
I was keen to learn how another Chapter planned their trips—both long 

weekends and European—so took full advantage of Hogsbacks visit to our 

Yellow Belly Melee to corner Robin Seymour and prevent him from 

enjoying himself by asking lots of daft questions! 

Thankfully he took it in good spirit, and when he got home sent through a 

lot of really good information that will be a massive benefit to myself and 

Lindum Colonia as we embark on our invasion of Europe. 

But, the biggest bonus of this was that Wendy and I were invited to join Hogsback on Tour in from the 

31st August to the 4th September when they took in everything good that Germany can offer during the 

Bernkastel Weinfest, and as participation makes learning so much easier we gladly accepted the chance 

to go. 

We travelled down to Kent on the 30th August in bright summer sunshine—who 

am I kidding, it nigh on drowned us with rain….don’t you love summer?—joining 

up with Charlie and Bern on the way and stayed in a Premier Inn that night so we 

could get started early the next day to the Channel Tunnel. Fortunately this also 

gave us the opportunity to meet up with our hosts in the evening so it wouldn’t 

be too daunting in the morning.  

Bleary eyed and bushy haired we descended on the Channel Tunnel ready for the 

07:20 train, and despite my trepidation it all went very smoothly except that I 

didn’t realise that the north-south divide extended to bacon rolls. I mean, £14 for 

two bacon rolls and two coffees is taking the piss, especially when even with the 

roll open the bacon was very hard to find. No wonder everyone down south is a 

millionaire—they need to be! 

I’ve never been through the tunnel before. It certainly is 

convenient and can cut the transit time down but after our experience on the 

return journey it is not something I could grow to love. Still, it’s better than the 

Dover Ferry (not setting the bar that high to be honest). 

As is always the way going into Europe, we had some serious mile munching to do on the other side of 

the Channel, so we all gritted our teeth and got on with it. Not exactly fun but it gets you to where you 

want to be without eating into the holiday. We met up with some more of the group, who had travelled 

earlier, in Lille at the Harley –Davidson Dealership, which 

unfortunately was closed at the time, and eventually 

arrived at the hotel in Bernkastel just in time for beer 

o’clock. Great timing and very welcome to wash away the 

dust of travel. 

Friday the 1st of September promised to be a lovely day, with a ride-out planned to take in the wonderful 



roads and scenery around the Moselle and a visit to the Harley-Davidson Dealership in Konz.  

After crossing the Moselle we climbed up the valley side through some delightful bends and hairpins to a 

viewpoint that gave a fabulous panorama of the valley. Fantastic! 

Then on to Konz, and the dealership which puts ours into 

perspective. It is massive, with a huge array of 

merchandise and a clear indication of just how many 

Harleys there are in the area and how much the population 

like bikes. I mean, any country that welcomes bikers as 

they do is good in my book! 

In the evening after we returned to the hotel and had dinner, we went down town to take in the evening 

entertainment around the centre of town. There were many hundreds of people all intent of having a 

good time, with wine, beer, half-metre Bratwursts ( I imagine there were other foods but I didn’t get past 

these!), live entertainment and as far as I could see about three completely un-required police officers 

and very little litter. A sharp contrast to the way things seem to be in the UK nowadays. 

Saturday saw us riding up the Moselle, through Cochem 

and then Koblenz—taking in the Harley-Davidson 

Dealership there which was much less impressive than 

Konz. Koblenz was, well like any other city anywhere in 

the world, busy, snarled up with traffic and nice to leave. 

But the day out was fabulous and suitable amounts of 



coffee, cake and ice-cream taken sufficient even for my sweet tooth. 

The evening was planned to take in the Weinfest entertainments again 

including the fireworks which from past experience are fantastic, however 

the weather decided to play tricks with heavy rain, thunder and lightning. 

Discretion being the better part of valour most of us decided to stay and 

enjoy the delights of the hotel bar, though the more intrepid in the group did 

go down town and the rain stopped just in time for them to enjoy the show. You pay your money and 

take your chance! We chose a particular form of plastering and enjoyed it immensely! 

Sunday dawned bright and clear after the previous nights 

rain and a “Boys Ride” was planned to sample the wonderful 

roads in the area—not that just the boys went of course. 

Well what a wonderful experience that was—steep hills, 

hairpins, sweeping bends, mist on the hill tops, coffee and 

cake—what more could your heart wish for? 

After the ride came the parade down in the town and we duly 

launched ourselves on the unsuspecting hordes waiting to watch 

the floats and performers from each of the wine producers with 

wine glasses in hand for the freebies on offer as the floats passed, 

supplemented by bottles purchased of course! The parade was 

brilliant, however it was by this time oppressively hot and after an 

hour of watching we drifted off to take in the other parts of the 

festival—live bands, street food and laughter. 

Wearily we went back to the hotel in the evening, for dinner and 

a rather quieter—well….less alcohol fuelled—chatter before 

retiring to bed and dreaming of home, or perhaps staying forever! 

Monday saw us heading quickly and directly back to the Channel Tunnel to catch the evening train to 

Blighty. What seemed a well organised and practiced operation when leaving the UK was reversed in 

every sense on the return. The chaotic and time laden process of getting through the controls and onto 

the train was a nightmare—for those of you used to this I guess it was no surprise but for a first timer like 

me the contrast was stark and hugely unpleasant. However we safely arrived back on British soil and the 

group dispersed to their various destinations. We stayed down there overnight and waking early (around 

3 am) the next morning decided to get ourselves off and home as soon as possible. 

Our thanks must go to the whole group from Hogsback who welcomed us in so warmly, and looked after 

us so well. Especial thanks must go however to Robin for the invitation which gave us this opportunity 

and one we shall remember and cherish for a very long time. 

Thank You! 


