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In 2016 the Chapter was invited down to join the 

Hogsback Chapter in their Birthday celebrations and 

“Hogs on the Farm”,  which we thoroughly enjoyed 

and this sparked the idea of having our own event. 

As is the way with these things we may never have 

moved from talk to action, however the Director lit 

the spark by negotiating the venue and presenting 

us with a done deal with regards site and date—

now get it done! 

And who better to organise such an undertaking than …. well, complete novices to put it bluntly? 

But what we lacked in knowledge we certainly made up for in enthusiasm and who doesn’t love a 

challenge. 

Arties Mill provided a great location for our first foray into a mini-rally—on site accommodation, 

space for camping, catering, hard standing for bikes, caravans and motor-homes. 

So if the Director has got the venue and date sorted, what else was there to do? Well …. music/

bands, food, site layout, ride-outs, competitions, t-shirt designs and production, patches, 

merchandising, publicity, invitations, the dreaded paperwork … oh yes, and toilet facilities! Not 

much … thanks Paul! 

Robin Hood Harley-Davidson stood four-square behind us, as they 

have in everything  since they took over our sponsorship, and Ian 

Jennings should be recognised for this support. They even brought 

gazebos and merchandising to the event and kept the flag flying 

throughout the weekend with some cracking offers—if you didn’t 

take advantage of them you really missed out—and Ian also donated 

prizes for the Go-Bag Competition, Best Bike and Best Fancy Dress. 

Additionally we got some great advice from H.O.G.® which we took full advantage of—why 

wouldn’t you, so thank you for that. 



With some trepidation and not a few anxious moments the 23rd of June arrived and Lyn, Wendy,  

Marie, Bill and Marion started to get the site organised ready for the afternoon kick-off. Oh what 

fun they had! There was help from many other people too, Steve and Bonny, Mike Richardson, 

Steve Berry, Russ …. I’m sure there were others and if I have omitted you 

please don’t be offended. I’m old and forgetful. 

With everything ready all we needed was people to 

arrive and as the afternoon waned faces started to 

appear. Paul had headed off to Newark to meet up with 

the Hogsback Chapter to lead them in and make them 

feel welcome, and by the time they had reached Arties 

Mill there was a decent reception committee to make 

sure they could find everything they needed, register 

and sign-up for the ride-outs to be held on the Saturday. 

We even had a visit from the local custom car group, with a couple of fancy looking four-

wheelers. 

The evening entertainment was provided by Russ and 

his band—”Broken Spring”—and they really did us 

proud, and definitely nothing broken there! Arties Mill 

laid on a curry buffet to soak up the beer and wine, 

and with purchase of a wrist band you could eat as 

much as you wanted—I was so excited I could only 

manage one helping! 

We partied into the night, but eventually everyone 

turned in to be ready for the Saturday Ride-Outs, 

especially those planning to go to Goathland and Whitby as it was clutches out at 09:30. 

Saturday morning dawned fair, and after a hearty 

breakfast the riders departed on the two planned 

ride-outs, leaving a small group at the Mill to keep an 

eye on tents and merchandising. 

The Rides returned during the afternoon, full of 

chatter about their respective days, and then after 

some internal lubrication it was time for Fancy Dress, 

Hog Roast and the second nights entertainment in 

the form of a Glam Rock tribute band, “Fabulous 



Glam” who rocked us into the night and were brilliant. And there 

wasn’t anything left of the hog roast either—bar the tail and squeak. 

During the interval the Director presented the 

prizes for Best Bike, Best Go-Bag and Best Fancy 

Dress. Russ won the best bike, I was robbed of the 

Best Fancy Dress and Wendy won the Best Go-

Bag—congratulations to the winners, it was all down to a democratic and 

anonymous voting system, just like the general election …. 

just a little more exciting. 

All in all, another great evening, and 

everyone seemed to enjoy themselves—there was even dancing, 

admittedly mostly from the ladies but it’s hard to dance when you 

are propping up the walls…. 

And then it was Sunday morning, people 

were leaving and we had to return the site 

to it’s former glory. We got the litter 

pickers out, but you know what, there 

was hardly anything to bag and bin so 

thanks everyone for making our life just 

that bit easier. 

And as the site emptied the conversation 

came round inevitably to “was it ok?”, 

“will we do it again?”. Oh yes, it was 

great, and yes, yes YES …  

… roll on 

2018 

 



For the early birds, a Ride-Out was 

planned to Goathland and Whitby, 

to take in the sights and scenery of 

“Heartbeat” and the glorious east 

coast fishing port that was the 

inspiration for Dracula. 

A bright day with just a small chance of showers welcomed 

us onto the road after an entertaining briefing from the Lead Road Captain, Paul Redhead and 16 bikes 

thundered north via the Humber Bridge. 

The first stop was at the Seaways Café, in Fridaythorpe for T&P, and then north 

through Pickering and Malton to Goathland where “Heartbeat” was filmed, 

parking up in front of Cripps’ Garage where we were made most welcome—

indeed Kevin was presented with a gift by the owner as the rider of the oldest 

bike in the pack. The more fleet footed walked down the hill to Goathland Station 

to see the steam engines that run 

a regular service for the tourists—

the thought of the walk back up 

the hill put me off! 

From Goathland we made a circuit 

via a steep sided valley to sample the rural roads—and kamikaze sheep—back through Goathland again 

(which must have confused the tourists), and then up 

over the tops and down into Whitby where we took in 

a photo opportunity looking out over the harbour to 

the ruined Abbey on the south side. 

Back on the road, and with rumbling tummies as well 

as engines the road took us south to Scarborough where we grabbed the opportunity to eat fish and 

chips, and ice cream. Well, you have to, don’t you! I was amazed at the power exerted by Paul, 

arranging for the Red Arrows to display above our heads—just for us of course. Well, that’s what he said 

anyway… 

From Scarborough we skirted Bridlington and travelled back over the Humber Bridge via Beverly in time 

to take in the evenings entertainment. Thanks Paul for a truly memorable ride. 



Setting off in the late slot of our 
Yellow Belly Melee ride through 
the beautiful Lincolnshire Wolds, 
quiet is not really a term to be 
used for 11 Harley Davidson 
Motorcycles.  

Departing from Arties Mill at 
10.30 we enjoyed the lovely 
Wolds on our way to The East 
Kirkby Aviation Center, and as 
usual a warm welcome awaited 
us—and refreshments 
afterwards of course! 

In the cafe the Panton family 
kindly opened up the hanger 
doors to reveal "Just Jane", our 

wonderful Avro Lancaster permanently based here. 

Even better we were allowed to ride our motorcycles in and position them right up front of the 
magnificent aeroplane for photographs, with Marie acting as unofficial mascot in pole position. 

Following  further refreshments including treacle sponge pudding and custard for some, we mounted up 
and headed back to  our rally site at Arties Mill near Brigg. 

After parking up for a quick change and a drink or " two "  we waited to welcome the Yorkshire ride back 
to the fold. 

Much partying ensued during the evening with some impressive outfits (or 
less so), with Wendy taking the honours for a great effort. 

All in all an excellent first rally for 
Lindum Colonia , if you weren't there 
you missed a great weekend. 

 



Now that the EPR was officially over, we had decided that we would need 

some r&r before getting into the serious business of making our way back 

home.  So the plan was to ride south down the coast to Rimini – a resort 

much loved by 60’s starlets and well to do British folks, hang out there for 

three days making good use of the beach and sea, then ride up to Verona, 

put ourselves and the bikes on the pre-booked overnight sleeper to 

Düsseldorf, then ride across Germany to a small Belgian town near the 

French border, then head out early to catch our train back through the 

Channel Tunnel. 

Now, of course, there was no luggage van, and we were back to the 

business of packing our bags and getting them on the bikes – with all the 

attendant extra weight. We’d been given so much extra stuff by the posse 

team, so we had to ditch our waterwings, floating drinks holder, rubber 

ducks, horned helmets even a really nice hoody which was ordered when I was over 18 stone and was now far too big. Luckily 

for me, one of the Aussies had gone the same way, but he donated his much smaller one to me. Result! 

We decided not to take the motorway, choosing instead a route which promised decent 

scenery. We were wrong. It was just like the A46 before it was dualled, together with lots of 

trucks and road works. Now off the tourist routes, and using our very best restaurant Italian 

we survived a coffee stop and secured a decent lunch, conversing in sign language and 

pictures drawn on a napkin with our waiter who also turned out to be a biker and who had 

ridden to Moscow and back a little time earlier. Riding into a strange city was now much 

harder - no one to follow!  

We found our hotel – the glorious Erbavoglio in a quiet cul de sac off the main drag 

to the beach, and as we pulled up, were greeted like long lost friends. Best of all, the 

underground car park had a vehicle lift, and we gratefully consigned our trusty 

steeds to the underworld for our 4 night stay. The hotel was fabulous. Very chic and 

modern- Google it! Best of all was the rooftop pool/Jacuzzi and sun terrace – tiny 

but splendid... and you could see the sea and the beach! 

We wandered down there to discover that, as 

in other Italian resorts, the beach was divided up into wide strips down to the sea, each 

one privately owned and you had to book your space, so we did. We used it only once. It 

was so cheek by jowl with the ones adjacent that you couldn’t really move your brolly to 

benefit from the shade, and it was far too hot for two pale characters to sit out in the sun 

all day... in the end we used the hotel pool more often. 

And Rimini? Let’s just say that it had seen better days. Talking to a waitress in the English pub, we discovered that the place 

had gone downhill, there were no longer direct flights to the UK and that Russians had now taken our place. We did manage 

to find an excellent place for a celebratory meal – expensive and exotic, but mostly we ate at street restaurants recommended 

by Trip Advisor. 

Well rested, we eventually set of for the rail terminal in Verona a location we had checked 

out on Google Maps and Street View via our trusty Tyre app. We were glad we did. It 

allowed us to see the area in advance and get a really accurate fix on where we were to go. 

Having presented our documents, we removed our overnight luggage and loaded our bikes, 

via a ramp, onto the car/bike wagons – cars on top, bikes underneath. We’d done this 

before and knew what to expect – lie flat on the tank, keep your head down (helmet on!) 

and steer down the narrow steel track. Job done, we headed to the platform and eventually, 

were allowed onto the train to find our cabin, changed clothes and settled down to wait for 

our time to go to the dining car. 



The train trundled round to collect the vehicle cars, and away we went, speeding through the Italian countryside. At the 

appropriate time we arrived in the dining car to find it unexpectedly posh, as was the meal – much different from when we 

caught a similar train three years earlier... Without much warning, the train 

came to a grinding halt. Unbeknown to us, as we had passed through a small 

station at speed someone had thrown themselves into the train, and their 

body parts were spread over a wide area. Lots of police and sundry others 

traipsed up and down past the train, and, having eaten,  we returned to our 

cabin to see that all the blinds on one side of the train had been drawn to 

shield us from the gruesome scene. Eventually, four hours’ delay and we were 

off again. Our carriage steward came to release our built in bunks and we 

settled down to sleep... waking early to see Germany whizzing by. A quick 

wash down in our built in sink, breakfast delivered by the steward after 

stowing the bunks and we were ready for the day, arriving 2 hours late. 

Gathering our luggage, we went out to the bikes to discover that Barbara’s bike wouldn’t start. We’d adopted our usual 

strategy to prevent the bike alarms going off, but it hadn’t worked. The battery was flat. We got the bike off the train, 

attempted to push start the bike, even enlisting the help of some biking Brits, but 

to no avail. Thanks goodness we have Harley Insurance and continental 

assistance and recovery... Not so simple, however. The insurance company had 

changed its recovery agency, and we didn’t have the correct new UK number – 

note to self: before we do this again, check that the number we have is the 

number to use. So we got one UK service, and then another! We explained our 

predicament that we needed urgent help as we were adrift from our time 

schedule and had to ride across Germany and most of Belgium that day. Help was 

promised. Meanwhile, guess whose phone battery was dying? Some time later, I 

received a call from someone speaking very rapid German. Using my, admittedly 

rudimentary, language skills – interspersed with many “nicht verstehen”s and “DB Autozug Terminal”s my phone gave up. We 

sat and waited. Eventually, after everyone else had gone, 

a huge recovery  lowloader arrived with a cheery German, 

and together we applied the booster battery terminals. 

The bike started. Now we needed juice, so we followed 

him to the nearest petrol station – which wasn’t very 

near, then he followed us for a while to ensure that the 

bike would keep going. Eventually waving him goodbye, 

we attempted to leave Dusseldorf. We’d done this with 

no problems 3 years earlier, but now we went round and 

round underground carriageways and speedy 

intersections trying to follow the sat-nav and stay out of 

trouble at the same time. After about 6 attempts we got it 

right... and took the quick way across Germany and into 

Belgium arriving at our B&B in De Panne, near the coast, 

with enough time to get clean, change, and go in search 

of food, which turned out to be humungous steak and 

great Belgian beers. 

Thankfully, the following day went according to plan, 

reaching and using Le Tunnel is straightforward and 

easy, and before we knew it we were pounding along on 

British soil. Home beckoned, and as we rolled up the 

drive the bikes’ tripmeters registered 3801 miles exactly. 

What an adventure! 



On the 14th May 2017 Merv planned another great ride around the Lincolnshire and Leicestershire 

countryside.  

A great turnout of bikes and riders and the weather looking good. 

Meeting up at the Friendly Farmer, we got our briefing and an overview of what we were to 

expect. Saddling up we headed southbound down the A1. 

Leaving the A1 we headed around some lovely country motor cycling roads, with great views, 

through villages with old style houses with thatched roofs, open countryside. 

After an hour, our first T&P stop was at the 

Horse & Jockey, with tea, coffee and biscuits 

available.   

A pleasant stop and time for Barry to check 

his phone out. 

Back to the bike park and ready to saddle up 

again, with a little manoeuvring to get the 

bikes back onto solid ground … don’t forget 

your handbag Barry! 

Then back onto the open roads for more great scenery and country 

roads another hour of riding stopping for our next T&P stop. 

Basking in the summer sunshine in the gardens of a local hostelry. 

Time for a more substantial break with a 

great menu for food and drinks. 

Barry had a scone with jam and cream. 

What do you think his expression is saying? 

Mine is “don’t even think about it”! 

Within a couple of minutes’ walk, great 

views of the Mill. 

 

Suitably fed and watered we all 

headed back around the 

country roads for more great riding roads, and making our way back to the 

North bound A1.  

Some stopping off at the American Diner, others blasted on by making their 

ways back home. 

Thank you Merv and Ginny and road crew for a great ride out, sadly Merv and 

Ginny are moving away from us so this is probably their last ride out with 

Lindum. 

All the best in your new home and Ride Safe and thank you again for a lovely day.  



Chapter Planned Events Calendar 

Please Note that published events are subject to change at short notice. For latest information please see 

the Website and Facebook pages shown on the front page of the magazine 

The 

Bridleway & Gauntleys 

Laneham Road 

Dunham-On-Trent 

Nottinghamshire 

NG22 0UW 

Tel: 01777 228294/228040 

Open Monday to Friday 8:30—5:30; Saturday 9:00—5:30 

Www.thebridleway.co.uk 

Month Date Day Event Comment 

July 1
st

 Saturday   Robin Hood H-D Birthday Bash 

  4
th

 Tuesday Evening Ride-Out Evening ride-out: Long Bennington Chip Shop Run 

  9
th

 Sunday Ride-Out Ride-out: Big Hills and Big Bends 

  13
th

 Thursday Chapter Meeting 19:30 Woodcocks 

  16
th

 Sunday Ride-Out Ride-out: The North York Moors 

  18
th

 Tuesday Evening Ride-Out Evening ride-out: Spilsby 

  23
rd

 Sunday Ride-Out Ride-out: Tour of the Fens 

August 6
th

 Sunday Ride-Out Ride-out: Pitsford Reservoir Country Park, Northants 

  8
th

 Tuesday Evening Ride-Out Evening ride-out: Ruskington 

  10
th

 Thursday Chapter Meeting 19:30 Woodcocks 

  13
th

 Sunday Ride-Out Ride-out: Birthday Ride-out to Robin Hood H-D for BBQ 

  18
th

 Friday Sherwood Rally   

  19
th

 Saturday Sherwood Rally   

  20
th

 Sunday Sherwood Rally   

  27
th

 Sunday Ride-Out Ride-out: The Super Sausage Café, near Towcester 

September 5
th

 Tuesday Evening Ride-Out Evening ride-out: The Castle Barge, Newark 

  8
th

 Friday Lake District W/E Ride up to Windermere 

  9
th

 Saturday Lake District W/E Riding in Lake District 

  10
th

 Sunday Lake District W/E Riding in Lake District 

  11
th

 Monday Lake District W/E Return from Lake District 

  14
th

 Thursday Chapter Meeting 19:30 Woodcocks 

  24
th

 Sunday Ride-Out Ride-out: Ladies of Harley Ride (gentlemen welcome) 



The last time I sat in the ‘Famous Tan Hill Inn’ was back in August 2008. That was a ride-out with the other mob 
from Nottingham then. I had forgotten most of the roads but vaguely remembered that the ride was a good un and 
I knew I just had to do it again. 

So mind made up, I jumped on the back of the Street Glide and headed off for the gathering point at the 
Ferrybridge Services on the M62/A1 junction. 

It was a glorious sunny morning with just faint lines of white vapour trails betraying the presence of holiday-makers 
heading off on their vacations (or returning home); either way, the deep blue vastness cut a clear line between the 
heavens and the earth. The air smelt of horse manure – oh the pleasures of living out in the wilds of Lincolnshire – 
and the warmth of the sun on my back promised a good day’s weather to accompany my early start to a full day of 
riding. 

Can you believe this drivel? Perhaps I should have been an author all these years..! 

After 80 minutes of potato, potato, potato, I pulled up at the 
Ferrybridge Services. A good 30 minutes early I thought I’d be 
the first to arrive… but not the case. The monster figure of Paul 
Redhead lurked over a hedge and waved to me so I’d not miss 
where the gathering point was. 

One of the closed-off petrol booths was an impromptu bike 
park and Paul, Martin & Wendy, Charlie & Bernice, and Pete 
were already waiting, sipping coffee and some noshing on 
fodder that was available from the petrol station’s Gregg’s 
Bakery – an excuse for breakfast perhaps. 

The usual greetings and salutations out of the way and we soon started to take the mickey out of the those who’d 
not come along to enjoy the feast of a ride before us. I had to admit, I was a bit surprised to find a lack of support 
for the ride (based on the size of recent turn-outs); anyway, it’s their loss. 

Six bikes, as it turned out, all tourers, eventually mustered after Barry & Debs joined the gang.  

After a brief briefing from Paul, we were headed north on the A1 leaving the blue skies behind in favour of some 
threatening grey skies. On a new stretch of A1, somewhere between Boroughbridge and Leeming Bar, we took on 
our one and only short shower of the day. By the time we reached the junction for the A66, if anyone had suffered 
any dampness, then that had dried off nicely. 

It was a little breezy though, and our ride west along the A66 became a little drafty as we climbed to around 1200ft 
before reaching the turning for South Stainmore and the Tan Hill Inn. 

Once we were off the main drag, the views opened up for us. Although still a little 
cloudy and grey, visibility was very good and one could see for miles to the west of the 
Pennines and the Yorkshire Dales National Park.  

I immediately felt at home seeing the rough terrain, signs of heather here and there, 
and the shaggy sheep – yes, shaggy—as in 
the state of some of their wooly skins! 
Some people, honestly…. 

Up the hills and across several cattle grids, 
we soon could see the Tan Hill Inn in the 
distance. We parked the scooters and 
headed inside for a drink, some nosh and a 
game of ‘how far up the wall you can pee’. 

Paul strummed a tune or two on an old 
guitar (don’t give up the day job) that was 



more for ornamentation than playing as we waited, and waited, and waited for our food to arrive. Was it a ploy by 
the Tan Inn management to encourage you to buy more drinks? or just a lack of preparation – ie, not enough staff 
to deal with the lunchtime rush. Anyway, the food tasted good once it arrived and after some time chatting and 
enjoying the views across the moors of the North Pennines in the distance, we saddled up the palominos and Paul 
once again led the way. 

The road now headed south towards Wensleydale and Hawes where we 
eventually stopped for engine juice. The grey skies improved drastically and 
views were tremendous as we rode through winding hilly countryside, 
sheep (oh yes) to the left and right, and of course, cyclists who thought they 
were twice as wide as a double-decker bus. 

Concentration was a 
must as you had to 

focus on some of the tight hairpin bends on gradients that 
were steeper than most houses’ roof pitches (only some of the 
hairpin bends on the Stelvio Pass (Italian Alps) were tighter). 

As we descended into the greener Dales, the breeze became 
more of a whisper and eventually stopped as we were 
sheltered by the green hills and lush farmland.  

The rivers Swale and Ure meandered through the limestone 
and carved out some fantastic stepping stones in the river. We got a lot of waves from people enjoying the 
countryside as we thundered pass; even the sheep looked interested at times. 

We eventually stopped in Hawes and filled up with engine juice before heading back up the slopes again, past the  
Wensleydale Creamery and through Deepdale before hitting Kettlewell. 

The scenery, once again, was breathtaking, all helped by the sunshine, greenery, and twisting, winding roads that 
were barely passible for one car, let alone a truck or bus. Unfortunately, it wasn’t the motorized vehicles we had to 
worry about; it was those extra wide vehicles – you got it, the ‘Sunday Pedallers, Bradley Wiggins look-alikes, I got 
a £1000 carbon fibre frame’ cyclists. 

Time for a cuppa, so Paul pulled over and 
parked up opposite the Cottage Tea Room 
in Kettlewell. Without naming names, 
some ate cake..! Some abstained..! 

Back on the scooters, we continued our 
ride south through Grassington, taking in 
the scenery with one eye and keeping the 
other eye open for traffic, soaking up the 
scenery and extra wide peddlers before 

we picked up the main road for Skipton and Harrogate. 

We were back on the roads where the views had dramatically changed from panoramic scenes of lush greenery, to 
tunneled views of terraced houses and tarmac and traffic. 

Grey skies had replaced the sun’s glow and we soon found ourselves back on the A1 heading south. 

As I approached the M62/A1 junction, I waved farewell to half of the ride-out as three of us continued south whilst 
the others headed east. 

A lovely ride-out – thanks Paul – and all I can say is that those of you who didn’t do it, have missed out big time. 
What views, roads, and where it counted, really good sunny weather. 

I wonder if it will be another 11 years before I go back to Tan Hill again? 





A Ride Out 
Black leather jacket, crash helmet and boots 

Tight leather trousers, reinforced suits 

V-twin engine, blue, silver chrome machine 

Soft leather seats for a ride like a dream 

Tim mounts his bike like a knight on a steed 

But petrol, not hay would be its only feed 

No cutting the lawn or a Sunday Roast 

Instead we’ll take off and head for the coast 

Two or three hours it would take at the most 

 

I climbed on the back, ready to ride 

Holding on tight with my legs wide astride 

Tim starts the engine, we leave our abode 

Twists and bends as we went up the rough road 

Strange bumps and vibrations from a cattle grid 

Mud and leaves on the road could make us skid 

Cruise on our Harley-Davidson Fat Boy 

Big, shiny blue bike, Tim’s favourite toy  

Riding a bike is exciting and fun 

Especially when you are in the sun 

Chugging along with a pop, bang and growl 

Dogs hear us coming and they bark and howl 

 

Past fields, surprised sheep, horses, birds and people 

Ride by the old stone church with the steeple 

Man walking by, stares, admires as we race 

His joy reflects brighter in his son’s face 

Onlookers wave as if we are royal  

Passing bikers nodding, kindred spirits loyal 

Jump queues at traffic jams, stop when it’s red  

Posing with attitude, style and street cred 

Revving the engine and waiting for green 

Looking around and admiring the scene 

Lifting the clutch and then spinning the wheel 

Or suddenly stop to make the brakes squeal 

A throbbing pulse, with muscle and power 

We kept going on for another hour 

Enjoying the freedom, we were so cool 

‘Born to be wild!’ and we’ll break every rule 

Carrying on past the farm, with ducks in their pool 

We reach the blue sea and feel like a snack 

Find something to eat before we go back 

The waitress doesn’t seem to like our sort 

She’s seen a film or newspaper report 

But we remove helmets, showing hair grey 

And all her silly fears soon go away 

Instead of The Wild One or doing a ton 

We both sat down for a tea and a bun 

We’re not so young and not so naughty 

Most of the bikers are well over forty 

But we have stamina and endurance 

The young ones can’t afford the insurance 

Let alone the HP or the finance 

 

Off we go again as it’s time to ride home 

Forget all the stress, the bills and the phone 

Go slow and relax or go for a race 

Hear the birds sing, feel the wind in your face 

Passing the trees, clouds, shops and the station 

The journey counts, not the destination 

That night in bed, tired but satisfied 

Still roaring down roads, some narrow, some wide 

We dreamed of our ride through countryside 

 

 

 

By Linda Auld, with help from Tim Cross  
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The morning dawned bright and fresh for the 

Lincoln Bike Festival, and we set of for Lincoln 

with a van full of merchandise and the 

Lincolnshire Emergency Blood Bikes Service 

(LEBBS) mini-moto ready to set up our pitch and 

gently persuade the wonderfully generous biking community to part with a little of their 

hard earned cash. 

We had to be on-site and set up by 09:30 as all vehicle access 

after that time, apart from bikes, would be prevented and by the 

time we had unloaded the van Ian Jennings, Rosie and Annalise 

from Robin Hood Harley Davidson had turned up too with the 

Gazebo, tables, banners, merchandise and two demo-bikes to 

support our efforts. 

We had a fantastic turn-out of 

Chapter members who all played 

their part in making the event such 

a brilliant success, and for 6 hours we coaxed and cajoled the 

public to dig deep, talked ourselves hoarse both to each other 

and anyone passing by who would listen, drank coffee and 

sampled the delights of the handily placed Ice Cream stall 

next door to us. How did the organisers know that the 

Chapter marches on it’s stomach?! 

During the course of the afternoon, despite the glorious sky, 

the wind played games with us, knocking over the displays 

and mischievously causing the gazebo to launch into the air—

only being prevented from flying low over the Brayford by strategically placed bodies 

holding on tightly to its legs. Oh how we 

laughed….. 

Eventually the stream of people passing dried up 

to a trickle, and we packed our gear away. From 

the tin-shaking and merchandise sales we raised 

£999.12 for LEBBS. 

A massive thank you to everyone for their 

support. 



The ride to Ely promised to be one of those “must do” rides of the 

year, and having never really looked around Ely before—my only 

previous visit was to get some bike gear altered to something 

approaching wearable for me—I was really looking forward to 

this. Oh but what to wear, as after what can only be described as 

a hit and miss summer so far suddenly we were in the midst of 

1976 type heat. Thank goodness for vented jackets. 

Even so, right from the off it was hot—once the bikes were 

moving it was bearable with enough air movement to keep from 

frying, but please, don’t stop! 

Steve Wallis lead us at a good pace on roads selected to make the most of the trip, down through 

Market Deeping and skirting Peterborough to get to Ely. The value of a recce ride was ably 

demonstrated by his fore-knowledge of a road closure and detour that could have 

caused a bit of chaos. 

He had also negotiated an agreement to let us park for free on the grass in front of 

Oliver Cromwell’s house which is now a Tourist information centre 

and museum to him—Oliver Cromwell, not Steve! This meant that 

we were right in the heart of Ely, 300 yards from cathedral and all 

the lovely old buildings associated with it such as the Bishops 

Palace—now a 6th form college. The cathedral tower is quite short 

for a building of this size and splendour, governed by the fact that 

Ely was build on an island in the marshes and that was as high as 

the land would allow without it sinking into oblivion. However the building is 

wonderful—I’m not sure what I expected but this certainly surpassed it.  

After three baking and glorious hours, suitably fed, watered and of course ice-

creamed, we set off once again heading up pretty 

much a reciprocal route. At the detour the roads were so hot the 

tarmac was starting to melt, but fortunately didn't cause us any 

trouble. Just more bike cleaning required. 

We dropped in at the Iron Horse Ranch House in Market Deeping for 

a refreshing drink, and then back again to Holdingham.  

Thank you Steve for a lovely day out! 



Lindum Colonia UK 

Chapter 

Monthly Meetings 

Woodcocks 

Burton Lane End 

Saxilby Road 

Lincoln 

LN1 2BE 

Meetings are held 

every second Thurs-

day of each month 

from 7:30pm onwards 

Come along and meet 

other members—the 

evenings are friendly 

and relaxed. Food is 

available to order at 

the bar. 

New and prospective 

members are welcome 

to come along and 

join in. 

Raffle tickets are sold 

each week for a varie-

ty of prizes—all funds 

raised are donated to 

the Chapter’s chosen 

Charity. 

If you have any prizes 

suitable for inclusion 

in future raffles, 

please bring them 

along with you. 

God and the Harley Rider 

A man on his new Harley-Davidson 
motorcycle was riding along a California 
beach when suddenly the sky clouded 
above his head and, in a booming voice, 
God said: 

“Because you have tried to be faithful to 
me in all ways, I will grant you one 
wish.” 

The biker pulled over and said “Build a 
bridge to Hawaii so I can ride over anytime I want.” 

God replied “Your request is materialistic, think of the enormous 
challenges for that kind of undertaking, the supports required reaching 
the bottom of the Pacific and the concrete and steel it would take! I can 
do it, but it is hard for me to justify your desire for worldly things. Take a 
little more time and think of something that could possibly help mankind.” 

The biker thought about it for a long time. Finally, he said “God, I wish 
that I, and all men, could understand women. I want to know how she 
feels inside, what she's thinking when she gives me the silent treatment, 
why she cries, what she means when she says nothing's wrong, why she 
snaps and complains when I try to help, and how I can make a woman 
truly happy.” 

God replied: "You want two lanes or four lanes on that bridge?" 

Following on from our ‘exciting’ start to June, this from the kings of 

laconic humour—our Antipodean friends: 



With strains of the Dam Busters March 

running through my head, and a set of 

metaphorical flying goggles of course in the 

tradition of every school playground, 8 

bikes set off from Woodcocks for the short 

ride to East Kirkby and the Lincolnshire 

Aviation Heritage Centre to see the 

Lancaster Bomber, “Just Jane”, run up her 

engines and taxy up and down the runway. 

Unlike most of our rides, this destination was to a Lincolnshire Bike Night so there 

would be plenty of other bikes on the way and at East Kirkby, and we were not 

disappointed either with around 1400 bikes attending the event. Good thing too 

because this represents the largest single money spinner for the centre and at £5 a 

bike that’s ….. quite a lot! 

The ride was uneventful—thank goodness—and we safely arrived at the centre, 

neither the first nor the last group to get there and parked on slightly soft grass. They 

were well organised though, with a small army of helpers running round with 

squares of plywood for every bike to act as pucks. The centre was immaculate, there 

weather clear and hot, and everyone seemed 

on their best behaviour.  

All in all a really good evening, which included 

a fly-over by a Hurricane and a Spitfire to boot, 

with the only disappointment being the cost 

and quality of the refreshments and the long 

queues at each stall—but this didn't matter 

because that is not what the event was about. 



THE LAWS OF NATURE 

In the interests of assisting you to prepare your bike, or indeed any other equipment, ready for use 
we have scoured all sources to gather together the underpinning Laws that rule your life: 

1) MURPHEY’S LAW: Anything that can go 
wrong will go wrong 

2) PATRICK’S THEORUM: If the finished job 
works, you probably used the wrong 
parts 

3) SKINNER’S CONSTANT: The quantity 
which multiplied by, divided by, added to 
or subtracted from the answer you 
get.........gives the answer you should 
have got 

4) PAUL’S OVERLOAD PROTECTION: The 
severity of the fault will be inversely 
proportional to the worry-ability of the technician 

5) COOPER’S CONSTANT: Equipment should be designed to fail only during the hours of 
darkness, or immediately prior to use 

6) HORNER’S FIVE-THUMB POSTULATE: Experience varies directly with equipment destroyed 

7) FLAFFLE’S LAW OF PERVERSITY: Any inanimate object, regardless of it’s composition or 
configuration, may be expected to perform in a totally unexpected manner at any time for 
reasons that are either totally obscure or completely mysterious 

8) ALLAN’S AXIOM: If all else fails..................read the instructions 

9) ENGINEERING PRINCIPLE: If it does not fit, you are not using a big enough hammer 

10) FITTERS’ THEORY: If in doubt, give it a clout........the bigger the doubt, the bigger the clout 

11) THE SPARE PARTS PRINCIPLE: The accessibility - during recovery - of objects that fall from the 
workbench varies directly with the size of the part, and inversely with the importance of the 
part to the job 

12) THE COMPENSATION COROLLARY: A test may be considered a success if no more than 50% of 
the readings must be discarded to fit previous tests 

13) GUMPERSON’S LAW: The probability of any given event occurring is indirectly proportional to 
it’s desirability 

14) PETES SPARES PRINCIPLE: Parts for today’s work will be available by noon tomorrow 

15) THE FUTILITY FACTOR: No job is a total failure...........it may always be held up as a bad 
example 

16) THE ULTIMATE PRINCIPAL: By definition when you are investigating the unknown you will not 
know if you have found it, nor what it is if you do. 


