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Hi all, hope you managed to enjoy the summer sunshine that appeared at last in early August – we did! 

In glorious weather we traveled up to Cumbria for a long weekend with Paul’s Mum and Dad.  (The boat was left up in Skipton and our thanks to Roger and Margaret Mullin for keeping an eye on it). I was thoroughly spoilt, enjoying three days of [image: image1.jpg]


country delights at the Lowther Horse show - a 3 day event for carriage driving (in previous years Prince Philip had competed), plus terrier racing, ferrets, flat caps and the rest. 
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We watched the Countess of Lonsdale judging the local hunt servants, selecting best in show. Paul muttered something about the one on the end being a gelding. One of the parachutists on day 3 landed badly and had to be taken to hospital and the foot and mouth outbreak in Surrey meant that the sheeptacular was cancelled on day 2.  
When we got back from the Lakes we spent a couple of days researching the Wooler Family Tree courtesy of the internet, Skipton library and inspecting gravestones in Kildwick Churchyard. I am still writing up what I’ve found out and will put it on the Wooler Family Gallery page on the blogg when we get a decent signal (do let me know if you can add anything, or have spotted any mistakes).

After over a month of catching up with families, it was back to serious boating again. We set off from Skipton on our way to the River Trent and up to Lincoln. Just as we left Bingley, cousin Nicky visited and presented us with beautifully sewn new covers for our sofa. Thanks Nicky.
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On the way down the Leeds and Liverpool canal we stopped at all our favourite spots – mine being the moor up above Kildwick where you can see out over the Aire valley on a fine day The heather was a glorious purple and the hills shimmered in the heavy August heat. 
Hardly seeing another boat we traveled through Leeds onto the Aire and Calder Canal in drizzly rain. On through Castleford and then onto the New Junction Canal heading ever closer to the Humber Estuary and the river Trent. 
The landscape was industrial, dotted with power stations, cooling towers, a few factories and even a working colliery. The railway ran closely alongside the canal, with manned crossings right next to the many swing bridges crossing the canal. Two network rail staff sat in their signal box watching impassively as I struggled to open and close a bridge. We had to enlist the help of a couple of locals to get the wretched thing properly closed.
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We met some commercial traffic – huge sand barges, low in the water when full, but towering over us when empty! 
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We decided that it might be a good idea to get a vhf radio to hear shipping traffic when traveling in busy waters. 
We turned off the New Junction Canal at Bramwith and made for Keadby. As we traveled along the straight canal, whose sides were higher than the surrounding flat, drained marshland, it felt like we were approaching the edge of the world. Keadby itself did nothing to reassure us, being a sullen cluster of run down houses clinging to a single wharf. We studied the two pubs located either side of the river lock, to be told by a boater that she had suffered salmonella after eating chicken at the “Barge” last year. A big sign stuck on the front of the pub saying “For lease” settled the issue, so we sauntered over to the other pub to join the 4 customers quaffing cold “John Smith” ale. Paul sipped his pint saying “I bet this tastes really bad when warm”.
Up bright and early the following morning, and feeling OK despite the dodgy beer, we went into Keadby lock. The lock keeper ordered us plus a narrow boat and a small cruiser in side by side, assuring us they would fit OK. However when the lock was emptied out the cruiser made to leave first but was stuck fast. We eventually got him out whenl all his fenders were removed.
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It was an uneventful trip up the Trent to Torksey, though Paul was worried about the engine. We made Lincoln for the weekend, but had to tie up on the long term moorings before the Brayford Pool as the 3 visitor spaces were full. We had a delightful meal with Paul’s brother Chris and girlfriend Kerry (plus friends and babies), then helped them move house. My brother Simon joined us for a couple of days to look at WW2 history in and around Lincoln.
It’s off next to Nottingham for the ALT conference and to meet up with Paul’s old work chums, Bye.
____________________________________________________________Log for July
Start: Skipton
Finish: Lincoln
Miles:  127 miles
Locks:46 _____________________________________________________________
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