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“I am constantly learning, and the road to 
succes may be long. But I am slowly getting 

there.” 



Prologue 

This book is about my adventures on Dutch roads with my 
moped car, a vehicle that I have been driving over the last 
seven years. I love driving it around the country side and 
although this car is limited to 28mph the possibilities and 
freedom are rather unlimited. I get where I want to go, 
when I want to go there and I never get bored driving to yet 
another destination. 
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How it all began 

Over the past few months, I have been laughed at a 
bit. Since I could no longer get around as nicely on 
the Vespa, I was brooding on buying a moped car. 

And just mentioning that little word out loud worked on the 
chuckles of bystanders, mostly my dear family members by 
the way. 

"A grown man, driving a biscuit tin?” And you could see me 
looking a bit crossed, because what if they were right with 
their argument "A grown man, father of four children, in a 
biscuit tin like that? That's not normal, is it?" (seriously, 
suggesting something like that out loud, I really should have 
taken that as an insult). But yes, I really had no choice, as 
riding a moped or cycling was already out of the question. 

Hundred lessons but no exam. Getting my driving licence 
was even harder for me than cycling. If I don't already 
suffer from a hopeless fear of exams, it is getting 
permission to take them at all, because I have ADHD. And 
that becomes even more difficult when I tell you that I don't 



take anything for it because otherwise my ticker will go 
haywire. Impossible! 

I still have the last laugh though. Lately, to my mind, those 
mopeds cars have been appearing more and more on the 
streets, you suddenly see them everywhere. I think these 
things are driven a lot by young people with moped 
licences until they get car licences, and also by a large 
group of adults who somehow never got such a coveted 
piece of plastic. And now there is such a moped car here on 
the doorstep, I call this one Boaty McBoatNoise. 

For this vehicle, the same applies as what I said previously 
about my Vespa: it is not being ravaged by an adolescent 
but driven by a gentleman of standing. Anyway, I wouldn’t 
be able to hear you laughing  anyway because it is a diesel. 

So, will there be anything left to laugh about? I do hope so! 
I will be the last one to stop doing that. 



Navigating the wrong way 

Never trust your satnav device. Back from a great 
afternoon in Noordwijk with my best friend Han 
yesterday, my satnav unexpectedly sent me onto 

the A4 motorway near Leiden. Even though I had really set 
it to 'Limit speed to 37', as I thought this would allow me to 
avoid the motorways. 

Although I soon realised, I had already passed the point 
where I should have turned left and unintentionally drove 
my moped car onto the slip road. At this moment I thought, 
there will probably be another right turn, but alas no, and 
so I found myself on the hard shoulder at the A4 motorway 
slip road, distance marker 33.4B. I was panicking, what to 
do now? 
Reversing and going back onto the hard shoulder was out of 
the question because that is where the lorries thundered 
round the bend from the N11 and during rush hour that is 
also very dangerous! In front of me was the rest of the slip 
road to the A4 going to The Hague, also a no go. 

After I took a deep breath, I called 999 and explained my 
situation. They understood me and were sympathetic with 



my situation, "Would you like us to send you two police 
persons from your local neighbourhood sir, they may 
already know who you are they just informed us." And so it 
happened, after over half an hour waiting they appeared 
with flashing lights and got out of their car laughing.  

Fortunately for me the police persons were nice to me, they 
let me make a guided U-turn while they 'briefly' stopped the 
traffic and I was then allowed to continue on my way. No 
fine, they explained. "Sir, as for traffic rules, you did not 
commit any offence because the motorway only starts over 
there in 100 yards where the blue traffic sign is and neither 
did you panic and sought a solution yourself by backing up 
or turn. You did the right thing by calling 999.” Their entire 
operation took less than a minute thankfully and no traffic 
jam ensued. 

For me, the whole incident lasted much longer and I was 
still in shock. So I went to a car park afterwards to recover 
for a while, it had also made me bloody hot and my heart 



was pounding in my chest. Back home, they just had to 
laugh at me. There's a first time for everything, Christa said. 
But I had been really scared that afternoon and I 
immediately set my satnav to 'avoid motorways'. 

Today I did a good search on the internet. But there I read 
that this setting is not a solution either, because you are still 
occasionally sent onto motorways and this setting also 
allows you to use motorways where they can drive 60mph 
(or faster) but under no circumstances can you go there 
with a moped car doing 28mph. And with the internet 
search, I discovered that I am certainly not the only one, 
with me dozens of other moped car drivers who also yearn 
for customised navigation software! 

So I immediately sent a Tweet to @TomTom asking 
whether it would not be possible to create a satnav version 
with a map for moped cars: Would you please add a map 
for quadricycles (moped cars)? 

And almost immediately their answer appeared on my 
smart phone: 

"Brilliant suggestion! We will pass this on to our 
team, let's see what will happen." 

So now just wait and see what and if something happens. I 
think the target group is now big enough, but TomTom also 
needs to be convinced. But when I see how many moped 
cars are on the roads nowadays, I hope so. Their Twitter 
Bio says: “So that everyone can benefit from it”. 



Bad luck 

That's a bummer! This morning I got a call from the 
garage. They picked up my little car for repairs last 
week. "I actually don't have very good news sir. Well, 

how shall I put it?" That was the opening line. Actually, I 
knew already then. 



While driving last week, I noticed there was something was 
wrong with it, the little car shook a lot when accelerating 

and the right rear wheel was visibly on the huh. A front 
subframe and rear axle problem I suspected then. But a 
total loss? Really, no, that one came hard. The thing has no 
resale value so the cost of repair is not justified, that's what 
it comes down to really. The front subframe and rear 
suspension bridge have rotted through. 

And now what? I don't have money for another car (I also 
got this one for a gift last year) and this one should not be 
allowed on the road in this condition according to the 
garage. By the way, that garage is known for their honest 
and professional advice so I have no doubt that they are 
also right. What's going to happen next? 

To be continued. 



Whoop, there it is! 

Yep, there it is, my new moped car! It took a while 
but today it was delivered to my home, a shiny red 
Microcar M.Go SXI. Last week, my previous moped 

suddenly turned out to be unsuitable for further driving 
and I had to come up with another solution for my 
transport. 

Fortunately, we were able to find the money for it ourselves 
this time and a replacement moped car was provided, 
again, a red one. The test drive already showed that this 



one drives a lot smoother than the previous one and there 
is also a little bit more room in the front. 

Microcar has made all kinds of improvements with the 
M.Go compared to the previous Campus model. The 
heating system is a lot better, the engine is more quiet and 
has a snappier sound, the 'door open - window open'-
system has been done away with (which was an 
unnecessary business-critical process anyway) and the 
lighting has also been beefed up considerably. 

Ok, so that's the only thing that has been beefed up because 
otherwise it remains a moped car and goes 28mph. 
Maintenance is now also professionally done in the future 
by the garage that sold it to me. Nice staff and good advice 
and I still got something back for my old car. Also nice. 



The workshop 

A prohibited sign officer? No sorry, didn't see it. I had 
practised the hypocritical line in front of the mirror 
in the hallway this morning but thankfully it was 

unnecessary as I wasn’t stopped this time. How else are you 
supposed to get to the workshop at that industrial site for a 
new tyre? 

That was yet another new experience for me today, getting 
a leaking tyre on my moped car replaced. Fortunately, they 
understand the situation at the workshop and know that 
some people might get a bit nervous there with all these 
cars moving about and loud machinery and pneumatic 
power tools rattling nuts and bolts. 

As soon as I arrived at the car park, I was greeted by the 
workshop chief who asked me how I could be helped. And 
that wasn't the only friendly experience, the rest of the staff 
do the same. 



Everyone there is polite and friendly and even the tyre 
specialist who was going to handle my little car explained 
meticulously how he was going to change the tyre and 
tightening the nuts, "Just the right torque sir, because you 
need to get home safely." he spoke politely. 

And so it also turned out according to his words that 14 
inches was not even such a odd size, the little Peugeots and 
Citroëns have only 13 inches fitted as a factory standard! So 
of course you can understand how good that feels, my tyres 
are bigger than theirs. 

After another cup of coffee from the vending machine (free 
Cappuccino!), I was able to pay -with a discount because I 
am a member of the AA road service- and my little car was 
ready to go. 



Great service 

With my previous little car I had some bad luck 
but I was so fortunate I could buy the little car I 
drive presently. 

And until now I drove around in it without any extra costs, 
very important because writers like me are not rich. In 
early August, new tyres had to be put on my car; I opted for 
all-season tyres. 

But soon the right tyre turned out to be galling in the wheel 
arch. And according to my family and my neighbours, it 



also turned out to be on the huh as you can see in the 
photograph. Stubborn as I am, I refused to accept that and 
used a spirit level to prove that the wheel was mounted 
symmetrically in relation to the left wheel. 

But then again, even stubbornness is disproportionate to an 
actual defect and when the scuffing sound got to me, it was 
also time to give the garage a call. So I drove to the dealer 
with a friend, I can now drive that route by myself but he 
wanted to come along and the garage man examined the 
problem and diagnosed a bent rear axle! Ouch! 

I was actually expecting a bill but as I have had the car for 
less than six months, that rear axle was replaced yesterday 
under warranty. That's good service from the garage, thank 
you very much! And also thanks for the loaner car, by the 
way. Great service! 



Standoff 

And again, in the rear-view mirror I saw the sign 
STOP POLICE! on top of a police car. Oh yes, that's 
right, I'm driving the east bound road again, I 

thought to myself sarcastically. 

A little further on, where it was safe, I parked my moped 
car and switched on the blinkers. "Hello sir, let me 
introduce myself." said the officer and I suggested driving 



from the side of the road to a car park and they agreed but 
only if I gave them my driving licence first. 

And then a long discussion followed. "Sir, we saw you 
driving on the East Road where a road sign indicates that 
you are not allowed there." apparently referring to the C15 
traffic sign at the beginning of the road I was driving along. 
I vehemently disputed that, that is me you know, even 
substantiated it at length with the Dutch traffic law article 
in my hand I had printed out but I couldn't get out of it and 
got a ticket anyway. 

Indeed, Mr police officer insisted that my vehicle classifies 
as moped and thus a ticket was justified. "The moped car is 
not a separate category in traffic sir, you should have been 
driving on the bicycle path." 

Excuse me? Completely ignorant to my extensive 
knowledge of road signs and traffic law, I finally got the 
citation after a long exchange of words. "Sir, we ARE the 
law!", one of them exclaimed to me loudly as I redundantly 
reiterated again that they were so very wrong. 

But my honour was about to be restored. Fortunately, the 
next day I was called by an employee, a spokesperson, of 
the City Police Force. He indicated that the report had been 
wrongly issued and would be destroyed if possible. If this 
could not be done, I would get support from the office to 
the public prosecutor to have the report annulled. 

"Coincidentally, Mr van Gemeren, it is of course not the 
case that we do not have the right knowledge, as you refer 
to 'us' in your complaint, which is not true. The knowledge 



about traffic law and traffic signs does exist within the 
police force just perhaps not with every individual police 
person. They have made a mistake here which I am going 
to try to rectify." To which I pointed out that by 'them' of 
course I specifically meant and visualised these two police 
persons because otherwise we would have had another 
whole stupid discussion about that. 

He was not going to attack his colleagues -rightly so, by the 
way- because he had not been at the 'standoff' as he called 
it but he could well imagine that I had become agitated 
because I felt I had been wronged in that situation. I also 
felt compelled to tell him that of course I was NOT going to 
follow his colleague's advice to drive my moped car on the 
cycle path next to the road. But again, that was not allowed 
at all he said. 

And a little later I received another telephone call: "I have 
good news for you sir. We have moved heaven and earth 
but the citation has been removed from the system. My 
colleague apologises because he was wrong. He and I also 
talked it over and he now also recognises that you are 
allowed to drive there with your moped car as normal." 

So I won't be stopped in future if I drive on a road with a 
C15 sign? "Indeed sir, that won't happen again. You are 
allowed to use the east bound road and station road there 
and also other main arteries in the city where there is no 
specific prohibition for moped cars, such as a C9 sign for 
example. But on roads where other traffic is allowed 
50mph or faster, you are not allowed there.” 

As if I didn't know that already. 



In the workshop 

I am in the waiting area of the garage having a coffee and 
wait for a while. The car is currently undergoing 
surgery, the exhaust manifold has broken off and that 

needs to be welded back together. The door of my car 
wouldn't close normally either, they are going to do 
something about that too. 

On my way here I saw an AA car in a car park so I 
decided to stop next to him and ask if it could do my car 
any harm to drive all the way here. He had a look under the 
bonnet and started laughing. He had never seen "one of 
these" even though being a senior repair man. 

"You can drive there sir but it's going to make a hell of a 
racket, the entire exhaust manifold broke off and you might 
experience some smoke in your rear view mirror too. Other 
than that you will be fine sir." he said with a big smile on his 
face. Start her up sir I want to hear this, so I obliged 
(naturally) and hit the pedal short. He nearly fell over 
backwards. 

On the other side of the wall in the workshop I hear 
welding noises, you know that funny crackling noise of  



electric welding. I can smell it over here too and memories 
of a school time at trade school in Amersfoort, my own 
Welding Diploma, come up in my mind. A little later, those 
ripping metal sounds come from the grinder so I know 
progress is being made. 

Vincent, the mechanic, explains a little later that he has 
improved the design of the bend a bit. That problem is now 
fixed too. And the door of my moped car can now be closed 
with just one finger, with a dry click. I'm not allowed to 
slam hit it close anymore says Vincent. "You should never 
be nasty to a little moped car." Outside, he again tells me 
how I should softly close the door from now on, a lesson in 
velvet glove treatment. 

I am now driving home and I am sure she (this car is a she) 
no longer vibrates so much and she drives more quietly. 
Great! Really nice that I could also visit right away, good 
job! 



Moped Car Man - Horse Man 1 - nil! 

At night in pitch black darkness in the middle of the 
meadows on an unlit narrow road with a ditch on 
both sides, the man stands with his all-terrain 

vehicle and a horse trailer. As soon as I turn the corner and 
drive up, the man turns on his headlights, big beams. 



Immediately I can no longer see anything and I hit my 
brakes hard, blinded by the light. 

Agonisingly slowly, peering to my right at the edge of the 
road and the ditch, I slowly crawl on until I have to pass 
him. He is in the middle of the road and I have to pass him 
on the left, over the verge and the edge of the water filled 
ditch, terrifying! I can hear him laughing as he meanwhile 
pulls a horse out of the meadow by the reins. I shout in vain 
at him "Do you have to be this ignorant?" and ride on, 
frustrated and blinking my eyes until I get used to the dark 
again. 

That was a month or so ago when I went for a quick coffee 
at my parents' house. Today, the sun is shining and there is 
not a cloud in the fresh winter air and I am having another 
cuppa at my folks. 

On the way back, I see a grey SUV looming behind me in 
my rear-view mirror and a few seconds later I realise: there 
he is, it is Horse Man! I drive a little over 28mph, the thing 
just doesn't go any faster and the road is narrow, just as 
narrow as the one I had to pass him in the dark a while ago. 
I decide to drive exactly in such a way that there is no way 
he can pass me. Let him tailgate, it only gives me pleasure. 
Payback time! 

All the way past the steam-powered pumping station and 
along the dyke, I can see him in my mirror gesturing for me 
to pull over and he signals a few times with high beams. But 
the road is too narrow and I can't pull over on the slope of 
the dyke even if I wanted to now. There are cars parked left 
and right and photographers on the verge, apparently 



another rare bird to be seen judging by some of the men's 
huge telephoto lenses. Deftly I lave between them, leaving 
the Horse Man a few hundred metres behind me by now 
with his combination having more trouble getting through. 
After the roundabout on the b-road towards the harbour,  

Horse Man sees his chance and stretches his leg on the 
throttle. Frighteningly fast, he now looms in my mirror and 
overtakes me. But then I pull over and hit my brakes hard 
because there is a terrible speed bump right here. The 
tandem trailer (not a horse trailer this time) is jumping 
about thirty inches high into the air beside me and some of 
its contents and a bulkhead flies off and lands on the road 
in front of me (no horse, but lashing straps and the like). 
Horse Man is apparently startled and pulls his combination 
to the side. 

Slowly I start to drive past him as he gets out and looks at 
me. I smile and shout at him through my opened window 
"That's what you get!" He laughs at me and walks back to his 
things to get them off the road, by now there are about 
three cars waiting for him. I leave him far behind me and 
smile too and I say aloud, triumphantly: Moped Car Man - 
Horse Man, 1-nil! 



Veni Vidi Vici 

That was quite an adventure today. In the pouring 
rain I decided to visit a family member but because 
the windows were all fogged up and since I was in a 

hurry I accidentally tapped in the wrong destination in 
Amersfoort. 

So I set off with the satnav on because this was only the 
second time I drove this stretch. Strangely enough it 
showed a left turn when I was almost sure I had to go 
straight on, how odd! 

It would also have been nice if I didn't get so hot from 
nerves, had my warm winter coat on and the knob of my 
heating stuck at its hottest and it just wouldn't go back as it 
was stuck. So I just opened the windows a little bit but it 
was coming down in buckets. 



For the outer ring roads and the city ring road of 
Amersfoort, I have been warned several times in the past 
year: "This is not for you, I would never drive here again, 
life-threatening!" (good friend on arrival in Amersfoort last 
year), "Don't drive on it, it's very bad for your health!" (bus 
driver), "If you're smart you don't go on the ring roads with 
your moped car" (friend) and "I regularly see a moped 
smashed up here on the road." (another bus driver). 

So to keep myself from going into a total panic, I put on 
some soothing music by Impellitteri, took a few deep 
breaths and eventually arrived at my destination without 
any injuries or damage to my moped car. And the positive 
thing is: I don't panic on the inner ring anymore and I now 
also know the way to Poetry Farm. 

In the evening, I rewarded myself with a pint of dark ale for 
the most bizarre drive through Amersfoort. Today, I more 
than earned this. 

Veni vidi vici. 



Nearly squished 

A few years ago, I was driving through the meadows 
on a beautiful day at the beginning of summer. The 
mowing season had started and tractors with 

trailers stacked high up with hay were driving back and 
forth while other tractors with mowing beams were cutting 
grass in the fields. 

So on such a beautiful summer day, I had been driving 
behind a huge tractor with trailer for a while and kept at 
least 10 metres distance, which seemed enough. 



But on the verge of the dyke, just past the roundabout with 
the b-road near the harbour, disaster struck: the 
combination stopped and started reversing slowly. I 
immediately stopped and wanted to put my moped car in 
reverse but, to my horror, I couldn't and the trailer slowly 
but inexorably came towards me! 

I hung on the horn but with all the noise of a tractor 
engine, that pathetic beep vanished into thin air and I 
decided not to wait for the last few metres of the hazard 
and jumped out. I ran forward past the tractor, waving 
wildly and flapping my arms and luckily already got the 
attention of the tractor driver in the mirror who stopped 
immediately. 

The danger gone, the adrenaline up to my hair ends and 
sweating like a Gouda cheese left out in the burning sun, I 



stopped, choking on the dust and blowing away hay and 
greeted the farmer who was just as startled as I was and got 
out of his tractor. He walked with me to the back and 
looked at the three metres left between his back and my 
front and shouted "Wow! That was as close as a hair of an 
old wench!!!" (Dutch expression). 

And so I jumped back into my moped car and while he was 
watching I miraculously did get it into reverse immediately, 
drove backwards swerving (this was not the time for 
practicing steering skills, it had to be done fast) and didn't 
stop until I was fifty metres away again. The farmer with 
tractor had meanwhile driven his combination into the 
verge of the embankment to give me a chance to pass. 

It's not for nowt that the back of trailers nowadays often say 
'Keep your distance'. On country roads, you can never 
really overtake and certainly not these combinations that 
have been getting bigger and bigger in recent decades. 

Learn from my experience: keeping 10 yards distance is not 
enough! The aforementioned combinations sometimes 
have to stop to pick up a load during the mowing season. 
And they can also drive backwards while doing so, if you 
are too close behind then they will not see you in their 
mirrors. So 50 yards is better, take it from me. 

Apart from keeping distance, there is another thing that 
many people in the countryside are familiar with: a CB, two 
way radio. Nearly every farmer has one in his (or her) 
tractor and it can help avoid danger. I use one in my moped 
car. 



Guys like us 

Yesterday I was greeted by the neighbour, a good guy, I like 
him. If he could borrow my moped car, it had been months 
since he had been able to visit his son and because of the 
Corona pandemic rules it would take quite some time by 
bus so public transport was not an option. 



I had already offered before so I didn't say no, if it has taken 
so long and it is finally allowed then it is about time to do it. 

But I wouldn't just hand over the keys without a little 
driving lesson, because driving a moped car is not an 
average experience. You need to know all sorts of things 
because otherwise you'll soon find yourself with your ass in 
a hedge or perch if you put it in reverse for example. 

So we drove along the boulevard around our area and I 
could immediately bring him up to speed on diesel engines, 
the automatic clutch and gearbox, variomatic belts, 
cylinder capacity and number, how gently you have to 
stroke the accelerator with your foot to accelerate and that 
the thing, just like a Daf car used to do, moves forward as 
fast as it moves backwards. 

So we talked about cars. And of course we looked under 
the bonnet together afterwards for a moment. Because 
that's what guys like us do. 



Big Friendly Giant 

The responses to seeing a moped car in the wild vary from 
really hilarious to downright rude in everyday life. "Just f*** 
off with your Playmobil car!" is an example of the creative 
use of language here. 

My first moped car had a sliding glass roof and I remember 
driving past a group of loitering youths in the mall to a car 
park that I got several wads of paper and a bell jar thrown 



in with the comment, “O Look! A moving bin!" Laughter 
everywhere, of course. 

I have heard other funny remarks that are just ok or funny 
too. Like the one time when I stepped out with my almost 
two metres height and a walking cane and someone 
greeted me with "Hello, there he is, the Big Friendly Giant!" 
and because he was a Roald Dahl fan like me I greeted him 
with a broad smile and said I was just going to the Lidl for 
some Snozzcumbers. Yes, you get to hear funny things 
when you drive one. 

Sometimes, that's when it's a bit off, when they stop in front 
of you at an intersection and give you the fingers up, for 
example. Funnily enough, these are always a. men and b. 
they drive a car too big for their 'fill in the blank'. Precisely 
them I always greet with my friendliest smile. 

A few years back, I was driven to the road side and this guy 
spat on my windscreen for no apparent reason on that road 
in another city. After parking his car diagonally in front of 
mine, he furiously came out of his car towards me and 
shouted "Get lost! You don't belong here, get off the road!" 
Because I got nervous, I started laughing a little which of 
course acted like a red rag on a bull and Mr Angry blew his 
top and also started wildly pulling at my door. But even a 
moped car has central door locking so there really was no 
point. 

Usually it goes well and the responses are nice, that's what I 
do it for then as I always say. 

And always stay friendly. 



Tractor noises 

This morning I set off in my moped car to the garage. 
It actually went quite well although the moped car 
did make quite a bit of noise. I assumed they would 

replace the flex pipe or something and then it would be A 
OK again for a while. 

I received a friendly welcome and was introduced to the 
staff, now that's nice and you don't see this personal service 
very often anymore. Then, a moment later, from the 
workshop, I heard the sound of hard work and I was 
hopeful that everything would be fine. 



 
But alas, after the exhaust was repaired -I was even allowed 
to take a look inside the workshop- only then came the real 
bad luck. 

While driving out, the mechanic discovered that the tractor 
noises I had come for were not caused by the exhaust (as it 
had just been professionally replaced), but that the gearbox 
turned out to be ruined! And that is going to cost quite a 
lot, I was really shocked. After all, a new gearbox will cost 
more than £ 1200!!! 

But it has to be replaced and there's no use to moan about 
it, no use crying over spilled milk I used to hear as a child. 

P.S. Being brought back home by someone from the garage, 
where do you find that service these days? 



Getting away with something 

Getting away with something, challenging title. Because 
how do you get away with it? And with what? With a strong 
excuse or a very good story? 



Today I am going for a ride through the back lands, four 
times in all. These are two round trips of 17 miles each way. 
Usually that is fun to do but this morning, during rush hour 
on the b-roads, there were a few drivers with a morning 
temper and I always say that's not a good start to the day. 

So anyway we went back through the meadows because the 
sun was just up and it promised to be a beautiful ride. But 
within a minute we ran into the three vans again that had 
overtaken us first and soon I saw why: law enforcement at 
the intersection of two country roads ahead of us. So I 

stopped, opened the window and was addressed to by a 
police person. 

"You know you are not allowed here?" Well I dare to differ 
on that I told him. When my destination is within or 
directly behind the area behind this traffic sign, I am 
allowed to drive here and the exception applies to me. "And 
where do you have to go?" Well officer, I have to pass Horse 



Food on the Water Lane and that is immediately after this 
area (truthfully, I normally pass there when going through 
the farm lands). "So then you are not allowed to drive here 
and you have to take the b-road from now on. This 
exception does not apply to you sir, what you are 
implicating, this sign applies to all motor vehicles, cars, 
motorbikes and trucks and it is like that and you are driving 
a moped car.” 

Could the confusion be read from my face? Not a word I 
understood from what he said and I was pretty sure he 
didn’t understand himself what he just actually said. 

Well, which card do I pull out of my sleeve now I thought 
and I decided to talk a bit more to him and try to explain to 
him how it really was supposed to be. Yes officer: the 
definition of a moped car in the law is: a moped in special 
design with four wheels. True, we moped car drivers have 
to follow the rules for a car but nevertheless that is the 
definition in the law, a moped car is a moped, hence the 
rectangular plate on the back, just like a moped, slow 
traffic. 

So the exception written on the sign underneath the traffic 
sign above it still applies: Excluding slow traffic and 
destination traffic. To which he responded: look now, there 
you have a legitimate point, you may now continue your 
journey and also I’d like to thank you for this pleasant and 
instructive conversation with you by the way. Have a nice 
day. 

I still don't know if he got it though, but I got away with it. 



About the Author 

Hello, I am Leendert van Gemeren and I was born in 
Rotterdam in The Netherlands in 1968. After a career in 
health care and being an optician for years I decided seven 
years ago to dedicate all my efforts to help the people with 
a moped car driving safely on Dutch roads by giving them a 
method for safe navigation with their moped car. Over the 
last decades I have written several books about traffic rules 
for moped cars and I own and maintain a website that 
brings news, manuals for navigation and much more. 



Epilogue 

The anecdotes and stories in this book were previously 
published in Dutch at the website www.kronkelroutes.nl 
and were carefully translated into English by myself. It is 
possible however that I have made a mistake, please forgive 
me if you see one. I would appreciate it though if you tell 
me if you see one so I can rectify it in the next version of 
this eBook, it is much appreciated. 

Special thanks to Ligier Group Benelux who made it 
possible for me to develop and expand the idea of 
Kronkelroutes (Winding Routes), organise events and 
meetings and much more. 

Also thanks to my ever supporting and loving family who 
never doubted my efforts to make the moped car 
community grow bigger and the moped car accepted in 
The Netherlands and Belgium. 
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