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Hidden
DELIGHTS
EMMA LUTHER was pleasantly suprised when she
discovered in the beautiful and historic town of
Shrewsbury, there’s more than meets the eye
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HE world as we understand
it was shaped by
Shrewsbury. That’s a fairly
grand claim to fame isn’t it?
But until I was invited to visit this pretty
town it had never been on my radar.
And until I set foot in the magnificent
Shrewsbury Museum and Art Gallery
I had no idea that evolutionist Charles
Darwin had grown up there, first
becoming absorbed by the world around
him from his Shrewsbury garden.
If natural selection was less about
survival of species and more the most
beguiling spots to choose to stay in the
UK, his birthplace would most certainly
be up there.
It’s a place that exudes charm at
every corner. We were staying at the
gorgeously-styled Lion and Pheasant.
Squeezing in through the townhouse’s
slightly stressfully narrow gateway we
pulled up in the little car park and soon
made ourselves right at home.
Our pretty bedroom, up in the eaves
of the 16th Century building, gave us
a lovely big bed tucked under exposed
beams as well as tasty freshly-baked
biscuits and plenty of tea and coffee.
It put us in the heart of Wyle Cop, a
street lined with independent stores that
make you smile if you’re fed up with the
same chain stores popping up wherever
you go across the UK.
To get an overview of the place we
hopped on board the Sabrina – a big
cruiser which follows the River Severn
around the town and gives a great
introduction to the history of the place
as well as a glimpse of the things to see
and do there.
We glided past 29-acres of parkland
known as The Quarry, were shown
the renowned Shrewsbury School and
admired the English and Welsh bridges
arching overhead.
Smiley staff grabbed us a hot drink as
we gazed past the pouring rain, out at
vibrantly green surroundings.
Unsure of where to go next we
decided to ditch the soaking wet map
and wander along whichever lane
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grabbed us. Grope Lane gave us both
a laugh as well as a couple of hilarious
photos. We snaked along cobbled streets,
past stunning old timber buildings,
peeked into pretty coffee shops and were
tempted by plenty of cosy pubs and
restaurants.
But we had dinner booked at our
homely townhouse and boy were we
in for a treat. Relaxing in the light and
airy bar area we looked through a daily
menu that offered plenty of choice,
while the helpful barman whipped us up
a couple of cocktails as aperitifs.
Our charmingly smiley waitress led
us up to the cosy first floor restaurant
for an excellent meal – we enjoyed
goats’ cheese mousse and Thai-cured
salmon to start, followed by a sizeable
slow-cooked chicken breast and panseared stone bass with salt and pepper
squid. Topped off with a rich chocolate
brownie and raspberry sorbet – we were
in foodie heaven.
It was a treat to wander downstairs
after dinner to discover live music in the
bar. Enjoying another fine cocktail to
round off our lovely first day in town,
we swayed the evening away to some
sublime acoustic sounds.
After a great night’s sleep and
fantastically fresh fry-up, we were
ready to explore and having been
recommended the riverside walk by
reception staff we took advantage of the
morning’s sunshine to stroll along under
the tree-lined avenues.
Watching dog walkers contentedly
ambling along, while joggers whizzed
past us, I marvelled at such a peaceful
spot to soak up some tranquility from
nature and the flowing river alongside
us.
It wasn’t long until we reached
The Quarry, home to the Dingle
– a beautifully designed garden (by
renowned gardener, the late Percy
Thrower no less) overflowing with
colourful blooms surrounding a
carefully maintained lake, complete
with fountains and statues. We were so
taken with the place it was hard to pull
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ourselves away to explore the shops.
I love finding a bargain and enjoyed a
good couple of hours taking advantage
of all the little gems packing the streets.
We stumbled into Neal’s Yard and a
friendly sales assistant told us if we had
time she’d give us a taster of a couple of
Indian head massages for £6 – it was the
perfect chill out for us before heading
off to explore the red sandstone castle
which was built in 1070.
The pride and care taken over the
collections of the Shropshire Regimental
Museum Trust inside was humbling.
Elderly gentlemen polished glass
cases protecting medals, gas masks,
old pistols, swords and all manner of
army kit – some dating back to the
18th Century. It proved an absorbing
escape from everyday life to reflect on
the sacrifices of the past and take in the
polished treasures so lovingly taken care
of by the fantastic staff.
I was keen to check out the former
St Nicholas church next door which
has been converted into a striking bar
and spa. Nestled in one of the darkened
rooms with Moroccan lamps glowing
around me I reflected on just what a
fantastic place Shrewsbury is. As my
back was pummelled I reflected on how
much we’d enjoyed our visit – it had
proved the perfect spot for us to relax,
unwind, enjoy some great food and
drinks, appreciate a bit of history and
culture and really switch off for a couple
of days.
It may not have been on my radar
before but now I know how great the
town is I’ve already been raving about
it to family and friends and with it
being just a couple of hours drive up
the M5 it won’t be too long before we
return – possibly for a bit of (whisper it)
Christmas shopping.
Emma stayed at the Lion and
Pheasant townhouse hotel at 49-50
Wyle Cop, Shrewsbury SY1 1XJ. Call:
01743 770345. Room rates from £104
per night including breakfast. For more
information: lionandpheasant.co.uk

