
 


Ah well, it really was too good to last!  There had to come a time 
when the good behavior lapsed - thank the Lord she wasn't in 
Tiananmem Square in 98 because she'd have been on top of  
those tanks as well.  Our last evening in Bastogne can only be 
described as lovely - we sat outside in the late afternoon sunshine 
enjoying the atmosphere, cuisine and culture of  this small 
Belgium town.  Interestingly, as we were finishing our meal, there 
was a roar of  (maybe more of  a gentle 'grumble' but roar sounds 
so much better) motorcycle engines as three bikes parked up - one 
couple had just been married in Italy and they were returning 
from that but the other two were both members of  RAM - 
Rotherham Advanced Motorcyclists Club, one of  these Paul, I 
had met when having work done on my bike at Ian's - a small 
world! 

We waved goodbye to Bastogne first thing on Saturday morning 
and headed for Bruges.   





Ypres Town Square 

Chris & I in the foreground of  
this shot of  Ypres Town Square.  

This town was leveled twice 
once in WW1 and then again in 

WW11.   
Fully rebuilt and restored the 

War Museum in the background 
is a fitting memory to Ypres 

turbulent past. 
      

Updates From Germany  
June 2014



 

Bruges is aptly called: 'the Venice of  the North'. 
This splendid medieval city is one of  Belgium's 
crown jewels. It is argued that no other European 
city has the feel or the look of  medieval times so 
well presented as it is here in this city close to the 
North Sea. 

We arrived early afternoons in 27 degree sunshine 
and most of  us departed very quickly for the 
sights but being sad I remained at the hotel and 
cleaned my bike - very therapeutic it was too. 

Later that afternoon Chris, Alison and I set forth to 
Ypres to catch the 'Last Post' being sounded at the Menin Gate, it was a beautiful evening and the 45 
minute ride to Ypres was glorious with wall to wall blue skies which were just beginning to take on that 
fantastic end of  the day glow so sought after by photographers of  all abilities - perfect!  Arriving at Ypres 
at 18.00, we parked the bikes within 100 yards of  the 'Gate' and began to think about something to eat 
when, I felt something like a spot of  rain, impossible it's gorgeous, a tiny cloud, forget it, it will soon blow 
over informed the recently reinstalled rear Sat Nav, Alison had on this occasion left her bike in Bruges.  As 
an aside, isn't it strange how I had managed to travel almost 2000 km around Continental Europe in the 
the past 10 days without mishap but on the 40 km ride from Bruges to Ypres I needed constant direction 
and guidance all of  the way mmmmmmm! 

Anyway back to that spot of  rain - informed as I was to ignore the passing shower, the helmets were duly 
attached to the rear of  the bike and Alison's jacket was folded and stored away, to much derision I decided 
to keep my jacket on, just in case etc etc - 2 minutes later - guess what!   

Well, the heavens opened, it poured, our helmets 
were upside down fastened to the bike and of  
course the rear Sat Nav had left her waterproof  
cover in the bike, as I was the only one with any 
protection at all, I was duly dispatched to retrieve 
(the now half  full of  water) helmets, Alison's jacket 
and a  'fold-up' umbrella - typical and no justice! 

Eventually the storm passed and we grabbed 
something to eat and began to battle the gathering 
crowds to witness this moving ceremony which takes 
place at 20.00 hrs every evening under the Menin 

Gate in Ypres. 'The Last Post Ceremony' has become part of  the daily life in Ypres and the local people 
are proud of  this simple but moving tribute to the courage and self-sacrifice of  those who fell in defense of  
their town.  On this occasion (possibly as it was the the 70th 
anniversary of  D Day) the place was heaving - there were bus loads 
of  ex servicemen from all over the Commonwealth who had arrived 
having already taken part in D Day commemorations the day before 
and were now paying their respects by laying wreathes to the fallen 
at Ypres so getting close enough to see was something a bit of  an 
issue.  That was for most people as Alison, ever resourceful simply 



followed the Standard Bearers through the crowds when they made their entrance.   

The ceremony was moving in the extreme, as the haunting tones of  the 'Last Post' were sounded an 
absolute silence fell onto the assembled crowd and as the final notes drifted away echoing in the acoustics 
of  the Menin Gate, they were replaced by the warm and deep baritone and tenors from a Kent male 
voice choir who broke into a spontaneous rendition of  Abide With Me, followed by a resounding God 
Save The Queen. 

Sunday - our last day before retuning home.  Alison & I visited our good friends Jan, Caroline & Jef  who 
live just a few km out of  Bruges, whilst the rest of  the group soaked up the atmosphere of  this magical 
town before we convened to enjoy our final dinner together. 

With the exception of  Graham & Jean who remained behind to enjoy a few more days, the journey back 
home went without hitch with everyone arriving home safe and sound at some point on Monday 
afternoon. 

A great trip, all wonderfully choreographed by Rob and enjoyed by all.  Thanks to everyone for their 
contribution for a thoroughly enjoyable time. 

Upon our return Alison & I hitched up the caravan and are currently enjoying an extended break in the 
sun drenched East Riding! 

That's all for now & stay safe, 


John, Dad 


	 	  


      












































