Eucan work placement to Najac, France, Report

It was at 7.10 am on a dark October (25th) morning that I caught the train from Alloa.

I then had to walk from Queen Street station to Glasgow Central station for my connection to Lancaster, I bumped into Susan Burgess a fellow NTS (National Trust for Scotland ) Head Gardener, after a little chat in the street I walked on to catch my train.
After changing at Lancaster and Birmingham, I arrived in Northampton at about 3.45 pm and then went to purchase some ‘last minute’ items in the town centre. It was very hot in the shopping mall and my rucksack full of chainsaw safety kit was very heavy, so I left without finding all that I needed and got the bus to Bugbrooke a village not far away which was my childhood home and where my mother still lives. 

After a pleasant evening with my mother I went to bed, but without much sleep because of the excitement of my secret mission to deepest France which was fermenting in my mind.

On the Sunday morning, my mother drove me to Northampton station, on the way there we met an old friend going in the other direction, we stopped the car and got out and chatted briefly, I used to work with him when I was a member of a religious community, it was my first job as a gardener, 20 years previously, in which I pruned many large Bramley trees, it was good to see him and what a coincidence! What could it mean? I arrived at Northampton station, said good- bye to my mum and got on a coach to Milton Keynes central, because of work on the railway. The train to London Euston was packed, very hot and stuffy and full of football fans, as an apple tree fan, I stood out like a Smurf at a papal coronation, undaunted I would press on in the knowledge that I was on an important mission. At Euston station I realized that I didn’t really know where the Norfolk Arms was, somewhere near St Pancras station, but where? I phoned Sarah who gave me instructions, phew, nearly missed my hook up. My fellow agents looked as if they were all old pro’s, they’d obviously been on the game for some time by the looks of some of them. I realized I would have to show them that I was no mug, so I downed three lager shandy’s in quick succession. Our squad then marched as a unit through the streets to St Pancras international, unfortunately we took a hit on the way and Sarah had to be put into a shopping trolley, what a basket case.
Things took a turn for the worse at the baggage check for the Eurostar express to Paris, my pruning saw which I thought was cunningly concealed in my bag was discovered and confiscated by one of the guards.  This sent my head into a frenzied spin, how could I carry on with the mission with the loss of this vital piece of equipment. It was now that I realized all the secret training that I had received as a member or the Scary Organic Gardener Youth Brigade of Uncoordinated Mulching Scouts, SOGYBUMS for short or even without shorts if you like, would have to be utilized to its maximum potential. So I stiffened my resolve and headed of the catch the fast train to Paris with the rest of my squad, lacking a vital piece of kit, but with a full complement of sandwiches in my picnic, or so I thought.

Once we passed through the tunnel I felt a sense of irrevocability, we were entering France, and I would have to use all my powers of cunning and determination to complete the mission successfully. Taking advantage of the vacant sign for the train toilet, I went and put on my disguise, ginger beard and long hair, slightly balding at the top, no one would be able to recognize me now!

After disembarking from the Eurostar express at Paris gare du Nord, we all had to negotiate our way to the metro with Mel and Sarah dispensing tickets to us like children on a school trip. We then had a rather un-nerving trip on the metro with some seriously scary looking French types, at gare d’Austerlitz we all had a meal in the station café, much more civilized than any station café in the UK of course. Then we had a quick tour, courtesy of Mark surveying some of the less than salubrious spots of Paris adjacent to the Seine. However nothing could have prepared us for our sleeper trip of a life-time to Montauban , jiggled about all night in a confined space, much better than flying!

Ironically, when I did fall asleep it was time to get up! It was Monday morning and we were nearly at Montauban, so without delay I re-adjusted my underwear put on my boots and practically fell of the train and staggered bleary eyed into the station café where we had coffee and croissants, very continental indeed, at last I had joined the ranks of the sophisticated cognoscenti, no more mugs of tea and bacon sarny’s for me. Some of us went for a walk around the town admiring the large red brick medieval cathedral dominating the area adjacent to the river.

Mel and Sarah meanwhile got the hire vans and we all climbed aboard having first squeezed in our entire luggage, this was the start of the operational phase with the crack troops of Eucan volunteers, nothing could stop us now, what excitement! After another 90 minutes of jiggling we reached Najac with expert driving on the wrong side of the road and after a bad night sleep, what heroism for Mel and Sarah! At the gites, Bernard and Clive greeted us, Bernard and his wife showed us around and everyone decided where they wanted to stay, there were four gites in all, accommodating fifteen of us.
After settling in, we then went up into the town to a restaurant run by the wife of Thierry one of the farmers whose farm we would be working on, there we were introduced to the Mayor and the other farmers by Clive our friendly ex-patriot who seemed to know everyone.  They treated us to a lovely meal of beef bourguignon, baked pumpkins and potato’s and copious amount of red wine. Most of us then meandered back to the gites on foot. After sorting out the dining arrangements, Mel and Sarah cooked a lovely vegetarian and pasta meal, what an effort, after a very long two days. Before bed I enjoyed a little drink of cider with Vicky and July in their gite, a nice way to round the day off.

Tuesday was our first work day and we went to the farm of Thierry Dubisson (La Triel). After a little talk from Thierry with the difficult bits translated by Carina, we walked to a nearby chestnut grove to help with their harvest, they had to be picked up from the ground the spiny case removed and deposited into plastic buckets, but only those which had attained a large enough size were to be selected. Back ache ensued after about two hours of this, but then we were treated to a lovely lunch by Thierry’s wife. We had tomato soup, pizza, followed by a bread pudding with green tomato and orange jam and a quince jelly, accompanied by cheese and red wine.
In the afternoon Thierry showed us an area of woodland that had been a field next to his house where he wanted to install some grey and rain water storage tanks, which would need to be cleared. He then showed us the equipment we were going to use, which consisted of two blunt chainsaws and a couple of brush cutters. I sharpened the saws and got them into a ‘sort of’ usable state, the brush cutters needed some attention too. The weather was rather warm and with all the chainsaw safety kit on I got rather hot and sweaty. The first days work done we returned to the gite and had a lovely meal of pumpkin soup, a garlicky pork casserole and more red wine, with Clive and Mary his wife, and Bernard and his wife, Jackie.
Wednesday dawned rather cool and grey  but soon the sun came through, brightening everything up and we went to Marigo farm, Romarique a tall slender elegant young man with hair tied back into a small pony tail greeted us. With the help of Carina, once again, he gave us all a talk on ‘ Agriculture Biologique’, Organic Farming, to us brits. Marigo farm is a mixed operation with livestock and arable crops such as cereals and oilseed rape as well as apples and chestnuts. Romarique emphasized the importance of educating visitors about how they farm in an environmentally friendly and sustainable manner. We all went up to pick chestnuts on the opposite side of a small valley to where we had picked them for Thierry yesterday. At lunch time we were treated to a lovely barbecue with tasty sausages and delicious locally produced cheese, with more red wine of course. In the afternoon we picked more chestnuts and then had the tour of the farm with Romarique, who spoke about the different varieties of chestnuts, after this we returned to the farmyard and Romarique spoke about the mobile apple press, we then went to observe about the cattle being fed.
In the evening Luan and Christine cooked us a lovely meal of baked Trout and roast vegetables but Mel and Sarah had forgotten to buy salt, the atmosphere was tense, I tried to make light of this state of affairs, but was soon made to realize it was no joking matter. We didn’t come all the way to southern France to eat baked fish and veg with no salt!! How could I be so stupid, of course Mel and Sarah were trying to poison us by withholding salt from our diet, what ever next? Well it certainly made for a good evening entertainment, and lots of chatter.

On Thursday we had to be up early to travel to Sabine and Raymond’s farm about forty five minutes from Najac. It was cool and misty to begin with but once the sun emerged it got very warm indeed. Raymond looked the archetypal French farmer, slightly rotund with a beret and cigarette and a very relax nonchalant air about him, very character-full. The work to do here was tidying a chestnut grove from dead trees, suckers and brambles and remove low and overhanging branches. This was exceedingly hot work, but we were given the best picnic lunch ever, with belly pork, sausages, lovely cheese and lots of wine, red and white and fruits for dessert.  More chainsaw work was done in the afternoon with dead wood being removed from trees etc. Just before it got dark Raymond took us to a grove a chestnuts which had been recently crafted and explained some of the methods and techniques, there was a wonderful sunset. Back at their farm we watched the cows coming in for milking and Sabine gave us all a jar of chestnut puree.
A good days work, very satisfying, with lovely people and a wonderful lunch in beautiful weather, definitely a high point of the trip, and in the evening we all went to the local restaurant in Najac for a good meal, then back to the gite, tired but happy.

Friday saw us returning to ‘La Triel’ Thierry took us for a short walk around the farm in a lovely autumnal sunshine; we looked at the place where he was hoping to have a watercress bed and some derelict farm buildings. Today was quite frustrating for me as we had a lot of problems with the chainsaws, finally it was decided that I would go with Thierry to the nearby town of Villefranche to buy new chains and guide bars. But before this we had another very nice lunch. In the afternoon I went with Thierry to get the new parts for the saws and had a very interesting conversation with him about organic farming in France and his daughter’s interest in Chinese cuisine. There was not enough time to do any work back at the farm, we departed to Najac. Sarah, Erica, Tim, Chris, Paul and I went for a few beers in the café in Najac with the surly barman. On my return to the gite I had to cook the evening meal with the very able assistance of Vicky, Jackie and Julie, it was chicken curry with lots of fresh ginger in it. We were complemented on our culinary efforts by Luan, who is a bit of a gourmet, so not bad considering we did not use any salt, no, no, don’t mention the salt!! A few more beers were consumed and we had a little impromptu dancing session, with Luan, Mark, Jackie and Debs, though dancing in the loose sense of the word, very loose, more like stumbling around.
Saturday dawned with the recollection of a dream about the nearby river Aveyron flooding and me on a mountain bike at an old farm, my wife Isabelle was with a man who had long blond hair and I was unable to get back home, quite vivid but rather predictable I suppose, but who was the man? Today was a rest and washing day, but I’d left it too late the machine was busy. Most of us walked up to Najac as the local farmers were having a market and the Marigo contingent were bringing the mobile apple press to process apples for the nearby residents who wanted them turned into juice. We had a leisurely walk around the town and I bought and sent postcards home. Then a little light lunch outside the bakery and after a visit to the castle, on the way there I had a look at the display of solar cookers, very interesting and there were a lot of children running about playing games dressed as demons and ghosts for Halloween. The visit to the castle was very interesting, the guide book was fascinating, all about the local history and the views from the top were enthralling with the countryside and the layout of the town below. Afterwards I visited the chapel that was associated with the castle which had a really serene and peaceful atmosphere. Back at the market square the apple juicing was in full flow with lots of locals bringing their apples to be processed, most of us took turns helping with this for a while which quite good fun, moving buckets of apples to the pulping machine, then working the hydraulic apple press. We retired to the café for a couple of beers and then went to the restaurant for a meal. The walk home, afterwards down the steep path was slightly uncoordinated and we came across a salamander on the path looking like a plastic toy, Paul picked it up but it didn’t have much to say, I think it just wanted to go home and change into something more relaxing to the eyes. Someone had tied balloons up outside Mel, Paul and Tim’s gite, so we went in for a drink and to listen to music, Christine and I had a little dance and a conversation about Ethiopia, she had been on holiday there and it sounded fascinating. I think Mel wanted an early night so we departed to our respective gites, but it was a really entertaining evening.
Sunday was a bit brighter than yesterday, so I resolved to make a special effort to do my washing, curses I thought as I approached the basement where the washing machine was, as Luan had beaten me to it, eventually I got mine in, though I had to leave it as we were about to depart for a visit to a street market in St Antonin. We didn’t have long at the street market as the stall holders started packing up at 11 am, I bought some nice whole-meal bread and a packet of home made licorice allsorts. I walked around the town with Debs and Christine, then we saw Luan, Mark, Julie and Vicky in a restaurant about to order lunch so we joined them. I had French onion soup which I didn’t originally order as Debs didn’t wanted as she is a veggie and we found out that it was made with a meat base stock, so I let her have my pumpkin soup, was this a rash move as I have that previous rather explosive encounters with the dreaded dish, only time and internal plumbing would tell!! Black pudding and onions were then served and a very nicely cooked roast duck followed, figuratively speaking of course, would it taste as good as it quacked up to be? It did, though it did take a while to be presented, dessert was a banana fritter and raspberry sauce, what a lunch! We were running out of time as we had to be back on the minibuses, we were picked up from the restaurant and taken to the farm of Daoubou were some were going horse riding, but they were told it was really too late in the day and would have to return tomorrow. I decided to walk back to the gite with Mark, but was this rash decision knowing what I had consumed for lunch, it proved not to manifest itself, thankfully, though I did have bad attack of wind on the walk, I just hope Mark did not notice, better in the fresh air than in the minibus, phew! It was a very pleasant walk despite the aroma of rotting vegetation, through the steeply wooded valleys approaching Najac with rich autumnal colours of the trees. Darkness fell quite quickly and the last few kilometers were done in darkness with a little slipping and sliding down into the last valley where the Aveyron River flowed.
Luan had taken in my washing, which was very kind of him. After a little sleep we had a meal of Risotto cooked by Chris and Erica, a little tired so I went to bed but couldn’t sleep due to some of the younger of the crew listening to music and chatting downstairs.

Monday morning began dark and damp, I didn’t feel quite as enthusiastic as I had on previous mornings, we were due to go back to Daoudou, the horse riding farm. On our arrival we went to observe the goats being milked, some of us thought the young lads who herded them in were a bit rough as they man handled one that got its head caught in the feeding stalls. This uncomfortable atmosphere was compounded when Debs found a dead cat in the yard, and the farm seemed a bit untidy, there was even a Citroen 2CV with brambles growing inside it, my wife has one at home so it was a good thing she couldn’t see this poor neglected individual, I thought it would make a good restoration project, but then I would have to get it home and I don’t think it would quite fit in my rucksack.
After coffee, we all went into the pig field to pull out an old wire fence which had been replaced with an electric one. This started of being a rather uncoordinated affair as I don’t suppose the young lads from the farm were used to having all these strange volunteers from the British Isles descending upon them in such a gay abandon! NOT.

After a tricky start most of us really got stuck in  and we had the job done by lunch time, Luan remarked that ninety something years previously his grandfather had been in France putting up barbed wire fences and now he was taking one down, ironic? No? But it does pose the question, just wire we here?
Lunch was pizza, nice goat’s cheese, yoghurt and jam, with some very nice rose wine. Not wanting to go horse riding, I walked back again from the farm to the gite, this time accompanied by Jackie and Carina, and I did a little demonstration of dowsing, which Carina seemed quite enthralled by, when she experienced the movement in her hands by the stick. Also the farm dog followed us all the way back to the gite, Sarah had to return it.

Carina and Mark cooked the evening meal, but we ran out of wine, how dreadful, though we managed to squeeze every last drop out of the box, some people had secret supplies of beer which seemed to be on limited allocation. Tim showed me some of the photos he had taken and they were very good, Sarah and Paul were giggling on the sofa looking at more pictures on her laptop, boing, time for bed said Zebedee.

Drizzly and wet again, not feeling very Florence like on this Tuesday morning, more like Brain the snail, my sleeping was not very good, too much red wine. I was up early, Mel came in to cadge something for his gite and we had a nice little chat about something or other then he went for a run with Debs. After brecky we went for Marigot farm where Phillipe greeted us and took us to his father’s house, where they had a small chestnut plantation. Here we dug out young trees that had died and I had a discussion with Chris about tree planting methods, something which he  seemed to know a lot about, though I couldn’t agree with him on everything, Mel said at one point during our conversation, now, now boys or something equally condescending. Phillipe showed us all around the Village Park and Orchard, and then we went back to Marigot for lunch. We had a very good lunch once again of potted meats, home made, I think, like corned beef and brawn, also baked potato’s cheese and more wine, followed by tea and apples. Christine, Luan and July asked if I would do a talk on pruning, which I agreed to, with slight reservations. After lunch we returned to Najac and bought a few groceries, including a couple of boxes of wine, pour après dejeuner, nod, nod, wink, wink. Some of us walked down the hill to the other grocers  and Luan started rolling a bottle down the hill with his foot, typical, you just can’t take Liverpudlians anywhere with you, I thought, without them kicking bottles about in the street, no offence intended of course, or is Scousers the correct term?
Back at the gite, well in the river, actually, were Paul, Sarah and Erica in a children’s dingy shooting the weir rapids, which they did, no problem, mind you they’d done it the day before, with Mel. Next they decided to have a go at another set further down stream.

Everyone was giggling a lot at this prospect and Chris and I positioned ourselves for the best all “action” pictures, as they approached the weir in the dingy the expressions on the faces of Paul and Sarah changed dramatically from those of gay frivolity to that of whitened terror, Erica by comparisons seemed quite serene. The flimsy craft was sucked inexorably into the seething tumultuous cauldron of foam below the weir and the boat overturned on top of its crew who emerged with flailing arms and legs, Paul vainly tried to grab hold of the dingy, eventually they came ashore unscathed apart from Paul with a slightly bruised leg, not bad for a lifeguard! I don’t I’ll go swimming in Sheffield. Chris, Sarah and I carried the boat back to the gite, made a fire to dry everyone out and ate some nuts as we calmed down after all the excitement of the white water faced dingying.
Jackie and Julie cooked the meal, and afterwards everyone quickly dispersed to various gites, I talked to Mel and Tim, then Zebedee beckoned, but the red wine was taking his toll on my colon, and this didn’t give me a very restful night.

Damp and with a cool breeze, Wednesday’s weather was feeling very autumnal, not like the Indian summer of our first week, there had been quite a lot of rain in the previous two days, the river was much higher and making a lot more noise as it crashed over the weir. We went of to Marigot farm once again. Francis and Laurent spoke to us about the community orchard. They escorted us to the orchard and we all started work on tidying around the trees and along the fence lines. The fence along the road had to be completely replaced with new stakes and wires.

Today was a special lunch at the Hotel de Ville with the mayor. He spoke for a while and thanked us all for our hard work, which was very nice and Mel and Sarah thanked him for being such a good host, and the kitchen staff  for preparing such a wonderful lunch, Carina had to translate the difficult bits again, a task I thing she was very weary of by now. For entrees we had pate cheese and grapes, then a salad, after that Pork and L’alligot, sort of cheesy mashed potato’s and for dessert, Pears, ice cream and cake, of course not forgetting the mandatory three buckets of red wine and who can refuse, after all that would be very impolite.
During the meal Julie, Vicky and I thought up our own organization to further the interest of entente cordiale and the name we formulated for our entity would be EUPIST, the European Partnership in Sustainable Tourism, with compulsory heavy lunches for all participants. After much giggling and a few sideways glances we wobbled our way back to the community garden to finish of our work. 

In the evening Francis, from Solagro came to give us a pruning demonstration , one of the more bizarre such events that I have attended, it was almost dark and Carina again had to translate, also Mel had a novel way of disposing of the prunings, ably assisted by the river Aveyron. Perhaps there was a man down stream waiting with a chipper! We all returned to our gite and Francis gave us a very interesting talk on the work Solagro and how they try to encourage farmers to work using more environmentally sustainable techniques. It was a very comprehensive talk promoting agro forestry as the way forward for this area of France, complemented by interesting slides, which graphically depicted the decline in tree numbers in recent decades, emphasizing how this change has led to a declined in natural fauna, especially bird numbers due to loss of habitat.

Then it was of to Marigo again for a little party put on for us by the farmers, lots more wonderful food and wine, I just couldn’t eat dessert. Oh no, a black mark on my report, I’d failed the test, perhaps I wouldn’t be allowed into the ranks of the SOGGYBUMS after all, but perhaps I would get of with just a good spanking…..if I was lucky!!! Then we had a sort of Ceilidh, with country dancing, not my forte, especially after all that wine, who knows what might happen, well I did my best. There was a short Brits with no talent spot, for which the only person brave enough to volunteer was Christine, who said she had once been in the musical, Hair, so what could we expect? I’d already lost enough of mine! Well she sang some Byron’s poetry, brilliant and kept all her cloths on as well!
Just to round the evening of Florent played the Didgerydoo and Romarique accompanied him on the Bongo’s, I thought about putting in a request for Stair way to Heaven, though decided it was getting a bit late.

We then shook hands and said our “au revoir’s” to everyone and toddled of back to our gites. What a day! Well it gave me a good night’s sleep at last.

This was our last working day, Thursday, and I didn’t wake until nearly 8, the weather was grey but dry. Debs came in looking for coffee and Chris appeared, sweaty after a run, no breakfast for me, still digesting yesterday’s huge intake. Julie suggested we only worked half day, in order that we could prepare for our departure, though this was met with some resistance from Sarah who stressed it was programmed as another full working day.
We set off to La Triel and Thierry greeted us, the work parties splint into two and some went to the old well, while I set about cutting more trees down with the chainsaw in the copse with Sarah  assisted by Debs, Jackie, Chris, Mark and Luan with bow saws. It was a very wet day so we had a coffee brake in the shed as we had run out of petrol anyway,  and Thierry had to get more. Debs took me to look at the old well where some had been working, it felt a very ancient site, and I was overcome by a deep sense of “déjà vu”. We walked back via the ruined farm house and found an old apple press in a collapsed shed next to the old farmhouse, what a restoration project that could be.

Back at the farm house everyone else had adjourned for lunch around a large fire, Thierry had a bottle of Portuguese liqueur which he shared with us all. We all introduced ourselves to him and his wife and described what we did for a living at home, it was a lovely atmosphere. After lunch some went back to the gite as the weather was so wet and cold. Sarah, Debs, Jackie, Tim and I carried on working and the rain stopped, we got a little more done for Thierry, which was good, I would like to have stayed on, to help with the farm. We called in to the bookshop in Najac on the way home where I bought a French book on herbs for my wife Isabelle, then one last drink at the café and back to the gite.

Bernard called round to cook chestnuts and open up the water mill which was connected to the gites, he then invited us into his workshop basement, beneath one of the gites where he gave us some of his special chestnut wine. Afterwards we all enjoyed a meal of leftovers with Bernard and sat around talking and telling awful jokes, then everyone returned to their respective quarters and I went to bed. I had a restless night and a bit of a headache for some reason.

Up early and started packing, Friday was our traveling home day, no matches for the cooker or coffee but lots of wine leftover. After breakfast we cleaned the gite and mopped out the vans, then we put all the furniture back as it had been on our arrival. Bernard arrived to make sure all was in order and Carina was practicing with her dowsing stick, Bernard noticed this and he got out his wire rods, obviously he was also practitioner, and he also had a pendulum, which he demonstrated, I found it very interesting and wished we’d had longer to talk about this with him. Then we all got into the minibuses and went to the medieval town of Cordes, very interesting, steeply cobbled streets and a large old covered market place.
We had a light lunch in a local bakery and then traveled on to the city of Albi were some of us visited the huge medieval red brick cathedral, inside were amazing wall paintings and carvings, depicting the last judgment, purgatory and the tortures of hell. Mel showed Tim and me into a lovely cloistered courtyard and herb garden with all sorts of different varieties of basil, Tim noticed a Humming bird Hawk moth and we tried to photograph it, he was very excited. Then to the Toulouse Lautrec Museum gallery, it was a very interesting experience, not really my cup of tea, but very interesting depictions of Parisian life during that period, and I bought a few things in the gallery shop. Adjacent to the gallery was a lovely parterre garden on a terrace overlooking the river, a bit bare at that time of the year but I’m sure much more interesting in the summer. We all returned to the minibuses to visit an organic vineyard on the way to Montauban. We were greeted by the proprietor, who’s English was excellent and he described how they grew the grapes and produced the wine. We tasted a lot of different wines and because Mel and Sarah were driving they gave me theirs, I became a bit tipsy by the end of the session. The dreaded sleeper journey back to Paris beckoned, so we departed the vineyard for Montauban, there we said farewell to Debs who was meeting a relative, a little emotional for some. The rest of us then went for a meal in a nearby Turkish restaurant. Then we all went to the station to catch the sleeper back to Paris which was due just after 11pm, most of us were looking a little tired. The train was fairly punctual and we had to hurriedly get ourselves and luggage onto the train, and then find our bunks. 
Once again after not much sleep we arrived Paris gare Austerlitz and then on the metro to gare du nord, there we had breakfast and waited until we could board the Eurostar to St Pancras. Luan had a little panic as he has misled his ticket, but eventually found it in his pocket. It was warm and stuffy on the train, Mel started drinking the box of white wine, what a man, he was in party mode, and I think the prospect of getting rid of his charges was a reason to celebrate. I didn’t blame him at all.
At St Pancras it was big hugs for everyone to say farewell, lots of mixed feelings, knowing that it was most likely that I would never see most of these people again, also I felt a little disingenuous because all I wanted to do is to get home. Nevertheless, somehow by misreading my travel itinerary, I missed my train home, what a plonker!!! How angry was I, all my training with the SOGGYBUMS and I can’t even read the timetable! Anyway eventually I got on the train from Kings Cross to Edinburgh. Then my final train to Inverkeithing was stopped because of a point failure, would I ever get home? After 2 days of traveling, flying definitely has its benefits, I thought! Eventually the train got into Inverkeithing station, where my wife Isabelle was waiting, home at last! 
MISSION ACCOMPLISHED!!!


