A Lancashire Lunch of character(s)…
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The day was wet and windy, so as we were travelling between Clitheroe and Longridge in Lancashire we thought we’d take the road less-travelled-by and go through Hurst Green, home of Stonyhurst College.

Now we’d been there before and were impressed by the character of the place and by the wide range of locals and visitors it catered for at the Shireburn Arms Hotel – see Northern England section for details.

This day we called in for lunch, just after twelve o’clock, to find some residents of the hotel already eating. While our order was given we waited in comfortable armchairs in the lounge area, quietly spectating on the rest of the customers, wondering at their possible origins and their business in this little village.  

Some would doubtless be visiting relatives at the nearby college, others might be following the Tolkien connection or even the Conan Doyle links of the area…..and some might be local. Then we moved into the small dining area adjacent to the lounge for our lunch and at least one family’s local connections became plain. Now, let’s get this right from the start – we weren’t listening….eavesdropping….in fact we didn’t have an eave between us….but sometimes people talk loudly and forget that others can hear.

Thus it was this day, so gradually our conversation stalled and petered out as their story, loudly told, took over. They were, it seemed, of local farming stock, lunching at a regular haunt and discussing friends and family of old. Over a few minutes we felt we’d got to know them all…..the little girl with the odd name (Camilla- not a Lancashire favourite) who had tragically died when young of a (now curable) illness and was still missed…and that old rogue of a farmer, up on the hill. He’d taken the eldest of this family on as a lad during the war and was obliged to feed him as part of the deal…but never a penny was the lad paid, and his resentment burned bright, even after all that time……and so it went on.

We finished our meal and I went to the bar to pay the very reasonable price and shortly afterward this oldster arrived for a refill of drinks all round for his family group. Feeling I owed him something for his story I missed my turn and told the staff to serve first the man with the thirst. My reward was his thanks and a healthy grin…and a comment I won’t repeat about the guest ale, which contained soft citrus and peaches…they didn’t have that in his day nor would he want it now….but if that farmer of old had been there I bet he would have got a peach of a telling-off…and no mistake.
