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Thought to be named after Maia, a Roman goddess of growth and increase. In Welsh: Mai, in 

Gaelic: Mios bochuin – the month of swelling and in Anglo-Saxon: Thrimilci  - the dairy 

month. 

 

May Day, also Beltane the Celtic Festival of Summer’s beginning (hence the rain). The 

“May” should always be gathered in before or at sunrise and can be any form of greenery 

with hawthorn, birch and rowan the favourites but not sloe or blackthorn!  May the 13
th

 is 

May Day old style.  May Day celebrations were the greatest secular festival of the year and in 

Doris Jones-Baker’s book, “The Folklore of Hertfordshire” she lists a number of celebrations 

throughout Hertfordshire, including in Watford and Kings Langley, but nothing in Croxley 

Green (indeed Croxley Green is not mentioned at all in the book). Regardless of whether we 

are having the wettest drought for many a year, this is the start of the build-up to summer and 

we are beginning to see the crops growing in the fields and the hedgerows bursting with life.  

A wet May brings a good load of hay but a hot May makes a fat churchyard!  

 

Our forager's calendar tells us that now is the time for beech, brooklime, elder, fat hen, 

hawthorn and spearmint to name but a few.  Hawthorn:  the flowers so associated with May!  

Magical, ominous, mysterious Crataegus monogyna, holy to Pagan and Christian alike.  An 

evocation of the first days of summer, the hawthorn flowers often appear(ed) in the wreath of 

the Green Man/Jack-in-the-Green. It is our most abundant hedgerow tree with millions being 

planted as dividing hedges for the Inclosure Act.  Hawthorn leaves were the bread and cheese 

of country children in times past and I must admit that I am still inclined to pick and chew a 

leaf or two whilst out with the dogs.  

 

Stone’s Orchard is looking good and I am delighted that our excellent Rangers are leaving a 

wild area around each tree.  I very much hope that one day, in the not too distant future, we 

will see Stone’s Orchard with a laid hedge facing The Green. Hard work but a great asset to 

us all. Please remember that whilst grass resembling a cricket pitch may look good in an 

urban park it is of little value to our wildlife and longish grass and wild places are what are 

required.  I was wildly speculating the other day as to how many parents take their children 

into places like the Orchard just to see what they can find: harder work than watching them 

on swings and rope-slides but surely more rewarding. If the next generation cannot recognise 

(in all senses) nature then nature will find it harder to survive.   

 

I am delighted to say that our lambs are all fit and healthy and were born without any help 

from “Old Shep.”  I received an extremely amusing email the other day about red kites (we 

have at least one in Croxley) taking food from a barbecue and flying away with an adult 

mallard duck!  Just the sort of email (and from a PCSO in the Chilterns) to cause fear and 

persecution. The red kite is actually quite a weak bird and a scavenger. Now, if it was a 

buzzard it might be a slightly different story.  However, I love to hear a buzzard overhead as I 

can dream for a moment that I am out on wild Dartmoor or, slightly less wild, I think, 

Exmoor. The egrets are active on the Chess and there are a good few duckling about. There 

are blackcaps down on what is left of the trees on the Embankment and the foxes are still out 

and about.   

 

I understand that we are faced with our usual bird mystery this year. Where do the swifts, 

swallows or is it house martins (I never can remember) live? “The Cuckoo comes in April 

 and sings his song in May,  

In the middle of June he changes his tune 

 and in July he flies away!”   
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We have some very knowledgeable “birders” in CG so seek them out and find out what is 

about.  Now our bees can be busy too:  

 

“A swarm in May is worth a load of Hay, 

 A swarm in June, is worth a silver spoon, 

 A swarm in July is not worth a fly!” 

  “Shear your sheep in May 

 and you’ll shear them all away!”  
 

“Tis said that Thunder in May, 

 Frightens the summer away” 

 

 which is rather unfortunate as we had a storm on the early in the morning of the 1
st
! 

 

May is the month for changelings to be substituted for mortal children and to marry in May is 

terribly unlucky and to do so in a green frock is sheer madness!   

 

May also gives us Oak Apple Day a commemoration of the restoration of Charles the Second 

who entered London on the 29
th 

May 1660. The oak leaves and apples traditionally worn on 

this day commemorate his “miraculous” escape from parliamentarians by hiding in an oak 

tree.  I wonder if it would still work? 


