
Driving South 
Today was a much more relaxed and 
interesting drive.  We completed about 
400kms compared with approximately  
300kms yesterday. It doesn’t sound much 
for a day’s drive, but in a motorhome, 
traveling no more then 90kms per hour, 
and constantly changing from one road 
system to another, it is quite reasonable. 
We didn’t linger in villages like we tend 
to do but instead opted to take our 
breaks in rural areas overlooking farm 
paddocks. 

The landscape we passed through was 
very interesting. In the northern section 
we travel led through mainly flat 
agricultural land. No fences, no animals 
except vast fields of green and shades of 
brown with the occasional specs of 
yellow on the ripening rape crops. Lonely 
islands of trees, poked up through the 
swath of low growing crops. Most of the 
villages we passed through in this area 
have obviously seen better days. They 
look like they came right out of the old 
WW1 movies. Many had old stone 
buildings with their walls right on the 
road itself with barely a footpath. The 
windows were clothed in shutters and 
many seriously needed some cement 
rendering.  They looked very unloved.

MAKING DO  There was no knife in our 
hotel room in Stansted. to cut the cheese. No 
problem. Just use the key card. 

NO COAT HANGER?  Need to hang out 
Heather washed top but don’t have a coat 
hanger? No problems - use the dustpan.  

GO GREEN  Only cars (and motorhomes) 
with “green” registration stickers are allowed 
in to city centres in Europe. Martin has 
cleverly thought of everything.
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TYPICAL VILLAGE STREETSCAPE



We came within 120kms of Paris and 
actually passed over the Seine River at 
one point. We also crossed the Loire. 
We remembered this river very fondly 
from our 1983 trip. Further south, the 
land became more undulating and the 
trees more prolific. The rape crops 
were obviously more advanced and 
favoured us with the vision of a sea of 
bright yellow. The mottled hues and 
subtle patterns in the landscape looked 
fabulous as the road rose and fell. We 
also passed through some seriously 
beautiful villages. One in particular - 
Gien - deserves a future visit. 

Then there were the nuclear power 
plants with their immensely obese 
chimneys spewing out steam. France 
generates most of its power this way 
and was pressing european countries to 
join them or at least get them to buy 
some of their cheap power. Thankfully, 
especially after the Fukushima disaster, 
the nuclear alternative is not the 
preferred option any more. Instead, 
dotting the landscape at regular 
intervals, was the green alternative - 
rows upon rows of wind power 
generators with their gently rotating 
vanes. 

SIGHTS

ROAD COLONADE

Heading for Spain

LET THE WIND BLOW 


