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England, here I come. Will I wear my American English on my face? Is it true that English food is not spectacular? I chose to go to the UK to house-sit dogs; I was inexperienced with pets. Would I survive?

People would ask if I were British, then Canadian, and lastly, American. I guess that I did not stand out too much. I had no problem with English food, but then I was usually cooking at home. I have to give dog-sitting a mixed review, because it totally depended on the dog. Altogether, this was a wonderful experience.
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Housesitting in Manchester
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I did not start off house-sitting in Manchester. I started with a day in the fabulous city center and thought this is how I’ve always imagined Europe. The main commercial area is devoid of cars, just a wide mall through blocks of stores. Within that mall was an even larger mall, as we would think of one.

City Center

I managed to buy a heavy coat, which I have been wearing since. The price was inexpensive in what otherwise is an expensive shopping area. The area bustles with too many people, surrounded by trams, buses, and many hotels and restaurants. The city center is alive, vibrant, and overflowing with people.

Just down Piccadilly Street is the imposing Abode Manchester Hotel. Unlike the sleek modern facades of the shopping malls, this building is the epitome of the Victorian age. I went in at the early hour of 7:45 to ask if I could leave my bags until checking in that afternoon. Instead, they checked me into their one remaining room right away, a room worthy of a bridal suite.

I turned on my computer, only to find that I couldn’t get a Wi-Fi connection. The front desk staff worked two and a half hours to get it up and running. Very frustrating. They admitted to having a problematic Wi-Fi system. However, these guys and I became fast friends.

Off to Sit

My house-sitting hostess picked me up the next morning, and off I went to East Manchester and a neighborhood of red brick row houses. She was leaving in two hours, which gave me little time to get acquainted with all the intricacies any house has. I spent the next three days WhatsApping her to learn how to work this and that.

My main responsibility was taking care of Midnight, a young, over-zealous Labradoodle. I needed to walk him at 6:00 and 16:00 for an hour each day.

It was a workout for me, as he was very strong. He lurched at every cat and squirrel he saw, leaving me with a bruised finger one day. He was sometimes all over me and at other times wanted nothing to do with me. It was a challenging experience.

At the end of the week, I expected to leave early one morning after the hostess returned. However, she missed a flight, and I had to stay on until I had to leave for my next commitment. The neighbors took care of Midnight for the rest of the day. 

A Wild Weekend

Back to the city center and the hordes of people, as it was days from Halloween and the weekend of the Manchester City and Manchester United soccer game. This is probably the biggest single soccer match in the world. People came from Europe and elsewhere, and the partying went on all weekend.

I stayed two nights in a Selena hostel. I had never stayed in a hostel before. I shared a room with three girls and a young man from Japan. He and I palled around together and had loads of fun trying to communicate. We worked it out, often having to use Google Translate. He began to improve his English, while I learned no Japanese.

I had another six days without house sits, so it was time for me to have a vacation. I went back up Piccadilly Street to the Piccadilly Train Station to proceed south for more adventures.

Return to the Table of Contents
Chapter 2

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Far from the Madding Crowd
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Leaving Manchester and far from the madding crowd (thanks, Thomas Hardy), I ventured into the remote. I was surprised to find myself in the woods, high on a hill, and absent from any human contact. A big change from the bustling city.

Visiting the Cotswolds

For years, I have wanted to visit the Cotswolds. This area, spread over five counties, is a collection of the quintessential English hamlets. Each village is different, but all share the same golden stone buildings and walls, the rolling hills, and a preponderance of sheep. Think Agatha Christie’s Miss Marple. There are tiny villages, market towns, country houses, and castles.

Variety among similarity. Wold is a piece of high, open, uncultivated land. I also like to think of it as a corruption of wool, given all the sheep grazing on these hills.

I booked a hut outside Broadway, sometimes called the Jewel of the Cotswolds, a larger town at the northern edge of the Cotswolds. I could reach it by bus from a train. There are limited buses traversing the Cotswolds; one route from a town to the next could take eight days! A car or a tour is the only way to see the Cotswolds. I, therefore, was limited to seeing only one town.

The bus from the train did not materialize. I had to walk into Evesham to find a taxi. Nobody I asked knew where I was headed, so out came the Google maps; a taxi driver offered me a ride to Broadway and then into the hinterlands. I arrived at this self-catering hut (possibly a shipping crate with a rounded roof) with nothing else nearby. The taxi driver took pity on me and drove me back to Broadway and a grocery store. He then took me back to the hut. All in all, this cost me about 50£

All Alone

I was far from the madding crowd, no Internet, and nothing to do but write blog posts. I had thought to purchase phone service while I was in Manchester, so at least I had the phone to use. My hut sat within a large farm; I had sheep and wild turkeys to keep me company.

The only diversion available to me was up a rock-strewn, gutted road, paved further on, to the Broadway Tower. This beacon was completed in 1798, built for the sending of long-distance, lighted beacons as warning signals. Such a communication was sent in May 1588, warning of the approaching Spanish Armada. The Tower stands on the first or second highest point in the Cotswolds (there seems to be some disagreement about this). If you climb to the top, you will find breathtaking views spanning 16 counties and 62 miles in each direction. Today, the tower really has no purpose, but the locals check their weather conditions by looking from afar to see if the tower is visible or fog-encased.

The Broadway Tower

The Broadway Tower is very popular with tourists. It is a privately-owned attraction, perched on 200 acres, offering two cafes
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