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in church and chapel the people gathered at Baatertide. In 
the paasage of time Eaater haa become not only a rellgioua featival, bat a 
public holiday - a well earned break from the pattern of daily life. 3o 
with the miaaua and kids, Mr. Everyman set off from home. Where waa he going? 
The aeaaide, the country, the raceat Wherever he ahould deeide, hie coach 
awaited him. 

Queues were the order of the day at London'e eain-line stationa. 
But there mas no holiday for the railwayman - or, indeed, for quite a number 
of people. How many of us spread a thought for them, for the men who had to 
oope with thinge like this? It took fifty firemen to deal with thie top 
floor blaae near Victoria Station. Thanks to their ready help there eaa no 
casualties. 

For a lot of us a good "go" in the garden or the allotment was 
our holiday. Or, if the wife finally got her way, maybe this, Pathe Nana 
lo ked in on a man in the headlinea; Derek Kinne, George Cross, the hsro 
of a Korean P.O.W. camp, tie now hire a out waahing machine e to the people of 
Leeda. ,<hile he waa attending to hia business, hundreds of motoriata got out 
their old flivvers and ewre off into the wilds. 

At Luton, the oroids turned out for a taste of the traditional 
Baater - a hat parade. *nd wnat a collection there waa - every suape, sise end 
oolour to appeal to any young girl'e fancy. 

Then came the parade proper - and proper waa the word all right. 
They certainly didn't spare a thing to make this the biggeet show Luton had 
seen for a long time. 

Meanwhile, up in Scotland, Eaater Day looked more like Chriatmaa, 
which suited skiers down to the ground - or rather up to the height a. And not 
only looala - many people oame from below the border to take pert in the 
Scottiah Kandahar Race held near Aviemore, Mind you, not all were eaperta -

Coming do en to earth within a bang (and what a bang) London's 
New Croaa Stadium put on Britain'a firat stock-car raoe. British, American 
and jfrenoh drive re competed in the biggeat moclc-e to-down, drag-em-out rough 
house of the year. And if you think it's itriotly fbr men only, well you're 
wrong - somewhere out in the middle there are two lady drivera, one French 
and one British. 

If that isn't your idea of an Eaater, well thia must be. It waa 
Juat one of about 20,000 aindlar, "happiest days" that took place during the 
holiday. 



9-00370 

holiday. 

-2-

Guess what all this la about? strange as it may seam, 
its a olaah between England and America. And, yea, the answer'e marbles. 
At Tins ley Green, on the Surrey-Sussei border, the Gobs (in other words 
the U.S. Wavy) challenge the Tinsley Tigers. 

Care the something more reboet? Well what more bright and 
breesy than a typical Cockney's day-out on Hanpstead Heath. 

Then Wien it was all over for another year, came the long 
trek home. We'd spent a lot more money than we'd intended for that tiny 
bfct of sunshine, but, of, what a lovely Master it — 


