinct individuals – this was not just another example of plural 
livings! But you can imagine that it didn’t help my understanding of Orchard Cottage’s history. 

Who said that life was like skein of threads? No-one, I suspect but it was something like that. 



Enough of being serious. One final thing about me: in my University days, I discovered humorous 
verse, in particular a splendid book entitled ‘Verse and Worse’. What’s more, I still have it, so I 
can leave you with a quotation from this excellent collection: 

 

Little Willie from his mirror 
Licked the mercury right off, 

Thinking, in his childish error, 
It would cure his whooping cough. 

At the funeral his mother 
Brightly said to Mrs Brown: 
‘Twas a chilly day for Willie 

When the mercury went down. 

Does anyone still use mercury-in-glass thermometers? Well, I still possess one. 

And how about this? 

Thou shalt not covet thy neighbour’s wife 
Nor the ox her husband bought her; 

But thank the Lord you’re not forbidden 
To covet your neighbour’s daughter. 

 

The Creative Writing Group 

The Group have been busier than ever during social distancing and isolation. Pieces have been 
flying back and forth between us all, with lots of commenting and chat. We have agreed to submit 
a piece each week from the group (it’s one way of getting published!) and the first piece is from 
Brian Franks, our founder and past leader. It’s from our latest project which was to write a 500 
word piece about the ornamental bridge at Clumber Park for a competition the National Trust 
have set up. Subsequent pieces to the Weekly Letter will be a little longer. Hope you all enjoy our 
contributions. 

Chris Tomblin – Group Leader 

Clumber Bridge Contribution to NT 

Here in Notts. We don’t have many NT places 
to visit but Clumber Park is one. And many 
years ago I was there with my wife. We started 
by going across the bridge, then walking 
around the lake. When we were about the far 
end of the bridge, I pointed out an unusual big 
bird in the trees to my wife. “Look at that 
crane!” The response was “What! There’s no 
building around here!” I had to explain; - a 
large white bird, bigger than a swan, near water 
has to be a crane. And then, in my usual 
manner, I corrected myself. “No, it’s not a 
crane but the other big white thing, a stork.” 	



	

 She protested; “We don’t have either of those in England. You must be mistaken.” So I said that 
I’d ask one of the gatekeepers, once we got back – to see the bridge packed with visitors, most 
with either binoculars or else telescopes to their faces. “What gives?” was my query to the nearest 
one. “A stork has been spotted flying towards here, we’re hoping that it will be seen soon.” When 
I said that I HAD seen it on the far side of the lake, there was a murmur of ? excitement-disbelief? 
And a very few moved off from their viewpoint. For once, I wasn’t telling porkies (sorry, stories) 
--- but it gives me the chance to tell one now! 

	


