Bridgnorth Rocks…..

Driving through the countryside, as we do, we came upon a sign leading us to the quiet – we thought – market town of Bridgnorth. Having just visited places like Church Stretton and Wenlock Edge we expected to find another calm and historic town.

Calm it wasn’t ……and in some places histrionic as well as historic… because they had a music festival that weekend.

Of course, the historic buildings and town layout were still as they had been for centuries, but we couldn’t see them properly as the streets were covered in crowds of music lovers, many holding plastic cups full of beer whilst singing along or clapping their hands.
This festival, it seems, is a regular feature of the town at this date, so the error was ours and we should really have expected it. Instead we parked near the church (at the top of the hill) and made our way down to the town.

Walking through the main street reminded us that we were of a different age – see picture for a clue as to what age – and we were assailed by the type of music known as ‘modern’….or tuneless thump thump in our terminology. This was going down well with the crowds, however, so we moved away from them, not wishing, in the words of Stephen Fry, to share their ‘noise’.

Down a quieter backstreet we came upon the real stars of the show, as seen below:
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As you can see, these were ‘real’ musicians, playing proper music (alright, from some time ago) who didn’t need to rely on volume as they really could play.

This didn’t make us feel old (no comment) but it did remind us of times gone by…..and with a sprightlier step we moved past the ‘noise’ and back up to the church and our vehicle.

Time doesn’t stand still and the ‘rebellious’ music of yesteryear had become anodyne and passé….but it was still good to hear and we drove on refreshed.

Rock on, Bridgnorth!
