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14 August 1937	Joyce Florence’s Holiday Report, 14th – 18th:-
	At last the long looked for day arrived and for the second year running I made my way to Minehead to join the Bristol Holiday Party. Although it was pouring with rain, I was not downhearted for I was quite confident of having a good time. My friend had already arrived when I got there and during the process of unpacking, we talked of last year’s events.
	At last we were aroused by the tea bell where we met the rest of the holiday makers. During the evening we had a walk round the town and back along the prom, and by that time we were quite ready for bed. I woke next morning to the sound of the breakfast bell, and the general rush began in order to get down in good time. Then we started off to our favourite Church on the hill. After the service, we walked down to the beach where we reclined until lunch time, planning what we should like to do in the afternoon. We decided to walk to Blue Anchor. After a good three mile walk we arrived there, and were quite ready for a bathe, after which we made our way to Cleeve. Time flew, and at last we had to retrace our steps nto Ellesmere.
	Monday morning we all boarded a motor coach at 9-30 for Lynton and Watersmeet. In spite of thick drizzle of rain which lasted all day, we thoroughly enjoyed ourselves. Tuesday came with an improvement in the weather, so a party of us planned a hike to Selworthy. It was a glorious walk and the scenery was beautiful. When we arrived there we found a tiny little village consisting of a church and about a dozen little thatched cottages, in one of these we had our tea. The following day we had an afternoon trip to Simonsbath. This was another quaint little village, with the Bagworth river running through the middle and it lay at the North end of the Doone Valley.
	Thursday was a free day for everyone so three of us decided to explore the Doone Valley. The driver dropped us off at a County Gate and under his directions we soon came to the entrance of the Doone Valley. Having paid to enter, we soon started off and were amazed at the glorious scenery in front of us. Through the middle ran the Bagworth Waters, bordered by the gentle slopes covered with heather & bracken. Eventually, we made our way back to Gore Church (which was very beautiful) and then on to the Lower Doone Farm, where we had tea. All to soon the coach arrived and we were soon speeding back to Minehead.
	Friday morning until 11am was spent shop gazing and then we rushed back for our haversacks and started off to Dunster over Gabist. The weather was glorious and finally we reached Gabist Hill which overlooked Dunster. The church was our first place of interest and then on to Tithe Barn and the Yarm Market. Most of our time was taken up in the latter, watching a little old man with his performing mice. About 2-30 we made our way to the Polo ground, where the rest of the afternoon was spent. A much less strenuous walk brought us back to Minehead and we just had time to get ready for an evening picnic on Dunkery. The chara arrived at 6-30pm and every one clambered in, while the food was packed into Miss Way’s car. Dunkery Beacon proved too cold for our evening meal so once more we all got into the charabanc for Wibber’s Post. This lay down in the valley and was certainly warmer. Everyone seixed a rug from the charabanc and wrapped themselves up in it. A marvellous supper was soon handed round.
	On out arrival back at Ellesmere, hot coffee was served, and being the last night for some people, we had a singsong – ‘Under the Spreading Chestnut Tree”, “Insy Mittsey Spider”, and Miss Braithwaite’s favourite, ‘There’s a hole in my bucket dear Georgy’. This went on until 11-30, when ‘Auld Lang Syne’ ended the evening, but the fun did not end there, and the younger members were soon in the midst of raids. Order was at last restored by Miss Braithwaite.
	Saturday morning as usual the hall was filled with luggage. The day was spent saying goodbye’s and greeting new comers. The next week was spent very quietly. Wednesday we thought we would get out of a groove and go for a walk. Miss Way took some of us in her car to Woolin Country and dropped us. After tea, we walked overt Gabbist, it was really glorious. Miss Elliott (our Associate) spent the last week with us, and it was great fun to watch her skidding round corners “Perp Perp”. One day she failed to blow her horn and the result was two empty soup plates and two dirty dresses.
	Thursday we started early in the morning for Tidmouth and Exeter, the weather was beautiful. Honiton was our first stopping place. Here we saw them making, glazing, printing the famous Honiton Pottery. We had an Hour to look round the town and to go down to the beach and then we made our way to Exeter, and to the Cathedral, after which we visited the Museum, the smallest street in the world, the Guild Hall, and some of the old Roman pavement. We were all sorry to leave for we spent a very enjoyable day. Saturday came almost too soon, & I was very sorry to leave, but I shall always look forward to going again, beside always having a lovely memory to think back on.
				J Florence


