
 

Guys, as you may have noticed, I’m always asking for contributions to the mag.  We have Trudie to thank 
for this leviathan / Bumper Summer edition.        I give you the Trudie supplement - ed 

 III Rivers On Tour – France 2016 
Friday 22  July, 5.45 up, showered, dressed and on the bikes by 6.30. Paul had 

packed the bikes the night before so off to South Mimms we went.  Martyn and 

Jo were already there, with Dave and Ray following us in.  Big Al and Chris 

rocked up at 7am and by 7.20 we were fuelled up and on our way.  Pete La 

Porte had arranged to meet us at the Chunnel Terminal as he drove there the 

night before. 

 

 

The M25 and M20 were kind to us, with little to no 

hold ups. We arrived at the Folkestone services for a 

quick breakfast. Although we had been pre-warned 

that due to current security threats check-in/customs 

would be delayed it was still a hot and sweaty ¾ hr 

wait in the hot sun to get through but finally we were 

lined up for the train with no sign of Pete!  Only to 

find that although he arrived in the area 24 hours 

before us he somehow managed to get the train be-

hind us! (ed – it must be a Pete thing, lol) 

 

Thankfully the train had the air-conditioning going full blast and we all took full advantage of leaning over it with T shirts filling 

with cold air or sitting against it on the floor. 30 mins later we were trundling off the train, with Pete finally  catching up  at the 

services, and making our way to Honfleur.  Our first pit stop was at Bay De Somme, the staff were typical French but the coffee 

and surroundings were lovely, Martyn and Paul were mesmerised by the size of the huge fish in the lake outside.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It did not seem long before we were off again with Al leading us all through the winding French roads to our next stop at 

Franquerville Saint Pierre for more caffeine.  Martyn seemed to becoming addicted to the Apple Tarts and delirium seemed to 

be setting in as Jo looked at the sugar cubes which came with the coffee called ‘Daddy’ and the phrase ‘Sugar Daddy’ (too 

much caffeine?) sent us ladies into hysterics.  Thanks to Ray’s bi-lingual talents we all left the Café fed and watered for the final 

leg to Honfleur. 
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We rode the winding roads and through beautiful countryside to   

arrive at our resting place for the night ‘La Romantica about 6.30pm.  

The hotel was beautiful and the rooms were comfortable.              

Unfortunately there was no restaurant so after we have all showered 

and felt slightly human we set off to a lovely little restaurant Martyn 

and Dave had spotted on the way in.   

The locals were more than a little bemused by the biker crew rolling 

into the car park but the staff were soon pushing tables together and 

sorting us out, again assisted by Ray’s French speaking talents. We 

ordered our drinks and now with Jo and Martyn sipping on the Cider 

drinking from finger bowls which I am reliably informed is in the local 

way ! 

 Al and Chris ordered a joint starter of Mussels and Chips, unfortunately Chris was not too quick off the mark and it wasn’t long   

before Al was done and drinking the juice out of the pot and all she was left with were a few chips! 

Happy and full we were soon back at the hotel and most of us went straight to bed, leaving Dave, Ray and Al putting the world 

to rights in the Bar. 

Saturday morning came too soon for me, but we all met up in the restaurant for breakfast to witness the start of Al’s egg    

obsession! After several wrong attempts by all the men trying to get the perfect boiled egg, it was Al who mastered it at 4:25 

min, finally a perfect boiled egg.   What the staff must have thought of us I don’t know.  There was egg debris everywhere!   
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Al had organised a trip into the ‘Fish Capital’ Trouville Sur Mer so off we went and 

what an attraction we were! The place was heaving and we finally managed to park 

and were instantly swamped by people wanting to take photos of the hairy bikers.  

We were outshone by the local Sea Rescue dogs which were on parade, they were 

massive and hairier than some of us!  I did feel sorry for the lady at the back of the 

parade who obviously drew the short straw to collect the poop.  I have never seen 

such a massive bag of dog poop in my life!  

        

Al wasted no time in purchasing a cooked crab 

and proceeded to steal an appliance to facilitate 

the feast. It was a sight, there was shell flying off 

like shrapnel in all directions!  The rest of us 

went off to find a coffee but after an                

unsuccessful hunt we all decided to go to Hon-

fleur.  Off we went again, navigating our way 

through busy towns and cobbles that were hell 

bent on separating us from our bikes, eventually parking in the shade, we decided 

to go our own ways and meet up later. 

Jo, Martyn, Paul and I went off to the Market,        

admiring the art stalls and bartering with the locals.  

Then along the Riviere La Morrell admiring the     

beautiful boats in the harbour and stopping for a well-

earned coffee (Beer for some !) and taking the time to 

admire the beautiful view.    

 

After another little mooch about Paul realised it had been over 

an hour since he had eaten and we soon found a café in the 

square for lunch in the sunshine, serenated by a pan-pipe       

playing Mexican music! Interesting!  

    

We all met up and headed back to the hotel. Jo, Paul, Martyn and I opted for some pool time while 

the others gathered on Big Al’s & Chris’ veranda for afternoon drinks and eats.  We all descended 

on the veranda. It all got a bit messy and wasn’t long before Ray’s backside made an appearance in 

one of Dave’s selfies………….…it all went downhill from there !  A very funny evening, with                  

entertainment provided by the Ray and Dave double act. 
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 Sunday morning greeted us too early, and after a breakfast of croissants, cheese and now perfected boiled eggs with Al    

stashing some for the trip. A discovery was made ‘Mr Sheen’, yes, the furniture polish!  Al was cleaning his bike and the others 

looked on with envious eyes as Al’s bike was gleaming. It wasn’t long before cloths and polish were being borrowed and it was  

determined that the first stop would be a supermarket to stock up on Mr Sheen!   For us ladies we could also see a future in 

this activity, roll on winter with no bikes to polish and a whole house needing the same attention, I think these chaps have set 

themselves up! 

Soon we were off, gleaming bikes shining in the hot sun, blinding passers-by for 

some 265 miles. Several pit stops later we arrived at the B&B for our overnight 

stay.  

The B&B was basic to say the least, but the rooms were air conditioned and 

comfortable.  With a few dodgy looking lorry drivers and undesirables hanging 

about Al immediately went into panic about the safety of the bikes and it wasn’t 

long before they were moved to a spot outside Al’s window.  

That Evening we all went to the local TGIF type place for dinner.   

Pete bumped into a relative and we all had a good feed before bed. 

For me, being the first road trip on my ‘not a touring’ bike, I was happy for my bike 

to be stolen by anyone and as morning broke. I was as disappointed at seeing it 

safe in the morning especially as I had left my keys in it and my helmet on it!  But Al 

was happy! Where is a thieving to-rag when you need one! 

Martyn had had a lightbulb moment the night before that we should have an early 

start due to the heat and he was right as the cool morning air was much better to 

ride in and we managed a 100 miles or so before it started to heat up.  We had  

another coffee stop on the way, Martyn managed to find another style of Apple 

Tart while the rest of stayed with the croissants or a chicken baguette, but before 

long we were off again . 
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I think it was the last pit stop that I had a mini-breakdown, the fatigue of 

the trip, the heat, aching hands from gripping the handlebars for grim 

death, as without a screen I seemed to resemble a kite! An aching back  

and numb bum was starting to take its toll and after visiting the loo, open-

ing the door and seeing just a hole in the ground, it all go the better of me.  

Paul, knowing me from old gave me a wide birth but Martyn braved the 

look on my face and tears and gave me a pep talk. With the support of the 

whole group, who were fantastic, especially with a quote from Jo, which I 

cannot put in the magazine but will go down in ‘Trip History’ (you will have 

to ask her, again it involved eggs!). I got back on the bike and on we all 

went, finally reaching our destination late afternoon after making our way 

through lovely villages and interestingly challenging N Roads which would 

give Formula 1 a run for their money.   

We arrived at Les Deux Valles Hotel, which upon arrival was in   

darkness and looked shut! Al went in an found a receptionist and 

after a bit of deliberating all were soon  in their rooms and          

unpacking.  The hotel was basic and not as Al was lead to believe 

from the website but we were there, safe and sound and planning 

days out. 

Tuesday was spent chilling out, with Al trying to negotiate trips and 

bar opening times with the Landlady while the rest of chilled out!   

 

Dave and I even      

managed to find time 

for some for a photo 

session with our       

passion for  

‘Big Back Ends’ 
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The landlady cooked us a lovely meal the first night, but after we defected to the local Pizza restaurant the second night, she 

took offence and didn’t open the kitchen again!  Days were spent putting the world to rights, polishing bikes and Martyn trying 

to help Paul sort out his Sat Nav . 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Wednesday was a ride to the Millau Viaduct Bridge, which is the tallest bridge on earth! It is taller than the Eiffel Tower and if 

you were on the 86th floor the Empire State building you would still be looking up at the bridge, it is 38 meters taller than the 

Empire State Building. Even with Jo’s never ending long legs the bridge still towered in comparison. The obligatory team photo 

was taken and after an time of admiration of the bridge it was time for a snack! 

Al manage to find a photo moment 

 with another Hog in the Café. 

Thursday, Paul, Martyn, Jo and I decided to go 

the Gorges du Tarn, which looked lovely but 

after the 2nd Hairpin Bend I was crapping myself 

and Jo had a meltdown and even though the 

scenery was beautiful, we decided to head back 

for the splash in the river instead.    

 

After more bike polishing, and Al taking my bike for a spin, burning his leg in the process. 

Nurse Jo was on hand to administer first aid, justifying 

Martyn’s mocking of her filling his panier with a massive 

First Aid Kit. 
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After a lovely meal in the local Restaurant, we spent the evening outside Al’s room, 

in the shade, it was lovely, a few beers, chatting but Al disappeared only to be 

found in the Bins, we can only assume he was looking for more food!   

Martyn, Jo, Paul and I decided to start the Journey home on Friday morning      

instead of Saturday, as Dave, Ray and Al were opting for a longer, more scenic 

journey back and Pete was going to go his own way Saturday. Having said our 

goodbyes, we were off at 7.30am stopping off at St Etienne Harley Davidson on the 

way to feed Paul’s pin and T-shirt addiction.   I think Jo is getting the bike bug! The 

staff were lovely, giving us freebies and were extremely friendly, 

Paul was in awe of the Directors Cut which was on display.    

So with Paul happy and a new 

Dealer T-shirt and Pin 

packed away we were 

off to our half-way  

stop-over in Bouges.   

 

The sun was beating down and we had to make an unscheduled 

water stop which had a mist sprayer.   Jo and I wasted no time 

in clearing the kids away so that we could take full advantage of 

it ! 

 Watered and happy we braved the ever increasing heat onto 

our next pit stop, as you can see some of us were enjoying the 

ride experience more than others! We arrived at our luxury 3* 

hotel in Bourges, and had a delicious burger 

meal with a pudding which Martyn seemed to enjoy. Then it was early to bed for 

an early start on the last leg home. 
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At the crack of dawn, we were packed and making a bid for 

the boarder.  Breaking the trip up with lots of coffee/water 

breaks.  We managed to get the best part of the journey done 

in the morning and luckily the day was overcast .  We finally 

reached Calais at 3ish, after changing our booking we were 

soon on the train and on our way back, reflecting on the 

week behind us. 

  The Motorways were kind to us in UK, although a couple of English drivers, including a   

Bimbo in a Van, tried to take Martyn out on the M25, we finally arrived home at 5.45 safe 

but exhausted!  Thank you Al for organising another successful trip. 

For me, known as 5 Star it was an experience! Would I repeat it on a Breakout without a 

Screen or Cruise Control, probably not, but I do feel an immense sense of achievement and 

thoroughly enjoyed the company, it was a fantastic group to be with and extremely entertaining.  Thank you all. 
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  For some years now I have thought about holding a coffee morning and doing my bit to support 

the Macmillan Charity but never quite got round to it. However, this year my Dad was diagnosed 

with Cancer and as with most things, until it becomes personal it had remained on the ‘To do’ List. 

My original idea was to hold it at home just for our III Rivers Ladies, then I remembered how 

much the chapter chaps like a bit of cake, so I thought it would be a good idea to make it open to 

the whole chapter.   

As with most good ideas, once you start to plan it the obvious 

obstacles start to appear such as the incline of our driveway 

and the thought of everyone struggling to get their bikes   

either on or off it, so back to drawing board !    I decided to 

make it a bit of an event and spoke to the Bricket Wood    

Social Club who were more than happy to help and even 

seemed quite taken with the idea of all the bikes arriving.  A 

date was set, flyers were sent out, Facebook was utilised and 

before I knew it Saturday 3rd September was  looming. 

I set aside all day Friday for baking and getting ready but as 

with most best made plans work had other ideas and I was 

off to Heathrow leaving my daughter Leah and daughter-in-

law Annelise  with a Cake list and ingredients. 

Four hours later I arrived home to a lovely smell of cakes and kitchen which resembled the day 

after Armageddon! Bless them they had broken the back of the list of cakes and all that was left 

was for me to make a Bread Pudding (with Martyn & Al in mind ) and I set off to Costco for the 

cups, plates and tablecloths.   

After a restless night, waking up and adding things I 

needed to do onto my i-phone for the morning. 7.30 

arrived and the mayhem commenced.   

Last minute cake decorating, sign making and then 

transporting everything up to the Club    leaving Paul to 

run back and forth to the house riding all 3 motorbikes 

up.  We were ready and not a minute too soon as I 

could hear the III Rivers bikes rumbling in the distance. 

(ed it wasn't the bikes you could hear, it was our bellies at the thought of all that cake) 

It was a fantastic sight, seeing all the bikes arrive and I was so proud of the effort everyone had 

made to support the event it was a brilliant turnout with 15 bikes in total.    

Jo, was quick to help and bring her sense of humour to the fore, getting us all laughing, by       

murmuring “CAKE!” in the manner of the ‘Fat Club’ series while making the teas and coffee.  

III Rivers Ladies of Harley Coffee Morning – Macmillan Cancer Support 



 

So before long  the coffee and cakes were being handed out and money was being donated left, right and centre as the local 

villagers arrived to admire the bikes and have photos taken sitting on them.   

A 96 year old lady asked to sit on Taz’s Trike and with little or no help 

from Paul she was soon up there and posing for a photo, she said it had 

made her Day!  

The kids were taken with Craig’s bike as it had the eagle on side declaring 

it the ‘coolest’ bike there ! 

There was a very special moment when Greta got on Al’s bike, this being 

the first time she had sat on a bike since her horrific accident.  Although it 

bought out the tears we all hope it goes someway to helping the healing 

process, well done Greta xx 

The weather had been extremely kind with the sun shining 

on the gleaming bikes and sunbathing riders.  As the time for 

the event to finish drew near, the weather was looking a bit 

doubtful so with heavy tummies and groans of how they 

shouldn’t have eaten so much  cake rang out,  everyone was 

soon on their way home. 

For me personally it was lovely to have my friends and fami-

ly together, especially my 3 little Grandsons  who loved   

having the chance to sit on Nanny & Grandad’s bikes all  

together, maybe a glimpse into the future III Rivers       

Members !! 

We raised in excess of £527 for the Macmillan Cancer Sup-

port and I would like to say a massive THANK YOU to every-

one who came and supported the event.  The Bricket Wood 

Social Club have invited us to hold events there in the future 

and I am sure we will take them up on it.    

Thank you all again,    

III Rivers Ladies of Harley Coffee Morning – Macmillan Cancer Support 


