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To	all	our	Grandchildren	
	
	

One	day	they	might	realize	that	their	Grandads		
were	younger	than	they	looked		
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The	Team	
	

John	Harrison	
Age	61	

	
I	 love	 climbing	and	have	 climbed	all	 284	Munro’s.	 I	 am	also	a	 keen	

skier.	The	900-mile	ride	across	France	in	2004	was	my	first	major	ride.	Since	
then	 I	 joined	Paul	 on	 a	 ride	 from	Perpignan	 to	Biarritz	 in	 2006.	When	Paul	
told	me	about	this	ride	I	was	initially	just	keen	to	cycle	for	a	week	or	so,	but	
then	decided	 that	 I	would	 like	 the	 challenge	of	 the	whole	of	 this	 ride	 from	
Budapest.	

	
Mike	Newton	

Age	65	

	
I	 only	 became	 keen	 on	 cycling	 when	 I	 passed	 40	 in	 1989.	 I	 twice	

cycled	more	than	100	miles	in	a	day,	in	1980	and	in	2003,	and	then	in	2004	at	
the	age	of	54	I	cycled	over	900	miles	across	France	with	Paul,	John	and	Ray	
Turner	 (who	 is	 not	 joining	 us	 this	 time)	 where	 we	 raised	 over	 £3,000	 for	
charity.	The	 following	year	 I	had	 thoughts	 to	 cycle	all	 around	 the	European	
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capitals,	 26	 countries	 and	 6000	 miles,	 but	 gave	 up	 the	 idea	 when	 France	
voted	 against	 the	 EU	 charter.	 Since	 then	 I	 have	 cycled	 in	 the	 Alps	 (Alpe	
D'Huez),	Majorca,	Menorca	but	never	more	than	300	miles.	I	was	keen	to	do	
another	big	tour	and	discussed	it	with	Paul.	We	initially	had	the	idea	to	cycle	
through	the	Baltic	states	and	north	through	Finland	and	back	to	the	UK.	We	
finally	 alighted	on	 the	 idea	of	 cycling	 from	Budapest	 to	home.	 In	 the	 same	
year	as	the	ride	across	France,	2004,	I	ran	my	first	Great	North	Run	and	went	
on	 to	 run	 eight	 consecutive	 Great	 North	 Runs	 but	 easily	 less	 than	 Paul's	
fourteen.	
	

Paul	Greenhalgh	
Age	63	

	
I	 was	 born	 in	 Birmingham	 in	 1952	 and	 it	 seemed	 as	 if	 I	 cycled	

everywhere	 as	 a	 teenager.	 As	 I	 lived	 near	 the	 centre	 of	 the	 city	 it	 always	
required	energy	and	planning	to	get	clear	of	the	concrete	jungle	of	the	West	
Midlands.	I	was	always	out	with	my	mates	of	an	evening	or	at	weekends	and	
also	became	a	member	of	the	CTC	(Cycling	Touring	Club).	I	have	run	in	many	
half	 marathons	 including	 fourteen	 consecutive	 Great	 North	 Runs,	 with	 my	
last	one	being	in	1999,	and	the	London	Marathon	in	1997.	I	created	the	route	
for	the	2004	900-mile	cycle	ride	across	France,	aiming	to	have	a	scenic	route.	
Since	then	I	have	cycled	on	two	long	rides,	one	from	Perpignan	to	Biarritz	in	
2006	with	a	group	which	was	about	600	miles,	then	in	2012	from	Krakow	to	
home	 by	 myself	 -	 about	 1650	 miles	 in	 5	 weeks.	 I	 wanted	 one	 more	 long	
distance	 ride	 and	 persuaded	 Mike	 to	 switch	 to	 cycling	 from	 Budapest	 to	
home.	 I	 again	 set	 out	 to	 create	 a	 scenic	 route	 and	 hopefully	 that	 is	what	 I	
have	achieved.	
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Hungary	
	

Capital:	Budapest;	Currency:	Hungarian	forint	(HUF);	Population	10	
million;	Joined	European	Union	in	2004	

	
Hungary	traces	its	history	back	to	the	Magyars,	an	alliance	of	semi-

nomadic	tribes	from	southern	Russia	and	the	Black	Sea	coast	that	arrived	in	
the	region	in	the	ninth	century.	After	centuries	as	a	powerful	medieval	

kingdom,	Hungary	was	part	of	the	Ottoman	and	then	Habsburg	empires	from	
the	16th	century	onwards,	emerging	as	an	independent	country	again	after	

World	War	I.	(BBC	Country	Profile)	
	

Budapest	
Monday	July	20th	

3	miles	
	

“Melancholy	is	incompatible	with	bicycling.”		
James	E	Starrs	

 
At	last	we	were	in	Budapest.	It	had	seemed	to	me	that	this	day	would	

never	arrive	as	we	had	been	planning	this	cycle	ride	from	Budapest	back	to	
England	since	March	and	it	was	now	July	20th.	I	had	booked	a	seat	with	extra	
legroom	at	the	front	of	the	plane	so	I	stepped	out	of	the	plane	and	my	feet	
touched	the	Hungarian	ground	first.	As	I	walked	out	of	the	plane,	I	was	hit	by	
a	 temperature	 of	 30	 DegC,	 and	 it	 was	 very	 humid.	 I	 waited	 for	 my	 two	
companions,	with	 Paul	 appearing	 first	wearing	 his	 bike	 helmet	 followed	 by	
John.		

Paul	 remarked,	“It	 is	well	past	seven	o’clock	 in	 the	evening	and	still	
very	hot.	You	and	I	will	be	sweating	buckets	once	we	start	cycling.”		

Paul	 directed	 this	 remark	 at	 me,	 as	 he	 knew	 that	 he	 and	 I	 were	
kindred	 spirits	 as	 far	 as	 sweating	 was	 concerned.	 John	 looked	 on	 without	
concern,	as	he	knew	that	sweat	drops	rarely	visited	his	face.		

“Don’t	you	feel	uncomfortable	in	that	helmet?	Did	you	wear	it	all	the	
time	on	 the	plane	 just	 in	case	of	a	crash?”	 John	sniggered.	Both	 John	and	 I	
had	decided	that	we	would	cycle	all	the	way	home	without	helmets.			
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“Don’t	be	so	silly,”	asserted	Paul.	“Wearing	my	helmet	saves	space	in	
my	luggage.	I	would	also	rather	be	uncomfortable	than	suffer	a	head	injury.”			

We	 collected	 our	 bike	 panniers	 from	 the	 baggage	 carousel	 then	
waited	for	our	bikes	to	appear.	We	asked	the	baggage	reclaim	desk	through	
which	door	our	bikes	would	be	likely	to	appear.	

“The	bikes	will	arrive	on	a	trolley	through	the	blue	door	just	adjacent	
to	this	desk,”	the	assistant	informed	us	and	pointed	at	a	double	door.	“Your	
bikes	should	be	next.”	

All	three	of	us	began	to	stare	at	the	door,	getting	excited	when	there	
was	a	slight	door	vibration.	Every	so	often	I	paced	around	the	terminal	area	
just	 in	 case	 our	 bikes	were	 sneaked	 out	 elsewhere.	 Then	 the	 door	 opened	
and	 three	 compressed	 packages,	 each	 being	 about	 a	 60	 cm	 cube,	 were	
pushed	out	on	a	trolley.	

	
“Oh	no!”	said	Paul,	as	he	walked	around	them.	“Our	bikes	have	been	

crushed	into	cubes.”			
So	 still	 we	 waited	 and	 another	 couple	 joined	 us	 waiting	 for	 their	

bikes.	The	couple’s	bikes	came	out	on	a	trolley	through	the	same	door,	and	
happy	 smiles	 appeared	 on	 their	 faces.	 But	 still	 we	 waited!	 Then	 another	
trolley	was	pushed	out	with	my	bike	and	Paul’s	bike	on	it.		

“Where	 is	 your	 bike	 John?”	 I	 burst	 into	 laughter.	 “Perhaps	 they	
opened	your	box	and	assumed	your	bike	was	scrap	metal.”		

I	should	explain	that	Paul’s	bike	was	made	from	titanium,	being	a	top	
class	Dawes	Ultra	Galaxy,	 and	mine	was	new,	a	Koga	with	hub	gears	 and	a	
belt	in	place	of	a	chain,	whilst	John’s	bike	had	seen	better	days.	In	fact	John	
had	 calculated	 that	 his	 GT	 Timberline	 mountain	 bike	 could	 be	 at	 least	 25	
years	old	as	he	bought	it	second	hand	in	the	mid-nineties.	John	began	pacing	
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up	and	down,	looking	increasingly	unhappy	as	the	time	dragged	on.	His	face	
lit	up	though	when	his	bike	package	was	pushed	out	on	another	trolley.	

We	had	actually	had	great	difficulty	packing	the	bikes.	Two	days	ago	
we	had	arranged	to	meet	in	the	evening	to	pack	the	bikes.	I	thought	I	would	
have	 a	 go	with	mine	 before	 the	 other	 two	arrived.	 The	 box	 I	 had	 originally	
hoped	 to	 use	was	 a	 Koga	 box	 provided	 by	 Cyclesense	 of	 Tadcaster	where	 I	
had	bought	my	bike.	The	box	was	enormous	and	did	fit	my	Koga	bike	without	
the	 need	 to	 remove	 the	wheels	 or	 the	 handlebars.	 I	 felt	 very	 pleased,	 as	 it	
would	be	so	easy	to	unpack	the	bike	and	just	start	cycling.	But	then	a	friend	
warned	me	 that	 there	might	 be	a	maximum	 size	 of	 bike	 box.	 I	 checked	 the	
Jet2	website	and	found	that	the	maximum	box	size	was	6ft	x	3ft.	My	box	was	
much	bigger	so	I	asked	a	local	bike	shop,	Godleys	Cycles	of	Nunthorpe,	if	they	
had	a	spare	bike	box	and	fortunately	they	had	one	the	exact	right	size.	It	was	
now	 necessary	 to	 remove	 the	 pedals,	 front	 wheel,	 the	 saddle,	 and	 the	
handlebars	so	that	the	bike	would	fit	in	the	box.	I	attached	the	handlebars	to	
the	 crossbar	 and	 was	 feeling	 very	 pleased	 with	 myself.	 I	 turned	 the	 bike	
upside	down	to	wrap	more	of	the	bike	in	bubble-wrap.	Then	the	front	steering	
column	dropped	out	with	5	parts	scattered	on	the	floor!	Now	what?	I	had	no	
diagram	to	show	how	to	arrange	them	-	my	new	Koga	bike	might	never	work	
again.	After	a	 few	minutes	of	despair	 I	managed	to	fit	 the	parts	back	 in	the	
right	 order...I	 think!	 By	 the	 time	 John	 and	 Paul	 came	 my	 bike	 was	 fully	
packed.		

Paul	 arrived	 first	 with	 a	 tiny	 box	 that	 he	 had	 obtained	 from	
Westbrook	Cycles	in	Stokesley	-	the	same	size	as	John	had	rejected	a	few	days	
before	as	being	too	small	even	for	his	tiny	bike.	Paul	started	to	dismantle	his	
bike	 then	 found	 that	 the	 saddle	would	 not	 unscrew	as	 the	 screw-head	was	
badly	worn.	Paul	hacksawed	the	bolt	and	fortunately	I	had	a	new	part.	John	
arrived	with	his	bike	-	his	6ft	x	3ft	box,	identical	to	mine,	had	been	brought	to	
my	house	two	days	ago.	The	team	put	their	heads	together	to	try	to	solve	the	
issue	 of	 having	 a	 box	 that	 would	 only	 take	 three-quarters	 of	 Paul's	 bike.	
Should	Paul	go	round	all	the	local	bike	shops	and	go	down	on	bended	knees	
to	ask	for	a	larger	box?	Then	John	had	an	idea.	His	bike	could	go	in	the	small	
box	without	a	front	wheel	and	the	big	box	could	be	used	for	Paul's	bike	and	
an	extra	wheel.	Fortunately	both	bikes	 fitted	with	this	arrangement	and	the	
whole	 team	was	 happy.	We	would	 all	 be	 going	 to	 Budapest	 as	 long	 as	 the	
airport	 baggage	 handlers	 did	 not	 object	 to	 a	 trike	 and	 a	 unicycle.	 The	 Jet2	
bike	 box	weight	 limit	 is	 30	 Kg.	My	 box	weighed	 26.3kg	with	my	 bar	 bag	&	
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backpack	 bag	 inside	with	 tools;	 Paul's	 box	weighed	 22.8	 Kg	with	 one	 extra	
wheel;	John's	box	weighed	15.5	Kg	with	just	one	wheel.	

	
Our	friends	had	recently	flown	to	Budapest	with	their	bikes	and	they	

had	 told	 me	 that	 the	 best	 place	 to	 assemble	 the	 bikes	 was	 near	 a	
supermarket	as	the	enormous	bike	boxes	could	be	left	there.	We	pushed	the	
three	trolleys	through	the	airport	almost	knocking	over	a	few	people	till	we	
were	 just	 outside	 the	 terminal	 building	 and	 spied	 the	 supermarket.	 There	
was	 a	 small	 alcove	 and	we	all	 busily	 set	 about	 assembling	our	 bikes,	made	
more	difficult	as	the	light	had	begun	to	fade.	I	could	see	that	Paul	and	John	
had	 almost	 finished	 their	 bikes,	 though	 John	 was	 concerned	 that	 his	
handlebars	were	not	centered.		

“You	need	our	mechanic	friend	Ray	here	though	I’m	sure	that	even	I	
can	fix	them,”	declared	Paul.		

Ray	had	been	 the	 fourth	member	of	our	 team	when	 the	 four	of	us	
had	cycled	900	miles	across	France	in	2004,	but	this	time	backed	out	but	did	
drive	us	to	the	airport	in	his	taxi	for	which	we	were	charged.	

Meanwhile	my	front	forks	seemed	to	be	shaking	too	much	after	I	had	
re-inserted	the	handlebars	–	strange	on	a	£2,500	bike		-	but	I	thought	I	would	
leave	 fixing	 them	 till	 daylight.	 I	 still	 needed	 to	 attach	 the	 front	 and	 back	
panniers	and	the	lights.		

“You	look	to	be	sweating	buckets	and	we’ve	not	yet	started	cycling,”	
said	John,	with	a	wide	grin	on	his	face.	

“Finished	 at	 last”,	 I	 said,	wiping	 the	 sweat	 out	 of	my	 eyes	with	my	
handkerchief.	“What	about	the	boxes?”		

Paul	turned	round	and	pointed.	“Let’s	just	prop	them	up	in	that	dark	
spot	over	there	next	to	the	terminal	building	and	cycle	away	fast.	I	saw	two	
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of	 the	 supermarket	 staff	 standing	 outside	 smoking	 and	 they	 did	 not	 even	
glance	at	us	assembling	our	bikes.	No-one	seems	to	care.”	

“We	 got	 away	 with	 it	 last	 time	 in	 Biarritz	 before	 our	 tour	 across	
France.	 That	 time	 we	 tore	 off	 all	 the	 address	 labels	 just	 in	 case	 we	 were	
pursued.”	

“There’s	no	need	this	time	as	the	boxes	are	near	the	supermarket’s	
bins.	Then	we	propped	them	out	in	the	open	next	to	a	tiny	bin.”		

“I	 remember	 that,”	 concurred	 John	 laughing.	 “We	 saw	 the	 car	park	
attendant	coming	and	cycled	away	fast.”	

For	months	we	had	been	pondering	 about	 how	we	 could	 get	 away	
from	the	terminal	building	as	we	knew	that	there	was	a	500	metre	section	of	
road	where	cycling	was	banned.	We	had	decided	to	push	our	bikes	along	this	
section.	John	set	off	 first	pushing	along	fast	 just	 in	case	one	of	the	few	cars	
swerved	to	hit	him.	Paul	and	I	followed	on	behind	being	in	no	hurry	and	less	
concerned	about	maintaining	our	lives.		

I	 had	 been	 studying	 the	map	 before	 I	 came	 and	 said	 to	 Paul,	 “We	
must	turn	right	now.”		

Paul	responded,	“No,	we	have	to	cross	this	road	and	go	left.”		
I	was	confused,	as	I	knew	the	hotel	was	to	the	right	but	I	also	knew	

that	 Paul	 had	 probably	 studied	 every	 inch	 of	 the	 route	 on	 Google	maps.	 I	
started	to	dispute	Paul’s	statement,	but	could	see	a	dark	cloud	coming	across	
Paul’s	 face	 so	 gave	 up.	He	was	 right!	We	 crossed	 the	 road	 going	 left,	 then	
crossed	the	main	road	at	one	of	the	few	crossings	and	then	turned	right.	

We	 arrived	 at	 the	 Sarokhaz	 Panzio	 hotel	 after	 a	 short	 3-mile	 ride	
almost	 in	 the	 dark.	 The	 hotel	 looked	 like	 a	 Swiss	 chalet,	with	 yellow	walls,	
white	paint	around	the	windows,	a	red	roof,	and	decked	out	with	loads	of	red	
flowers	 in	 tubs	 –	 quite	 delightful.	 We	 walked	 up	 the	 outside	 stairs	 to	 the	
reception	 and	 were	 greeted	 by	 an	 exquisite	 young	 lady,	 who	made	 Paul’s	
knees	tremble.	She	booked	us	all	in	then	we	rushed	to	eat	as	the	restaurant	
was	about	to	close.	We	all	felt	thrilled	that	we	had	arrived.	In	the	restaurant	
Paul	 and	 I	 had	 Goulash	 soup	 while	 John	 tried	 a	 chicken	 mix.	 We	 were	
astonished	at	 the	 low	price.	 I	only	paid	2500	HUF,	which	 is	about	£6.50	 for	
the	 soup	plus	2.5	half-litres	of	beer.	 I	 asked	Paul	 and	 John	 if	 I	 could	 take	a	
photograph	of	them.	

John	grimaced,	“Don’t	take	any	photographs	of	me	and	don’t	include	
me	in	your	blog.	I	don’t	want	burglars	knowing	that	I	am	away	for	4	weeks.”		
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At	 which	 point	 he	 hid	 behind	 the	 newspaper.	 I	 had	 expected	 this	
remark	 from	 John	 but	 knew	 that	 he	 would	 transform	 once	 he	 got	 in	 the	
cycling	mood.	Paul	eyes	closed	as	he	drank	his	beer.	He	was	either	realizing	

that	 at	 last	 his	 plan	had	 come	 to	 fruition	or	was	 dreaming	of	 the	beautiful	
receptionist.	

“It’s	my	 turn	 to	 sleep	with	 you,	 Paul,”	 I	 stated,	 having	 checked	 the	
spreadsheet	with	 the	 list	 of	 hotels.	 “’Of	 course	 in	 a	 twin	 room	not	 actually	
sharing	a	bed!”		

“Thank	 God	 I	 am	 sleeping	 alone	 without	 someone	 snoring,”	 John	
retorted	 looking	at	me.	“It	has	been	a	stressful	day	what	with	Ray’s	driving,	
my	bike	being	 lost	 in	 the	airport	baggage,	my	handlebars	being	misaligned,	
and	finally	watching	you	two	ogle	the	receptionist.”		

Paul	and	 I	had	met	up	on	February	2nd	and	3rd	and	booked	all	 the	
hotels	 through	 the	 website	 ‘Booking.com’	 ensuring	 that	 each	 one	was	 free	
cancellation	 just	 in	 case	 the	 ride	 did	 not	 go	 ahead.	 We	 had	 subsequently	
agreed	that	the	total	hotel	bill	would	be	split	three	ways	and	I	had	spent	time	
to	ensure	that	we	had	an	equal	distribution	of	single	rooms.	So	 in	10	hotels	
we	 each	 had	 a	 single	 room,	 in	 9	 hotels	 each	 of	 us	 had	 3	 nights	 in	 a	 single	
room	with	two	sharing,	and	in	9	hotels	we	would	all	share	a	triple	room.	

	
Tuesday	July	21st 

12	miles	
	

Our	plan	for	this	rest	day	was	to	look	around	central	Budapest	so	we	
had	booked	into	Hotel	Burg	in	the	tourist	part	of	Buda	where	I	had	stayed	the	
previous	 year	 with	 my	 wife	 Naoko.	 First	 though	 we	 had	 to	 cycle	 12	 miles	
from	our	present	hotel,	through	the	centre	of	Pest	and	up	a	very	steep	hill	in	
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Buda	to	reach	Hotel	Burg.	At	seven	am	it	was	24	DegC	with	the	temperature	
forecast	to	rise	to	33	DegC	–	very	hot!	

We	left	the	hotel	at	ten	o’clock	with	Paul	leading	the	way.	We	were	
cycling	 along	 a	 very	 straight	 road	 adjacent	 to	 a	 railway	 line,	 with	 noisy	
congested	traffic	in	both	directions.		

I	 shouted	 across	 to	 Paul,	 “This	 straight	 road	 seems	 to	 go	 on	 for	
miles.”	

Paul	 responded	 knowledgeably,	 “It	 is	 probably	 an	 old	 Roman	 road,	
and	they	ran	the	railway	track	along	it	later.”		

I	 was	 astonished	 about	 how	 much	 Paul	 knew	 but	 he	 had	 been	
studying	information	about	all	the	countries	that	we	were	to	pass	through	so	
I	 didn’t	 query	 it	more.	 Paul	was	 actually	having	difficulty	on	his	bike,	 as	he	
was	cycling	with	his	seat	very	low	and	his	knees	in	the	air.	Paul's	seat	bracket	
had	broken	not	due	to	his	excessive	weight	but	it	had	been	the	wrong	size	-	
too	big	-	and	it	had	broken	when	he	over	tightened	it.	

“Can	 you	 look	 out	 for	 a	 bike	 shop	 as	 I	 can’t	 continue	 like	 this	 for	
much	 longer	 and	definitely	 not	 for	 1,500	miles	 or	 I	might	 castrate	myself,”	
shouted	Paul.	

A	few	miles	on	John	and	I	spied	a	bike	shop	off	to	the	right	across	the	
railway	line,	but	Paul	missed	seeing	it	and	cycled	on.	

“Come	back	Paul,”	we	both	shouted	loudly.	
“You’ve	 saved	 my	 bacon	 or	 my	 bollocks,”	 thanked	 Paul	 when	 he	

realized	what	all	the	shouting	was	about.	
Fortunately	one	of	the	bike	mechanics	spoke	English	and	soon	Paul’s	

bracket	 was	 replaced	 and	 his	 seat	 adjusted	 to	 the	 correct	 height.	My	 bike	
now	began	to	have	a	problem.	There	was	a	noise	from	the	back	wheel,	which	
was	odd	as	 the	bike	was	new	and	 the	Rohloff	hub	gears	meant	 that	all	 the	
gears	were	enclosed,	and	it	was	unlikely	that	the	noise	was	coming	from	the	
belt	that	had	replaced	the	chain.	 I	decided	to	wait	till	we	reached	the	hotel	
before	 I	 checked	 it	out.	Paul	 cycled	 in	 front	 through	Pest	and	 led	us	 to	 the	
wide	Danube	river.	

We	crossed	on	the	Liberty	Bridge	then	I	yelled	to	Paul,	“I’ll	lead	from	
here.	 I	know	the	Buda	road	to	the	hotel	 like	the	back	of	my	hand”.	 I	had	to	
yell	 as	 I	 had	noticed	 that	his	 attention	had	been	distracted	by	 three	 young	
ladies	waving	at	us	in	an	open-topped	car	–	not	that	I	was	looking	of	course.	
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After	 a	 minor	 unexpected	 detour	 (“Not	 my	 fault,”	 I	 shouted	

apologetically)	we	were	on	the	hill	that	ascended	to	the	Buda	old	town.	The	
temperature	had	risen	to	over	30	DegC	with	Paul	and	John	deciding	to	walk	
up	the	long	hill.	I	kept	on	my	bike	for	a	few	more	hundred	metres	with	sweat	
turning	my	hat	a	darker	shade	of	brown	but	stopped	to	check	my	back	wheel	
noise,	 as	 it	was	 getting	 louder.	However	 nothing	mechanical	 seemed	 to	 be	
wrong.		

“How	 do	 you	 like	 this	 square?”	 I	 asked,	 pointing	 to	 the	 square	
outside	 the	 Hotel	 Burg.	 ”The	 hotel	 describes	 itself	 as	 being	 in	 the	 most	
beautiful	 square	 in	 Budapest,	 with	 Matthias	 Church	 built	 in	 the	 late	 13th	
century	over	there.”	

We	checked	into	the	hotel	with	this	time	Paul	having	his	own	room,	
and	John	and	I	sharing	a	twin	room.	John	did	not	look	happy	but	did	not	say	
anything.	 We	 had	 appointed	 John	 as	 the	 treasurer,	 as	 he	 had	 been	 an	
accountant,	 with	 his	 important	 role	 being	 to	 ensure	 that	 we	 all	 spent	 the	
same	on	hotels.	We	had	worked	this	out	at	about	£1,000	each.	

“Where	can	we	 leave	 the	bikes,”	 I	asked	the	male	 receptionist.	As	 I	
had	booked	this	hotel	I	took	the	lead	with	the	receptionist.	

“Follow	me,”	he	said,	and	 first	we	pushed	our	bikes	up	a	 few	steps	
then	down	more	steps.	Paul	and	John	locked	their	bikes	out	of	the	way,	but	
after	removing	the	panniers	I	turned	mine	upside-down	in	the	middle	of	the	
corridor.	

“No-one	 can	 get	 past,	Mike.	 Excuse	my	 friend.”	 Paul	 looked	 at	 the	
receptionist	 and	 raised	 his	 eyes.	 It	was	 fortunate	 that	 the	 receptionist	was	
male,	as	a	woman	might	have	taken	his	eye	raising	the	wrong	way.	 I	moved	
my	 bike	 a	 few	 inches	 to	 show	 I	 had	 heard.	 I	 studied	 the	 back	 of	 my	 bike	
looking	for	what	could	be	the	problem.	One	of	the	bolts	holding	on	the	rear	
disk	 brake	 seemed	 to	 be	 loose.	 I	 checked	 the	 front	 wheel’s	 disk	 brake	 to	
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check	 if	 it	was	a	 feature	or	a	 fault.	 There	was	no	doubt	 that	 it	ought	 to	be	
tight	and	then	was	astonished	to	find	that	all	5	bolts	on	the	rear	disk	brake	
were	loose.	How	could	that	have	happened	on	a	new	very	expensive	bike?	I	
tightened	up	the	bolts.		

My	bike	had	only	been	delivered	on	June	30th	so	 I	had	not	ridden	 it	
much	 but	 I	 still	 did	 not	 expect	 a	 new	 bike	 to	 have	 problems.	 The	 bike	was	
made	by	Koga,	a	Dutch	company,	and	had	14	hub	gears,	a	belt	drive	rather	

than	 a	 chain,	 hydraulic	 disc	 brakes,	 bull-bar	 handlebars,	 and	 my	 name	
inscribed	on	the	crossbar.	A	renowned	cyclist,	Mark	Beaumont	had	ridden	a	
similar	bike	around	the	world.	When	I	first	saw	the	delivered	bike	I	fell	in	love	
with	 it.	One	 issue	 I	 had	been	 concerned	about	was	 the	 removal	 of	 the	 rear	
wheel,	with	the	hub	gears,	in	the	event	of	a	puncture.	I	returned	the	bike	back	
to	 Cyclesense	 in	 Tadcaster	 for	 an	 explanation	 of	 how	 to	 remove	 the	wheel.	
After	that	I	felt	very	happy	about	taking	the	bike	on	a	long	tour.	

I	 made	 my	 way	 to	 the	 hotel	 room	 to	 find	 John	 lying	 on	 his	 bed	
snoozing,	not	snoring	I	hasten	to	add.	Paul	joined	us.	

“Let’s	 go	 and	 sightsee,	 there	 is	 plenty	 to	 see.	 When	 Naoko	 and	 I	
came	last	year	we	walked	more	than	10	miles	a	day	and	saw	plenty,”	I	said.	

“Well	 I’m	not	walking	 far	at	all.	 It	 is	much	 too	hot.	 I	wouldn’t	mind	
just	 staying	 in	 this	wonderful	 air-conditioned	 hotel,”	 retorted	 John.	 “When	
did	you	come?	I	bet	not	in	July.”	

“We	came	in	October	so	it	was	much	cooler.	We	could	try	one	of	the	
thermal	 baths	 with	 the	 hot	 springs.	 They	 claim	 to	 have	 magical	 healing	
properties.	They	might	even	cure	our	knees,	Paul.	It’s	claimed	that	they	cure	
joint	 inflammations.	 The	 Szechenyi	 Thermal	 Baths	 is	 the	 largest	 medicinal	
baths	in	Europe	and	the	most	visited	attraction	in	Budapest	but	it	is	a	bit	too	
far	 away.	We	 could	 try	 the	Geller	 thermal	 baths	where	Naoko	 and	 I	went.	
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That’s	close	to	Liberty	Bridge,	the	bridge	that	we	cycled	across.”	
“So	did	it	cure	any	of	your	ailments?”	asked	Paul.	
“No!	 I	 felt	 no	 different	 but	 it	 was	 good	 at	 the	 time.	 The	 pool	

temperature	was	between	35	to	40	DegC	so	very	relaxing.”	
“I	 don’t	 want	 to	 try	 out	 a	 baths.	 All	 I	 want	 is	 a	 nice	 gentle	 stroll,”	

sighed	John.	
“I	 agree.	 We	 have	 a	 long	 bike	 ride	 ahead	 so	 best	 to	 not	 wear	

ourselves	out,”	agreed	Paul.	
“Ok.	 I	suggest	that	we	stroll	 from	here,	past	the	Hungarian	National	

Gallery	and	the	Royal	Palace	then	down	the	hill	and	cross	the	Chain	Bridge	to	
Pest.	St	Stephen’s	Basilica	is	not	far	then	so	you	can	add	that	to	your	cultural	
attraction	 list.	 The	 Basilica	 was	 completed	 in	 1905	 and	 took	 54	 years	 to	
construct.	Naoko	and	I	had	a	good	look	around	it.”	

“I	thought	you	were	an	atheist?”	questioned	John.	
“More	 a	 humanist	 but	 I	 still	 like	 to	 look	 around	 historical	 buildings	

even	if	they	are	associated	with	the	church.”	
We	 wandered	 out	 of	 the	 hotel	 in	 the	 direction	 of	 Buda	 Castle	

enjoying	 the	 wonderful	 cultural	 experience,	 that	 is	 until	 we	 found	 a	 cafe	
where	we	consumed	coffee,	tonic	water,	and	beer	-	I	have	to	admit	that	I	had	
the	beer.	We	strolled	on	taking	 in	cultural	sites	willy-nilly	and	even	saw	the	
changing	of	the	Guard	outside	Buda	Castle.		

	
From	the	Buda	side	we	had	an	excellent	view	of	the	Danube	and	Pest	

side	 of	 Budapest.	 We	 crossed	 the	 Chain	 bridge	 to	 look	 around	 Pest	 and	
walked	 through	 to	 St	 Stephen’s	 Basilica	 but	 that	 was	 the	 limit	 of	 our	
exploring.	A	café	beckoned	us	inside	with	three	half-litres	of	beer	appearing	
magically.	We	had	the	excuse	that	it	was	very	hot	and	we	were	acclimatizing	
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to	the	heat	and	the	beer!	
“Tomorrow	is	going	to	be	tough,”	remarked	Paul.	“We	have	to	cycle	

71	miles	with	500	metres	of	elevation	gain	in	a	temperature	up	to	35	DegC.		
“Sounds	like	today	has	been	the	calm	before	the	storm.	We	need	to	

be	at	breakfast	by	seven	o’clock	and	leave	by	eight	o’clock,”	I	responded.	“I’ll	
be	up	at	half	past	six.”	

“Don’t	wake	me	till	five	to	seven,”	asserted	John.	“I	need	my	beauty	
sleep	and	I	can	pack	and	wash	in	5	minutes.”	

This	 comment	 from	John	was	 the	second	sign	 that	he	might	not	be	
human	and	that	he	might	be	an	alien	from	another	planet.	The	first	sign	was	
when	he	hid	behind	the	newspaper.	

On	our	previous	cycling	trip	 in	2004	we	had	realized	that	we	should	
leave	 an	 hour	 for	 breakfast	 and,	 even	more	 important,	 our	 ablutions.	 John	
had	 led	 the	 way	 in	 2004	 in	 refusing	 to	 leave	 the	 accommodation	 until	 his	
ablutions	were	complete,	and	now	eleven	years	on	we	all	felt	the	same.	
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Budapest	to	Tata	
Wednesday	July	22nd	

74	miles	Grand	total	89	miles	
	

“The	best	rides	are	the	ones	where	you	bite	off	much	more	than		
you	can	chew,	and	live	through	it.”		

Doug	Bradbury	

	
I	awoke	early	thinking	about	the	trip.	Would	I	really	be	able	to	cycle	

over	1400	miles,	cycle	up	the	Alps,	and	then	finish	by	cycling	over	80	miles	in	
a	day.	I	felt	a	tinge	of	sweat	on	my	brow,	and	then	thought	about	today,	and	
realized	that	I	must	take	one	day	at	a	time.	Our	first	official	day	on	the	route	
was	to	be	over	70	miles,	yes	over	70	miles,	which	I	had	not	cycled	for	a	few	
years.		

My	first	idea	for	this	ride	had	been	to	fly	out	to	Lithuania,	then	head	
north	 through	 Latvia,	 Estonia,	 Finland	and	west	 through	 Sweden,	Denmark,	
Germany	and	the	Netherlands.	I	discussed	the	route	with	Paul	but	he	was	not	
very	keen	as	he	was	concerned	that	Russia	might	march	into	the	Baltic	States.	
He	proposed	that	we	start	from	Croatia	but	realized	that	it	would	take	longer	
than	a	month	so	proposed	Hungary	 instead.	 I	agreed	 readily	and	Paul	went	
away	 to	 devise	 the	 route.	 He	 came	 up	with	 a	 fascinating	 route:	 through	 6	
countries;	along	the	banks	of	three	renowned	lakes;	over	the	Alps;	along	the	
Neckar	and	Rhine	rivers.		

At	breakfast	we	discussed	the	day.	“We	will	be	cycling	from	a	major	
city	of	almost	2	million	people	to	Tata	with	a	population	of	25,000.	 I	expect	
that	 it	might	 be	 difficult	 cycling	 out	 of	 Budapest	 but	 there	 are	 some	 good	
cycle	paths.	We	will	be	cycling	about	50	miles	along	the	Danube	then	heading	
south.	 Fortunately	 there	 is	 minimal	 elevation	 gain	 –	 just	 500m,”	 Paul	
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reminded	us	as	we	had	all	studied	the	plan.		
“The	 elevation	 gain	may	 not	 be	 that	much	 but	 now	 the	 forecast	 is	

that	 the	temperature	will	peak	at	37	DegC	 in	 the	afternoon.	There	 is	also	a	
possibility	of	thunder	and	lightning	in	the	late	afternoon,”	I	responded.	

“Hopefully	we	can	get	a	swim	in	the	renowned	Lake	Oreg	if	we	aren’t	
too	late,”	John	queried.	

“I	estimate	that	we	should	get	to	Esztergom	after	43	miles	by	midday	
so	we	should	have	plenty	of	time,’	Paul	replied	to	John.	

We	left	the	hotel	at	8:15.	I	led	the	way,	as	my	bike	was	the	direction	
control	centre.	 I	had	a	Garmin	800	bike	computer	with	all	the	directions	for	
each	day.	 I	 also	had	all	 the	maps	and	 routes	downloaded	on	 to	my	 iPhone	
and	iPad	–	we	should	not	get	 lost.	 I	also	had	my	standard	bike	computer	as	
well.	

Soon	 Paul	 had	 to	 revise	 his	 estimate	 to	 one	 o’clock	 as	 there	 were	
major	roadworks	in	Budapest	with	the	bike	paths	being	diverted	and	difficult	
to	follow.	A	pretty	young	lady	saw	that	these	three	old	men	(well	two	and	an	
alien)	needed	help	and	 led	us	 through	a	chicane.	Once	out	of	Budapest	we	
had	to	 join	busy	roads	at	times	or	cycle	on	footpaths	as	Hungary	had	a	rule	
that	 cycling	 was	 forbidden	 on	 major	 roads	 through	 towns.	 We	 were	 also	
stopping	 to	 drink	 water	 from	 our	 bottles.	 Paul	 and	 I	 were	 both	 sweating	
profusely	and	drinking	immense	amounts	whilst	John	was	not	sweating	much	
and	not	drinking	much,	another	sign	of	his	alien	tendencies.	

Paul	had	been	telling	us	for	months	that	we	must	watch	out	for	the	
superb	‘Danube	Bend’	near	Visegrad.	

“We	must	cycle	adjacent	to	the	Danube	as	you	will	love	the	Danube	
Bend	near	Visegrad.	It	has	the	Transdanubian	mountains	on	one	side	and	the	
North	Hungarian	Mountains	on	 the	other	 side.	 It	 is	 a	 favourite	 recreational	
spot	for	Hungarians,”	Paul	told	us	both	several	times.	Whether	we	were	too	
exhausted	 after	 cycling	 30	 miles	 and	 too	 concentrating	 on	 cycling	 I	 don’t	
know	but	we	all	missed	enjoying	this	renowned	bend.	

We	 actually	 arrived	 at	 Esztergom	 at	 about	 one	 o’clock	 -	 well	 done	
Paul!	 The	 town	 had	 a	magnificent	 cathedral	 and	 a	 beautiful	 castle.	 Rather	
than	look	around	these	cultural	delights	we	went	straight	to	a	cafe	under	the	
cathedral,	and	adjacent	 to	 the	Danube.	We	sat	down	outside	underneath	a	
large	multi-coloured	 umbrella,	 and	waited	 to	 be	 served.	 A	 beautiful	 young	
waitress	came	out	of	the	rock-surround	door	to	serve	us.	Normally	Paul	and	I,	
and	 even	 possibly	 John,	would	 have	 been	 enchanted	 but	 this	waitress	was	



	 24	
	

decidedly	miserable	and	made	us	 feel	 that	our	presence	was	not	welcome.	
Perhaps	it	was	the	heat	or	boyfriend	trouble	but	she	was	certainly	not	happy,	
with	not	a	flicker	of	a	smile	on	her	face.	We	asked	her	where	she	was	from	
with	Germany	being	her	 reply.	Later	we	met	her	Slovenian	companion	who	
was	as	different	as	chalk	from	cheese.	She	smiled	and	laughed	and	made	us	
feel	most	welcome.	

	
We	stayed	there	for	 just	over	an	hour	and	a	half	and	drank	and	ate	

all	sorts,	including	my	homemade	flapjack,	but	no	real	food.	Just	before	I	set	
off	I	had	cooked	two	whole	trays	of	flapjack	and	had	given	some	to	both	Paul	
and	John.		

“I	 refilled	 my	 water	 bottles	 with	 ice-cold	 water	 straight	 after	 I	
arrived,	 and	 now	 an	 hour	 later	 I	 could	 almost	 boil	 an	 egg	 in	 mine!”	 I	
remarked	astonished.	

“I	am	going	 for	a	paddle	 in	 the	Danube.	 I	have	seen	enough	of	you	
two	sweating,”	grumbled	John	after	we	had	been	there	an	hour.	

We	 watched	 John	 dip	 his	 toe	 in	 the	 river	 and	 it	 couldn’t	 really	 be	
called	paddling.	 I	 didn’t	 feel	 like	 joining	 John	 as	 I	was	 still	 rehydrating,	 and	
Paul	was	 firmly	 set	 in	 his	 seat,	 probably	 held	 down	 by	 two	 large	 pieces	 of	
soggy	 flapjack	 floating	 around	 in	 his	 stomach.	We	 set	 off	 again	 and	 had	 to	
stop	after	5	miles	for	a	quick	drink	of	water.	We	turned	south	and	continued	
along	 a	 bike	 path	 with	 no	 shade	 until	 we	 arrived	 at	 a	 copse	 of	 trees	 with	
shade	a	 further	 five	miles	on	and	 sat	down	and	drank,	 then	after	 a	 further	
five	miles	we	stopped	at	a	 roadside	café	 for	more	 rehydration	 for	Paul	and	
me	whilst	‘alien’	John	cycled	almost	water-free.	
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We	finally	arrived	at	the	Hotel	Penta	Lux	at	seven	o’clock,	almost	11	
hours	after	we	set	off,	with	out	average	speed	being	 just	6.7	mph	including	
the	 stoppage	 times	 –	 could	 we	 ever	 get	 slower?	 The	 heat	 was	 staggering	
even	at	this	time.	Just	before	arriving	at	the	hotel	we	cycled	adjacent	to	the	

Lake	Oreg	for	the	full	 length	of	the	east	side	of	the	lake,	which	was	about	a	
mile	and	a	quarter,	and	were	surprised	at	how	many	people	were	swimming	
in	the	Lake.	There	looked	to	be	whole	classes	of	schoolchildren.	We	had	been	
told	that	this	year	the	weather	in	Hungary	was	especially	hot.		

What	 had	 surprised	 us	 all	 was	 how	 cheap	 it	 was	 to	 buy	 food	 and	
drink.	In	the	evening	we	ate	out	at	a	local	restaurant.	My	bill	for	half	a	litre	of	
beer,	 two	 spring	waters,	 soup,	 spaghetti	 bolognese,	 two	pancakes	was	 just	
4400Huf	-	about	£11.	
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Tata	to	Veszprem	
Thursday	July	23rd	

62	miles	Grand	total	151	miles	
	

“You	can’t	buy	happiness,	but	you	can	buy	a	bicycle		
and	that’s	pretty	close.”		

Anon	

	
We	all	shared	a	bedroom	and	had	agreed	that	we	would	awake	early.	

I	 awoke	 to	 the	 sound	 of	 rhythmic	 breathing	 just	 before	 six	 o’clock	 and	
sneaked	out	of	the	room	to	look	around.	

“What	 do	 you	 know	 about	 the	 next	 location,	 John,”	 I	 asked	 over	
breakfast,	 knowing	 John	 had	 been	 requested	 to	 become	 our	 Hungarian	
language	 expert,	 though	we	had	 yet	 to	 hear	 one	Hungarian	word	 emanate	
from	John’s	mouth,	but	he	may	have	read-up	about	the	Hungarian	towns.	

“Veszprem	 is	 bigger	 than	 Tata	 with	 a	 population	 of	 over	 60,000,”	
divulged	 John,	 smiling	 and	 looking	 pleased	with	 himself.	 “For	 centuries	 the	
queens	of	Hungary	were	crowned	by	the	bishop	of	Veszprem.	In	case	you	are	
wondering	why	 I	 have	 not	 been	 speaking	Hungarian	 it	 is	 because	 I	 left	my	
English-Hungarian	dictionary	at	home.”	

“Did	you	learn	any?”	I	asked.	
“Yes!	‘Eegen’	is	‘Yes’;	‘Nem’	is	‘No’;	‘Kursurnurm’	is	‘Thankyou’;	‘Seh	

ret	lek’	is	‘I	love	you’”	
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“That’s	going	 to	be	very	helpful.	Hopefully	 there	will	be	no	need	 to	
use	the	limits	of	what	you	have	learnt.”		

“I	hope	we	have	time	to	look	around	in	Veszprem,”	Paul	remarked.	“I	
enjoy	understanding	the	culture	of	renowned	places.	It	shouldn’t	take	us	too	
long	as	it	is	only	twice	the	distance	of	cycling	from	Great	Ayton	to	Danby	and	
return	with	the	same	elevation	gain.	I	would	guess	about	7	hours	going	at	10	
mph	and	an	hour	for	lunch.”	

“We	know	about	your	estimates	from	yesterday,	Paul!	It	wouldn’t	be	
too	hard	normally	but	again	 the	 temperature	 is	due	 to	 rise	 to	37	DegC	and	
there	may	 be	 some	 rain	 as	we	 approach	 Veszprem,”	 I	 chipped	 in,	 as	 I	 had	
been	checking	the	forecast	on	my	iPad.	

We	set	off	at	half	past	eight	and	even	by	then	it	was	very	warm.	We	
finally	arrived	at	our	Veszprem	hotel,	Péter	Pál	Panzió,	at	half	past	six	after	
cycling	62	miles,	which	seemed	to	be	very	slow	progress,	three	hours	greater	
than	 Paul’s	 forecast,	 and	 a	 slower	 average	 speed	 than	 the	 previous	 day.	
However	 it	 had	 been	 very	 hot	 and	 Paul	 and	 I	 agreed	 that	 we	 should	 stop	
every	 5	 miles	 to	 rehydrate	 as	 we	 were	 concerned	 about	 the	 possibility	 of	
getting	heat	stroke.		

“We’ve	 cycled	 five	 miles,”	 I	 would	 shout	 to	 Paul,	 and	 normally	 he	
would	stop	but	 the	odd	 time	he	would	continue	as	 if	he	had	not	heard	me	
then	would	stop	a	mile	or	so	on.	Sometimes	the	stops	were	short	but	often	
we	 stopped	 at	 supermarkets	 and	 bought	 endless	 drinks.	 We	 stopped	 at	
Tesco,	Spar	and	almost	stopped	at	Lidl	-	they	had	the	same	supermarkets	as	
ourselves.	At	one	 I	bought	water,	 iced	coffee,	 iced	chocolate,	and	a	 litre	of	
milk	but	they	didn't	take	long	to	drink.	We	actually	had	four	long	stops:	after	
13	miles	for	30	minutes	at	Tesco	in	Oroszlany;	after	27	miles	for	25	minutes	
at	Mor;	 after	 36	miles	 for	 40	minutes	 at	 Spar	 in	 Bakoonycsernye;	 after	 41	
miles	for	35	minutes	at	Cseteny.	All	these	stops	were	not	cultural	stops	as	we	
just	rehydrated	and	did	not	bother	to	look	round.	Meanwhile	John,	being	an	
alien,	would	patiently	wait	 for	us	whilst	he	took	the	odd	sip	 from	his	water	
bottle.	

After	 12	miles	we	 passed	 fields	 full	 of	 sunflowers	 and	 fields	 full	 of	
sweet	corn	just	as	we	had	in	France	11	years	ago.		

“Paul,	will	you	stand	among	the	sunflowers	as	you	did	with	Ray	when	
we	 cycled	 across	 France	eleven	 years	 ago.	 Please	will	 you	 join	him	 John,”	 I	
asked.	

“I’m	 not	 looking	 stupid	 by	waving	 surrounded	 by	 sunflowers,”	 shot	
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back	John.	
So	 Paul	 made	 the	 way	 by	 himself	 into	 the	 sunflowers,	 smiled	 and	

waved,	with	his	white	beard	 intermingling	with	 the	bright	yellow	sunflower	
heads	(2004	photograph	then	2015	photograph).	

	
At	 the	 stop	 at	Mor	 we	met	 a	 young	man	 from	 Germany	 who	 was	

cycling	 all	 the	 way	 to	 Australia	 with	 his	 route	 going	 through	 Asia.	 His	
ambition	was	much	greater	than	ours	but	he	was	still	very	pleased	to	meet	
such	experienced	cyclists	like	us.	

	The	ride	was	very	tough	as	there	were	numerous	climbs	and	just	as	
we	were	losing	hope	and	almost	drained	of	energy,	near	the	end	after	cycling	
up	200m	in	10	miles,	we	reached	a	downhill	section	of	6	miles	that	went	all	
the	way	into	Veszprem.	

Paul	exclaimed,	"That’s	made	up	for	 the	rest	of	 the	day.	We	should	
be	proud	of	ourselves	cycling	so	far	and	in	an	oven".		

Near	the	end	I	took	photographs	of	the	houses	-	many	alike	those	in	
Scotland	 with	 rendering.	 One	 house	 especially	 stood	 out	 in	 Mor.	 It	 was	
painted	 yellow	with	white	 around	 the	windows	 and	 a	 bright	 red	 roof.	 The	
colours	were	almost	identical	to	the	first	hotel	we	stopped	in	–	the	Sarokhaz	
Panzio	hotel	in	Budapest.	We	arrived	in	Veszprem	on	a	special	carnival	night	
with	 numerous	 groups	 playing	 in	 the	main	 shopping	 centre.	 The	 place	was	
packed	with	young	people	in	shorts	and	skimpy	tops	-	we	felt	quite	at	home.	

The	Péter	Pál	Panzió	hotel	was	tucked	away	on	a	back	street	with	the	
downloaded	Viewranger	map	on	my	 iPhone	taking	us	right	to	the	door.	We	
entered	the	hotel	but	the	reception	desk	was	empty.		

“Let’s	 leave	 our	 bikes	 downstairs	 out	 of	 sight	 and	 go	 back	 to	 the	
carnival,”	 said	 John	 wanting	 to	 get	 his	 dose	 of	 culture.	 So	 we	 huffed	 and	
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puffed	as	we	carried	our	bikes	and	panniers	down	 the	 stairs,	 especially	me	
with	my	 heavy	 Koga	 bike	with	 the	 hub	 gears.	We	 locked	 up	 the	 bikes	 and	
headed	back	to	the	carnival.	

When	we	returned	an	elderly	slim	receptionist,	though	not	as	elderly	
as	us,	frowned	at	us	and	told	us	that	she	had	moved	the	bikes	to	the	garage.	
We	were	astonished!	Was	she	a	regular	weight	trainer?	How	had	she	possibly	
have	moved	locked-up	bikes?	Did	we	have	another	potential	alien?	
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Veszprem	to	Keszthely	
Friday	July	24th	

55	miles	Grand	total	206	miles	
	

“Life	is	like	riding	a	bicycle.	In	order	to	keep	your	balance,		
you	must	keep	moving.”		

Albert	Einstein	

	
We	had	again	shared	a	3	bedded-room.	There	were	several	reasons	

why	sharing	a	room	with	2	others	was	difficult	besides	the	odd	snoring	and	
strange	noises	that	could	erupt	from	anyone	one	of	us	(not	just	me).	We	all	
liked	to	wash	a	few	clothes,	and	thus	needed	hanging	space.	I	also	required	
several	 sockets	 to	 recharge	 my	 various	 devices:	 iPhone	 batteries;	 iPad;	
Garmin	800	bike	computer.	Fortunately	Paul	just	had	his	tablet	and	John	had	
nothing,	yes	absolutely	nothing	to	recharge,	and	also	had	no	maps.		Was	this	
total	trust	in	his	companions	another	sign	of	being	an	alien?	

“So	we	are	cycling	to	Keszthely	today.	What	do	you	know	about	that	
place,	John,”	I	asked,	now	expecting	John	to	know	about	Hungary.		

“It	has	a	population	of	just	over	20,000	and	has	been	a	market	town	
since	 the	 early	 15th	 century.	 It	 is	 also	 the	 largest	 town	 on	 Lake	 Balaton,”	
came	 back	 John,	 looking	 pleased	 with	 himself	 at	 remembering	 cultural	
information.	

“I	picked	this	route	especially	so	we	could	cycle	along	Lake	Balaton,	
the	largest	lake	in	Central	Europe	being	48	miles	long	by	almost	9	miles	wide.	
It	 is	one	of	Hungary's	 foremost	 tourist	destinations.	 I	have	been	wanting	 to	
see	what	it	was	like	for	many	years,”	our	route-devisor	Paul	remarked.	“This	
day	 should	 be	 our	 easiest	 yet	 as	 it	 is	 just	 53	miles	 with	minimal	 elevation	
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gain,	just	350m.”	
We	set	off	at	half	past	eight	and	by	then	 it	was	hot.	We	cycled	due	

south	 initially,	 mainly	 downhill,	 and	 by	 half	 past	 nine	 we	 had	 cycled	more	
than	 10	miles.	We	were	 very	 pleased	with	 our	 progress.	We	 reached	 Lake	
Balaton	 and	 began	 to	 see	 why	 it	 was	 so	 renowned.	 There	 were	 holiday	
villages	all	the	way	along	and	numerous	bathers	-	the	water	looked	to	be	very	
inviting	but	we	had	to	cycle.	

Our	progress	began	to	slow	as	the	temperature	again	soared	up	to	35	
DegC,	and	we	were	still	adhering	to	the	five-mile	rule	of	stopping	for	a	quick	
drink.	We	stopped	at	a	cafe	at	Zanka	just	before	eleven	o’clock	after	cycling	
26	miles	with	Paul	and	John	sharing	a	pizza.	 I	had	an	 ice	cream,	two	 lemon	
drinks,	and	an	energy-filled	Monster	drink.	Paul	matched	me	for	drinks.	I	was	
still	eating	away	at	my	homemade	flapjack	but	now	it	had	become	very	dry	
and	cloggy	in	my	mouth.		

“Any	more	flapjack?”	I	asked	John	and	Paul,	hoping	to	get	rid	of	more	
of	the	flapjack	that	I	had	spent	time	making	and	was	now	weighing	down	my	
bike.	

“Not	 for	 me,”	 replied	 Paul.	 “It	 swelled	 up	my	 stomach	 last	 time.	 I	
almost	burst.”	

“Wish	I	had	brought	a	pin,”	said	John,	laughing	loudly.		
The	café	was	adjacent	to	a	private	enclosed	beach	with	bathers	lying	

on	towels	covered	by	sun	umbrellas	on	a	grassy	area,	and	steps	leading	down	

into	the	lake.	There	were	lots	of	bathers	swimming	around	in	the	lake.	Just	to	
the	left	of	the	café	there	were	rowing	boats	that	could	be	hired	but	our	job	
was	to	cycle	not	row.	

We	set	off	again	after	three	quarters	of	an	hour	but	by	one	o’clock,	
after	 12	 more	 miles,	 we	 stopped	 at	 a	 supermarket	 in	 Badacsony	 all	
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exhausted,	 even	 John.	We	 again	 bought	 numerous	 drinks.	We	 sat	 down	 in	
the	shop's	shade	then	Paul	 lay	down	and	almost	slept.	We	didn't	restart	till	
just	before	two	o’clock	and	continued	cycling	along	the	 lake,	 finally	arriving	
exhausted	at	four	o’clock	at	the	Guest	House	Móritz	after	cycling	55	miles	in	
7.5	hours	but	the	extreme	heat	had	sucked	our	energy.	We	were	feeling	very	
pleased	with	 ourselves	 though,	 as	 in	 three	 days	we	 had	 cycled	 almost	 200	
miles.	

The	 hotel	 owner	 asked	 us	 to	 sit	 down	 outside	 on	 the	 covered	
veranda,	and	brought	us	a	beer	each,	and	acted	as	the	perfect	host	 though	
his	 English	 was	 poor	 -	 our	 Hungarian	 was	 worse	 so	 the	 conversation	 was	
rather	stilted.	

In	 the	 evening	 we	 strolled	 to	 the	 Lake	 and	 there	 were	 still	 many	
people	bathing	-	I	was	almost	tempted.	

Each	 day	 when	 we	 arrived	 at	 the	 hotels	 we	 were	 a	 soggy	 mess	 -	
though	not	John	the	alien.	We	were	running	out	of	dry	clothes	so	we	retired	
early	 to	sort	out	our	clothes,	and	 I	had	my	own	room	for	the	first	 time	so	 I	
had	plenty	of	space.		
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Slovenia	
	

Capital:	Ljubljana;	Currency:	Euro;	Population	2	million;		
Joined	European	Union	in	2004	

	
Slovenia	is	a	small	country	in	Central	Europe,	but	contains	within	its	

borders	 Alpine	mountains,	 thick	 forests,	 historic	 cities	 and	 a	 short	 Adriatic	
coastline,	it	initially	enjoyed	substantial	economic	and	political	stability	after	
gaining	 independence	 from	 Yugoslavia.	 Slovenia	 was	 the	 first	 former	
Yugoslav	republic	to	join	the	European	Union.	

Long	 regarded	 as	 one	 of	 the	 best-performing	 new	 EU	 members,	
Slovenia	was	dragged	into	a	deep	recession	by	the	European	financial	crisis	in	
2012,	 prompting	 fears	 that	 it	 may	 need	 an	 international	 bailout.	 The	
government	 announced	 plans	 for	 tough	 austerity	measures,	 sparking	mass	
protests.	(BBC	Country	Profile)	
	

Keszthely	to	Lendava	
Saturday	July	25th	

50	miles	Grand	total	256	miles	
	

“When	the	spirits	are	low,	when	the	day	appears	dark,	when	work	becomes	
monotonous,	when	hope	hardly	seems	worth	having,	just	mount	a	bicycle	and	
go	out	for	a	spin	down	the	road,	without	thought	on	anything	but	the	ride	

you	are	taking.”	Arthur	Conan	Doyle	

	
We	had	hoped	to	leave	at	eight	o’clock	but	breakfast	was	not	served	

till	 then	 and	 there	 was	 no	 way	 that	 we	 would	 miss	 breakfast	 so	 we	 had	
agreed	 to	 aim	 to	 set	 off	 by	 nine	 o’clock.	 John	 was	 still	 declaring	 that	 he	
wanted	to	sleep	on	till	five	minutes	before	breakfast.		
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I	decided	to	check	out	my	bike	to	see	if	I	could	improve	the	shakiness	
in	my	handlebars.	I	had	expected	that	there	might	be	a	problem,	as	I	had	to	
remove	the	handlebars	from	my	bike	to	fit	it	into	the	bike	box.	When	I	did	my	
trial	pack	the	front	steering	mechanism	had	dropped	off	the	bike	with	a	few	
cones	rolling	around	on	the	floor.	I	picked	them	all	up	and	just	hoped	that	I	
had	rebuilt	my	expensive	bike	correctly,	but	 it	then	had	a	few	creaks.	I	now	
adjusted	and	tightened	some	of	 the	screws	and	hoped	the	shakiness	would	
disappear.		

“You	look	a	bit	rough	this	morning,	Paul.	What’s	wrong?”	I	asked	as	
Paul	arrived	at	breakfast	

“I’ve	 just	 had	 a	 hell	 of	 a	 night.	 I	 was	 put	 in	 a	 block	with	 about	 10	
English	university	students.	The	owner	warned	me	that	they	might	be	noisy.	
They	were	bouncing	balls	up	and	down	the	stairs	and	then	they	went	out	so	
it	was	 nice	 and	 quiet.	 They	 arrived	 back	 at	 one	 o’clock	 –	 I	 know	 the	 exact	
time	as	I	was	woken	up.	There	was	a	group	of	girls	in	my	adjacent	room	who	
were	laughing	and	giggling	till	about	four	o’clock.	The	boys	in	another	room	
were	also	being	noisy.”	

“You	should	have	asked	them	to	stop	and	told	them	you	were	cycling	
around	the	world.	 I	used	to	shout	out	 if	other	campers	were	too	noisy	on	a	
campsite.”	

“I	didn’t	like	to	spoil	their	fun.	I	used	to	be	like	that	in	my	youth.”	
“Hopefully	they	weren’t	up	to	anything	naughty?”	
“They	didn’t	seem	to	be	but	I	dozed	off	at	times.”	
“I	 still	 remember	 my	 days	 as	 a	 tutor	 in	 the	 halls	 of	 residence	 at	

university.	 The	 tutors	 had	 two	 rooms	 each	with	 a	 tutor	 from	 the	 Lebanon	
called	Fausi	Mantouri	in	the	rooms	above	me.	I	was	just	dozing	off	one	night	
when	my	room	began	to	shake,	slowly	at	first	then	faster	and	faster	then	the	
shaking	 just	 stopped.	 I	 had	 seen	 Fausi	 earlier	 with	 two	 beautiful	 girls.	 I	
realized	what	he	was	up	to.	It	made	me	feel	jealous.”	

“That	experience	 certainly	 left	 a	 strong	expression	on	your	mind.	 It	
must	 have	 been	 over	 40	 years	 ago.	Well	 that	 didn’t	 happen	 last	 night.	My	
room	never	shook	at	all,”	said	Paul	chuckling.		

I	continued,	“I	believe	that	we	cross	over	into	Slovenia	just	before	we	
reach	 Lendava.	 Slovenia	 only	 has	 a	 population	 of	 just	 2	 million.	 I	 wonder	
what	differentiated	it	from	other	parts	of	Yugoslavia.”	

Paul	came	in,	“I	looked	up	the	history	of	Slovenia	on	Wikipedia	and	it	
is	 very	 complex.	 The	 Slovene	 territory	 dates	 back	 to	 the	 5th	 century	 BC.	
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Slovenia	joined	Yugoslavia	in	1918	after	the	First	World	War	and	regained	its	
independence	in	1991,	being	one	of	the	first	parts	to	split	off.”	

“So	what	do	you	know	about	our	destination?	Hopefully	we	can	gain	
some	cultural	experience,”	John	asked,	having	only	checked	up	on	Hungary.		

“Lendava	 has	 a	 population	 of	 about	 11,000	with	 about	 half	 having	
their	native	 language	as	Slovenian	and	the	other	half	Hungarian.	It	 is	at	 the	
foothills	of	picturesque	vineyards,	and	it	also	has	a	superb	castle,”	responded	
Paul.		

“Hopefully	this	time	we	will	arrive	early	as	we	only	have	to	cycle	50	
miles	with	more	elevation	gain	than	yesterday	but	not	very	tough	at	700m.	
However	the	temperature	is	expected	to	peak	at	33	DegC,	so	I	am	expecting	
another	 hot	 sweaty	 day,”	 I	 added,	 even	 now	 with	 sweat	 beads	 on	 my	
forehead.	

		We	did	set	off	at	on	time	and	made	good	progress	in	the	first	hour	
having	 cycled	 10	miles,	which	 included	 a	 five-mile	 drink	 stop.	 But	 then	 the	
temperature	began	to	rise	and	reached	33	DegC	and	the	effect	was	dramatic,	
as	our	speed	slowed	due	to	the	longer	and	longer	drink	stops,	stopping	after	
24	miles	 at	 Bak	 for	 an	 hour,	 at	 Nova	 after	 33	miles	 for	 forty	minutes,	 and	
under	 the	 shade	 of	 a	 forest	 of	 trees	 just	 five	 miles	 further	 on.	 	 We	 were	
cycling	 through	 very	 undulating	 countryside	 and	 trying	 to	 cycle	 up	 the	hills	
was	 very	 tiring.	 It	was	almost	 alike	 to	 cycling	 in	 France	as	we	were	passing	
fields	 of	 sunflowers,	 maize	 and	 wheat.	 I	 had	 hoped	 that	 we	 would	 reach	
Lendava	by	 four	o’clock	but	by	 then	we	 still	 had	8	miles	of	 the	50	miles	 to	
cycle.	We	 stopped	 for	 another	 set	 of	 drinks	 at	 Lenti.	 It	 is	 remarkable	 how	
much	can	go	in	with	so	little	coming	out	except	in	sweat.	Then	the	weather	
changed	 with	 the	 wind	 increasing	 and	 the	 sky	 clouding	 over.	 The	
temperature	dropped	and	we	felt	revitalized.	Spots	of	rain	began	to	fall	with	
John	 and	 I	 putting	on	our	 raincoats.	 Paul	 continued	on	 cycling	 in	 the	 same	
green-bluish	shirt	that	he	worn	frequently.	

“Is	that	another	way	to	wash	your	shirt	–	I’m	sure	you’ve	worn	that	
shirt	every	day,”	I	shouted	across	to	Paul.	

“I	 have	 two	 identical	 shirts,”	 Paul	 declared	 and	 laughed,	 but	would	
we	ever	know!	

Our	 legs	were	now	pumping	and	we	were	 cycling	 fast.	We	 reached	
the	 Hungarian	 -	 Slovenian	 border	 and	 stopped	 to	 take	 photographs.	 The	
Slovenia	 border	 sign	 had	 written	 ‘Slovenija’,	 so	 alike	 to	 the	 English	 name	
whilst	the	Hungarian	border	sign	had	written,	‘Magyarorszag’	so	nothing	like	
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the	English	name.	
Lendava	was	just	over	the	border	and	we	reached	the	Hotel	Elizabeta	

by	 five	 o’clock	 after	 cycling	 50	 miles	 in	 eight	 hours,	 which	 was	 very	 slow	
progress	mainly	being	caused	by	the	high	temperature.	On	the	way	we	could	
see	 Lendava	 Castle	 in	 the	 distance,	 painted	 white	 with	 a	 red-tiled	 roof.	 It	
looked	more	like	a	large	house	than	a	castle.	

	
The	hotel	was	anachronistic	as	 it	was	built	of	glass	 in	an	old-looking	

town	with	most	buildings	having	a	red	tiled	roof.	Although	the	hotel	 looked	
like	 it	might	be	expensive	we	had	been	able	to	book	three	single	rooms	for	
just	 £29	 each.	 The	 young	 dark-haired	 slim	 receptionist	 was	 the	 only	 hotel	
staff	 that	we	met	 in	 the	hotel.	She	checked	us	 in,	showed	us	to	our	rooms,	
served	 the	 beer	 when	 we	 sat	 in	 the	 hotel	 lobby,	 and	 directed	 us	 to	 a	
restaurant	 where	 we	 could	 eat.	 When	 we	 returned	 from	 eating	 in	 an	
excellent	Italian	restaurant	there	were	several	tables	outside	filled	with	men	
supping	 beer.	 Our	 receptionist	 was	 now	 acting	 as	 the	 bar	 tender.	 We	 sat	
down	at	one	of	the	tables	and	ordered	drinks.	

“What’s	your	name?”	Paul	asked,	with	a	smile	underneath	his	beard.	
Paul	loved	to	ask	ladies	their	name.	

“I	am	Zala.	It	means	beautiful.”	
“A	name	to	match	your	face	then.”	Zala	blushed.	
“Where	are	you	cycling	to?”	
“From	Budapest	to	England.”	
“That’s	a	long	way.	I	wish	I	am	that	fit	at	your	age.”	
A	few	more	words	about	how	we	were	ensuring	that	we	stuck	to	our	

route.	 I	 had	 three	ways	 to	 ensure	we	 followed	 the	 planned	 route	 -	 looked	
after	by	three	devices.	First	I	had	the	route	on	my	iPhone	and	I	could	watch	
our	 progress.	 Second	 I	 had	 my	 Garmin	 and	 the	 routes	 were	 entered	 as	
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courses	and	informed	me	where	to	turn	and	gave	me	faith	that	we	were	on	
route	by	displaying	pictures	of	 the	road	 in	 front.	The	third	device	was	Paul-
Android	 who	 had	 cycled	 almost	 every	 mile	 on	 Google	 maps,	 and	 at	 times	
became	exasperated	if	the	other	systems	questioned	his	direction.	It	should	
be	noted	in	writing	the	above	that	Paul	had	done	a	remarkable	job	in	working	
out	the	route	over	weeks	and	months!	The	other	systems	were	happy	for	us	
to	 cycle	 the	 wrong	 way	 up	 one-way	 roads	 but	 Paul	 had	 memorized	 every	
one-way	road!	John,	meanwhile,	cycled	along	without	knowing	the	route	and	
occasionally	asked	Paul	and	me	questions,	and	glanced	at	the	physical	maps	
that	Paul	and	I	had	brought.	John	also	did	not	have	a	mobile	phone	and	nor	
had	he	written	down	our	phone	numbers.	We	could	easily	 lose	him	but	we	
would	not	do	that	–	even	though	he	might	be	an	alien!	
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Lendava	to	Ptuj	
Sunday	July	26th	

37	miles	Grand	total	293	miles	
	

“Whoever	invented	the	bicycle	deserves	the	thanks	of	humanity.”		
Lord	Charles	Beresford	

	
“I	remember	that	when	you	first	planned	the	route	Paul	you	had	us	

cycling	all	the	way	from	Keszthely	to	Ptuj	in	a	day,	almost	90	miles.	I	am	glad	I	
complained	now	especially	 as	 it	 has	 been	 so	 hot,”	 I	 remarked	 to	 Paul	 over	
breakfast.	

“Yes,	today	was	going	to	be	our	rest	day	but	we	only	have	37	miles	to	
cycle	with	minimal	elevation	gain	of	 just	over	400	metres.	 It	should	be	easy	
as	the	maximum	temperature	 is	 forecast	 to	be	 just	22	DegC	so	much	 lower	
than	our	other	days,”	responded	Paul.	

“I	won’t	have	 to	watch	you	 two	sweating	 so	 that’s	good,”	 chuckled	
John.	“I	hope	that	Ptuj	 is	a	cultural	experience	as	we	should	have	plenty	of	
time	to	look	around.”	

“Ptuj	is	the	oldest	city	in	Slovenia	and	has	population	of	18,000,	and	
is	about	the	same	size	as	Guisborough.	Since	1945	the	population	has	been	
almost	 all	 Slovenes.	 We	 should	 have	 plenty	 of	 time	 to	 look	 around	 the	
renowned	Ptuj	castle,”	said	Paul	reassuringly.		

We	 set	off	 at	half	past	eight	 in	 the	end	with	one	minor	delay	 -	 the	
hole	 in	 the	wall	 had	 no	 Euros	 for	 Paul.	We	 felt	much	 better	 cycling	 in	 the	
lower	 temperature	 though	 John	 complained	 that	 it	was	 too	 cold	–	perhaps	
aliens	require	hot	 temperatures	or	 John	came	from	a	planet	with	a	 tropical	
climate.	 Now	 we	 felt	 no	 compulsion	 to	 stop	 and	 drink	 every	 5	 miles.	 We	
passed	more	 fields	of	 sunflowers	and	maize	and	 this	 time	Paul	and	 I	posed	
inside	the	maize.		
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Some	of	the	houses	were	very	 interesting,	being	painted	 in	all	sorts	
of	colours	(dark	red,	yellow)	and	one	was	even	two-tone	(grey	and	blue).		

By	 ten	 o’clock	 we	 had	 cycled	 15	 miles	 and	 stopped	 for	 coffee	 at	
Ljutomer.	 It	was	 strange	as	 I	 felt	 I	 knew	 this	place	as	 I	 had	drunk	 Ljutomer	
Riesling	many	times	in	my	early	drinking	life.	

There	was	a	steep	climb	out	of	Ljutomer	of	50	metres	in	less	than	a	
mile	and	both	Paul	and	I	dismounted	from	our	bikes	and	started	to	walk.	

“I	need	to	rest	my	knee,”	remarked	Paul.	“There	is	still	a	long	way	to	
go	today.”	

“I	need	to	rest	both	my	knees,”	I	responded.		
Both	of	my	knees	had	been	having	internal	pains	for	months.	My	knee	

pains	 really	 started	back	 in	2008	when	 I	 cycled	over	125	miles	each	way	 to	
Southport	with	each	journey	being	in	a	day	and	with	full	pannier	bags.	I	had	
to	 stop	 cycling	 for	a	 few	weeks	 in	2009	but	both	knees	were	 still	 painful	at	
times.	Then	just	after	this	New	Year	I	cycled	and	went	to	spinning	classes	too	
much	 in	one	week	and	my	knee	pains	 returned	with	a	 vengeance.	 I	 initially	
tried	Beast	Tape	(actually	Kinesiology	Tape),	which	I	soon	discovered	was	not	
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effective.	Then	in	February	I	tried	the	Teesside	Sports	Injury	Clinic.	They	were	
sure	 that	 the	 problem	 was	 my	 IT	 Bands	 and	 I	 went	 through	 very	 painful	
massage	 of	 my	 IT	 Bands	 on	 both	 legs	 with	 the	 left	 leg	 being	 especially	
excruciatingly	painful.	I	was	also	given	homework	to	do	-	stretching	exercises	
on	my	 legs	 twice	 a	 day	 including	 twiddling	my	 kneecaps	 and	 stretching	my	
legs	from	behind	up	to	my	bottom.	However	this	painful	weekly	massage	and	
rigorous	 stretching	 regime	 seemed	 to	 be	 making	 little	 difference	 after	 4	
months.	In	early	July	I	paid	for	MRI	scans	on	both	knees,	which	showed	that	I	
had	 small	 tears	 in	 the	meniscus	 and	 some	 arthritis.	My	 consultant	 thought	
that	 I	 should	 be	 able	 to	 cycle	 on	 the	 ride,	 by	 taking	 Ibuprofen,	 and	
recommended	 that	 I	 see	 my	 GP	 and	 request	 an	 appointment	 with	 an	
orthopaedic	surgeon	when	I	returned.	

There	were	two	more	quite	steep	undulations	before	we	reached	the	
bridge	over	a	river	just	before	Ptuj.	We	dismounted	and	stared	across	at	the	
very	 picturesque	 town	of	 Ptuj,	with	 houses	 painted	 in	white	 or	 yellow	 and	
having	red-tiled	roofs,	with	the	castle	being	in	the	background	at	the	top	of	a	
hill.	

“What’s	this	river,”	asked	John,	ever	inquisitive.	
“It’s	 the	 river	Drava,	called	Drau	 in	German,	and	 it	has	 its	 source	 in	

the	Italian	South	Tyrol	and	is	an	important	tributary	of	the	river	Danube.	We	
will	be	 following	close	 to	 it	 for	 the	next	200	miles	until	we	arrive	 in	 Lienz,”	
the	ever-knowledgeable	Paul	replied.	

	We	 remounted	 and	 cycled	 into	 Ptuj	 to	 our	 accommodation,	 the	
Hostel	 Sonce,	 arriving	 at	 12:30	 after	 cycling	 37	miles.	 At	 the	 hostel	 a	 very	
friendly	 young	 lady	 called	Anna	 greeted	us,	 and	 told	 us	 to	wheel	 our	 bikes	
around	 to	 the	 back	 of	 the	 hostel.	 It	 turned	 out	 that	 she	 was	 the	 hostel	
manager	 and	 lived	 next	 door	 with	 her	 partner	 Andreas	 and	 mother.	 She	
showed	us	to	our	room,	which	had	two	sets	of	bunk	beds	and	I	was	allowed	
to	 have	 one	 set	 to	 myself.	 This	 hostel	 was	 to	 be	 our	 cheapest	
accommodation	 though	 breakfast	 was	 not	 included.	 However	 we	 were	
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invited	to	have	coffee	and	chocolate	croissants	but	not	till	half	past	eight.	We	
gave	our	apologies	and	explained	that	we	would	be	leaving	by	half	past	seven	
so	would	miss	out.	Once	we	had	changed	we	went	for	a	cultural	walk	around	
Ptuj	and	up	to	the	castle	that	looked	over	the	town.	We	learnt	that	the	castle	
was	built	in	the	mid-12th	century,	when	it	was	constructed	to	defend	against	
the	Hungarians.	The	view	from	the	castle	was	magnificent	with	many	white-
walled	houses	with	 red-tiled	 roofs	 and	 the	 church	 spire	 sticking	out.	 In	 the	
background	 there	was	 the	Drava	 river	with	several	bridges,	and	 further	out	
the	mountains.	
	 	



	 42	
	

Endpiece	
	

On	reaching	the	end	of	the	ride	I	felt	exhilarated.	I	had	cycled	almost	
1,500	miles	at	the	age	of	65.	I	could	never	have	imagined	ever	cycling	that	far	
when	 I	 was	 much	 younger	 and	 certainly	 not	 when	 I	 had	 reached	 state	
pension	age.	The	implication	must	be	that	I	am	quite	fit!	I	had	been	worried	
about	both	of	my	knees	and	my	 left	 foot	before	we	set	off,	and	 in	 the	end	
they	had	not	caused	any	problem.	Paul	had	also	nursed	his	knee	throughout	
the	ride,	and	I	followed	his	lead	by	walking	up	any	steep	hills.	I	have	now	had	
on	 operation	 on	 each	 knee	 to	 remove	 any	 tears	 in	 the	 meniscus.	 The	
question	 will	 be	 whether	 the	 knee	 pains	 were	 due	 to	 the	 tears	 or	 due	 to	
arthritis.		

I	 checked	my	weight	 after	 the	 ride	 not	 knowing	what	 the	 effect	 of	
the	 immense	exertion	had	been.	 Initially	 I	had	 thought	 that	my	weight	was	
going	up	as	my	stomach	was	distended	with	all	the	fluid	that	I	was	drinking.	
My	 weight	 had	 dropped	 by	 4	 kg,	 and	 two	 days	 later	 by	 2	 kg	 to	 92	 Kg.	
Unfortunately	I	had	regained	the	weight	by	Christmas.		

Just	before	Christmas	John	had	an	unfortunate	accident.	He	had	just	
cycled	 a	 short	 distance	 from	 his	 house	 and	 leant	 down	 to	 adjust	 his	
mudguard.	His	 front	wheel	 hit	 the	 kerb	 and	he	 fell	 off	 hitting	 his	 head.	He	
was	unconscious	for	a	short	time	with	an	ambulance	being	called.	He	had	a	
headache	 for	 a	 few	weeks	 followed	 by	 Bell’s	 Palsy,	 which	 fortunately	 only	
lasted	a	short	time.	He	has	switched	to	wearing	a	bike	helmet.		I	still	take	the	
attitude	 that	 I	will	wear	one	depending	upon	 the	 ride	 surface	and	weather	
conditions.	The	worst	knock	that	I	suffered	on	my	head	was	when	I	fell	out	of	
a	third	storey	window	and	I	don’t	intend	to	wear	one	in	bed.	

Christmas	might	have	been	the	perfect	opportunity	for	John	to	have	
bought	himself	a	television	and	a	TV	licence	but	he	didn’t	buy	either.	

I	 have	 planned	 the	 ride	 cycling	 from	 Lithuania	 then	 through	 Latvia,	
Estonia,	Finland,	Sweden,	Denmark,	Germany	and	the	Netherlands,	which	is	
again	1,500	miles.	Unfortunately	none	of	my	cycling	friends	are	interested	to	
cycle	that	far	in	2016,	and	my	wife	Naoko	does	not	want	me	to	cycle	alone.	I	
might	 cycle	 500	 miles	 from	 Amsterdam	 to	 Copenhagen	 with	 two	 friends	
instead.	

In	 2004	when	 I	 cycled	with	 Paul,	 John	 and	 Ray	 across	 France	 I	 had	
been	 thrilled	by	 the	major	event	 that	had	happened	on	May	1st.	Ten	more	
countries	had	 joined	 the	European	Union	 taking	 the	 total	 to	 twenty-four.	 	 I	



	 43	
	

felt	that	I	could	now	visit	all	these	countries	and	have	a	feeling	of	that	they	all	
had	common	values	and	aims.	That	number	has	grown	to	28	countries	with	a	
population	of	over	500	million.	The	future	looked	rosy,	as	we	would	be	able	
to	 share	 a	 table	with	 the	 other	major	 countries:	 USA;	 Russia;	 China;	 India.	
Unfortunately	we	have	a	collection	of	‘Little	Englanders’	who	want	us	to	go	it	
alone,	with	a	referendum	on	our	membership	in	June	2016.	

Finally	I	would	like	to	thank	Paul	and	John	again	for	making	the	ride	
such	an	enjoyable	experience.	I	would	also	thank	my	Japanese	wife	Naoko	for	
encouraging	me	and	giving	me	her	full	support	for	participating	in	this	ride.	I	
am	sure	that	Paul	would	equally	like	to	thank	his	wife	Liz.	


