
BULLETIN 122  - 1 - 

 

THE SILK ROUTE MOTORCARAVAN CLUB 
aka 
l’Association Camping-Cars sur les Routes de la Soie 
et du Monde 
 
 
Bulletin 122 
December 2004 
 
EDITOR (original edition in French) JACQUES MAHAUT 
Articles that are unsigned are the work of the Editor 
TRANSLATED BY GILLIAN FARJOUNEL and JACQUES MAHAUT 
TRANSLATION EDITED BY LES BROOK 
 
________________________________________________ 
 

In this bulletin… 

 
________________________________________________ 
 
 
CLUB NEWS 
Vie de l’association... 
 
We are happy to send you an English version of our latest issue… 
There was a previous attempt, in January 2001, but I was working 
alone at that time and the experiment wasn’t repeated. 
 
It raises the question “Is this useful”? With regard to computer 
systems, it seems as though you are well ahead of the French 
technologically: out of 30 anglophone members, only 2 haven’t 
provided us with an e-mail address. But this situation may arise 
because to date only the members online were able to get 
information. I believe that this first edition where everything is 
translated (except for names that are intelligible to everyone, 
together with some technical information and ads) will be a test. 
Especially if, as we wish, you pass on this issue to your friends after 
reading it. If you wish to keep it, don’t worry: we will have extra 
copies, just ask Les Brook or myself.  
 
I also think that this way you will understand our interest in reading 
your news. Of course, some long distance travellers have delighted 
us with the stories of their trips (China, Mongolia...) thanks to the 
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net but we would also like to know what you think about your trips 
within Europe and particularly in France. We would also like to know 
why on every balade in France trip, 26 French crews gather and 
only 4 English ones. And it was the same in Wales!  
 
Furthermore this English edition may also be used as a trade: Les 
might get the MMM free just as Camping-Car Magazine sends me 
their monthly issue when I send them mine. 
 
This experiment will only be carried on if interest is shown. SHALL 
WE CONTINUE OR NOT? Please mail your reply to ccrsm@club-
internet.fr. 
 
*For the translations from French to English, I warmly thank Les 
Brook, Gullian Farjouel, my niece Louise Mahaut. As for English to 
French, Michèle Sommer translated the stories sent by Peter 
Markham, Clive & Ann Barker. For the remainder, I tried my best 
but certainly some imperfections will remain and “I beg your 
pardon” for them ! 
JM 
 
 
THE MARNE MEETS THE SEINE 
 
Inspired by Marcel (Le Corre, naturally) this, finally, is the name 
that we have chosen for our summer balade. 
 
We already have, as usual, 10 reservations, those of the ‘oldies’ 
who trust me in everything and give their approval to anything I do 
- which is not always a good idea! I think that some more info will 
be necessary to persuade others. 
 
The balade will be organised according to your wishes, your 
interests. Anything you reject will be taken out of from the 
programme. But I need to know what you think! Or how can I plan 
the visits, events, parking...? You know, there are already plenty 
tourists in June and reservations are essential. Especially if 
television has featured an attraction: I’m certain that the 
documentary (Envoyé Spécial, November 4th) about “Mr. Marcel 
Lecouffle’s orchids” is going to attract crowds ! So, if you haven’t 
done it yet, grab an envelope, a stamp, it’s not difficult! 
 
 
EXPEDITIONS PLANNED 
 
IRAN: correction 
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Régis HAGNERE, August to September 2005. He suggests to those 
who are interested, a meeting during April. The departure will be 
done individually with a rendezvous at the campsite at Istanbul 
between the 20 and the 25 August.  
You can’t ring 06 72 34 00 03 (it’s a mistake!) but 02 97 32 65 11, 
from February after his return from Morocco. 
 
INDIA 
Robert and Josiane MILLION are looking for travelling companions.        
04 79 28 05 16 
 
NIGER 
Departure at the end of January-February to explore, in a 4x4, the 
desert of Ténéré in Niger. We still have a place or would like to find 
another 4x4 to divide the expenses of the obligatory guide. 
Raymonde Gomez, 04 72 45 99 26 
 
Just to remind you – ALL projected trips will appear in the January 
bulletin, if we receive your membership forms quickly... 
 
 
POSTCARDS FROM... 
 
• Jean-Paul and Annick Hersent, Persepolis, Iran. Hello from 
this wonderful city which we reached after many problems... The 
monuments are really beautiful and the Iranians very very kind. 
 
• Henri and Christiane Dujardin, Rogosa, Sicily, 26 October. 
The ferry prices from Genoa to Palermo (€430) made us choose this 
route, the one which follows the coast. 4 days isn’t fast but it’s one 
of the pleasures of travelling and we have kept the free motorway 
from Reggio di Calabria to Naples for the return journey. There has 
been no problem with parking at this time of year and we’ve only 
used a campsite once. We’ve had no rain either!  A pleasant 
temperature (18/29°C). Lots of free visits for the oldies, roads in 
perfect condition but the traffic in towns is difficult, with the sudden 
appearance of drain covers. Very few French motorcaravans but 
German and Italian are around. Back from Sicily towards the 15 
November and a new departure for Morocco, with the 4X4 and the 
group from the club. End of December to March. 
 
• Mr. Illegible! Tamarasset, 3 November. For Algeria, a guide is 
now obligatory. Sand, rocks, heat: in short paradise! In my luggage 
I’ve collected some useful info. 
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We’ll benefit from this on your return… I hope! The kidnappers 
seem to have resumed their ‘service’ (5 Germans missing in the 
south of Algeria. They must have left their guide...). 
 
 
SMALL MESSAGES FROM EVERYWHERE... 
 
Thanks to Jean Sommer for the magnificent trip and to Michelle, the 
wonderful narrator....they helped us discover small romantic by-
ways and sites of historical interest. 
Francine Helmbacher 
 
Thanks to Jean Veauté, who helped us in Albi, for the parking place 
and excellent itinerary. 
Jean Sommer 
 
The monthly bulletin has just come through my letterbox though I 
was waiting patiently until the end of the year to pay my 
membership fees and find you all again after .....such a long 
absence. I’ve still got the Ford Transit, with one passenger fewer .If 
there is a likeable ‘girl’ who would like to join me in my  
motorhome, I’ll be happy (a non-smoker, not difficult - that’s 
obvious, and not stingy either). 
Perhaps members could be able to put an announcement on the 
site, that would be good to buy and sell equipment for example or 
to propose outings together or to build up relationships? 
Renée Wormser 
rwormser_fr@yahoo.fr 
 
The bulletin has arrived and every time it’s the same delight and 
the same ritual, we fight to read it first! I get mad at the thought of 
all the expeditions we can’t join, but we’ll prepare one when we 
have the time. I think we’ll leave not long after returning to France. 
Reunion is too small for those who like wide open spaces. 
Nello Di Giusto 
nmdigiusto@wanadoo.fr 
 
After Bukhara, Samarkand, Tashkent, hello from Khiva. Everything 
is going well, the weather is fine, hot in the day. After the Aral sea 
we’re going to do a 180° turn so as not to be caught by the snow. 
Michel et Bernadette LaFourcade 
micheletbernadettelafourcade@hotmail.com 
 
On returning to Australia at the beginning of September, we went 
on to finish the last section of our outer loop of 25000 kilometers. 
We invite you to read on www.family-dreamtime.fr.st the account of 
our fabulous crossing of the south of the island continent and our 
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meetings with whales. For younger readers, Astrapi magazine will 
devote an illustrated report with several photographs of our world 
tour on 1 November. 
Erwin, Laetitia, Ingrid and Eva MÜNCH 
 
Six crews are registered for the computer training course in 
Confolens at the end of January. So we’re full for this one. 
Gaby Rambault 
 
 
MOROCCO-MAURITANIA – GOOD NEWS 
 
On the Forum des Routards we were able to get up to date 
information about the progress of the road from Nouadhibou to 
Nouakchott…. 
 
We’ve just completed the crossing, so this is accurate. 
 
Nouadhibou border: at the moment there are about 15kms non-
asphalted, but this stretch should be finished in about 15 days since 
the customs and Mauritanian police say they’ll move on to the 
tarmac at the end of Ramadan [ie towards the end of 2004]. It’s 
possible there will still be about 3kms of dirt road, but this should 
be easy. 
 
Road to Nouakchott: this is three-quarters asphalted. After 
Boulaouar, there are about 20kms of sand but I think this should be 
completed in January. . The 80kms of dirt road towards Nouakchott 
are horribly undulating, but again, in January… 
 
To find out more, look at the forums in mid-January. The ancient 
trail on the beach is not recommended. 
 
 
MOROCCO 
Congratulations to Yves Korbendau* for his excellent notes 
“Morocco, 12 Itineraries for Motorcaravans” which appeared in 
CampingCar magazine, n°165. It’s nearly perfect; just a few details 
are missing: price of petrol, exchange rate ( I know it changes but it 
gives an idea of the budget) and means of payment - credit card, 
travellers cheques. 
 
this kind of dossier makes us a little humble! It’s a little 
presumptuous to hope to offer our members complete files. Take, 
for example, Mongolia... reports aren’t lacking (our British friends, 
the Peyrins, Dumas etc), but who can do a workable summary**? 
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Since we don’t have travellers in Ulan Bator each year, how can we 
be certain of its being up to date? 
 
* If CC magazine doesn’t pay him well we can perhaps employ him! 
** In fact that’s how our authors should start their accounts. 
 
Good news: even though petrol has gone up, the price of the sea 
crossing hasn’t. Let’s hope it lasts and that the service does not 
worsen. Our friend Carlos announced discounts (CampingCar mag, 
p. 214), but we don’t know by how much! 
 
 
FREE PUBLICITY 
 
PICK UP YOUR MOTORHOME AT BANGKOK AIRPORT 
It’s in operation. Nicholas Lamaury has sent me the prices (one 
week €1350): www.asiarv.com, nlamaury@asiarv.com 
 
INTERESTING STOP IN THE VENDEE 
La Maison de la Meunerie at Nieul sur l’Autise offers a guided visit of 
their watermill and the old miller’s house plus a shady parking spot 
at Vignaud nearby. 021 51 52 47 43 
 
LA SOUFFLE DE LA TERRE AT AILLY SUR NOYE 
I strongly recommend the spectacle [‘pageant’ is but a poor 
translation] to those who weren’t on the balade in Picardy [so do I: 
it’s brilliant. LB] in September 2003.. It’s performed in the open, is 
well done and remarkable for the enthusiasm of the many 
volunteers who put it on for your pleasure. You can camp overnight 
on the other side of the lake but if you prefer, you can stop up next 
door to the site. Ailly is 18kms from Rouen. August/September 
every year www.aillysurnoye.com. 
 
 
MONGOLIA, AS SEEN BY THE FRENCH 
continued from B121 
 
27-06-04. Woken by cuckoo calls, we take up our wanderings 
again. At half past nine, we arrive at Tsagaan Ulul (white mountain) 
where we search for the right trail! As far as Bag, it’s really bad! We 
drive over sharp rocks; then past a magnificent ovoo and a stupa! 
Shamanists and Buddhists had thanked the Gods and Spirits by 
leaving modest offerings. 
 
The mountains are more pointed, we descend a deep gorge with a 
lot of difficulty; nonetheless we admire the magnificent colours of 
the rocks. Far off we catch sight of the white houses of Moron and 
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make a big detour to reach the bridge to get to the town. We fill up 
with water from a tank and spend the night in a big field. 
 
28-06-04. We won’t go to Lake Khovsgol, pearl of Mongolia. The 
trail seems really difficult and the border is still far away. However, 
there is a border near here. You just have to drive 100 kilometres 
and take the ferry, Russia is nearby. It’s easy to return to Irkutsk.... 
but the border is closed to foreigners! 
 
The heat is muggy and stormy. We are going to use the internet, 
change the tyres, and buy some meat and vegetables before 
getting back to the vehicles. A sand storm is blowing, a herd of 
camels passes, we stop 36 kilometres further on in a big field. It 
rained during the night. 
 
29-06-04. The sky is grey and dull. We stop at midday at the top of 
a pass. It’s raining, it’s cold! The trail is bad and slippery in places. 
A tyre of Françoise and Paul’s Hymer bursts. At 4 o’clock we are 
back in Tsagaan Ulul and branch off to the west. A big cloud follows 
us. Thousands of minute asters grow in this desolated region. The 
road is just a narrow earth path with deep ruts made slippery by 
the rain, but the pointed rocks are still there. Then we cross a  wild, 
grassy area and stop at the top of a hill 2,060 metres high. 
Germain’s petrol tank is pierced. He mends it in a fine drizzle which 
doesn’t stop. 
 
30-06-04. Up and down: the narrow trail is cut up by the rain! 
Rocks, sand, mud, people. We’re travelling through a desert of 
grass and flowers. At Tsetserleg 2, we cross a mud bath! Then a 
tumbledown bridge! 15 hours it took with the crow bar: Paul’s van 
is stuck in the pointed rocks! After Herboom, the trail improves: the 
sand and a corrugated road  are less stressful than pointed rocks. 
The evening is peaceful in a pretty valley: the water in a stream 
flows merrily: it’s good to play washerwoman near a horse which is 
quenching its thirst and a jeep crossing a ford. Jacques gets stuck in 
the sand and extracts himself with the winch. Two Mongols arrive 
on horseback. They come in, give us vodka to drink from the bottle 
and admire our mobile yurts. After the meal, we cross the stream 
and watch the making of the felt which is used to construct the 
yurts. The children play, barefoot in the grass and are obviously 
very happy. 
 
01-07-04. We travel down through a small pine forest, then along a 
plateau where the trail winds between soft hills. A few yurts, then 
the area is only inhabited by small rodents, insects and birds. We 
pass Bayantes, a small, colourful, friendly village. The clouds 
become menacing! We try to shop at Tes and go into all the shops. 
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You can buy biscuits, sweets, pasta, oil, dishes and clothes, but 
what we want are vegetables, eggs and fruit! Impossible to find 
these products in this part of Mongolia. On the other hand we 
bought delicious bread here! Back again on a difficult trail. with a 
bad sandy zone, we spend the night on a wind swept plateau, in a 
field of heathers [?]and flowers! Today we haven’t met a single 
vehicle! The cuckoo calls , the sky is stormy. 
 
02-07-04.  The storm rumbles! The rain pours. It’s very worrying! 
At the crossing of the trails, the GPS permits us to avoid a sandy 
road, impracticable with our heavy vehicles. How could we possibly 
find our way without GPS in this country where trails go in all 
directions and road signs are non-existent. Some cultivated land 
and a farm in the middle of this immense green desert! We drive 
through a small village where we see several tractors. A snow 
covered mountain rises to our left. Three bad fords to cross before 
getting to Baruunturum and we find ourselves driving in a rocky 
riverbed. Another dangerous passage! We must descend a steep 
drop with sharp stones. We must be careful of our tyres! Here the 
plateau is wild and deserted. On the trail we find scrap iron: broken 
exhaust pipes, bits of bumpers, burst tyres! On the steppe, 
skeletons of big animals are whitening in the sun! All this is very 
discouraging! It’s hot! A mirage of blue water disappears in the 
distance. We spend the night on the plateau facing Zuingovi. The 
Mongols come to see us on horse back; they enter the motorhome, 
open the cupboards, marvelling at our travelling yurts! They bring 
us cheese from the mares, homemade cakes, and ask to exchange, 
guess what? Potatoes! 
 
03-07-04. The trail is unpleasant, again! We are passing through a 
long wild zone which is sandy with deep ruts and covered in dusty 
vegetation. Near Lake Uvs, we have to drive fast so as not to get 
stuck in the sand. The mosquitoes are aggressive but pretty bright 
pink convolvulus grow here! A marsh separates us from the lake, 
the biggest in Mongolia! It is deep blue and as we leave it behind us 
we approach the blue mountains! It’s difficult to approach Ulaangom 
(red sand), the last town in Mongolia before the border. Even with 
the GPS! We hit a big stone. Another one! The Hymer’s common rail 
engine takes in a little water in a ford and refuses to start. Luckily 
Germain is here! 
 
We get to Ulaangom and look in vain for fruit or vegetables before 
settling down for the night a little outside the town. It’s stormy 
weather! 
 
04-07-04. At last a lie in! It’s Sunday, we’re having a rest day 
before attacking the difficult mountains. On starting up the Hymer 
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belches out blue smoke, which worries us! We set out towards a 
small garage (but is it really a garage?) to change the oil. Then it’s 
to the market followed by an easy day in a shaded car park. In the 
evening some Mongols come to chat to us. 
 
05-07-04. After an internet session, last minute shopping and water 
from a tank, we continue our journey. We drive for 35kms on some 
unexpected tarmac then 30kms on a good dirt road. We pass a col 
2,000 metre high where there are 6 ovoos opposite a snow capped 
mountain. The difficulties start again. Germain has to mend a pipe 
which was cut by a sharp stone. A herd of camels pass. We sleep 
opposite the snowy mountain. 
 
06-07-04. At 08.30, we glimpse Lake Ureg Nuur. We cross a very 
rocky river bed and after several dangerous slopes arrive in front of 
some yurts and film some reddish goats and white sheep. The GPS  
had showed this route as correct, but the trail stops here! Two 
Mongols help us to go round the lake. Then the pretty turquoise 
coloured lake disappears and we are back in the hell of stones and 
sharp rocks again. A herd of camels is resting near a yurt. We are 
driving slowly on a trail which becomes more and more difficult, a 
herd of cows in the middle doesn’t even look at us. It’s raining! 
More like cold sleet. The Hymer gets stuck several times. Francis 
pulls it out with his 4X4. Our vehicles, too low and too heavy, aren’t 
made to travel on such dangerous roads. We are alone, without a 
guide, without help. The villages which are very poor are far from 
each other and have no means of communication or breakdown 
service. We pass one or two vehicles during the day. To burst a tyre 
or break-down would be catastrophic. All this is stressful! 
 
Finally we reach a col 2670 metres high and drive on a good trail. 
The GPS indicates to turn right but there are no tracks in that 
direction! What to do? There are numerous yurts a little lower 
down. Curious visitors arrive bringing local titbits. But which 
direction to take? Opinions are divided. After asking for information 
we decide to continue to the left and put some distance between us 
and the yurts in order to get some quiet rest. It’s raining! 
 
07-07-04. It’s freezing! Minus 2°5C this morning! We drive very 
slowly for several kilometres in a nightmare of mud and rocks. We 
are on the right trail but one which isn’t marked on any map. It 
ends up by taking us to Tsagaannuur, the border town. At 10 
o’clock, we reach a small coal mine and at 11 o’clock we drive 
through a poor village. The inhabitants greet us in a friendly way. 
To avoid the deep ruts we drive slowly towards lake Achit on the 
raised gravel in order to avoid the deep ruts. Coal is visible 
everywhere at ground level, but it isn’t exploited. The clear blue sky 
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is reflected in this pretty lake; to the left and right rear beautiful 
ochre mountains dominated by other snow capped mountains. Once 
more I admire the softness of the shapes, the harmony and the 
shades of this wild nature. 
 
We drive around the lake by the southern trail in the direction of 
Nogoonnuur. The trail which is sandy for a dozen kilometres 
becomes rocky and rough again. We go down towards lake Achit, 
the only lake in Mongolia that we can approach! What a pleasure it 
is to paddle in warm water, then to sit on a cool green lawn 
flowering with buttercups. Paradise! A shame that mosquitoes love 
this paradise too. 
 
08-07-04. The lake shines in the morning sun. There’s no trace of 
humans, it’s nature in its purest form! Thinking there’s a way 
through, we choose a red sand trail which becomes small red gravel 
then sand. There’s no way through! We go round an enormous 
mass of ochre rock and drive on a rocky crest. At last we can get 
through! The red rocks of the snow-covered mountains are reflected 
in the lake. A little further on, the spectacle is even more beautiful! 
At last, at 11 o’clock, between two enormous red rocks, appears 
Nogoonnuur surrounded by greenery. Blocks of flats three stories 
high, a water tower, a large Mongolian city! We’re going to stock up 
with water, fuel and bread. 
 
Alas! We’ve entered a dead town where only 4 men and 3 dogs live. 
The houses are boarded up, the windows are broken. Our voices 
echo between the rocks and we feel ill at ease. Why is this town, 
which at first sight seems so pleasant, abandoned? It’s difficult to 
find the route again! The GPS indicates to turn left, at right angles. 
At that spot we glimpse a deep fault in the sombre mountains. 
That’s where we should go. We’re only 28 kilometres from 
Tsagaannuur as the crow flies! 
 
A little further on we glimpse strange earth and stone fortifications, 
like a kremlin. In fact it’s an immense ancient cemetery, perhaps an 
archaeological site? Numerous enclosures are surrounded by  
artistically-worked mud walls; inside, most of the tombs are open 
and look empty. The more recent tombs are hemmed in between 
big ochre stone walls. How many motorhomes have visited this 
strange site? We are certainly the first. Those who want to come 
are mad! Nevertheless we are amazed! 
 
A hare dashes past in the dust! We’re approaching a desert of 
ominous pointed stones, opposite the pass which runs between two 
black mountains. That’s where we have lunch. A last glance back 
towards the lake and we turn into a narrow gorge. The sun is 
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burning hot! A small stream flows through a narrow valley which 
then widens. 
 
We glimpse a village of yurts. Children come towards us; at last a 
little bit of life. This valley is covered with numerous yurts, we are 
even filmed by a young Mongol. The trail isn’t as difficult as we 
thought it would be: of course the ground is bristling with cutting 
rocks, the bends are tight, the ups and downs impressive, but there 
are bridges. Here we are at a newly-repaired bridge. It’s blocked! 
It’s impossible to cross the ford which is deep, with hidden rocks. 
We break through the blockage! 
 
18.30, and we’re travelling along the lake which spreads out in front 
of Tsagaannuur (white lake). To the left of us are ruins, to the right 
scrap iron, then a military enclosure with a watch tower. Another 
deserted village with very few people where there’s no diesel. A 
large road  leads us to the border. 
 
At the first control post we learn that our English friends passed  
into Mongolia on the 5th. At the border we fill up with pure 
mountain stream water, but there’s still no diesel! 
 
In the evening we treat ourselves to stuffed Mongolian ravioli with 
chopped steamed mutton in a yurt-restaurant and spend an 
excellent evening together. We’re 2,340 metres high and have 
travelled 2,890kms in Mongolia in 3 weeks. 
 
09-07-04. 5.5°C. This morning Michel is ill. Jacques and Danièle 
Peyrin who are travelling with our French friends are here, recalled 
to France by a family problem. We wait for a long time, a very long 
time! A customs officer asks to enter our motorhome, sits down and 
calls out Mother!… puts his cap on my head for a photo!… Father! 
…and he does the same with Jacques! 
 
The formalities are long, very long! At midday we’re back where we 
started, the border post is closed between midday and 2 o’clock. At 
15.30 our papers are in order.....It’s with regret that I say good-bye 
to this Mongolia which has been both hard and kind and where I 
have only skimmed the surface. 
 
Christiane Dumas 
 
 
OTHERS NEWS FROM MONGOLIA 
 
If you’re interested in Mongolia, go and see the film The Story of 
the Weeping Camel by Byambasurem Davaa. It deals with the 
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Mongolian way of life: the relationship between man and animal, its 
respect for tradition, its beliefs, and the fascination which the young 
have for the consumer society. The film has been so successful that 
apparently it’s the film director who is crying, worried by the sight 
of  hordes of tourists attracted to the last free space on our planet. 
 
We had been told that the area around lake Khôvsgol, where the 
Mongols live in tepees and where they practise Shamanism, is 
already contaminated by tourism, mostly Japanese. The Mongols 
have got into the habit of being paid for photos and even for tea, 
which is contrary to the hospitality tradition in this country. 
 
As for us, apart from Ulan Bator and around the famous temples, 
we weren’t bothered by tourists, especially in the Gobi, or the East - 
West crossing. Our presence aroused curiosity but once contact was 
established the welcome was warm and the helpfulness 
spontaneous. 
 
At random, I’ll pick out several impressions of the trip. The 
Mongolian cities are all built to a Soviet plan and are bleak. You 
take some concrete cubes, you throw them around an enormous 
dusty square and you have the town hall, post office, bank, theatre 
and museum. You add a few  stunted trees, four streets which get 
lost in the sand, a handful of ramshackle council flats and here you 
have the model of a standard Mongolian city. 
 
Only Khovd looked like a real city with its shady clean avenues and 
a lively centre. This area possesses the remains of an ancient 
Manchurian enclosure (the Chinese governed Mongolia for 2 
centuries) and it’s perhaps their descendents who cultivate today 
the only vegetables to be found in the region. It’s in this city that 
we find an important Kazak community as well. They are Muslims 
and they carry on the art of falconry. 
 
Outside the city, at sunset,  we stopped on the grassy banks of the 
Bayant Gol, a pretty river with its clear warm water; youngsters 
swam, mothers paddled on the bank with their offspring. Nobody 
paid any attention to us. We had some washing to do but were 
careful not to do it directly in the river which is sacred. Suddenly 
the sunset and a swarm of mosquitoes attacked us, we packed up 
and retreated further away in the desert. 
 
The following days one type of scenery gave way to another. The 
first kilometres driving on rocks at 15kph. Then total desert, very 
hot, neither animals nor humans with only the sight of the snow-
capped AltaÏ to keep us cool. Pablito used this occasion to burst a 
tyre. Not funny when you know it’s your last spare! Then we started 
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to climb, the greenery was back, the temperature lower. After 
several cols with superb views over the mountain chain, we 
emerged at 2,600m on to an immense plateau. 
 
The ground was covered in pink flowers, a deep blue lake and good 
pastures on gentle slopes punctuated by cattle and yurts. The air 
was cool, light and invigorating, we ate there, overwhelmed by this 
scenery. 
 
Then again down to the desert towards Olgii, the capital of the 
province, last city before the western frontier. At Olgii, we met 
AÏcha, a young French-speaking guide, who showed us around the 
museum. Quite a dilapidated building, but we saw a few objects 
used in everyday nomadic life, a few moth-eaten costumes from 
different ethnic groups, a luxurious yurt (ger) and a long portrait 
gallery with photos of men and women, all looking serious with their 
chests proudly decorated with one or several medals. AÏcha 
explained that these were the photos of the best shepherds, the 
best milker of cows or yaks, the best craftsmen or whatever, 
rewarded each year by the Soviet regime. We staggered out of the 
museum, tripping over the crumbling steps in the poor light only to 
be caught by the caretaker who had been informed of our presence 
and wanted us to pay the few regulation togrogs. 
 
In Mongolia we saw several beautiful temples but on the whole they 
were in a bad state. It’s difficult to imagine that before the 1937 
purge Mongolia had 700 large monasteries and more than 1000 
small ones. 
 
During a few months 20,000 monks were executed by the ruins of 
their temples and 80,000 were sent to Siberia from where they 
never returned. All the books were destroyed. The only temples 
which were spared became museums. Today Buddhism smattered 
with Shamanism has revived, but the knowledge hasn’t been passed 
on. Nobody knows how to read the ancient texts anymore and the 
new lamas are young, with little education. Only a few trained in 
India perpetuate the tradition. 
 
We couldn’t wait to discover Karakorum, the ancient capital of 
Mongolia. In fact the city only existed for a few decades. Genghis 
Khan camped there and even OgedeÎ, his son, who turned it into a 
real urban centre, preferred his yurt. 
 
In the 17th century the city ruins were used to build the big 
monastery, Erdène Zuu, of which only the beautiful enclosure wall 
of stupas remains today. 
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So, of this Mongol Empire so quickly founded in the 13th century 
and which became the largest the world has ever known, spreading 
from China to the Baltic and from the gates of Vienna to Rome, 
nothing is left, just two crooked stone posts which are hardly 
visible, lost in the weeds of the monastery enclosure. 
 
What better example of the futility of all human enterprise? 
 
However the Empire of the Steppes, the nomadic empire of the 
wind has left a legacy. In 1242, while they are at the gates of 
Vienna, the Mongols stop abruptly and retreat: their Gran Khan 
Ogedel is dead. They return home and take up their nomadic life as 
if nothing has happened, but for the rest of mankind nothing was 
ever the same. 
 
In fact, after all these conquests (terrible and cruel), there followed 
a long period of peace. The frontiers between the countries were 
opened to travellers, missionaries and merchants. La Pax Mongolica 
was to last for more than a hundred years. 
 
It enabled the Occident to meet the Orient. It opened a secure silk 
route; Guillaume de Rubrouck sent by Saint Louis and later Marco 
Polo were witness to this. 
 
At the end of the 14th century, Islam closed the door to merchants 
between Asia and China, but the culture shock brought about by the 
Mongols hadn’t finished providing a breath of fresh air among the 
sedentary people they had just woken. 
 
The route to the east towards Mongolia and China was closed? What 
did it matter , the Occident was going to turn towards the west. The 
epoch of the Great Discoveries had arrived. 
 
But that’s a another story.  
 
Dany Peyrin 
 
 
RETURNING HOME FROM MONGOLIA AND SIBERIA 
 
As we approached Krakow we stopped for some photos of our highly 
diminished group now only 3 vehicles.  This was to be the parting of 
the ways as we all had different plans.  Peter was going to go on to 
Hungary to see his parents, John and Olwyn in OJ wanted to stay at 
a camp site some way out of Krakow and then visit the Tatra 
mountains before heading back to Britain.  We wanted to camp up 
close to Krakow for some sightseeing and then head towards Milan. 
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So after the photos and fond farewells we all drove off in convoy 
again but the CB echoed our sentiments as the others pulled into a 
fuel station and we continued on our way.  Traffic in Krakow is very 
dense and slow moving and it took some time for us to reach the 
car park Mog had used on a previous visit which we found using 
GPS coordinates.  It was ideally situated only a couple of hundred 
metres from the old town.  Unfortunately the attendant would not 
entertain the idea of us parking there at all.  We wanted to park 
within walking distance of the town but were very doubtful about 
finding anywhere at all, but attendant had given us peremptory 
instructions with a wave of his hand to a bus park.  
 
We set off as indicated and crossed the River Vistula shortly after.  
Immediately we saw some side roads filled with buses and coaches 
and went to join them.  We camped there for 3 nights about a 
kilometre walk from the old town.  We later discovered two guarded 
parking areas somewhat nearer to old town but they were about 
£25 a day so we stayed where we were! 
 
The walk along the river bank and across the bridge was very 
pleasant with views of the Wawel Castle. Warm sunshine 
encouraged us to spend all day wandering around the old town.  We 
spent some time in the Market Square people watching while 
enjoying coffee and cakes at a variety of pavement cafes.  In the 
centre of the Square was the 14th C Cloth Hall, a beautiful ancient 
building with a central arcade lined with small stalls selling all 
manner of souvenirs.   
 
In one corner of the Market Square is St Mary’s Church with a 
magnificently decorated interior. However the most interesting 
feature was the bugle call every hour.  It is played to the four 
quarters of the world in turn.  We heard it on several occasions 
before we spotted the bugler open a small window high in one of 
the towers and thrust the bugle through the opening.  He even 
waved when he had finished.  The call is now the musical symbol of 
the city and is based on only 5 notes.  Originally played in medieval 
times as a warning it breaks off abruptly in mid bar.  There is a 
legend that a watchman was struck by an arrow in the throat when 
he saw the Tatars invading and the tune has remained the same 
ever since.  It has been played on Polish radio at noon every day 
since 1927. 
 
One side of the Square was a mess due to the archaeological 
excavations - now virtually finished but lots of work was being done 
in reinstating the area.  Despite this we climbed the Town Hall 
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tower, all that remains of the old Town Hall (the subject of the 
archaeological dig), for a fine view over the city. 
 
During our perambulations around the streets of the old town which 
are virtually traffic free, we came across the Collegium Mauis, the 
oldest surviving university building in Poland.  It was a superb 
example of 15th C gothic architecture with most of the rooms 
retaining their original features.  It is often used to entertain 
important visitors such our Queen.  A notable student there was 
Copernicus and there were some ancient astronomical instruments 
on display that he was supposed to have used.  There was also a 
globe that is reputedly the oldest in existence dating from 1510.  It 
shows the continent of America (before it was officially discovered). 
 
There was a lot to see in Krakow and we enjoyed very warm 
weather while we were there. Olwyn and John travelled into the city 
by bus and tram and after some texting we all met up again for the 
afternoon and an evening meal out together. 
 
Time was drifting by unexpectedly quickly and after 3 days we were 
on the move again.  We wended our way through the countryside to 
the border with the Czech Republic – such an easy border – it must 
have taken all of 2 minutes.  After a night stop amongst the fields 
we were soon at the little town where our Czech friends lived.  As 
always they made us very welcome and plied us with copious 
amounts of wine (which we drank), apples and walnuts (which we 
took with us).  More goodbyes then we made splendidly slow 
progress to Milan.  This was a 4 day journey parking overnight in 
mountain car parks, town squares and motorway rest areas. 
 
Eventually with the aid of Autoroute (a computer mapping program) 
and the GPS we found our way back to Diana’s road where we faced 
the same parking problem we had had on our visit on the outward 
leg of our trip.  If anything the parking problems in Milan were 
worse with every nook and cranny of every street, pavement, 
pedestrian crossing and grassy area filled with cars.  No one wants 
to move as they will lose their parking space! 
 
We stopped K nine in the street in a no waiting, tow away zone and 
Ann went off to investigate the possibilities.  Diana’s road is a dual 
carriageway with a wide central reservation with trees, a central 
pavement and cars parked end on, on both sides.  Suddenly a 
couple came to their car just opposite where K nine was waiting and 
started to drive away but they were held up by traffic.  At that 
moment a trolley bus stopped for passengers blocking us and I was 
fearful that the parking space would be taken.  However when the 
bus moved on, the car was just reversing out and the traffic was 
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held up by lights down the road.  I started to manoeuvre across but 
the cars in the race from the lights were bearing down on us as K 
nine completely blocked the road. Up the kerb we bumped as the 
traffic came to a dead stop with horns blaring.  Parked at last – it 
seemed like a miracle as we were only yards from Diana’s front 
door. 
 
We spent several days with Diana except for those times she was 
working of course.  As a nanny, her hours are quite long but we 
were invited over to see the family and show our photos.  Panic 
stations!  We have almost 10,000 photos so they needed sorting 
and putting into some semblance of order so we burned the 
midnight oil working on this.  On the day we had managed 
something but we still ended up with a huge selection.  The evening 
was a great success but we didn’t leave until midnight. 
 
With the aid of Autoroute and the GPS we easily found our way out 
of Milan and headed down the autostrade and up into the 
mountains.  After going through the Mont Blanc Tunnel we found a 
night stop and early the next morning arrived in Annecy to meet up 
with Ann’s brother Mark and his wife Lilliane.  Great excitement as 
they took us to the hospital.  Their daughter Amanda was giving 
birth.  With no news we strolled around the old town and around 
the lake until that afternoon when we were told that she had had a 
baby boy, weight 3kms and named Neil.  We all celebrated that 
evening. 
 
The leisurely journey across France took us 3 days and after 
camping up on Calais beach we were surprised to join a row of 
French and British police vehicles queuing for the ferry.  On board 
we discovered that there was a charity cycle race from Paris to 
London and hundreds of cyclists had taken over the lounges and 
restaurants.  All was very amicable and the trip across the Channel 
seemed to take no time at all.  Back in England we headed to my 
father’s home to celebrate his 89th birthday with him. 
 
After a few days we returned to our starting point completing the 
round trip where we will camp up for a few days with some friends 
and look after their chickens while they have a short holiday. 
 
Altogether we travelled for 220 days, and covered 34630 kms 
(21590 miles) through 24 different countries. 
 
Now it’s back to normality – lots to sort out such as months of post.  
There are friends and family to see and a reunion with our fellow 
travellers to look forward to. 
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And of course our next trip to plan. 
 
Ann and Clive Barker 
 
 
MARCEL’S FAN CLUB 
from Arnac to Domme, Sarlat and Tournan 
 
Being the (much-abridged)story of Marcel’s journey to the AGM, 
and the post-AGM balade… 
 
The pilgrims are back, having feasted their eyes and warmed their 
hearts… 
 
Ok….”Hello” to everybody even to Jean Pierre Pillot who accused me 
of eating out without paying! What have I done with my cheque 
book? The reason for my problem: I’m moving house and 
everything is upside down! My cupboards and furniture. But I have 
heirs, my two daughters - one day they’ll find the cheques. 
 
For me the holidays, an Indian summer, started on the 15 
September in a restaurant in Provins. Then following the Chateaux 
of the Loire, at Amboise, the Museum of Bernard Palissy at Clos 
Lucé is a must! A quick halt at Niort, then the île d’Oléron with its 
pleasant climate (+3° at Orleans, +20° at Saint Trojan). A brand 
new tourist office where we were invited for the opening, with 
oysters, white and red pineau, bread and even kisses from the 
female staff. I swam near Royan on the 19 September. The water 
was the same temperature as in Brittany. 
 
Blaye had a surprise in store: the Chateau de Segonzac. On the way 
to the Dordogne, the flourishing bastides charm this region of 
France. A dinner of foie gras with Jurançon wine… 
 
[During the AGM at Arnac] There was a crowd at the church for the 
service dedicated to Marcel Millard. The curate, surprised, came to 
chat to us before each of us paid his respects to Marcel, who wrote 
Balades en Limousin, a harsh and welcoming land… 
 
The evening is calm and restful, near the lapping river Sioule, where 
swans and ducks strut about like in the land of the dragon. Perhaps 
they’ve followed me. The telephone rings , the noisy group isn’t far 
off. Tomorrow I’ll join them for a triumphal entry into Puy en Velay. 
What pride! Wait for the sequel. 
 
The mist forms a dew on the grass. The river Sioule murmurs 
discretely. The Impressionists film two fishermen, everything is like 
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a black and white dream. Showered and dressed, I say hello to the 
pack who have just woken. The convoy leaves and we head towards 
Puy, a halt, and my motorcaravan stops, and refuses to start again. 
So we eat, but even after this supreme act for a Frenchman (grub), 
it still refuses to move. 
 
The mechanic confirms our diagnosis: the fuel refuses to leave the 
petrol tank. He arrives with an electromagnetic valve. A swear 
word: he has dropped the thing into the engine. Not to worry, he 
has another. The order comes: “Start”. Ok: then “Back”. Ok 
“Forwards”. Ccccrac ... a black liquid floods the ground - no more oil 
in the engine! Silence! Catastrophe!… 
 
Candles illuminate the night and the peaks of Le Puy, but I’ll only 
have the memories of a lone navigator… 
 
For three days, I lived in hotels and ate in different restaurants 
Long outings on a scooter, around Brioude. What were the others 
doing? I don’t know! Ask them. 
 
Several times a day friends phone, especially Simon, to ask how 
things are going. First I meet the Lillois, fans too of chambre 
d’hôtes [B&B]. And the last evening, at last I found the point 
sublime of Brioude - not to be missed, and it’s worth the detour to 
dine at the Hotel du Poste, 17+ for pure gastronomy. 
 
 
TERRINE AU FOIE GRAS 
 
Recipe for 10 to 12 people 
 
  - 1  fatted ducks liver 
  - 500g of roast pork 
  - 4 shallots and 6 cloves of garlic 
  - 2 soup spoons of flour 
  - 4 eggs 
  - 200g of short crust pastry (home-made or bought) 
  - brandy, salt, pepper 
 
1 - The day before, cut the liver into pieces, add salt and pepper 
and cover with brandy. 
2 - The next day, blend together in the mixer: the liver, brandy, the 
pork, the shallots, the garlic, the flour and the eggs. 
3 - Place this preparation in a Tefal cake tin or oil well a Pyrex or 
earthenware dish. Cover each mould with a rectangle of pastry. 
Make several holes about 2 centimetres in diameter to allow the 
steam to escape. 



BULLETIN 122  - 20 - 

4 - Preheat the oven to 210°C and cook for 35 minutes. 
5 - Eat cold, or freeze. 
 
Variation: 
Instead of using pork, you can use sausage meat and blend it with 
only one shallot, 2 cloves of garlic and the cognac. In the mould you 
can spread a layer of stuffing then a layer of liver, then a layer of 
stuffing and cover with pastry. 
You could also line the mould with pastry before adding the stuffing 
and liver. 
Or you can simply replace the duck liver with chicken liver. It’s drier 
but not so fatty. 
 
Michèle Sommer 
 
 
I meet again the Lillois, who with shining eyes exclaim “Oh, it’s so 
good!” with a northern accent in the south! Careful about my 
waistline which is expanding, I divide into two my foie gras aux 
raisins, cucumber and caramelised kiwis. Les tripes swimming in a 
cream sauce with lentils from Puy are… yummy! I can’t find an 
adjective. I eat one and my sobriety doesn’t please the patron who 
leaves me three perfect cheeses from the Auvergne. 
 
What is there to say about the three small pots of white cream and 
sauce. Here’s the bill, and a big smile from Madame la Patronne - 
“The wine is on the house!”… 
 
Good-bye mechanics. The motor caravan is miraculously back. So, 
here we are Thursday 30 September. My beast is back, washed and 
purring with pleasure, we’re going to Conques and we know the 
road well. I’m happy. Thank you, sir. 
 
Changing from side to side of the road to a waltz, we glide up hill 
and down vale where the autumn colours appear. We discovered 
Conques in 1948, by bicycle. We were cyclists then, with rucksacks 
- not to be repeated. We stayed two days in Conques (where we 
had to pay for the car park) without taking our eyes off the village 
and abbey. It’s beautiful and full of the history of man and his 
quest. 
 
Time flies and it’s evening. Michèle Sommer finds me having a 
philosophical conversation with a freemason who shares my ideas 
and who, like me, sees neither the time nor the place. We put the 
world to rights, this world of power and money. 

to be continued 
Marcel Le Corre 
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BOLIVIA, BRAZIL, URUGUAY, ARGENTINA  
 
You will find in this piece some paragraphs that you may  
think you’ve already read. It is not an illusion: the Pantanal  
article in bulletin 121 is one episode from the story of the  
expedition, taken from Jacques Berlivet’s website. But after  
page-setting, I received an email from JB that covered this  
region more completely. So I have started again. 
 
Jacques Mahaut 
 
 
In Bolivia there are no campsites, so in the cities we have used the 
secure car parks both to leave the Land Rover during the day and 
also to sleep at night. 
 
We spent 10 days at Sucre in August 2003 and liked it very much. 
The Charkas museum is very interesting. A few kms off, you can 
see 5000 footprints of dinosaurs: a little expensive but enthralling. 
You must go to Tarabuco on a Sunday: 50kms away from Sucre, it 
is a paradise for photographers. The Indians come down from their 
villages dressed in their traditional costumes. In the week, it’s dead. 
Go to Dona Alejandra’s restaurant and say hello from us to Dona 
Estela and her husband Alvaro, and don’t forget the young waiter, 
Ubense. We regret not having visited Potosi, the largest town in 
South America in the 18th century with 200 000 inhabitants, and 
still the highest. The road from Sucre is good. 
 
From Peru, we left Lake Titicaca under snow and entered Bolivia on 
July 4 2004. We visited the site of Tihuanaco and from its museum 
descended into La Paz. The very good road offers a giant, absolutely 
fantastic panorama of the Royal Cordillera before arriving at the 
city. 
 
After one week in this picturesque capital, we went up to the 
Cumbre pass (4,650m) where we slept (at -4° inside and -15° 
outside) before taking the Yungas road (the most dangerous in the 
world with an average loss of two vehicles per month). We 
descended in rain and fog. That prevented us seeing the ravine 
which is up to 1km deep. The new road is not yet open. 
 
After the Cumbre, you go down 30km on an asphalt road to 
Cotapata (3,320 m). Then the very bendy track plunges to 900m. 
You drive on the left to Caranavi (in 140km) to allow drivers going 
down to get better views of the edge (of the precipice!): if 
necessary, you have to reverse to allow vehicles going up to pass, 
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and you’re in danger of scraping the rock wall! The track is only 
3.2m wide. The points on this narrow corniche where vehicles can 
pass are few and far between, and the bends are unceasing. Take 
your time! But the road or the track are good as long as it doesn’t 
rain. 
 
You enter the Amazonian part of Bolivia. Well after Trinidad you can 
visit some interesting Jesuit missions. To fill your tank in Bolivia at 
San Mathias (the border) is less expensive than in Brazil. Vehicle 
customs formalities are at the start of the village on the Bolivian 
side: passport formalities are done in the village. The Brazilian 
facilities plus fuel and banks are 100km further on at Caceres. 
Customs formalities are in two different places: for people, the 
Policia Federal at rua Gelio Vargas (GPS S 16° 05 ‘ 27’ ‘ W 57° 40 ‘ 
17 ‘ ‘); for vehicles, the Federal Receibe at the corner of Padre 
Cassemirio/Volontarios do Patria (GPS S 16° 04 ‘ 35’ ‘ W 57° 41’ 07' 
‘). (NOTE: this last place is closed at the weekend). 
 
On to the northern Pantanal: until Pocone an easy track made with 
two embankments on either side of which are river marshes 
teeming with caimans and all kinds of strange birds. A stereophonic 
vision of everything you can’t see in the forest. 
 
On the 150 km run between Pocone and Oporto Jofre, there are 128 
wooden bridges, often eaten by termites. They can collapse with the 
passage of a large truck, but they are not high and the water is not 
very deep. The national park is free and is ideal for viewing lots of 
animals. 
 
We camp up at Pixaim. The caymans are not dangerous providing 
you don’t walk over them. 
 
The southern Pantanal is very different; large farms, fazendas, with 
many rice paddies and a few thousand hectares conserved by the 
state as a nature reserve with centres for ecotourism. We spent 24 
hours in one of them, fazenda San Francisco where we were given a 
good welcome. Other fazendas offer the same services. This one 
covers 15,000 hectares. It’s 236kms from Campo Grande, 36km 
after Miranda, and 213kms from Corumba, the Bolivian frontier 
town. Note: if you want to continue on to Bolivia the track which 
goes from Corumba to Santa Cruz is not navigable when it rains and 
the traffic makes it very dangerous. 80 people work in the 
ecotourism activity of the fazenda. It costs nearly €100 (325 reals) 
for 24 hours stay, meals included but no accommodation. You can 
sleep in your van or rent a comfortable room. 
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In the morning, we take a guided tour in a boat on an arm of the 
Rio Miranda with a fishing party in search of piranhas. In the 
afternoon, a guided tour in the truck on the tracks within the 
property. You see anteaters, emus, capibaras, parrots, caimans and 
many birds like toucans and jabiru cranes). You could also take a 
horse ride or go in a canoe. 
 
In the evening, a photo safari in a Toyota pick-up. We saw an 
adorable ocelot (small, cat-like, resembling a young, cuddly-toy 
tiger), and more anteaters, immobilized by a spotlight for several 
minutes. You’re not allowed to do such trips in your own vehicle. 
GPS 20° 5' 10' ‘ W 56° 36 ‘ 57‘’In the south of Brazil the roads are 
generally good but certain asphalted sections are so full of holes 
that everyone zigzags to avoid them. Trucks pass all the time, very 
many and a little suicidal. They create occasional ruts in the asphalt 
which disturb the stability of narrower vehicles, and overtaking 
tends to be somewhat acrobatic. 
 
The Brazilian service stations are huge. They have free hot showers, 
restaurants, mechanics and electricians, sometimes washing 
machines, a hairdresser, a dentist or a doctor, stores for car 
accessories or clothing. But no internet: oddly, it is almost unknown 
in Brazil; it’s easy to find in Argentina, Chile, Bolivia, Peru and 
Uruguay. 
 
We crossed Sao Paulo quickly then went up on the coast until 
Parati, an old Portuguese city superbly well preserved and very 
touristy, 200kms south of Rio. A day trip to the islands by schooner 
is 82 reals (= € 23) including a midday meal for two. 
 
We go back by the same forest road which more or less skirts the 
undulating coast. It is superb but too often one cannot get to the 
sea: the land is private and built on. Guards prohibit access. Around 
Santos the road moves away from the coast. Many rather ugly 
dwellings. It’s a little more interesting afterwards - the area of 
Joilville is beautiful, Florianopolis and the island of Santa Catarina 
are very modern but the natural landscape remains beautiful. 
 
Above Torres, you can climb towards Cambara Do Sul to see the 
canyons of Itaimbezinho and Fortaleza, 700 and 920m deep, very 
spectacular. Porto Alegre is a large city. The tourist office is in the 
arts centre, housed in the old gas factory and power station. Its 
chimney is a landmark from afar. It’s an interesting, large city at 
the bottom of a deep estuary. 
 
Uruguay is a small, quiet and welcoming country - 3 million 
inhabitants, 9 million cows... and a few politicians on the run. There 
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are lots of old cars on the road, a true museum of the car and a 
paradise for lovers of jalopies, from the Ford T to the Isetta, the 
Peugeot 403 and many rare models in Colonia (Portuguese city 
dating from colonial times). A ferry takes us across the Rio de la 
Plata to Buenos Aires, 55km and 4 hours later (approximately €65). 
 
Quiet visit to Buenos Aires while waiting for our cargo liner which 
was delayed for 2, then 4, then 6 days. The noise in Buenos Aires is 
infernal. We settle 50 km away, at Tigre, a small residential city on 
the delta where we found a family campsite, the Swallow, on the 
edge of the Rio Lujan, kept by a retired couple. Take Calle Santa 
Maria, then the second street on the right after the fire station 
(bomberos). This is Calle Ugarte y Rio Lujan which you follow for 
1km. Quiet and picturesque (GPS S 34° 23' 43' ‘ W 58° 36 ‘ 39 ‘ ‘). 
 
During the day, we park in the secure car park in front of Tigre 
station. The train/subway takes us into the centre of Buenos Aires 
in 40 minutes for 0.95 pesos, that is to say €0.30.In Buenos Aires 
we enjoyed visiting a popular Argentino-Chinese restaurant where 
you can have a buffet meal chosen from amongst 70 dishes for 7 
pesos, a little more than €2 each (Limon Tree, 544 Suy Pacha). It is 
central and is closed Monday. To liquidate your bolivianos, pesos or 
reals or even damaged dollars, use the Piano Bank, 345 San Martin. 
 
Before embarking, you can sleep in the port, your vehicle under the 
eyes of the guards. We left Buenos Aires on September 6 and 
arrived in Le Havre after a calm and pleasant voyage lasting 27 
days on the Grande Amburgo, one of the five enormous, very 
modern cargo liners of the Italian company Grimaldi. Crew and 
other passengers very nice. We loved this crossing; no sea sickness, 
and stopovers at Paranagua, Santos, Rio, Dakar, Tilbury (London), 
Hamburg, Antwerp and finally Le Havre. 
 
All together, we sailed 27,000 km on the cargo liner over 53 days, 
and drove 53,000 km in the Land Rover, one third of which were on 
unmade roads, over the 13 months which we spent on the 
continent. We have met many people, and at no time was anybody 
unpleasant. On the contrary, we never felt any insecurity (we took 
of course some precautions, as we would in France). Now, we get 
back into the home routine without rushing and with pleasure, 
happy to meet family and friends after 9 months of separation (we 
were away for 6 months last year and then came back for 2 
months). The most difficult adjustment for us is not the euro but 
the prices in France! Everything is very expensive and it makes us 
want to set out again very quickly! 
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I hope that our experience might be useful to you. Do not hesitate 
to ask us for other information. 
 
Jacques and Marie-Paule Berlivet 
berliland@netcourrier.com 
 
 
NOISE, ALWAYS NOISE...! 
 
Claude Bourgeon poses a problem: 
 
My Fiat 4x4 2.5 Tdi home conversion … has a noise level of 84 dBa 
at 2850 rpm. I find this noise level tiring. 
 
Can anyone tell me of somebody would could lower the noise level 
to 74 dBa, the level recommended in the European standard, 2000? 
 
We shall see whether a member can give the answer before the 
magazine pros who have also been consulted. 
 
 
THE CAMPSITES OF VENICE 
 
For Michel Lafourcade, the Tronchetto car park is great:  for Henry 
Minery of DC Mag and me, it is awfully dirty, not very secure, and 
very expensive!  
 
Before 2003, the Rialto in Mestre, for €18 was good. The owner 
spoke French and sold bus ticket for Venice. How is it today?  Who’s 
going to give me information about a good site close to the city, 
with its name, address, price, transport link? Thank you. 
 
Claude Lebourgeois 
 
NOTE: it is not necessary to confuse car parks and campsites!  For 
the latter category, it seems to me that the Routard guides are 
better placed than we are to give information, except when we find 
an exceptional place and want to share it. The guides aren’t the 
gospels, but you get good info nonetheless. 
 
 
WORLDWIDE INSURANCE INFO 
with special reference to America 
 
See also Bulletin 113 March 2004 
 
1 - AGF, Gilbert MARIE at La Mure* 
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The first policy (which isn’t offered anymore, a shame) covered 
vehicles worldwide provided they stayed less than 3 months in each 
country. This is the Fléxia contract which is still valid for those who 
had a contract before the change. The next version, contract Plein 
Phare, is more restrictive. The cover is still worldwide, but the 3 
month period starts once you leave your home country, which 
rather limits movement! 
 
2 - There is a Dutch Insurance Company (Assurantie kantoor, 
Madame Alessie, tel. + 31 10 455 5946) which insures worldwide 
but which is expensive. 
 
Complete information concerning these two solutions are given by 
J.-C. Grifffoin, in n° 113 March 2004. 
 
3 – Using the American Automobile Club (AAA), I obtained the 
address of an American company which insures foreign vehicles for 
the US and Canada. It’s the AIU North America. As far as I know 
the AAA (like the C[anada?]AA) doesn’t insure vehicles anymore; 
but in 1996 the New York Office did. You can check this out: 1881 
Broadway- NY - 10023, tel. 1 212 757 2000. 
 
J.-C. Griffoin was insured by the National Office of the AAA at 
Heathrow north of Orlando: 1000 AAA Dr #28 32446 Heathrow. Tel. 
1 407 444 4240. 
 
On the internet, try www.AAA.com (or .us, I don’t remember) but 
you need to give your post code to be sent to the office which is 
nearest your residence; so if you want NY give 10023 and for 
Heathrow 32746. 
 
4 - In 1996, a group from the club was insured at Bell and Grand 
Ltd, 1959 Upper Water street - Suite 1306 at Halifax. 1 902 429 
4150. 
 
5 - I’ve the addresses of three other firms which might be useful 
but for which I haven’t any precise information at the moment: 
· In Germany: nowago@t-online.de (I’m not sure 
about the t; try it with and without); addressed to Karl Heins 
Nowag, tel. 061 06 16960. 
· In North America: Insurance for foreign cars in 
America. andrea@thuminsurance.com, fax 1 616 957 1204 
· In Switzerland: Winterthur Assurances which 
according to my information insures vehicles worldwide ( example: 
8 months Canada/USA: 3000F Swiss, about 1500+). I haven’t the 
address, but with Google using .com you should be able to find the 
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Geneva office. This company probably even has offices in France 
dealing with matters which don’t interest us. 
 
As for me, I’m insured at the AGF with an Flexia contract so I 
haven’t really looked for another solution. 
 
For Mexico insurance can be obtained at the border. 
 
I hope this information will be useful to those who are travelling to 
the American continent; If I find out more I’ll pass on the 
information. If you have investigated this problem yourself please 
let the club know the results.  
 
Serge Herviou 
 
 
*This insurance cannot be used by foreigners, except if they have 
an address in France. This question is often asked by our friends 
from Australia and New Zealand [and the UK]. 
 
 
N.B. from Denis Lahaye. We left Envergure Insurance because we 
weren’t covered worldwide. Now we’re at AGF through Marie’s office 
at Mure. The office explained that the 3 month cover is from the 
date of your arrival in the country not when you leave France. For 
America the 3 month cover starts from the date of the boat’s 
arrival. The “plein phare” contract has replaced the “Flexia” contract 
but it is only a change of name. 
 
 
Carl and Mary Hunter recommend: 
 
Sunrise Group, 261 Plaza Drive, suite B, Oviedo, Florida 32765 
- Contact : Mr Tim Montgomery 
Tel: 1 800 478-7648, or direct : 407 977 7000 
Email: sunrisegroup@bellsouth.net 
addressed to Tim Montgomery 
Sunrise insures European vehicles in the US and in most of South 
America, third party, collision and damage. 
This company offers special rates to groups of 3 vehicles or more. 
 
 
TIMESHARING A VAN IN AMERICA?* 
 
I’m preparing a trip to the USA, in 2005, for three months, at a date 
yet to be decided. Given the price of transport and the carnet de 
passage en douane, it seems to me the best and most economical 
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thing to do would be to buy a RV in the States. Eventually leaving it 
over there for a future voyage. I therefore suggest to members who 
might be interested: 
 
EITHER to buy together a RV. We can find one from 1999 at about 
10 000 to 15 000+, class A. I’ll be responsible for buying the 
motorhome, insuring it etc. We can use the internet for pre-
selection. 
 
OR to hire an RV for less than the usual amount proposed by 
professionals. The cost of hiring would be +/- 1500+ [$? €?… I think 
$ LB] per month all included. I have to make enquiries about the 
insurance. For example, hiring a camper van 17 at San Francisco in 
the low season costs $69 (€56) a day + insurance + other 
expenses. The insurance practically doubles the hire. You can’t hire 
for less than 30 days; the price can be negotiated for a longer 
period. 
 
If you’re interested make contact by email: andree.riffont-
veys@wanadoo.fr,  tel: 05 58 48 13 02 or by mail André Riffont, av. 
de Fray 6, 40140 SOUSTONS. I’m available if you want anymore 
information, however from December on I’ll be in Italy for 2 
months. I’ll contact those who are interested when I’m back. 
 
* On this subject look at the article by Jean-Pierre Malengé (bulletin 
n° 87, pages 2 and 3....) not a big success at that time! 
 
André Riffont 
 
 
PENNSYLVANIA, OHIO, INDIANA, MICHIGAN….. 
 
We have reached Jaspar in Alberta, Canada, which is where we plan 
to turn round and start coming South. Since Annapolis we have 
knocked off 11 states: Pennsylvania, Ohio, Indiana, Michigan, 
Illinois, Iowa, Wisconsin, Minnesota, South Dakota, Wyoming and 
Montana. That leaves North Dakota as a Never-to-be-filled hole, but 
I gather the inhabitants are used to that, it being the least visited 
state. We could also have added Nebraska, as we were only 30 
miles away in Hot Springs SD, but decided that it wouldn't be 
sensible to travel 60 miles with the sole intention of putting a 
sticker on our map! (There didn't seem to be anything very 
attractive to see in Nebraska anyway). 
 
Travelling across the Prairies we didn't find an awful lot of interest 
anywhere, so we assiduously stopped at every National Monument, 
Landmark or Historic Site we went anywhere near. Pennsylvania 
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was fine, it is picturesque, with the Appalachians making for some 
plenty scenic roads (scenic means to Camilla lots of steep ups and 
downs). We saw Harpers Ferry and Gettysburg Civil War 
battlefields. It’s not easy to make a battlefield that interesting, as it 
has long since reverted to farmland, however they did a good job 
with lots of storyboards and maps to tell you what happened on the 
ground you were looking at. Harpers Ferry is interesting because it 
is the place where the civil war really began, with the raid by John 
Brown on the US arsenal and arms factory. He was an abolitionist 
who had the idea to arm a slaves' uprising. It didn't work of course, 
and his body was soon “a-mouldering in the grave”, as in the song, 
but it did herald the start of the civil war. Gettysburg is where the 
most important battle took place, which marked the turning of the 
tide against the Confederacy. Amazingly they had been winning up 
until then. The battle lasted 4 days of intense heat. 172000 troops 
were involved, there were 40,000 casualties, of which 8,000 died in 
the battle, 4,000 in one small area now known as The Wheatfield. 
Quite a moving place to stand. It is supposed that an important 
factor was the death by friendly fire of General Stonewall Jackson 2 
weeks before, he having been the most able general the South had. 
I have come across an odd little book by Richard Adams (of 
“Watership Down” fame) called Traveller, which is the civil war 
recounted from the point of view of General Robert E Lee's horse. I 
wish I'd read it before seeing the battlefields. 
 
We've also become very interested in Frank Lloyd Wright, having 
seen three of his houses: at Fallingwater and Kentuck Knob in 
Pennsylvania, and his own ‘summer’ house Taliesyn in Wisconsin. If 
we get a chance we'll go and see his ‘winter’ house in Arizona. 
Although they were built a long time ago (Taliesyn in 1909 and 
Fallingwater in 1935) they still look very modern in the best 
possible way. FLW wanted to build a house to be part of a 
landscape, and to bring the Outside into the house as far as 
possible. At Fallingwater this meant building on top of a waterfall, 
and allowing a stream to run through the house. He was also very 
influenced by Japanese building styles, and disliked the building as 
a Box - for example he always had windows in the corners, literally 
with panes of glass glued together at the angle, without even 
frames. The houses we saw still have the original furniture and 
furnishings, all chosen by FLW and most actually made by him. He 
loved Cherokee red and shades of ochre and had lots of very 
valuable far eastern pots and sculptures everywhere, as well as 
persian rugs and Japanese prints. One side effect of his making the 
house fit into the landscape is that they are always much larger 
inside than they look outside, like a sort of Tardis. 
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As we headed west we found we were often crossing the path of the 
1803-6 Lewis and Clark expedition, which went up the Missouri and 
across to the Pacific through Oregon, 8000 miles. After President 
Jefferson acquired the lands immediately west of the Mississippi 
from France (the Louisiana Purchase), he sent the duo off to explore 
the new US territory. I knew that Louisiana had been bought from 
Napoleon for a pittance ($15 million), but I didn't realise that the 
deal also included Missouri, Arkansas, Oklahoma, part of Texas, 
Iowa, Minnesota, Nebraska, Kansas, Montana, Wyoming, North and 
South Dakota and the eastern half of Colorado! They wrote up 
copious diaries and drew pictures of the scenery, and brought back 
specimens of the new plants and animals they found. One excerpt 
we read was when they first saw a Prairie Dog. They first tried to 
catch him by digging him out of his burrow. This failed because the 
burrow went down too deep. They then tried pouring river water 
down the hole, and caught him when he eventually he came out to 
escape drowning. This specimen was sent alive as a gift to President 
Jefferson, who kept it as a pet. There was a copy of his thank-you 
letter, saying that the prairie dog was absolutely harmless and 
tame. We later saw lots of these endearing little animal ourselves, 
of which more in a moment. 
 
Lewis and Clark were often the first white men the Red Indians had 
met (and the first black men too: they took slaves with them as 
servants), and they were everywhere met with friendship. 
Admittedly they were tourists rather than settlers, so their interests 
did not conflict. We gradually saw more and more Red Indian sites. 
They were largely very sad, because unlike the southern tribes like 
the Navajo, the warriors of the North had no tradition of agriculture 
or fine craftsmanship, so when the bison herds were destroyed they 
never really came to terms with the change. The reservations are 
sad places, very poor and rubbish-filled, and the people living there 
look dirty and fat and lethargic. We stopped at Effigy Mounds NM in 
Iowa where there are 600 giant mounds (we would call them 
barrows), many in the shape of bears or eagles. This is not the only 
such site - there used to be many - but it has been preserved 
unspoiled. Nobody know why the mounds were created, they are 
sometimes burial sites, but not always, sometimes there is nothing 
inside at all. They think the oldest mound is about 3000 years old, 
but the Mound Builders had stopped long before the Spanish 
arrived, leaving no memory of what they were for. The shapes can 
be best seen from the air. We also stopped at Pipestone NM in 
Minnesota. This is a place where the Sioux have for the past 400 
years mined pipestone, a mixture of silica, magnesia and 
aluminium, which is reddish in colour and easy to carve. They 
traditionally made pipes from the stone, but later made effigies and 
ornaments, attractive but crude, for sale. As pipe-smoking was a 
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significant ritual activity, the site at which the stone was dug 
became a holy place and traditionally warring tribes would come to 
it for peace talks. We walked round the natural stone corridors and 
steps, and it does have a special air of peace and quiet about it, 
even when covered with tourists. 
 
The first place we came to which we'd actually planned to see was 
the Badlands NP in S Dakota. This was named by early French 
explorers who called it Les mauvais terres a traverser and one can 
see why. They are awe-inspiringly beautiful, miles and miles of 
completely dry delicately striped pinnacles in beige and red and 
gullies all the way to the White River. The 60 mile road through the 
park follows a cliff rim with a 300 ft drop to this impassable 
landscape. This wall is constantly being eroded by rain, so the 
Badlands are expanding. One cannot think how anyone could 
descend this wall or cross the landscape, but Chief Bigfoot did it in a 
snowstorm in December 1890, pursued by Federal troops, with 350 
mostly old men, women and children. They were all slaughtered 5 
days later at Wounded Knee when the soldiers caught up with them. 
We had an amazing son et lumiere that night with thunder and 
sheet lightning filling the sky, but no rain. It was also stiflingly hot 
with a wind blowing like a hair-dryer. We were dry camping at the 
desert campground, 360 degree view of Badlands, and had put up 
our awning as some protection from the sun. The volunteer 
campground host came over and advised us to take it down, as the 
wind can get up suddenly and violently. We did so, thinking he was 
being a bit of an old woman. Three days later at Hot Springs we had 
our awning out again, and this time a big wind did get up, a squall 
out of a clear sky. We leapt for the awning immediately, but before 
we could get it in the wind had ripped it in half. I was vexed to tears 
as you can imagine. 
 
Our time in the Black Hills (of Dakota) unfortunately coincided with 
the annual Sturgis Motorcycle Rally, where 500,000 bikers descend 
on the place for 3 weeks of rallies, races, music and drinking, and 
completely fill it up. We saw hundreds and hundreds of them, 
passing us on the way , and still arriving when we left, earlier than 
originally planned. They were a colourful lot, all dressed up like 
Hell’s Angels, tattoos on their bare brawny arms, no helmets over 
their pony-tails of (often) white hair. They were however well-
behaved and, we suspected, much more respectable than they 
wanted to appear, accountants and lawyers and schoolteachers for 
the rest of the year. During our abbreviated stay we did manage to 
see Wind Cave NP and Mount Rushmore, as well as some very 
scenic driving along Iron Mountain Road and through the Custer 
State Park.  
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We had to take a guided walk through Wind Cave, so-called 
because of the wind caused by pressure differences which is either 
coming in or going out. The moving air is a good thing, as otherwise 
the cave would be just too claustrophobic. Unlike other caves we 
have been to there are no big caverns with stalagmites and 
stalactites. Instead there are 83 known miles of tight corridors, and 
delicate honeycomb-like formations called ‘Boxwork’, ‘Frostwork’ 
and helictite ‘bush’ more like corals than anything else we've seen 
before. Using air-pressure studies they think they have only 
explored 5% of the total, and the park staff are constantly finding 
new corridors. 
 
Mount Rushmore is very impressive. You can see it from miles away 
as the Iron Mountain road was especially engineered to give you 
views framed by tunnels. We walked right up to the carved heads, 
and also were shown just how they were carved, between 1927-
1941 by unemployed miners under the direction of a sculptor of 
Danish descent called Gutson Borghkum who had been a pupil of 
Rodin. They are of granite, so will be around for a long time and the 
carving is of very high quality. The presidents so honoured are 3 
obvious ones (Washington, Jefferson and Lincoln) and Teddy 
Roosevelt. With the benefit of hindsight Franklin Delano Roosevelt 
would have been a more appropriate choice, but apparently at the 
time Teddy was very highly thought of. We also saw the giant 
statue of Crazy Horse, which is still work in progress, only the head 
having been completed. The final version will be of the famous chief 
mounted on his horse. It is a private sector venture initiated in 
1948 by the local Indian chiefs as a counterbalance to the four 
white men honoured on Mt Rushmore. At this rate of progress it will 
be finished in about 2300 AD. It is already the largest artwork in the 
world. 
 
The Custer State Park is full of wildlife. There is a particularly 
healthy herd of 1500 bison, which is wild but ‘managed’. They keep 
the numbers stable by selling 500 animals a year to other parks. 
Apparently there is a problem keeping bison genetically pure as 
they will interbreed with domestic cattle if given a chance, and 
these are famous for having no cattle genes. (Perish the thought of 
contamination the other way, Buttercup or Daisy with bison genes). 
We could observe them very close up and saw how the large bulls 
constantly give grief to the adolescent males to check that they are 
still getting "respect". There are also Prairie Dog "towns". These are 
Black-Tailed Prairie dogs and they live in large communities of 
thousands of animals, with a quite complex social structure. They 
build burrows which are 2 ft high, and each burrow will have a 
Prairie Dog standing upright on it, keeping a look-out for predators 
like meerkats do. We often saw them standing up holding each 
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other and kissing. Apparently this is not courtship but standard 
social behaviour, a sort of "How do you do? Mwa, mwa". We could 
watch them for hours from inside Camilla, as they were not aware 
of our presence, and they are very cute. We also saw Pronghorn, 
American Antelope, the fastest mammal in North America. It can 
run almost as fast as a cheetah, with 20 foot bounds, and can keep 
up a speed of 30mph for up to an hour. 
 
Our next stop was at Devils Tower NM in Wyoming. The original 
name was apparently Bear Hat, which I prefer, as the general shape 
is not unlike the bearskin hats worn by guardsmen. The new name 
is probably better for attracting tourism. The theory is that it was a 
volcanic ‘plug’, 867 feet high and growing, as it is made of igneous 
rock, which is hard, and has gradually emerged by the erosion of 
the soft rocks around it. You can see it for miles around and it is 
very impressive. (I'm running out of adjectives). The sides are 
almost vertical, and are fluted like columns. The tower is a mecca 
for rock-climbers, who conflict with the local indians for whom the 
rock is a sacred place. I can see what they mean, the climbers have 
hammered pitons into the rock and climb with ropes. It can’t be too 
difficult as 5000 people climb it each year. The Indians want people 
only to ‘free’ climb it, and I think they are right. We walked all 
around the base and watched the Bald Eagles soar; it was a walk of 
about 1.3 miles. 
 
After this we were very keen to see Little Bighorn Battlefield, where 
the Indians won for once. We stood on the very spot where General 
Custer made his famous last stand with 250 men. Having shot their 
horses to make breastworks, they fired from behind them until they 
ran out of bullets, and the Indians ran in and hacked them all to 
death. Apparently the whole thing was a massive miscalculation by 
Custer. He underestimated the number of Indians who had gathered 
under Sitting Bull and Crazy Horse, who had managed to persuade 
several warring tribes to co-operate for once. So 7000 Indians faced 
600 soldiers. Custer then compounded his error by dividing his force 
into three, and letting all the spare ammunition go away with the 
baggage train. The other 2 forces managed to hold out until the 
cavalry arrived, but it is Custer who is famous forever. The 
monument also had a memorial to the 100 Indians who died that 
day. I bought a postcard of a 1913 photograph showing a sort of 
veterans’ reunion of Custer's Crow Scouts who survived because 
Custer sent them away before the battle. 
 
We were very pleased to find that our friends Jim and Georgia were 
close, in Great Falls, and so we went there to see them and their 
charming but somewhat stroppy little dog, Tiki. (He only bit me 
once). After that we resumed our journey to Flathead Lake, alpine-
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like scenery, and spent 5 days in Glacier/Waterton Lakes NP. This 
park straddles the US/Canadian border, and is also where the 
Prairies meet the Rockies. I'd say it is the most beautiful park we 
have been to, surpassing even the Icefield Parkway in Alberta. We 
had to hire a car to cross the park on the Going-to-the-Sun Road, 
as the road is very narrow and twisty and no vehicle over 21ft long 
is allowed. We haven't seen scenery like that since our big walk in 
the Himalayas, and for that we were weeks away from a road. 
Sharply pointed peaks, glaciers, cirques, hanging valleys, 
unexpected lakes, waterfalls like red marble staircases, canyons, 
gorges, chasms everywhere you looked. There were plenty of 
turnouts, but we got twisted necks from turning round to try to see 
everything. The next day we took Camilla round below the park and 
took her in 10 miles from the other side, which she enjoyed (we 
think) especially Wild Goose Island which is so pretty that I sent the 
same post card of it to 4 people. We also went in another way on 
Many Glacier road, and were delighted to see 2 brown Black Bears 
on the hillside above us. They were a fair way away, too far for 
photography, but with binoculars you could see them well enough 
to be sure they weren't Grizzlies. 

TO BE CONTINUED 
Peter and Susan Markham 
 
 


