LUNEN 03


My first overseas festival and what a way to start.  Nine O’clock Thursday night after a meal in Tesco and some unscheduled, off road navigation, 15 of us met up in the car park at Folkestone. All the gear was loaded into the trailer and then it’s off to the Chunnel. Through the far side and watches forward (or was it back) 1 hour. Jerry and Andy drove all night with only a couple of comfort stops arriving at The Persil Hotel at 07.00 for breakfast. It took a little while to get the legs working as the minibus was a bit short on legroom (That was the only complaint of the week end). 


As the school where we were to stay was still in use we went to the flying field. This is huge. flat and short grass. Glorious sunshine but a little cool (thanks to Mr Scarfe for the use of his jacket). It was soon obvious we had arrived as the sky fills with big legs, Brighton bear and various parafoils.


At 14.00 the courtesy ferry car drops 3 of us at the school and with door key in hand we attempt to get in to see where we are going to kip. An irate caretaker with less English than I have German eventually gets me to understand that we are at the wrong school. Thank goodness for mobile ‘phones as we can get in contact with the ferry to pick us up and take us to the right one. Ok this time so we locate the gym and toilets and set up beds using sports mattresses and bedding we have brought with us. Having now been awake 35 hours I could have slept on the wooden floor, but no luck it is time to get changed and walk back to the flying site to meet our hosts and have something to eat. This was a potato and spinach stew with sausage that did not look great but tasted fantastic, a couple of beers then finally at 20.30 SLEEP.


Saturday dawns bright with a heavy frost. Fantastic hot showers courtesy of the power station cooling water then breakfast on site. What a fabulous spread of cold meats, cheeses, breads, preserves and as much coffee as you can drink. Then it is over to our arena for a days flying and walking round looking in awe at the incredible range of German kites and displays from other countries. It would be impossible to describe them all. By now we have been joined by some other Brits. who have travelled under their own steam, some very strange Americans and a Dutch lady. Mid-afternoon there is the individual Rokkaku contest and Jerry gets a creditable second over 3 rounds (nice bit of silverware and certificate).


At 16.00 there is an attempt on the world record mega team fly. This stood at 36 and they had hoped for 100 but can only muster 67. 56 of these managed to stay airborne for the duration to set a spectacular new world record. The day is rounded off with more food and while some stayed on to party at the disco the older contingent get an early night.


Sunday starts off much the same this time with an on site lunch. During the team Rok fight a TV crew spot me dozing, supposedly looking after the bear lifting gear, and like my attire so want to do an interview. The curse of the commentator strikes and the big parasled decides this is the time to fall out of the sky. This time Jon and Francesca take first place with Jerry and Carolyn second, well done every one. Once we have packed up the rot sets in. Back to the school for a shower and change then a short drive to a restaurant for a very good meal and a couple of beers. Then for the real trouble, into Lunen and the ice-cream parlour. These have to be seen to be believed, one between four and still not finished. Back to the gym for a few short hours sleep.


04.00 and Carolyn is calling for us to get up, pack up and load up. Across Germany in the dark to get much needed breakfast and leg stretch then on to the Belgian/French border to the chocolate factory!!!! Back in the minibus and a short hop to Euro-city for the booze. These last two stops is what the trip has all been about. Not quite enough time as there was heavy traffic round Antwerp but we made it for the scheduled shuttle and back to the car park in Folkestone. It only seem a few hours since we left, where has all the time gone. Don’t forget to put your watches right, fond farewells and the last leg to some much needed rest.


My heart felt thanks to Jerry and Carolyn for organising this trip and making my first overseas festival such a memorable one.

Arthur

