
Breakfast in Netherlands, 
Lunch in Belgium and 
finally, Dinner in France 
After a restful night and a less than 
detailed plan we set off in the direction 
of Spain. We had anticipated that it would 
take us four days to get to the border. 
Given that we had spent the first day 
picking up and organising the van we 
were already behind the eight ball. Martin 
had given us a general idea of which path 
of B roads to follow. That was great but 
we did not reckon on how closely settled 
Netherlands and Belgium are and how 
criss crossed with roads they were too. 
As is her way, Heather takes charge of 
day to day navigation while I concentrate 
on driving - its a two person project. 

In order that we are in control Heather 
directs the GPS to a town a short 
distance away. We only let the GPS have 
its head if we are in a huge hurry because 
it usually prefers to take us on freeways 
which is not what we normally like to do. 
And so not long into our journey we got 
lost. Its part of the fun. We emerged near 
Bouillon and found a park in the very 
centre of this beautiful town and had 
lunch while all around us tourists chatted 
and spent time, and money, in the many 
restaurants. It was then on to Charlons-
en-Champagne for the night.

Only those that have experienced it 
realise how difficult it is to switch 
to driving on the opposite side of 
the road. Not only drivers but also 
passenger brains have to be 
rewired. When we first jumped into 
our van I found Heather sitting in 
the drivers seat all belted up while I 
had hopped into the passenger 
seat.. “Are you going to drive?” I 
asked. We both giggled. It takes a bit 
of time to get used to driving on 
the other side of the road. But 
getting it wrong at 100mph is no 
laughing matter. 

The disorientation lasts for a few 
days. The first day, in particular, is 
q u i t e s t r e s s f u l , e s p e c i a l l y 
approaching a roundabout. You have 
to really concentrate. Its fine when 
you are simply following traffic in 
front of you but when there are no 
other cars to give you a hint your 
mind starts to play tricks. Heather 
just repeats: “keep on the right” I 
make sure that I, and not Heather, 
am closest to the centre of the 
road. Eventually you get the hang of 
it (until you go for a bike ride on a 
bike path.)

Look to the Left, Drive on the Right.

DO YOU WANT A RUM WITH THAT?  
Rows and rows and rows of bottles. No, this 
is not a dedicated liquor store - this a just 
part of the supermarket. Unbelievable.

MONUMENT  Came across this really awful 
looking WWI monument in northern France. 
Reminded us of something from the soviet era 
- chunky and imposing.  Also saw 2 large war 
cemeteries.

YOU WORK IT OUT Its intriguing trying to 
buy washing detergent, cordial and yogurt by 
deciphering labels. At least Marlies helped us 
buy peanut butter instead of biscuit mix.
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Bouillon - southern Belgium

BULLION WATERSIDE

VIEW FROM THE VAN WINDOW

So many places to explore, so many 
places to stop and smell the roses. As we 
knew it would, it has been frustrating not 
being able to stop on this part of our 
journey, but we did experience one small 
part of southern Belgium - Bouillon. It 
was time to stop for a bite to eat so we 
turned off and followed the sign to what 
the map had marked in green - pretty 
place. The town is cut in two by a river 
and the roads around and through it 
were one way only.  With very few places 
to park we kept driving until we found a 
space for our large van so that cars could 
still squeeze past. Then, while the traffic 
and tourists milled around us, we opened 
the window, put on a cuppa and watched 
the world go by. There is a saying that 
“your van becomes a home as soon as you 
put the kettle on”. Lovely.


