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In this bulletin… 

 
________________________________________________ 
 
 
CLUB NEWS 
Vie de l’association... 
 
SUMMARY TRANSLATION: 
As a tribute to the Marcel Milliard1 and his wife, for the work they 
have done for the Club, and for the outstanding reception we have 
had for our AGMs at their home village, this bulletin will be sent 
from Arnac-la-Poste, the location for this year’s AGM. 
 
If we can get a volunteer, a report of the AGM will be attached to it, 
but otherwise it will appear with B121. 
 
 
Everything Comes In Threes 
Jamais deux sans trois... 
 
SUMMARY TRANSLATION: 
Take a map of of France, trace a diagonal line from Sedan to 
Bayonne, and another from Cherbourg to Marseille.  Where’s the 
intersection? At Arnac-la-Poste! 
                                   
1 We lost Marcel in June The Association was represented at his funeral, and we 
sent flowers on behalf of all members. 
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But we don’t choose this small village (for the third time) for our 
AGM merely because it is central. It also offers unrivalled and 
inexpensive hospitality. 
 
The numbers attending may seem low [not by British standards! 
Moreover, it appears that the final numbers attending may have 
been very high, possibly the highest ever. LB], but don’t forget that 
the object of our club is travel. 
 
And you can’t be in two places at once. 
 
 
Preparing Your Van For Shipping To North America 
 
The quality of the Wallenius Wilhelsem ferry company (see Bulletin 
115) is confirmed by our friends Griffoin and Herviou  who have just 
sent off their vehicles [Europe to north America]:  they have been 
dealt with in a very friendly manner and the formalities have been 
minimal. 
 
For the obligatory cleaning (for Canada and the United States), they 
started by finding a local garage with a ramp and a pressure 
washer. On the way to Zeebruge, they completed the work by 
visiting TAC, a company which offers steam cleaning (€14) and 
which provided them with the necessary certificate.  Note that, if 
the harbour authorities [in north America?] find traces of mud, they 
can refuse entry! 
 
 
EXCLUSIVE! 
EXCLUSIF! 
 
For lovers of the Far East, I’m pleased to tell you of the creation by 
Nicolas Lamaury, a friend of the club and future member, of a 
company hiring motorcaravans (4x4 van conversions) in Thailand. 
More info in the next issue. 
 
 
Postcards From... 
Cartes Postales de... 
 
Marie-Claude and Nello Di Giusto, Trinidad da Cuba, July 14.  
We are thinking of you in a country that is very hot.  We think that 
the best time for this Cuban excursion would be the turn of the 
year.  Latest news: on returning from Wales, I found my transfer 
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papers to La Réunion. We hope that the club bulletins will reach us 
over there. 
 
Lucy and Christian Ruginis, Duce, Croatia, September 5.  After 
many problems which prevented us from taking part in the activities 
of the club, we spend a restful holiday on the Dalmatian coast. 
 
Paul and Jeanne Gouwy, Le Mont d’Or, 13 September. We never 
thought you could find so much water at the top of mountains: 
bubbling baths, vapour showers, hammam, swimming pool... 
 

and emails from 

 
Francoise and Paul Boby, September 13. Some news from the 
"Siberia 2004" travellers.  We were a group of four vans until 
reaching India.  Then two decided to visit the north (Dumas and 
Montmard) and two to leave as planned for the south (Boby, Oliete-
Lejaune).  It is very hot here, but all goes well for the moment.  We 
visited Amritsar and the Taj Mahal and are heading for Madras and 
Pondicherry.  The traffic/driving is just as people have described in 
previous bulletins! 
 
and a fax from 
 
Josy and Robert Gastaud, Khiva, September 9.  We will not be at 
the AGM.  From Uzbekistan, there are still 6000kms to go, and 5 
countries to be crossed!  We have finally got the visas for 
Turkmenistan and Iran. After these countries, we will almost be 
home. The voyage continues without major problems.  A little 
tiredness for us two (angina and then bronchitis) but we are made 
of stern stuff.  The temperature sometimes exceeds 40°; it’s 
testing.  The Uzbeks are welcoming, pleasant and obliging.  Are our 
fellow travellers, the Millers and Polges, on the balade? 
 
 
SIBERIA 2004 
Siberie 2004 
 
NOT TRANSLATED 
The text can be found in English on www.silkroute.org.uk 
 
Editor’s note: Jacques is full of admiration for the Siberia team’s 
reportage of their expedition, including the personal emails he 
receives from Ann and Clive Barker. 
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“A Promise To Return, One Day”: Chronicle Of A 
Journey That Was Interrupted - Siberia – Mongolia 
Chronique d’un voyage interrompu... 
 
 
We were members of group 2:  Gastaud/Miller/Peyrin/Polge on the 
way to Siberia, Mongolia, Kazakhstan, Kyrghizstan, Uzbekistan, 
Turkmenistan, and Azerbaijan.  Duration:  5 months.  Departure 
from France on May 5, 2004.  
 
 
Travelled without problems until we reached Moscow where we 
parked up for several days close to Gorky Park, within two steps of 
the Kremlin, with the group  Boby, Dumas, Monmart, Oliette and 
Lejaune. After doing the hard and expensive administrative chores, 
we headed west.  Some beautiful cities along the Trans-Siberian 
railway. At least the centres of the cities and the monuments were 
ok where they had escaped the ravages of the Stalinist era. We 
won’t mention the suburbs, the large slabs of concrete, dilapidated 
and dirty, sad and austere, nor driving through the cities, the mad 
traffic, intense pollution, few signposts - and those that did exist are 
in Cyrillic which take a long time to comprehend. 
 
In the country, the wooden houses were painted in bright colours, 
the window frames carved and painted in white, with the babushka, 
white scarf on her head, taking the sun as she sits in front of the 
house. As you leave the main roads, the roads and streets are 
made of earth, often dug up and covered in rubbish. 
 
In Nijni Novgorod we admired the majesty of the confluence of the 
Volga and the Oko.  We climbed the 500 steps which, from the 
river, take you to the upper city and the heroes’ monument.  In 
Ekaterinbourg, with its rich and exciting past, we visit the last 
residence of the Romanovs.  The house where they were 
assassinated was razed by B Eltsine [Yeltsin?] because it was too 
popular, but a vault has been built and the pilgrims flock to it..  The 
remains of the Romanovs have been in Saint-Petersburg since 
1998. 
 
In Krasnoïarsk we slept on the banks of the well-known Lénissei, 
beloved of crossword enthusiasts.  We often slept in the TIR lorry 
parks, protected and cheap, but noisy and not very clean. 
Sometimes there was a shower; generally the hut at the bottom of 
the ground.  To be avoided.  Irkoutsk seduced us:  large shady 
avenues, very old wooden houses, richly decorated churches, broad 
promenades along the Angara with beautiful girls who saunter along 
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in miniskirts and very, very pointed shoes, mobiles attached to their 
ears. 
 
 
Thanks to Jean-Luc Viandier (of the Synchro-Club), we contacted 
Arnaud Hermann, a well-known local Frenchman who helps 
abandoned children, and also tourists.  Thanks to him we were able 
to find some beautiful spots round Lake Baikal. We rested and 
enjoyed a pleasant stay on its shores and on the island of Oklon 
with its rough tracks.  Robert was able to fish.  We tasted the 
famous fresh and smoked omul. 
Then to Oulan-Oude and its enormous head of Lenin. In the Soviet 
era, you would tap it to ensure it was completely hollow. 
 
Next, the Mongolian border and the usual wait.  Then vast 
undulating and green spaces, herds of horses with their manes 
blowing in the wind, riders in traditional costumes with their strange 
small hats with gilded points, space ad infinitum punctuated by 
white dots (the yurts), the light endlessly changing at the behest of 
wind and cloud. In short, an impression of vastness which embraces 
you and which demonstrates how miniscule and fragile we humans 
are. But like Nicolas Bouvier says "Experiencing one’s own 
insignificance is an essential step on the road of life”. 
 
The Mongolians are smiling, welcoming and obliging. One cannot 
say as much for the indifferent Russians. 
 
NW of the capital, and after several hours on a beautiful track in the 
middle of nowhere, we visited the very beautiful Amarbayasgalant 
monastery. It was calm, serene and filled with religious fervour. 
 
In Ulan-Bator we used a young student as our interpreter. ‘Mimi’ 
was good company.  We found our way into the great parks, 
stopping wherever we wanted, never pestered.  A smile and a few 
gifts gave us entry to the yurts where we were pressed to drink 
airag (fermented milk).  Some of us found it hard work!  
 
At Karakorum, the old capital in the lakes region, we took pictures... 
 
We went south where I received some bad news about the health of 
my mother.  We then decided to leave the group, which was going 
into the Gobi, and to cross Mongolia alone to re-enter Russia at the 
western border.  In five days we covered 1500kms at 30 km/h 
maximum.  The crossing was hard and testing, made more difficult 
because you don’t meet another vehicle for hours and you never 
know if you’re on the right road. We had only a compass and a very 
inexact map. 
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One day, we met Stephen Stewart and his group.  A moment of 
relaxation and friendship and “a nice cup of tea”  At the border, 
another surprise. We met group 3!  With their large vehicles, they 
had suffered much on the rough tracks and had decided to cross the 
border earlier than planned. 
 
At the border we waited from 09.00 in the morning to 16.00. The 
usual promenade from office to office, a wait, then back to where 
we started. In fact we were the first tourists to leave through this 
border post which had only been opened to foreigners recently, and 
they didn’t know how to deal with us.  They had to have lengthy 
conversations with their capital to receive their orders.  Finally at 
16.00 and with a big smile, we got the green light.  The 2 hours 
wait on the Russian side seemed almost short! 
 
We continued alone and at higher speed on the now-metalled road 
(thank you Mr MacAdam!).  A shame, as the Altaï was full of flowers 
and vigorous rivers.  We re-crossed Russia (5000 km).  I will not 
speak about the 6 hours we waited in Samara to cross the only 
bridge under repair over the Volga, nor of the ring road round 
Moscow at 19.00, a whole evening of rain! 
 
The border of Latvia: a 3 km queue of trucks and 50 cars in front of 
us.  It was 16.00 and we thought we’d get through quickly. Wrong!  
We finally crossed at 23.00. 
 
In Latvia and Lithuania we had an impression of greater prosperity, 
well-kept houses, flowers, lovely roads, cleanliness. In Poland, we 
bought strawberries and mushrooms from roadside stalls at 
ridiculous prices. 
 
July 18 we reached France, 2600 km from the Russian border.  As 
the news was no worse, we treated ourselves to an evening at a 
hotel in Dombes.  Ah!  The pleasure of eating a truly good meal on 
our own soil.  We had lived a spartan existence and the tins of 
Russian sprats had started to give us spots. 
 
So here we are, 12000 km in 15 days on tracks and more or less 
good roads.  Perhaps we deserve to be in the record books? 
 
My mother is better.  We regret having left our fellow travellers.  I 
believe that they have also suffered on the tracks of Mongolia but 
since than have discovered some better roads.  We wish them a fair 
wind and await their return to find out how they fared. 
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For us, it was a dream interrupted, but we will do it some other 
time, perhaps in the opposite direction.  Pablito, our valiant VW 
synchro, was great.  In spite of its 15 years and its 300000 km, it 
gave not the least bit of trouble.  Neither the stones nor sand 
obstructed it; just 2 punctures and a chip in the windscreen. 
 
Thank you to him and my devoted co-pilot who agreed to abandon 
his dream for me and to whizz me at high speed back to France, 
without complaint nor the least sign of fatigue. But with a promise 
to return, one day. 
 
Daniele Peyrin 
 
 
Irish Trip 
Balade Islandaise 
 
SUMMARY TRANSLATION: 
We have now returned to Saltaire after a very good tour of Ireland 
– the weather was 'Irish', the prehistoric monuments were 
excellent, the north and west coasts were spectacular, the wild 
camping was 100%. 
 
Les Brook 
 
 
Balades In 2005 
 
For 2005, we are thinking about an AGM combined with a balade in 
June. [Not sure if he really means that the AGM will be in June... 
watch this space]. 
 
For the autumn balade, I intend to suggest to the AGM a 
continuation of the tour around Paris [begun a couple of years ago], 
from the NE to the south. We could combine this with the Salon du 
Vehicules de Loisir [the Paris caravanning show] and use their 
parking to go into Paris by bus to catch a concert or and opera and 
also a fun event 
 
On the third day we could stay at the Champigny-sur-Marne 
campsite before continuing to Fontainebleau where we would say 
our good-byes **! 
 
To develop this proposal, I call on members in the Paris area to 
make suggestions, offer advice etc. 
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Andre Helbmacher and others speak highly of the Dusseldorf 
motorcaravan show. [So do I. It’s superb. LB]. 
 
On his return journey, Andre found an enthralling 2nd WW 
museum.  It’s in Gleize-Stoumont in Belgium, halfway 
between Luxembourg and Brussels. 
 
 
PRACTICAL MATTERS 
Infos pratiques 
 
Wallas cooker 
Conclusion of article in B115... 
 
Sorry, NOT TRANSLATED... language too technical... but the article 
concerns the cooker powered by diesel (and, alternatively, another 
fuel?) which some members know, and a few have installed in their 
vans. This short piece discusses the pros and cons but is not telling 
us anything new. 
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Menu For The Agm Lunch 
 
This did not appear in B120 – but I decided to include it just to 
make your mouth water. And of course, I have NOT translated it. 
So much more tasty in French! LB 
 
Assiette landaise ou 
Foie gras et briochette ou 
Salade de St- Jacques Nantaise ou 
Surprise de gibier aux chataignes 
 
Escalope de saumon à l’oseille ou 
caille sauce York ou 
Filet de sandre crême de cresson ou  
croustade de ris de veau financière 
 
trou limousin (voir avec quoi…) 
 
Pavé de bœuf limousin sauce vigneronne ou 
magret de canard forestière ou 
noix de veau au champagne 
 
garniture de légumes 
salade 
plateau de fromage 
 
profiterolle ou 
fruitier en étage ou 
Paris Brest ou 
gaufre belle colombe 
Punch antillais ou sangria  
ou kir limousin 
 
Cheverny blanc ou Muscadet sur lie 
St Nicolas de Bourgueil ou Bergerac 
 
café, digestif 


