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Day 9 The Lake District – Eden River Valley – Sep 17th, 2013

Note: [There are probably numerous spelling errors in this piece as I was at the back of the coach 

taking notes and my handwriting is hard to decipher.]

I was awake by 05:00 and went down to breakfast at 07:30 hrs. I tried one little bit of Marmite just 

to renew an old acquaintance. The Australian Vegemite is far worse.

The Belsfield hotel I am staying in was built by a rich fellow named Schneider. He was the one who 

created the Schneider Cup which figured so prominently in the development of the Supermarine 

float plane of the thirties that evolved into the Spitfire. There is a further connection to the Royal Air

Force in that this hotel was commandeered in WW2 as a training facility for WRAF officer trainees.

The hotel is supposed to have WiFi but the iPad would not connect. The next day I discovered that it 

took the ministrations of the desk clerk to fiddle it.

The BBC reported that the Costa Concordia was upright. I consider that achievement quite 

remarkable.

We started our coach trip at 09:00 in cold (8 Celsius), wet, windy, gloomy winter weather. . Of 

course the coach windows were streaked with water, so that killed photography. Other than that, 

things were quite nice

We were in the county of Cumbria, which was created in 1974 by merging the old counties of 

Westmorland and Cumberland. There are many locals who still resist that political reality.

We drove north along the western bank of Lake Windermere passing through the Lake District 

National Park headed for the Eden River Valley.

The geography of the area was created in the Ice Age. Glaciers on the highest ground gradually 

inched downhill carving a series of deep depressions radiating outwards like the spokes of a wheel. 

When the Ice Age ended, the depressions filled with water to create today’s lakes.

Man discovered this area quite early with archeologists finding fifty axe factories dating from 4,000 

BC. The flint from the volcanic material was perfect for axes.

So called “Danes” inhabited some of the area. I have to do some research to find out if the term 



really means “Viking”. The Romans pressed north into the area to secure a northern border to the 

Roman Empire. They built forts and roads and started to clear the land.

The winners in the Industrial Revolution, the industrialists of Liverpool and Manchester, 

“discovered” the Lake District and built huge summer homes. Today most have been turned into 

hotels. Usually the only hint from the road is a substantial lodge where the gate keeper kept the 

common folk at bay.

The common people started coming into the Windermere area with the arrival of the railway in 

1847.

We passed the area where the Short Sunderland flying boats were built on Lake Windermere during 

World War Two. The lakes were also the area to which many of the urban children were evacuated to

escape Nazi bombing.

We drove into Ambelside at the north end of Lake Windermere. At one time nine mills took 

advantage of the Robbie River tumbling from the Kirksten Pass into the lake. The mills were all 

driven by water wheels. Today the main street is a stretch of Victorian era shops.

Into the National Park, we started seeing hundreds of sheep. One distinct species is the swale dale, 

with their black and white faces. Both the male and female have horns.

Then were in William Wordsworth (WW) country and our guide recited his daffodil poem of April 

15th, 1802, “I wandered lonely as a cloud….” We passed Rydell Water where WW skated and carved 

his initials in the ice. Then it was Grasmere and Dove Cottage that WW rented – I had visited it on a 

previous trip. WW described it as, “The loveliest spot that man has ever found.”

The guide said that WW rarely wrote his poems, preferring to dictate to his sister Dorothy or his wife

Mary.

In 1890 the City of Manchester needed additional water supply.  Prior to the construction of the 

reservoir the site was occupied by two smaller lakes - Leathes Water and Wythburn Water.  The 

water level was raised by construction of a dam by the Manchester Corporation at the northern end 

of Thirlmere – 1890 to 1894. The reservoir was then able to supply water to Manchester via the 

Thirlmere Aqueduct , roughly 100 miles long.

The only building that has survived the inundation is the church that had been built on higher 

ground. One hold out at the head of the lake, one Countess Ossalinsky, a mystery writer, was 



persuaded to part with her property for a mere fifty thousand pounds.

The Lake District is the wettest place in England. At the top of the mountains the rainfall is 256 

inches per year, falling off to 56 inches per year in the Keswick area. Our destination, the Eden River

Valley, gets only 40 inches per year.

The type of sheep changed to the unique Herdwick. It starts out with black wool early in life and 

then it turns grey as the animal ages. The wool is tough and wiry and is good for carpet manufacture.

The first year the “newbies” are brought to Lowland areas to escape the harsh winter conditions. 

Thereafter, they spend the whole year outdoors on the “Fells”.

Sheep have an extremely strong attached to the land on which they are born. It is almost impossible 

to overcome this “heafing” instinct. So much so, that when a farm is sold the sale includes the sheep.

In September the sheep are mustered. Most of the unfortunate males are sent off to Lowland farms 

to be fattened up for the dinner table. The females have an incredible ability called fetal 

reabsorption. If there is more than one embryo, and there is a very harsh winter, only one fetus will 

remain, the other(s) having been reabsorbed. These sheep all have tails. The farmers do not dock 

their sheep as they need all the protection they can get to survive the winter.

Driving down the old Roman Road, that is now the A66, we passed the area of a famous hunter of 

the 1800s and that brought up the familiar song, “Do you ken John Peel with his coat so grey….” His 

coat was made from Herdwick wool.

We paralleled Hadrian’s Wall some twenty miles to the north. It spans the narrowest part from the 

Solway to the Tyne for a distance of 78 miles. From all accounts, the Romans got on quite well with 

the indigenous Celts in a mutually beneficial trading relationship.

We were now in Revear Country where many cross border skirmishes took place in the 1400s 

between the Scots and the English. There are still examples of sturdy, stocky Pele towers that were 

used to spot and defend against marauders.

As we entered the Eden Valley one of the coach wiper windows decided to fall off. Since it was 

pouring rain this was no trivial matter and we doubled back to retrieve it.

The rugged terrain of the Lake District was gone and now we were into fertile red sandstone fields 

producing good crops. We even passed a prehistoric “Henge” monument which consisted of a 

circular ditch with a mound in the centre.



The star of the day was Lady Anne Clifford, who was born in 1598 and died in 1676 at age 86. Her 

father was the Duke of Cumberland and he had huge estates. But he died when she was only fifteen 

and her uncle inherited and when he died the fortune passed to his children. Lady Anne spent most 

of her life fighting to regain her inheritance. She had two unhappy marriages, first to the Earl of 

Dorset, and then on his death to the Earl of Pembroke. Finally, in her sixties she got her land back. 

She spent the rest of her life refurbishing her castles and farms.

We stopped for coffee in Appleby from 10:55 to 11:45 hrs. The “by” at the end indicating that it was a

Danish farm.

It was raining so I did some duty shots from beneath my umbrella and then retired to the church 

where Lady Anne is buried on the left side of the altar. She established twelve Alms Houses for 

widows in the town. There is a book chronicling her life entitled, ” A Proud Northern Lady”. Her life 

spanned the reigns of Queen Elizabeth the First, James the First, Cromwell and Charles the Second. 

Appleby Grammar School was where George Washington’s father was educated.

Every June there is Horse Fair that lasts for a week. Gypsies come from far and wide to participate. 

Some bring there tradition Romany vans towed by horses, while others arrive in BMWs. They trade 

horses with just a wink and a nod. The locals lock their doors having learned over several hundred 

years that things disappear.

We kept passing the Carlisle-Settle railway with beautiful brick arched bridging. I have a faint 

memory that the line was built with great loss of life.

The Eden Valley used to lie on the Equator 250,000,000 years ago. Geologically, it is much younger 

than the Lake District. Once in a while we could see the Pennines, the great north-south backbone of

England. The highest point in the Pennines is Crossfell at 2,930 feet and the formation stretches 270

miles.

We learned the endings of town names indicate their origin. Already mentioned was ‘by’ coming 

from the Danes, whereas ‘ham’ and ‘ton’ denote Saxon.

In the rain we did a huge U-shaped journey down both banks of the Eden River. We wove our way 

through tiny villages in a prosperous agricultural area. Many of the working farms have ceased 

operation and their buildings turned into modern accommodation.

By 12:15 we passed through Temple Sowerby where there is an annual Lying Contest on the village 

green. Lawyers and politicians are excluded as they are considered professional liars. From this 



same village green the Methodist John Wesley preached in 1792. In Danish times, the houses 

surrounding the village green provided a defensive perimeter against attackers. It is also the village 

to which Cynthia Lennon retired following her divorce from John Lennon.

Then we were into Kulgraith, built of red sandstone. In this area the Eden and Eamont Rivers join at

a place called – wait for it – “Watersmeet”.

The next village of Landwarthby featured an ostrich farm. In these villages kids are bussed to school 

by the County Council.

On one side of the valley was Little Salkeld and on the other Great Salkeld, where the church tower 

was fortified to ward off Scottish raiders. The word “Keld” means well.

We tried, but failed to find the 68 stones representing the daughters who danced on the Sabbath.

Broadband Internet is reviving the Eden Valley as entrepreneurs flee the Rat Race to establich micro

businesses. By the way, there are trout and salmon in the Eden River.

We were into our lunch stop at Penrith, population 11,000, by 13:05 hrs. As we came into town we 

saw a stone basin. In the Middle Ages 2,000 died from the Black Plague. The basin was filled with 

vinegar to disinfect coins that the inhabitants used to buy food from visiting farmers. Penrith means 

‘Chief Ford’.

In the 1460s and 1470s Penrith was in the charge of Richard Duke of Gloucester. In 1483 he became 

King Richard the Third.

Lunch was 13:15 to 14:30 hrs. I shared a shelter on the market square with a cheese merchant and 

three callow youths to eat my biscuits and apple. Penrith is now a town of specialty shops which held

little appeal for me.

I wandered about in the rain trying to find photos. On a sunny day it would have been great, but 

today the cold, damp and rain sucked every calorie from my hands. I ducked into the SPAR store for 

a five pound bottle of Sauvignon Blanc for pre-dinner drinks. Then I spent the last of my time on the

Co-op store trying to stay warm.

None too soon, we drove off to meet our steamer at Pooley Bridge fish market for our boat trip on 

Ullswater. You can well imagine how excited I was at the prospect of sailing on a lake on a cold wet 

day. Ullswater is 7.25 miles long and our voyage would take 70 minutes.



The steamer had been built in Glasgow in 1889 and then shipped in pieces by rail to Windermere, 

from which it was carted to Ullswater for reassembly. It was converted to diesel in the 1930s but the 

vessels are still called steamers.

We soon passed the hotel where Sticky Toffee was invented. I think the hotel is called Shallow Bay.

We stopped at Howtown to discharged and pick up hikers. I have now idea why it is called Howtown

as there is no town in evidence. The hikers are a hardy lot. They made a beeline for a cold beer to 

drink on the wind swept deck.

We arrived at the south end at 16:25 and quickly found the cairn celebrating Sir Malcom Campbell. 

In 1955 he established a new water world speed record of 202.32 mph in his Bluebird. He died in 

1967 on nearby Coniston Water trying to break the 300 mph barrier. I have visited that site on a 

previous visit.

Our first village was Patterdale, named by the Danes to commemorate the visit of St Patrick. Here 

you see road signs warning of Red Squirrel Crossings. The locals are fighting a fierce battle to help 

their native red squirrels fight back the invading North American greys.

By now I have convinced myself that the references to Danes really should be Viking. The Vikings 

were kicked out of Ireland in the ninth and tenth century and sought refuge in the Lake District. 

They were accepted and it is thought they brought the Herdwith sheep. The evidence is in terms 

such as ‘mere’ for lake, ‘thwaite’ for settlement, ‘tal’ for valley and ‘kirk’ for church.

We started the long climb on a narrow road that topped out at 1,268 feet at the 1496 coaching inn 

named Kirkstone Pass Inn. To me that translates as ‘Church Stone’.

Then we looked down at a 2,000 acre sheep farm that had been bought by Beatrix Potter. In fact she 

bought more land, ending up with 4,000 acres. On her death it all passed to the National Trust and 

went a long way to help establish the Lake District National Park.

We got back to them hotel, in the rain, at 17:05 and had a great dinner at 19:00 hrs.

I kept a GPS track of the entire day and hope to replicate it on a sunny day.
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