
Harley-Davidson Euro Festival 2012 
When touring Route 66 in 2010 I made firm friends with three guys, Mike from 
Cheltenham, Rob from Birmingham and John from Rochdale, who I meet up and 
ride with several times a year. Last year we agreed to attend the Euro Festival 
Rally at Port Grimoud near St Tropez. John planned and booked everything for 
us using his experience of travelling Europe with organised motorcycle tour 
operators. 
A relaxed route without too much time pressure was chosen, taking three days to 
do it via country roads and small towns, returning part way by train for an easier 
journey home. French bank holidays did throw a spanner in the works when we 
found it difficult to get fuel on one day - check before you go. 
Two weeks to go and the train back was cancelled leaving no alternative but to 
ride the 800 miles back to Zeebrugge and the need to book an extra overnight 
stay near Paris. 
 
Saturday 5th May (Cider Rally weekend) 
I set off from my home in Sale on the 5th of May on a cool Saturday afternoon 
meeting John at Hartshead services on the M62 and Mike and Rob at Ferry 
Bridge services. A quick hailstorm at the summit of the M62 reminded us of the 
need to wear appropriate clothing. 
 
At Hull ferry port we were quickly 
waved through the queuing cars, 
trucks and campers to a location in 
the bow of the ship where we were 
required to tie our bikes down and 
chock the wheels before seeking our 
cabins. A good meal on board was 
followed with a reasonable night’s 
sleep. 
 
Sunday 6th May 
After the ferry had docked we were allowed into the hold to untie the bikes and 
load up. At 9.30 am local time we were allowed off the ship and into the port for 
passport control. It was here we had a problem when Rob’s 2005 Road King bike 
alarm wouldn’t reset. Pushing it out of the interference range of any phone 
transmitters allowed him to get it going. Riding on the other side of the road came 
easily and we made good speed to our lunch stop in Cambrai where almost 
everything was closed because it was Sunday.   
Topping up on food and fuel we arrived eventually at Rheims for our first night at 
‘The Best Hotel’. The hotel receptionist closed up at 9.30pm, turned all the lights 
out and went home leaving us to finish our and drinks and chat in the dark before 
we went to bed – bizarre! 



Monday 7th of May 
After a good breakfast we met in 
the car park to load up the bikes 
and were met by two ladies from 
Germany who wanted to have 
their photos taken with them – 
Harley magic at work again! The 
girls were making their way to 
Britain for summer work as we 
headed south for some hoped 
for sun.   
Road works made it difficult to 
get out of Rheims and we only 

got a clear run after calling for fuel and hitting the correct road. Dijon was our 
destination today and we had fun on the back roads passing through the 
Champagne region in the warm sun arriving in the late afternoon at the Hotel Le 
Montigny near the centre of town. We walked around the medieval town before 
retiring for the night. 
Tuesday 8th of May 

Starting the bikes after breakfast annoyed 
the neighbours a bit but we were out of the 
way and on the road quickly into a day of 
difficulty caused by a Bank Holiday and 
Rob’s recurring alarm problem. Halfway 
through the day, after stopping to look for a 
fuel stop, Rob’s bike wouldn’t restart and 
we had to call out Harley Recovery. Three 
of us pressed on through a light rain to 
Grenoble while Rob was taken to a local 

hotel.  
In Grenoble the only place open was a 
peculiar little cafe that was acting like a 
betting shop with natives watching their 
horses on a big screen TV. After a really 
good meal at our hotel we made plans with 
Rob to meet up in Port Grimaud if his bike 
could be restarted. 
Wednesday 9th May 
While Rob was taken to a dealer in Lyon, 
we left Grenoble in light rain via the scenic 

Route De Napoleon. As we travelled further south the skies cleared and the road 
dried in the warm sun and we discovered the multiple hairpin bends and curves 
of the road. Rob was also on the road using the motorways. 



The dealer could find nothing wrong and 
they just said ‘This happens all the time 
in France. It is a big problem.’ While 
having lunch we were advised by 
members of a Belgian Chapter to travel 
via the ‘Gorge Du Verdun’. This was 
very scenic but the road was difficult to 
negotiate as it tightly wound around the 
contours of the gorge and by the time 
we got to the resort Rob was firmly 
established in our beach side cabin. As 
hard as it was, it was satisfying knowing 
we had completed one of the hardest 

roads to ride on a Harley in Europe. 
After checking in it was a relief to take off the bike gear and put on shorts and a 
tee shirt because it was very warm. Rally packs were claimed and after an 
evening meal and a few drinks we went to bed to the sound of Harleys arriving 
and seeking accommodation. Earplugs were necessary as bikes and riders 
continued to arrive until the early hours. 
Thursday 10th May 
There was quite a bit to see in the various tents and stands in the official area 
with loads of kit for sale. There were alternative trader stands taking up a huge 
area near the camp entrance with a huge range of hardware, clothes and other 

interesting bits. 
A short boat trip took us to 
St Tropez itself for lunch by 
the harbour and the 
expensive leisure craft and 
shops. Back in the resort 
the noise levels were rising 
as rock music was pumped 
out at various venues in 
competition with the 
increasing number of bikes 
and riders that were 
constantly arriving. You 
could read patches from all 
over Europe today 

including the Ukraine and Bulgaria. The main stage for entertainment had been 
erected on the beach close by our cabins and we could hear the band doing a 
sound check while we had our evening meal. The first band was a Fleetwood 
Mac tribute act and they were excellent with a great lead guitarist. They were 
followed by a reasonable Elvis tribute act.  



Friday 11th May Another glorious 
morning and the bike count and 
noise were rising higher as the day 
went on. The morning was spent 
looking at some of the custom bikes 
and touring the stalls again. Port 
Grimaud itself Rob took the 
opportunity to quiz the H-D Director 
of Europe about his alarm problems 
without much success but he was 
told to go to the local dealers and 
ask for his bike to be checked. 

The main bands tonight were a covers band called ‘NoNo’ and a good Scottish 
show band called ‘The Bogus Brothers’. ‘NoNo’ were so-so so I retired early to 
bed with my earplugs in to reduce the noise from the ever growing number of 
bikes. 
 
Saturday 12th May 
We rode to the local dealer’s today via the coast before turning up into some 
superb mountain twisties that gave us a glorious ride. At this new dealership they 
had laid on soft drinks, beer and wine and H-D prices here were as high as at 
home so nothing was bought but Rob did get his bike checked. They declared it 
to be fine and gave the usual ‘It is zee big problem in France’ speech with the 
advice to push the bike 300m and try again.  The day was hot, the evening warm, 
the beer cold and the music indifferent but it went on until 3.00 am! 
 
Sunday 13th May 
We had agreed to leave at 7.00am this morning because of the long ride ahead. 
Unfortunately someone had stolen Mike’s fuel cap (memo take a spare between 
you)! He ran around and picked one up from somewhere so we left quickly. There 
was no security and most of the bikes had left already. The first 20 miles in the 
morning sun was great as we negotiated hairpins and bends before eventually 
hitting the motorway. Being on the motorway meant we had to pay tolls and the 
cost for the return trip to Zeebrugge came to about 60 Euros in total but it was 
worth it to make good time on superb roads. 
The worst part of the journey today was travelling through Lyon. There was so 
much traffic despite it being a Sunday and gave us a clue what to expect when 
we hit Paris. This was where I witnessed the scary if not lunatic behaviour of 
scooter riders as they weaved in and out of the slow moving cars. Eventually we 
cleared the city and sped on to our overnight stay in the provincial town of 
Avallon at the ‘Dak’ hotel. 
 
 



Monday 14th May 
 Our bike saddles had ice on them this 
morning as the temperature was -1C but 
there was no ice on the road when we left 
at 7.30 am.                                                                        
We made really good time up to Paris via 
the toll roads. Being a Monday the lorries 
were back on the road today and they 
added to the potential for delays hence 
our early start. Once clear of Paris our 

pace picked up again and we arrived in Zeebrugge with an hour to spare before 
we could board the ferry. We were warned that the journey might be a bit choppy 
but I didn’t notice and slept quite well. 
 
Tuesday 15th May 
We were met with rain and hail as we queued up to pass through customs but it 
dried up as we made our way to Ferry Bridge & said goodbye to Rob and Mike. 
1854 miles after leaving home I arrived back  on a mucky bike but satisfied after 
an excellent, testing and tiring experience that left me with the feeling that I 
enjoyed the riding a bit more than the event itself. It also reinforced my friendship 
with my riding partners and again I must thank John for the organisation, choice 
of route and hotels. Where to next I wonder? 

Brian Mason 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


