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ENGLAND

he day hadn’t got off to the best start.

At the first junction I'd taken a wrong

turn, leading us on a scenic tour of
a sewage plant, and then my sister fell into
a hedge. To say that we weren’t expert
cyclists would be an understatement, but
this was hardly the Tour de France —just a
day trip around the English countryside.
And anyway, the cycling was a means to
an end — the end being a trio of cider mills
scattered around Herefordshire.

We'd started that morning in Ledbury;,
the kind of quaint market town that every

BuipieH 12qoy / 8ousime] weyelo

tntmagazine.com



