Ladybird, Ladybird, fly away home (please!)

If you’ve happened to look at the bell-ringers at St.Margaret’s on a Sunday morning you may have noticed us doing a little hop, skip and a jump. Please do not panic. We are not trying to combine Morris Dancing with our bell-ringing, even though it may sometimes sound like it. It’s all down to the ladybirds.

Every autumn they turn up in the ringing room where they snuggle down in the arches of the windows for the winter, vanishing around Easter. Not this year. This year they woke up, took one look at the snow and retreated to the bell chamber above. Our next practice was spent picking up ladybirds that had fallen through the holes in the ceiling and carefully moving them to a place of safety. However, before long we were finding so many bodies, alive and dead, that it became a job for the dust-pan and brush with the sweepings going out of the windows of the Tower. (Sorry if you were below, we do look before we fling).

Our next little problem came when some one saw a programme about the naughty foreign ladybirds which are invading and eating the natives. There soon appeared on the notice board, in glorious Technicolor, a print of the Web page showing the various markings of the two factions, the idea being we would save the goodies and stamp on the baddies. Unfortunately, without our glasses most of the Ringers can’t tell a ladybird from a piece of fluff, let alone see the marking hence our little dance as we try to avoid stepping on anything. As a result I can confirm that no ladybirds are harmed during our ringing!

We hear that other Towers have the same problem and hopefully the ladybirds will fly off to their summer quarters soon. We ringers will then know for certain that any flying thing buzzing around us, getting in our hair and landing on our ropes is a bee, wasp or hornet. Happy days.
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