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Introduction
Welcome to the latest edition of Pilgrims Press!  As usual, any feedback or suggestions is welcome and if you have anything to contribute then please let me know.  We’ve got lots of contributions from members this month so thank you all very much for your help.  
I hope you all found somewhere comfortable and not too crowded to enjoy the entertainment at the Weymouth Carnival.  I had never been before so I went down to the beach with my brother and his girlfriend to watch the Red Arrows.  The display was incredible!  It was definitely worth fighting the crowds to watch.  
          Emma  

Hilda has received a lovely letter from Alzheimer’s Society thanking her for the money raised by the cream teas.  She has kindly allowed me to attach a copy of the letter to the back of the newsletter so once again well done Hilda and to everyone who took part.

The book, DVD and jigsaw puzzle libraries upstairs in Pilgrim House have been updated so if you want to borrow any of these it should now be up to date and easy to sign out.


All Saints School Fundraiser
On the 22nd of July I (Emma) went to visit All Saints School in Wyke Regis as they were holding a fundraising event for Age Concern Weymouth.   They washed cars, sold sweets and cakes, ran games and competitions as well as holding a jumble sale and a tombola.  
I went armed with a display all about Pilgrim House and other local Age Concern venues full of pictures of the centenary party and other events, and set up a display with leaflets and information so the students could see for whom they were raising money.  It was mostly the teachers and relatives who came up to chat but some of the students came over to see me too.  I was sat next to several enterprising year 7 girls who were selling small decorated cardboard boxes full of sweets and I was impressed with their sale skills; they were the first (and possibly only) table to completely sell out by the end of the fete!  
The fundraiser raised an estimated £300 for Age Concern Weymouth which will be donated at the start of the next school year.  According to the Dorset Echo article on the fete, it is likely they will do the same next year as it was such a success.  So thanks to All Saints School for doing such a grand job raising money for us, and thank you for inviting us along!  Hopefully next year some of the members will be able to come along too.
An Indian Prayer By an Iroquois Indian
Submitted by Jim Matthews
O Great Spirit, Whose voice I hear in the Wind,
And Whose breath gives all to the world, hear me.

I am a child before You, one of Your many children.
I am small and weak; I need Your strength and wisdom.
Let me walk in beauty, and let me eyes ever behold the red and purple sunsets.

Make my hands respect the things You have made,
My ears sharp to hear Your voice.

Make me wise, so that I may learn the things you have taught my people,
The lessons You have hidden under every leaf and rock.

I seek strength, O my Creator, not to be superior to my brothers
But to be able to fight my greatest enemy, myself.

Make me every ready to come to You with clean hands, and a straight eye,
So that when Life fades, as the setting sun,
My Spirit may come to You without shame.


The Red Sparrow

8

By Bill Hall
I am just a common sparrow
Which you see in your backyard
I’ve lost most of my feathers
And my beak is very scarred

It all happened yesterday
Above the lovely Weymouth bay
I went to see the carnival
But the fog got in the way

I decided to fly higher
And perhaps I’d see the sun
I suddenly felt warmer
And I was having fun

Then suddenly a plane came by
With an awful scream
I was caught up behind it 
In what they call slipstream



I was dragged up to Portland Bill
Then back to Bowleaze Cove
My feathers I was shedding
And my beak had turned quite mauve

I was involved in a "bomb burst"
Went up a thousand feet
Then the show was over 
But I felt incomplete

I flew slowly back to Southill
And was glad to see my Mum
At first she started scolding me
Then gave me one large crumb

I settled down in my warm nest
A sore and poorly sparrow
But I knew my friends would envy me,
I’d flown with the "Red Arrows"

Ooh La La!  Ooh La Feet! By la Parisienne

Contributed by Jean Stoddard
I’ve been away for my holiday
Off to gay Paree
Spent a week on the continent
My old man and me.

We went up the Arc de Triomphe
With its view all round the town
But they don’t tell you going up in the lift
That you have to WALK back down

On to the Paris Metro
For travel it can’t be beat
It’s fast, it’s cheap, goes everywhere
But you can never find a seat.

A stroll on the Champs Elysees
That world famous boulevard
It’s beautiful, but very long
And its pavements very hard.

The best part of the holiday
I simply must admit
Was at the end of each long day
With our feet in hot water we’d sit.







Then up the Eiffel Tower
What a fantastic view!
But there were hundreds of school-kids filling the lifts
So we had to walk down there too.

Across the river to Notre Dame
Remembering the hunchback’s cry
The Bells!  The Bells! He used to shout
The Feet!  The Feet!  We’d sigh.

Last to the Louvre Museum
And linger there awhile
We gazed at the Mona Lisa
With her enigmatic smile

That smile of hers has been discussed
In cities far and wide
Is she sad, or is she in love,
Or does she have something to hide?

I solved the mystery in a flash
The reason for her secret glee
Is that underneath those flowing robes
She’s soaking her feet, like me.


[image: ]

Memories

Now then, do you remember Garibaldi biscuits and ‘Imps’? An odd question you may say.  If your answer is yes, then it proves that you have reached the status of a very senior citizen, a re-born teenager or as we used to say just plain old.
If your memory is good on such matters and yet you are of a lonely and shy nature when in company, have no fear.  Let us suppose your friends around you are discussing politics, religion or art and you feel like a complete outsider.  All you have to do is wait for a pause in the conversation and then say in a clear voice, “I remember when streaky bacon was 1s 4d a pound”.  You will find the result of your statement quite remarkable.  The flood gates of memory will be suddenly opened.  You see, none of your friends will wish to be out-memoried.  Monica will tell you in a posh voice that Chanel No.5 was only £4.00 a bottle before the war.  Gladys, not wishing to be outdone, will inform you that ‘Evening in Paris’ was just as good and such a pretty little blue bottle.  The men folk, not wishing to be outdone, will remember 5 Woodbines for 2d and a beer at 8d a pint.  Everyone will be joining in now and remembering such long lost items as ‘Snow Fire’ for chilblains, ‘Scots Emulsion’, Virol, Tommy Handly and The Inkspots.  One ancient friend who hasn’t said much will claim that they do not make screen lovers like Rudolph Valentino any more.
In the words of Maurice Chevalier- “I remember it well”.
Selby Bryant
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ACROSS

7  Disinclination to illness (13) 
8  Member of an old Jewish sect points to new parish (8) 
9  Final object used by shoemakers (4) 
10  Rearrange the poster quickly for the musicians (6) 
12  Lets us break up a fight (6) 
14  Prisoner at home with a friend (6) 
16  See about a man in the American chamber (6) 
18  Look for a lord (4) 
20  Said to be quoting an instance of seeing (8) 
22  Are they obtained in the crow’s nest? (5,3,5) 




DOWN 

1  Like a fugitive during the race? (2,3,3) 
2  Remits a new order for joints (6) 
3  Work in a shop, usually (4) 
4  Seat boss made from fireproof material (8) 
5  Follows stems (6) 
6  Assumes the dress of professors (4) 
11  Foreman in charge of prophet (8) 
13  Does it appear in the obituary column? (4,4) 
15  Wear away a piece of ribbon, say (6) 
17  Being a fool a twin is confused by it (6) 
19  Send out when sentence is up (4) 
21  Great joy from an old type of song (4)
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Durdle Door
Portland
Lyme Regis
Chesil Beach
Lewisdon Hill
Tolpuddle Martyrs

Thomas Hardy
Dorchester
Olympics
River Cottage
Jurassic
Coast
Pilsdon Pen

Hilda’s Letter from the Alzheimer’s Society
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