The Orange Cliffs of Dover….

Travelling down to France on business recently we had reason to dispute a number of things that we would otherwise have taken for granted. That the roads are always full of traffic, for example – but in the early hours of the morning there are relatively few souls on the roads…and not even too many large trucks heading to the Port of Dover.
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One mitigating factor was the time of day (if so it could be called) and another was the heavy rainfall we drove through…and the result was that we arrived far earlier than we had thought.

This meant either a wait of several hours or an earlier ferry…so we opted for that, went through the security check (at that time of day they must have been bored and wanting something to do), then paid quite a large sum to change the booking by just a few hours…and off we went to the ferry and thence to parts foreign. Driving through Dover the picture of the famous cliffs (shown above) was taken…revealing their true colours for once and for all.

During the time spent in France we kept alluding to these cliffs and the national symbol they represent and someone must have heard us and taken due note. How do we know this? Well, by the time we returned, just a few days later, the cliffs must have been re-painted and refurbished ready for our arrival, for we were greeted by the famous White Cliffs…as per advertisement and as mentioned in tales of yore.
Our thanks go out to the burghers (we think that’s how you spell it) of Dover for their efforts on our behalf …and note that the sight of the cliffs did have the desired effect on our fellow travellers, whatever their nation of origin….or is it oranges…?

