A fete accompli?

I always find these things by chance – but then, things always happen to me. Driving in the Shropshire countryside I happened to end up in the scenic town of Church Stretton, unknowingly upon one of their Fete days.

Parking near the railway station I did a tour of the sights, ranging from a display of old vehicles and for some reason, a Bofors gun, to the more peaceful delights of some steam driven Traction engines. Details may be found in Gallery Six of this website, but something else caught my eye. 

It was a small steam powered calliope, with intricate decoration and small animals as fixed figures, playing away as it had done for many years and entrancing passers-by young and old. Standing next to this was an impressive figure of a man, Top hat at a rakish angle, waistcoat glinting in the sun. The imposing figure beckoned all closer and dispensed good humour all round, the very spirit of the fete.

I reluctantly moved on and in the next street met the Morris Dancers, twirling and jingling through their intricate routines and accompanied by female musicians, members of the group.

Clearly, then, with all the smaller stalls of local produce and contributions from all the local organisations a successful day for all, with happy families all round.

Then, on the way back to the car I saw the shop sign, as permanent as the countryside itself…..Mr Bun, it said, The Baker……and quite right too.
