
SKINNYCHINO BIKE RIDE IN PROVENCE 2009 
 

DAY 1 - Arrival at Gravison   12 th May 2009 
 
Amazingly en route to 
Gravison at the Paris 
railway station, I (Jo Jo) 
found a big man blocking 
my path to the train 
platform.  After saying 
“Excusez Moi” to him a 
couple of times the man 
turned out to be Irish!!!   
The five of us traveled by 
train to Avignon and then 
by the taxi Lay Up had 
pre-booked to Gravison 30 
minutes away.  Here we 
waited for the Italy group 
and Mrs B to arrive. 
 
Right: Picture of our hotel. 
  
While the group 
assembled there was quite 
a bit of wine and cheese 
consumed in the garden of 
the hotel.  The Paris group 
had walked the 45mins 
into town to buy this to be 
a welcoming committee 
for the Italy group.  It was 
quite a hot day and Irish 
mistakenly bought non-
alcohol beer to consume 
on the walk back. 
The Italy girls arrived 
minus the boys (who were 
having drinks in a pub 
while waiting for a second 
cab).  They had all tried to 
get a bus to Gravison but 
this did not quite work out 
as planned.  

 



 
Mrs B was the last to 
arrive and was met with 
much excitement. 
 
 
 
 
We had very long days of 
sunlight in France.  It was 
light until about 9.30 at 
night. 

 
 
The man arrived with 
bikes in the late afternoon 
and we kitted up ready for 
the big trip the next 
morning.  We had a few 
practice rides up and down 
the laneway outside our 
hotel. 

 



 
While the Paris group had 
arrived with Genitals the 
Italian group upstaged this 
group by arriving with 
genitalia.   
 
Too much time spent 
drinking Lemonchello in 
the Italian sun??? 
 
The Paris group were still 
the fashion statement of 
the evening as they had 
berets! 
 
As the masses assembled 
on the afternoon of the 
12th it became apparent 
that many were either 
getting over a cold or were 
coming down with a cold 
as a result of the high life 
they had been living in 
either Italy or gay Paris. 
 

 

Despite this, it was a big 
night which much frivolity 
and alcohol consumed.  So 
much so that the hotel 
patron informed us that we 
were a “noisy bunch”.   
 
JC made a food mistake 
(again!) and had steak for 
dinner and almost had to 
get out the wire cutters to 
cut through it. 
 
We should have had an 
early night but we didn’t.  
 
Everyone was feeling a bit 
hyped up in anticipation of 
the next day.  
 



DAY 2 -  Gravison to Tarascon   13th May 2009 
 

 
First day of riding.   
 
A hearty breakfast 
before we set off. 
 
Some people can’t 
remember what 
happened the night 
before! 

 
Getting ready to hit the 
road for the first time. 
 
 
 



 
The ride was east and 
flat with the exception 
of a couple of hills 
which took us up to an 
old abbey. 
 
We visited the abbey 
where there was also a 
little school and 
chapel. The children 
and nuns headed into 
the church for mass 
just after we arrived.   
 
There was also much 
excitement at our first 
sighting of poppies in 
this village.   
 
Our visit to the Abbey 
provided a wonderful 
opportunity for some 
photos of poppies with 
the nuns living 
quarters as a great 
backdrop.  
 

 
 

 



Self catered lunch by 
the side of the road 
today. 
 
Note the way we 
carried our baguettes 
on the ride.   
 
We should patent this 
form of transport. 
 
Mrs B found that this 
mode of transport 
meant she was able to 
nibble on her baguette 
on the ride. 
 

 
Some of us were hash 
proud and wore our 
Skinnychino jerseys – 
a good advertisement 
for hashing in 
Australia. 
 

 



 
Having a break just 
before we hit Tarascon 
– trying to work out 
the way to our hotel 
 
Old castle is in site 
just around the corner. 

 
Abandoned castle in 
Tarascon. 
 



Pre-diner drinks in the 
square in Tarascon 

 
Dinner that night 
where we had a young 
somewhat officious 
waiter who was a cross 
between Manual and 
John Cleese from 
Faulty Towers.  It was 
a rather upmarket 
restaurant in terms of 
its decore. 

 
 



DAY 3 – Tarascon to Arles   14th May 2009 
 
 
Day 3 Beautiful breakfast in a 
B & B style place where we 
spent the night. 
 
It was Royal and Possum’s 
wedding anniversary.  We 
made sure they had Room 14 
later that day when we arrived 
in Arles. 

 

 

 
Half of us headed off on a 
false trail to begin with. 
 
Nice country side and pleasant 
weather today. 
 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  



We stopped in a ‘park’ in a 
little village and had a self-
catered lunch of cheese, pate 
etc. 
 
For some, this was followed 
by a beer or a coffee at the 
nearby pub. 

 
We had woken up to a cold 
and windy day which later 
became a wet day.  What fun 
to have ride into a big city like 
Arles in the cold, wind and 
rain.  Long ride through Arles 
in peak hour traffic to find our 
hotel right on the other side of 
the city!  Lay Up found the 
hotel using his GPS while I 
found it using my French.   
 
The group partly made up for 
the stress of this by the great 
meal (buffet) we had that 
night which included Rabbit 
Provencal and Crème 
Caramel.  Prior to dinner there 
were a few drinks to warm us 
up after Lay Up found an 
ALDI store (after a 2 km ride 
in the rain). I have never seen 
so many boiled eggs 
consumed both on this night 
and the next morning.   

 

 



DAY 4 – Arles to Saint Marias del a Mer   15th May 2009 
 
We woke to a wet cold 
morning as it had rained all 
night.  The next morning we 
retraced our steps (once again 
in the rain) back into the old 
city of Arles to look at their 
Roman ruins as well as a few 
other parts of the old city. 
Arles and its coliseum 
certainly did not look 
anywhere as near as good as it 
had appeared in the post card I 
had bought the day before.  
We were not permitted to go 
beyond the point at which we 
took this picture but postcards 
suggest that the coliseum is 
actually fully intact.) 
 

 

 

 
 

 



We headed back out of the 
city on our way to the 
Camargue National Park – a 
wetland which is home to 
wild white horses, small black 
bulls and many thousands of 
flamingos as well as other 
wild life. 
 
The origins of the horses date 
back many centuries and they 
are not sure where they 
originated from.  The foals are 
born dark brown and go white 
after 5 years of age.  Licker 
managed to feed and pat one 
of them. 

Eventually it warmed up 
enough that we were able to 
take our rain coats and wind 
jackets off.    

 

 



I actually tried to walk on 
water (actually it was mud) to 
get a close up photo of our 
earliest sightings of 
flamingoes and sunk up to my 
knees (mug of the day). 

 
 

 
Typical Australian Bloke’s 
and Sheila’s affair that night 
with the boys huddled around 
one end of the tables and the 
girls around another. 
 
Lovely food - especially the 
fish soup and the coconut ice 
cream for those who got few 
that were left. 

 
 



Day 5 – Saint Marias del a Mer   16TH May 2009 (Rest Day) 
 

This is the place where Mary Magdalene and 
Martha (the 2 Marias) were supposed to have 
sailed and landed with their black servant Sara.  
Whatever the case, the Skinnychino Hash 
sailed in on their bicycles and stayed for two 
nights -15th,16th   

 
 

Above: View from the hotel is above 
Left: Our hotel 

 
Sara is the patron saint of gypsies who were 
converging on this town for their big annual 
ceremony in 2 weeks time. 

 

 

 
These photos show the old style caravans of 

which there were very few.  Most of the gypsies 
campervans as large as a hose with trailers that 

had washing machines and dryers on them! 

 
This is a town which is very Spanish in nature 
and where there are bull fights where they 
don’t hurt the bull.  We were here on a 
Saturday and had the opportunity to see a ‘bull 
fight’.  It entailed young boys trying to put tags 
on the bulls horns.  They earn money for each 
tag they make.   

 



 

 
The bulls were entertaining with some jumping 
the fence (which is what we are all looking at 
here). One demolished part of the fence by 
hooking its horns under it).   

 
There was also great paella and mussels being 
cooked at many restaurants here!   
 
Lovely weather today – warm and sunny.  A 
nice little village to walk around and look at 
the many shops which were aimed at tourists.   
 
Quite a bit of ‘bling’ bought here today by the 
girls.  This was worn to dinner that night along 
with the compulsory berets. 
 
A repeat of the boys and girls tables at dinner. 

 
 

 



Day 6 - Saint Marias del a Mer via the Camargue to Le Sambac  May 17th 2009 
 
Oh dear, we have woken to a not so 
interesting breakfast and a hell of a lot 
of wind.  It was also cold with rain 
imminent. 
 
We set of to ride for a couple of hours 
along a sea wall (or dike) which was 
pretty rough riding as there were many 
large pot holes from where the sea and 
rain had caused wash outs. 
 
We had to put our heads down and just 
ride into the wind with one stop at the 
lighthouse about an hour or so into the 
ride.  We had a second stop an hour or 
so later when we got to the end of the 
sea wall at which point we turned 
inland a bit.  Throughout the morning 
we rode through many deep pot holes – 
some stretching the width of the road.   
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 
 



 
We saw a lot more flamingoes today 
which was great.  Basically we went 
through the Camargue area where 
only bicycles could go for the morning 
part of this ride. 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 



Eventually we ended up on country 
roads and the sun came out.  We 
headed for Le sambuc where we had 
lunch in the garden of our hotel.   
Then we went up the road to the bar 
for a couple more drinks.  It was 
Sunday so the town was quiet except 
for the bar where everyone was in the 
adjoining restaurant having lunch – 
Sunday is a big family day in France 
and the shops are closed.  The bar 
owner was the grumpiest old bugger 
we had come across.  
 
We had more drinks in the garden of 
our hotel before dinner. 
 

 

 
 

 
Supposedly our hotel owner and waiter 
at dinner had been in the Moulin Rouge 
many years ago.  He certainly ‘tried it 
on’ with some of the girls that night 
showing us how high he could lift his 
leg in his tight jeans.   Hmmmm!  What 
are you all looking at girls? 

 

 



 
A nice salad of lettuce and Roquefort 
cheese plus coq au vin for dinner 
tonight.   
 
The story behind coq au vin is that the 
French used to make it from a very old 
cock so they would marinate it in wine 
and brandy for at least a day to 
tenderize it.  This was one of the driest 
old birds I have ever eaten. 

 
 

 



DAY 7 - Le Sambuc via Les Baux to St Remy May 18th 2009 
 
We had a big day ahead of us so we 
headed off early this morning as we had 
59 kms to ride which included riding 
back through the busy city of Arles as 
well as a ride up Les Baux (a grand hill 
or a petit  mountain). 
 
We were actually back in poppy country 
and olive tree groves for part of this ride 
and Janice and I took the opportunity to 
have one last frolic through the poppy 
fields. 
 
We also had a brief stop to look at the 
ruin of an old roman aqueduct. 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 



  
 
The ride up Les Baux was rather long, 
steep and hot.  We had a late lunch at 
Les Baux and a bit of a walk around this 
old township where people used to live 
in limestone caves pre-medival times. 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 
Before really starting on the down hill 
ride we temporarily lost Irish. 
 
We had a great, fast ride down hill and 
at the bottom of the hill we only had a 
short way to go before reaching St 
Remy.  There were big smiles on our 
faces when we saw how large our hotel 
rooms were compared with where we 
had stayed previously.   
 
There were a few celebratory drinks 
when we reached our hotel at St Remy 
which cost us dearly.  The hotel and 
food was nice.    
 
Unfortunately all of this ‘euphoria’ 
resulted in us letting down our guard 
with the end result that we chalked up a 
rather large drinks bill i.e., 200 euros or 
$400 AUD. 
 
This was our last night together before 
saying ‘good bye’ to Janice, JC, Possum 
and Royal Screw in the morning. 

 
 
 



DAY 8 - St Remy back to Gravison  May 19th 2009 
 
To start the day (after Janice and JC 
had left), the girls went shopping. The 
boys tagged along looking bored until 
Royal spotted a candy G-String in a 
shop window (in amongst teddy bears 
and sporting paraphernalia – go 
figure the French’s idea of window 
dressing?!) 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

Above: Two of my favourite photos which capture the 
aesthetics of the little villages in France.   
Left: Some nearby workmen nearby wanted their photo taken 
as well. 



 
We headed of from St Remy to ride 
to Gravison – only 19km for our last 
ride. 
 

 
Upon arriving back in Gravison, we 
found a bar to have a nice buffet 
lunch in.  We were now down to 8 
people as Possum and Royal Screw 
also left the trip from St Remy.  



Later in the day Irish complained of a 
broken tooth cutting his tongue which 
“Cliffy the Dentist” filed down with 
my nail file – ably assisted by nurse 
Sharyn (formally Moore-Suction). 
 
Licker went off and had a large 
plastic bottle filled with Vin-de-Pays 
from the farm next door which we set 
about helping him drink while 
consuming more cheese and 
baguettes in the hotel garden. 
 
 

 
 

Later that night we had an interesting 
assortment of meals.  Mine was 
inedible as the stinky smell coming 
from something stuffed in sheep 
stomach was too much for me.  At 
least I had a go. 
Sharyn found watching Lay Up and 
Mrs B eating Moules unbearably 
disgusting. 

 
 
After dinner it was time to say good 
bye to Licker and Paralysis.  The rest 
of us said good bye at breakfast the 
next day.  We had all survived this  
GREAT EXPERIENCE.  
 


