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FROM THE DESK OF THE PARISH PRIEST  
Lent started very early this year – no sooner had we 
finished celebrating Christmas than Ash Wednesday 
came along.  It was good to see so many parishioners 
coming to receive the ashes at either one of the school 
celebrations or at Church.  As we received the ashes the 
words, “Turn away from sin and be faithful to the 
Gospel” were said. 
 

To enable us to act upon these words the Church 
highlights three areas that we need to embrace – prayer, 
fasting or self denial and almsgiving or acts of charity. 
 

Each of these reminds us that we are not the centre of 
the world.  They remind us of the need for humility – to 
recognise we are not perfect and that ultimately it is God 
who gives meaning to our life, our existence. 
 

We only find true inner happiness with God.  That does 
not mean life will always be great and there be no 
problems.  With God in our lives then even amidst the 
sufferings, difficulties and problems that come with life 
there will be an inner happiness and contentment. 
 

I pray that we all find this happiness and contentment 
that can only be found in God. 
 

******** 
I would like to welcome Cheryl Fox to our parish 
community.  Cheryl replaced Paul Hamilton as 
headteacher of St. Gilbert’s Primary School.  We hope 
she has many happy years with us. 
 

Holy Cross Primary School is this year 150 years old.  
The school opened in 1858 as All Saints in a building 
which had to be demolished when the River Irwell was 
widened and deepened to create the Manchester Ship 
Canal. 
 

I also recently discovered that St. Gilbert’s School began 
life as Holy Cross School in 1857.  Canon Kershaw, 
Parish Priest of All Saints, built the school on the site 
where the Parish hall is now.  It was in the early 1920s 
when the school moved site and changed its name.  A 
log book for the school is in St. Matthew’s archives and 
begins in 1865. 
 

I wish you and your families every blessing. 
Father Michael. 
 

 

 
ABC GROUP 

 

I would like to highlight the parish ABC Group.  At this 
group various parishioners come to learn about and 
discuss the Catholic Faith.  It is open to Catholic and 
non Catholic. As a result of the group we have one 
person who will become a Catholic this Easter and 
another hopefully sometime in September.  If you would 
like to explore your Catholic faith or are thinking you 
would like to become a Catholic then please come and 
see me. 
 
Fr. Michael Ryan. 

 

My Friend. 
 

He was my friend, companion and a brother. 
So like and yet so unlike any other. 

Do you think he knew?  Did he guess, 
That when temptation came I would say “Yes”? 

What would it take to make my conscience yield? 
How Much?  Enough to buy a Potter’s Field. 
My God, what have I done?  He trusted me. 

Today we die, each on our own accursed tree. 
I never thought that it would come to this. 

He was my friend and I betrayed him with a kiss. 
 

Kath Byrne. 
 

100 Years of Trafford Park......... 
By R.M. Eccles Library Writers. 
 

A chap from Eccles at the time of the depression was 
unemployed.  Mooching along the Canal Bank at 
Patricroft one day, he heard a cry of ‘Help!’ and found a 
man struggling in the water.  “What’s your name?” 
shouted the first, and the man in the water responded 
“Jack Smith”.  “Where dost work?...”Metro’s”…so he 
ran all the way to Metro’s, saying to the foreman, “Jack 
Smith will be about drowned by now, so can I have his 
job?”  To which the foreman replied, “Tha’s too late, 
lad, I’ve just ginnit to the bloke that chucked him in”….. 
 

 

Just a thought……… 
If Moses had been a committee, the children of 
Israel would still be in Sinai!!! 
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A truly moving story (part three)… .. 
By David Turner. 
 

Settled in at St. Joseph’s & St. Gilbert’s….. 
 

fter a few months at St. Joseph’s we were settled 
into the routine of life.  We were well clothed, 

well cared for and adequately fed and we had most 
home comforts – the chief exception being affection. 
 

My brother Michael and I found the food, though 
adequate, much less palatable than home cooking.  
There was always a dessert after dinner, usually rice 
pudding, sago or semolina, and that was much easier to 
get through.  We had to clean our dinner plates well 
because there was a shortage of crockery (actually the 
plates were of aluminium) so the dessert was served up 
on the dinner plate. Among the little boys we were 
always the last to finish our dinners and we must often 
have exasperated our carers who were trying to make us 
eat up so no food would be wasted.  There was one 
occasion when we were so slow that the dessert was 
ladled onto our plates before we had finished the dinner.  
Semolina with potatoes and gravy made an interesting 
combination! 
 

One asset St. Joseph’s had that was absent from most 
other homes was central heating.  The coke-fired boilers 
tended by Mr. Wallace kept the buildings nice and 
warm.  I appreciated that a lot, especially the warm 
dormitories!  After leaving St. Joseph’s I didn’t have 
central heating again until I moved to Ramsgate in 1978. 
 

We also settled quickly into school at St. Gilbert’s.  I 
had been briefly to two or three other primary schools 
before St. Gilbert’s.  I clearly remember St. Wilfrid’s in 
Hulme and I have some memories of Cambrian Street 
School which I think was also in the Hulme/Moss Side 
area.  Michael, being sickly, had been in and out of 
school – he had spent about six months in Styal 
Convalescent Hospital (now a women’s prison).  I had 
sometimes managed to evade my sister’s care on the 
way to school and have a lovely time wandering the 
streets alone or with a similar-minded friend and getting 
into mischief.  At St. Gilbert’s however we felt much 
more settled and both Michael and I learned the value of 
working hard at our lessons.  Blessed with quick minds, 
we were both either at or near the top of our separate 
classes and eventually we passed our eleven plus exams 
and went to De La Salle College. 
 

The lessons were of course presented in a very different 
way from today’s lessons.  Nearly all of each lesson was 
addressed to the whole class and so we all progressed 
through the syllabus at the same pace – too fast for 
some, too slow for others.  Without the aid of classroom 
assistants it was too much to ask that the form teacher 
should have different sets within the class according to 
ability.  There was a great emphasis on learning by 
heart, whether songs or spellings or twelve times tables.  
There was no school uniform but we all dressed much 

the same – white shirts, short grey trousers and boots 
(with or without socks) for the boys, supplemented in 
the winter by a pullover; white blouse, grey skirts, 
pullovers and shoes for the girls, though they changed to 
a cotton dress for the summer. 
 

Discipline was quite good.  There was an occasional 
fight in the playground, nearly always among the boys.  
We would gather round in a huge circle to see the 
spectacle but it was soon broken up by the teacher on 
playground duty.  I can’t recall a single instance of 
bullying. 
 
Editor’s Note: 
See page 6 for David’s memoirs of St. Gilbert’s School. 
 
 

Before the gardening season gets 
under way……… 
 

Have you ever thought of creating a ‘Friendship’  
garden?  Here’s how it works.  It can be ‘all’  of your 
garden, or just a ‘small part’, depending on how many 
friends you have!!!!!. (If you don’t have a garden at all, 
then a sunny window ledge will suffice).  Never, under 
any circumstances, actually ‘buy’  a plant for your 
‘Friendship’ garden.  (Don’t worry about the poor 
starving proprietor of the Garden Centre – he will 
survive!!)  Always beg, borrow, or, dare I say it - ‘steal’ 
from your friends any plants, shrubs, cuttings etc.  To 
ease your conscience on the ‘stealing’ part, make sure 
you ‘steal’ only spent seed heads and you will find that 
your friends will forgive you easily for this, and will 
remain your friends.  (Plants obtained by this foolproof 
method seem to grow and thrive better than any others).  
Must be something to do with T.L.C.  (Tender loving 
care).  Whenever you tend this part of your garden, you 
will always think happy thoughts and have happy 
associations as every plant will serve as a reminder of 
the particular friend who contributed a particular plant, 
whether they be near or far!!!!  And, as you find your 
‘friendship’  garden becoming full and in need of 
extending, you also have the satisfaction of knowing that 
your circle of friends must also have substantially 
increased! 
 

A Sunday School class of toddlers had spent 
a lesson busily drawing……… 
“And what have you been drawing, Gemma?” the 
teacher asked one little girl. 
“Please Miss, it’s a picture of God”. 
“But nobody knows what God looks like!” 
“Well, they do now” was the prompt reply. 
Good for Gemma!  There’s nothing to beat confidence 
and faith in your own work and ideas. 
 

Top tip……… 
To remove white rings caused by water or heat on 
polished furniture, rub gently with a paste of salt and 
cooking oil on a soft cloth.  Polish with a dry cloth. 

A 
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EASTER TRIDIUM 
 
                Holy Cross      St. Matthew’s 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Teaching black babies & white 
infants………  
 

Sister Dominica taught at St. Mary’s Infant School – in 
fact, she was the Head of St. Mary’s Infant School.  She 
was part of the Order of Nuns who lived at St. Joseph’s 
Orphanage.  The Order provided Teaching Sisters and 
sent out Missionaries. 
 

Sister Dominica was a Missionary-in-waiting, and whilst 
she waited, she taught us our Three R’s and ruled us 
with a rod of iron.  Nobody – but nobody – left St. 
Mary’s Infants without being able to read WAR AND 
PEACE, or being able to audit a Co-op. trading account 
if necessary.  You were there to learn, and learn you did 
– whatever your abilities, capabilities or disabilities. 
 

The alphabet was ingested on the first school day and 
was digested and recited on each successive day.  Tables 
went in by rote – “twice times” to “twelve times” also 
recited twice daily.  In they went, and out they came.  
They were taught, recited, inwardly digested – and they 
were there for life, to pass on to unbelieving 
grandchildren who don’t know what ‘seven nines’ are 
without a grid of electricity or a mechanical or electronic 
reckoner. 
 

Sister Dominica had me puzzled as she told us all about 
her black babies; hundreds of them there were, and they 
lived in Borneo without the aid of education.  They were 
waiting for Sister Dominica to go over there and start a 
school, for which we took our halfpennies and pennies 
instead of buying sweets.  My problem was trying to 
understand why, if they were her babies, were they in 
Borneo, without the benefit of clothing – for she had 
shown us pictures – and without their mother who was 
in Eccles teaching us that 3 multiplied by 4 makes 12, 
which is called a dozen (except by bakers who threw in 
another one).  And to add to the puzzle, why were they 
black?  It was all too much for me, but I sacrificed a lot 

of sweets to get her back in haste to where she ought to 
be – with her babies. 
 

I wonder, Sister, if you are still with us?  Borneo, or 
retired back in the Old Country?  You must be over 
ninety because I am over seventy, but, you were a 
fighter so it’s possible – and you must be very healthy 
because you wouldn’t let a germ within a mile of you – 
or us. 
 

I hope you didn’t take that bucket of Izal with you to 
those poor naked babies – they had enough to put up 
with without dipping in their hands every day before 
being allowed to enter school like we did. 
 

I’d love to see you again, Sister, and I’d love to say 
thanks for my literacy and numeracy and the stories of 
Borneo – but I’ll never forgive you for the Izal bucket; 
my hands never recovered. 
Marie Duffy.  
 
Editor’s note: 
As this article was written a number of years ago, it is 
extremely unlikely that Sister Dominica is still alive, but, 
does anyone else remember her???? 
 

Today’s children?........ 
 

“The children now love luxury; they show disrespect for 
elder and love chatter in place of exercise.  Children are 
tyrants, not the servants of their households.  They no 
longer rise when their elders enter the room.  They 
contradict their parents, chatter before company, gobble 
up dainties at the table, cross their legs and tyrannise 
their teachers”. 
Was this written by a despairing mother or grandmother 
of today, or perhaps the head teacher of an inner city 
school? 
 

No. it was written by the philosopher Socrates – in 
399B.C! 
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                                                                          FATHER TED SAYS 
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 HAPPY EASTER 
 

Are you good at sums?  Try this little test. 
Perhaps your Mum or Dad may help you. 

 
              

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 Q:  What sort of sweet is the most intelligent? 
 A:   A ‘Smartie’. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
   
   
  Q:   Why did the biscuit cry? 
  A:   Its Mum was a wafer so long. 
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St. Gilbert’s R.C. Primary School…. 
A Personal Memoir 
By David Turner.  
 

 started at St. Gilbert’s School in November 1950 
at the age of five when I became resident at St. 

Joseph’s Home in Patricroft. 
 

The school, I guess, dated from about the 1920s, part of 
the great building program that started in the nineteenth 
century and that saw the founding of so many of our 
Catholic schools and churches.  These were largely paid 
for by the local Catholics, mostly very poor people for 
the most part but very appreciative of the need to 
provide a good Catholic upbringing for their children. 
 

The site was along a cinder track beside the main 
Manchester – Liverpool line via Eccles and Patricroft 
stations.  This line was built on an embankment for 
several miles west of Patricroft station due to the 
extreme bogginess of the ground, and whenever a train 
went by you could feel the ground shake.  It was 
rumoured that after thousands of tons of rock intended 
for the foundation had been swallowed up by the bog, 
the railway line was finally laid on a foundation of 
cotton bales. 
 

On one side of the school, some air raid shelters fronted 
onto the road (Winton Road?) but these were grassed 
over by 1950.  On the other side of the school was the 
playground, then a small copse, a grassy field and then 
some wasteland before coming to a brook that 
eventually emptied into the ship canal at Barton.  
Beyond the brook was another copse and then 
increasingly boggy ground leading over to Barton 
airfield. 
 

The school was basically one block, catering for all 
school ages from rising fives to school leavers at the age 
of fourteen.  When the school leaving age was upped to 
fifteen in the 1940s a prefab was built in the grounds to 
accommodate the extra class.  There was a separate 
toilet block at one end of the playground.  The 
playground was divided into two by a wire mesh fence 
to keep the little boys and the girls safe from the rougher 
games of the bigger boys. 
 

A corridor ran along the centre of the building with 
classrooms on either side.  At the north end (closer to the 
railway) there was a washroom and a dark stairway 
leading up to the headmaster’s office.  Below the office 
was the boiler room with a coke-fired boiler.  Along the 
office side there were then the classrooms for Years 1, 2, 
3 and 4.  Coming back down the other side there were 
classrooms for reception, then Years 5, 6, 7, 8 and 9 (We 
didn’t use these designations in those days but I can’t 
recall the actual names of the classes). 
 

The classrooms were big and airy, with large windows 
to let in plenty of light.  There were large diameter 
(about five inches) pipes circulating the hot water from  

the boiler to the radiators under the windows in each 
classroom. 
 

Class sizes were about thirty to thirty-five and in those 
days there was only the one teacher for each class.  The 
nearest approach to classroom assistants was when the 
occasional trainee teacher came to do some work 
experience. 
 

Discipline was not unduly strict.  A tap on the head or 
hand with a ruler was a rare occurrence.  A visit to the 
headmaster’s office for the cane was even rarer, only 
once in my case.  Even then it was not as daunting as it 
might have been because we boys knew of a substance 
we called cane-break, named after its magical ability to 
break the cane if we took the precaution of rubbing it 
into our hands before seeing the headmaster.  I only 
wish I had an authenticated account of the headmaster’s 
reaction to having his cane unexpectedly reduced to 
shards! 
 

I am not sure after all these years of the teachers for all 
the classes but I’ll make an attempt to describe the 
classes as best I can. 
 

The headmaster, Mr. Maher, didn’t have a class for 
himself – he was much too busy with administrative 
work (no school secretaries in those days!) to have any 
time for teaching.  He must have had some spare time 
after school however, for he wrote a book, ‘The Island 
of Jeopardy’, that we had for a reader in Year 6.  I 
remember him as a tall, elderly and very quiet man who 
always appeared in a brown suit. 
 

I think the Reception class was run by one of the nuns 
from St. Joseph’s, but I was never in that class.  Year 1 
was run by Miss Howard, a very sweet and gentle lady 
of about forty whom I remember chiefly for her music.  
On the piano she would play us some of the classics of 
Haydn, Tchaikovsky and Mozart as well as simpler 
melodies which I suspect she composed herself.  If we 
were good (it happened occasionally!) she would read us 
a story at the end of the day.  ‘Rag, Tag and Bobtail’ 
was my favourite. 
 

Miss Dyson had the next class, a somewhat younger 
lady.  Year 3 may have been run by Miss Smith, the 
deputy head and a bit more disciplinarian than most of 
the teachers.  I remember that on one occasion she 
smacked the legs of all the boys in the class with a ruler 
for coming in after play time with dirty hands (but the 
smacks weren’t particularly hard).  I think Sister 
Therese-Bernard, from St. Joseph’s, had the next class.  
She was also a disciplinarian and hailed from Scotland 
(or was it Ireland?).  She taught us a number of Irish and 
Scottish songs (‘Silken Tether for my own Heifer’ and 
the ‘Skye Boat Song’).   
 

Miss Lydon had the next class, Year 5.  She was another 
younger lady and quite pretty.  The headmaster used to 
visit her class for prolonged periods because, it was said, 
he was sweet on her.  I think the truth was that he was 

I  
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talent-spotting among the pupils to confirm the teachers’ 
reports about which pupils were likely candidates to sit 
the eleven-plus exam.  Mr. Burke had Year 6, the last 
class I attended at St. Gilbert’s.  Mr. Burke was very 
dynamic and very keen on sport.  Unfortunately, I was 
far from keen on sport so I didn’t always enjoy those 
lessons as much as I might have done.  He was however 
also very good at music and that was something I liked a 
lot.  I remember one incident when he was trying to 
teach the class the Maundy Thursday Hymn ‘Pange 
Lingua Gloriosi’.  He was becoming frustrated because 
the class just couldn’t get the tune, until he realised that 
one boy at the back of the class had it right.  He got us to 
sing one by one until he found, to my embarrassment, 
that I was the one, and I had to sing it out again and 
again until the class all had it right too 
 

I’m afraid I don’t remember any of the teachers higher 
up the school, though I do remember one regular visitor 
to the school.  The headmaster had a friend, Commander 
Parkinson, who used to visit the older pupils’ classes to 
give talks on his experiences in the wartime Navy and to 
pass on some words of wisdom about life in the wider 
world. 
 

There was no school hall and no dining room in the 
school and about the only time we all met together was 
at the annual sports day, held in the field next to the 
school.  We seldom played our regular sports there – 
instead we went to Winton rec. a short walk along the 
railway and through a tunnel cut under the embankment.  
Sport was almost always football in the winter and 
cricket in the summer, though just occasionally we 
would have rugby or athletics. 
 

One of the sporting activities I did enjoy was the trip to 
the swimming baths in Eccles, a fifteen minute walk 
away.  The class would walk crocodile fashion along the 
path by the railway, over the canal at the footbridge, past 
Patricroft station and along by the railway marshalling 
yards.  If we were lucky we would see the coaling of one 
of the steam locomotives.  This involved the raising of a 
wagon full of coal up out of sight into the top of the 
hoist where it was inverted over the coal tender of the 
locomotive, the ten or twenty tons of coal falling into the 
tender with a great crash and a huge cloud of coal dust.  
The swimming baths were always nice and warm, even 
on the coldest winter days, and there was always the 
pungent smell of chlorine inside. 
 

I was very keen on learning to swim at first, but after I 
had been going to the baths for a few months I had two 
great shocks in the space of a few weeks.  The first 
shock came when we used the second of the two large 
pools, after having used only the other one before.  I had 
grown quite confident about jumping into the shallow 
end of the baths where the water was only three feet 
deep and I could easily keep my footing.  I jumped 
straight into the second pool without realising that the 
layout was different from the first.  I found myself 
floundering in the deep end of the pool, unable to stand, 

unable to swim and afraid I might drown.  Fortunately 
one of the other boys saw my predicament and helped 
me out of the pool.  The second shock came soon after 
when I was at the shallow end of the pool.  I had slipped 
on the bottom of the pool and I just couldn’t regain my 
footing.  I was thrashing about, swallowing a great deal 
of water and afraid again I was going to drown while 
those around me seemed to think I was just playing 
about.  This time it was the swimming instructor who 
saw that I was in trouble and rescued me.  After those 
experiences it was a long time before I regained my 
confidence in the water and it was several years before I 
learned to swim. 
 

I know there is a tendency to look upon our childhood as 
a sort of golden age, but I truly believe that we were 
very fortunate in having a school where we were 
encouraged to do well but without the same pressures 
that seem to exist today in our school.  The teachers 
were dedicated and kind and the religious ethos of the 
school echoed that of St. Joseph’s Home, a truly 
inspirational place to live. 

********* 

On Thursday, 21st February the S.V.P. Society 
organized a Social in the Parish Hall which was 

attended by 65 Senior Citizens. 
There was a buffet lunch and entertainment was 

provided by David James, a ballad singer.  There was 
also a raffle, and everyone who attended had a 

thoroughly enjoyable afternoon. 

I am so thankful……… 
 

·  For my teenage daughter who is complaining 
about doing dishes, because it means she is at 
home, and not on the streets. 

·  For the taxes I pay, because it means I am 
employed. 

·  For the mess to clean after a party, because it 
means I have been surrounded by friends. 

·  For the supermarket run, because it means I can 
buy food. 

·  For the clothes that fit a little too snug, because 
it means I have enough to eat. 

·  For a lawn that needs mowing, windows that 
need cleaning, and gutters that overflow, 
because it means I have a home. 

·  For all the complaining I hear about the 
Government, because it means we have freedom 
of speech. 

·  For my heating bill, because it means I am 
warm. 

·  For the lady behind me in church who sings off-
key, because it means I can hear. 

·  For the pile of laundry and ironing I’ve got, 
because it means I have clothes to wear. 

·  For weariness and aching muscles at the end of 
the day, because it means I have been capable of 
working hard. 
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Sugar in your tea……… 
 

There are many tales of dockers knowing how 
to corner-drop the tea chests while unloading.  
Commonly known as ‘Newspaper Night’, on 
arriving home their wives placed the paper on 
the floor to catch the tea from either ladies’ 
stockings or dockers’ socks pulled over filled 
trouser legs hidden by overalls.  Sugar was a 
stickier matter.  With the aid of a piece of 
copper piping tapered to a sharp, fine point, the 
Hessian hundredweight sacks were pierced at 
an angle allowing the sugar to trickle into 
empty ‘buttie’ boxes.  Careful removal of the 
pipe, and the Hessian went together again re-
sealing the bag.  Bonded warehouse men 
considered the sugar to be despatched under 
weight as the bag showed no signs of having 
been opened!!!! 
(Taken from 100 Years of Trafford Park). 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Do you attend Sunday morning Mass at Holy 
Cross?  If so, why not join us in the Parish Hall 
for a ‘cuppa’?  We serve Tea-20p.  Coffee-25p.  

Orange Juice-10p. 
All with a selection of complimentary biscuits.  

And – there is no charge whatsoever 
for the friendly atmosphere!!!! 

 
 

Cup a tay……… 
 

In 1664 The East India Company began to bring tea to 
England.  The contemporary pronunciation “tay” came 
from the Amoy area.  Canton tea was called “ch’a”. 
 

Have a cup of tea……… 
 

Everyday our bodies are under attack from free radicals 
– compounds that damage cells, causing some ageing 
effects and possibly even triggering cancer.  Thankfully, 
the nation’s favourite drink – tea – is packed with 
antioxidants which can help combat the free radicals.  
So, pour yourself another one.  Better still, switch to 
green tea which is even richer in antioxidants and is 
thought to provide some protection against Alzheimer’s. 
 

Alongside a bus stop was a Wayside Pulpit bearing the 
words “Where will you be on the Day of Judgment?” 
And underneath, someone had written,  “Still here – 
waiting for a number 57 bus!” 
 
Blessed are those who can laugh at themselves.  They 
will have endless amusement. 

Sunday school……… 
 

A ten-year-old boy was recounting his Sunday School 
lesson for his mother. 
 

“Our teacher told us how God sent Moses behind the 
enemy lines to rescue the Israelites from the Egyptians.  
He brought them to the Red Sea and ordered his 
engineers to build a pontoon bridge.  After they had all 
crossed, Moses looked up and saw the Eqyptian tanks 
coming.  He grabbed his walkie-talkie and ordered his 
air force to bomb the bridge and save the Israelites”. 
 

His mother looked doubtful.  “Are you sure, David, that 
is how your teacher told the story?” 
 

“Well, not exactly, but if I told you what she really said, 
you’d never believe it!” 

**** 
 

A gossipy tongue is a dangerous thing 
If its owner is thoughtless at heart; 

She can give when she chooses full many a sting 
That will painfully linger and smart. 

But each gossipy tongue would be baulked in its 
plan 

For causing distress, hurt and tears, 
If it weren’t helped out by the misguided one 

Who possesses two gossipy ears! 
 

 

Happy Easter to all  
our Parishioners 

 

Issue eight will be available in early June and the 
closing date for items to be included is Sunday, 18th 
May 

 


