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It’s been a busy summer one way or the other. Lots of rides, good rides. Lyn’s Ladies of Harley
ride to the International Bomber Command Centre in Lincoln was a great example of what the
Chapter can do.
Some of you may have noticed I’ve been poorly too, even had to go into hospital and annoy the
nurses! But the Chapter got on with things just fine without me. I suppose that could be seen as
a good thing or a bad thing but any road my thanks to everyone and especially the committee for
that.
We have plenty to look forward to—Christmas Party, events for the families during the winter
season, Germany trip and a long weekend away next year and the second Yellow Belly Melee.

The October meeting will be the AGM
for the Chapter. Come along and get
involved, ask questions, hear what’s
happening, volunteer to help.
As it says on the Website:
“Do you want to get involved? Do you
want to take on one of the Chapter
Officer positions? Can you help us
move forward? Or are you really happy
with everything?
Come along to the meeting, let your
voice be heard – nothing is perfect, but
with your help we can keep moving
towards it.”

I wrote to the Sherwood Quill and Quiver last year to share my experience of breaking down in
Germany on my way back from the European HOG rally in Slovenia. I was let down by HarleyDavidson insurance and ended up being repatriated by the RAC.

At the Lindum Colonia chapter meeting in July a representative from Harley-Davidson Insurance
Services, Mark Rzedzian was present. I re-told him my story to which he was most apologetic and
surprised. He asked me to pass him the details and said that he would try to get some compensation
for me as it should not have happened.
I write now to let you all know that he was successful and I have received £150 for the distress and
inconvenience caused at the time.
So it is many thanks from me to Mark for his help and to HD Insurance Services for the compensation.
Cheers All, ride safe….
Jeff the Geordie (yes I’m still about lol)

On the 1st of July 2017 Robin Hood HarleyDavidson celebrated their birthday with a party
at the dealership, and we had a ride out to join
them.
After meeting at the Lincolnshire Otter, we
travelled into Gainsborough to attend the
Market Traders and show off the bikes. We
spent a couple of hours here helping to raise
the profile of the Chapter and assisting the
Market Traders by helping to draw in the
crowds.
Following this, we rode off and headed to
Nottingham and the dealership, where already
there were many people and bikes gathered.
Ian had organised a BBQ which was run by the
Sherwood Chapter, and a Hog Roast, together
with live music and plenty of celebratory offers on equipment and parts. It seemed that he
had even organised the weather because despite the rotten summer we have had the day
was glorious.
After everyone had eaten and shopped to their hearts content, and the band had finished

their set, we had the opportunity to celebrate with our chosen Charity handing over
another cheque—this time for £2000—money raised mostly from our fund-raising
activities at the Lincoln Bike Festival. In return LEBBS confirmed that the latest motorcycle
to join their fleet was to be named after the Chapter in recognition of the fund raising
activities conducted on their behalf this year.

A quick jaunt down t’ chippy
The skies looked a bit ominous an hour before we were due to meet at the Woodcocks, but trusty
app on the mobile promised a dry and warm evening. So after a quick chat with Y.I. Man (Jeff Bayne)
Del & I took the short detour to pick up Jeff & Kath and headed for the gathering.
The Lindum Colonia website advertised the Tuesday evening ride-out as a short (55mile) run and it
wasn’t far off the mark. But just to make sure, Jeff & I filled up our steeds with that smelly
hydrocarbon stuff from the Gulf garage that doubles up as a Co-Op Superstore on Carholme Road,
and then, in the knowledge of smugness and assurance that we’d get home without running our
tanks dry, we arrived a few minutes after the advertised 6:30pm meeting for 7pm departure.
Following the obligatory briefing from our illustrious Head Road Captain and signing of acceptance
for responsibilities, etc, we headed west on the A57.
Eleven bikes – or was it ten – I wasn’t counting, formed up along the tarmac and into the sun (which
was hiding behind a thin veil of greyness).
We took a left just before Dunham Bridge and then followed the lovely road that took us towards
Newark and across the A46 and onto the A17 for a few miles.
John (HRC) then picked out a right turn (Clyde) and we were now southbound through some narrow
roads and picturesque villages. John slowed the ride down to a crawl to allow us to gaze at the
leaning tower of Dry Doddington’s St. James’s church. Jeff was in front of me and I could read his
thoughts (in his Geordie accent) ‘why are we going so slow?’ and ‘oh yeah, why-aye, it’s that there
leaning tower, man’.
A few miles further on down the lanes (can’t call them roads now – too narrow), and we had arrived
at Long Bennington.
We parked up – now that must have been a sight – a bunch of old-timers struggling with their
360kg+ Harleys trying to get them parked up in a neat line (or two).

Anyway, our fish & chips were waiting, and as we’d rang up Sharrick’s Chippy before leaving Lincoln,
the chippy was ready to serve us on arrival.
Food scoffed, we headed back towards Lincoln via Stragglethorpe and Brant Broughton and the
plethora of back-roads that make motorcycling in Lincolnshire such a treat.
Jeff & I left the ride-out as they took a left for Aubourn and we took a right for Harmston and home.
A great evening’s ride – and the sun did come out and lifted the ambient temperature to a balmy
72oF.
Thanks to Mr Gossage for the ride.

Big Hills and Big Bends saw the Chapter heading once
more into the Peak District to savour again the
delightful scenery and wonderful biking roads on offer
there—though as usual the route to and from the Peak
District is a trial to be endured!
Setting off from the A57 Café we headed north via
heavily used roads to enter the Peak District from
the northern end, and then meandered through
the delightful roads of the “Cote de Midhopstones”
which was used when the Tour de France came to
England in 2014, and no wonder with steep hill ascents and descents, tight blind
bends and pretty villages where the sound of the passing Harleys livened up
their Sunday morning.
Lunch was taken at “The
Wanted”, a famous
watering hole in the
Peak District with
striking views and a
decent and varied menu.
After a well deserved lunch, we headed off
around the A6 and skirted Bakewell, before
having a T&P stop at White’s Spar Store in Calver.
Replete once more we headed off back through
Chesterfield and onwards to Woodcocks via
the A57where the ride ended.
All in all a great ride out, on fantastic roads
and many thanks to John Gossage for so
ably leading it.

What nicer way to spend a sunny day
than to take a ride up through Yorkshire
to Helmsley, and return via the
Howardian Hills.
Meeting up at the Caenby Corner
Transport Café, we headed north and
over the Humber Bridge and then through the spine of Yorkshire, via
a variety of roads, all getting prettier by the mile as we headed into
North Yorkshire.
Helmsley is a picture postcard town nestled in the hills, and a
popular tourist destination so
parking is always a challenge.
We all managed to get places in the market square, and set
off in search of that perennial staple, Fish and Chips which
we were promised were particularly good. And they were!
Sadly with only a short stop there was no time to explore
everything that was on offer in this delightful market town,
and we headed south once more, taking in the scenic
Howardian Hills area
before once more heading over the Humber Bridge and
down the A15 to Caenby Corner.
We have been blessed with some delightful rides this year,
and I’m not sure which has been my favourite but this
certainly is up there.
Thanks to Paul Robson for so ably researching and leading
the ride.

We Need Your Help!
Whenever the Chapter holds an event or ride-out we try to write it up for the
magazine so everyone can enjoy it whether they could make it to the event or not.
It would really help us make your magazine interesting and fun if you volunteered
to write and article on an activity you enjoyed—speak to the Director, the Editor or
the event Organiser.
Thank You

Steve Berry lead his first major ride-out and chose to take us
down to the Pitsford Reservoir Country Park.
Heading of south down the A15 from the Little Chef at
Holdingham, and then through Stamford and out to the A43,
we stopped for a cuppa at the
Tallington car boot site. After
everybody had been suitably fed and
watered, we set off again and eventually arrived at the Pitsford
Reservoir Country Park, where the staff had cordoned
off an area of the car park to allow us to park the bikes
all together on decent ground.
The country park is situated on a man-made lake ( yes I
know, it’s a reservoir so of course it is!) where all sorts
of water based outdoor activities take place in
relatively safe conditions and is hugely
popular with the local residence of whom
there are many as it is in the Northampton
catchment area.
The café was clean and everyone took
advantage of it to ensure they didn’t fade
away on the return journey—including ice cream? Yes please!
The return was essentially the reverse of the route down, however this time we stopped for
refreshments at the Bertie Arms near Stamford where everyone was so taken by the arrival of

the bikes the land lady insisted on a group photo to put up on their Facebook page!
We had a lovely day, and thanks must go to Steve Berry for leading it.

The morning of Sunday the 13th August sprung bright and
sunny—if a little chilly to start with—the perfect ingredients to
celebrate the Chapter’s 8th Birthday.
16 bikes and a trike with 26 people met up at the A57 Café
to ride to Robin Hood Harley Davidson via Sherwood
Forest and a T&P stop at the Green Hut Café. A 17th Bike,
with Russ on board, joined us on route giving us 27
people. A chapter marches
on it’s stomach you know, so
no matter how short the ride a cup of tea and a slice of
cake never go amiss and this was a café I had never
been to before, so that was an added bonus!
At the Dealership, Ian
Jennings did us proud, as always, generously paying
for KFC for those wishing to participate. In fact for the
hungrier amongst us Ian even went back and bought
more.
We were joined here by Lyn Sharpe, Karen Hodgson
and Paul Redhead. Paul
was still on advice not to ride, so Lyn kindly picked
him up and brought him to RHHD, and that made 30
people, a record for the year!
There was also a cake, duly cut and distributed—you
really can’t have enough cake you know!
Fed and watered, the Chapter set off for Newark—McDonalds of course, there’s a
bit of a theme going on here—via the Belvoir valley with haunting glimpses of
Belvoir Castle—much too expensive to visit mind!
This was a delightful ride, through some lovely scenery and our thanks should of
course go to Tony Waldron for stepping in and leading it so well.

Chapter Planned Events Calendar
October

7th

Saturday

RTTW

Ride to the Wall – 10th
Anniversary – Not Chapter
Ride-out

8th

Sunday

Ride-Out

Ride-out: Mystery Tour

12th

N/A

A

Paul Redhead

Thursday

Chapter Meeting

19:30 AGM at Woodcocks

nd

Sunday

Ride-Out

Ride-out: All points in South
Lincolnshire

A

Mike Richardson

29th

Sunday

Ride-Out

Ride-out: The (Almost) Bitter
End: TBD

A

Neil Hodgson

November

9th

Thursday

Chapter Meeting

19:30 Woodcocks

N/A

N/A

December

14th

Thursday

Chapter Meeting

19:30 Woodcocks

N/A

N/A

th

16

Saturday

Christmas Party

Arties Mill—See web site

N/A

N/A

31st

Sunday

Ride-Out

Ride-out: The Arctic Blast TBD

22

N/A

N/A

S

N/A

John Gossage

Another Language, Maybe?
A Swiss man looking for directions pulls up at a bus stop where two Englishmen
are waiting;
“Entschuligung, koennen sue Deutsch
sprechen?” he says but the two
Englishmen just stare at him.
“Excusez-moi, parlez vous Francais?” ……
“Parlare Itialiano?”. The two Englishmen
continue to stare.
“Hablan ustedes Espanyol?”..... still
nothing!
The Swiss man drives off disappointed and disgusted.
The first Englishman turns to the second and says, “Maybe we should learn a
foreign language?”
“Why?!!” says the other “That bloke knew four languages and it didn't do him any
bloody good".

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

I have never been a camper, I have never wanted to be a camper. Or caravaner!
So what on earth was I doing going to the Sherwood Chapter Rally “Back to the
Forest part XV111” where camping was the only option. I was sure I was going
to hate it and probably end up leaving early.
Well I’m here to tell you I was absolutely wrong! I had a wonderful time, and
have been bitten by the camping bug (you can’t see any mark, it’s not red and
it’s not itchy). The main credit for this of course must go to Wendy for putting
up with me, and also to Lyn and Russ for lending us their spare caravan and
towing it up to and back from the Rally—what stars!

Friday was spent getting ourselves and the caravans up to the site and everything set up as we
wanted it. We corralled ourselves in a corner of the site, welcomed Dai and Steve and put up the flag
to show the world that they messed with us at their peril. And then got stuck into the food, and
booze!
After sampling the burger van and the bar, and taking in the music, socialising in the main marquee,
we returned to the caravan and settled all the deep and meaningful debates that life throws up until
the wee small hours of the morning.
After a (way too) short sleep, we were up and at the
activities of the day for Saturday. There was a rideout, and in the afternoon there were inter-Chapter
games at which we kept almost winning! The
highlights were Russ in the “Welly Wanging”, Russ
and myself in the Mascot Race, and Russ, Steve,
Steve and myself in the tug of war—which
had rules that were too complicated for me
to understand but seemed to consist of there
being 4 people in each team, but each time
we were pitted against 6. Go figure….!
Another evening of food, drink and revelry saw us limp into Sunday,
and suddenly it was all over and we packed everything up and went
home. Happy Days and here’s to next year!

On Sunday the 27th August, Martin and Wendy Honey took us to the
Super Sausage Cafe just outside Towcester in Northamptonshire.
Although always difficult to fill a Bank Holiday slot, a happy group of
9 bikes and 1 trike set
off from Holdingham
Services, near Sleaford,
for a run down to
our lunch stop. No
ride organized by the Honeys is going to be a quick blast
down the A1 and major trunk roads, and the first hour took us through lovely countryside and
beautiful villages, well away from traffic on a glorious summers day—this was turning into one of the
best rides of the year so far!
Our first stop at the Hungry Hogs roadside cafe gave us chance for a brew and a stretch, and we were
joined by Lyn and Russ to add to our group. Suitably
refreshed we were on our way and again Martin and
Wendy had done their research, avoiding main roads yet
making good progress through more great countryside
and picture postcard villages.
After a quick fuel stop we tackled the final 13 miles to our lunch at the Super Sausage Café. Here we

had our own parking area and even our own parking attendant, such was the attention to detail! It
easy to see why this place was voted Cafe of the Year 2016, the food was great and the service spot
on.
After lunch we headed back, but no quick return on main roads, once again we
were led home on more stunning back roads and after a second fuel stop near
Market Harborough it was back to our starting point for thankyous and
goodbyes.
For me was up there with our best rides and I know that a huge effort goes into
organising a day like this, so many thanks for Wendy and Martin and also to the TEC Chris Thorpe who
did a great job and even managed to point out the potholes for me & Bonny to avoid!

(not forgetting the Sweepers—Steve and Bonny Wallis—who were equal to everything (Editor)).

Lindum Colonia UK
Chapter
Monthly Meetings
Woodcocks
Burton Lane End
Saxilby Road
Lincoln
LN1 2BE

Meetings are held
every second Thursday 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 variety 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.

We met at Cobham services for nine o’clock
only five bikes that's a bit of a shock !
But you know what they say about quality and quantity
and sure enough this turned out to be.
Some of the best riding I've done for a while
we're going up north too show off in style.
Charlie up front leading the way
going to yellow belly country what more can I say!
With a few stops on the way to break up the trip
a good thing to do to stop riders falling a-kip.
Me and Beverley the only non road crew
we sat in the middle with fuck all to do
Howard on the back door of our small pack
keeping us safe and watching our backs.
Did i forget Robin of course he was with us
he was busy showing car drivers in the use of their mirrors !!
We got to Brigg about four o’clock
and made most welcome by the LINDUM COLONIA lot.
It wasn't to long before we all got fed
live band music from Broken Spring the one's i found in my bed!!

Next morning its up with the lark
out check the bikes, a pre ride chat in the car park.
We are going to the place Harry Potter was filmed on a train
and Heart Beat was nearly always shot in the rain.
Time for pictures out side SCRIPPS garage and funeral services
the owner allowed us to park the bikes, great for our purposes.
Then after our quick break for tea
it was off to Whitby a town by the sea.
Quick photo opportunity under the whale bones
then on to Scarborough for a fish tea or scones?
Now on our way back over the Humber
I think it was about twenty five Harley's making our number.
What a great day it was riding our bikes
now back for hog roast and more entertainment to finish off the night.
In the morning it was time to say our thank you’s and goodbye's
its off back down south before anyone cries.
A BIG BIG THANK YOU TO
Charlie + Bernice
Robin + Beverley
Howard
All at LINDUM COLONIA for all their hard work in putting on their 1st event
WELL DONE !!!

As Barry says, we laugh in the face of rain...mostly! Good job really as rain
was forecast and rain we got.
We met up at The Bridleway and Gauntleys, Dunham on Trent at 9 o’clock on
Friday the 8th of September, where Lyn provided bacon sandwiches to keep
us firmly seated on our bikes—may as well start as we mean to go on!
9 bikes, one trike and two cars took to the roads
and headed off to the Lake District, 24 people in all. The route took us up the
A1 to Wetherby and then across country on the A59 and A65 to Windermere.
A small detour around Wetherby due to a closed road caused no problems and
we re-joined the planned route as it entered Harrogate where we fuelled and
then on to the Nelson Inn, just to the west of Harrogate for lunch.
Fully restored to our fighting weights, in was onwards and upwards, passing
Skipton and stopping for a cuppa at Devil’s Bridge, Kirkby Lonsdale before the
last few miles into Windermere and our hotel for the weekend—The
Windermere Hotel.
The hotel is owned by Shearings, and we got a fantastic weekend deal
organised by Steve and Bonny Wallis and while aspects of the management would have made Basil
Fawlty proud overall it really was an excellent choice for getting out and about in Cumbria.
After a little liquid refreshment and our dinner, we had a quiz—arranged by Bonny—with the group
making up four teams. A sheet of A4 with 20 pictures of Elizabeths, Marys and Katherines had to be
deciphered. I can only say most of the pictures were clearly aliens because otherwise I’m sure I would
have known them!
After a far too short night we assembled for the first ride-out, a run up through the heart of the National
Park to take in the Honister Pass and Buttermere which gives some of the most
spectacular scenery in England. Riding
north we dropped into Grasmere to
have coffee and enjoy this idyllic
Lakeland village, and taking the
opportunity to try on hats and purchase
some Grasmere Gingerbread.
Onwards then past Thirlmere (which is a man-made reservoir) and Helvellyn to
Keswick and turning south running down the east shore of Derwent Water past
Lodore Falls and then up over the Honister Pass which gives some of the steepest
roads in England with gradients of 25% and is the highest pass in Cumbria. While
not as challenging to ride as the Hardknot and Wrynose Passes it was a decent
challenge in particular with the previous days of rain causing parts of the road to be covered in sheets of

running water and plenty of gravel wash-out.
Cresting the pass we
went by the Honister
Slate Mine, which is
the last working slate
mine in England and
home of the Lakeland
Green Slate, but did not stop as the rainfall had made the car park
rather dubious. Instead we dropped down the other side of Honister
travelling past Buttermere and then into Buttermere village where we stopped for lunch at the Fish Inn.
Following on from lunch we set off back to Windermere,
riding along the shores of Crummock Water and then
looping back to Keswick before taking the A591 this
time travelling south. As we once more passed
Thirlmere we pulled in to take a look at Wythburn
Church which was built in the 16oos and following
restoration in the Victorian era is still used as the local
church for Wythburn and Helvellyn.
An evening of fun and music followed our evening meal when we had returned to
the hotel, taking in the delights of the Queen’s Hotel (not that I saw her, I suppose
she doesn’t serve in the bar) and then the entertainment put on in the
Windermere Hotels bar, which got more enjoyable with each passing beer. A
close eye was being kept on the forecast for Sunday because it looked pretty dire,
and we took the view that unless it massively improved the Sunday ride-out would not be a good idea.
Sunday dawned grey and wet, exactly as predicted, and the decision was made to
let discretion be the better part of valour—the ride was off! Nothing was going to
dampen our spirits though and we set off as a group to take a bus down to the
lake shore of Windermere, where we boarded a lake ferry to explore Windermere
from Bowness to Lakeside.
From Lakeside we took the
Lakeside to Haverthwaite Steam
Railway and following a slow run up
the valley took in lunch at
Haverthwaite Station, before
reversing our steps back to Lakeside, and then the ferry back to Bowness.
In Bowness we felt in need of further sustenance and found ourselves a delightful café where much cake
was consumed—but they nearly missed our business as their first response to wanting to seat 22 people

was no! Until somebody did the maths and realised it was too good an
opportunity to be missed.
Back in the hotel and a rather quieter night than that on Saturday ensued,
maybe with one eye on going home. It had all gone by so quickly.
Monday dawned wet and windy, with just the hint of a rainbow to bid us
farewell. Once more on the bikes and on the road, we decided that the
planned route via Sedburgh and Hawes would likely prove too problematic so a reverse of the route up
was taken.
A quick stop at the Goat Gap café, only open 5
months and very well run with the best cheese
scones I have ever tasted—and the rest of the
cakes looked good too! I will certainly consider
using it again in the future.
Fuelling at the Wetherby Services, human and
bike, saw the group starting to break up with people heading off towards their own homes though the
ride continued down to end up at the Bridleway and Gauntleys once more for the majority.
We had a fantastic weekend, and a massive thank you is owed to Steve and Bonny Wallis for organising
the trip and keeping us all on the straight and narrow,
Now…..roll on 2018 and our trip to Goslar in Germany.

What Type Are You?
I usually try and make at least three Harley Rallies in a season – sometimes more, but last year, between work
commitments and holidays (and when I say holiday I mean a biking tour through Europe which incorporated the
HOG European Rally at Portoroz, Slovenia) I only managed two.
To make amends, and in a concerted effort this year, I made sure that there were three priority rallies engraved
in stone – three regulars that for reasons previously mention, I’ve missed over the past few years, with the
exception of one in God’s country.
These three rallies were: ‘Rorke’s Drift Rally’ (non-HOG open rally in Brecon – that’s the one in God’s country if
your geography isn’t too good); ‘Hogs in the Hayfield’ (Great Western Chapter’s rally – celebrating their 10th
anniversary this year); and ‘Fenlanders’ Rally’ (recently remarketed as the ‘East of England Rally’) – celebrating
their 25th anniversary this year.
I’ve noticed over the years that there are three (possibly four) types of Harley riders:
Type 1 – Non-HOG members – perhaps lone riders or members of other Harley/biker clubs such as Harley Riders
Club of Great Britain, or the outlaw gangs, etc.
Type 2 – Chapter members (ie, HOG) who join Chapter ride-outs only.
Type 3 – Rally goers – those who go to rallies but do little with HOG/clubs – I guess the opposite of Type 2.
Type 4 – The all-rounders – those who enjoy ride-outs with their clubs and mates, and also enjoy attending
rallies.
Me..? Well I guess I’m a type 4. I like to get the most out of my riding and that includes attending rallies as well
as the club ride-outs and lone riding on occasions.

What type are you?
So why all the drivel above, you may ask?
When I attended this year’s ‘Fenlanders’ Rally’ at Fakenham
Racecourse in July, I noticed that there was only one other member
from Lindum Colonia at the rally (Mr Robin Grimes and his lovely
lady, Janet). When I attended ‘Hogs in the Hayfield’ rally, I was the
only Lindum Colonia member at the rally – and the same can be said
for the ‘Rorke’s Drift’ rally back in chilly May.
So I started asking myself – what sort of membership do we have at
Lindum Colonia? I know many of our Chapter will be attending
‘Thunder in the Glens’ as well as our own ‘Yellow Bellie Mellie’, and
a slack handful will be at Sherwood Chapter’s rally, but why these
few and not so many of the other great rallies that are put on every
year by people just like you and I?
Think about it… I have never attended TITG and never will – it has
been and will be too big a rally to call a rally – if you know what I
mean. It’s more like a festival, just like the Euro Festivals at St.
Tropez and the HOG Euro Rallies. Too impersonal, too expensive
and not intimate enough to be called a true Biking Rally. All this is in
my opinion of course, and you have yours, but unless you’ve
attended a number of the smaller rallies, as it might say on one of
your old Harley t-shirts, ‘if I have to explain, you won’t understand’.
So for 2018, get your diaries out now and pencil in some of the great ‘minor’ rallies and support them – there’s
hidden benefits too in that if you support other Chapters’ rallies, they’ll come along and support yours too.

Anyway, enough BS and self opinions; here’s a brief write-up on this year’s Fenlanders’ Rally…
My first Harley rally was back in July 1998, at a small rugby club just outside of Norwich – Blofield was the venue,
and it was the obligatory RFC clubhouse with all the showering and toileting facilities along with a large marquee
that covered the rugby pitch’s centre spot. I loved that rally so much – I can still remember it clearly some 19
years later.
And that is why the Fenlanders’ Rally is so important to me. I made a lot of friends back in 1998 and we remain
friends today.
So, rolling on 19 years and Fenlanders’ celebrated their 25th Rally from 27th-30th July, this time at Fakenham
Racecourse (the home of the rally for the past ten or twelve years now).
The ride over from Lincoln was pleasantly dry as rain was forecast. I was in company, old friends and exmembers of Sherwood Chapter – Pete Clifford and Kev Taylor. We pitched up and within moments of our
arriving bumped into more friends whom we’d not seen in a while. Greeting and salutations were complimented
with the obligatory biker’s handshake and pats on backs and then we finished pitching our tents before we
headed into town to pick up some supplies – ice, limes, tonic water and some food – all to accompany the exotic
gins we’d brought along for he weekend.
It was a Thursday – Fenlanders’ Rally runs for four days, Thurs – Sun. We
sipped some G&T, ate a little food and then hiked over to the Prince of Wales
Stand where the bar lived.
We bumped into Robin & Janet who were sitting at a picnic table in the
golden glow of the setting sun. We joined them and sampled the local beers.
Live music leaked from the huge marquee that was erected alongside the
Prince of Wales building and we enjoyed the present company and live
music.
On the Friday, the Chapter had the first of their planned ride-outs, to King’s
Lynn. Pete, Kev and I decided not to join the ride but to do a little touring
ourselves. The coast road along the north Norfolk coast was the not best
road for a mass of bikers so we did our own thing.
Being a Friday, we decided to do the right thing and find a bag of Fish &
Chips each. Wells-next-the-Sea was the place to go so we headed that way
via Hunstanton.
The sun shone and we took a stroll through Wells, stopping at a
little café for a coffee or two before chomping at our fish & chips
and then heading back to the Rally for more G&T and some beer.
When we got back to site the cloud cover hid away the sun’s rays
and threatened with rain; we’d had a few sprinkles but nothing
too serious.
Enough of the Rally beers, we decided to find an Indian
restaurant – it was Friday night after all – and we’d visited one in
town a few years back. It was still there and still served up some
excellent Indian cuisine.
Outside, it started to rain proper. We had a mile walk back to the
Rally site so decided to stop off in one of the pubs on route. A
few beers later we’d perked up enough courage to brave the

precipitation and get back to the racecourse.
We’d gone no more than a hundred yards and the clouds opened their bellies big time… we were soaked
through to the skin by the time we got back. Kev decided to hit his tent and get dry whilst Pete and I decided a
better way of drying out… using the body heat of others in the bar. It worked, because by 1am, we were dry
again.
Saturday was bright and sunny and warm. The ride-out was to Sheringham and we’d decided to join the other
317 Harleys, making the ride-out a well
attended 320-strong.
It took an hour for us to file into Sheringham
and park up along the three streets. We were
welcomed by the town’s mayor and thousands
of holiday-makers.
The ride-out was well organized and marshalled,
and the Road Captains & Marshals received a
well-earned pat on the back from many of the
attendees.
Later, back at the rally site, sitting outside the
bar on a picnic table, Robin and Janet joined us
once again. Enjoying the company and beers – it was happy hour – one of the bands had become mobile and
were going around the pavilion to entertain at tables. Enjoying the moment so much, Robin decided to inflate his
instrument and join the band in an impromptu rendition of La Bamba.

Before we knew it, evening was upon us once again, and still
supping ales, we enjoyed the live music (three or four excellent
bands per evening were arranged) and of course, the company.
We’d met old friends (from
1998) as well as making
new – particularly Gabe
(the American lunatic who
like to strip off for the
band (not the ladies)).
I woke up around 4am
with the sound of heavy
rain thrashing against the
tent canvas (or whatever
the man-make material is
these days), and then fell back to sleep. When we eventually poured out
of our tents around 8am, the sun was trying its hardest to move the
clouds along so we could pack up in relative dryness, unlike some of the
poor folk who’d decided to pitched their tents in hollows that were now 3
or 4 inches deep in water.
The ride home was as pleasant as the ride there on Thursday - sunshine,
warm air and the steady rumble of the v-twin as we rode along through
the Sunday morning traffic.
So, if you’ve never been to a Fenlanders’ Rally, you must put it in your
2018 calendar – it’s one of the best in the UK, big, but not impersonal;
friendly and welcoming.

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!

LOH ride, the day dawned
with mist and sunshine, by
the time we arrived at the
meet point , A57 cafe, the
sun was shining . We
had the chaps
enjoying their
feminine side,
wearing lots of bright colours.
That came mainly from Russ, Tony, and Mick. I
brought along a few bright coloured scarves for
the chaps that forgot!!!! They all seemed to get
into the spirit anyway! We set off with all the
floaty-stuff flapping in the wind, with just a few
strange looks from passers by.
Our route , if taken direct would only have been
about 20 miles but we wended our way along some nice roads and
through fabulous villages. We all managed to stay well together
through Retford and we only got a little adrift at the other side and had to wait a minute, where we chatted to
my son who had followed us out of the town on his Honda!!!
So far this being lead rode captain from the back seat was all going quite well—
though once or twice I did hear Russ mutter “I will be glad when you are back on
your own bike”!!—Bad Russ (ed)
The thing I found the most frustrating was not being able to see clearly behind and
make sure that we were all still together.
The reception from the Rufford Abbey staff and visitors was great, but the service
at the café was rather slow because they were extremely busy. And I’m sorry about
the gravel chaps and chapess’s!
The journey from Rufford Abbey to our next destination was again the very long way round. I didn’t know this
part quite as well as the first half but all went well even through Newark, thanks to everyone keeping together
and my crew, Tony & Jo and Paul for whipping up the back end!! (Nasty! (ed)
We arrived at our final destination, the new ‘International
Bomber Command Memorial’ open day, and again there was
a super welcome from the staff and visitors. Sorry again
about the gravel, no one told me. It was great to be back in
the saddle, all be it on the back, and I am looking forward to
next year.
If any of you would like a shorter ride then always look
out for mine as I do not have the time to recce long
ones! And you can always request to go somewhere—
just let me know.
Thank you to all who came, it was a fabulous turnout.
So sad that Bonny and Wally got a dreaded puncture, so
nice that you made it on your push bikes to IBCM!

Nine Important Facts to Remember as We Grow Older
#9 Death is the number 1 killer in the world.
#8 Life is sexually transmitted.
#7 Good health is merely the slowest possible rate at which one can
die.

#6 Men have 2 motivations: hunger and sex, and they can't tell them
apart. If you see a gleam in his eyes, make him a sandwich.
#5 Give a person a fish and you feed them for a day. Teach a person
to use the Internet and they won't bother you for weeks, months,
maybe years.
#4 Health nuts are going to feel stupid someday, lying in the hospital,
dying of nothing.
#3 All of us could take a lesson from the weather. It pays no attention
to criticism.
#2 In the 60's, people took LSD to make the world weird. Now the
world is weird, and people take Prozac to make it normal.

#1 Life is like a jar of jalapeno peppers. What you do today may be a
burning issue tomorrow.

