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Services December 2018 & January 2019
Date

Leighton

Sunday 2nd December
Advent 1

9.30 am
Holy Communion
Coffee & Tea after the service
3.00pm
Holy Communion

Sunday 9th December
Advent 2
Sunday 16th December
Advent 3
th

Thursday 20 December

11.00am
Family Service
2.00pm
Leighton School
Christmas Carol Concert

Friday 21st December

6.30pm @ Chirbury
Benefice Carol Service

Sunday 23rd December
Advent 4

11.00pm
Holy Communion

Monday 24th December
Christmas Eve

11.30pm
Midnight Mass @ Chirbury

Tuesday 25th December
Christmas Day

11.00am
Holy Communion

Sunday 30th December
First Sunday after Christmas

Trelystan

7.00pm
Christmas Communion

10.00am
Group Service

For January Services see notice
on the Church Gate
Leighton Church Rotas – December 2018
No Altar Flowers during Advent just flowers for Christmas Day
Sidesmen
Altar Flowers & Brass Cleaning
Elisabeth & David Griffiths
Rachel Tibbott & Jane Walton

Leighton Church Rotas – January 2019
Sidesmen
Altar Flowers & Brass Cleaning
Roma & Rachel Tibbott
Jenny & David Sanders
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SERVICE OF REMEMBRANCE - HOLY TRINITY CHURCH LEIGHTON

11th NOVEMBER 2018

-4Parcel deliveries are a suitable theme for
this time of year. They have a particular
significance for the heroine of our
original short story starting on page 8
—and it’s appearing for the first time here
in the Leighton News. It’s a wry comedy
with a festive outcome less successful than we hope
the newsletter readers will enjoy. Do tell us about
your own seasonal memories and highlights in our
first issue next year.
It’s a fond farewell this month to the editors’
favourite, Old Herbaceous. This December
sees the last of his flower strewn poems. He’s
run out of the fertilizer needed to raise more
horticultural ditties. All may not be lost though
—rumour has it, like Doctor Who, he may regenerate
as a completely new character—or at least wearing
a different hat.

The January 2019 meeting of the Arts
Society Mid Wales and Borders takes
place on Thursday the 24th. The
speaker is John Ericson, whose talk is
titled Norman Rockwell.
The venue is the Royal Oak Hotel,
Welshpool, the talk begins at 2.30pm.
Visitors are very welcome to attend,
though a donation of £6 per person is requested
towards costs.For further details contact
avril@avrilhart.com 01938 555938 or
Dennis Duggan on 01938 555 574

They told me I’d never
be good at poetry
because I’m dyslexic
but so far I’ve made
3 jugs and a vase!

The revamped 100 Club (actually limited to 200
members) has almost completed the first year of prize
draws. The lucky
winners for November
and December are
announced on page
13. The club year now
runs each month from March to
February so this is the best time to sign
up for next year’s fun. The club is run by
the Village Hall Committee to raise money for the hall.
Christine will be taking applications from new and
returning club members for 2019 at the Coffee
Morning on 8th of December. Be sure to snap up your
favourite numbers while they are still available. If you
can’t attend just fill in the form on page 11 right now!
A Happy Christmas and a Prosperous New Year to all
our readers near and far.
Steve

Star Readers who have generously sent
a donation to the newsletter are:
* Ian & Annie Corke
*Tony Bevan
* Leighton Estate Woodlands
If you would like to contribute to our running
costs, cheques to “Leighton Newsletter” can be
sent to our treasurer, Tanya Allison at
Oak Villa, Leighton, Welshpool SY21 8HL

Patricia

Monday
10 December
at 7:00 pm

Friday
th
11 January 2019
at 7:30 pm

th

THREE BILLBOARDS OUTSIDE
EBBING MISSOURI

THE GREATEST SHOWMAN
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Thank you to Martin Dyson for adding a ‘Tommy’ soldier to our village Armistice
commemorations outside Leighton Church.
It is with sadness that we hear of the passing of Mrs Elizabeth Emberton. Liz lived for many
years at Pentre House and was involved in all aspects of village life hosting many very
memorable events there. Our best wishes and thoughts are with Glynne, Judith and Gareth
at such a sad time.
How poignant to read last month about Hugh Elton who was born in Leighton and served in WW1.
100 years ago and so many stories faded by the decades. So who to ask about Leighton in the 1930’s? Well our
own Marjorie Cadwallader was of course very young then but her memory and local knowledge is amazing – no one
knows the village better.
Marjorie recalls that Hugh Eltons’ widowed mother lived in Castleview along with her companion/housekeeper. She
was a very private lady but each summer took great pride in organising the Leighton Cricket match teas along with
two other leading Leighton ladies being Miss Hickman of Pentre Lodge and Mrs Nibblett (wife of Admiral Nibblett)
of Pentre House. The three ladies apparently had such high standards they would have made ‘Bake Off’ look
uncompetitive and the renowned spread put the Cricket Team themselves under pressure to up
their game! Expectations were high!
Leighton Cricket Club played on the village cricket green that was between the Church and Home Farm
(now stud) on the lower side. Coincidentally, as a young man Marjorie’s late husband Sid used to play
cricket for Bishops Castle and he had told her that when they had a match at Leighton the teas were
renowned for being substantial and protocol had to be upheld when all the young boys like him really
wanted to do was play! The rest of the pitch facilities left a little to be desired however as there
was nowhere to change or toilets so to do either the cricketers had to jump over the fence
into the little wood that borders it. Marjorie’s older sister Peggy used to enjoy keeping the
cricket scores at all the matches as she was so keen on the sport.
Also remembered is the son of Admiral & Mrs Nibblett (Pentre House) as he lived in a tent outside the
house which was the way they then treated consumption, a wasting disease we would call
tuberculosis (TB) today. As he was unusually tall this disease left him looking very thin indeed
but eventually he became stronger. Sadly this was not the only house in the village with a TB
sufferer camping out in all weathers.
Pentre House itself was built originally as a substantial Vicarage in the same beautifully
ornate gothic style as the Church itself, which was a vital part of John Naylor’s estate .
However in Naylor’s time the Vicar apparently rejected the newly built residence and to
appease him John Naylor built a new Vicarage (now Old Vicarage) which the Vicar duly
accepted and moved in. The original Vicarage was then renamed Pentre House and later
was lived in by the Niblett family (as above) with both houses having been much admired
by all the generations of villagers since.
JW

LEIGHTON CAROL SINGING
Come along and join in at 6.30pm on TUESDAY 18th December.
We are meeting again at the home of David Hawes and Bethan
Thomas who live in the centre of Redwood Close. All ages and
abilities most welcome. Thanks to David & Bethan for their
hospitality and to Catherine Williams for organising it again this
year. The benefiting charity will be announced on the night.

house
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COFFEE Morning
December
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THE 20th OCTOBER JUMBLE SALE

The well attended jumble sale was piled high with books, bric-a-brac & bargains
and raised £505 for the Leighton Village Hall.

THE HARVEST LUNCH - 21st OCTOBER

Autumn tidy-up Leighton Churchyard
A big thank you to Brian, Hadyn, Sarah, Dan, David, Bethan, John, Tony and David who
turned out on a breezy, but dry, morning to spruce up the churchyard ready for winter.
Many thanks to Ann for providing coffee, donuts and biscuits to sustain the work force!
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Dolly and Ted had failed to survive his early
retirement. He was a dull but robustly handsome
maths lecturer at the University, she a warm and
worldly student counsellor. They had met in the
campus carpark over a terminally floppy squirrel that
he had inadvertently run over, and that she had
tearfully failed to resuscitate. He just happened to
have a spade in the boot, and as a gesture of remorse
had scraped a shallow grave, whilst she snuffily
snatched up a fistful of memorial buttercups. He
suggested a moratorium over coffee, and within days
they had blundered into a shallow but steamy
summertime affair.
It might well have spluttered to a close, but by the
start of the new academic year, Dolly was
overwhelmed by the nausea that heralded twin sons
and that would fuel the ongoing blunder into a
marriage that held scant promise once the passion
faded. Not that it was a bad marriage, just that it
lacked depth, laughter, and intimacy. They muddled
along amiably enough on the common causeway of
family life, and even survived his regular
undergraduate infatuations. However, within days of
his retirement, his longstanding dalliance with young
Maeve, the raven-haired potter in the barn conversion
across the valley, exploded into an inescapable reality,
and he just moved in with her. This was harsh for
Dolly, not least because Maeve's place was directly
visible from the landing window. Ted now parked his
red Fiat ostentatiously in her yard, hitherto having
hidden it. For some weeks, Dolly took the bend on the
stairs with her eyes screwed shut as she loudly cursed
their brazen and humiliating disregard. She was glad
that their sons, having left for university, were spared
this outrage. She would tell them at Christmas.
Then came the solemn visit from the police to tell her
Ted had died in a head-on collision with a local
tractor. At least she would no longer have to see the
red car. The wails of Maeve echoed across the valley,
but Dolly felt no pain whatsoever—just a joyous surge
of freedom and cosy singularity. She was going to
enjoy being a widow; Ted's pension enabled her also
to retire from a rewarding but draining career. Best of
all, she could finally express her inner Bohemian into
their tired old home and she could both lose and find
herself in the sweet sanctuary of the riverside garden.
A few years later, Dolly's life was well and truly hers
and hers alone. A few complicated brief encounters
established her preference for uncompromised
singledom. She enjoyed her own company, reinforced
by a few old friends and four cats. She less frequently
attended the local poets' group, as their ramblings

became increasingly moribund, and no longer went
on the painting holidays that had taught her how to
see, if not how to paint. For a while, she made her
home a social hub, but fewer people came calling
now—old friends moved on either mortally or
geographically, the track was in poor repair, and she
was deeper in a world of her own
Her sons, now nearing forty, continued to explore their
lives ever further from home; Laurie had finally
despaired of the brutality of inner-city teaching and with
his modest savings and a wispy Dutch girlfriend, now
aspired to be an eco-peasant in Bulgaria. Jake, a gifted
mathematician like his father, was currently a burlesque
dancer in Melbourne. They both seem to have fallen
much further from the family tree than Dolly could
either have hoped or expected. They stayed connected
through bubbly intermittent internet, and on her
birthdays they always sent far too many flowers.
Soon, all the days began to feel much like another,
having lost their distinction. Likewise, the clock no
longer imposed its disciplines. Dolly and the cats all
rose from and sank back into her wide and cosy bed
to the rhythm of the sun. Sometimes she would stir in
her sleep to acknowledge the calls of the owl or the
whistles of the otters. Dressing for comfort before
style, being still tall and lean with a wild shock of
black and silver hair, she cut a bright dash as she
pottered along the banks of the river. As she was
doing on the chilly October afternoon when she heard
a deep shout from up by the house and went to
investigate. A disarmingly warm and familiar grin
broke through the generous beard of a very tall figure,
a large package under his arm. She felt warmly
appraised as she tried to clump elegantly up the path
in her overlarge wellies, escorted by two weaving
cats. The man hoped she would receive and sign for
the parcel intended for the new young couple further
down the track. He ducked to step into the kitchen to
deposit the box, and they exchanged easy banter
whilst she washed the sticky compost from her hands,
before drying them down the front of the grubby cow
onesie that she had scrambled into at sunrise.
Glimpsing her dishevelled self in the dresser mirror
she felt suddenly shy and vulnerable, and as she
turned towards him, felt the rise of a teenage blush
accompanied by a burst of gibberish smalltalk as he
proffered a stylus for her to sign the delivery console.
In those few seconds of electronic closeness she
yearned to tuck herself into the seemingly familiar
warm crook of his shoulder. She saw herself add a
childish kiss after her signature, at which he laughed
aloud- a deep rolling Disney laugh.
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soon. “I have a large delivery here for a Miss Dolly
dipped back out of the door and out of her life. An
Bell?” he twinkled. “Wow—so soon—thank you, yes,
absurd sense of impending loss made her follow him
that'll be me.” “Well hello Dolly—that was my old
outside and round to the large yellow delivery van, as
mum's name”, said the warm voice that she'd tried so
she fished through her mind for prolonged
often to conjure up from her pillow in the last week.
conversation. It defaulted to the forecast of impending “Gosh,that's amaaazing. And urm, your name?” ''I'm
bad weather, as she wondered how far he had yet to
just Harry",he purred. She gasped.”"Wow, that was
travel? Back over the mountains to Shrewsbury, and
my grandfather's name!” He grinned. “So where do
home before dark, I hope. Pushing her hair back from you want it, Dolly? The delivery, that is.” “Well, it's a
her face, she abandoned all attempts to extend the
bench kit, so out in the garden please. I'm hoping to
exchange, and threw him her best smile.
put it together this afternoon.” She turned away
quickly lest he see the rising blush. He swept up the
“Goodbye,she squeaked. “I really like your style, my
heavy box as if it were empty, and followed her down
lady. Take care.” He blew a kiss through the murky
into the garden to a patio by the water. She strove not
windscreen, and rumbled off.
to wiggle or giggle, as he appraised the beauty of the
Back in the now profound emptiness of the kitchen
garden and the charm of the stream. “Can I maybe
she still sensed the clutch of the pulse that had risen in offer you a coffee?” she suddenly announced,
her throat. Her heart clamoured to make itself felt and
wondering at her own bravado. “That's so tempting,
a rare chill of loneliness crept through her. She
Dolly- but I'm running way too late today. We need
brusquely slipped into the Pavlovian routine of filling
to go get that signature of yours again now.” "Of
the kettle and found herself reaching for the dusty old
course", she wittered, fumbling with a tall rosemary
Cinderella mug at the back of the cupboard. That was
bush, as he strode back up to the house. He was
when she spotted the large grey glove on the floor.
waiting by the top step, where she briefly teetered in
She picked it up and shocked herself that she raised it
her silly shoes. In an instant a strong arm caught her,
straight to her cheek.
his hand briefly on her shoulder, his face close to
Being an experienced counsellor, Dolly spent a couple hers. There was an imperceptible pause
of days diagnosing and defusing her absurd
“Whoah, steady there, my dear. Mmm do I smell
infatuation as some displaced abandonment glitch.
Gucci?” She quivered and flustered ahead of him to
Unlike bloody Cinderella, she would be 68 in a few
the kitchen, but he remained by the van with the
weeks,when she would probably fall for the lnterflora
signing gadget. She bumbled back outside, and they
delivery man too, when he'd arrive to swamp her with went through the old routine, but this time she just
the twins' annual avalanche of guilt. What she chose
finished with a flourish. “I don't recognise that
not to observe, however, was the growing number of
signature today, Dolly- where's my x?” She giggled
subversive activities that she was getting involved in.
and blushed a little and placed her mark. “There's my
Her heart and brain had teamed up on Google for one
girl”, he said softly, “Good luck with the bench”.
thing, to casually explore the realms of internet
Then he winked, and he was gone. No blown kiss.
shopping,where they were soon trawling for urgent
Yet again she felt bereft. In the flummox, she'd totally
items that wouldn't quite fit through the cat flap.
forgotten to return the trophy glove. No progression,
Meanwhile, her bedroom mirror was conspiring to
but she now had no doubts whatsoever about the
tweak up her appearance. A quick trim and an
significant spark between them. The pace would be
upsweep of the madness of her hair, the re-discovery
slow, sure and dignified from now. She rehearsed the
of the earrings that reflected her blue-grey eyes,and
lines for deepening their exchanges, to slowly
the reinstatement of a lick of mascara and a blush of
introduce and explore their personal backgrounds. He
the cheeks. Soon the funky grey dungarees rewas probably a fair bit younger than her, but she was
discovered themselves, along with an assortment of
good for her age. Was he spoken for? Pffft! no
shapely and interesting garments that had slunk to the
problem. After a deliberated pause, she placed her
back of the wardrobe.
next order—-for a Victorian garden arch kit. The
And so it was that, a week after their first
delivery date was flagged up for Thursday. She
encounter,the yellow van came rumbling back up the
popped out to the post office on Wednesday, and on
track to deliver a rather nice new garden bench. By the her return found a note on the kitchen table.
time it pulled up, Dolly was sitting pretty in the
It read 'Dolly? Where are you? Parcel in the
kitchen deeply immersed in a seed catalogue. When
greenhouse. Nice bench for a coffee x' She ran to the
the bell rang,her heart lurched for her throat as she
chirped “Come in!” And lo and behold, there he stood, river, sat on the bench and roared her disappointment.
beaming again through the Gandalf grey beard, as she She hastened the next order: a rather expensive
standard lamp for the bedroom. She would ask him to
faked surprise that it should be him, yet again, so
carry it upstairs for her, so that he would see the

- 10 sumptuous boudoir she had been busily creating. She
random leopard print, flashing earrings, and
would, of course, wait demurely downstairs brewing
clutching yet another large Prosecco, she opened the
coffee. Meanwhile, she wouldn't get caught out again, door a crack, and there stood Harry, beaming under a
so stayed firmly around the house, being sure
Santa hat. Behind him a pair of huge plastic-wrapped
nowadays to look her best every morning—no more
reindeer. “Special delivery, Dolly—we thought you
slobbage.
might be glad of some company for Christmas ..
you're my last delivery.”
It was a beautiful sparkly November morning when
“Harreee baybee!” drooled Dolly, flinging wide both
she heard the van. She quickly put on Doris Day and
the door and her arms. As one of the cats raced in
the coffee pot and laid out a plate of posh biscuits.
between her feet, she stumbled and slid gracelessly
Then came the knock on the door, but no response to
her call. She went to the door. There stood a squat red- down the doorframe. Harry's eyes widened as he
retreated, mumbling a hasty beardful of excuses
faced young man with a tall parcel. "Miss Bell?"
before leaping into the van and out of her life.
Visibly deflated, she asked after Harry, and was told
he was on another round this week, but would be back On Christmas morning,a tattered and woebegone
for most of the Christmas runs. She signed for the
Dolly clambered over multiple boxes to descend the
lamp, and took to her bed for the rest of the day, the
stairs. As she reached the landing, she peered blearily
dear glove under her pillow.
across the valley,and there, outside Maeve's, sat a
large yellow van. All through Christmas, she sank
There was only one solution now. She began to place
deeper into a blur of boxes and Prosecco. But the day
multiple daily orders in the run-up to Christmas:
boots, pressure cooker, mirror, stepladder, toaster, foot after Boxing Day dawned sunny. The yellow van was
finally gone, and now it was her birthday. Around
spa, rugs, strimmer, iPad, case of Prosecco ... the
noon, the doorbell rang lengthily for her attention. In
packages were soon piling up around the house,
the doorway, a handsome young man was smiling
surmounted by disgruntled cats. No two delivery men
through huge armfuls of luxuriant blooms. “Miss
were the same, and there was still no sign of Harry.
Dolly? I believe it's your birthday.” “ Ah yes,that's
She placed one last desperate order, for a pair of huge
me. Do please bring those inside,” said Dolly, huskily.
outdoor light-up wicker reindeer, on special delivery.
“And I wonder, my dear, might this glove fit you?”
It was almost dusk on Christmas Eve when the
© Jenny Hyde 2018
doorbell rang. Wearing a leather miniskirt, layers of

News from Leighton Community Primary School

Before the half term we held a lovely Harvest Assembly, collecting 7 bags worth of food bank donations in the
process. The theme of the Assembly was ‘Scarecrows’!

Our school football team have also been
in training for local competitions.

The Blue Hand Band played for us during the Assembly.
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YOURSELF

Carol Harris is having a book launch party at

Leighton Village Hall from 3.00pm – 5.00pm on
Saturday 8th December
Carol is the author of many books on topics including business, psychology, magazine production and
cookery. She has also written two educational books for children – one on ecology and one on health.
On the 8th December, Carol will be re-launching her book Think Yourself Slim. First written
20 years ago, this is a book about using your mind effectively to achieve results and helps
readers identify their personal motivational styles and apply them to weight management.
This book has now been brought up to date with the latest developments in
health and weight control.
January is the month when people plan to lose weight – but most give up soon
after. This book will help anyone keep on track and get the results they want.
So whether you fancy a new you for the new year, or need a Christmas present for
a friend or family member (Carol will also have one of the books for children
available too) do come along and share a soft drink or a glass of wine and find out
more.
(And if you have other commitments that day, you can call Carol
on 01938 553 430 if you’d like a copy of the book).

AN IDEA FOR CHRISTMAS GIFTS & PRIZES ALL YEAR ROUND
Please fill out the form below if you would like to join the 100 club for 2019 (or renew your enrolment)
starting in March. A brilliant Christmas present for all friends and family—the present that just keeps on
giving and all for just £12. Everyone welcome to join, just fill out the form, include the payment to
Leighton Village Hall and pass it to Christine at the address below. You have got to be in it to win it.
Hurry because we are restricted to 200 members

Application to join Leighton 100 Club 2018
Name :
Address :
Postcode :

Email address :

£12 payment enclosed cash

cheque

made payable to LEIGHTON VILLAGE HALL

Please send form and payment to : Christine Walton, Oakacre, Leighton, Welshpool SY21 8HJ
(Tel: 01938 552 833) by February 1st 2019 at the latest. A certificate will be issued for all numbers.
If you would like more than one application then please list them and attach them to this form.
Thank you for your ongoing support.

"

Signature :

- 12 -

NATIONAL GARDEN SCHEME
2018 is coming to an end and it
was another great year for the
National Garden Scheme in
Powys. The figures are not
finalised yet, but we can safely
say we raised over £35,000 for
charity. Thank you for visiting
our gardens and eating our cake!
Did you know that the
National Garden Scheme has
donated £180,000 to Horatio’s
Garden since 2015? Horatio’s
Garden is a national charity that
creates and cares for stunning gardens in NHS spinal
injury centres. Their fourth garden will be right on our
doorstep at the Robert Jones and Agnus Hunt Orthopaedic
Hospital (Gobowen to you and me). This garden, designed
by Bunny Guinness, is due to open in May 2019.
Visiting gardens is not the only way you can support the
NGS. As you do your Christmas shopping online, buying
through “AmazonSmile” or “Give as you Live” and
selecting the National Garden Scheme as your chosen
charity will help raise even more funds for our charities.
You can also buy gifts and Christmas cards from the
NGS online shop at www.ngs.org.uk/shop/
The Powys NGS team wish you all a Happy Christmas and
look forward to welcoming you to our gardens again in 2019

CHRISTMAS MUSIC & SERVICES
Christmas is a very special time for me, partly
because I love to sing and there is so much good
Christmas music about (yes, Slade, the Pogues and
even Bing Crosby included, but I do prefer to sing
the choral stuff!)
Our Christingle Carol Service at Leighton
on 16th December at 11:00 am is a lovely
way of re-telling the Christmas story for
everyone but especially for children. It is
for the end of Advent, thinking especially
of Mary, mother of our Lord.
The famous and rather lovely Christmas Crib
Service at Trelystan Church will
happen again this year on Christmas
Eve at 3:00 pm—a special service in
a remarkable church, not to be missed.
“Midnight Mass” for the group this year is in
Chirbury Church at 11:30 pm on Christmas
Eve—and there is a group service at Leighton on
Sunday 30th December at 10:00 am (note the
earlier time!), at which we hope the Benefice Choir
will sing some special carols.
Rev Bill Rowell
See page 2 for the full December Church Timetable
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TWO MONTHS!

100

The Sundial

CLUB

My poor old sundial had a shock
When first they tampered with the
clock,
And never quite forgave the crime
That brought a second Summer
Time.

NOVEMBER
Victoria Crewdson
£30 (No. 86)

It can't think why we wake at five
Before the bees have left the hive.
It hates to feel our day is done
Before the twilight has begun.

Ian & Helen Jones
£20 (No. 91)

Yet, on my sundial, I can trace
This message for the human race.
"Let others talk of storm and
showers,
I only count the shining hours"

DECEMBER
Lynne Harris
£30 (No. 20)
Gordon Helliwell
£20 (No. 29)
SPECIAL THANKS to Victoria for her
continuing support and generosity in
re-donating her 100 club wins back to
the village hall funds.

N J E Heating Services
Your Local Central Heating Specialists in Welshpool

Maggie

VOTES FOR WOMEN
A costumed talk
by re-enactor
Lynda Sharp to
mark the 100th
anniversary of
women getting
the vote.
Corn Exchange Welshpool,
Thursday 13th December
7.30pm. Admission £3.

Lynda

Nick

Richard

Jamie

Robin

Dan

1 & 2 Jehu Road, Welshpool
Tel: 01938 552 976
Email: sales@nj-evans.co.uk
Web: www.nj-evans.co.uk

All Work Undertaken by Our Own
Qualified Local Engineers

Register

Accredited Installer
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THE LEIGHTON DIRECTORY 1.
MID-WALES & BORDERS PEST CONTROL

COOKSON TRAVEL LTD

Wasps, Flies, Moles, Rats and Mice - whatever
your pest, we can help. Call Simon on:
01938 556807 or 07811 637896
mwbpestcontrol@gmail.com
www.midwalesborderspestcontrol.co.uk

Group Travel for all occasions
16 to 57 seat Coaches
Personal and friendly service
Tel: 01938 553465
cooksongrouptravel@yahoo.co.uk
Hope Lane : Welshpool : SY21 8HF

ADVERTISE HERE!
This space has just become available.
A brilliant opportunity to promote your
new business or service in 2019.

Email: news@long-mountain.co.uk

JOE’S LAWNMOWERS
Servicing & Repairs for all small engines
GET READY FOR SPRING
IF IT DON'T MOW CALL JOE ON

07722 029 007
Unit 5 Leighton Centre

Or phone 01938 570 675
For property advice or a
FREE, no obligation
market appraisal please
call 01938 531 000
Alternatively for an instant online valuation please visit:

www.tinyurl.com/MCCvalue
Email: welshpool@mccartneys.co.uk

KINGSWOOD FRAMES & MIRRORS
Framers, Carvers, Gilders, Restorers
Tim Haysell
Unit 2, Offa’s Dyke Business Park
Tel: 01938 554985

Main site: www.mccartneys.co.uk

Gerry Hill & John Nunn

Tel: 01938 580346

Paddock Electrical Ltd
Established 22 Years
Testing and Inspection
Fire Alarms/Emergency Lighting
Installations & Rewires
Electrical Condition Reports
Solar Panel Installation

info@brooklyn-kennels-cattery.co.uk

ANDREW THOMAS
Agricultural Contracting and
Septic Tank Emptying

01938 553219
07860 152 612

www.paddockelectrical.co.uk
Tel 01938 555521 Email info@paddockelectrical.co.uk

JANE WILLIAMS HAIRDRESSING
Phone: 07989 349386
Mobile hairdressing, cuts, colours,perms.
New from 2016, hair extension and also
QUALITY BRIDAL HAIR SERVICE.
j.williams364@btinternet.com
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THE LEIGHTON DIRECTORY 2.
Sunday Roast Dinner
£8.50 served all day 12:00 - 7:00 pm
Afternoon Cream Teas 3:00 - 6:00 pm weekends
Tel: 01938 553076

NEW & USED DRESS AGENCY
Buy or Sell Brand New & Pre-loved Clothing
Please call beforehand if you wish to bring your pre-loved
clothing & accessories into our store

www.greendragonbuttingtonwelshpool.co.uk

T: 01743 790600 M: 07795 592716
E: sue.lindsay@stiperstones.net
Upstairs at CONNECTIONS,
Shrewsbury Rd, Pontesbury SYS 0QD
Facebook: Gladrags Pontesbury

DI STEVENS

BEAUTY BY AMANDA

MCSP HPC Reg

Ultimate Non-Surgical Face-Lift * Massages*
Tanning * Shellac manicures * Hair Removal *
Hot Stone Massage
For an appointment or consultation contact Amanda
on 01938 580002 or 07950 385215
“Beauty By Amanda Welshpool” for special offers
or e-mail amandaspencer@sky.com

Chartered Human and Animal Physiotherapist
07808 529925
Helping you and your loved ones reduce pain
and restore movement
Home Visits Available

Also available Spray Tan Parties; Consultant for “Arbonne”

FEEL GREAT WITH ALOE VERA
Superb quality Aloe Vera and bee products.
Drinks, topical creams, supplements,
personal care, skin care, weight management,
cosmetics, animal care (domestic and farm).
Special gift ideas. 60-day, money-back guarantee.
Try some products at home free.
Carol and Paul Harris 01938 553430
carol@aloevera.uk.net www.bit.ly/carolshop

LEIGHTON GARDENING SERVICES
For lawn-mowing, verge
clearing, paddock cutting,
cultivating, long-reach hedge
clipping, patio cleaning,
fencing, and any other
gardening needs.

Contact: 01938 570241 or 07813 720080

££££££££££££
Do you know someone who would like
some extra income
part-time, working from home?
Students? Retired people? Young mums?
If so, please contact Carol Harris
on 01938 553430 for more information

SPLASH Plumbing & Heating Engineers
GAS SAFE & OFTEC Registered. Fully Trained and CRBchecked staff. Free Quotation and Advice. Installation,
Service and Repair, from a tap washer to a complete
plumbing/heating installation. 24-hour Emergency Call Out
available to our customers. Fully Insured.
Showroom 5 & 6 Church Street Welshpool

Call your local plumbers on:
01938 555566 or 07800 552026 or 07581 033549

Range Cookers
Woodburners
Fires & Fire Places
Flue Pipes
CCTV Surveys
Installations
Dragon Works, Henfaes Lane, Welshpool
t: 01938 552246 e: kaye@derwas.co.uk
www.derwas.co.ukuk
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THE LEIGHTON DIRECTORY 3.
F J R OBERTS
DECORATING
Carpentry — Joinery —Furniture
INTERIOR AND EXTERIOR DECORATING
WALLPAPERING PAINT SPRAYING
WALL AND FLOOR TILING

General maintenance
Property renovations & repairs
Sheds, outbuildings & more…

TEL FRAZER ROBERTS ON 07969 130 011

All parts for each project are custom-made
in our well equipped workshop.
Call us for a free quote.
No job is too
small (or
too big!)

Thanks to our sponsors LEIGHTON ESTATE WOODLANDS

CHRISTMAS TREES for SALE
Norway, Noble & Nordmann Spruce
PLEASE ORDER
NOW TO AVOID
DISAPPOINTMENT

FIREWOOD - LOGS
HARD & SOFTWOOD

Please contact: WILL JONES on 07889 922 342
The next issue will be FEBRUARY 2019. Please don’t forget the deadline which is:

Friday 18th January 2019
Please send your copy (as soon as possible) to:

David Holloway tel: 01938 570 675 email: news@long-mountain.co.uk

