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Our Trip to England, 2006
August 28, 2006, Scottsdale AZ
Robert Welsh, our friend and house sitter, has come to spend the night. We couldn’t get him to come for dinner, 
but he’s agreed to take us to the airport in the morning and it will be easier for all of us tomorrow to have him 
tucked into the guest room. And since he was here for our previous trip to Pennsylvania he knows his way 
around.

It seems as though we’ve been packing for days, checking lists, putting things into the suitcases and taking them 
out. Today we found it was hard to weigh the suitcases. It is critical that the two we plan to check are both under 
50 pounds. René went out to Linens ‘n Things and got a super deal on a barrier free scale. Now we know that 
his suitcase is 46 pounds and mine weighs 47. We know we’ll have to check more pieces for our return trip, 
because there are currently very strict limits for carry-on when leaving UK for US. We’re prepared.

August 28, 2006 – Travel Day
Robert got us to he airport in plenty of time. We cleared check-in, cleared security, and waited peacefully for 
our flight. We’ve decided to take the cell phone. We won’t be able to use it in England, but if it can retain its 
charge for 2 weeks, and if we will be allowed to carry it in our carry-on on the return trip, then it will be handy 
to check in with our near and dear on our route home. So we are using the phone at the Phoenix airport to finish 
off our good-buys.

The flight to Reagan Airport in Washington went well. We had some nibbles packed and I bought a lunch. We 
both had books we enjoyed and we were ready for a low-key day. Our flight arrived in Washington at 4:11 
PM and we were scheduled to leave at 5:40. We checked phone messages and were unsuccessful in returning 
a call to the insurance adjuster regarding our lightening strike. We had a nice meal while waiting and then 
boarded the flight on time. Then the trouble began. The pilot got on the intercom and said it didn’t look good. 
The short version of the story is this: a storm cell moved in and sat over Philadelphia, our destination. It was 
probably a wise decision to have us wait it out on the ground in Washington rather than somewhere over stormy 
Philadelphia. The storm lasted long enough that by the time we got there our flight to Manchester had departed. 
Neither of us had the heart to ask by how much we had missed it. The good news is that he could schedule us 
for the same flight on the next day. Our bags were all checked in and he gave us new boarding passes, so that 
part is all done. The bad news is that it is after 9:00 PM and it is up to us to find a hotel for the night and pay 
for it. The delay is weather related, not something the airline can control; they are no longer in the business of 
subsidizing the weather. If I ran an airline I’d probably make the same decision.

We found an airport information desk where they helped us find a motel that had a shuttle bus. 
It turned out to be a Day’s Inn in Chester PA. 

http://www.daysinnchester.com/hotelhome/

A group of US Airways pilots were heading for the shuttle bus pick-up spot and invited us to follow them, as 
they knew the way. They were disgruntled by the length of time it took to get picked up. 

We were in low, low gear and didn’t let much of anything get us too rumpled. The nearby restaurants were 
closed by the time we arrived, but the desk clerks had menus for the Chinese restaurant nearby and helped us 
place an order. We checked in and started learning how to use our international calling card to call to the car 
rental agency and the hotel in England, to tell them we were delayed by a day. It is not an intuitive process. 
There was no real way to leave a message for Hire ‘n Hire. I’m not sure the hotel clerk got the message straight. 
Our dinner arrived, we unpacked and went to bed with unbrushed teeth. Tomorrow is another day.
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August 30, 2006
We checked email on the computers in the hotel lobby, then headed for Dawn’s Diner, a separate business that 
is physically connected to the hotel. It is a comfortable affordable authentic place. We liked it so much we sent 
a copy of the menu to Carter and Meghan so they might find it sometime on their way to the city. The waitress 
there told us how to find a drug store where I replaced my watch battery. The hotel desk provided us with 
shaving cream and toothpaste.

When we arrived the night before the hotel shuttle took us through the well-marked campus of Widener 
University. I checked it out on the hotel computer and found they have an art gallery. It was only a few blocks 
away and it seemed to be just the right size adventure for our unexpected rest day. The lobby was cheerful 
andthe gallery was welcoming.

Even though the University does not have an art department they have 
a lovely collection, mostly the gift of a local philanthropist, Alfred O. 
Deshong. We were particularly impressed with his Japanese carved 
ivory from the Meiji Period (1868-1912)
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The European painting collection was comfortable accessible paintings, nothing very challenging.

Auctioneering a Naturalist’s Treasures 
Adolf Luben (German 1837-1905) oil 
on canvas 47 3/4” x 69 3/4” Alfred O. 
Deshong Collection 

The gallery director referred to this painting as a keg party. That’s why she didn’t feature it in the front of the 
exhibit in a university setting.

Here is the gallery website
http://www.widener.edu/
 Campus Visitor > Art Gallery 
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But enough of all this fun. This isn’t really why we’re here. Dawn’s diner gave us so much breakfast we really 
weren’t hungry for lunch.  The hotel had agreed to a late checkout for us, so we wandered back, packed our few 
belongings and hopped on the 2:15 PM shuttle back to the airport. This time it was full of US Airways flight 
attendants. Overheard on the bus: “Karen, what did you get for October?”  answer: “Paris!”

At the airport, all we had to do was hang around until time to board. 

We continued with our books, had a light meal, tried the wooden rocking chairs they have sprinkled around. In 
the boarding lounge there were at least half a dozen British families with school age children, heading back for 
the start of school. 

Our seats were in the center row of four, 
with people on either side. But after they 
closed the door both those people found 
seats elsewhere, so we could spread out a 
little. 
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They fed us, we snoozed, but didn’t really sleep. Then it was morning, they fed us again, and we were in 
Manchester.

Clearing customs was a matter of stating we had nothing to declare. On the other side of the wall was Allen 
from Hire ‘n Hire, holding a sign with our name and waiting patiently. Mercifully Allen drove a series of 
motorways, while we asked questions about the controls in the Toyota Corolla. 

At the office in Leigh we signed papers and answered questions while the staff handled a number of other 
issues.  The parking lot certainly looked different from car rental firms in this country.
http://www.hirenhire.co.uk/

Anna with 
Allen in 
parking lot
<---

Our rented 
Toyota 
Corolla
        ---->
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Our first stop was across the town of Leigh to the public library. To get there we headed west on Chapel Street 
until it changed to Spinning Jenny Way. (This whole area was involved in the cotton mill business.) Then turn 
north on King Street until it changes to Market Street. Every town around here has a Market Street.

We found a car park and a kind man who showed us how to use the Park and Display system. He even added 
some coins to the ones we picked up at Hire ‘n Hire, so we could have enough.

From the car park we could see the Town Hall

and the Library.
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1 inch = 4 miles  On the map above I’ve circled the places we visited.

We were groggy, and I didn’t expect to find much, but I wanted to meet Tony, the librarian with whom I had 
arranged some time. He had pulled a couple of directories that I could look at quickly. We arranged to come 
back on Saturday morning to do more. We didn’t want to re-park the car, so we set off on foot to find lunch. We 
found a “free” pub and enjoyed a chance to drink a beer, munch lunch and catch up with ourselves. After that 
we took off down the left side of the road to fill the car with petrol and find our way to Wigan, where we had 
reservations for a couple of nights.
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We didn’t have detailed instructions for finding the Quality Hotel in Wigan. We stopped to ask for directions at 
a little shop, and a kind man, another customer, hopped in his van and took us there. We keep finding this sort 
of generosity. The driving is sufficiently difficult that  once we were in the parking lot we didn’t want to drive 
much.The motel rooms were spaceous and we could spend some quality jet lag time here.
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Here is the hotel’s dining area where we had our first exposure to the term “Full English Breakfast.” It always 
includes a slab of bacon, some sausage, toast, grilled tomato and an egg. Here they included a disk of black pud-
ding, which I correctly guessed as a blood sausage. 

Here is Wikipedia’s take on the tradition.
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Full_English_Breakfast
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We got to Wigan Thursday afternoon and spent that day and Friday recovering and exploring, entirely in the 
rain. We walked around the city.

We did a little research at the Wigan History 
Center. I found one document which added 
to my knowledge, but by and large they were 
right; their data doesn’t cover the area of 
Bolton and Atherton which I needed.

One night at dinner the restaurant was domi-
nated by a group of young women throwing 
a bachelorette party for a friend who was 
about to be married.

While we were in Wigan I finally learned 
how to use the international calling card and 
was able to make calls to the B&B in Leigh, 
our son’s friend in Oswaldtwistle (!), and 
some B&B’s in the Lake District. We learned 
that the northern B&B’s were booked; we’ll 
just have to show up and take our chances 
with a visitors’ information center.
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Saturday we returned to Leigh and checked into the Cottwood B&B. It is small and friendly, though the beds are 
a little Spartan. There is convenient parking in the back.

We hiked through the steady rain to the library. 
I spent a couple of hours reading weekly local 
newspapers from 1881 and 1882, looking for an 
advertisement for the sale of my Great Grandfa-
ther’s saddle shop. René was able to find an elec-
trical cord we needed at a nearby shop, and then 
he used the library’s computers to check e-mail.

While I was taking these pictures of all the shops along 
Church Street, a lady came by on her way to church. She 
said, “Recreating the past, are you?” This was a little 
spooky, because that is exactly what we were doing. We 
spoke for a little while and it turned out that she remem-
bered seeing the saddlery shop, as a child, when she 
visited her uncle in the neighborhood. So I now believe 
that someone else continued the business after my family 
left the country. 

The next day we took off to see Oswaldtwistle where we met with our son’s friend, and his family, and enjoyed 
a pleasant visit and dinner in a lovely authentic old pub. Loved the mushrooms!

On the way we stopped in Atherton and Bolton to see some ancestor’s homes. In Atherton it was easy to find 
Church Street where my Great Grandfather left the saddlery shop in 1881. But the building, and the adjacent 
Bear Paw’s Inn are gone. Both buildings were around the corner to the left of the optician’s shop in this photo. 
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This is the Church at the foot of the hill, 
where at least five of my grandfather’s siblings 
were christened.

Here are two good websites covering the past and 
present of Atherton:
On line Parish Clerk for Atherton
  http://www.lan-opc.org.uk/Atherton/index.html

Dave Dutton’s Atherton Online
  http://www.nyt.co.uk/atherton.htm

The church, 
pictured above

The shops across the 
street, above, and 
on next 
page

Location of saddle 
shop

The Map below is from 
1905. It is much closer to 
the way Atherton looked in 
1881 than it is today.

The same neighborhood today, from Google
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Here is a composite shot of the shops 
across Church Street from the Church.

My Great Grandfather’s saddle shop was around the corner from here.
 

For a Google map on this intersetion today:
http://maps.google.com/maps?f=q&hl=en&q=Preston,+Lancashire,+PR1,+UK&ie=UTF8&z=18&ll=53.52494
6,-2.488478&spn=0.00169,0.006191&t=h&om=1

From Atherton we visited Bolton. 
My Great Grandfather grew up there, and his parents and sister lived there for many years. 
Many of the street names have changed since the census records of the 1800’s, but we were able to find two 
places where his sister lived.

 503 Tonge Moore Rd      529 Tonge Moore Rd.
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Monday, September, 4, 2006
It rained most of the time we were exploring around Manchester, and we were ready to head for a vacation spot 
in the Lake District. Driving on the motorways was much easier than the smaller urban roads; we approached 
the Lakes sooner than we expected. Our first stop, based on guidebooks, was Kendal. Although it was more 
attractive than the area around Manchester it was just as congested. We got trapped in a left turn lane which 
terminated in a grocery store parking lot, with no spaces. There was no question of stopping for lunch, it was 
impossible to park. We couldn’t get out of there fast enough. We headed north and west toward Windermere. 
That’s where our luck started to turn.  We spotted the Tourist Information office, right where the map said it 
would be, and pulled into the one remaining parking space. A polite woman listened to our tale of woe, picked 
out the pertinent information, and suggested a guesthouse she thought would meet our needs. That house didn’t 
answer their phone, so she tried a couple of others. Then she found the Westbourne and found they had an open-
ing. We agreed to take it for one night. 

The Tourist Information Centers offer an interesting service. They make clear that they are not recommending 
particular places. They represent all the facilities on their lists. But they can suggest a short list that may meet 
our requirements, call and make a reservation. They take a small percentage of the reservation as their fee. That 
amount is deducted from the amount we pay the hotel. She gave us a map and highlighted the route to the West-
bourne. We found it easily. Right away we liked the place, and by the next day we decided we would stay there 
for 6 nights.

We wanted a place that was quiet, yet close enough to an interesting environment that we could easily walk to 
many different attractions. And that is just what we got here. The hotel is actually in the village of Bowness, just 
south of Windermere. Most of the buildings date from the Victorian era when the railroad started bringing sight-
seers from the cities. 

Howard and Amanda Wright do a very nice job with this hotel. 
They have high standards and it shows. 

This is our lovely room, with a view of the Copper Beech Tree.

And this is the tassle on the drapes. 
Just look at those feathers.
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The grounds are really lovely too.

This stone work is what we see in buildings and walls all around the Lakes. In Manchester it was all brick, here 
it is all slate. Much of it was mined nearby.

http://www.westbourne-lakes.co.uk
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We took a lot of walks. The lakes are glacial and the 
landscape is full of rolling hills. 

You will notice that the sun began to shine.
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Water is the prime attraction.
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One day we headed south to Blackwell, a rare example of the brief Arts and Crafts period in English architec-
ture.  It is really quite special. We couldn’t take photos inside, so you should take a look at this website to see 
the details. 

As the website says, 
“Blackwell is one of England’s most 
important surviving houses from the 
turn of the 20th century. Designed 
by M. H. Baillie Scott between 
1898 and 1900, it is a superb ex-
ample of Arts and Crafts movement 
architecture.It occupies a stunning 
position overlooking Windermere 
in the English Lake District and has 
recently been restored and opened to 
the public as a gallery for craft and 
applied arts.”

http://www.blackwell.org.uk/maps.shtml

As with Frank Lloyd Wright in this country, the architect felt he should 
have complete control of the furnishings as well as everything else.
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Another day went to the nearby village of Troutbeck to see Townend, the old farming home of many genera-
tions of yeoman farmers named George Browne.
 
http://www.nationaltrust.org.uk/main/w-vh/w-visits/w-findaplace/w-townend/
This is the lovely valley where the last
George Browne, born 1834, raised his
sheep, and decided to retire at age 40 
to carve up the furniture and 
pursue his genealogy!

I was really quite taken with this place. It took us no more than 20 minutes to drive here from our hotel in Bow-
ness, yet I’m sure it was quite isolated when the Brownes lived here. Going to the bank, or the train station, in 
Windermere must have taken most of the day. Our tour of the house included enough details of the family who 
lived here that they became quite real to me. 

http://www.touruk.co.uk/houses/Townend-Cumbria.htm

All around Bowness, and the other Lake spots, we saw pastel 
signs of Beatrix Potter and her children’s stories. She owned 
many farms in the area, drew inspiration from the landscape 
and at her death in 1943 she left 4,000 acres, including 15 
farms, to the National Trust. I find her life much more inter-
esting than her stories, but then I’m a different generation. 
But I began to imagine the story of the Browne family, as 
depicted in Beatrix Potter water colors. 

Then I learned that she owned a farm and raised sheep right 
in Troutbeck. She was born and died in the same years as 
George Browne’s daughter Clara Jane. So I imagine they had 
real encounters in this charming valley. 
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On another outing we were rounding a curve  
when we came upon a car which had stopped for 
a man in the road, waving his hands wildly for 
us to stop. We pulled along side the stopped car 
and rolled down the window. The other driver just 
leaned out and said, “Sheep.” Very economical.

We waited and after a significant delay we heard 
them approach. The shepherd was doing a lot of 
yelling and whistling, apparently as much to his 
dogs as to his colleague in the truck. 

The dogs were right on the job, rounding up the 
strays and the stragglers who failed to grasp the 
concept of a left turn. They were very impressive.
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East of Penrith -  a full day’s outing from Bowness. 

We were heading for Acorn Bank Garden, and found 
some other sites as well. 

In preparation for this trip we joined the Royal Oak 
Society, the American partner organization to the Na-
tional Trust, which preserves and maintains many his-
torical properties throughout the UK. The membership 
cards got us free entrance, and the guidebooks helped 
us find interesting spots to visit. We only scratched the 
surface.

The route took us north east from Windermere, over 
the narrow and winding Kirkstone Pass and around 
the western edge of Ullswater. We took a wrong turn 
at Pooley Bridge, but got there just the same. Acorn 
Bank is about 6 miles east of Penrith on A66, and a 
few more well marked turns after that.  We spent some 
time exploring the well marked herb garden. There 
were marked plots for head, heart, stress, women, and 
some other “ailments.”  Somehow the drizzle wasn’t 
too bad. There was a nice fire in the tea room and the 
soup was very good.
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We enjoyed the gift shop, and then followed the trail through the woods to find the partially restored water mill.  
And of course we had to pay our respects to the art of saddle and harness making.  ↓
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With interesting touches, like this woven fence, 
and the pretty chickens, it was a pleasant place 
to be.

http://www.visitcumbria.com/pen/acorn.htm

And then one of the guides sug-
gested that we find Brougham 
Castle just south of Penrith.

On the way out I got a good 
look at a Citroen Picasso, a car 
which had been catching my eye 
for more than a week. 
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 Brougham Castle

We really enjoyed this place, which we nearly had to ourselves. 
I  was remembering other castles we strolled and climbed around.

Here is their website.
 http://www.visitcumbria.com/pen/brougham.htm

I couldn’t help but think how much our children would have 
enjoyed this gift shop about 25 years ago.
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We even found the nearby Mayburgh Henge; its old, one to two thousand years. But in the last century 7 of its 8 
massive stones have been removed.  Between that and the cow patties there wasn’t much to see.

So we went back on the highways, faced the roundabouts, and headed back to our hotel.
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One day we just stayed in Bowness and Windermere and went for a walk. The Westbourne hotel put out a nice 
guide book with very detailed instructions for local walks and it served us well.
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The stone walls  are everywhere. 
Some of them have alpine rock 
gardens planted on top. Most of 
them look just like this.
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On our last day in Bowness we didn’t feel like moving the car. So we took the ferry to Ambleside.

http://www.amblesideonline.co.uk/

It is similar to Bowness and Winder-
mere, but we were ready for a change. 
Just as we landed we saw a (Youth) 
Hostel right on the shore, probably one 
of the finest views and most conve-
nient location of any hostel in the 
world. We went in and had a tour. I’d 
heartily recommend it.

http://www.yha.org.uk/hostel/
hostelpages/175.html

We stopped in several bookstores, 
looking for The Intellectual Life of 
the British Working Class, by Jona-
than Rose. I’d seen it in the library in 
Leigh and it looked interesting. We’ve 
found that having an errand to do 
makes sightseeing in a new town more 
interesting.In the third shop the clerk 
said, “Oh, I have that book at home. 
It’s really good. We could order it for 
you, but we don’t have it today.”  Well, 
that was endorsement enough for me. 
I’ve since ordered my own copy.

Another small errand took us to an 
outdoor equipment store. There are 
several very complete stores in Amble-
side to outfit the serious walkers who 
vacation here. As we walked in a really 
angry customer was advising all shop-
pers not to do business with this place. 
He’d been ranting at the clerks for an 
hour and a half and when we were 
done with our purchase a policeman 
was trying to calm im down. 

We found a pleasant restaurant next 
to a mill race, and were joined by a 
couple we recognized from our hotel. 
They told us the drive from Bowness 
was bumper to bumper and very slow. 
We were glad we took the boat. 
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On our way back to the ferry we passed the Ambleside Lawn Bowling Club.

The ride back to Bowness
 was pleasant, but not photo 
worthy. As usual we struck 
up a conversation with people 
nearby, this time about the 
bird watching  around the 
lakes.

One of the things we liked 
about staying in Bowness 
was the scale. It wasn’t as 
crowded as the area around 
Manchester, yet it was big 
enough to have interesting 
things to see. We enjoyed 
most of the restaurants we 
tried. For some people shop-
ping is part of vacation. I just 
couldn’t relate to the  pastel 
Beatrix Potter hustle. We 
only needed a little in the 
way of walking equipment.

But this bakery provided a 
novel shopping experience.
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Sunday, September 10, 2006
We had our last Full English Breakfast at the Westbourne Hotel and packed up our bags. We paid our bill, in cash, since 
they would charge a fee to take Master Card, and they don’t take American Express at all. We found this all over England. 

We were a little more comfortable with the roads by this time, and we found another National Trust Castle along 
the route. They weren’t open for a few more hours, so we just headed toward Leigh. In just a couple of hours we 
were back at the Cottwood House B & B. Jan, the owner, was waiting for us. She told us she had a pretty full 
house, as a movie production company is in town and some of the actresses are staying with her. We unpacked 
and walked around town to find lunch at yet another pub. We sat at a window seat and eavesdropped on a bunch 
of old friends at the next table. It was hard to penetrate the accents, but we could see their comfort with each 
other. They probably meet there every Sunday afternoon to collaborate on the newspaper cross word puzzle. 

Back at the Cottwood we did a major re-pack. When we traveled to England we each had one checked bag and 
a couple of small carry-ons. Following last month’s plot against  planes flying from England to the US,  carry-
on luggage is now more restricted. We added a duffle bag for overflow, and decided to check the larger carry-
on. We measured the bags every way we could think of and we were pretty sure we complied with the rules.

We pulled the folding lawn chairs outside and read in the sunshine, close to Jan’s drying rack. One of the actresses 
came by to do her laundry and stopped to chat.  For dinner we walked back down town to the Waterside Inn. We 
sat at one of the picnic benches on the lawn, overlooking the Leeds and Liverpool canal. We saw several of the 
canal barges parked along the way, or changing their tie-up location for the night. After supper we found a way 
to access the paved path on the opposite side of the canal, and 
explored about a mile. We found a man touching up the paint on 
his in-laws’ small boat. He explained that the smaller boats have 
an advantage because there are more canals where they can travel.

Monday, September 11, 2006
We set the alarm for early. We fixed out own cold breakfast, 
thinking we could have one last Full English Breakfast at the 
airport after checking in for our 11:20 AM flight. It took about 
two minutes to drive to the Hire ‘n Hire lot, and nearly an hour 
for them to open. We were so ready. They got one of the chief 
mechanics to drive us and we were lucky to get an early start. 
The traffic in that direction was very heavy and complicated by construction. The driver knew all the short 
cuts, including a road with a private toll booth, and he got us there by 9:00 AM. The security started at the 
front door. We were interviewed and checked twice before we actually checked our bags. We had special in-
structions for that day, in particular, the plane would board at gate #300 “located between gates 206 and 207,” 
starting at 10:00 AM. Gate 300  turned out to have sub gates A – D and we arrived just as the crew was set-
ting it up. The plane was at a remote location; they used all the hour and 20 minutes to check each person’s 
limited carry-on and conduct an individual complete pat-down body search on each passenger. Then we 
were taken on a bus to the location of the plane. There were plenty of spotters at each stage of this process.

From there on it was just a looong day of sitting on airplanes and in airports. Our connections in Philadel-
phia and Las Vegas were just close enough, and we were happy to be met in Phoenix and driven home. 

As always, it is good to be home.


