
May First – Free Day – IOW 

 
On May 1st I woke up at 03:30 hrs. At first I could not figure out why. Then the roar of the 

pounding surf gave the answer. Peering out of my second storey window looking east along 

the beach, I could see that it was high tide and that the surf was quite heavy. So, I popped in 

my ears plugs and dozed off until the bright sunrise woke me again at 05:30 hrs. 

Today was to be a “Free Day” because EU law dictated a day off for the coach driver. With 

the sunrise, it also dawned on me that May 1st was an EU mandated holiday. Fortunately, 

the free enterprise instincts in this tourist area prevailed and the shops were open. 

There is a camp on the Isle of Wight named “Little Canada” that specializes in group 

experiences for school children. In 1930 a New Zealander built a camp with log cabins. 

Consequently, it was nick named “Little Canada”. During 1941/42 it was occupied by 

Canadian troops who were rehearsing for the landings on the beaches at Dieppe. The beach 

at Dieppe is pebble while the beach here is sand. The Churchill tanks foundered on the 

gravel beach of Dieppe due to track failures. 

The European Union has grounded the venerable DC-3 on the grounds that it does not meet 

Health and Safety regulations. Therefore, be advised that D-Day has been cancelled until 

further notice. 

In the morning I walked for two hours checking out the Sandown waterfront and back 

streets. My impression is that this is an area that has seen better times. The overall 

impression is that of pensioners all wrapped up against the cold wind wandering around 

trying to fill their day. BTW, it is 21 Celsius in Toronto while it is only 15 Celsius here. The 

wind is keeping things quite brisk. 

In the afternoon I took another long walk along the beach. In Florida on May 1st, you go to 

the beach, slathered in sun block, to expose your near naked body to the elements to soak up 

life-giving Vitamin D. In Toronto, you just look at the beach. On the Isle of Wight you cower 

on the beach. A man will rent you a beach hut, or a wind block. Baring that, you hide against 

the elements, sometimes daring to open your overcoat to let in the wild elements. The water 



is sub-Arctic and is just a noisy backdrop. It was exactly as I remember the childhood 

excursions my mother took my brother and I on from Tonbridge to Brighton. 

I went down to dinner at 19:00 hrs for d

 

inner bringing a merciful end to this “Free Day”. 
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