July – about half way.

I knew it was going to be a day like that when I saw the Hippopotamus. Well, that’s what I thought it was – after all, it was very early and the birds were still coughing over their early morning cigarettes and hadn’t started singing yet. On closer inspection, however, it turned out to be a piece of discarded farm equipment, a greyish brownish tank of some kind, parked under a tree. Not so alarming on second glance.

Then there was the Mercedes. This one was towing a caravan and doing quite well but perhaps a little too fast for towing. As I came up to overtake (perhaps also a little too fast) the offside wheel trim came away from the caravan and bounced alarmingly into my path. This was a two- lane highway, with crash barriers and lots of traffic. Only one thing to do - take the hit. As soon as practicable I stopped to survey damage – fortunately minimal because the wheel trim was plastic.

I never did find out what became of it, but the Mercedes driver didn’t even notice. I found out later from a friend who has a caravan that this wheel trim is often removed in order to fit a wheel clamp (for security and stability) when the caravan reaches its destination.
The moral of the story so far? Check the fitting is secure before driving off or you could cause serious trouble.
Of course the day didn’t end there. After a start like that the next things were waiting. The first was a diversion from the route following ‘a police incident’, never specified, which showed me good scenery and just how tedious it would be without high speed roads. It did take me past an inn where, stopping for a drink with a friend, I had seen what seemed like all the Reliant Robins in the world go past,  wondering at last if they had just gone round two or three times each. Someone must love Reliant Robins. Past interesting- looking pubs like the Aleppo Merchant (a ship in full sail on its inn sign) and right into two small town carnivals. Both were interesting, but I left before they got into full swing – parties of Cowboys and Indians with following brass bands somehow seemed both charming and a little out of place.
The day hadn’t finished with me yet, however, as on the return journey I encountered a four-wheel drive vehicle with the name ‘Bighorn’ written on the back. This was clearly a descendant of General Custer, as he attempted to overtake (without indication, of course) just as I came up to pass him. I could have done with those Indians from the carnival then – at least they would have matched my colourful language. As I considered his driving style I calmed down and use my worst insult – it’s the best they can do.

Common sense said stay away from this fool, so I turned onto a minor road and relaxed with a good meal in a quiet inn.

