
	  

 
 

 
 

 
 



A Week in Port Cogolin 
 
Day One – Saturday 
28th August 2004 
 
The day began at a civilised 
time. Our flight was from 
Bristol departing at 12 .30 so 
we left home at a quarter to 
ten after having a leisurely 
breakfast and spending not 
quite an hour packing our 
case. We seem to be getting 
good at this packing lark as it 
all seemed very easy to what 
I have known it to be like. 
However, the case seems to 
be about three items of 
clothing and enough 
technology to blow up a 
plane. Digital camera, Digital 
handycam, laptop, pocket 
pc, mobiles and 
approximately three miles of 
wires and 10 lb in weight of 
chargers! All that breezed 
through customs while I 
seemed to persistently set 
off the alarm while having 
not so much as an ounce of 
metal on me. 
 
Anyway, the flight was on 
schedule and we arrived at 
Nice airport at half past three 
French time. Baggage 
collection was straight 
forward and then we went on 
to the car hire collection. 
Well, talk about frustration, 
that took longer than the 
flight from England. It was 
absolute chaos, the French 
girls behind the desk were 
not concerned at all about 
the rapidly growing queue in 
front of them and a couple of 
people off our plane tried a 
few sneaky manoeuvres to 
jump the queue. It was one 
queue waiting for the next 
free desk, but the chap 
behind me decided it was 
two queues. Well I saw him 
off in no uncertain terms, 

while the frustrated guy who 
had already queued at the 
wrong car hire desk and tried 
to march to the front of our 
queue was quickly and 
decisively dealt with by 
Peanut. Mind you not until 
after a few “Don’t you 
Darling me!” 
pronouncements were 
made! Ah yes, welcome to 
France! 
 
This, I hasten to add was the 
“paperwork processing 
queue” and once through 
this we moved outside to the 
“collect your key queue”. 
While stuck in this queue for 
an hour, I amused myself by 
causing confusion with the 
baggage trolleys so that 
people just abandoned them. 
I then plugged them into 
each other and collected the 
euro coins that resulted. In 
my mind it was some kind of 
justified consolation for all 
the waiting. 
 
Finally we got our automatic 
Yaris and if there was one 
positive thing to come out of 
the long wait, it was that this 
actually seemed exciting! 
Anyway off we went and just 
over an hour later we arrived 
at Port Cogolin – the time 
now being a little after 
seven. A frantic twenty 
minutes later and we had 
unpacked and turned the 
place into a little home. A 
quick trip to Geant followed 
for a few essentials and then 
the day was finished off by 
popping down to Vega just 
below the apartment for 
dinner – a simple three 
course meal with coffee and 
a bottle of wine, which was 
reasonable enough at £25 
for the two of us. Bed 
beckoned as Peanut was 
shattered as she twisted her 
ankle playing squash the 

week before and is still 
limping everywhere and 
spending what seemed like 
the whole day in a car rental 
queue didn’t help this. (Ady) 
 
Day Two – Sunday 29th 
August 2004 
 
The day began early, 
starting with me writing up 
yesterday’s diary entry on 
the terrasse, while the sun 
created a beautiful red sky 
from behind the houses on 
the other side of the little 
port. Tea in bed followed by 
a quick shower was next and 
then I popped to the 
boulangerie 50 yards away 
for croissants and a naughty 
pain au chocolat for 
breakfast. This pleased me 
immensely, as on our last 
two trips here the 
boulangerie in Port Cogolin 
wasn’t open and I had had to 
nip to the one opposite Port 
Grimaud on the N98 in the 
car. 
 
Encouraged by the day 
getting off to such an early 
start, I proposed to The 
Peanut a trip to the market at 
Frejus. The traffic on the N98 
coastal road was probably 
the lightest we have ever 
known it and the journey 
through Sainte Maxime to 
Frejus was very pleasant 
and although we have made 
this trip many times before, 
we were able to notice so 
much more on this particular 
traffic free trip. 
 
We parked the car in the 
swish ouest side where they 
have extensively developed 
the port and decided to 
explore this a little bit en-
route to the market. It is a 
marvellous port area and it 
was fascinating to compare it 



to Port Grimaud and Port 
Cogolin. Port Grimaud is a 
mini Venice - French Style. It 
is a fascinating collection of 
waterways interweaving 
through a small community 
of French style houses, villas 
and apartments, creating a 
very picturesque port. Port 
Cogolin carries on the theme 
but on a much smaller scale 
and with a few more 
apartment buildings and a 
few less houses. The port at 
Frejus is on the edge of a 
much bigger town and 
cleverly it has not made the 
mistake of trying to create 
another Port Grimaud. This 
just would not work tagged 
on to the rest of Frejus. 
Instead, it has created a mix 
of large, modern, stylish 
apartment blocks with 
waterways and walkways, 
cafes and shops. It was a 
very pleasant meander to 
the market. 
 
The Sunday market is 
located along the 
promenade that runs along 
the beach from the 
modernised port to St 
Raphael the next town 
along, which runs into Frejus 
from the other side. The 
market is well worth a visit as 
on one side you have a long 
row of assorted market stalls 
and on the other side you 
have the beach, which was 
full of sun and sea bathers. 
Forming a dramatic 
backdrop to this was a huge 
Ocean Village liner docked 
in the bay as close to the 
beach as it could get. I can’t 
put my finger on it, but I 
found the juxtaposition of the 
traditional market scene with 
the beach activities and this 
huge ocean liner looking on, 
very impressive. Or was it 
simply that I could play spot 
the topless bather whenever 

Peanut was looking at 
something that perhaps 
wasn’t fascinating me as 
much as it was her? 
Whatever the case, the trip 
ended in triumph as I came 
away with two pairs of rather 
trendy shorts, which cost the 
princely sum of 4 euros each 
and a much needed pair of 
sunglasses for a tenner. 
 
We returned to the 
apartment for a picnic lunch 
on the terrasse and an 
afternoon swim in the 
somewhat bracing 23 degree 
Celsius pool. Mind you it did 
Peanut’s twisted ankle a 
power of good. The rest of 
the day conformed to the 
lazy menu that we had 
prescribed for this holiday – 
hot chicken and potatoes for 
dinner from the road side 
stall in front of Port Grimaud 
and a stroll to the next port 
along from us - Marines de 
Gassin - for a cocktail, while 
I watched the same sun that 
had risen so spectacularly in 
the morning, disappear in 
similar grand style. (Ady) 
 
Day Three – Monday 
30th August 2004 
 
We had designated Monday 
as a beach day, so after the 
usual croissants on the 
terrasse we headed off in the 
car down the D559 past 
Gassin and on to La Croix 
Valmer. This was unexplored 
territory for us and as we 
headed towards the beaches 
from the small town we were 
impressed by the beauty of 
the scenery. At this time of 
the year all the vines are 
lush and teeming with 
grapes and their bloom hides 
the sandy nature of the 
ground making everywhere 
seem very green. We 

already knew that this was a 
part of the world that we 
would explore again. 
 
In the past we have enjoyed 
some of the coastal walks 
closer to St Tropez so we 
decided to seek out a 
somewhat remote beach that 
can only be accessed by foot 
and even then only after a 
mile coastal walk. We 
parked at Gigaro where the 
road, which skirts the coast, 
peters out and then 
continued on foot in the 
direction of Cap Lardier.  

This was a serious 
expedition so we were 
burdened with beach towels, 
water in the cooler bag, 
beach mats, sun umbrella 
and the two heaviest books 
we had been able to locate 
at Bristol Airport! The kit 
didn’t seem unreasonable, 
but about half a mile into the 
walk – just when the “it is too 
far to turn back but still a 
long way to go” point has 
been reached – the bags got 
very heavy and we 
developed a deep seated 
resentment for Margaret 
Attwood and Wilbur Smith. 
 
To be fair we were 
compensated with 
marvellous views round 
every bend and twist of the 
rocky path and finally we 
reached our beach – Plage 
du Brouis - and had a lovely 
two hours swimming and 
sunbathing. We couldn’t stay 
longer, much as we would 
have liked to, because our 
original plan had been to go 



to a more commercialised 
beach and have lunch in a 
restaurant as a break. 
Consequently, our 
burdensome kit did not 
include le pique nique. 
 Phew the walk back was 
hard work on empty 
stomachs and under a 
midday sun. 
 
Back to la Croix Valmer for 
lunch – entrecote grille au 
poivre vert avec pommes de 
terre gratin- and while we 
were very hungry it was 
nonetheless extra filling. We 
called in at Geant on the way 
home because we pass it 
en-route to the apartment 
and it is our second French 
home anyway. The rest of 
the afternoon was spent 
having a siesta followed by a 
quick dip in the pool. 
 
The evening was equally 
lazy consisting of a simple 
dinner in the apartment of 
chicken and potatoes with 
salad followed by a leisurely 
stroll to Port Grimaud South 
to walk dinner off before bed. 
(Ady). 
 
Day Four – Tuesday 
31st August 2004 
 

We were making an early 
start today, catching the 
Pouncho at 9.15 to St 
Tropez for market day. We 
were having our breakfast on 
the terrasse at 9am when we 
noticed the boat was very full 
and appeared to be getting 
ready to sail.  So thinking we 

had got it wrong we rushed 
out, only to realise that we 
had been right all the time; 
the boat was merely moving 
about and although quite full, 
it did not sail until 9.15.  As 
old hands at St Tropez, we 
took in only a little of the 
market as it was quite busy 
as usual. We then distracted 
ourselves looking for 
curtains and found a pair we 
liked. We stopped for an 
ankle rest and a beer, and 
then made our way back to 
the boat. 
 
We had a delicious lunch in 
Café Nova downstairs when 
we got back, and then 
Adrian spent a pleasant hour 
or so arranging his new 
curtains to his ultimate 
dissatisfaction. We came to 
the conclusion that another 
pair would be needed, which 
was unfortunate as we knew 
we had bought the last pair 
like that in the shop!  After all 
this we felt we needed a 
treat so we decided a meal 
in lovely Gassin would be 
ideal, so we duly spruced 
ourselves up and headed to 
the hills for our meal. 
 
At this time of the year it is 
getting dark by 7.30pm and 
also it is very much cooler up 
there anyway, but we were 
prepared for this, and the 
evening was excellent. We 
chose a 33 euro menu 
(expensive for us) as a nod 
towards French cuisine and 
although we didn’t always 
know what we were getting, 
it was certainly well 
presented and cooked.  My 
ploy of having a safe salad 
for a starter was not a raging 
success this time as my 
choice proved to be whole 
baby squid, not unpleasant if 
you ate them quickly and 
didn’t look, but I had to leave 

the big ones that required 
cutting. The whole menu 
was very fish based, which 
was nice for a change as 
neither of us would probably 
choose fish otherwise 
(certainly not baby 
squidlets!)(Peanut) 
 
Day Five – Wednesday 
1st September 2004 
 
Again another early start – it 
must be time for a lie-in – 
this time to Cavalaire to 
catch a boat to one of the 
Iles de Hyeres, a trio of 
islands about an hour’s boat 
ride away.  We had chosen 
Ile du Levant as our 
destination, partly because it 
was a Nature Reserve and 
partly because it was a 
nudist island and the idea of 
swimming nude in clear sea 
appealed to us.  However 
our map let us down and 
although in fact many maps 
show the boat going there 
from Cavalaire, in fact it now 
goes there from La 
Lavandou, another 30 
minutes down the road.  We 
had an hour to spend before 
the boat left so we looked 
around the town, which was 
pretty enough but not 
astounding.  
 

Both Port Cros (our first 
stop) and Levant were very 
attractive islands almost 
Caribbean in appearance, 
with both having the 
attraction of all their goods 
being delivered on the same 
boat, so as we disembarked 
so did bottled water, 



vegetables, beds and 
whatever else was required. 
 
We followed the beach path 
from the jetty and in a very 
few minutes we found a sign 
telling us nudity was 
required, but we didn’t feel 
quite ready to strip off while 
still carrying picnic bag, 
umbrella, towels, mats and 
everything else we had 
brought. As we walked along 
it became obvious that there 
are no beaches as such on 
this part of the island, but the 
rocky coast has been 
adapted to provide “shelves” 
to sunbathe on, with 
connecting steps. We 
stopped, disrobed and had 
our picnic, but our first 
choice provided a difficult 
access into the sea, the only 
way being across quite 
awkward and slippery rocks, 
with uncertain footholds and 
if Adrian as a swimmer was 
not very happy about it, then 
I was certainly not keen 
myself. 
 
So we went back along the 
path to a more public spot 
(there were three of us after 
we got there) which had 
steps into the sea from a 
small sort of jetty.  Armed 
with my trusty polystyrene 
ring I bravely followed Adrian 
into the sea.  It seemed cold 
at first but I was quite happy 
to bob about; I’m not sure 
why but I have no problem 
with being in the sea, its 
pools I don’t like. We came 
back to sun ourselves and 
read or doze, but we had to 
get the boat back at 3.15 as 
our car parking would run 
out at 4.20 back in La 
Lavandou.  So Adrian had 
another quick dip while I 
watched, then we saw the 
boat coming so it was a 
quick scamper back to the 

jetty. It is definitely 
something we would do 
again maybe spending 
longer there and going on 
the earlier boat and as there 
is a small café so we 
wouldn’t need that much 
food and drink. 
 
On the way back we called 
into St Tropez to continue 
the curtain hunt, and after 
some debate (!) we bought 
another different pair that we 
thought might hang nicely 
with the ones we already 
had.  They didn’t. But on the 
plus side they did look nice 
on their own. My resident 
curtain expert thought two 
pairs would look nicer.  So 
we now had to try and take 
the first pair back and 
change them for another pair 
of the second, that is if they 
had them.  Exciting isn’t it?  
Bet you can’t wait for the 
next instalment of holiday 
drama! 
 
It was by now dark and at 
9.30 high time we started the 
barbecue, which we did and 
met one of the resident cats 
who thought our food 
smelled good, and spent a 
while with us.(Peanut) 
 
Day Six - Thursday 2nd 
September 2004 
 
A day trip to Cannes was the 
entertainment plan for today. 
We had a cheque which we 
wanted to pay into our bank 
there, so we used this as an 
excuse to go there for a little 
shopping trip. The trip there 
was straightforward and 
traffic free so an hour and a 
quarter after setting off we 
were parked in Gray d’Albion 
underground car park just off 
the coast road and close to 
La Croisette. 

 
We popped into the bank, 
which for some reason we 
always find a little 
intimidating – perhaps we 
feel they are more used to 
rich Italians manipulating 
obscene amounts of money 
than Brits looking faintly lost 
and quaintly removing their 
baseball caps before 
speaking to the cashiers. We 
spent the next couple of 
hours wandering along the 
streets window shopping, 
before finally pouncing on 
some affordable curtain 
tiebacks with an excessive 
amount of triumph. Life is 
amazing but so is the fact 
that a pair of curtain tiebacks 
can cost anything from 20 
euros a pair to 200 euros a 
pair. We had in mind the 
idea of getting a stylish lamp 
while in Cannes as Peanut 
remembered seeing some 
the last time we were there. 
However, on second look we 
concluded that we had not 
noticed one of the zeros on 
the price tag, so we gave 
that a miss. 
 
Lunch was a modest plat du 
jour in a small square 
somewhere behind the 
imposing Carlton Hotel, 
followed by another long 
shopping browse to allow the 
effects of the wine to 
dissipate. 
 
Time for home and again we 
were delighted by the ease 
of our exit from Cannes 
through Le Cannet and onto 
the A8. Other times we have 
really copped for some 
heavy traffic leaving Cannes 
but this time it was a breeze. 
 
Back at the apartment, 
Peanut recovered from the 
shopping trip by resting her 
poorly ankle in a bucket of 



water for an hour, while 
reading on the loggia.  

It did the trick as by the time 
evening came, she was 
ready to venture to Port 
Grimaud. We drove round 
and parked in the far car 
park and walked towards the 
beach where the 
Capitainerie  is located. Here 
we had a lovely meal in a 
pizza restaurant, where we 
were serenaded buy our 
host who was a dab hand on 
his guitar. After dinner we 
moved to the bar next door – 
La Boheme, where we talked 
to Peanut’s son Duncan on 
the Internet. (Ady) 
 
Day Seven – Friday 3rd 
September 2004 
 
Earlier in the holiday Peanut 
had expressed a wish to 
explore the area between St 
Tropez and the beach we 
had discovered at Le Gigaro. 
Over breakfast we studied 
the map and decided that we 
would head for a place 
called L’Escalet, which 
apparently had a beach. 
 
However, before this we 
decided to resume the 
curtain saga, by taking down 
the first set of curtains and 
exchanging them for another 
set the same as the second 
set. As St Tropez was on the 
way to our beach this was no 
great hardship. The man in 
the curtain shop was very 
helpful and changing the 
curtains was no problem. 
Thus encouraged we 
meandered into another 

fabric shop further up the 
alleyway and promptly 
bought three cream cushions 
to match. Hmmm, the beach 
trip was turning into a 
shopping fest. This concept 
was confirmed five minutes 
later when Peanut 
disappeared into a changing 
room with five garments. The 
lacy twin set looked lovely 
and before you could say 
Jacques Robinson  Peanut’s 
purse was 79 euros lighter. I 
beat a hasty retreat up the 
alley, through Le Place des 
Lices and back to the car 
park before we got an a real 
roll. 
 

The beach proved to be 
superb. We parked on the 
road just in front of it and ten 
yards from an enticing hot 
dog stand. Ever since John 
Travolta and Samuel L 
Jackson discussed (at length 
and with great disgust) the 
French habit of smothering 
their frites with mayonnaise 
in Pulp Fiction I have had a 
weakness for this. Today 
was no exception and when I 
saw the girl prepare my 
hotdog I felt fully vindicated 
in my decision to have one. 
The bread is half a baguette, 
not cut but hollowed out in 
the middle to a sausage 
sized hole. Mayo and 
ketchup were squirted down 
this before the sausage was 
squeezed, slid, persuaded 
down the tight centre of the 
baguette. “Only in France” is 
what I say. Anyway it was 
delicious with the frites. 

 
Refreshed we opted to do a 
short coastal walk before we 
de-camped our stuff from the 
car. Devoid of baggage we 
felt positively emancipated 
on this walk compared to our 
last one, where we were 
burdened with everything 
you need to sunbathe on the 
other side of the Sahara. 
The walk was lovely, if rocky 
at times and we were 
rewarded with fantastic 
views at every twist and turn 
on the route. After half an 
hour we had the lighthouse 
at Cap Camarat in sight and 
decided to head back for an 
afternoon of leisure and 
swimming on the 
picturesque beach. Yes 
L’Escalet is well worth a 
second visit. 
 
The evening was fun as it 
centred around another 
barbecue on our terrasse 
and we love doing that. The 
weather provided the drama 
for the evening as halfway 
through the barbecue we got 
5 minutes worth of rain, or 
more precisely 296 drops of 
the precious stuff. Yes in the 
quaff of a glass it had 
stopped and we had one of 
those “was that rain?” 
conversations. It was 
another pleasant end to a 
fun day. (Ady) 
 
Day Eight - Saturday 
4th September 2004 
 
This was our last full day 
before we had to travel 
home and as we didn’t have 
anything major that we 
wanted to do we decided to 
cram a lot of simple things 
into the day. First off we 
went to Geant and bought a 
hoover which was on special 
offer at 30 euros and some 



new cushions for the 
sunloungers as the others 
had been ruined in the wash. 
On the way back we called 
at the boulangerie and got 
croissants for breakfast. 
 
Back at the apartment we 
had breakfast and then 
played “house” testing out 
our new hoover, which 
proved to be brilliant. This 
was when we made the 
amazing discovery that our 
sofa concealed a full double 
bed! For 18 months we had 
been visiting our apartment 
and never knew this. Once 
we had hovered I mopped 
the floor and then we had to 
retreat to the terrasse for a 
read while it dried.  That was 
enough work for one day, so 
we thought we would have a 
dip in the pool. We had our 
lunch in Baou Baou 
downstairs, then packed up 
for an afternoon on the 
beach at Gassin. The 
temperature was lovely, not 
too hot to sit in the sun, not 
too cool in the shade to read, 
and although the sea 
seemed a bit chilly at first as 
it always does, once in, it 
became very pleasant. 
 
 
As my ankle was feeling a 
great deal more comfortable 
today, we thought we would 
walk to Grimaud Beach and 
see what the Beach Bar had 
to offer in the way of food.  
We had seen it before and I 
thought how nice it would be 
to have dinner with your toes 
in the sand among palm 
trees.  After we had been 
seated at our table, the 
menu proved to be a little 
unimaginative and 
somewhat expensive 
compared to other places 
and certainly not as good as 
the hot dog in L’Escalet, but 

as it was our last night we 
ate as the sun set, and by 
the time we had finished it 
was quite dark. 
 
This must have been one of 
the most relaxed and 
unplanned holidays we have 
had, it’s very unlike us to 
have time to read on 
holiday.  But it was always 
our intention to make this 
holiday a restful one and in 
that we certainly succeeded.  
As it will be a long time until 
we go back again it was nice 
to remember our little place 
in the sun as a home from 
home, not just somewhere to 
sleep in between days out. 
(Peanut) 

 
 
 


