FANO 2004-06-23

Wednesday afternoon 5 of us met up at Harwich and loaded all our gear into Jerry’s Previa. Everything went in including the case of beer, bottles of wine, gin, vodka, whiskey, rum……. A bit of a game getting the car with top box into a place where it did not foul the upper deck but all was well and we sailed on time at 18.00. Located our very pleasant inboard cabin and went for a meal. This was where the rot started: smoked salmon, prawns, cray fish, smoked halibut, more prawns and that was just the starter. This was followed by roast beef veg, salad; desserts, cheese and biscuits washed down with a couple of bottles of wine then to the bar for coffee and,,,,,, That was the way the week end continued.

A passable nights sleep in some very low bunks and very flat crossing had us up by 09.00 for breakfast. Docking in Esbjerg at mid day local time and a new game to get the car off, got us to the Fano ferry just in time to see one leave. This did give us time to pick up some post cards that got home 5 hours before we did. Only 30 minutes wait and we were at sea again for the short crossing and into Nordby tourist office to pick up the apartment keys. We were lucky to have the help of Brian, Mary and Mark who had done it all many times before and they led us to the apartment. We stopped only long enough to drop off some bags and then drove ¼ mile to the beach. 

The site that met our eyes was one we shall never forget. There is no way words can do it justice but the five of us with combined kiting experience of over 100 years just stood there gob-smacked. 14 kilometres of hard sand up to ½ kilometre wide with up to 8000 kites in the air!!! The buggies had a dedicated 5 kilometre stretch and with winds force 5 to 6 straight off the North Sea were those boys motoring?

We drove the length of the beach taking photographs all the way. It is safe to drive on the sand and there is even a bus route running the full length. We came off at the southern end and went back via a super market to pick up provisions for evening meals and breakfast.

Friday morning we were on the beach early, (well, before mid-day) and with the high wind choice of a kite was difficult but Jerry decided the answer was the large Bol. We used a metre square sand drag buried a metre deep and thought this would hold it so we inflated it. I wish some one had had a video camera running, the sand drag didn’t even try and it was off down the beach: Jerry dived on it; I dived on it; two of us and half a ton of sand would have left any buggy behind had it not been for 3 heavy duty lines we found holding down even larger kites. We will have the bruises for some time to remember this entertainment.

We had taken very few kites suitable for these wind speeds and gradually collected a pile requiring Franchesca (hope I’ve spelt it right this time), Jon and Jerry to spend evenings repairing them and Carolyn untangling bridles. I just kept the glasses topped up. However we did manage to get the teddy rig up under a Cody and bung a few bears. Apparently the film crew heard about this and turned up just as we had packed up so we promised to do it all again the next day and true to their word they turned up and spent an hour filming our silly games this time from a large para-sled. I can’t wait to see the results when they are published in September.

On Friday evening we attended what proved to be a chance to mingle and purchase brilliant German engineered kite bits and various souvenirs such as pins and patches. Local beer and hot dogs were available if you were thirsty or hungry. Saturday evening at the same location was the auction, another indescribable event. The auctioneer doesn’t stop. He moves up and down the raised gang way and if you understand the lingo he is apparently very funny. All proceeds go to supporting a third world school project. 

The weather was mainly kind with only a few rain showers and some bright sky but the wind went through everything we had taken and three of us had to go to a local shop to get wind proof coats. These were at sale prices and you could get an £80 jacket for £30. The best money I spent all weekend.

When we weren’t trying to fly it was walk or drive up and down the beach to marvel at the latest additions or to chat with old acquaintances.

The trip home was just the reverse of the trip out except that with a few hours to spare we did the tourist bit round the island and got to see the incredible exhibition of the early German line climber for aerial photography (If the editor wasn’t pushing for this article before deadline I would sort out the inventors name)

I could have gone on about all the arches, spinners, line garbage etc. but could not hope to convey the atmosphere and spectacle. Pictures are up on my web site. Suffice it to say I WILL BE GOING BACK TO FANO.

Anybody fancy a club trip?

Arthur and The Ted Berets

