
Theresa Nash – Out & About Walking 
25 October 2009 – Piper’s End, Worcs 
2hrs, 5 miles 
 
Just a short one today as the husband and I are still in recovery mode from our various afflictions; 
me from a heavy cold, which he lovingly passed on earlier in the week and he from something he 
was describing as a minor digestive complaint.  We are not sure whether he picked this up (a) from 
eating mouldy lime marmalade bought from House of Fraser a couple of days ago.  I had a £10 token 
and for that paltry amount a couple of jars of jam were about all I could get; (b) a dodgy salad eaten 
in Oxford just prior to a Noisettes concert at the O2 academy there.  We are very hip and happening 
these days and my husband is also rather taken with the lead singer, who pogo’d her way around the 
stage (and bar area) for a full 90 minutes clad only in some rose decorated hot pants and a ‘tankini’.  
At least that’s what I think that kind of thing is called.  I mused briefly whether that sort of thing 
might suit me, but I suspect not; or (c) overdoing it at the local wine tasting evening on Friday, at 
which my husband was playing the part of genial host. 
 
Anyway, the upshot was that neither of us were feeling in the mood for doing anything other than 
slobbing on the sofa with the Sunday Times, but the weather was so nice we thought we ought to 
make the most of it regardless.  And there was nothing on the TV either. 
 
In our delicate states we chose something nearby and short.  At least it was supposed to be short.  
We were out for our statutory two hours (my husband thinks anything longer is pushing it), but I 
suspect we were going rather slowly as we didn’t cover much ground and even took a short cut, 
which is usually against or principles.   
 
We went somewhere new for our recovery walk and started at a collection of houses called Piper’s 
End, which is beyond Upton-on-Severn and Longdon.   It is very flat out here, being very near the 
Severn.  But we were just high enough to get a few views through a bit of morning mist and cloud of 
the river valley, out to Bredon Hill towards the east, Tewskbury cathedral to our south and back to 
our normal stamping ground of the Malvern Hills to the west.  It is all very rural here.  Very little in 
the way of habitation but lots of fields. 
 
We walked on the road round to Guller’s End (everywhere is called something End round here, 
which always reminds me of English lessons at school, reading Howard’s End) and there we picked 
up the Worcestershire Way Link.  On the map this looks like a major bridleway, so we expected it to 
be well-trodden and signposted, but were sorely disappointed on this front.  It seemed to run along 
an old drove road though, so I imagined in the past all the people that would have trundled along 
the stony track as we were doing.  Although I suspect they had more pressing matters to deal with 
than simply going for a walk for no real reason at all, which is basically what we were doing.  Still, 
that’s progress for you. 
 
We passed through a lively herd of young cattle, which I couldn’t get through quickly enough, while 
my husband spent ten minutes chatting to them and encouraging them to come closer.  The past the 
rather unimaginatively named Hill House, which is not really even on a hill to start with.  This has 
several duck ponds around it judging by the quacking going on, which we could hear even above the 
road noise from the nearby M50.  This is really quite distracting and makes you feel that you are 
never really all that far from the hurly burly of the masses after all. 
 
We toy with the idea of visiting Bredon School on our way round but, in our weakened states, take a 
shortcut to Windmill Tump and Moss Green, which is right on the banks of the river.  There are 
absolutely no signs round here and no footprints either, just a lot of newly ploughed fields.  Luckily it 
is quite dry (although, typically as I refused a jacket, it starts, briefly, to drizzle) otherwise our boots 
would have acted like mud magnets and clogged up completely. 
 



We take a right turn away from the river to head back. The wind is getting up and the drizzle gets 
heavier.  To lighten our spirits though, we come across a newly built couple of lakes full of ducks and 
black swans with red beaks and white Adam Ant stripes across them.  We are not entirely sure 
where the path is at this point as it is fenced off, but we eventually spot a couple of signs and head 
off straight ahead.   Not before we upset a field of geese and the farm dog, however, which brings 
the owner out to check on our progress across his land.  He stares at us with more than a bit of 
suspicion, but, as my husband always says in these circumstances, he should sign the public right of 
way more obviously to prevent any inadvertent deviations. 
 
We pass up past another farm, which is on the opposite side of the newly ploughed field we’ve 
already walked through and through someone’s very neat and tidy garden.  I’m not sure I’d like a 
public footpath through my garden, especially when the garden is pretty small and the path passes 
right in front of the living room window.  And, as a walker, you feel like you’re trespassing. 
 
We are now on the outskirts of Bushley, near Wood Street, where someone is building a very 
modern looking flat-roofed house.  It must be on the site of something older as the gate is rusty and 
over grown.  I like the house, it’s clean and simple with whitewashed walls and some wooden bits, 
but it is not really in keeping with anything else near it, as these are all much older and more 
‘villagey’ looking.  And it is also very small.  It looks to have only one very large room upstairs, and no 
loft, so God knows where they will store anything.  As I say to my husband, I’d be ok in it, but he’d 
have to build his own one next door.  We couldn’t both fit in something that size.  Well, not without 
a row every evening about papers lying around, or sports stuff, or whatever else is cluttering the 
place up.  And we’d have nowhere to put all our books.  We keep buying books even though there’s 
no room on the shelves.  My husband keeps saying he’ll build some more, but somehow never gets 
round to it.  Half are still in boxes because there’s nowhere to put the ones we already have.   
 
We walk through Bushley itself.  In the bus shelter we see a rather derogatory poster about our 
esteemed MP, Sir Michael Spicer, where his surname is spelt out as standing for Snout in the trough 
Parliamentarian In Corrupt Expenses Row.  Moving on, it seems Bushley is the place to be as we pass 
an advert for a curry night next weekend, a quiz night the week after and notice that the cricket 
pavilion also appears to be open and serving drinks over lunchtime as well.  It must also be home to 
the Worcestershire topiary champion as a large house on the green has a huge cross shape cut into 
its hedge.  Very striking indeed.  And it beats the usual cockerel designs everyone else has.  I have 
commissioned one from my husband as soon as we get a house (and a hedge) big enough. 
 
My husband gets fraught at this point as the signing is again poor, but eventually we our way 
through a little wood and onto the road.  In the next field there is still wheat growing, but only 
around the edges, where paths appear to have been cut out in a pattern.  I’m not sure whether this 
is just to confuse the walkers or has a more wildlife friendly purpose, but either way, we get to the 
bottom in time for the wind to change direction and blow the smell of a manure pile in our direction.  
That was stayed in our noses for some time into the afternoon. 
 
We get back to the car after about two hours, passing Broadfields Farm on the way.  I have barely 
broken into a sweat but feel pretty tired.  My husband complains of exhaustion and has trouble 
taking off his rather natty (but expensive) new Meindls.  We get back as soon as possible and put the 
kettle on.  The rest of the day is spent unproductively slobbing on the sofa with the Sunday Times, 
but at least we earned it.  Well, sort of. 
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