
20090501 – May Day Supermarkets 
 

 

Friday and the forecast was for rain but as usual they got it wrong. It rained overnight 
and we awake to glorious blue sky and sun yet again. Mind you it ain’t half windy. 
Weather in this area is really weird most days now we seem to be getting clear blue sky 
but when you look to the North, East and South of us it’s cloudy and overcast – mind 
you we’re not complaining, well Wendy is moaning about the breeze (gale force wind 
according to Wendy). 

Forecasts for this area are very unreliable. We have 4 forecasts and they usually all 
contradict one another, which with 4 is quite difficult to do as you run of options – they 
all exclude snow! Anyway best solution seems to be take the average. 

As Wendy has not been too well we didn’t make our weekly shop yesterday – I was 
desolated. Set off this morning to make up for it, but lo and behold even the giant 
supermarket (staff glide round on roller skates)  was closed – believable over here, any 
bloody excuse to avoid work! I guess May day comes early here and all the communists 
(I would say workers but they don’t like work over here) are out dancing round a 
Maypole somewhere – probably in the middle of the Autoroute in order to cause 
maximum disruption. 

Anyway fortunately I have enough wine and beer to last for another day, but if the lazy 
sods are closed tomorrow then we’re doomed – beans on toast every night - yipee. 

Fortunately not everyone is so lazy and in search of a bakers – remember bakers, 
hairdressers, flower shops and lawn mower shops are always open – we come across a 
village fete. Being Mayday no doubt you would be forgiven for thinking it’s a May Pole, 
workers parade, complete with portable guillotine or even a display of military might 
complete with tanks and missiles. Wrong. It’s a fete celebrating the humble Artichoke – 
yes I know my French is a bit ropy but with a giant stall pilled high with them and 
everyone wandering around eating them you cannot be mistaken. They even had a stall 
selling little tubs of fried artichoke which seemed to be very popular with the locals. So 
we have a wander round, have a few free samples of cheese and cooked sausages. You 
would have thought they were giving these Artichokes away. Wendy mission now is to 
find a recipe for Artichokes as they do seem very popular over here. 

Anyway we get some bread, in fact quite a lot of bread for our money, so at least it’s 
wine, bread and cheese for tonight. 

Get back for another lazy afternoon around the caravan and then before our feast I nip 
out for a bike ride down the beach, through a lovely nature reserve and even manage 
to find my way back home. 

Wendy says I have to say a bit about the site, especially as we have decided to stay for 
a 2nd week – too lazy to move and given that Wendy has not been too good there’s a 
whole raft of places sites still to be seen. The site we are on is very nice, not many 
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20090503 – They’ve Got No Clothes On! 
 

 

Sunday yet another blue sky complete with obligatory but welcome wind. We set off for 
a bike ride to St Marie Sur Mer, a pleasant little seaside resort. Cycle path all the way so 
it’s all very relaxing.  

Now the picture on the right may make you think I need to go on a photography 
course, but if you look carefully you’ll see that it epitomise the French and their dogs. 
Yes there all really rats on leads and if there not dressing them up, carrying them, 
letting them sit at the table then they carry them in their bike baskets. Heaven forbid 
they should walk! 

On the way back we come across a nudist beach – time for lunch. Thankfully my French 
is improving so we don’t miss opportunities like this. Actually all very disappointing for 
me, of more interest to Wendy. Turns out this beach is only about half a mile from our 
camp site. 

When we arrive back at site our German neighbour and the only other English couple 
(they work for Eurocamp) are sat having a boozy afternoon so they invite us to join 
them. Table is just full of different drinks and they methodically working their way 
through them. Try a little Pastiche and even Wendy gets into the Sangre and 
Armagnac. In the evening there is a barbecue, but by then we’ve had enough so we 
make our excuses. Our German neighbour is quite a character, works down here in the 
sun each year with a small white dog called Playboy that follows him everywhere. 
Friday morning for no apparent reason, other than it was May day, he comes over with 
a nice bottle of French wine for us – well I say us but I suppose I’ll have to help Wendy 
out by drinking her share. 

Monday yet another blue sky day so when we 
finally get ready we set off along the coast to the 
Spanish border. Obviously we don’t cross the 
border as there is a whole swarm of mosquitos 
hovering just waiting for Wendy. I think it’s all 
part of the Spanish border controls, they’ve got 
Wendy marked down on their most wanted list 
for making derogatory remarks about their 
country, she’s just persona non gratia. We call off 
at Port Vendre, Collioure, Banyuls sur Mere and a 



g 

20090502 
 

 

Now I know the world has truly gone mad: 

1 We have a 5 blade, yes that’s five blades, razor and what’s more that just to 
shave some tarts legs. 5 blades, how can it be justified. Does anyone ever 
stop and think! You can buy 25 perfect adequate two blade razors plus the 
razor for about £2 from Lidle – that’s two years shaving for £2 and god 
knows how many years leg shaving. 

2 We now have a reality TV programme where idiots try to be a particular 
animal, pig etc. Just who watches this crap and where will it all end? 

Just what is the world coming to. It’s just unbelievable, enough to make you dash for 
the off switch or better still a sledge animal. Are we really in the final days before 
Armageddon? The marketing and media men need putting back in their boxes, 
preferably along with Schrödinger’s cat!  
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20090505 – The Bouledrome 
 

 

Tuesday another blue sky day complete with a 
breeze. After the usual lazy morning and lunch 
around the caravan we set off for a bike ride 
down to Bacares.  It’s cycle paths all the way. 
Proper EU funded paths. Not those jokes we 
have in  Blackburn, you know those various 
coloured lines, sometimes white, sometimes 
even vermilion, painted down the side or middle 
of the road to stop the cars hitting the cyclist! 
These are paths completely separate from the 
main road, properly surfaced and with stunning 
flowers and borders and they’re everywhere. 

Unfortunately yet again my timing is out and we arrive when all the shops are shut, but 
not to despair the Bouledrome is a hive of activity and a major tournament is about to 
kick off. Now this isn’t just old men, but it’s a complete cross section of society; all meet 
up; shaking hands; kissing – a bit dodgy some of that; and taking it all very seriously. 
No they don’t all have regulation whites on and the Bouledrome is a bit rough but it’s 
obviously an important social event. 

After watching this for half an hour I still can’t understand how they decide who goes 
when. The only certainty seems to be that they all have three steel balls – best not to 
get hit by one. 

Bacares itself is a lovely little seaside town with lashings of free parking – Blackburn 
council take note – street cafes and a lovely beach and or course the Med. 

Wednesday yet another BSD but this time no 
wind, no breeze. By lunch time we’re wishing 
there was a breeze, it’s 27c in the shade. I 
dread to think what it’s like here in August. It’s 
too hot to sit round the pool so we take a drive 
down to St Cyprien which is quite a big seaside 
town. Yet more free parking, all very clean 
with fantastic beaches and promenade – not a 
bit like Blackpool.  

Then it’s back to the caravan for a few beers 
in the shade. 

Meanwhile a few comments that should really be on Soup Of The Day. 

Now I know the world has truly gone mad: 



 
After the parade there is a Glen Miller tribute band on the promenade playing, complete 
with singers. The French were dancing but I manage to resist the urge to dance. The dance 
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20090507 – Allies To The Rescue 
 

 

Thursday sunny and very hot again. Highlight of the week we do our weekly shop. 
Great news though Wendy has finally discovered the value of Lidl. New philosophy is 
make a list, and stick to it; get what you can at Lidl, very cheap; go to Carrefoure or 
wherever for what you can’t get. Brilliant not only saves a fortune with no real loss of 
quality, but as Lidl is so much smaller it only takes an hour to get round it. 

Let’s hope this becomes the norm in France as well as back in England. 

Then in the afternoon we laze around the caravan, yet again. 

 

Friday starts off a bit overcast but by lunchtime 
the sun is back out. We set off for a bike ride 
down the coast to Carnet where there is a load 
of entertainment laid on – oh yes yet another 
bank holiday. There we are in this lovely small 
seaside town on the promenade. There’s a 
parade on of US World War 2 vehicles and 
tanks, laid on by a load of French geezers who 
dress up in US uniforms, complete with guns. 

They also set up a US camp on the promenade and then do parades of their various 
vehicles which are kept in immaculate condition. It would be nice to think that they (the 
French that is) were grateful for all the blood shed in WWII by allied forces, but when 
you consider their general manner and look at their attitude towards the US and GB you 
really doubt it.  

 



band was going on all night, but we left around tea time. 
All very relaxing, good weather, pleasant and free – just 
like your average bank holiday in Blackburn.  
 
When we finally get back to the caravan I sit out in the 
sunny evening with a great German Pilsner, courtesy of 
Lidl at £0.35 for half a litre, and ponder the meaning of life 
and the choices we make. I could have been at work 
today; earning money; dealing with the day to day crap 
that came my way; and putting up with the rat race and political infighting; and really not 
knowing any better. Instead I’ve learnt some French; read a few books; had a great bike 
ride, down proper cycle paths; great weather; parade; lovely promenade setting; live band; 
relaxing, no stress;  and I sat enjoying the evening with a great lager followed by some 
pleasant wine. So was this retirement a great idea? This really is the life. 
 

Saturday a bit over cast to start off but by lunch time 
the suns out so we set off for a short drive up the coast 
and then visit Salses to see this magnificent 12 century 
fort. This is one formidable looking fort, but then there’s 
more castles and Abbeys around here than you can 
shake a stick at. Supposedly it was built to stop the 
Spanish invading, but I would have thought they’d just 
go round. Have our lunch in the fort grounds.  
 

Strange goings on at the campsite this weekend. It all started with a few single German 
speaking women, complete with big dogs, staying here. By Saturday teatime we’re 
inundated with large dogs, complete with mainly female owners. I think it must be the 
German Big Dog Owners Association’s annual get together as they all go off on a mass dog 
walk. Let’s hope they have plenty of dog poop bags with them. 
 
 
 
 



 
20090513 – Unbelievable There Is Somewhere Worse Than Blackburn 
 

 

20090510 – Moving On 
 

 

Sunday lazy day around the caravan. Wendy cleaning up so I keep a low profile with a 
good book. 

Then in the afternoon we take the awning down and manage it without coming to 
blows or divorce, but it is a pain. As a reward I down an excellent bottle of a local wine. 

Monday we’re moving on after two weeks just outside Perpignan. Great site with Wifi 
on the pitch. Nice area with fantastic cycle paths, good weather and even a nudist 
beach, definitely a place to come back to. Before we set off I nip to Lidl for some more 
bottles of a local wine I downed last night. It was lovely (so good and effective that it’s 
killed off the 20 brain cells that contained it’s name)  and fruity and sets me back E1.99 
a bottle – unbelievable. Yet another example of Lidl value for money, they also do 2 
excellent German Pilsener brewed to the good old Reinheits Gebot for all of E0.39 for 
0.5 litres, none of this French or Spanish muck full of every E number in the periodic 
table. 

Then we’re off up the coast to a new campsite just outside Beziers.  Of course we arrive 
during the sacred time – lunch – so have to hang around while they all come back from 
lunch. I know I shouldn’t complain, it’s part of what makes France so laid back, but why 
can’t they be laid back and at least give a jot for customers service – letter to SirCaustic 
about the concept of staggered lunch times.   

Nice camp site with lots of activities and facilities but they managed to wind me up by 
not being flexible over the various pricing options. Just unbelievable when you consider 
the place is only about 10% full, you’d think they would treat every customer like 
Royalty. Also has a lot of Mosquitoes and I’m just fed up of being a free lunch every 
day. One of the few plus points of Blackburn, no mosquitoes – letter to Blackburn 
Tourist Information Office advising them that this could be a major theme for a 
Blackburn rejuvenation campaign.  

Tuesday starts of dull and grey. I really want to vote with my feet from this place – bad 
customer service and sheer stupidity should not be rewarded – so we drive up the coast 
to a campsite just outside Montpeiller. It’s right on the beach and the reception are so 
helpful there is no way they can be French. It looks a great little site, is almost 30% full 
at this time of year and has free WiFi. What’s more it’s got more Brits on site than 
we’ve seen all of this trip – mind you that’s not something to recommend it. 

On the way back we visit Cap d’Agde. The beaches shown in the guide book are not a 
bit like the dark volcanic beaches at the actual Cap – more like Tennerife. 

Anyway tomorrow we drive up there and vote with our feet on this place – whilst it 
won’t bankrupt them, every little helps. 

 



Wednesday starts off grey and miserable with some very light rain. I get to treat bad 
attitudes as they deserve and vote with my feet, not only that the place is infested with 
mosquitoes, there’s that many of them they’re even feeding on one another. We drive up 
the coast 30 miles to Frontignan, just outside Sete. 
Our new site is right on the beach, we’re just 25 yards from the sea. The site itself must be 
just below sea level, the only thing stopping the sea is a small sand dune. All we need is a 
good storm or another ice berg to melt and Wendy will be having a crash course in learning 
to swim. Amazing the site is quite busy, must be nearly 60% full compared to the 10% at the 
last one. Free Wifi here but not on the pitch so it’s a real tough time you have to go and sit 
around the pool / bar. It’s a really nice site, with a great pitch, quite secluded and we just 
feel right at home. Not too many French here, mainly Dutch, German and some Brits. By the 
time we get there the sun is breaking through so I also get the delight of setting the awning 
up, not a divorce lawyer or swear box in site, and we set a new world speed record. 
We even manage to wash our breathable ground sheet in the sea. I’m sure people thought 
we were trawling for fish. 
Thursday sees an overcast start but later on the sun breaks through and just like yesterday 
it’s very warm. It’s the dreaded weekly shop day but Lidl speeds this up and cuts the cost yet 
again.   
Amazing isn’t it, to drive a car you need a license; to prepare food you need a food handling 
certificate; to make pots of money you need to be qualified as a lawyer; to teach children 
you need a qualification. But any old numpties can have children, quite often by accident, 
and can then go on to raise them or abuse them. Why this philosophical musing you might 
ask? Well there in the middle of the road are three 2ft high children playing with big long 
sticks, complete with parents blessing. Any minute you can see this slipping into a sword 
fight and eyes and blood everywhere, that’s if a car doesn’t get them. Then 30 minutes later 
we see  two of the tiny tots sauntering down towards the beach complete with bucket and 
spades, no parents. Perhaps there following but no not a parent in  site, they probably think 
they’re still duelling and playing chicken. It’s just unbelievable that anyone, neither mind 
two adults, can be so bloody stupid. 

Thursday afternoon I fix yet another puncture in 
Wendy’s bike and then mid afternoon the forecasted 
rain arrives. This is in for the night.   
Friday starts off overcast but soon clears up. We’re off 
to a place that turns out to be scruffier and more 
depressing than Blackburn and it’s a nightmare to 
drive around. Now I know this is the bit you’ve all 
been dying to know about but I’m keeping it until last 
to encourage you to read it all. It has a cathedral with 
fine sculptures, stained glass and frescoes, but it’s 

surrounded by scaffolding and anyway it’s closed for the most sacred ceremony – lunch. We 
get to walk through the Muslim quarter, free parking but will the car be there when we get 
back, very depressing. Not much character, the best bit is the flower market – how it all 
made us yearn for Blackburn! A few more clues to the place, they’re keen on Rugby and 
bullfights. It’s most famous citizen is Paul Riquet – now that’s given it away. 



Then we drive back through Peznas. This is a quaint old 
town with a lovely historic quarter, just look at this 
staircase in the old Hotel. All very relaxing to walk 
around with some magnificent old buildings, street 
cafes and shops, plus free parking. After the previous 
dump we’d been around this place made the day.   
Oh and the name of the dump in case you’re ever out 
this way? Beziers. Just give it a miss, unless of course 
you’re a loyal Blackburn fan. 
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20090516 – Walrus Sunbathers  
 

 

Saturday blue sky day and very hot so we laze around the caravan. 

Sunday sunny and hot with the occasional cloud so we have a bike ride down to 
Frontignan beach and port. Nothing much there apart from a very nice marina and 
beach. So we sit by the marina and have our sumptuous lunch – a banana, still haven’t 
caught the French lunch disease. 

More examples of creative parenting and how they can pollute the gene pool. Mother 
with 3 young tots, all less than 2’ 6” tall, Wendy tells me 2, 3 and 4 years old. Each has 
been equipped with a fishing net to encourage them to go near the water. Nothing 
wrong with that you may think, even a school trip could probably get H&S clearance to 
go dipping in rock pools on a beach. Problem is that Mummy – she’s French by the way 
– has got them wandering around the port; reaching over the edge; any minute now 
you can see one of them over reaching straight into deep water; she’ not even 
watching or holding their hands. Fortunately they survive but if she had a parents 
license it should be revoked. 

Monday – or at least I thinks it’s Monday – is a glorious blue sky day, so hot we  even 
start with breakfast on the patio. A real lazy and decadent day lazing around the 
caravan, strolling down the beach and a swim in the pool. 

Now I’ve been reading a bit about Darwin’s escapades so when we set off down the 
beach I’m really in tune with Mother Nature, a keen observer and by very careful 
observation I manage to identify a new law of nature. So remember you heard it here 
first – “Edwards Walrus Sunbathing Rules” – which states that: 

1 The propensity towards topless sunbathing among the female of the species is 
directly proportional to the degree of obesity. 

2 The proportion of female topless sunbathers lying on their back is directly 
proportional to the degree of obesity multiplied by their age. 

Or I suppose more crudely put the fatter, older women, seem to prefer topless 
sunbathing on their backs – ugh! 

Thankfully I don’t suppose this new law of nature is going to win any prizes for political 
correctness, but I’m having real problems deciding on which learned society to present 
my findings to – some of you may say don’t bother. 

After tea we go for a stroll around the campsite. This really is Holland on Sea. It must 
be 70% Dutch; 20% German; 5% Brits and oh dear how sad only 5% French. I think 
this countries tourist industry would sink if it wasn’t for the Dutch. 



 
20090520 – Sete and Frontignan 
 

 

Thursday yet another sunny day but with some clouds, very hot and close. It weekly shop 
day yet again, but most of the shops are shut ready for tomorrows bank holiday – they only 
work a 35 hour week and then have more bank holidays than they know what to do with. 
Generally a very lazy day. Have some people round in the evening for drinks, nice to hear an 
English voice – what a social life these caravanners lead. 
The campsite is full, so this is what it must be like in August, mind you it’s probably 10 
degrees hotter then. I really don’t think I could cope with the temperature then.  

Friday just very hot and sunny yet again. Fix Wendy’s 3rd 
puncture and finally get to the route cause, a very small 
thorn. It’s just so hot. Starts the day off at 22 at 08:00 – yes 
we do get up that early.  
Saturday more of the same heat and sun. But despite we go 
a bike ride into Frontignan for the market. I don’t know why 
we bother because we never buy anything. This one was a 
seething mass of French, in narrow street. It’s truly amazing 

how much these folks buy from markets, mind you they are a bit more appealing than 
Blackburn market. After the market we ride on further to Sete. It’s a mini Venice with lots of 
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20090519 - Montpellier 
 

 

Wednesday yet another blue sky day and very warm so we start with breakfast outside. 
Leisurely start to the day and then we set off to Montpellier, which is just 13 miles 
away. Park up at a park and ride and catch the tram into the city centre, all very 
elegant and efficient for just 2EUR each. The trams are all very brightly painted and 
decorated ,the one we travelled on was bright yellow with red and orange flowers. 

Montpellier is one of the nicest cities we’ve been to. Especially if you don’t have to drive 
around it. It’s a very young thriving city and we visit a place in the centre named the 
Egg its full of fancy French style cafe’s, we sit having a coffee it’s opposite  the Comedy 
Opera. Of course it’s MacDonalds, an excellent cup of coffee all for E1.30 and a front 
row seat for people watching. We have lunch in the park outside the Corum and 
watched a drug bust. Two plain clothes coppers drive up in a brand new Ford and 
swoop on three black kids and proceed to search them and sniff everything they find. 
Talk about undercover, they’re in shorts, trainers and Oakley’s, the only clue to them 
being coppers is the brand new car and the handguns hanging in their handbags. 

Then we have the fright of our lives as this obese walrus – no she wasn’t topless on the 
street – walks up the street in a white gown and metal foil sticking all out of her hair. 
Just like a Dr Who monster. Turns out she’s having her hair done and has nipped out 
for a fag. 

When we get back to our caravan it’s still sweltering 36c inside and 24c outside. Never 
mind bread, cheese and wine Al Fresco.  

  



wide canals. Very elegant and relaxing. Time for a well deserved beer in a street cafe with 
some French geezer playing typical French sounding organ music. 
 
After 5.5 hours, no punctures and lots of moans from 
Wendy, we finally get back. In the evening we go round to 
our next door neighbours for drinks. 
As I’ve said many times the cycle paths over here are 
incredible. A good example is one that goes over a narrow 
bridge. The bridge would be just about wide enough for 
two cars, but what do they do here – well they certainly 
don’t paint a white dotted line. They actually make the 
bridge one car lane controlled by traffic lights and give the 
remaining width a cycle / footpath – I can see Blackburn doing that! Not only that they 
create an underpass so that you don’t have to cross the road at all – perhaps at their own 
expense we should send Blackburn council here for a day to learn what a cycle path looks 
like. 
 
 
Sunday starts off yet again as another scorching blue sky day. We planned to go to the 

Grand Mot – big word? Then we remembered it was a 
bank holiday weekend and as we’d never dream of going 
to the seaside at home on a bank holiday we thought 
better of it. So yet another relaxing day.   
Well unfortunately we set off back home on Tuesday. 
Dare I say I’m looking forward to some cooler weather, 
and I’m sure Blackburn won’t disappoint me – never 
satisfied! But what I’m really yearning for is a hot curry. 
Food over here is great but they just don’t do curry, 

probably another case of not invented here. 
Wendy’s decided we need a big awning instead of this porch awning. With this sort of 
weather it would be great. We eat outside / in awning most days as it is so hot, it also 
provides some welcome shade. 
Well Wendy’s donned her bikini and smeared herself with some slime to stop the sun, so I’d 
better go and join her. What a pity they don’t do laptops that you can use in sunlight – now 
that would be really nerdy.    
 


