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Editorial 

What a difference a few weeks make: we went for a regular 

walk – Balmoral Way, Romsey Road, up by the golf course to 

Toothill and back to Horns Drove on Sunday– and encountered 

just two people walking. So much more traffic on the local roads 

and the noise from the motorway is deafening once more! 

I saw the fish being removed from Fernyhurst Lake - for welfare 

reasons, apparently. There were some enormous carp. I was 

shocked to see how low the water level is. If anyone knows the 

full story, perhaps they could let the Village News know. 

Thank you to all who have contributed this week. Bipurag 

Bhandari and Jane Weeks have sent in more photographs of 

their colourful gardens and we would love to see more. Our cub 

reporter Advik Bhandari has written another of his enthusiastic 

reports. I had never heard of the television programme, 

‘Saturday Night Takeaway’, and I believed that Akela and Kaa 

were actually going to deliver takeaways to all the cubs! How 

generous of them, I thought. 

Sunny Dayz have been in touch again: it’s good to hear they 

are back at work. Thank you to Jo Elnaugh for sending the 

answers to the South America quiz. Hope your children did 

better than I did! 

There is plenty to read this week: the last episode of the Tiny 

Tim story, two articles based in St Boniface Church and Church 

Hall and a thought-provoking article on food choices and the 

environment. We have another gluten free recipe; Rambling Sid 

takes us to Chilworth on another of his interesting walks and 

Sue Lambert brings us the latest news from Horns Drove 

Wood. 

Thank you to our anonymous regulars for the quiz and jokes 

and to everyone who contributed to the ‘c’ number this week. 

The opinions expressed in this publication are those of the writers and not 
necessarily those of the editors  
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Rownhams Treasure Hunt 

Below is a poster for Rownhams School PTA’s Treasure Hunt 

They had to cancel their summer fair and have organised this to 

help raise funds for the 30 new laptops that the school 

desperately needs.   
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Twinspires 
 

 Our church buildings are currently 
closed, but as a church family, we continue to pray, to 
love, to care for the vulnerable, and build our 

communities.  

Join us on Facebook at 10am on Sunday mornings for our live 
streamed service. This week it is a Morning Prayer service with 
suggested activities for the children to follow available on the 
website. You can also view past services on the church 
YouTube channel. 

See the links page on our website 
https://twinspires.org.uk/links.html for details and links to our 
other services and midweek events. 

There are some picture quizzes for families; one for as they 
walk round the area and the other for wherever you are. 

If you wish to contact the church office the best way is via email 
office@twinspires.org.uk or you can leave a phone message on 
8073 8293. The phone is checked daily. 

You might like to share the Daily Hope freephone 
number with anyone you know who finds it difficult 
to access online Christian resources: 0800 804 
8044  

 

  

mailto:office@twinspires.org.uk
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Women’s Refuge 

I work in a women’s refuge in Southampton. We have 12 rooms 
that accommodate single women as well as families fleeing 
domestic abuse. Many of the families come into refuge with 
few, or no, belongings. The most needed items are adult and 
children's clothes, unused toiletries, towels, single bedding and 
store cupboard food.  

If anyone has any of these items that they would like to donate, 
please call on 07432 511504. 

Nikki Porter 
 
 
 

A harlequin ladybird emerging from its pupa on a cherry tree leaf.  

Photo credit: Jon Sims 
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God Bless Us, Every One    Part III 

The first thing was to dissemble. I met Martha the next day, as 
planned, for a stroll in the park. I was solicitous of her state of 
health, expressing my hope that the effects of the incident at Epsom 
were beginning to wane. 

“I’m afraid your friend Jane seems to have been badly shaken by 
this.” 

I felt Martha’s hand on my arm tighten its grip. “What do you 
mean?” 

“She visited me in my office yesterday, in a terrible state. She was 
rambling on, quite incoherently, about the constable who rescued 
you. She seems to have taken quite a shine to him.” 

“Yes.” Her grip relaxed slightly. “Poor girl, quite smitten. Not the sort 
of liaison which is likely to have any prospects. She persuaded me 
to have Papa put a word in for the young policeman where he can.” 

“That’s kind of you.” The words stuck in my craw but I forced them 
out. I know I’m often over-serious, so Martha would have been 
unlikely to suspect anything was amiss. “She appears to have got 
some strange ideas in her head, poor lass and I’m not sure whether 
it wouldn’t be best for you to avoid her company for a few days.” 

“What strange ideas?” 

“Oh, nothing for you to worry over.” I patted her hand. “I think she is 
simply envious of you, my dear. That you are engaged to be 
married and she isn’t. That this constable chap—Andrews, is it?—
doesn’t appear to be responding to her interest in him.” 

“Atkins, dearest. His name is Atkins.” Martha squeezed my arm. “I’ll 
take your advice and not meet her for a week or two. Perhaps by 
then she will have recovered her decorum. Thank you for being so 
sensible. You are a treasure.” 

“Bless you.” We walked on as I contemplated her words. Such 
perfidy coming from my beloved’s lips. “To think that a good 
Christian girl like you might actually go and meet a strange 
gentleman after dark. The mere suggestion is nonsensical.” I 
registered the strain in her as I spoke the words. 

“It is indeed. Would I ever do such a thing?” She spoke so lightly 
that I for a moment wondered whether I could have dreamed all the 
events of last evening or perhaps mistaken someone else for her. 
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But no, my eyes had not been deceived then, even if she sought to 
betray my ears now. “I do hope Jane comes to her senses soon. To 
say such wicked things when we have been bosom friends for so 
long.” 

I patted her hand again and we carried on our walk in silence, each 
wrapped in our thoughts. Bosom friends? A viper in the bosom 
came to mind. 

The next day I had everything resolved. 

I had initially thought of luring both Martha and Atkins to a meeting, 
at which I would appear and reveal what I knew of their goings on, 
but that bore the risk that they could turn on me. The word of two 
people against one could be a powerful force and—given the ease 
with which the pair were lying to those closest to them—they might 
concoct any sort of story about what happened at such a meeting, 
putting me in a terrible light. 

I decided that I should do what my tutors at school had taught me 
and go back to first principles. What did I hope to gain from my 
actions? Shaming Martha and ending our engagement? I could do 
that easily enough with a conversation in front of her father, 
especially if I called Jane to bear witness.  No amount of tears and 
denial would be able to hide the truth in those circumstances: Mr 
Bradley was nobody’s fool. 

Did I want more, though? Revenge upon the man who had come 
and ruined my chance of happiness? For I felt certain that this 
situation was not simply of Martha’s making. Policemen ran many a 
risk in pursuit of their duty. Were they to come upon a miscreant, an 
altercation might ensue, in which the upholder of the law could be 
badly injured, if not killed outright. Such things happened and, quite 
rightly, provoked a public outcry. Were anything to happen to Atkins 
while he was on the beat, it would naturally be assumed that he had 
fallen foul of a burglar or other villain, rather than a pillar of the 
community. 

My risks were threefold. I might be seen in the vicinity if an attack 
was made on him but that could be mitigated by care and disguise. 
Martha might suspect I had something to do with it but without proof 
she wouldn’t get far. Then there was the cabby who’d taken me to 
Richmond, who was extremely astute and who might well have both 
suspicions and proof of my interest in Atkins. The last was the least 
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of my worries as I had enough background information on Sanders 
to ensure he would never go to the police with what he knew. 

My logistical challenges were surprisingly few. A firearm? I already 
had one, left to me by Uncle Ebenezer. I hadn’t realised he’d been 
in possession of it until he died and I inherited a mysterious 
package with his letter inside. 

I bought this pistol when Marley died. He had always worried about 
robbers sneaking into his house to take his small fortune and his 
dying words were to insist I bought the means of protecting myself 
and my property. Dickens didn’t know I tried to shoot the Ghost of 
Christmas Past: I knew the visitation was spectral as opposed to 
human when the bullet went straight through. It’s still embedded in 
the wall, although now covered with a painting. 

I want you to have this pistol, as a memento of me and of the things 
I learned that wonderful night. The only way to keep true wealth is 
to share what you have, not hide it away or seek to protect it at the 
cost of another man’s blood. 

I’d stuck to that advice all my life, but now his words seemed 
strangely prophetic. I thought I had found the truest of wealth in 
Martha and I had no intention of sharing her. The cost of that 
decision would indeed be another man’s blood. 

My opportunity came easily, too. There had been a series of 
burglaries in around Kingston Hill and extra police patrols were 
being laid on. The area came under control of the station Atkins 
operated from and were he to come to harm, the burglars would 
naturally be the first to come under suspicion. And the wooded 
gardens gave plenty of opportunity for a man to stalk his prey. I 
obtained a map of the area, plotting where I could be dropped off 
without arousing any suspicion as to what I might be up to. 

I drew on a useful contact at the Kingston station, one of the 
sergeants whom I could have called on to provide me with 
information about my rival, if I hadn’t decided that would have been 
an unwise strategy. A man in my position should resist every 
opportunity to overexpose his hand. Instead, I visited him with the 
excuse that I had a client, Miss Gray, who lived not far away and 
whose safety was of concern to me. The client was real—the more 
one could incorporate reality the better, I felt—and highly forgetful, 
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while desperate to cover over the fact. If I swore that she’d 
consulted me about her property then she would back up that story. 

“These burglaries are something wicked, Mr Cratchit,” he told me, 
over a pint of beer that Wednesday lunchtime. “Honest folk not 
being safe in the privacy of their own home. This modern world is a 
terrible place.” 

“It is indeed, Sergeant Willett. I’m pleased we have you and your 
lads to protect Miss Gray and such as her.” 

“Aye, they’re a brave bunch.” Willett frowned. “One or two I’m not so 
sure about.” He lowered his voice. “I know I can tell you this in 
confidence and that it’ll go no further, but one lad, Cavanagh, is a 
bit of a fly-by-night. He’s supposed to be on duty this evening but 
he’s sent word that he’s unwell. Scared to line up and be sent out 
on his duty, if you ask me.” 

“How vexatious. Will you have to cover his beat yourself?” 

Willett roared with laughter. “Of course not, Mr Cratchit. How do you 
think we work? I can find another constable to cover him.” 

“I bow to your superior knowledge,” I said, with a grin. “While I 
understand the workings of the law in my own field, I’m sorry to say 
that your job is a great mystery to me.” 

“No need to apologise. Each man has his own sphere, as you might 
say.” The sergeant took a draught of beer, then gazed into his 
glass, ruminating. “I’ll think I’ll put PC three five six on to cover him, 
even though Kingston Hill’s not his usual beat. Decent officer. Bit of 
common sense about him.” He looked up at me then shook his 
head. “Now it’s my turn to apologise. Speaking my musings out 
loud.” 

“Not to fret. I’m used to hearing my clients do much the same. I shut 
my ears to it.” 

I hadn’t in this case, though. I knew that Atkins was three five six—
Jane had informed me of the fact—and knowing where he was 
likely to be that night, I could lay my plans accordingly. Being 
September, and close to the equinox, it would get dark early in the 
evening so I could mostly remain unseen. The lady whose business 
I handled would prove useful once more: I would have legitimate 
reason to be in the vicinity of where she lived and were I to get lost 
in the dark who could suspect the famous Tiny Tim Cratchit to be 
abroad on shady business? 
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The sergeant and I parted company at the hostelry door. I hoped I 
wouldn’t encounter him again that night. 

*** 

 You’ll have no doubt heard of The Kingston Hill Murder. You’ll have 
read in the newspapers how PC Fred Atkins was shot three times 
just after one in the morning, in the grounds of a house called The 
Knoll, which wasn’t on his usual beat. How he was taken to the 
police station, still lucid, although he died the next day. He’d been 
unable to provide much information about what had happened, 
even though his memory of events appeared to be clear. He said 
he’d seen what might have been a lantern and heard whispering 
before the first shot was fired, although he wasn’t convinced that 
burglars were at work that night. 

His colleagues didn’t agree, subsequently finding plenty of evidence 
at The Knoll that nefarious activities were afoot. They arrested the 
local blacksmith, questioning him for hours according to Sergeant 
Willett but they didn’t have enough evidence to link him to the 
murder. Which is, of course, no surprise. A substantial reward was 
offered, although it didn’t have the desired effect and the killer was 
never brought to justice. 

Plenty of folk have speculated since then about who might have 
committed such a heinous crime, most people convinced that it was 
a pair of burglars—hence the whispering—panicking at Atkins 
appearing. They’d shot him, then hastily made their escape. 

You no doubt will think that you’ve found the solution that continues 
to elude the police. That I’ve given you in this account all the 
evidence you need to solve the problem. An account which is, 
perhaps you have also concluded, my deathbed confession. 

You would be wrong, unless you’ve reached a different conclusion 
than the obvious. Let me tell you what happened that night. 

Late evening, I went to Kingston Hill, with my pistol carefully 
concealed about my person, and visited Miss Gray for a couple of 
hours. She believed my assertion that we had made an 
appointment and entertained me very well with dry sherry and 
small, sweet biscuits. We did conduct some proper business, all of 
which helped to construct a story of why I had been in the area. 
When I left her house, I headed off to find Atkins, which is the point 
at which matters began to unravel. For a start, I got lost and by the 
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time I got my bearings again, it took me far too long to locate he 
man. 

And by the time I did locate him, he’d already been shot and was 
surrounded by folk trying to help him. Not that I knew any of that at 
the time: I simply realised something was amiss and left the vicinity 
sharpish. I obtained the details when I read the accounts in the 
newspaper and I confess I felt more nervous then than if I had killed 
him, despite what the evidence showed. What if I’d been seen 
running away? What if Miss Gray had spotted my pistol? Even 
though it soon became clear that Atkins had been shot with a 
revolver, I had enough experience from my profession to know that 
neither witnesses nor jurors were as robust with their logic as they 
might be. A gun was a gun. 

The trouble was, I was almost certain who had shot Atkins, but I 
couldn’t—wouldn’t—reveal their names. Partly because suspicion 
could easily be turned back on me, given that the culprits were 
unlikely to be viewed as credible suspects and both of them knew 
enough to deflect attention in my direction. I never ascertained the 
truth for certain, although from what I did find out, and filling any 
gaps with my own knowledge, it went something like this. 

While I’d come away from my conversation with Martha believing all 
was well, she had in fact become suspicious of what I knew and 
what Jane had told me. She’d immediately gone to see her old 
friend but rather than them having a blazing row, the astonishing 
outcome had been for them to come to an agreement. They’d both 
been strung along by Fred Atkins—responding to his wiles to an 
extent that no respectable young lady should allow—and, as a 
result, they decided he had to pay. He had, many people would say, 
ruined their lives, so now they would take his in recompense. 

I’d seen both of the women at Kingston Hill, that evening, emerging 
from the grounds of the house while I took cover crouched in a 
bush. Not that I could have identified them, as they’d both been 
dressed as young men, but the feminine whispers as they passed 
me were unmistakable and Martha’s voice couldn’t be confused 
with anyone else’s as far as I was concerned. 

I thought at the time—and nothing I have learned since has 
changed my mind in the belief—that it was likely that Atkins had 
some inkling of who his attackers were. If he’d heard the whispering 
clearly, then surely he’d have reached the same conclusion as I did. 
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That would explain why the evidence he gave was so piecemeal. 
Was he ashamed of what he’d done, philandering with both women, 
and decided discretion was the better part of valour in this regard? 
He’d die a hero rather than being seen in his true colours, as a 
besmirched man. Or it might have been as simple as Atkins 
deciding he’d not be believed. Two young women of impeccable 
previous character dressing as men and committing a murder in 
cold blood? Surely even Dickens wouldn’t have come up with such 
an outrageous plot. 

Or had he? 

His final book, The Mystery of Edwin Drood, was left unfinished, 
some twenty years ago now as I write this and perhaps a dozen 
before Atkins was killed. There’s been a deal of speculation since 
about how Dickens meant to conclude the tale, one such theory 
being based on the original illustrations, one of which suggested a 
young woman passing as a man to commit some deed or other. Life 
imitating art as art had imitated life in my early days? 

God bless you every one, readers, as you try to fathom it out. 

  

Author’s note: The Kingston Hill Murder was real. The original idea 
for this story—from my youngest daughter—was that Tiny Tim 
would turn out to be Jack the Ripper, but he’s been done to death. If 
you’ll excuse the pun. 

Charlie Cochran 

 

 

 

  

Please send your photos, stories, 

memories, thoughts, poems and ideas 

to editors.villagenews@gmail.com 

An audience awaits you! 

 

mailto:editors.villagenews@gmail.com
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21st Romsey Cubs – Taurus Pack 

 

This Cub meeting was a unique one. This week, it was Saturday 

Night Takeaway. The Leaders conducted the meeting like the 

programme ‘Saturday Night Takeaway’. Akela and Kaa were 

dressed in tuxedos. We started off playing a game. There were 

two families participating in this. Akela screen shared a video of 

a song and then he paused the video in the middle of the song. 

Then, the two families took it in turns and they had to try and 

remember what the next line of the song was.  

After that, we had another game. This was called ‘Where’s 

Wally’. This is how one played the game. One had to screen 

share a picture and everybody had to find Wally and circle him. 

We did this but practically everyone drew it at the same time and 

by the time that had happened, you couldn’t even see Wally! 

Thereafter, we ended up at somebody’s house. The Cub’s house 

that we had ended up at had to do this. His dad had hidden some 

letters and the Cub had to find them. After he had found all of the 

letters, he had to make three words and they spelt ‘HELP 

OTHER PEOPLE’.  

We finished the meeting doing the ‘YMCA’ in a fancy dress 

costume. This Cubs meeting was really fun. As a result, I hope 

they do something like this again. This was, without a doubt, the 

best Cub meeting yet!  

Advik Bhandari  
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Horns Drove Wood 

Mid-May 2020 – Mid-June 2020 

We have missed 3 conservation days due to 

lockdown.  We do not know when we will be 

able to hold our next one.  The dry weather 

has had an effect on the wood. We seem to 

have lost all our foxgloves and the recently 

introduced greater celandine.  The polypodie 

suffered from the drought but seems to be 

recovering having been watered every day for 

two weeks. It grows on an old tree trunk about two feet off the 

ground. 

The summer flowers are in full bloom and the trees are in full leaf.   

The honeysuckle, stinking iris and brambles the most notable.  

We have had  the tree surgeon in to fell three trees.  It has been 

too dry for any fungi, they will appear later in the year. 

We have seen the first Silver-washed 

Fritillary which quickly disappeared into 

the tree tops, also Red Admiral, Speckled 

Wood and Meadow Brown.  There are 

many hoverflies on the 

paths but they are not 

easy to photograph.  

Also seen were bumble bees, wasps, woodlice, 

centipedes and slugs.  Squirrels, roe deer and 

a beautiful damoiselle damselfly were noted. 

We have seen two holeswhich  have been dug 

in the wood and suspect they were made by 

badgers looking for bee nests. 
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We saw, heard or noted flying over 23 species 

of birds including a coot heard from 

Rownhams House lake.  The wood resounds 

with bird song, notably wren, and song thrush. 

The song thrush repeats a phrase three times 

before changing to another.  All the tits have 

fledged their broods and the nest boxes are empty.  We have 

seen a grass snake under the reptile sheet together with a bank 

vole which was too big for the snake to eat. 

We will welcome volunteers to help us look after the wood after 

the lockdown. Until then stay well and maintain social isolation. 

We will inform the volunteers when we next have a conservation 

day. For further information please contact the Parish Clark on 

023 80736766.  

Pam Ward, Sue Lambert, Selwyn and Jan Capstick and the 

volunteers. 

 

Memorial Stone St Boniface Church Hall 

photo credit: Rita Cox.
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Nursling Men’s Shed  

It is now just over a year since Nursling Men’s Shed was set up 

in the old Nursling Church Hall next to St Boniface Church. 

The hall was built to celebrate Queen Victoria’s diamond jubilee 

in 1897 and the original cost was covered mainly by public 

subscription. However, it was in a very dilapidated condition 

when we took it on and was in need of an awful lot of TLC after 

years of neglect by its previous occupants. 

After clearing the hall of many years of accumulated rubbish we 

have completely redecorated it, replaced rotten flooring where 

necessary and repaired the windows. A new kitchen has been 

installed and a workshop area built in the main hall, complete 

with custom built workbenches and workstations for a range of 

workshop machinery. Most of this machinery has been donated 

but we are always on the lookout for more. 

We were in the process of installing a disabled toilet together 

with other facilities when we were hit by the corona crisis and 

the hall went into lockdown in mid-March. We are currently 

taking advice on when it may be safe to open our Shed again. 

Until then all our plans are on hold. 

Once we are able to open again, we will take up where we left 

off in our efforts to provide a workshop area for our members 

and a community facility and meeting place for the wider 

community of Nursling and Rownhams. 

In the meantime, the Parish Council have approached us with a 

proposal to locate a defibrillator on the wall of the hall and we 

hope to have this installed by the autumn. 

Fred Lyon 

Trustee, Nursling Men’s Shed 
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Chronogram! 

We are fortunate to have examples of chronograms on our 

doorsteps in St. Boniface’s Church. A chronogram, from the Greek 

word chronos, meaning time, is a cryptic way of showing a date 

using Roman numerals. For example, the Munday Memorial is an 

eXcellent eXample of this year, as the letters in capitals, MMXX, 

represent the number 2020. 

In this rhombus at the top of the Andrew Munday memorial, the 

words LeX æternI (Eternal law) can be seen in the book, with LVX 

MVnDI (Light of the world – and also a pun on the name Mundy) 

across the middle of the lozenge. If we list these upper-case letters, 

we get LXILVXMVDI. Writing down the values of these Roman 

numerals and adding gives us 50 + 10 + 1 + 50 + 5 + 10 + 1000 +

5 + 500 + 1 = 1632, the year Andrew Mundy died. The symbolism 

of the sun, Earth and death’s head are further clues to the light of 

the world and that this is a funeral memorial. 

  



18 
 

Below this is a square, with the following chronogram near the 

bottom. 

 

This time the C is used repeatedly, rather than the D. Once again 

1632 is the date indicated, this time as VCIVVCICICIIVLLIIICMIIII, 

which gives 5 + 100 + 1 + 5 + 5 + 100 + 1 + 100 + 1 + 100 + 1 +

1 + 5 + 50 + 50 + 1 + 1 + 1 + 100 + 1000 + 1 + 1 + 1 + 1 = 1632. 

The chronogram part of this memorial reads  

Vt CererI FVNVS AC PHŒnICI CInIs 

VesPer APOLLInI sIC MIHI FInIs 

Translated as: Like Ceres’ funeral and the ashes of the 

Carthaginian, as the evening is to Apollo so the end of life is to me. 

The rest of this is not a chronogram, but a dedication from his 

nephew (presumed to have the initials FM). It reads 

FM nepos pativo pientifsimo syncero hoc 

plorans plangens parentavit 

Elogio 

Translated as: FM, his nephew, weeping and mourning offered this 

solemn sacrifice for his most pious and pure uncle. This is my 

solemn statement. 

Now why am I writing about this? One reason is to raise readers’ 

awareness of this interesting bit of local history and mathematics, 

and another is to suggest an activity for pupils/students while not in 

school. There may be some people in the village who did this over 

20 years ago when I asked my pupils at The Mountbatten School to 

produce their own chronogram, incorporating the year of their birth 

into it. They were given a sheet of paper with three areas, one for 

them to design their own coat of arms and the others for them to 
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write anything about themselves. I still have their work, which they 

let me display in the classroom. Here is an example: 

 

Perhaps this brings back memories for someone in the village! It 

might also inspire some of the young people in the village to submit 

their own chronograms to the newsletter. 

So, when St Boniface’s Church is open again, pay it a visit to see 

everything that is there.  

Peter Ransom, with translations from the Latin by Janet Ransom 

  



20 
 

Open Garden Feature 

With the cancellation of the Chelsea Flower Show in May and 

with none of the usual Open Garden events taking place at the 

moment, we are grateful to our readers for sending in photos of 

the beautiful flowers and shrubs in their gardens. We would 

love to see more. 

 

Photo credit:  Bipurag Bhandari  
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Photo credit: Jane Weeks 

Clockwise from top left: Catanache caerulea (blue cupidone), Californian tree 

poppy, Abutilon, poppy.  
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Get Walking- Chilworth Tree Rings 

As with last week’s walk, you could start this one by car or by bus 
or, if you really want value for money, just walk across the motorway 
bridge by Rownhams Services and head on down the hill in the 
direction of North Baddesley until you get to the forestry track on the 
right. This is where dog walkers have been accustomed to parking, 
although signs and large stone blocks now discourage this as there 
is a great deal of timber felling in progress. Follow the well surfaced 
track down to our old friend Tanners’s Brook and up the other side 
past piles of logs waiting collection. Towards the top of the hill the 
track can get a little more muddy but not as bad as I remember it in 
times past.  

At the top of the hill you will see the buildings of the University of 
Southampton Science Park. Bear slightly to the left and the remains 
of the track shrink into a well established footpath leading to a most 
remarkable feature. A great circle of long established and 
impressively tall conifers, a good 15 metres in diameter, enclose an 
open floor where you could well believe all kinds of mystical 
happenings. Don’t linger overlong or you may emerge, Outlander 
style, in a different century. If anyone has any information about this 
feature, please enlighten us all. 

The path emerges at a beautiful lily lake where you can take a 
break on a stone memorial bench while looking for dragonflies. 
Across the lake and up the slope is Chilworth Manor, sitting on the 
site of the local manor house. It was rebuilt in 1904 by the Fleming 
family, sold on in 1947 and, having at sometime belonged to the 
University, is now a Best Western Hotel. Soon, hopefully, walkers 
will be able to pause for some refreshment in its splendid hall. The 
former grounds of the manor, including the lake, are now the 
Chilworth Conservation Area managed by the University. The public 
are welcome to enjoy the varied environments and lookout for 
wildlife, including, according to one sign, adders. These beautiful 
snakes are perfectly harmless unless you inadvertently sit on them! 

From here you have two options. Head right, around in front of the 
Manor, and then bear left and you will eventually come to a gate 
onto Chilworth Drove. A right turn will take you back across the M27 
and into Lord’s Wood. Parallel the motorway along the Public 
Footpath and you will be heading directly down the valley to the 
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brook and then up to the new Broadleaf Estate and Routs Way. Or 
you could take a longer walk through the woods and over to the 
Bridleway which will return you to the top of Bakers Drove. 

Option two takes you left from the Manor to a splendid pair of gate 
lodges with conical thatched roofs and out onto the A27, once the 
turnpike road from Southampton to Romsey. Turn left down the hill 
until you see the Church and the sign to Chilworth Old Village. Head 
left and you will find some delightful old estate workers cottages, 
now highly desirable private residences. Beyond these, the lane 
down to the golf course gives a good view across to Toot Hill. 
Continue into North Baddesley where the Co-op will sell you a well 
deserved ice cream. From here you can catch the No4 home or, if 
you really want value for money, leg it back up Rownhams Lane to 
your start point after some good exercise and a few delightful 
surprises. 

Rambling Sid 

 

 

 

  

Defibrillators 

If you come across someone who is not breathing or breathing erratically, the most important 

thing is to call 999 and start CPR (cardiopulmonary resuscitation).  If you are on your own, do 

not interrupt the CPR to go and get a defibrillator.  When you can, send someone else to find 

one.  Once the defibrillator is open, all you have to do is follow the spoken instructions.  You 

will find your nearest ones with public access located outside: 

Village Hall in Nursling Street 

Community Centre in Horns Drove 

It is there for anyone to use on someone in cardiac arrest.  The 999 operator will tell you the 

code to gain access to the equipment.  The machine gives clear spoken instructions. You do 

not need training to use one. 

Once in position, the defibrillator detects the heart's rhythm.  It will not deliver a shock unless 

one is needed. 

For more information see  https://www.bhf.org.uk/heart-health/nation-of-lifesavers/using-

defibrillators 
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Ear to the ground 

Andy Lester, A Rocha UK’s Head of Conservation, gives a 

personal take on eating our way to a more sustainable future. 

In the past 20 years, over 3.5 million UK residents have become 

vegans or vegetarians. That’s over 5% of the UK population. But 

you may be surprised to learn that I am neither a vegan nor a 

vegetarian, and that, perhaps more controversially, I don’t think a 

meat-free diet is necessarily the panacea to all our 

climate/biodiversity ills. 

There are 600,000 UK vegans according to The Vegan Society. A 

vegan differs from a vegetarian in not using or eating any animal or 

animal-derived products.   In cutting out animal derivatives, vegans 

have shown that it is possible to decouple human diet from the 

consumption of animal-based products.   

In my opinion, veganism is not the only answer. As human demand 

for soya and maize (both key grains in vegan diets) has grown, so 

land-take has rapidly increased, especially in previously forested 

areas. There is undoubtedly a correlation between intensive soya-

maize systems, tropical hardwood deforestation and an increasingly 

plant-based diet. In much the same way as eating Brazilian beef is 

bad for biodiversity and the climate, so is eating similarly-sourced 

Latin American soya. 

The same goes for vegetarians and meat-eaters alike. We need to 

be sure that our eating decisions aren’t having adverse impacts on 

species or the climate. Livestock farming’s significant contribution to 

greenhouse gas emissions is well known. If as vegetarians we eat 

dairy, fruit or vegetables that have been intensively produced in 

factory-farmed systems using high inputs of pesticides or fertilisers, 

we are doing the planet a massive disservice, whilst also at risk of 

hypocrisy in pointing our fingers at ‘evil meat-eaters’. 

However, there is no doubt that the worst culprits are those people 

wedded to a high-energy, red-meat-based diet. If that’s you, 

recognise that to cater for your preferences, forests are destroyed 

to grow soya and maize to supplement the feed of animals grazing 

on rapidly degrading pasture.    
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Eat for the planet 

So, what on earth do we do? I don’t think it matters whether you are 

vegetarian, vegan or a meat-eater so long as you stick to a few 

basic principles.  

• Buy organic, Soil Association, high-welfare-standard produce. 

If you can’t afford something, eat it less often. 

• If you’re able to, grow your own and/or rear your own. 

• Eat less meat – consider it a treat rather than a necessity. 

• Buy line-caught fish. 

• At all costs, avoid factory-farmed or intensively farmed 

anything. If you can’t source it sustainably, don’t buy it.  

 

There is no one-size-fits-all when it comes to food. Think of it as a 

number of different denominations, each with different strengths 

and weaknesses, rather than adopting a holier-than-thou attitude for 

one denomination. Let’s instead work together and ensure our 

global farming systems are entirely reformed for the benefit of 

climate, biodiversity, animal welfare and human health. 

 

[Copyright notice] 

Reprinted from A Rocha UK’s spring 2020 magazine, Root & 

Branch, and used with permission.  

 

 

Swap Saturday 

The next Swap Saturday will be on Saturday 4th July from 10am 

to 4pm, so start sorting out your books, toys, clothes, dvds, 

baby equipment, tools, plants, cds, musical instruments, fishing 

gear and anything else you no longer need, arrange it proudly 

on your driveway for others to marvel at and carry away in 

triumph.  
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Sunny Dayz News     

WE ARE SO PLEASED TO BE BACK! 

Albeit for two mornings a week at this present time, it is going really 

well.   

We have become an outdoor school for a while!! 

  

Each member of staff has their own pod to work in as well as 

rotating the play throughout the garden, during the session. At any 

one time, apart from pow wow and lunch, there is one group 

working in their pod, one playing on the astro-turf and one using the 

side garden. 
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So far, so good!! We have several of our children back with us 

again but not all of them, so the sessions will build up as more of 

the families feel happier about their children being away from the 

family home.  This is still a very strange time so everyone has to be 

comfortable, and we understand that this is and will be at different 

times for each individual family. 

Some of our activities include lunching with our good friend ‘Sunny 

Bear’ creating obstacle courses, with chalk tracks from each 

piece of equipment to the next, painting stones and creating wishes 

to decorate our tree in the side garden. 

,  
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There has been some great feedback from our parents and 

children, as well as passers by.  We look forward to another week 

and lots of lovely activities. 

Sunny Dayz is a fun place to play and learn.  Please give us a call if you 

would like a space for your child.  See the contact details below. 

Sunny Dayz small in size – BIG on caring! 

We are a small, friendly Pre School set in St Johns Church Hall. 

We are open from 8.30am – 3.30pm every weekday. 

If you would like to find out more information on our Pre School, please ring 

on 

07868247936 or 07873504152 

Email: enquiries@sunnydayzpreschool.co.uk 

Or alternatively have a look at our website  www.sunnydayzpreschool.co.uk  

http://www.sunnydayzpreschool.co.uk/
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South America Answer Sheet 

 

Learn the Countries of South America 
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Answer to Last Week’s Quiz 

1. Can you name the 2 landlocked countries in South America? 

Answer is a. Bolivia and Paraguay  

2. What is the official language of Brazil? 

Answer is a. Portuguese     

3. TRUE, in the Quechua Indian language, “Machu Picchu” 

means “Old Peak” or “Old Mountain.  

 

4. TRUE, Ecuador and Peru have a coastline along the Pacific 

Ocean. 

 

5. What was discovered in Venezuela’s Lake Maracaibo in 

1914? 

Answer is c. Oil 

 

Match the Flag 

Match each flag to the correct country from the following list: 

Brazil, Uruguay, Chile, Argentina, Ecuador, Bolivia 

 

 

 

 
Chile 

 

 
Brazil 

    

 

 
Argentina 

 

 
Uruguay 

    

 

 
Bolivia 

 

 
Ecuador 
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Word Search 

Find South American geography terms inside the word search 

puzzle. 

 

Amazon    Ecuador    Patagonia 

Andes    Iguazu Falls   Peru 

Angel Falls    Inca     Rio de Janeiro 

Atacama Desert   Jaguar    Venezuela 

Brazil     Lake Titicaca 

Chile     Machu Picchu 

Colombia    Parana River 
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Recipe of the Week: Gluten free Individual Bakewell Tarts. 

Shortcrust Pastry 

170g Stork or Flora Buttery  

340g GF Plain Flour  

60g Ground Almonds  

30g Caster Sugar  

½ tsp Xanthan Gum  

1 medium egg - beaten  

Rub together flour, gum and fat. Add ground almonds and sugar 

Add beaten egg, and knead together  

Roll out between two sheets of cling film. (Unfortunately I have not 

yet found a suitable substitute for cling film.)  

Cut 10cms. circles and ease into 3.5cms deep muffin trays. I find 

making a small v shaped nick in each one helps.  

Leave in a fridge or cool place while preparing the rest.  

I get between 18 and 22 from each batch. Re-kneading and re-

rolling don’t seem to harm this shortcrust. 

Filling 1  

Warm till just sticky about ½ a jar of seedless Raspberry jam and 

place a generous teaspoon into each case.  

Filling 2  

120g Stork or Flora Buttery  

120g Caster sugar  

2 medium eggs  

1 desertspoon Almond essence (or to taste)  

80g GF SR Flour  

60g Ground almonds  

4 tsp cold water.  

Cream the fat and sugar till light and fluffy. 

Add the beaten eggs and almond essence mixing well, then stir in 

flour, ground almonds and water.  

Divide between the jam lined pastry cases. 
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Bake at 180oC/Gas 6 for 15-20 mins. Leave to cool completely in 

the tray. 

Icing  

Mix together icing sugar with water and a drop of glycerine. When 

tarts are completely cold but still in the tray ice to taste. Leave icing 

to set before removing from tray. This will help avoid crumbly tarts.  

This is optional, if you aren’t fond of icing tarts may be finished by 

placing a single blanched almond on each at baking stage. Care will 

be needed removing the tart from the baking tray. 

Recipe credits: The GF Lady 

(The GF lady used to bake cakes for Asante – now sadly closed. Ed) 

 

 

 

Rownhams Jigsaw Exchange 

The Jigsaw Exchange is still proving very popular. Thank you to 

the kind person who left a box of at least half a dozen puzzles 

and to the donation of some ziplock bags by another regular. 

I am pleased to say that there has been a development in the 

Great Jigsaw Puzzle Robbery. On Saturday there was a ring at 

the door and a (Russian?) lady, speaking in heavily accented 

English, kept saying sorry and said she had completed the 

jigsaws and had brought them back along with 3 more. So, I 

don’t know if someone had since explained to her what an 

exchange was, but it seems it was a cultural/language 

misunderstanding. Today, the (East European) Amazon 

delivery man asked me what I wanted in exchange for the 

puzzles. I was tempted to reply ‘folding money’ but explained 

how the exchange worked. It was clear he hadn’t come across 

the idea before. I am very happy that it turns out that we haven’t 

got a thief in our midst! 

Cath Potten 
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Quiz of the Week: Fruit and Veg Quiz  

1 What is the title of the award winning first novel by Jeanette 
Winterson? 

2 What do we call the vegetable that the Americans call a 
rutabaga? 

3 What is the name of the early smart phone released in January 
1999? 

4 Which comedian made the record “Funky Moped”? 

5 Which company was founded by Steve Jobs? 

6 Introduced in1979, what are the reverse Oscars called? 

7 Which product featured the painting “Bubbles” in its 
advertisement? 

8 The plant of which fruit produces only a single crop in its lifetime? 

9 What colour will your scarf be if “you’re so vain”? 

10 What should be the favourite fruit of Eddie Howe? 

Quiz credits: Bev Sims 

 

Answers to Last Week’s Quiz 

1 The White Peak and The Dark Peak. 

2 Snowdon. 

3 The Seven Sisters. 

4 They were peat diggings. 

5 Windermere. 

6 The New Forest. 

7 The Cairngorms. 

8 The New Forest (again) and Exmoor. 

9 North York Moors. 

10 River Usk. 
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Tommy Cooper Hour 

My neighbour, a furloughed airline pilot, has been catching up 
on the decorating. He made a lovely job of the landing. 

I caught some kids making a pentagram out of yoghurt bottles. I 
think they were dabbling in the Yacult. 

My friend, the marine architect, has a lisp. I asked him what he 
thought about the Titanic. He said it was unthinkable. 

I rang the DIY store and asked how big the queue was. The 
man there said it was the same size as the B. 

I was watching some home videos about agricultural mishaps. 
You’ve Been Farmed. 

 

 

 

 


