
WEATHER GIVES Hi IT SDN BREAK 

Though it was not a reoord-creaking holiday millions were 

on the move and the oig stations of all the large towns 

were no place for those whose idea or a rest is to seek 

solitude. Few people really had faith in the weather, 

and after recent experience, who can olame themI Baro

meters and other indicators might say what Whey would the 

cautious man expected the worst. 

In the Lake District rain doesn't expect to take a holiday. 

Mist and wet are part und parcel of the mountain beauty 

and every oody hoi id a yma king in the Lgkes dresses for the 

weather. When the mist lifts from the hilltops and the 

sun uomes out the stout-hearted hikers reap a magnificent 

scenic reward. The sim certainly shone well at Lake 

Windermere . However, or late years, it isn't all boating 

and hiking in Oumoerland. The motor caravai has ccxne into 

its own, making the traveller independent of landladies 

and hotels. True, mother takes the kitchen with her o^ 

this sort of holiday, but father gets a real rest at last,, 

dreaming mat Amoer has a new boy friend.225 

The garden forced itself on the attention of men too 

conscientious to go away. Multitudes of joos have been 

piling up. Whit sun was just the time to get ahead with 

uue&. The sunshine strengthened the call of the river, 

though even the familiar Boulter*s Lock presented nothing 

like uhe crowded scene expected at holiday times. 


