Calloo….Calais, we’re on our way

Disembarking from our ferry and un-entangling ourselves from the knot of students on visits to World War 1 battlefields and truck drivers impatient to be home or on their way to European destinations, off we went in the early morning light. 

It was a simple enough procedure…indeed, no-one checked anything at all and we soon left behind the port and its environs.
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And where shall we be
by the end of the day,
under the big European
skies ?

Even the power
station near the port
has an air of

expectation in this
light





The day was just dawning (an hour earlier in France, of course) and the open skies heralded the way to any destination we chose. Pausing only to admire the sky scene and to look at the steam rising from the (nuclear?) power station we drove on, into the interior of the continent with an air of expectation….in French, naturally…
