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I do well remember
A fine night in September
When a party of people from Benodet
Arrived in Torpoint to stay
The possibility of Twinning was their intent
And a busy enjoyable time was spent
Showing them the scenes and sights
Offering our Cornish Fare and delights
Of roast beef, pasties, cream and scones
Ergo before the weekend was done
French and English became fine friends
And an invitation was extended to spend
A weekend with them in Benodet Fair
Now I go on to tell you how we got there.

Fear not said our intrepid Mayor
Brittany Ferries always get you there
Despite Gale force winds and foul weather
The life boats are wonderful said Mrs Heather
We went aboard with trepidation
Wondering if we would reach our destination
The twinning committee from our fair town
Changed colour as the ship went up and down
Green was the colour of their faces
As the storm put the ship through its paces
There were those of us I shall not name
Who occupied throughout the same 
square foot of deck, others put their heads
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No sea shanties no community singing
To other sounds the ship was ringing
We changed our minds as the waves crashed down
To twinning with Liskeard or Saltash town
Our secretary one Terrence Fry
At 5.40 dry land did espy
Our hopes were raised our spirits high
For it seemed our relief was nigh
Alas the sea plays tricks so dirty
For we didn’t land till 8.30.

Bonsoir, Cava, Kisses and greetings
Reigned upon us at the meeting
At the reunion of our French friends
With whom we would spend a remarkable weekend.
Refreshed we met again next day
And aboard a coach we made our way
To visit Concarneau, Locronon and Quimper
The weather our enjoyment did not hamper
Many memories we now hold
Of these towns so picturesque and old
As along the cobbled streets we walked
In Franglais to our hosts we talked
Lack of language although a limitation 
Is not a barrier to communication.

I cannot let this account go past
Without a mention of the bus driver and his moustache,
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Were neatly trimmed and turnedup at the end
But what really made the ladies flip
Was the gauloise glued to his bottom lip.
Later as it neared 7.0clock
Ladies put on their very best frocks
Men could be seen to don a tie
As the evening hour drew nigh
The reason we were gathered there
Was a reception given by M’sieur the Mayor
In his English we could find no wrong
As he addressed the assembled throng.
In his turn the Mayor of Torpoint
Explained why our towns should be joined
Friendship, Harmony, Peace are sound
Reasons for the twinning of our two towns.
These feelings could already be perceived
As gifts were given and received
Formalities over and speeches done
We settled down to have some fun.

We made our way to the next location
In a slight state of inebriation.
There set before us to say the least
Was a splendid French style feast
Later as the evening went along
An English gentleman burst into song
As the last notes of the song had faded
Around him gathered all the ladies.
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Upon Dave England’s happy face
This custom known it wasn’t long
‘fore many more burst in to song.
Until the late hours of that eventide
Upon the dance floor could be spied
Bodies gliding and doing the twist
Even those slightly Brahms and Lizst.

Sunday was a more leisurely day
Lunch with our families, a trip around the bay,
However I wouldn’t want you to think
That the morning passed without a drink
Gathered we all at the Casino
To sample the Bretons famous liquer
Mixed together they call Kir.
This they proffered without hesitation
Liberally at every occasion

Apres-midi we could all be seen
On a boat headed for St. Marine
As through the pretty streets we walked
The locals eyes stood out on stalks
For STAN led Anglo-french parade
Wearing helmet of French fire brigade
While some of us were in the procession
Others were engaged in a discussion.
To twin or not to twin was the question
Oui was the verdict without hesitation.
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To sing, to toast, to say au revoir
Words are not adequate I fear
To describe the atmosphere.
We all agreed as we prepared to depart
The town the people had won our hearts.

Back on the ship as it would happen
There was a cock up with the cabins
News of the World doesn’t hold a candle
To the next little piece of scandal
Did bribes allow the mayoral deputy
To spend the night with ladies three
One may interpret this was not a trial
As he emerged that morning with a smile.

Home again, our French friends are missing
And wouldn’t you know it the rain is pissing!

