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The George Hotel stands on The Square in the centre of the village.

A Start for the Far North
An extract from a book by Dr William Gordon Stables about a caravan holiday around 1885

The road leads onwards through a cool elm avenue towards Pangbourne. The copses here are in
earlier spring carpeted with wild hyacinths. On the hill-top the scenery opens out again, the tree-clad
valley of the Thames, fields of green grain, with poppies here and there, or wild mustard, and fields
crimson with blossoming trefoil. Surely milk and butter must be good when cows are fed on flowers.

‘Lay till the day’ in the great inn yard of the George. Rather too close to the railway embankment,
for the trains went roaring past all night long. This did not make sleeping impossible, for a gipsy,
even an amateur one, can sleep anywhere; but the earth shook and the lamps rattled every time a
train rolled by. Some villas are built right beneath the embankment, which is far higher than their
roofs. Facilis descensus Averni. What a strange and terrible accident it would be were one of those
trains to leave the line and run through a roof! An old lady of the nervous persuasion who lives here
told me that she often-times trembled in her bed when she thought of this dread possibility.

Pangbourne is a well-known haunt for those who love boating and fishing. It is quiet, and so well
shaded as to be cool on the warmest summer day. But Pangbourne is not a hackneyed place, and
never, I believe, will be so.”







































