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CHAPTER ONE

“Hallo, everybody, on this hot, hot day. It’s three o’clock and
it’s very sunny. And it’s going to stay like this. Just right for
the weekend. And what’s on Radio Chester this afternoon? It’s
our drugs special, with lots and lots of information about drugs
and how to stay away from them. Because you all know, drugs
can kill. Here’s a song about this, Julie’s in the drug squad ,
from our old friends, The Clash. ”

It wasn’t very busy at Stringers Restaurant on this Friday
afternoon. It really was terribly hot. Nobody wanted to eat
hamburgers. But on the other side of the road, outside
McFarlane’s Ice-Cream, there were long queues of students
from Brookland School. They all wanted to eat a cool ice-
cream ~ and not a hot hamburger! Claire Hall knew how they
felt. But she had to wait another two hours till she finished
work. And when she had finished work, her weekend —and her
holiday — could start. Claire was very excited.

“Hi, Claire!” Somebody tapped her on the shoulder.

Claire turned around.

“It’s me, Andy, Andrew Wilson. Remember?”

“Yes, of course. Sorry. You surprised me,” Claire said. “I was
thinking about things. ”

Andy was an old friend from long ago.

“What were you thinking about?” asked Andy.

“My holiday, " said Claire.
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"Are you going on holiday?” asked Andy.
“I told you last month. ”
"I remember now. You said you were going to France. ”
Claire laughed. “Oh, Andy, not France. I'm going to Germany.
I want to visit my father. He lives in Cologne. "
“Now, young man, what would you like to eat?” It was Mr
Stringer, the owner of the restaurant.
“Hamburger and chips, please,” said Andrew.
Claire went a little red. Mr Stringer paid her to ask the
customers what they wanted to eat.
“Can [ buy you a cola?” Andrew asked Claire.
“No, thank you. [ have to work,"” Claire said. “ Maybe when
I've finished. "
“It’s OK, Claire, " said Mr Stringer. “It’s your last day today.
You can finish now. And we aren’t exactly the busiest place in
town this afternoon. ” Mr Stringer looked sadly across the street

to McFarlane's Ice-Cream.
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“Thank you, Mr Stringer,” said Claire and smiled. She sat
down with Andy at a table near the window.

“That was a great match,” Andy said.

“Yes, it was,” Claire said. She had seen Andy at the big
match, Manchester City against Manchester United.

“Here you are, young man, your hamburger and chips,” said
Mr Stringer. “ And your cola, Claire. ”

“Thank you, Mr Stringer, " said Claire.

“Do you still have your motor bike?” asked Andrew.

“Of course!” said Claire and smiled. After the match she had
really enjoyed showing Andrew her motor bike. It wasn’t a new
bike, but it was her first bike. And that’s always something
special. Her Uncle Harry had lent her the money for it and she
had had to promise to work in the school holidays.

“If you want something, you have to work for it,” Uncle Harry
had said.

“Are you going to France on your motor bike?”

“Andy, I'm not going to France, I'm going to Germany. I'm
going to visit my father. I've just told you that. ”

“Yes, I'm sorry, Claire.”

“ Are you OK?” asked Claire.

Her old friend really didn’t look good. He was pale and his
hands were shaking.

“I'm OK, "said Andy. “I just have to go to the toilet — now!”

Claire watched him walk away from the table. He was so thin.

The two young people sat for an hour in Stringers. Andrew
Wilson ordered some more chips.

“I just love chips,” he said and laughed.

They talked a lot about Claire’s trip to Germany.

“It must be fun to travel so far on a motor bike, ” said Andrew.
“Yes, I'm really excited, " said Claire.
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“How are you travelling to Germany? Via Hull or via Dover? If
you go via Hull, your journey in England isn’t so long, but it’s
a l4-hour crossing from Hull to Rotterdam. But from
Rotterdam it isn't too far to Cologne. ”

“You know a lot about ferries. ” Claire was surprised how much
he knew.

“You told me all about them at the match,” Andy said.

“Did 17” asked Claire.

“Well? Which way are you going to Germany?”

“Via Dover, of course. I don’t want to spend hours on a ferry.
I want to ride my motor bike. And I'm going the old-fashioned
way, by ferry, not through the boring Channel Tunnel. I'm
leaving at 6 o'clock tomorrow morning. ”

“So you’re going via Dover. Are you...?”

“Look, Andy,” Claire said. “ You’ve been here for more than an
hour and we’ve only talked about my trip. What about you?
How are you? Did you get the new job you were telling me
about at the match?”

“Yes, I got the job.”

“And what do you do? You didn’t want to tell me last month. ”
“Oh, nothing special. I'm a courier. ”

“At one of those firms like USP? Or NTT?”

“Well, it'’s something like that. But it’s a little different. ”
Before Claire could ask more questions about the strange
courier’s job, Andrew got up.

“I'm sure we’ll meet again soon,” he said and paid for his food
and Claire’s cola. Before she could say thank you, he had
walked out of the restaurant. ’

“He’s a strange young man,” Mr Stringer said, when Claire got
her things from the office behind the restaurant.

“Yes, he is,” was all Claire could answer. All the time he had

only wanted to talk about her trip . Well , it was an exciting trip.
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Through England from north to south, then across the Channel
by ferry, and then all the way to Germany — on her motor bike !
It was going to take all day.

“Say hallo to your father for me, please,” said Mr Stringer as
Claire left the restaurant. “When’s he going to come back and
visit his home town again? He hasn’t been to Chester for a long
time. ”

“Next year perhaps, ”said Claire. “He has to work so much, he
never has time for a holiday. ”

“Yes, Charlie always worked a lot, ”said Mr Stringer.
“Goodbye, Mr Stringer. I'll see you after my holiday. ”
“Goodbye, Claire. ”

Claire got on her motor bike. She called it*“Susie” ,a good name
for a Suzuki 250. She put on her helmet and zipped up her
leather jacket. Then she rode home. “Susie” felt fantastic
today.

As she turned into Elm Road, Mr Hitchcock waved to her. The
old man spent all day in his garden. Sometimes he just sat in a
chair, at other times — very often really — he mowed the lawn.
And every Sunday he worked on his roses. Claire was surprised
that the flowers hadn’t died yet.

“Mum! " Claire shouted as she walked into the house. She could
smell food. Claire thought it was chilli con carne. What was her
mother thinking of? On this hot day a fruit salad was much
better.

“Mum/ ”she shouted again.

Nobody answered. The house was empty. Claire opened the
kitchen door. ‘

“Surprise, surprise {” Sharon and Dave were in the kitchen and
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Asif and his girlfriend Nasreen too. Evan was there, and her
new friends from the motor bike club Kevin and Georgina. And
of course her brother Tom. There was a poster on the kitchen
wall. “HAVE A GOOD TRIP!” it said. Claire’s mother was
standing behind all the young people.

“I don’t know what to say,” said Claire.
surprise! I just don’t know what to say. "
Everybody laughed. “Let’s go into the garden,

“What a fantastic
”said Mrs Hall.

They all helped to carry the food into the garden. Then they sat
down at the garden table in the shade of the big tree that Claire
had watched growing outside her bedroom window over the last
In spite of the terribly hot weather, they were
chilli con carne. On the
barbecue were Claire’s other favourites, jacket potatoes and
sausages.

seven years.
having Claire’s favourite meal,

There was lots and lots of talking in the Halls’ garden on this
super summer Friday evening. They talked about Claire’s trip to
Germany, of course. But the young people talked about their
plans for the future too. Claire was going to continue her
education at Chester Sixth Form College. Dave was going to go
to Midland College in Birmingham. He wanted to be a car
mechanic. His girlfriend Sharon was going to start a secretarial
course at Chester College. And Asif and Evan were starting at
the police college in Manchester.

“Will you have enough time for your running, Asif?” asked
Georgina.

“Sport is very important for police officers,
“But I'm sure you have to learn so much if you want to be a
police officer. All those rules and laws. ”

( Asif laughed. “ You all know I can learn faster than I can run.”

” Asif explained.
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“And you can run very, very fast,” said Kevin.

Asif was the best 800 metre runner in Chester.

He was usually

in the first five at the junior national championships. His coaches

were sure that their

“boy " was going to win an Olympic medal

one day. Asif wasn’t so sure. That’s why he was starting his

training at the police college.
“When I'm older and can’t run, I'll have a job,” he had told his
friends when they were all still at school.

It was a long evening. When Claire went to bed,

it was almost

11 pm. But her panniers were already packed. She was glad
that she had listened to her mother and had packed her things for

the journey two days earlier.
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When Claire got up at 5:15 the next morning, she was still very

happy.
“I'm leaving soon,” she thought.

Her mother was already waiting in the kitchen.
“Oh, Claire, my little girl, time goes so quickly. ”
Claire looked at the kitchen clock.

“It’s OK, Mum. I have another thirty minutes. ’
“No, no, I don’t mean that. ”

“1 know, Mum. ”

“You’re so grown-up,”said Mrs Hall.

Claire laughed. “Oh, Mum. I'm not really grown-up. ”
Mrs Hall took Claire in her arms.
“My little girl, my linle Claire.

’

”

At 6 o’clock Claire started her motor bike. As she rode out of
Elm Road and turned into Woodlake Road, Mr Hitchcock waved
to her. Claire was surprised that her neighbour was in his garden
so early. She had never seen him at this time before. She made
the motor bike roar goodbye to Mr Hitchcock. In her mirror she
could see that he was still waving. The old neighbour had got up
early just for her. She had tears in her eyes.

“Silly wind!”she thought, as she rode away from her home.

The first part of her long journey was through Chester’s city
centre. There wasn’t much happening at 6 o’clock in the
morning. All the shops were still closed. Two young men were
waiting for a bus. They looked very tired. Claire wondered if
they had got up early or if they hadn’t been to bed yet after a
long night in one of Chester’s clubs.

“Goodbye, Chester,”said Claire.
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Five minutes later Chester was behind her. The A51 road
towards the M6 motorway was empty. But near the bridge over
the Shropshire Union Canal Claire saw a big motor bike next to
the road. For a terrible moment she thought there had been an
accident. But then she realised that the machine was still
standing. It wasn’t lying on the ground.

Claire rode onto the M6 motorway. “ South: Birmingham,
London, "the sign said. All the way to Birmingham she thought
about the big motor bike on the A51. Perhaps the rider had felt
ill. Perhaps he had got off his bike and collapsed next to the
road. How terrible!

But then near Birmingham the traffic got really bad. And Claire
forgot the strange motor bike.
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CHAPTER TWO

Claire sang an old song —“Born to be wild" - as she roared south-
east along the M6 motorway. She was happy. She was going on
holiday. On her own motor bike. She had worked hard for it these
last two months. Six days a week, eight hours a day, with a two-
hour break in the afternoon. It was harder than at school. She
remembered that Uncle Harry had said that it was going to be just
like that. “Claire,”he had said, “you often complain about school,
but you’ll see that going to work is hard too.”

In the two months at Stringers Restaurant there really had been
days when she wanted to be back at school. There had even
been days when Mrs Winch’s PE lessons seemed better than the
dirty dishes in Mr Stringer’s kitchen. At times like that she had
always thought about what she was working for. And suddenly
everything was very easy.

And now she was on her way. She was going to Germany on
her own motor bike. And she had earned the money for the
holiday herself! Claire had always loved travelling. As she came
past the motorway sign for Alton Towers, she remembered the
roller coaster, the ghost train and the fantastic big wheel there.
Yes, Claire had always liked wheels.

Then she thought about all the other trips she had had with her
parents. Before her parents had divorced, the Hall family had
travelled to different places every weekend in the summer. They
had often been walking in the Welsh mountains and swimming at
the Welsh seaside. When Claire had first seen Snowdon, the
highest mountain in Wales , she had only been five years old .
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The mountain had seemed enormous to her. She had travelled
to Snowdon again on her first motor bike trip. The mountain
was still enormous.

As Claire went past Birmingham on the M6 motorway, she
thought of Cadbury World , the exhibition about chocolate at the
famous chocolate factory in Birmingham. Claire had been seven
years old when her father had said, “Would you like to see how
they make chocolate, Claire?” What child could say “no” to a
question like that? Claire’s mother always liked to tell the story
that Claire had had toothache for a week after the trip to
Cadbury World.

B e Clatire’s route
=mm=s=m= glternative route

There were two good

Claire had planned her route carefully.
routes from Birmingham to London, via Nerthampton or via
Oxford. Claire wanted to have a break and something to eat in
Oxford, one of her favourite English cities, so she turned off
the M6 after Birmingham and onto the M42 and then onto the
M40. At Bicester she left the motorway and turned onto the
A34 to Oxford. Claire knew that it was a detour into Oxford,
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but Uncle Harry had told her, “ Motorways can make you very
tired. They’re fast, but very boring. You need a good break.
And don’t go to one of those motorway cafés, where you’ll just
sit and think about motorways!”

Uncle Harry knew all about motor bikes and motorways. He had
learned to ride a motor bike when he was in the army in
Germany. He loved to tell Claire about the German Autobahnen
and his “friends” ,the Autobahnpolizei!

Claire parked her motor bike in Oxford city centre and had a
sandwich in a little café with a nice view of the river. What was
its name? There were two rivers in Oxford. Was this the River
Thames? Ten years ago her father had taken her to see this
university town with its colleges that were hundreds of years
old. While she checked her motor bike before she left town,
she remembered that he had told her that students in Oxford
liked to call their big rival Cambridge “The Other Place”.
Claire had to get to another place now — to Dover for the 13:15
ferry to Calais.

She got back on the M40 motorway towards London and 20
miles outside the city centre she turned onto the M25, the
motorway ring around London, the world’s longest ring road.
There was lots of traffic, but it was still faster than going
through the centre of London. And Claire didn’t feel safe
enough on her motor bike to find her way through the city of 7
million people — without having an accident with one of them.
Claire remembered that Londoners often crossed the road where
they wanted to!

After an hour on the M25 Claire turned onto the M20. *Channel
Tunnel, Dover, ”the sign said. Just before Folkestone she went
past the enormous Channel Tunnel station, where cars were
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waiting to drive onto the special trains that went through the
tunnel to France in only half an hour. Ten minutes later she saw
Dover Castle and the White Cliffs. And then the road went past
the centre of the small town to Britain’s busiest passenger port.

It was 12.30. Perfect timing! Claire got into the queue for the
1315 ferry to Calais. On this Saturday morning all the people
in south-east England seemed to be on their way to Calais.
British people loved to go to Calais to buy the things that were
cheaper there than in Britain. There were British supermarkets in
Calais that sold wine, cigarettes — and British beer! Claire
wasn’t interested in those things, but she remembered the other
things she had enjoyed on family trips to Britain’s nearest
neighbour — bagueties, orange lemonade and Camembert
cheese.

But there was no time today to buy cheese when she got to the
other side of the Channel. It was 250 miles, no, she had to
think in kilometres now, 400 kilometres, from Calais to
Cologne.

The crossing to Calais went much too fast for Claire. Like many
of the other people on the ferry she stood on the deck and took
photos as “ The Duchess of Kent” started its journey. She
looked back towards the White Cliffs of Dover and the small
town under the cliffs that had already been an important port
over two thousand years ago, when the Romans were in
Britain. She watched as Britain got smaller and smaller and the
seagulls flew above the ferry. Then she went to the restaurant
and had her last English meal for some time: fish and chips.
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