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In this bulletin… 

 
________________________________________________ 
 
 
CLUB NEWS 
Vie de l’association... 
 
... FERRIES, BORDERS, CARNETS, INSURANCE, 
GAZ... 
 
Marketing people tell us they do not sell products; they sell 
benefits. This has become a cliché, but like so many clichés, it 
contains some truth. 
 
And the cliché is relevant to us. At this time of the year we are 
asking members to re-join, and many are considering if 
l’Association/the Club delivers €50 of benefits. I have to be honest; 
in my experience, many members believe it does not. 
 
Sometimes this is because of their personal situation. John and 
Margaret are English-speaking members. They dream of travelling 
to China, but it is only a dream; in reality they rarely leave Britain! 
They cannot benefit from the balades without spending several 
hundred Euros to cross the Channel, and they do not speak French, 
so the balades are problematic, and the bulletin in French is a 
constant reminder of their distance from the heart of l’Association. 
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They can read the translation, but it’s not the same. Their dreams 
sustain their membership for two or three years... and then they 
drop out. 
 
(Jacques and Margarethe are in a much better position: at least it is 
cheaper for them to join the balades). 
 
I don’t think we can do anything more for John and Margaret. But 
what about Bill and Heather? They can speak some French; they 
were great travellers even before they joined the Club; and the 
prospect of Tierra del Fuego or the Ivory Coast or even China is a 
real one. Does the Club offer them €50 of benefits? 
 
This question forces us to ask a more basic question: what benefits 
should and could the Club offer? I think there are two. The first is 
information. The second is camaraderie and support. 
 
Camaraderie and support are easy, and the Club supplies this in 
bucketloads, though you have to give it to receive it, and we could 
perhaps improve on our systems for linking people together. I think 
mes amis les Pillots are working to this end by collecting more 
detailed information about the experience and plans of every 
member. 
 
Information however is a big problem. At its best, the Club is a 
network of experienced travellers who help each other through 
information exchange, on ferries, borders, carnets, insurance, gaz... 
But too often, the exchange fails. It fails because we don’t have a 
robust system for the collation of information and because members 
simply do not pass it on. The clearest example of this is the bulletin, 
as our President/Editor told us more than a year ago: 
 
“... your opinions and your comments on your journeys interest us. 
They often contain, sometimes without you being aware of it, a 
great deal of information for other people planning to go to the 
same destination. But in spite of the dreams they can inspire, your 
words (and ours as well) often leave readers frustrated. 
They thought they would find precisely the answer to the thing 
that’s worrying them most at the moment - and it is not there” 
(Bulletin 105). 
 
He went on to set out a checklist for authors. But little has changed: 
too many authors still submit their ‘diaries’ - which are ‘nice’ but fail 
to tell us about ferries or borders or carnets or insurance or gaz... 
Should we shoot the editor? Not at all: he does his best with the 
material which is submitted – and he told you in B105 exactly what 
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he wanted. And it is exactly what your fellow members want and 
need! 
 
Moreover, you don’t have to write 1,000 words. Some of the best 
material in the bulletin is in the form of a three line sentence telling 
us about... ferries, borders, carnets, insurance, gaz... 
 
So let’s assume that we make the bulletin stronger: would that be 
enough? No, because today’s world moves much too quickly for the 
printed word, and the greatest travel resource is now the internet. 
The debate in the Association about the new website has been 
timely and very positive. It is on the web that our major information 
resource should reside, and it will consist not just of the experiences 
of our members, but, through well-researched links to the 
1,000,001 other travellers’ websites, of the experiences of the 
worldwide community of like-minded dreamers and adventurers. 
 
Les Brook 
 
 
POSTCARDS FROM…. 
 
Chiristiane and Serge Herviou, Jean-Claude and Yvette Griffoin, 
Monique and Marcel Kayaert, Louisiana, 30 November 2004. We’ve 
been in Lfayette for several days. J-C has been waiting for some 
bearings for the back wheel of his van. Hello everybody! 
 
3 December...What a relief! The spare parts have arrived. The 
wheel is back, tried and tested. Tomorrow morning we’re back on 
the road, direction San Antonio to see what formalities we have to 
complete for Mexico. Everything is fine. 
 
Chrisitan Hurault, Kebemer, Senegal, 24 November. Jacques, your 
parcel arrived without any problem... After the Banc d’Arquin, a 
pleasant stop-over at camp Robinson that you know... 35°. Happy 
New Year to everyone. Because of problems with sending goods it’s 
better to plan ahead. 
 
and mails… 
 
To everyone. It was great to meet up with our friends at the 
Turkish/Greek border. Their motorcaravan has been repaired at 
Istanbul, a problem with the injection pump. While waiting we 
visited eastern Turkey... fun… 
 
Here we are in France after 7 months travelling. We say good-bye, 
thank you for your messages and keep sending us your news. 
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If you take the boat from Greece to Italy, it’s 50% less expensive if 
you get your tickets in Igoumenitsa. I’ll send you the details if you 
are interested. 
 
Françoise and Paul Body 
 
 
 
AT LAST! 
As we announced in Bulletin 115, April 2004, the good news is 
confirmed: at Narbonne-Accessoires, a 10% reduction for members 
(if you show your card)...This is valid for all members whatever 
their nationality.  If there’s a problem, ask to telephone: Madame la 
directrice de la communication et du marketing, 04 68 41 85 54. 
 
 
 
COMING BACK FROM AMERICA 
 
20 July 2004 
We’ve now been in Vancouver for 5 days, parked near Carl and 
Mary Hunter’s house. They are a pleasant and helpful couple. 
Unfortunately we’ve only been able to spend one evening together 
because they had to go to Edmonton. Since then we regularly meet 
their friends or family. All very friendly... 
 
I’ll give you the outline of our trip, without a map, my pocketmail 
won’t do it. However it’s easy to follow us, we arrived in Canada at 
the beginning of May, left Quebec for the Pacific coast on June 1st, 
crossing all the provinces for 6500kms to arrive at the Alaskan 
border. 
 
The plains aren’t boring to cross, there are so many wild animals to 
see, especially birds: barnacle geese, white geese, ducks of all 
kinds, northern pelicans... by the thousand. The flatness of the 
region means there are about 60 kms between each bend (we didn’t 
have an automatic pilot!) and so we covered large distances each 
day. 
 
At Saskatchewan a small detour to Batouche where the last battle 
of the Métis (generally French trappers married to Indians) took 
place to defend their land and their rights. This halt gave us a 
chance to spend the evening and night at a métis’s house, it was 
moving to hear our language spoken with vocabulary from the 
X1Xth century by people so far from France and spoken with such 
pride. Not far from there, the small village of St Isidore de Bellevue 
has a population of 88 of whom 83 speak French. It’s a shame the 
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governments at that time were so reticent about backing their 
nationals on this continent where French America covered nearly 
half of the territory, from the Atlantic to Manitoba and down to the 
Gulf of Mexico. 
 
From Edmonton our route went north to follow the mountains 
before crossing grandiose scenery. 
 
ALASKA. We fished for wild salmon and even though I’ve never 
done any fly fishing before, I was successful, and what pleasure! I 
fished in Russian River, a small, super river where the red salmon 
swim upstream to lay their eggs. 
 
We have fond memories of the Kenai River on the Kenai peninsular, 
where hundreds of fisherman were lined up like fence posts in the 
current for nearly 24 hours as there is no night during the summer 
months… apart from gloominess between midnight and 03h 30, but 
you can still move about without a light on. Sometimes we read in 
the motorhome until 11h 30 without turning on the lights and are 
surprised to see what time it is. 
 
…Hundred of small private planes at the airports around Anchorage, 
Fairbank Valdez etc. It’s the only way of getting around in Alaska 
apart from the small quarter that you can visit by car. Even the 4x4 
trails don’t go far. 
 
…Chena Hot Spring: a moment of relaxation in hot water in the 
forest. 
 
…Smoke from the fires during the 7 days we spent in the town 
where the last gold rush took place. 
 
…Yukon where the gold rush filled our days for 2 weeks. 
 
Dawson City, a mining town dating back to 1897. As it was then 
and not renovated by Park Canada: saloons, general store, forge, 
hotel for travellers and prostitutes, casino, churches, wooden 
pavements, earth roads and all next to the majestic Yukon. We 
experienced the rapids! 
 
Whitehorse, capital of the province, population 14000, with an 
active French association... 
 
While waiting for the boat to Prince Rupert we went to Kitimat to try 
our hand again at fly fishing, this time Colette managed to take a 
photo of me with a mother bear and two babies on the opposite 
bank of the river! 
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We spent a whole day on the ferry from Prince Rupert to Port Hardy 
navigating between the hundreds of deserted islands, watching the 
coast with its snow-covered summits, and the occasional whale. 
 
Vancouver Island. A very interesting crossing to this island whose 
main resource is its forest. We realised how difficult cutting lumber 
could be when we saw helicopters in action. 
 
Victoria, and especially Butchart Gardens: magnificent colours, 
thousands of varieties all in an ancient limestone quarry. 22  
enchanting hectares with each afternoon a concert given by the 
Victoria symphony orchestra. At night the gardens are illuminated 
with technicolour fountains. It’s really worth a visit! 
 
We spent a lot of time visiting and meeting people. Let’s hope that 
the weather will stay good since we’re now heading for the Rocky 
Mountains. We have had splendid weather for our second long-
distance trip. The places we’ve been to are quiet and secure. We 
camped in the wild, in the forest or on banks of lakes or rivers. 
 
Charles and Colette Brisson  
 
 
VOYAGE TO CRETE 
 
This information will be completed in the Club file ccrsm V 07 b – V 
070 a is for continental Greece. 
 
 
• From 7/07/2004, 5 weeks in Crete. 1 week in Greece with our VW 
van. 
 
• Map: Foldex 1/200 000: not recommended, not very accurate or 
up to date. 
 
• Guide Books: Le Routard + La Grèce Autrement. 
 
• Approach: Ancona to Patras, Athens to Chania. 
 
• Roads in Crete, a lot of small dirt roads for small vans with 
occasional hairpin bends. 
 
• Parking: wild camping only (very easy, very safe, often near 
chapels). 
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• Provisions: water: in many villages (cemeteries). Gas: we filled 
our butane bottle with LPG (the station had an adapter). Go to 
Heraklion, 3 or 4 km south of the new stadium, drive up the valley, 
on the left (with your back to the sea) cross the motorway, a 
winding road, the service station is in an industrial zone. 
 
• Route: 
- Tour of Crete anticlockwise. 
- North west peninsula: Balos   30 minutes on a stony road + 25mn 
walk (very beautiful). 
- West coast: ruins of Falasarma (not much to see!). 
- South west corner: Elafonisi (very pretty), a quiet place 500m to 
the west of the isthmus (dirt and sand road). 
- South coast: Paléohora, to the west, not pretty except the N4 
footpath which goes back towards Elafonisi; to the east, a small 
road follows the coast for 2 to 3 km, nice beaches, good stop-over. 
Paléohora to Sougia: good mountain road, (some dirt road). 
Sougia, beach with showers, restaurant, good stop-over, walk on 
N4 footpath. 
Samaria Gorge: to be avoided in the summer, it’s crowded... 
Sougia to Sfakion by ferry  (very beautiful) €9 for the VW! 
Sfakion: visit the canyon of Aréna (to the west) - the Imbros Gorge. 
Plakia: to the east, small dirt roads with beaches. 
Préveli Beach: from there it’s possible to drive along the coast (very 
pretty, very quiet) by dirt roads to Agios Pavos. 
Agia Galini (very very touristy). 
Timbaki (4-5 km east of Agia Galini) a large town which is good for 
provisions. 
Matala: inland, several possible itineraries. To the south east, good 
dirt roads to Kali Liménos. 
Kali Liménos to Lendas (2-3 km) dirt road on the way up for about 
1 km. 
On the right a road goes down (3-4 km) to a very beautiful beach 
with possibilities of a stop-over. We leave here by a beautiful  very 
narrow gorge climbing north towards Vasiliki. 
Pirgos (on the main road) 6 km to the east: Mesohori, to the south 
we climb to Ahendréas. 
Beautiful downhill drive to the sea, but be careful - it’s a cul de sac 
at Maridaki; you have to go back 7 km to get down to Tsoutsouros 
(showers on the beach). 
Tsoutsouros to Lérapétra, you can drive along the coast by a dirt 
road with a lot of glasshouses. Inland there are lovely mountain 
villages. 
Golf of Goudouras (pretty), dirt road then asphalt with lovely 
villages as far as Xérokambos on the east coast (several possibilities 
for stop-overs; beautiful sandy beaches). 
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Paléokastro on the sea, to the south, trail with beautiful sandy 
beaches. 
North coast: the return journey lacks interest apart from the Lasiti 
plateau. 
 
• Restaurants: not expensive apart from the moussaka. We only eat 
chips! We bought excellent goat meat and fish, but difficult to buy 
much on the south coast. 
 
• Petrol: about €0.85/litre. 
 
• Impressions: an agreeable welcome, a friendly population and 
very few motorcaravans. Beautiful sea and mountains. 
 
To bring back: olive oil; thyme honey. 
 
Josiane and Robert Million 
 
 
CULINARY ADVENTURES AROUND THE WORLD 
 
We’re leaving next January with our 4x4 Land Rover Defender for 
culinary adventures around the world for about 3 years. 
 
In our 40’s, we have decided to offer ourselves the pleasure of 
taking our time! Apart from limits imposed by the climate and 
lengths of visas, we have decided to drift with the current, 
happenings and encounters. 
 
We have decided to focus on culinary traditions, partly because we 
like cooking, but also because we hope it will open doors to people’s 
homes and customs. 
 
We’re heading east. The adventure will start in Turkey and we hope 
to visit Syria, Jordan, Iran, Uzbekistan, Kyrghiztan, Kazakhstan and 
Russia, with the aim of being in Mongolia next summer, and then 
we’ll see! 
 
You can follow our adventures on our site www.kookynet.net, which 
we hope to update at least once a month with texts and photos. 
We’ll be faithful to the club and will send you our news. If you 
happen to have interesting contacts in these countries please let us 
know. 
 
Martine and Robert 
www.kookynet.net 
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A CIRCULAR TOUR OF THE NORTH ATLANTIC? 
 
We are preparing our next voyage, to the Americas, and we hope to 
leave in spring 2005. 
 
We plan to put the motorhome on a cargo ship from Le Havre to 
Halifax. We will visit Canada from Quebec to the Yukon Territory to 
reach Alaska. Return to Canada to go to the United States to visit 
the principal sites of this large country. Then Mexico and the rest of 
Central America, probably with an excursion in Cuba. Then we will 
move on to Latin America. 
 
Our return in Europe will be via Africa, from Brazil or Buenos Aires 
to Dakar. 
 
Considering the decisions which we will have to make on the spot 
and the return via Africa, we have decided to make this voyage on 
our own. 
 
We would like this message to be published; if members of the club 
have been to North America, we’d be happy to receive some 
information concerning the steps to be carried out in preparation for 
the United States. 
 
Jacques et Christiane DUMAS  
 
 
THE MARNE MEETS THE SEINE 
 
The preparation continues, even though there’s not much 
enthusiasm from you! 
 
Perhaps…. 
 

you’re ALL on holiday in June 2005... Great! 
the price is too high. That’s true! But you don’t have to join 
the evenings at the Crazy Horse or the Opera (which alone 
cost €170pp). If you don’t, the balade will only cost about 
€250 per couple, and still being able to spend the evening at 
Vaux-le-Vicompte (as seen on TV!) - which is reasonable isn’t 
it? 
the area around Paris isn’t attractive. It’s true that, compared 
with Wales (a balade which was full straight away!), the group 
of 11 vehicles is a little small. 20/21 people is enough for the 
shows. There’s only a difference of about €10 or €15 if you 
want to choose a show yourself! 
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it’s too soon...I repeat: you don’t have to pay anything, it’s 
just a sounding to find out your tastes. It’s in February that 
we need to confirm and I’ll say it again: if for any reason you 
can’t come, even at the last minute, reimbursement is in full. 
It’s one of the strong points of the club. 

 
Are you sure you won’t regret missing it? 
 
JM 
 
 
INSURANCE…Be careful!! 
 
July 10, 2004. My wife, our two children and myself were in Austria 
with our new Laïka H600 (4000 km on the clock). An Austrian 
motorist caused an accident: He skidded, touched the safety 
barrier, rebounded and struck our vehicle. It wasn’t our fault…. 
 
Two left wheels of our motorhome burst. This led to us being 
unbalanced and overturning (look at the photographs [in the printed 
bulletin]). The children and myself were unscathed, but Pierrette 
suffered a broken clavicle. 
 
At this point it become interesting. We are insured with AST in line 
with the recommendation of the FFCC (French Motorcaravan 
Federation). 
 
I live in hope, this 13th December 2004, that we might get some 
recompense one day… 
 
Jacques Lenoble 
 
 
PENNSYLVANIA, OHIO, INDIANA, MICHIGAN….. 
continued from B122 
 
The next day we crossed the border into Canada and into the other 
half of the park. Whilst driving in we found huge piles of what 
looked like snow on the ground. On closer inspection they turned 
out to be hailstones the size of mothballs (this was 2pm in the 
afternoon and the temperature was 85 degrees F). In the 
campground we met some people who said it had been the worst 
storm in 28 years, and the guy next to us had his awning torn 
completely off, metal poles and all. We were delighted to be able to 
camp there, and with an electrical hook-up. This had become 
important to us as our coach batteries were no longer holding their 
charge. This later became a real problem with the fridge and pump 
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stopping working during the night whenever we were not hooked 
up, and having to start the generator early in the morning (a bit 
antisocial). After the pump stopped turning off (we fear caused by 
dead batteries when the pump was trying to work) we finally bought 
some more at great expense, $288. The pump is still malfunctioning 
alas. 
 
That day we saw three more bears, very close. The first 2 were 
again brown Black Bears, a she-bear and cub, only about 200 yards 
away. They were feeding and not bothered by us. The cub was an 
even mid brown all over, very furry. The mother had a black head 
and legs, brown body, and a blonde back, really amazing. Our book 
says bears can be any colour from cream to black, but it didn't 
mention multi-coloured bears. The last bear was almost a baby, 
completely black, and sitting at the side of the road noshing some 
berries. he seemed completely unfazed by the cars only 2ft away. 
We watched him for some time. I cant think it is good for him to 
have so completely lost his natural fear of humans, but he was very 
cuddly (to look at) - even though he was only little it didn't seem a 
good idea to get out of Camilla - Mummy Bear might have been not 
far away. 
 
Once in Canada we made for another Indian site, Head-Smashed-In 
Buffalo Jump. This is one of several famous cliffs which Indian 
hunters have traditionally driven bison over, this one for the past 
9000 years. The last known drive took place around 1900 AD. It is 
well worth a visit. You can walk along the cliff edge and see how the 
hunters channelled the stampeding beasts, and walk below the cliffs 
to see where they fell to be despatched by arrow or tomahawk. The 
information centre is very good, showing you how the bison lived, 
how the Indians hunted them, what they did with the meat and 
every other part of the animal. Typically a big drive would kill 
hundreds of buffalo and would provide enough meat (dried) to last 
all winter. The name comes from a slightly less than intelligent 
brave who thought it would be a good idea to stand underneath the 
overhanging cliff during a drive. He was trapped between the cliff 
and the pile of dead animals, and when the rest of the tribe dug him 
out his head had been crushed. In the 1870s there were 250 million 
bison roaming the plains. Despite the buffalo drives the Indians 
hardly dented the vast population, but when the white men came 
they realised that the Indians depended on the bison, and shot 
them for their fur coats or for sport, or simply to exterminate them. 
By 1900 they were nearly all gone. The ones we see now have been 
carefully bred and can exist only in parks. 
 
Our next stop was a white man's disaster for once. There once was 
a mining town called Frank on the Crowsnest pass, underneath 
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Turtle Mountain, called by the local Indians (who would not camp in 
its shadow) ‘The Mountain That Moves’. At 4 am on a day in April 
1903 the whole side of the mountain slid down onto part of the 
town of Frank, damming the river and completely covering the mine 
and the Trans Canada railway. The rubble is still there, covering 
more than a square mile more than 100 ft deep, with boulders the 
size of houses. Amazingly out of 600 inhabitants only 70 people 
were killed, with 30 people actually dug out of the slide, and 17 
miners who were underground at the time managed to mine their 
way out higher up the slope. We walked across the slide area and 
saw a film about the event, based on contemporaneous 
photographs. The slide took 100 seconds to deposit 82 million tons 
of rock. The Indian superstition suggests that this had happened 
before, and apparently the south face is similarly unstable and may 
go at any time, threatening 3 ranches. The town has been 
abandoned of course. 
 
Going along the road past the otherwise undistinguished town of 
Sparwood we were amazed to see a giant truck parked up. Getting 
out to investigate we found this was a real truck, the largest in the 
world, called the Titan and used for moving coal and earth. We have 
a photo of me standing underneath it. It was 3300 horsepower, 
used 275 gallons of oil for lubrication, carried a payload of 350 tons, 
and its gross weight was 500 tons.  
 
A couple of days later we entered Kootenai NP at Radium Hot 
Springs. We had been looking forward to a swim in the very nice 
pools there, and had even got into our swimsuits when we found 
the pools were shut by a strike by Parks Canada staff. Apart from 
feeling hot and sticky we were annoyed because we'd just bought 
an annual parks pass and the strikers were letting people in without 
paying. Last year we couldn't go to Radium because the road had 
been closed by a forest fire, and as we drove up it to Lake Louise 
we could see the devastation the fire had wrought. The highlight of 
the trip is meant to be the Marble Canyon. This of course had not 
been damaged by the fire, but all the wooden walkways and bridges 
were cinders. There were hundreds of square miles of burnt trees. 
Apparently it will come back, and in the long run is a good thing. 
We also saw the massive bare patch which the firefighters had 
made to stop the fire short of Banff and Lake Louise. This is not so 
good as it will need to be reseeded. 
 
After that the weather deteriorated badly. We stopped without 
hook-up at the Overflow camping at Lake Louise and it simply 
bucketed down. Apart from our battery concerns, I was worried that 
we were going to be carried away by a flood. There were 
tremendous rushing sounds, and I kept getting up with a torch to 



BULLETIN 123  - 13 - 

test the water level around us. Not a restful night. Peter of course 
slept like a log and was very unhappy every time I woke him up. It 
then rained solidly for the next 3 days. We tried to go to Glacier and 
Revelstoke NPs, abandoned last year because of poor visibility as a 
result of the smoke from the fires. This time we couldn't see a thing 
through the rain, and we were actually stopped by a mudslide at 
Golden and sent back. The road is the Trans Canada Highway and 
was shut the whole day, huge tailbacks of trucks. Up at Jasper it is 
rather warmer and not raining, though still cloudy, so fingers 
crossed we'll see something tomorrow. 
 
Peter and Susan Markham 
 
 
MARCEL’S FAN CLUB 
from Arnac to Domme, Sarlat and Tournan 
continued from B122 
 
The clan arrives... my fan club want to scalp me. Jean Sommer 
comments on the famous “tympan” above the church door. Be 
careful those of little faith, hell is here! We are going to gut you, 
burn you and cut off your limbs...! Oh God! 
 
Friday 1 October and the first day of travelling for me with the 
whole group… the roads to Belcastel where we celebrated its 1000 
years. the loquaciousness of our guide, who evokes the story of 
Pouillon, a well-known architect whom France rejected and whom 
Algeria knew how to use, captures our interest. We are hanging on 
to his every word. His colleague shows us the  magnificent church. 
 
Saturday 2 October leads us to Rodez where I don’t have enough 
time to visit the Museum Fenaille, with its sculptures. The viaduct of 
Viaur comes to mind as does that of Garabit, built by Eiffel. 
 
I invite the clan to spend the evening in my motorcaravan, near 
Sauveterre de Rouergue.  Here the Mayor takes photos of the group 
- not me I’m cooking - and the next day invites us to a free show 
about the birth of the town - very very good. 
  
While the others are shopping I have a beer opposite the central 
square, in the sun. Then I shop and talk to the shopkeepers who 
are pleased with our presence - yes, as opposed to the usual 
holidaymakers, we come all year round in exchange for a little 
water, a WC etc. No damage done! A baker, a butcher sell us the 
best of their products and all the other regional products which we 
eat in moderation after 18h30! 
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I liked Najac, but I remember a difficult detour – involving 24 
motorhomes! We leave late and drive directly to Cordes sur Ciel and 
its enormous car park. This evening I have guests again. 
 
Monday 4 October, I wake to a view over the vegetable gardens and 
a squirrel ballet, brought to a halt by a dog, who then vainly tries to 
pick up their scent. Everybody visits Cordes - I wander through the 
streets alone. Albi which I’ve often visited by car, by bicycle and by 
motorcaravan, with its fortress cathedral (Saint Cécile) and its 
illuminated walls of brick. Like Carcasonne, it was never captured… 
 
It’s 14h30 and we’re wandering to the Pont Vieux, not daring to go 
further without the guide who will tell us about the rich history of 
the city.  From the pastel blue used by painters and weavers to the 
wood and stone worked during the Rennaissance, the guide brings 
the city to life. 
 
Tuesday 5 October, the early risers are witness to the arrival of 
strange red vehicles which take up all the spare parking places. 
Soon the occupants of the vehicles are dressed for sport and run in 
every direction. Then concentrate on a venerated object - a football! 
The big ladder near us vibrates everytime a goal is scored. 
 
For once I’m at the head of the column and lead the way without 
difficulty to the rendezvous; the Museum of the Saut du Tarn, which 
none of us feel like visiting, especially at this time of day. As an 
excuse, I could say that the women in the group, seduced by the 
firemen, had disappeared. But no! Wisely, they stayed with us 
despite the muscled chests and the prestige of the uniforms much 
applauded on the Champs Elysées. 
 
The road in front seems extremely narrow – 1.8m. I’m stuck in the 
entrance. 
 
En route to Ambialet and its beautiful fortress Roman de Prieuré. 
Today, we of little faith are rejected: it’s rainy and windy. We flee 
down to the river and search for a haven for the afternoon on its 
banks. A village... a school, the campsite, empty, welcomes us on 
to its grassy open space. We’re on holiday and happy to be so. 
 
We fly over the route to Roquefort. Here’s the pond where the ewe 
talks to the shepherd and his dog. Here’s the sky and the car park 
near the tourist office. 
 
Invited to see friends, the evening is revelry. Everything is good. To 
walk off this excess, on foot and in the dark I visit the seven 
manufacturers of Roquefort, “Societé” isn’t the only one! 
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Wednesday 6 October - I buy some Roquefort at Gabriel Goulet, 
supposedly the best in 2004! 
 
Millau, it’s finished (the viaduct that is) - beautiful, beautiful. The 
Larzac is well known to us. At Jassenove, Mr Galtier gave us a well 
appreciated meal… 
 
The night of 6 to 7 October, we leave each other, but it’s not really 
good-bye. On the morning of the 7th, Jean and Michèle lead some 
of our group to visit a plant breeding station with aromatic and 
medicinal plants with distilleries and laboratories for flavours. All 
done by craftsmen - 3 people. It would have been a shame not to 
visit. The second goodbye and the clan are back on the road to 
spend the night at Coubon. Do you know it? I don’t. We say 
goodbye to Maggy and Roger who leave for Lyon. 
 
It’s late when we arrive at Joigny, in a whole hectare with a pond, 
island, bathroom, kitchen, dormitories... Liliane, André, Simone and 
myself. A memorable evening here, a place which has probably 
known plenty of evenings around a camp fire. 
 
The three motor caravans leave this haven of peace, Simon to go to 
Nancy, Liliane and André to their Jimmy. As for me, here I am at 
Tournon, asking my neighbours for the key to my gate, because the 
works have been finished in my absence and for the first time 
everything is locked. 
 
Marcel Le Corre 
 


