
The Adventures of Albert 3. 

The Journey South 

‘That was a terrible accident – and a painful experience. And it was 

entirely my fault. One man is dead and others are injured – and animals 

as well.’ 

‘No it wasn’t your fault My Darling. You did your best. It was that 

cheap wine and the way in which they drive in France, as if they were 

on a race track. And they were so insistent that you drink all the 

Calvados. It is their fault. 

But what luck that we had renewed the insurance before it expired, 

the next day. Just in time. In any case, 'after the rain, the good 

weather' or as one says in England, every cloud has a silver lining.' 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘Well, before that collision – which wasn’t your fault – we had four bald 

tyres, the treads were completely worn out by these badly repaired 

roads, there was a leak in the petrol tank and in the radiator as well, 

dents in the bonnet and the boot, the doors didn’t shut, the brakes 

were shot, the engine was nearly broken down, the brake liquid and 

engine oil were at their lowest, the battery was flat and we were 

almost without petrol. 

We were thinking of trying to sell the car to a scrap merchant. 

Whereas now we have a car which is as close to perfect as possible. I 

know that we have been delayed but you must admit that it was a really 

nice hotel. And it hasn’t cost a penny. The food was first-class and the 



hotel towels, the pillow cases and the new cutlery will be useful at 

home.’ 

‘I suppose that you are right. Now, we have four good Michelin tyres a 

new radiator and petrol tank, a new engine, a new battery, the brakes 

and the suspension are in good condition, the bodywork is more less 

perfect, the tank is full and we are ready to leave.’  

‘I know that it was more relaxing when we dropped our fag ends and 

the sweet wrappings on the floor and threw the beer cans, the fast 

food trays and the banana skins onto the back seats, but I think that 

in the future we ought to throw the rubbish out of the window to keep 

the car clean.’ 

‘OK. Let’s go! It’s a beautiful day. The sun is shining and everything is 

going very well. We will take the picturesque route and enjoy the lovely 

views and the nice landscape. But first of all we must cross the town.’ 

‘Pay attention at this roundabout. It is the roundabout where we had 

the accident! By the way, did you renew the insurance yesterday?’ 

'No, I forgot, but don’t worry, lightning never strikes twice in the same 

place and I have the priority here. 

My God! What is that? In that truck there ! Bloody hell ! It’s a giraffe 

with a neck brace ! And a man at the wheel dressed in a gorilla costume. 

And you don't have priority. Stop! Quick ! Give way to the right. – Too 

late !' 
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