Scarecrows and Festivals

Driving along the A55 in North Wales recently, going in the general direction of the coast and St Asaph, we espied a name we knew…Tremeirchion. This was a village with a reputedly good inn, so we turned off to look, admiring the magnificent views as we drove through ever-narrowing lanes.

As we neared the village it became obvious that something unusual was happening – lots (for a small village) of people were gathering, walking along towards the village centre.

Well, it wasn’t a welcoming committee (or the reverse) as no-one knew we were coming; ours was a spur of the moment decision and as with many such things, it turned out to be a good one.

As we reached the village proper the story was revealed – the village, for the last week, had been holding a Scarecrow Trail and contest….and our arrival coincided with the judging.

Now at this point we had to be a little careful. Had we stopped for too long we might have been considered amongst the exhibits (it was an informal evening out); had we continued on we might intrude where, although made to feel welcome, really we shouldn’t be. Village events like this bring the village together, and outsiders gawping at them would add nothing and detract not a little.

So we contented ourselves with driving slowly past some of the scarecrows, photographing them (see Gallery Seven) and wishing the villagers well.
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We drove away uplifted, reminded of similar festivals at Wray near Lancaster and at Waddington near Clitheroe in Lancashire, both bigger villages with many more visitors and much money raised for charity. 

Then, as we motored on in our unspecific way, musing on the serendipity of life, we remembered something …..We hadn’t called into that pub after all, as it was the centre of activity….we still had to find a place to eat….just like the crows!
