
April 27th – Watercress Railway 
The overview of the day of April 27th is that we travelled thought the beautiful Hampshire 

countryside on a steam train.   We went on to Chawton, where Jane Austen spent the last 

eight years of her life.  We visited Alton for a pub lunch. 

----- 

I was up at 05:30 as the light came streaming in my window. I found the Corby Trouser 

Press and loaded in my beige pants to give it a go. Then I tried the new Twinings coffee 

ground thing. Rather than give you instant coffee, you open this container of coffee grind 

and try to suspend the contents in a cardboard container over your coffee cup. First half the 

grounds spill out onto the floor and then you have the devil of a time trying to get enough 

water into the cup as the Twinings apparatus displaces so much cubic volume. Then you 

have the problems of delicately discarding the wet dregs without spilling all over the place. 

Frankly, although the taste was quite good, I think I will stick with the astronaut version. 

Breakfast was at 0:700 and we were off in the coach at 08:15. It was a short drive to the 

train station at Alresford. The first thing we noticed is that the locals drop the “R” and 

seemed to pronounce it as Alesford. 

It was a DIY station and the volunteers were neatly turned out in their uniforms. We the 

found out that it was a Gala Weekend for Diesels. At first that was a no-never mind. It was 9 

Celsius and when we got into the cold carriages it dawned on us that no steam train meant 

no steam and that meant no heat. 

We endured a rather chilly ride over some nice countryside. But, we were all glad when we 

got off in Alton. The coach took us to our next stop in the village of Chawton. 

Chawton was Jane Austen’s principal residence and her home has been lovingly preserved. 

We spent a lot of time in the house, albeit to stay warm. Of particular interest was the small 

circular table where Jane did much of her writing. I had waded my way through her “Pride 

and Prejudice” as one of the first works I loaded onto my Kindle. I never warmed to P & P 

but the beauty of the local countryside was reflected in her work. 



After a while I walked to the church she had frequented. It was a bucolic scene complete 

with sheep, lambs and draught horses. It was so quiet and peaceful. 

I thawed out by having a cup of coffee in Cassandra’s Teas. Cassandra was both Jane 

Austen’s mother’s name and her sister’s name. 

The new word for today was a “ha-ha”, which I understand to be a deep ditch designed to 

prevent nasty animals from invading a building. 

Collin drove us to the Queen’s Pub, just south of Alton, where we had a delightful lunch. I 

dove into my quiche to scoop up some heat for my body core. The proprietors spoke a lovely 

French. Just before we boarded the coach I ran to the local church where a 1,000 year old 

yew tree was featured. It had blown down in a storm and heroic efforts are being made to 

coax it back to health. 

The Tour Manager had noted our lack of enthusiasm for the diesel train and, by unanimous 

vote, the return journey was dropped. Thanks to the flexibility of the local guide and the 

coach driver, it was decided that we would visit Southampton. 

Consequently, we went on an ad hoc tour of the castle area of old Southampton. It was 

bitterly cold and we finally ducked into a shopping centre anchored by Marks and Spencer’s 

to await our ride home. 

Back at the hotel I went through my normal routine of backups, battery charging and 

laundry. 

Dinner at 19:00 was a lovely affair. We had pre-selected from the menu the night before. I 

ful figure. chose the lightest fare to keep my youth
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