Skipton …Festivals and History.

Recently, when passing through Skipton again (well, it is known as the gateway to the Dales) we came unexpectedly across their Festival of Transport….and for many it was clearly a transport of delight.

The entire main street was given over to this, with numerous vehicles on exhibition and throngs of interested spectators ranging from those of more mature years to excited youngsters able to get close to these vehicles for the first time.
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The Festival of Transport =
— filling the main street

with a range of vehicles,
many well-remembered.

| think Postman Pat
had just stepped out
for a sandwich and a
coffee....

And these were buses
which had conductors
as well as drivers....





After a few minutes it was obvious which grouping we were in, as we walked along thinking ‘Used to own one of those…..drove one of those….always wanted one of those…..old so-and-so had one of those…’. It was good to watch the reactions of the youngsters, too – with their fascination with large headlights and narrow wheels or with the design ideas now long out of fashion. Few concessions made to aerodynamics here, and with simple engines taking up only a fraction of available space within the engine bays.

Perhaps it’s called progress, but we were nostalgic without wishing to swap our modern machinery for those on display and we welcomed reliability even at the cost of multiple microchips which couldn’t really be worked on with a hammer and screwdriver.

Nostalgia really did strike home when we looked at the buses however, as we recalled the days of bus conductors and better behaved passengers, even in cities….or they were soon sorted out and had to walk home!
