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SECRETARIESBIT

A short bulletin this month, the reason — Due to enjoying themselves too much playing with Broadband and with a possible ‘tad’ of Anno Domini
thrown in, John & Kit Evans forgot to ask for the outstanding balance owed by participants for their 4 peaks weekend. So, John & Kit have to
pay asubstantial invoice within 2 weeks. The amount owing by folk is outlined under “ Secretaries Bit”. Would participants please-please
forward their balance by return to aleviate John & Kit's problem.

It might seem early, but to make less of awork-load for me, the details of the May re-union are shown under that event heading. | have attached
the booking form with menu’ s for our evening meals to the bulletin and would very much appreciate a prompt reply with the payment.

| have printed a quote “saga’ written by Sue Boon on their adventure to Spain last year, it is rather long and written in rhyme, so | have had to

reduce the font size to fit it into the bulletin. For us old-uns you may need a magnifying glass! but it'sworth it asit’'sagood read.
All correspondence on subjects other than eventsto:
A.W. MaidensHon Secretary,
8 TheCedars, Benson, Wallingford, Oxford. OX10 6L L

Tel No: 01491 838489
E mail ac_maidens68@hotmail.com

PAYMENT OF BALANCE TO JOHN EVANS.

Everyone booked on our event has paid £10 per person deposit so, the balance dueis £53.60 per person. For couplesthat is £107.20.

If you have booked athird night then a further

£21.00isrequired (bed & breakfast only).

If enough people stay for the third night the hostel might provide an evening meal —if not there are plenty of placesto eat out. As| must
pay the outstanding balance for the group now, | need you're outstanding payment ur gently. Please make cheque payableto: J. Evans
and forward to my address.

John & Kit Evans.



Going to Coventry anyone!!
100 years of automotive engineering in Coventry is being celebrated on 11 May from 10am to 4pm. Coventry, a city which has played host to
some 125 vehicle manufacturers will be celebrating on this Sunday in May at the British Motor Industry Heritage Centre, Gaydon. The Coventry
Centre of IMechE's Automotive Division is assembling “the finest possible display of vehicles manufactured in Coventry” to mark the centenary
of its own founding as part of the Institution of Automobile Engineers and to demonstrate 100 years of achievement by engineersin and around
the city. Visitors can expect to see up to 150 cars and 100 motorcycles, representing such famous marques as Jaguar, Triumph, Alvis, Rootes and
Francis Barnett, plus many more. The intention isto also display examples of technologies being developed for the future. Other attractions will
include the heritage centre’s museum of over 250 vehicles (some of which are in storage).
Over 40 owner’s clubs are being invited to take part, but the centre is also welcoming vehicles from individuals. Awards will be made for the
most notable contributions. If you have a vehicle you would like to enter contact Martyn Roberts on 01455 238413.
Entry fee will be just £2 to cover admin costs
Parking for 150 cars and approximately 100 motorcyclesis available. Asthisisa 1 day event | am sure it will be most popular and very busy.
So if you fancy going it might be worthwhile arriving very early.
Hon Sec.

4 PEAK S 2008: Date, arrive Friday 4™ April depart Sunday 6" April. Organized by John & Kit Evans.

Kit and | are really happy to be chosen again to run the weekend at Ty'r Morwydd (Mulberry house).

Arrive Friday afternoon to tea coffee and lovely cakes, later the evening meal and all systems go. The Saturday run of about 130 miles - very
much on roads we have not run over on other 4 Peak runs.

We aretaking in afew visitsif it al works out, one to Rockfield recording studios where Freddy Mercury laid down “Bohemian Rhapsody”.
Then on to a coffee stop and call in at Dore Abbey, either run on to Hay-on-Wye where we lunch and return by new route. If there are enough
that want to stay on for Sunday evening | will be running a conducted tour to St Fagan’s Castle and gardens. The price per person for 2 nights
Bed & Breakfast with evening mealsis £63.60. If you want to stay for the Sunday night the cost per person is an extra £31.80. Please fill in the
booking slip with a £10 deposit per person payable to J Evans and send to me. Members already booked on the events are — Roy Smpson,
Tony & Maureen Street, Mike Lacey, Noel Thacker,

Colin & Jan Pegram, Paul & Lydia Gretton,

Alan Simister, Brian & Jackie Caswell, Colin Purches, Brian Beeson, Geoff & Pat Barfoot, Mike Walker,

Wayne & Teree Forse, Tony & Christine Maidens, Laurie Shephard, Mike Thompson, Gary Blackwell,

Frank & Lynda Chapman, Doug Chapman, Vince Noad,

Chris & Claude Stevens, John & Kit Evans, Paul Weston.

John & Kit Evans

MAY REUNION: Date, arrive from Friday 3¢ M ay depart Monday 5" May. Organized by Tony Maidens.
The application form with menus is attached to bulletin. Please return with your payment made payable to Mojacar Touring Club. To enable me
to ensure camping plots are available (bank holiday weekend), | need to inform Adrian at Hook Farm, please indicate your regquirements on the
form. The pricesthisyear are:
Motor-Caravan + hook up £11.50/night, Motor-Caravan £9/night, Van + 1 person £7/night, Van + 2 person’s £9/night. Tent & 1 person £7/night,
Tent & 2 person’s £8/night, Car+Tent & 2 person’s £9/night.
The programme for this popular weekend is unchanged; many will arrive Friday - find somewhere to eat and, be very unlucky if they do not meet
or see other members. Saturday is a do as you like day — wander around sampling the delights of Lyme Regis, go for aride or, do nothing!
Saturday evening we meet at 7.00pm in the Bell Cliff restaurant for diner at 7.30pm.
Sunday morning aride out will commence from the usual lay-by on the A3052 Sidmouth road outside Lyme. Dave Boon is organising the ride
this year. Returning in good time, we refresh ourselves to meet at the Pilot Boat Inn and dine at 7.30pm.
Monday depart for home or as | usually say “stay on abit longer if the fancy takes you”.
Need any help finding aB&B? Give me aring, | have alist of contact phone numbers, but don’t leave it to long asit is a bank holiday weekend.
Tony Maidens.

CLUB SUMMER TOUR
A TOUR IN FRANCE: Date, Saturday 31% May to Wednesday 11th June. Organized by Alan Simister Update on Tour.
| think the hotels are booked, but never sure until you leave the next morning and pay the bill.
Saumur — Hotel Kyriad. Mauriac — (east of Brive-la Gaillarde); Hotel desVoyageurs (logis). Tournon-sur-Rhone — Hotel Azalees (logis). St Jean
du Gard — Hotel de la Corniche des Cevennes (logis). Sarlat la Caneda— Hostellerie Verperie.
We have 20 members on tour. Taking about costs, we seem to be hovering around the £40 mark per person per night, for dinner bed and
breakfast, not bad when you compare with UK prices. The members on tour are:
Dave & Eileen Gilligan, Geoff & Pat Barfoot,
Brian & Jackie Caswell, Arthur & Lyn Spain,
Bill & Kate Fishwick, Paul Weston, Phil Noad,
Vince Noad, Mike Thompson, John Swainston,
Pete Reynolds, Derek Raberts, Laurie Shephard,
Alan Smister, Graham Gardner.




Alan Simister.

SNOWDONIA: Date, Friday 4t July depart Sunday 6t July. Organized by Martin Heuter.

Based in Dolgellauw/Snowdonia.

Rather than going into a detailed response to a recently printed discussion in the newsdl etter, here are the joining instructions for accommodation:
with a few suggestions starting with:-

1. The Roya Ship Inn, 01341 422209 where we can have our evening get-together. If you want to stay here, | have negotiated a price of £35 per
person/per night B& B, whether it’'s single room, double or twin for those who want to stay here.

2. lvy House B& B, 01341 422535

3. Aber Cottage Gallery B& B, 01341 422460

4. Torrent Walk Hotel, 01341 422858

All of the above are within walking distance to the Royal Ship Hotel, but be aware that we are running into holiday season, so | advise early
booking. | have made a provisional booking for the two evening meals at the Royal Ship Inn, so would appreciate if members could send me
their booking form soon, so that | can give the hotel some indication about numbers.

| would now appreciate it if you could let me know whether you want to join us for the weekend, completing the dip attached to this bulletin and
indicating your preferences. If you want to stay at the Royal Ship, please send me a cheque for the total (thisis £35 pp/pn times one or two
nights); | need thisinformation and cheques by 9™ M ar ch 2008 as arranged with the hotel.

As before — if you have questions, please feel free to ring on

My suggestion is that we meet on Friday night and Saturday night in Dolgellau to eat, with a Saturday ride out into Snowdonia, taking in the
western coast and for those who fancy avisit to Portmerion (again, that is up to individual members to decide). No ride to be organized

for Sunday, as | have to get back to Coalford and it's a bit of along trek home for me. Those members coming from the Southwest or similar may
wish to meet up with me on the Friday at a convenient place to ride up

together, again details a bit later. As| don’t live anywhere near Snowdonia and have to do a bit of reckeing before we go, any queries please ring
me or email martin.heuter @yahoo.co.uk

Martin Heuter.

LLANWRTYD WELLSWEEKEND: Date, arrive Friday 8" August depart Sunday 10" August. Organized by Brian & Jackie Caswell.
The pricesfor Bed & Breakfast are as follows: Non En Suite room £26.50 per person per night.

En suite room £29.50 per person per night. The pub and all rooms have been completely re-furbished including, new beds, showers, toilets etc.
Evening meals can be ordered from the menu at cost. All meals and wine areinfinitely better than under the previous incumbent. The pub beers
are varied and well kept and, the price of my favourite pint has been reduced by 19p. If you would like to come and join us please complete the
dlip in the previous bulletin and return to me ASAP.

Brian & Jackie Caswell.

AUTUMN TOUR TO SCOTLAND: Date, Saturday 61" September to Friday morning 12t September. Organized by lan & Morag
Fitzsimons.

We have 16 members booked on the tour there names are Dave & Sue Boon, Tony & Christine Maidens,

Phil Noad, Paul Weston, Vince Noad, Geoff Barfoot, Laurie Shephard, John Swainston, John Sellwood, Barrie Kemp, Mike & Sheila Smith, lan
& Morag Fitzsmmons, Van Calvert. On Saturday 6t September, the group will meet at the Golf Hotel Powfoot on the Solway Firth for the start
of the tour. On Sunday you ride to Ardrishaig via the Ayrshire coast by either 2 ferries or, ride around Loch Fyne. The town is situated in Argyle
at the top of the Kintyre Peninsula a few miles south of Lochgilphead. Y ou are based here for 4 nights (3 days); lan says there is much to see and
do e.g. ride to Cambletown (Mull of Kintyre), take aferry to the Ide of Arran and ride the idand, Oban can be visited via Arduaine Gardens with
spectacular views of the inner isles and Mull over the Firth of Lorne. A seaplane “bus’ service is available from Oban to Glasgow flying over the
inner islands.

On Thursday the 11t you ride back to the Golf Hotel Powfoot for the final night leaving Friday morning for home.

The priceis £56 per night per person for dinner bed and breakfast at the Grey Gull Hotel Ardrishaig. What do you get for that? Y ou will have
your own choice from the ala carte menu of a starter and main course with coffee (dessert is available at extra cost). Breakfast isafull buffet
ranging from continental right through to full Scottish. The cost for bed breakfast and dinner at the Golf Hotel Powfoot is £52 per night per
person.

lan & Morag Fitzsmons.

AUTUMN REUNION: Date, 4th to 5t October
Organizer Tony Maidens. Detailsin a future bulletin

WEEKEND AT COALPORT:Date, arrive Friday 17" October depart Sunday 19" October.

Organizer Alan Simister

Based at the YHA Hostal in Coalport the Hostel was an old china factory within the Ironbridge World Heritage Site. Easy access to the many
historical sitesin this area.

Event update. Sorry, no more rooms for couples. | know it's along way off but, get your names on the list, still some singles left but its half



term and booking up fast. If anybody has any questions just give me aring.
Alan Simister.

Odd-essay or Saga MMVI1 (2007)

With our Motorbike and Sidecar, plus camping kit, Ole!
we set off across the Channel on the 29th of May.

It had been our intention to bumble around in France,
To enjoy scenery and nature (especially the plants.)

Just inland from Surtainville, at Bricquebec, we stayed that night.
The castle faces a small hotel, which suited us all right.

Though i practised carefully, my French, upon the waiter,

A bigger dictionary would have been handy, (then and later.)

To study local wildlife, we'd planned to stop in The Brenne —
There's plenty of rare things there, (Paul Weston had given us 'gen').
The weather decreed otherwise, the heavens chucked down rain:
Lots of things got rather wet: (the intercom didn't work again.)

Thundering down into my seat, the deluge poured without a check;
Then, very slowly, seeped along 'til it reached both feet and neck.
Luckily, at Chef Boutonne, to dry it all we were enabled

With clothes and seat by heaters, in our room (for the disabled!!)

In Rouillads Roman Theatre, last year, we weren't allowed

They were setting up a concert and preparing for a crowd.

This time we went around the hill, and knew we'd got it right,

'Wear hard hats," said a notice on the fence, 'keep out, building site".

We passed amongst the famous vineyards of S. Emilion,

With Chateaux that look very small, and grapevines by the billion,
Then into the Gascony region's huge, old, "Forest of Landes",

Hot and seemingly endless, with its trees in marshes and sand.

We were the only guests at Brocas; Chef couldn't have a break;
So, determined to show off his skills, produced Morels and Steak.
Small, elegant helpings, posies of flowering herbs on the fish,
(What waste to trail those sauces, in arty designs round the dish!)

We headed south for sunnier climes; the bike, it knew its way
Over the Larrau passto Spain, on a lovely balmy day.

Cliffs sprouted white flowers, like ready-made bride's bouquets,
We found eight different orchids - it was one of those special days.

At Ochagavia, in Navarre, isa very old Hotel;

After several visits, we get on with its lady well.

She talked about interesting places that were not very far
And she wanted to ride, "Like a Duchess’, in our sidecar.

She liked my flowery shirt and my wild orchid book;

| picked two common orchids, so she could have a look.

At home | wouldn't do it, but | thought, ‘for goodness sake,
There must be a thousand orchids drowned under their new lake"

It does give the impression that no-one seemsto care

So | made her up a posy, (of flowersthat are not rare)
As| gave themto her, | said "Just one little thing,

| think to pick themisillegal; Please, don't tell the King",

Next day we spotted, on the map, a peak with all-round view

TV mast marked on top (there must be a road for the crew)

"Right”, said Dave, "let's go take a look, and have a wilderness play"
So up, up on the poor-surfaced road, rare flowers by the way.

Lake and gorge, we saw from the top, Vultures wheeling below.
Two young Germans, with parachute, watching, judging time to go
The vultures found a thermal; he threw himself into space;

When he was a dot, his girl drove off to find hislanding place.

The Ebro valley's hot and dry, we called at a cafe

As soon as he'd taken our order, the owner rushed away,

Brought classic-bike mags. with our drinks, and, while we wet our lips,
He drooled all over our outfit whilst kissing his fingertips.



He photographed it (open and shut) said, " Fantastico!"
Those | will show my friends when | go to my "Club Moto".

Southwards we journeyed, across the plain and over the hills
Past hundreds of wind turbines -- Quixotes" amongst the Mills.

An old friend called the resorts of Spain the "Costa del Cemento."
We avoid them, but the Mountains - they're the reason we go.
Canyons with Vultures and Eagles, circling the cliffs above,
Soarkling rivers, with Dragonflies and flowery banks we love.

Baking, treeless country with thin, stony soil, called garrigue.
Although it looks so barren, it's full of plants that intrigue:
Aromatic shrublets, rosemary, juniper and pines

Mingle their perfumes with lavender, curry and thymes.

There's a limestone plateau, near Cuenca, thousands of feet high;
Water hasworn, over eons, sculpted shapesto trick the eye.

The pavement's known as the " Sea of Sone" and rising fromits floor
Are gigantic eroded rocks - (think, 'Stonehenge meets Henry Moore".)

Made by watercourses, now vanished down to depths below,
The cracks and fissuresin the rock are sites for plantsto grow.
Pinetrees, liliesand gladioli, plus orchids galore,
Snapdragons and sapphire-blue peas I'd never seen before.

While paused to "suss' out flowers, at a likely looking spot,

A couple from Germany came by and asked, 'What have you got?
We saw you earlier on today, (We photographed your bike),

And we guessed that, as we do, it's the flowers that you most like".

We led them, in dappled shade, to the golden Wintergreens,
Showed them the spotted orchid and two different Helleborines.
They spoke to usin English; with our finds they were delighted;
Rare Wintergreens and Spanish orchids made them quite excited.

Whilst he lay upon the ground, with his camera close-up kit
| took a photo of him, suffering, like David doing his bit.
The most exciting flowers are alwaysin prickles or marsh.
The way we treat our husbands, you must agree, is harsh.

Dainty purple orchids dotted a grassy, pine-forest glade

Then, on a slope above us, pink peonies glowed in the shade
And flowering amongst them, frilly, tall, pale, graceful and rare
The special "Orchis of Cazorla", - we'd never seen it there.

Tragacete's Hostal Serrania’s a place that we know well

It's nice to be greeted by name, " Suzanne and PAPA NOEL"
The granddad explained to us where the best flowers grow
And told about the butterflies, many years ago.

High above the village, where the Rio Jucar rises,

There, in arocky valley, are botanical surprises.

Just see beside the water, pouring through the “ Narrows of Hell",
Barbary, Monkshoods, Golden Garlic and great white Asphodel.

| saw the source, when | was ten, of the Yeo at Milborne Wick.
Seeing the birthplace of some great river still gives me a kick.
Jump across the Loire, step over the Tagus, sixty years on,

Or gaze upon orchidsin the bogs at the head of the Garonne.

The many wild orchids of Europe have their rootsin the ground:

"Frog" and "Butterfly", “ Monkey" and "Lizard", are types that we have found.
In some of these, named for creatures, resemblance may be dight,

But in the "Bee" and "Spider” sorts, the name's absolutely right.

The main parts of their flowers can be ivory, pink or green,

But one big petal's brown and velvety, shaped round, like a bean.
They look so much like insects; the real ones are misled;
Attempting to find a mate, they pollinate orchids instead.

I've got quite good at spotting them at fifty miles an hour
(They often stand out as a perky, different, kind of flower)
But one uphill tramp, on a hot day, when I'd begged Dave to stop,



Revealed creamy flowers with a huge, real, bumble bee on top.

We found thirty different orchids, in marsh, garrigue and forest,
Including a freak plant, with two "spiders' on one floret.

You may think from these details, that by orchids | am obsessed;
But, | do assure you; they are not my only interest!!

Leaving Tragacete, heading (North) for Nuevalos,
Theinviting end of a gravelly track we happened across.
Ready highlighted on our map, (we'd seen it years ago)
Surface now improved, it went (South East) by the Rio Tajo.

The track, thirty kilometres long, has some picnic sites
Midweek, we'd seen not a soul to shareits scenic delights.
Halfway along, a police car arrived, coming from behind.

Two British tourists on three wheels they were surprised to find.

'WHERE are you going?" they asked, “ To Molina, Senor”, | called.
Thedriver rolled his eyes to heaven, looking quite appalled.

"You must go back," he counselled. “ Molina's THAT way, you're wrong!"
| scrambled from the sidecar and took our battered map along

" We are not LOST, Senor”, | said, "We know just where we are
We continue on this track until we meet the road with tar.
There we'll go left for Molina; here we study flowers and birds".
He shook his head in disbelief, the English are surely absurd?

| tried to buy cherries, froma lady at Nuevalos,
She said, "No, these are my present, safe journey, Adios!"
The bag was as big as my helmet, | can well recall,
It weighed about two kilos. (We took four days to eat themall.)

That same morning we climbed up, just North-East of Calatayud
To Roman city Bilbilis, (now looks like a hill of mud.)
The"diggers', to access the top, have bulldozed round and round,
Leaving lots of Roman debris lying on the ground.

They have crunched regardless, through buildings of stone and brick
There'sthin red shards and part of a dish, two centimetres thick.
White marble chunks and some small bits, of plaster painted scarlet;
I wonder who chose the decor, Centurion or Harlot?

Happy days, on our way home, we spent in the Pyrenees.

There was no need to hurry and we'd only ourselves to please.
We climbed into France, along a bit, and back down into Spain,
Enjoying flowers and scenery, then over to France again.

The sky, most nights, looked threatening; it didn't seem wise to camp,
At L' Isle Jourdain, the Lake Hotel kept us from getting damp.

It wastheir restaurant's closing night; we said, " That doesn't matter,
We'll walk to town and dine" - Then the first rain began to splatter

The proprietor kindly phoned and ordered a takeaway,

In double quick time, a Pizza van hurtled round our way.
We sat on the terrace and ate a huge, big "Marguerite",
And finished our Spanish cherries; none were ever sweeter

Not far away, a thunderstorm was an awesome sight;
With sheets and forks of lightning lighting up the night.
We both enjoyed the spectacle, all mirrored in the lake,
And we sat there contented, 'til | could hardly stay awake.

Whilein Spain we'd met, an English couple, Sally & Len.

They have a house in France and invited us there, to meet again.
We were shy of ringing them, but concluded that, if they
Regretted their invitation, they'd tell usthey'd be away.

After plucking up courage, we called them up on the phone,
Len said, "You're welcome, but Sal's away and I'm on my own"
Two nights we stayed at their lovely home, near the river Tam,
And entertained each other, with many a traveller's yam.

The nearby town of Cordes-sur-Ciel istruly "in the Sky".
Thetraffic's nearly all one-way - it's easy to see why.
On threelevelsit’sfortified, on a pointed, oval, mound;



Climb steep and narrow cobbled streets; you'll get a view all round.

There are many tiny alleys, steps and gateways through the wall,
At the summit, a church and ancient, timbered, Market hall.
Cafe tablesin that market must be a money-spinner;

(Note the beams are netted, so pigeons can't bomb your dinner).

An insect bit my ring finger, which swelled up purple and fat,

A French wedding ring is called "Alliance" - (I had not known that.)
We went into the city, to find a jeweller, because

My ring must be cut off, before my circulation was.

Thejeweller in Cahorswas certainly a swish one,

With diamonds as big as grapes and a bell to gain admission.
From her manner, | could tell, she was used to different clients,
| paid her for a dreadful thing - she severed our alliance.

If you are ever passing near the valley of the Lot

| recommend you go and see the wondrous Pech-Merle " Grotte".
That Cavern isa marvel of natural formations,

Buy post cards and a guidebook to show friends and relations.

There're Stalactites and Stalagmites and Helictites that twist,

Like "temples', "curtains’, "straws" and 'Waterfalls", not to be missed.
It's more than a kilometre to walk around its halls,

Known worldwide for the paintings on the ceilings and the walls.

How they must have revered that cave, twenty thousand years ago,
When artists from the ice age created their picture show.

On itswalls and ceiling, between the 'stal' formations,

In charcoal and red ochre are lively decorations.

Painted using spongy moss, frayed sticks or tufts of hair,

Outlined there are Mammoth, 1bex and Bison, Reindeer and Bear.
Oxen, fish and women, stencilled hands and rows of dots,

Plus two delightful horses, covered in "Rocking-Horse" spots.

Six hundred metres in, within the limestone mountainside
Thelong series of galleries and passages divide.

What drove artists to paint in such an inaccessible spot?

So far from the daylight, by the glow of fires or fat in a pot?

The shiny, slippery rocks made it so difficult to access,

Who ever saw the paintings? Who were they done to impress?

Now, chopped through Stalagmites, are steps, handrails, lights and a bridge:
| felt, as | followed the crowd, "1'm committing sacrilege”.

We met a friendly Dutchman with his charming, happy, wife.

Else, who speaks six languages, enjoys her last few months of life.
She spoke about her family and how she loved to dance,

She and her husband were travelling, knew it may be the last chance.

Thefire brigade, or "Pompiers', in all French fire stations,
Are paramedics, summoned first to trauma situations.

In the early hours of the morning they were called to our hotel,
They rushed Else to a city hospital, she was so unwell.

After treatment, she returned to the hotel the next night,

"I'd like to take a little walk," she said, "I shall be all right."

Asthe four of us sauntered along, the "Pompiers’ drove by,

They hooted when they saw her; she went and kissed each one goodbye.

Next Sunday morning we broke camp, set off once more for the Brenne
Happily, we did not know, fate had other ideas, again.

The motor missed a beat and later cut out altogether

To complicate our problems was a worsening of the weather.

Several times this happened, with difficulty restarted,

But we had a sinking feeling; she was somewhat half-hearted.
Fromrain a tourist office saved us; we asked the girlsinside
To book us a Hotel, which we reached just as the engine died

Dave examined all the wires and junctions underneath the tank,
"Phoned a friend" (Who is an expert) did more tests, but drew a blank.
Which new "black box” it needed, could not betold at a glance,



Such spare parts for our old classic were unlikely in all France.

He rang the breakdown insurers; then re-assembled it all,
Reorganised our things and awaited the answering call.
Tent and riding kit were packed, in sidecar, out of the rain —
Didn't know how long 'twould be before we saw it all again.

We had nearly four days to reach the channel coast,

But couldn't take much luggage, so had to choose what we'd need most.
There was a carrier bag and top box, into which we had to crush,

Clothes, maps, phone and paper work - with just room for each toothbrush.

They sent a great big lorry, long enough to take a bus
Drove off to La Roche Posay, with sidecar outfit and us.

To get the electrics sorted out we knew there was no chance
So our lovely sidecar-oultfit was left behind, in France!

Soent four hours at the garage, waiting for "rescue" to ring
At 7pm the garage closed; we hadn't learnt a thing;

A mechanic took pity and booked us an hotel,

And through the kindness of his heart, delivered us as well.

Guidebooks say La Roche Posay is a town with ancient walls
But we can't go and look, we're stuck, waiting for rescue calls.
At 11amthey tell us ataxi will be sent,

To take us to another town and a car that we can rent.

At 5.15 a taxi arrived, (We had agreed to pay)

Then we learnt, to our concern, the carsfifty miles away.
We had to give Dave's details, on the fading mobile '‘phone
To the car rent people, it was time for themto go home.

The French, when listing numbers, do not say "nine, two, seven, one"
But want them quoted, paired, like ninety-two, seventy-one,

And that's four twenties-twelve and then sixty-eleven (too much!)

At school we didn't talk of credit cards, licences and such.

Thekindly taxi driver giri sorted questions out all right,
“The car key'sleft at a cafe” (Hertz had closed for the night).
We found the Opel Corsa in the middle of the city

| thought, "I've got to navigate; heaven, on me take pity"

How selfish was that thought of mine, though we had no chart,
Big cities always frighten me -- a country girl at heart.

To navigate will be the same; | ought to manage well,

| should think of David only - the driving will be hell!

Evening sun was behind us, where WE were 1 wished 1 knew,

Must be facing east - EUGH! So many streets in Chateauroux.
Several stations on our map, had to guess which one was ours,
| thought it very likely we'd be driving around for hours

Dave had to extricate the car froma very small "hole"

In front, - a Padstractor, behind - a telegraph pole!

Well used to driving on the right, of his bike he's now bereft;

You can't change gear with the armrest when your seat is on the left.

He eased the cursed Corsa out onto the big ring road,

We didn't get honked at often, but our nervousness, it showed.
Headed north on the road to Blois, there one could crossthe Loire:
Crossing there would be no fun in an unfamiliar car.

We reached a hotel at Contres without a contretemps,

Then re-designed our journey, many kilometres long.

Next day, northwest to Chaumont and we crossed the river there;
We, at all costs, avoid Le Mans, so picked our route with care.

| had to explain, that evening, when weld returned to Bricquebec,
That the bike had merely broken down and it was not a wreck!

It left usjust a short trip to Cherbourg on the morrow;

To leave that car, though our salvation, would not be any sorrow.

After five days of hassle, we thankfully boarded the boat,

And to hear Dorset accents again brought a lump to my throat.
So, with no motorbike and sidecar or camping kit, the Boon

At last reached homein a taxi on the twenty second of June.



Grateful thanks must go to my chauffeur, roadie and financier,
And after all this, 1 hope he thinks, "1 STILL FANCY HER!!! "

Epillogue

Three weeks after we had left it, at La Roche Posay,

Our sidecar outfit reappeared, (Kit and paint intact,) Hooray!
The faulty component Dave traced, after much endeavour,
Now with a replacement, she's going aswell as ever.

FOR SALE
Yamaha FJR1300ABS, November 2004, factory panniers, silver, mint standard condition, 26500M, detailed records, new MOT and tax,
one owner, the seat, screen, panniersand rear shock areall new and unused as| fitted alter natives (how on my current bike) from new,
half new price at £5250.
Contact: D Bexley



