It never rains in Brittany – yeh right!!!
It never rains in Brittany
Come to the porcupine rally, the blessing of the bikes he said, righto I said, how fast shall we go I said, not fast he said as you are a crap outfit rider anyway (sound familiar to anyone who knows the three wheeled god)

So I brought my mate Craig along for ballast.
It never rains in Brittany
So we book the ferry and as I live in the land of sun and sailors Craig and I patiently wait sat in the outfit on my drive probably about five hours early as it is a long drive of three miles to the Portsmouth Le Havre ferry from my house.

We wait, we wait, and we wait. A few minutes before we are due to miss the ferry up my drive comes this bearded god in red with fag in gob. We will miss the ferry said I – get a brew on said this strange but quietly alluring person – so I put kettle on. We then set about unloading his chariot. 
This vision in gold reveals itself – that looks fast said Craig and this was the point I started to realise that my promised slow trip down to Porcaro may not be exactly that. Remembering his kind and supportive words of – but you is crap anyway and we will have to go slow.

It never rains in Brittany
So we have another brew. We drive down slowly to the ferry there is nothing so good as having HIM following you all loaded up with our kit and Craig for ballast, and Craig is a lot of ballast – no chair flying here thank god (oh how wrong I was). The ferry journey was rather uneventful. We looked out for Armadillos and HE was very kind in telling me the history of motorcycling and everything else for the journey, would have rather got me head down but hey ho when in the company of gods and all that. Craig was ballast in the corner – the ferry captain was rather confused when we kept turning left or port for the bearded one but he never did find out why.
Craig is good ballast

It never rains in Brittany
Off we go into the sunny frogy sunshine on this rather wondrous summers day – after all it was August and we were going to the porcupine rally. Do we need any waterproof gear me and the ballast had previously asked. It never rains in Brittany was the reply – coupled with grow some as you is hard bikers

It never rains in Brittany
Not gone far, probably about three hundred yards (sorry fathoms for the bearded one) and he was not there. Hmm me and the ballast think, well I did, Craig just farted and rolled a fag. So we wait and wait and eventual up he comes and blames me for him not being behind me. Things are looking good

So off we set on our adventure, me the crap rider, Craig the ballast and a three wheeled god - what could possibly go wrong

It never rains in Brittany
So the clouds they start a coming and the skies they start a darkening, the wind it starts a blowing and the temperature it starts a dropping, Craig he starts a shitting as yep the three wheeled godlike one was right, my skills they start a dropping. 
For those of you who read this and have ever left the wonderful port of Le Havre there is a thing call a bridge, not a big bridge a huge bridge. Craig he is ballast and I have never heard ballast cry before but mine was. I had not compensated for left hand chair, lots of ballast, and lots of kit except waterproofs as it never rains in Brittany. Those damn frogs they drive on the wrong side, those damn ruskies they put the chair on the wrong side so there is me all puffed up and my ballast is now a gibbering heap as I constantly career towards the right hand curb every time I touch the brakes – stupid place to put a curb anyway. Would never happen in Blighty.
We get over the bridge, don’t know how, Craig settles, farts and rolls a fag, shouting that he is so glad he passed his bike test the week before but was confused as to why they never taught him that he can ride and smoke at the same time. The god like one well he just shakes his head and says nice words to me.

It never rains in Brittany
We start to fly – we start to go at breakneck speeds we are in THE ZONE
He stops and points out that I actually have four gears and can go above forty – I ask if that a sexual innuendo or an ageist thing, knowing how politically correct he always is and that anything of this unmentionable nature would cause him such distress and he may internally combust. He says no, just that I am a pratt and can’t ride the thing. Spurned on by these words of encouragement and joy we set off again after our lovely coffee and croissant stop.
Craig he is ballast and ensuring he keeps his body mass up at each stop. With my ballast increasing at each stop and the godlike one then telling me at great length about curb mass, axles, the relationship betwixt the two, think there were some posh sounding words about ratios thrown in for good measure – so Craig he increases his ratio and mass axle doo dahs at each stop and he farts.

It never rains in Brittany
By this time it is tipping it down, we are in a full blown storm, I am so glad I am in my summer shirt and open face lid. Mile after mile, downpour after downpour eventually they merge into one torrential rain thing that probably has only been equalled by the other god like one. I did ask the bearded one if he had got his time warp wrong and did he intend using the Ark, no doubt attached to a Ural, he just rolled a fag and my ballast just farted. I am so glad it never rains in Brittany

It never rains in Brittany
Then it struck, I started to drop back and at my pace that is tragic

Shudder, splutter, fart (sorry that one was me ballast)

We limped into another croissant stop and Craig rushed inside to keep his axle mass ratio doo dahs up as by this point he was frightened of the bearded one just in case it was all explained again. Well I have been riding for about forty years and I have broken down in some god forsaken places but this takes the biscuit. I stand forlorn and scratch my head – Craig he just farts.
It never rains in Brittany
If you are going to brake down do it with a god and he is. Tools out, front of engine off, interrupter off hit with a rather big hammer, interrupter back on. Lots off fiddling with the timing and hey presto I am off and running and better than before. He is a true three wheeled god

It never rains in Brittany
We finally get there I am so glad it never rains in Brittany. The farm house is great a little dusty and I don’t mind sharing my bed with the bats but my ballast well that is another thing. We debate bedrooms and I loose. I get the ballast and well he just rolls a fag and farts. I laugh silently to myself as I know that given time I will have the whole top floor to myself – It’s the gift of snoring and boy am I gifted. Next day it starts.
It never rains in Brittany
Righto the jolly bearded jack tar says to me (did I mention godlike) time you learnt to ride that thing. Thought I could was my rather brave but naïve response. Could not catch the full reply nor could I print it here and Craig he just farted. Think he forgot or did not connect his simple thoughts that he would be with me as he is the ballast. I tried to point this out and yep he farted and increased his axle mass weight ratio thingy from the supplies we had brought the evening before – think he farted again

It never rains in Brittany
Out into the sunlight we went the joys of a summer’s day in Brittany. I did wonder why they had full waterproofs on, full face helmets and a couple of Sherpa’s in tow for good luck. Me an ex Marine Cododo just thought glad it never rains in Brittany; I shivered and mounted my trusty ride. Well I would have if it was where I left it the night before. Some kind godlike creature has moved it into a field of corn or hay which was taller than my little legs could bear. If you check the website you will see moi and me ballast recovering it. 

Time to learn he says – shall we go for breakfast so off we go. My ballast had left by this time and was running down the road in the general direction of anything that would increase his mass fly wheel thingies (getting a theme coming through here eh). I shouted out to him that this was a bike trip and I needed his great skills at ballast provision so he came back – I could have never ridden at that speed, amazing what food does for some.

It never rains in Brittany
Then it starts round and around these tiny country lanes faster and faster he goes. 

“Axle weight mass ratios” my ballast cries

“Faster you tosser” my pedagog cries

Me well I just cry!
But wait what is this I am up into the 50s the 60s and we weren’t listening to pick of the pops. What’s happening to me apart from my forearms growing to an expanse that Popeye would be proud of. So home we get that evening tired and this strange manic grin on my face that will not leave.
It never rains in Brittany
Next day a guided tour of Britany so fu****g glad it never rains. Here we go a nice lesson in my corn field this time I can see who is talking to me and I can always find my ballast – just follow the crumbs or sound of the farts. What is it that this mechanical god is saying to me – it makes sense. I understand. Accelerating corners, decelerating corners, position in road. What I ask, can I lean, thought it did nothing. Can I actually influence this devils contraption around fast corners?
You know when you just know you should not have said something. This evil glint came across his eyes, just a glimmer but it was there then the cold dark stare we all know and love was back. He smiled, unless it was wind. I shivered. Craig well he just rolled a fag and farted.
It never rains in Brittany
Time to see the country side of Britany and so glad it never rains. Well the time of my life would be an understatement. Faster and faster tighter and tighter, was I actually finally riding this thing.
50miles per hour – pah

60 miles per hour – more pah

70 miles per hour – ok not so much pah

80 miles per hour and my ballast was crying again but still rolling fags

I was riding………………

It was my outfit I had beaten it.
I spent the next few days doing things, hitting tight corners and country lanes at speeds I would never dream of. Following the god and listening to him made it all come together and for me come true.
I have struggled with my outfit for the couple of years I have had it. This was a dream – Craig he just farted. What was that he said in the pub (sorry café) that night?  “I WANT ONE”.
So the next day cutesy of the godlike one and my outfit off they both trot out into the Brittany lanes, my ballast, my bike and Craig not got a fag on this time. They return some time later and what is this I see. My mate and attached ballast has that same fixed grin on his boat race that I see each morning is this some evil witchcraft being woven upon us poor unsuspecting southerners.

Then to La Madone des Motards Porcaro. Yaaaay we cry the sun is out or it was the result of France and the ozone not being used to my ballasts gaseous prowess. We set out fast furious and bugger me controlled to the town of porcupine.

The day had begun, breaky in a carf then to the blessing, thousands and thousands of people; great fun. I have been all over the world to rallies – Faro most years, Germany this year but this was different, this was special.  We set off and it was by far the best and most wonderful biking experience I have ever had. Craig’s fart rate had increased as well; always a good sign.
The route was lined by thousands and thousands of people; it went through towns, villages and just hamlets. Craig tried to smoke one (come on keep up)

It was fantastic. I have always said to everyone I meet you must do Faro you must do Faro it is gobsmacking. Well if you only do one in your life go to Porcupine I have never enjoyed  myself so much in my life and it is only about 200 from blighty.
It didn’t rain again – strange that must have been a blessing (pun intended). Craig stopped farting, the sun came out and blessed us, the bearded one stopped giving me supportive and discerning riding tips and bugger me life was good. Still riding well, a lot drier; so what a trip, the best I have ever had.
I will leave you with a few thought that came to me during this trip – the most poignant ones not in any order of preference:

· Trust in the three wheeled god he is the best

· Marvel at his skills and wisdom
· Buy a Ural outfit from him and feel special and loved forever

· Do his training it makes you good

· Craig is available for hire for ballast, Bar Mitzvahs and weddings
I have just about dried out now and the two most important things of all are:
Go to the rally as it is the best experience in the world and yep you guessed it

It never rains in Brittany

(No sailors, children or ballast was hurt in the production of this note. Remember if you can’t get a woman a man with a beard will do)
