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When we first talked about a Chapter trip abroad we had no idea how well it 
would be received or how many would go. So with a rough outline of our 
expectations we threw it out there. Who would go? Anyone? 

Amazingly the list grew quickly, from the go everywhere winner of the 
Chapter mileage competition, some that had toured Germany several times, 
some who may not have considered group touring before, those who had 
never left our shores on a bike and another who had not really done a long 
trip as a pillion. Before long 20 excited bodies were on the list and The Road 
To Goslar had begun. 

Anticipation was mounting, plans were being made, meetings attended, where do we want to go? 
What would people like to do?  

Many hours of planning and preparation followed. I can’t tell you how long Martin spent on route 
planning and google maps, or how many phone calls Steve and Bonnie made. There was input 
from everyone one, thoughts, ideas, suggestions. Pete planned the ride to Colditz. Nicky contacted 
Hannover Chapter to Organise a meet up and ride out. When the Hotel and ferry were selected 
and booked the final Tour Pack Information was collated and distributed. It is always a good idea 
to know where you are going and what you need to get there. Contact numbers for hotel, ferry, 
travelling companions and each countries Emergency services just in case. On our very first group 
trip abroad (non-Harley) the organiser crashed his bike and needed an ambulance. He had not 
given us tour pack information as such and so we were at the mercy of passers-by. Information 
about local traffic laws, speed restrictions and highway codes etc.. are worth checking to as it 
could save you a heavy fine or in some cases, having your vehicle seized. 

As the day grew nearer the excitement grew, not to mention a bit of anxiety. Would it go OK? Will 
everyone enjoy it? What if?  But then I thought  “ Fail to plan, Plan to Fail”. We had all given a 
lot of thought to what we all wanted from this trip, we were ready. 

The day arrived, little groups met up en-route and finally we all met at the Humber Bridge to 
begin our adventure. The holiday began as soon as we left that car park. 

There may have been the odd hiccup but this was almost a 
2000 mile road trip with 9 bikes, 1 trike, 18 people. You will 
hear the stories, see the pictures. We had a fantastic holiday 
and it would be difficult to choose my favourite thing. They 
include:- 

Traveling with friends, sharing an adventure, having a laugh, 
getting to know people, meeting new people who make you 
feel like old friends, turning heads wherever you go, fabulous 
roads, beautiful hotel, food, beer, cake. The list goes on... 

Would I do it again? Yes.  Was it worth it? Yes. Any regrets? 
Only that Tony and Jo could not make the trip. 

So if you have not toured before, been on a chapter trip or 
gone abroad in a group give it a try. Maybe next time you will 
know why we all had such a great time. 

Hope to see you next time. 



Goslar was going to be the destination for this 

adventure, a trek off into the unknown for most 

of us and a whole new experience for some. 

Goslar lies in the foothills of the Harz Mountains, 

and has easy access to all that they have to offer 

with some spectacular scenery, fabulous roads 

and beautiful villages and towns many of which 

with buildings that have stood relatively 

unchanged since medieval times. 

We wanted to travel a long way on the first and 

last days in Europe so the overnight ferry from 

Hull was the ideal choice as it gave us a full days 

riding to get from Rotterdam to Goslar, and 

return from Goslar to Rotterdam, without the 

need for an additional stop. And this gave us the maximum time in and around Goslar to explore. 

When we thought about doing this, we did wonder whether there would be any takers but were 

surprised how quickly we got a group together and how enthusiastic they all were. Within days we 

had 10 bikes and a trike signed up, and twenty people. Amazing! 

And they proved to be a great group of people to travel with, every one determined to have fun and 

enjoy the experience.  

Perhaps the only real sadness was that Tony and Jo were unable to make the trip in the end and they 

were sorely missed. 

It seemed like we ate and drank our way through everything 

good about Germany. There were cakes, ice creams, 

cheesecakes, mountains of meat (even Jamie started to get the 

sweats). There was beer and weisbeer, cider and Amoretto (Kirk) 

served in a variety of glasses including some people having a 

stein drinking competition—and the winner is…..Christine! Yes, 

really! 

And we were welcomed everywhere we went, warmly and 

generously. Even the weather smiled on us apart from the first 

day in Europe. 

Did we get lost? A little! Did we have some adventures? 

Certainly! Would I do it again? Definitely! 



The day we were eagerly anticipating had finally arrived, sunny 

but not too warm. We made our way to the meeting point at the 

Humber Bridge Country Park before heading off to Hull. There 

was quite a queue at the ferry terminal, but we smugly overtook 

them all following our leader to the front, where Wendy 

charmed a camper van driver into letting us through first—he 

maybe thought that nine hairy bikers and their good ladies were 

a force to be reckoned with, but I’m still convinced it was Wendy 

who won him over! 

Once on board the ferry, bikes safely secured, we dispersed to our cabins 

for a wash and brush-up before re-grouping in the bar. 

Now it was Bonny’s turn to exercise her charm to get all 

18 of us sat together for the evening meal. The buffet was 

excellent, lots of choice; eat as much as you like; and the 

staff were lovely. I am personally very impressed with 

PandO Ferries—the journey across the sea, both ways, 

became a part of our holiday, not just a means to an end. 

The following morning we glided into Europoort, having a good breakfast on the way, before quickly 

and smoothly disembarking. Europoort is huge and as we set off on our journey to Goslar I began to 

think it was enormous. The excitement must have addled my brain—was I the only one who thought 

we had been through three tunnels, when in fact we had been through the same tunnel three times! 

We eventually left Rotterdam behind and headed down the motorway, taking regular stops for 

petrol and comfort breaks and eventually arrived in Goslar, all of us much later than our revered 

leader—but that’s another story. 

The family run hotel was lovely, very old, very clean and comfortable, and with safe parking for our 

trusty steeds. We had a warm welcome from the receptionist who quickly allocated our rooms. After 

showering off the days grime we all headed for the restaurant that Bonny had booked, where we had 

a great evening, unwinding with great food, good beer and all served by friendly staff. Bonny liaised 

with the hotel receptionist who booked us into a variety of restaurants for the rest of the week. 



Amazingly no one was fazed by  a request to accommodate all 18 of us together, the service and 

food was always excellent and they didn't even mind the high spirits! 

On our first full day in Germany, we spent the morning 

exploring our surroundings on foot, and were very 

impressed. We have our Cathedral Quarter in Lincoln, 

they have a whole town of beautiful buildings. In the 

afternoon, back on two wheels, Martin led us through 

some beautiful countryside and lovely villages as we 

gradually climbed up into the  Harz Mountains. Our 

destination was a church built of wood—a Stave 

Church—called Hahnenklee Kirche. On route we 

stopped for a short break and I think the change in temperature was affecting the men’s bladders. 

What was to become a regular feature of the holiday was 

the sight of Barry, Kevin and Allan rushing off to find a 

bush or tree. I did offer 

to recommend a good 

Urologist, but they 

declined; I think they 

were just enjoying the 

kindred spirit! 



Day two and our ride-out was to Point Alpha. This was a 

border observation post during the post WW11 Cold War 

when Germany was divided into East and West. It was 

manned by the Americans, who also patrolled the border in 

that region, and had huge strategic significance as the Fulda 

Gap represented the most likely point of  thrust by the Soviets. The observation 

tower is still there and provided a perfect photo opportunity. Some of the vehicles 

had been left on display and two of the buildings had photos and 

lots of information around the walls. We ere also able to buy drinks 

and ice-creams in the former mess hall—now 

a café. It was a long ride, but worth doing as 

it was also an opportunity to see more of the 

countryside and villages, which were so neat 

and tidy. 

I must leave it to someone else to tell you about the ride-out on Day Three, as Barry and I decided to 

have a rest day, and explore the rest of Goslar on foot. We discovered that a large screen was being 

set up on the large grassy bank in front of the former Imperial Palace, ready for the Germany v Korea 

match that afternoon. So that is how I found myself sat on the grass amongst a few thousand 

German football fans, having been first frisked by a serious looking fraulein. As you know, Korea won, 

effectively knocking Germany out of the World Cup. Barry managed to contain his glee whilst the 

crowd dispersed with quiet dignity. Only one glass had been thrown by a disappointed fan, and that 

was the only display of anger. 

Day Four dawned and the ride, which I was particularly looking forward to, was to the famous Colditz 

Castle, which for the benefit of you youngsters out there, was where British and Allied Officer 

Prisoners of War were incarcerated. The were mostly air crew, and why Barry thought it was a good 

idea to wear his T-Shirt with the Lancaster Bomber on it I’ve no idea but someone tactfully suggested 

he cover it with his waistcoat! 

First sight of Colditz Castle is quite impressive, back during the war it would have been quite 

intimidating. The Nazis considered it to be escape proof, but they hadn't accounted for the ingenuity, 



imagination and sheer determination of their ‘guests’ - who were as officers expected to attempt to 

escape of course. We were given a guided tour by an Englishman who told us about the escape 

attempts, some of which were successful and totally incredible. According to our guide, the prisoners 

were treated  reasonably well compared to other POW camps, and recaptured escapees were shot at 

but with the intention of wounding, not killing. 

Pete was our Road Captain for the day, and took us back to Goslar via some fantastic winding roads, 

with a few hills thrown in to add to the pleasure. 

Day Five, and two lovely guys, Michael and Marcel from the Hannover 

Chapter, arrived to take us on a ride-out. A third chap also arrived who 

was to be our ‘tail-end Charlie’ (there’s an irony there!). Michael led us, 

it was a glorious day, through countryside to our first destination which 

was the dealership in Braunschweig. It was a great place where we 

received a warm welcome with 

coffee and cold drinks. I’ve 

never seen so much H-D 

merchandise in one place 

before. Some of us bought T-Shirts and Jamie negotiated a discount. After about an hour we set off 

for another long ride to Hannover. In one of the fields we passed where a farmer was spraying water 

onto his crops Barry and I saw about  five deer laid down on the edge of the field enjoying the 

cooling shower! A rare treat for them, and for us. The temperature was now 89oF, and being lunch 

time Michael took us to a restaurant out on it’s own in the countryside, just for a quick break, but the 

owners must have seen us coming because they went on holiday! Fortunately we had all taken Kevin 

and Julie’s idea of making up some lunch at the 

hotel breakfast buffet. We finally made it to the 

Hannover Dealership and once again we 

received a very warm welcome from the  

Chapter Members and at the end of the visit had 

a group photo. 



Day Six; with two long rides behind and another one in front, some of us had a ride-free day. We 

explored more of the town, did a bit of shopping, and had some lunch. In the afternoon there was a 

procession of floats and marching bands to mark the beginning of their annual festival. There was a 

fun fair on the outskirts of the old town, and music in the town square in the evening. We had our 

final dinner at an Italian restaurant which was very laid-back in the inimitable Italian style, but once 

again the food and service were excellent. 

All good things must come to an end, and so our week was up. We were 

dressed, breakfasted and on the road by 07:45, and had an uneventful 

journey back to Rotterdam, arriving in Europoort about 4pm. We had 

another great ferry journey and wouldn’t hesitate to use PandO Ferries 

again. We arrived refreshed in Hull on Monday morning, and the 

disembarkation executed smoothly—and then we knew we were back in 

England as Hull appeared to be gridlocked! 

Personally, I think the best part of the holiday was the fantastic company, 

the opportunity to get to know one another better, to develop friendships 

and have fun—which we had in abundance. 

It was a fabulous week thanks to the amazing organisation of Martin, Wendy, Steve and Bonny, the 

support of Road Captains Kirk and Pete, and the camaraderie of the whole group. Not forgetting a 

special thanks to Kirk for the little furry travelling companion! 



Many highs and not too many lows and the best bit was being 

in a  wonderful region of Germany, with a great bunch of 

people, all intent on making it a trip to remember! 

But the laughs and fun times are always the  highlights for 

me; one of the lady members sinking a stein (two and a half 

pints) of lager quicker than I  could, much to the amusement 

of Barry and Jamie. 

One of the  group who shall remain 

nameless, being fined a round of 

drinks for a short deviation on the 

wrong side of the road, past a startled German couple who 

were waiting to exit the roundabout! - said member denies it 

but I know he said to them “Sorry I am British” as he eased 

passed their open 

window! 

Great memories, great roads, great friends. 

Thanks to one and all 

Steve Wallis 

What a wonderful holiday ! 

We were all so lucky to have such great weather and  lovely scenery. 

The Town of Goslar was even  more beautiful than I remembered. 

Where ever we went, from the Hotel, Restaurants and most of all .the H.O.G. members at the 2 deal-

erships we visited, everyone could not do enough for us. 

Through all the hot long rides(8-10 hours) our Ladies of Harley excelled themselves, the men were 

quite good too! 

Thanks to everyone who made this holiday very special. 

Bonny 



I can hardly believe we have been back from Germany a 
month and that I am still talking about how wonderful the 
trip was. We were so lucky to have spent 10 days with some 
amazing people who we can now share some fantastic 
memories with.    

As we started out on the trip I remember feeling a little 
apprehensive about how it was going to be and how was I 
going to manage with so few clothes.   Well I can tell you this 
was soon put to rest as soon as we all met everyone was so 
excited about the trip and what a trip it turned out to be.  

On arrival to Rotterdam the weather was like typical English 
weather and not what I was expecting, we rode for some 
miles and then the rain began, we managed to get separated 
from our Road Captain and as we arrived at our destination it 
would be fair to say that we all felt bedraggled and in 
desperate need of a shower.  Once refreshed we went out 
for our first meal together and spent some time in the bar.  
The holiday had begun, and much fun was had.  

The next morning as we awoke the weather was dry and from then on, the gods were kind to us and 
we were able to go out everyday and enjoy the fantastic scenery.  As I sit here and think of riding 
through the beautiful mountains I can smell the sweet pine and feel the cool air that we experienced.  
I remember feeling very lucky to have been able to take part in this and realised that that the simple 
things in life were so much better than what we had been doing in previous years.  We had spent so 
many years going on package holidays and not really feeling the freedom that we had felt on this 
trip.  

Everyday was a new experience and even though we may have gotten lost now and then and the 
scare of one or two of the bikes being very short of fuel there was never a dull day.  One of the 
highlights of the trip was meeting the Hanover Chapter.  Michael, their director was so hospitable.  
We had the privilege of spending a great day with him and some of their members.  The ride out was 
fabulous and again the scenery was breath taking ending up at the Hanover dealership where cake 
and drinks were provided, which in our own chapter, is a must, as all our ride outs involve cake!!!! 

As I sit writing this I ask myself would I do this again and the simple answer is why wouldn’t I?  There 
was so much preparation from some very special people.  Martin and Wendy organised some 
amazing rides.  Bonnie and Steve organised fantastic accommodation and everyone on the trip were 
great to be with.  A name not to be forgotten is ALAN.   

I feel so lucky to have spent 10 days with 18 fabulous people and have to say that I would love to do 
this all over again.   

A big thank you to everyone who spent so much time organising this wonderful trip and have to say 
that I would absolutely recommend this to anyone who is thinking of going on any future trips that 
may be planned.  The beauty of this trip was that we all got to do what we wanted to do in the day 
and chose to eat with each other every night.  What more could we have wanted. 



Its hard to know what to pick out as we had an amazing time start to finish, from our 1st 
ferry trip to our 1st time in Germany, experiencing it all with a great group of friends. 

We did have the chance to lead a ride out during the week for a small group, which 
started off with a lovely ride 
to the highest point of the 
Harz Mountains called 
Brocken, where we stopped to 
admire the fantastic views 
and of course enjoy a cuppa. 

We then moved on to a 
beautiful town called 
Wernigerode where we had a 
wander around some 
stunning streets, taking in all 

the sights and stopping for a spot of lunch in the 
outdoor square next to a lovely fountain where 
Jamie couldn’t resist a photo opportunity!!!  We 
then headed back to enjoy the world cup 
atmosphere for the German game with the locals. 

We also supported Jamie leading his 1st ride out. He did a fantastic job taking us 
through the Harz mountains where we stopped 
off for a break and a bite to eat. After leaving we 
needed to find dessert as apparently once we got 
to Germany we all became bottomless pits!! We 
made our way to a lovely little ice cream shop 

through the mountain roads 
where we enjoyed some 
amazing ice cream, although 
Kirk was not content with the 
normal sized ice creams so 

went for the biggest of all. 

After devouring a large portion of the shops product, we then headed back to Goslar via 
absolutely amazing mountain 
roads which were a dream to 
ride on, it’s as if the roads 
rolled out like a welcome mat. 



Mittelbau-Dora is not perhaps one of the more 

infamous reminders of the atrocities committed in 

the name of National Socialism but it played its 

part in the inhumanity of that period of history in 

Germany. 

In the later stages of the war, when Germany was already losing, they were desperate to develop 

weapons that might alter the tide running against them, and following successful destruction of the 

facilities at Peenemunde to develop the V weapons production was moved underground at 

Mittelbau-Dora. 

The underground facilities were developed with slave labour, with prisoners being transferred from 

many of the infamous concentration camps such as Auschwitz and in particular Buchenwald of which 

Mittelbau-Dora was a 

(distant) satellite. 

Unbelievably the life 

expectancy of 

prisoners in the 

tunnels was just three 

weeks. In the pictures you can see some of the V1 (mostly) and V2 (very few because they were of 

interest to the Americans in the first instance and the Soviets after the Americans had taken what 

they wanted!) artefacts. 

The ride down to the camp was predominantly on faster roads due to the distance, but we still 

managed to enjoy some wonderful scenery and sweeping bends—including scraping my pegs and 

end-can at one point, oops—and we arrived bursting as usual to visit the bushes. In fact the facilities 

were well looked after by the German authorities—in fact they maintain all of these types of 

historical sites to ensure that they remain as reminders to the world, access to them is free for 

everyone, and they are incorporated into their education system. 

The recently built museum on the site is well laid out and provides historical accounts of the site, and 

they run tours of a small part of the tunnels where access has been maintained—post war the 

Soviets attempted to destroy the tunnels but did not wholly succeed. The tours are conducted in 

German, but we tagged along because the guide promised to try to give us a brief re-cap in English at 

the end of the tour, and this he did taking as much time as we wanted to try and answer our 

questions and making the whole experience complete for us. 

Riding back we were caught up in motorway road-works that were horrible in the heat of the 

afternoon, but the promise of beer and food kept us going and our spirits up, though I must admit to 

be very tired by then and not much company. 



Whilst some of us visited 
Mittlebau-Dora, others took 
the pre-planned route to the 
ice cream parlour. Not to miss 
out on any of the treats that 
were on the list we made one 
last ride out on Saturday. 
Along with Kevin & Julie, 
Martin & I set off for Quedlinburg, home of the best cheesecake shop. They make 143 
different ones though we could only manage to sample two. They were delicious and 
very filling! 

Quedlinburg is a beautiful Medieval town straight out of a fairy tail  with Rapunzel-style 
turrets, secret courtyards and half-timbered houses leaning at crazy angles. It truly has 
slipped through a crack in time. Its twelve hundred houses span six centuries, Whilst 
very beautiful, it has a dark history. The area is well known in local folk lore as being the 
home of many witches, some that come out and eat the children. (Lyn – you would love 
that!). 

In 1589, the ecclesiastical authorities of Quedlinberg’s St. Servatius Abbey 
sentenced 133 so-called witches to death. Herbalism, folk healing and 
anything that smacked of Heathen dabbling were crimes punishable by 
execution, usually burning. Between the fifteenth & seventeenth centuries, 
when witchcraft persecutions were at their height, European “practitioners of 
magic” paid the ultimate penalty. 

Drought, crop failure and sickness in animals were invariably seen as 
evidence of spellcraft. Doctors diagnosed witchcraft as the cause of convulsions & fits. The church hierarchy 
also regarded such ailments as the work of the devil’s henchwomen. 

Thankfully nowadays witches are celebrated in the May Eve festival with processions 
lead by children in fancy dress. With large bonfires being lit to call out the women of the 
mountains. 

We saw a pretty town with a small market on cobbled square, a Rathaus covered in 
foliage & flowers. A walk up narrow cobbled streets led to a small square beneath a 
castle, filled with tables and chairs and more cheesecake than even Barry could have 
eaten! 

Having wandered through the picture postcard town we found our trusty Harleys and 
set off on more fabulous roads and scenery to find another true love… Ice Cream. Our 
fellow travellers had already been there and said how good it was. So with 25 flavours 10 
sorbets and 40 toppings on offer it was difficult to choose. At 2 scoops each we made inroads. In hind-sight 

we should have gone for bowls with 4 scoops each but hey! we tried. 
Kevin got food envy with the liquorice flavour so had another cone & 
Julie kept him company with an extra lemon gateaux. We would have 
joined them for seconds but we were still digesting all that cheesecake. 
Perhaps we need a run to Daisy Maid at Skellinthorpe to make up for it. 

You would think that all we did was eat & drink our way through 
Germany. Well, pretty much and the bikes were just a means of getting 
to the next meal or snack. I for one was amazed I didn’t gain any extra 
weight over the holiday. 

Did anyone mention the cakes at Hannover Harley? 



Without a doubt, one of highlights of the Goslar tour was the welcome and kindness 

shown to us by the Welfen and Hannover Chapters, and we would like to thank 

everybody that we met at the two dealerships and especially Michael, Uli, Marcel 

and Roger who guided us from Goslar to Braunschweig and Hannover, and back to 

Goslar again taking time out of their already full lives to entertain and look after us. 

You helped to make our trip to Germany memorable … 



Do you fancy riding through 9 countries in 14 days? 

“Budapest or Bust” could be the very trip you have been waiting for! 

• 14 days riding through Europe to Hungary and it’s capitol Budapest, via the Netherlands, Germany, 

Czechia and Slovakia, and returning via Austria, Germany, France and the Netherlands with brief 

dashes into Liechtenstein and Luxembourg. 

• Explore Prague with a one day stop-over. 

• Explore Budapest with a two day stop-over. 

• Ride through the Tatras Mountains of Slovakia, the Tyrol of Austria, the Black Forest of Germany. 

• See the beautiful Lake Ballaton and the Bodensee (Lake Konstanz). 

We have started planning this trip for you, so speak to Steve and Bonny Wallis or Martin and Wendy 

Honey to get signed up! 



Paddy died in a fire and was burnt 

pretty badly. So the morgue needed 

someone to identify the body. His two 

best friends, Seamus and Sean who 

usually were to be seen wherever 

Paddy went, were sent for. Seamus 

went in and the mortician pulled back 

the sheet. 

Seamus said "Yup, he's burnt pretty 

bad. Roll him over". 

So the mortician rolled him over. 

Seamus looked and said "Nope, it ain't 

Paddy." 

The mortician thought that was rather strange and then he brought Sean in to identify the 

body. 

Sean took a look at him and said, "Yup, he's burnt real bad, roll him over." 

The mortician rolled him over and Sean looked down and said, "No, it ain't Paddy." 

The mortician asked, "How can you tell?" 

Sean said, "Well, Paddy had two arseholes." 

"What? He had two arseholes?" asked the mortician. 

"Yup, everyone knew he had two arseholes. Every time we went into town, folks would 

say, 'Here comes Paddy with them two arseholes....'" 


