


As the gouge peels off curling flakes of the damp
wood, marks of pale pinkish-orange start to appear like
watered silk. ‘Gorgeous', says a student, Sheila, reverently.
‘People react to wood, comments Guy. 'You notice them
wanting to touch and feel it!

Gouges, spokeshaves, froes, drawknives and other
woodland accessories are laid out on a long table with
the neatness of an operating theatre. In the neighbouring
workshop stand wooden pole lathes and shave horses.
The local farmers, says Guy, have been ‘incredibly welcoming
- | think probably because these are old rural skills and they
like to see them being revived:

Apart from the pouring rain and noise of mallet on gouge,
the silence is absolute, broken occasionally by the mewing
of a buzzard. Guy's punters today include a potter from the
south of France, a speech therapist, a chartered surveyor
and a retired business consultant, whose wife has given him
the two-day course as a present. ‘| was trying to work out
who would be our typical guest and there is no such thing,
Guy says. ‘That is the absolute joy: people want very
different things. Some focus on the fact that they are just
away from it all in the woods, others are coming to learn
new skills or hone existing skills:

Those who come back for more tend also to enjoy the
food. Guy's wife, universally known as Boo, despite being
childrened out' at the end of the summer holidays, has today
provided roast chicken, couscous and salad, followed by
apple crumble and cream, set out on wooden planked tables
within the tipi. Suddenly, the soreness of unfamiliar muscles
is more bearable. The general atmosphere of 'bonding,
along with the extraordinary mental relaxation of variously
chipping, shaving, gouging or maybe turning wood for some
six hours, without a mobile phone or computer screen in
sight, has caused requests that Guy go ‘corporate’ and
entertain twenty at a time, an offer he steadfastly refuses.
‘We are set up for ten; he insists. But he is discussing the
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possibilities of combining with River Cottage courses, of
Hugh Fearnley-Whittingstall fame, five miles away.

The woodland silence is not sacrosanct: he is also looking
at the possibility of using the wood for children's parties,
having just successfully entertained his own ten-year-old
and friends. They raced in boats across the pond while
| shot at water-filled balloons overhead with an air rifle, he
says happily.

So don't you miss the Big City? ‘Not at all, | never really
want to get out of the woods - | want people to come here
and enjoy it, he says.
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Close to nature: Guy's
students working in the
open air

Guy checks one of
his students working
on a lathe
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