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Thanks to all the members for a cracking year.
I would like to thank Martin for being a bloody good Head Road Captain. His dedication to the job
and bringing members and road crew together. Welcome to Pete as our new Head Road Captain.
Who I am sure will continue as Martin left off and bring his own personality to the position.
Thanks to Wendy for being the editor and doing a sturdy job. She will be stepping down at the
AGM. We are therefore looking for a new editor.
We hope that next year we have another great riding season. Though this one still isn’t quite
over yet.
As you should all be aware the AGM takes place in October. This will take place at the Chapter
Meeting on October 10th, starting at 7:30pm. Let’s all look forward to the future and continue
the growth of our Chapter.
Thank You to All the members for your work and dedication for charities this year, which has
been fantastic. We hope to announce a brilliant total at
the AGM. It enables us to support our Members and the
Local communities. If anyone would like to nominate any
local charities for next year please let us know at the
AGM.
Looking forward to seeing as many of you as possible at
the AGM. Please get involved nominate a charity,
suggest a ride destination, fundraising event or group
activity.
Paul

My father always said:
"The first rule of theatre is to
always leave them wanting
more"

Great bloke….
Terrible anaesthetist.
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Being the editor, though daunting at first, has been quite a journey for me. I can
type a bit faster than when I started—but not brilliant. It’s really all about keeping
a record of where we have been, what is happening, getting information out
there, sharing things that may be of interest to the members. I have had some
great feedback and fantastic contributions; who doesn’t love Dai’s travelogues? …
So for me it has been a great experience.
However, there are things that could be better and new ideas added:- A quiz
page; focus on New Members; a Me and My Bike feature—why you chose that
bike / what you love about it / what you call it; Maintenance tips for mechanically
challenged; A Ladies of
Lindum page; Good places to
ride your bike; bike friendly
recommendations, and so
the ideas go on…
I have done 3 years as editor
now, but my Anony Mouse
contributor has retired and
my lack of technical ability to
move forward is becoming
more evident. I feel it is
maybe time for an injection
of fresh blood, new
perspective and ideas.

So from the AGM on October
10th I will be stepping down
as Editor. This will be my final
issue of THE IMP magazine! If
you fancy taking over have a
word with Paul before the
AGM.
Thank you all for your
contributions and support
Wendy
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Chapter 4—The Mick Paynter Years—Part 1 - Steady As She Goes
Nothing much changed immediately after David Martin handed over the reins to a
relatively unknown Chapter Member, Mick Paynter. Most of the faces on the Committee
stayed he same, only job titles changed. After the October 2013 AGM the committee
consisted of :
•

Dealer Principal - Steve Jolland

•

Director- Mick Paynter

•
•

Assistant Director 1 - Lyn Sharpe
Assistant Director 2 - Lawrence Abrams

•

Secretary - Hazel Paynter

•

Treasurer- Barbara Martin

Head Road Captain - David Martin
Supporting Officers who were not required to take part in committee meetings were:
•

•

Membership Officer - Mike Collins

•

Safety Officer - Mike Richardson

•
•

Merchandising Officer - Paul Swinfield
Photographer - Tony Waldron

•

Editor - Julie Swinfield
The only noticeable change under the new regime was
a change in the style of the magazine. It ceased to be
called " The Imp" and the title was changed to "
Lindum Colonia UK Newsletter. Also the Format was
reduced to A5. I assume that this was done for
economic reasons, though this was never explained at
the time.
David Martin continued to organise the usual full ride
out programme for 2014, the objective being a ride
every two weeks plus a weekend away at Thunder in
the Glens.
Some of the rides from this period are still popular
today and have been repeated with minor tweaks
many times, notably Merv's Northants Villages.
In June we went to watch Marie Haines do her
sponsored wing walk at Wickenby Airfield, Marie
remained high as a kite for some days after this
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experience.
Marie's wing walk raised £991.50 for the Air
Ambulance.
Our intrepid Marie also Pioneered the first visit
to Jersey, at the time of the Jersey Chapter Rally,
Hog on the Rock. Among the other 2014 rides
were expeditions to the Southern Peak District,
The English Whiskey Company, the Battle Of
Britain Memorial Flight plus many others,
including the Ride to the Wall which was
facilitated by the Police, who, helpfully closed
the M1 for us as we left Leicester Forest
Services. Unfortunately this was not repeated in
subsequent years and leaving the services in the
general mixed pack of bikes became dog eat
dog and there were accidents which led us to
making our own way as a chapter to the NMA.
Early in the 2014 season we experienced all the
seasons in one ride which included the B1176
aka the wibbly wobbly road. The day started fine but bitterly cold and by the time we got
to Isaac Newton's gaff at Woolsthorpe it became positively tropical. We said our goodbyes
at Holdingham and as a group of us headed back towards Lincoln we were suddenly
subjected to a major hail storm which covered the road in marble sized hailstones. Some

of our more craven (sensible) members pulled over and cowered under some shrubbery
along side the A15 until the storm abated, I recall that it turned out to be a pleasant
evening by the time I got back to Market Rasen.
Lyn raised the profile of her bring and buy stall, specializing in biker clothing, boots, and
just about anything that she thought she could flog. The proceeds being split between the
donor and the Air Ambulance in previously negotiated proportions. Our membership
continued to grow, albeit slowly which prompted the Safety Officer to initiate some
training rides for new members, most of whom had no knowledge of HOG group riding
methods.

6

Mention must be made here of the
2014 visit to Thunder in the Glen's.
Our most senior member, Paddy
Winters, made his own nomadic way
up to Avimore via numerous other
rallies and venues in his camper van
towing a trailer which contained his
Sportster and his very rare 1928
Marston Sunbeam, and this bike won
him first prize in the open class
competition. The prize being a
drinking quaich which was well and
truly christened. It was notable that of
all the Chapter attendees he was the only one to make it on the ride out up to the
Cairngorm Railway. The rest of us lightweights were too busy nursing hang overs.
Towards the end of 2014, our then Head Road Captain David Martin counted that since
the rebirth of the chapter a total of 87 different rides had even devised and it was
becoming apparent that it was increasingly difficult to find new ones for the 2015 season.
A request for new ideas was published
in the newsletter.
The Christmas party this year was held
at "The Showroom" near the
dealership just off Triton Road.
This venue was shared with several
other parties, mainly "works do's"
which meant that there was a lot of noise and little of the atmosphere normally associated
with Chapter parties. Each of the several groups were seated at large round tables, our
chapter had three of these. The staff did a good job serving the rowdy mob and the food
was nice and well presented.
So ended 2014, a quiet year with no major upsets but the stirrings of a little discontent
beginning to become evident.

For further revelations look out for the Mick Paynter years, part 2 in the next
issue of the Imp."
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The Saxony Trip
Where to this year boys?
Every year a small number of close friends and I take a trip
on our Harleys to Europe. I call it a trip – a road trip – but it
also doubles up as a bit of a holiday break as well, even
though Del would disagree on that one. For a number of
years now, several close friends and I have taken Le Pipe
under the Channel and found ourselves in France, Belgium,
Germany, Italy, Slovenia, Switzerland, Austria… other
countries are available and the options are many. And for
this year, I was looking at revisiting the Black Forest (for
the third time) as in previous visits we’d missed it for the
rain and the fog. On our two previous visits all we saw was
mist and fog and large drops of rain. Well, fingers crossed,
this year we’d see some greenery other than patches of
moss on the sides of the roads.
I had mentioned our ‘Eurojaunts’ to Jamie at one of the Chapter Meetings and he told me his
buddy, Edwin (who had recently passed his test and had just purchased his first Harley and
was about to join the Chapter), wanted to ride into Europe. I said that Edwin would be more
than welcome to join us, and both Edwin & Jamie added their names to our short list of
reprobates.
Now when I say ‘we’ when it comes to arranging hotels and routes, etc, it tends to mean ‘me’.
The regular lads (Pete and William (and sometimes Geordie Jeff from the RAF)) are more than
happy for me to look at the maps and plan the routes as well as pick our hotels along the way.
I don’t do anything fancy; keep it simple - the destination is decided, the mileage taken into
consideration and between A & B on the map I pick out stops en route at suitable daily
mileage and towns/cities. This has meant that we tended to ride every day to get to our
ultimate destination, leaving little time to explore places along the way. But this year it would
be slightly different and we’d do a little extra daily mileage and then stop over for two or more
nights at each hotel.
Jamie and Edwin were very keen and wanted to get involved, so over a cuppa one afternoon at
my house we started to make some plans. Edwin suggested an alternative – the North Coast
500 – a 500-mile trip around the coast of Scotland. A very popular run for motorcyclists of all
types, but unfortunately, when we started to look at the hotel options, most were fully
booked, or lacked sufficient rooms for our group.
Back to plan ‘A’.
Jamie then suggested northern Germany rather than the
Black Forest. None of us ‘Eurojanuters’ had been to the
northern parts of Germany so when I suggested the change
of destination, everyone was okay with it. Right, let’s get
some serious planning done then.
The planning
Hanover was put on the table – perhaps because Jamie had
been on last year’s Hartz Mountains trip and had met
several members from the Hanover Chapter. Looking at the
maps and doing some searching on the Internet didn’t
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reveal much in the area that might keep everyone happy. So we looked slightly further afield.
Hamelin (or as they spell it in Germany, Hameln) was just an hour south-east of Hanover and
the old city looked rather nice on the Mac’s screen, so Hamelin it was then.
But what about stop-overs? Where should we stop for a night or two? On previous Eurojaunts,
we’d spent just one night at each town or city. When there’s a lot of miles to your destination,
that makes sense, but Hamelin was just two longish-day’s rides from home (including the
Chunnel crossing). So one stop would suffice, but it was for two nights to make the most of the
short break. Okay, I proposed Leuven, Belgium as a stop-over – we’d been there before, knew
a nice little hotel with secure parking in the town centre, and the town itself was a perfect
place for a few days’ of R&R. Jamie liked it because he’d been there once before too and it was
also the home of Stella, that’s Stella Artois, not Stella the loose lady from the corner of the
market square.
Okay, fist stopover and hotel booked, next, Hamelin. Looking at the map of the town and
recommendations from Booking.com, we picked out a rather nice looking hotel – the Bellevue
Hotel, just 10 minutes walk from the old town centre. Perfect, and they had enough rooms
available for us all c/w parking for three nights.
The final stopover would be on our return leg of the trip. Looking at the map Brugge, Belgium
looked like a good option. Again, Booking.com came in useful and hotel c/w secure parking
was selected for two nights, right on the edge of the old town within walking distance of the
market square. Perfect.
Next stage, the Chunnel crossing. So easy, just look up Eurotunnel website, pick your date and
crossing time, get the credit card out and pay. Sorted!!!
So, the road trip/holiday all arranged, just had to make sure that the other Eurojaunters were
made aware of the Chunnel crossing details so they could book their crossings, the hotels
were already done on my credit card and then we just had to wait until the allotted time for
our trip.
During last year’s Chapter trip to the Hartz Mountains, Jamie met up with Michael Heinze,
Chapter Director of Hanover HOG. Jamie got in touch with Michael again and Michael decided
to meet with us in Hamelin for a couple of nights to take us out for a few rides with several
members of his Chapter and escort us into Hamelin for evening meals and a few drinks, etc.
Brilliant, that’s one job I didn’t have to worry about – where and what to do whilst in Hamelin.
All we needed now was some fine weather.
The trip
The day came quickly and soon we found
ourselves meeting up at the Peterborough
services on the A1 on a grey, cool Saturday
morning. Pete, William, and William’s
partner Josephine arrived at the services
first, drinking coffee inside whilst Edwin,
Jamie and Jamie’s better half, Jewels, were
waiting with the bikes as Del and I arrived.
Greetings and introductions aside, it was
time to head south for our first waypoint –
Eurotunnel at Folkestone.
The beauty of the Chunnel is that even though you may have booked a 2pm crossing, if you
arrive earlier they will offer an earlier departure. So, even with delays of more than an hour
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due to technical issues in the morning, we were still on an earlier crossing than that which we
had booked weeks before.
Once securely on the train, the holiday had truly begun.
Jamie was excited and had been counting the number of sleeps leading up to the trip. Edwin
had been making preparations too; as it was his first ride on the wrong side of the road, he
had managed to get himself a couple of stickers for his windshield and mirror, just to remind
him which way to turn on a roundabout and which side of the road to ride. We found that
rather amusing, especially when Edwin told us he could turn the windshield sticker around
for when he returns to the UK to remind him to take a left at the roundabouts instead of the
right.
Rain showers had been forecast for our ride south and we’d managed to miss them all. Ahead
of us was a heat wave, according to the BBC weather forecasters. It was warm when we
arrived in Leuven after our motorway ride through France and Belgium (avoiding the Paege).
There was a noticeable change in driving standards too when we crossed the Belgium border
(and I thought Lincoln had some of the worse driving in
the UK). But we all arrived unscathed at our hotel, sweaty
and in need of some refreshment.
Leuven, Belgium
After a ride of 354miles, we checked into our iBis hotel,
parked up the bikes and sorted out our rooms. The
receptionist booked a table at a ribs restaurant (RestoRibs, highly recommended). A few beers, a chill out, and
some great food sorted us out for the evening and
restored our spirits.
The following day was meant to be a visit to the Stella
Artois brewery – the original one where it all began - but
it was one of very few days in Belgium when the brewery
was closed due to it being a bank holiday that fell on a
Sunday. Jamie was not a happy-chappy. Instead it was a
gentle walkabout and a couple of beers in the market square to while away the hot sunny
afternoon.
For reasons unknown nor explained, food and drink tend to play a major role in any road trip.
Jamie had spotted a sushi bar (raw fish – yuck) and was keen to sample its offerings. Me, no
way! Instead, the original Eurojanuters left the newbees to the sushi, whilst we entertained
ourselves with a fantastic Indian meal and Belgian beer.
Leuven is a lovely little town that is well worth a few days’ visit with its grand ornate
buildings, a lovely market square and fine bars & restaurants to quench thirsts and appetites.
We rested the bikes for our second day in Leuven,
instead taking gentle strolls through the town,
visiting the historic buildings and sipping the
amber fluids, as well as staving off hunger with a
hotdog and other fine offerings.
The weathermen were right, heat was coming and
it was melting us already, with even higher
temperatures due later in the week. No way were
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we going to get any Belgian chocolates home in this heat.
Hamelin, Germany
The ride to Hamelin was almost 285miles and uneventful. Physically not as long as our first
leg, but in the heat it felt much longer. Riding through northern Germany was much like riding
through southern England with the exception of riding on the wrong side of the road and the
heat. It was well into the 30s and the majority of miles were motorway so we could arrive in
good time at the Hotel Bellevue. Michael anad his partner, Dagmar, were already at the hotel
after completing their own personal Eurojaunt. They greeted us on our arrival and had beers
waiting for us as soon as we’d checked in and dropped off our baggage.
It never ceases to amaze me how well received we are by others in the Harley fraternity. You
don’t get that brilliant camaraderie with too many other clubs or groups.
After showering and sorting out the
luggage, we met once again with
Michael and Dagmar who had booked a
table for us at a local restaurant. After a
15 minute stroll we took our seats at the
restaurant and settled in for another
great meal and a few beers. There we go
– eating and drinking again.
It had been a long day so some of us
returned to the hotel whilst Jamie,
Jewels, Edwin, Michael and Dagmar
stayed for a few ‘afters’.
The following day Michael had arrange for one of his members, Tomas, to meet us at the hotel
and escort us on a ride through the countryside and into Hanover to visit the HD Dealership
and then ride onto the Landhaus Am Sonnenburg – a café perched on top of a rise that offered
great views as we sipped cool drinks and ate cake. Meanwhile, Dagmar left us and headed
home, work for the wicked, leisure for the rest..!
But before we could set off, Pete had a problem with his starter relay (an old ongoing issue
that seems impossible to resolve). With spare relay in hand, a quick change and he was ready.
But then it was Michael’s turn to have a starter problem. No juice. He managed to get it going
and we were finally off on our ride.
Heading towards Hanover, but taking
the long route around the
countryside was good after the
previous day’s riding on motorways.
We had to stop for petrol after about
40miles, and that would prove a bit
of a challenge once again for
Michael’s old FatBoy. It wouldn’t
start. Luckily across the road was a
garage with a battery pack. The bike
started and we were off again. As we
rode into Hanover and about a mile
from the Dealership, Michael’s
FatBoy finally packed in. We
continued onto the Dealership and
Tomas arranged for a pick-up for
Michael.
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The sun was giving what the weather forecast had promised. Intense heat. Well into the upper
30s now, I was seriously considering ditching the leather jacket.
After a few cold drinks, a coffee and a photo-shoot, we were ably escorted by a handful of
Hanover Chapter members back out of the city and onto country roads again, and this time,
Michael was riding a new FatBoy on loan from the Dealership. Mysteriously, my jacket had
found itself hiding inside one of the panniers, and my body thanked it for the coolness of the
breeze as we rode in t-shirt.
After a number of miles rambling through countryside, we took a right turn and headed up a
gentle slope to the Landhaus Am Sonneburg café. I couldn’t wait for a cold drink and followed
our hosts through the café into the shaded back garden. A slice of cake and a large applejuice/water concoction of a thirst quencher later and I felt so much better.

As we rode back to the hotel, members of the Chapter left us in the capable hands of Michael,
with Tomas being the last to wave us goodbye.
Another cool shower and shorts and fresh t-shirt made all the difference as we sipped another
beer on the hotel’s terrace.
A stroll into old Hamelin town that evening took us to the Gatstatte Rattenfangerhaus
restaurant. A great schnitzel and beer satisfied my
craving for sustenance and much the same for everyone
else who enjoyed yet another feast in another great
eatery.
The old town of Hamelin is
another lovely place to visit. It
certainly milks the old tale of
the Pied Piper of Hamelin and
why not. It gives the town a
really pleasant clam
atmosphere, not too busy but
enough people around to
make the town come alive.
And the brass rats within the
cobbled stone pavement worked well too.
We strolled slowly back towards the hotel, stopping off
at Papa Hemmingway’s bar where we sampled more of the amber nectar. On the menu were a
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number of shots that Jamie, Michael and Edwin felt the force of the Pied Piper draw them with
the need to sample.
A “C**ksuckin’cowboy”, a “C*mshot” and an “Orgasm” later and the lads had the waitress
giggling at their facial expressions and the fact that some
rufty-tufty-biker had asked for the “C**ksuckin’cowboy”.
If they ever make a sequel for Brokeback Mountain,
you’ve got the three contenders for the main roles.
And just to prove that they were still sober as judges,
Edwin and Jamie decided to show off a few wrestling
moves!!!
Now here’s a tip for booking hotels during heat waves.
Make sure that ‘air conditioning’ means a proper air
conditioning unit, and not just a room fan!
Right, following breakfast on our third day in Hamelin,
Michael had offered to take us for a gentle ride into the
hills before he left for home. We took him up on his offer
and duly headed for the hills. Some fantastic winding
roads in partial shade mean
sheer enjoyment as we rode
through the countryside before finding ourselves atop a
ridge/mountain where an observation/communication tower was
sited along with a welcoming café where we could indulge in a Fanta
or two. Yes, the Fanta, for me anyway, was one of the main thirst
quenching options of the trip, on several occasions substituting for
beer!
The views from the top were tremendous. Looking north there we
must have been on the highest top whilst to the south more hills and
slopes faded off into the hazy distance.
On the ride back to the hotel we found ourselves in t-shirts once
again riding through the heat wave temperatures that would peak
the following day. But for today it was a meager 39oC.
Back at the hotel, we said our farewell and thanks to Michael for his
guidance and hospitality before he set off for home. Whilst in the
meantime, we showered (again) before heading back into town for
more sustenance and another visit to Papa Hemmingway’s bar.
Bruges, Belgium
We were psyching ourselves up for the ride back into Belgium; a long one on the hottest day
on record. 335miles in temperatures peaking at 44oC was a challenge whilst driving on
Belgian motorways. I had ridden in hotter temperatures (48.3oC on Route 66 last year) but it
wasn’t as humid so the degree of uncomfortableness was off the scale.
We left Hotel Bellevue behind and took some pleasant roads out of Hamelin before picking up
motorway after about 15miles. From then on the ride was one of the worst I’ve been on. The
mixture of heat, humidity and poor driving made the experience one not to be repeated. I’ll
say no more about the day’s ride apart from I was so pleased for the group to reach Bruges
and our hotel in one piece by 5pm.
We parked our steeds in the secure garage, in the cool shade, and humped our luggage to our
rooms.
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Showered and a little cooler, we headed for the first bar, just a few hundred metres away –
Muttley’s Bar. We quickly sank a couple of beers before moving on to the next stop – a Chinese
restaurant – more for convenience than by choice. The food was okay and when we took the
bill, we found that 25% of it was for food we hadn’t had. Had we been inebriated perhaps we
would have simply paid up, but not this evening. The bill corrected, and us €50 better off,
there was no tipping for the wicked tonight.
Another bar, this time on the main
square and the weisbeers found
themselves in front of Pete and Edwin.
Jamie stuck with his Stella Artois (2 for
every one everyone else was having)
and me, I stuck with a Jupiler as did
William. The ladies, needless to say,
were more refined.
William, Jo, Del and I left the rest at the
bar and headed back to the hotel. Yes, our beds were calling and someone had to escort
William to the hotel ;-).
Meanwhile, the Three Amigos and their side-kick Jewels remained at the bar until closing time
before moving onto another for more drinks.
We didn’t see Edwin the following day until late afternoon..!
The next day, the Eurojaunters took a
riverboat ride whilst Edwin, Jamie & Jewels
were nowhere to be seen. The boat ride
was relaxing and well worth the €10 fee.
After, we found the bar where they sold
more than 100 different beers. Del and I
sampled the coconut beer whilst William,
Jo and Pete tried other flavours. Another
beer and it was time for a wander. We
stumbled on a small square with a number
of restaurants. We found a table and ate.
Unfortunately, Jewels and Jamie turned up
a little late (still no Edwin) and the
restaurant had stopped serving.
We met up again in the main square, still no Edwin. The server recognized us – ‘ah you were
with the man with the little hands’. Eventually, Edwin turned up with his little hands and
joined us later in the afternoon; I don’t think he had much of an appetite.
In another square, just off the main square, they were setting up a stage. The town of Brugge
were giving a free concert every night for the next week, and tonight it was the Proclaimers –
whoopee-doo.
It felt like we’d walked 500 miles in the heat over the past week so we decided we’d see the
duo that evening – and it was free right?
They played for almost 90minutes before they finished their set with 500 Miles. They
certainly had the
crowd going, the
Belgians must be
easily pleased. But
on the plus side, at
least the town of
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Brugge knew how to treat their town-folk with free concerts, as they did in Leuven too (but
we missed those by a week). Come on Lincoln, let’s have a few free concerts for the people..!
The ride home
Following breakfast the next morning, we settled up our bills, packed up the bikes and were
soon on our way. We hadn’t left Brugge before we lost Edwin. We got split up as soon as we
took our first turn after the garage. We
waited across a set of traffic lights for
Edwin who had followed his satnav instead
of following the group riding rules and
turned left at the lights. The rule of thumb
is – keep going straight unless you are sure
to take a turn – and turn off your satnav
when someone else is leading the ride.
Ah well, it was another hundred and thirty
miles or so before we saw Edwin again at
the Europort in Calais. Somehow, Edwin had got in front of us and was checking in just as we
arrived. We all took the earlier crossing option, and as we were guided to the motorcycle
parking area, Edwin managed to go straight on and onto an even earlier train – some 6 or 7
trains before ours..! Edwin was in Boston by the time we’d reached Peterborough services.
We got off the train in Folkestone and soon enough, William & Jo were heading east to visit
family in Kent whilst Pete, Jamie (and Jewels) and I continued north towards London. There
were delays at the Dartford Crossing so filtering was the order of the day. By the time we got
through the Dartford Tunnel, Pete & I had lost Jamie; he was nowhere to be seen. We could
only surmise that he’d had enough of filtering in the heavy traffic (confirmed when we met up
with Jamie in Perterborough a while later).
I was running on fumes so made a slight detour once on the M11 to fill up the tank. Next stop
was Peterborough services and then home.
All in all it was a great trip. We hoped for good weather but overdosed on the heat and
humidity which did created some discomfort on the travelling days, especially from Hamelin
to Brugge.
The hotels were fine and in good locations, although some
proper aircon wouldn’t have gone amiss in Hamelin and
Brugge. The food and drink were superb everywhere we went
(with the exception of the Chinese trying to overcharge in
Brugge). And finally the hospitality offered by Michael Heinz,
Chapter Director of Hanover H-D was second to none.
Thanks to all the lads and ladettes who came along. For Edwin
who came out of the closet about one or two things (nothing to
do with his sexuality, but also nothing I can share here without
his permission – be sure to accost him when you see him at the
next ride-out or club night); for Jamie in getting in touch with
Michael and arranging the activities in Hamelin; and of course, for William & Pete’s company,
always more than welcome and a pleasure. Now who have I forgot – well the ladies of course;
Del, Jo & Jewels. Thanks for putting up with us!
Now, what’s next? Ah yes, the Yellow Bellee Melee, and the Northumberland Trip.
Ride safe, Dai.
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Following the recent appointment of Pete Abbott to the role of Head Road Captain we
asked Tracy to give us a short bio of Pete to introduce him to all our members: [Ed]
Where to start? Pete began his love of bikes at the
ripe old age of 6, maybe 7, due to the release of
the film Easy Rider. He built a model of Captain
America and decided that he too would have a
Harley. This dream remained with him and he
bought his first
motorbike—a Yamaha
100—when he was 16,
and I think the only
person brave enough to
go on the back was his
Nan who was by then in
her 80’s.
He joined the Navy at 17, and at 18 met his wife-to-be who thought he
had a big bike and found it quite funny when he showed up on what she
thought was a bike way too small for his height. It was not too long
before he progressed onto a Honda 250 Dream and named her Sue.
Even then I knew I was going to be second to his beloved bikes but have
to say so much fun was had.
Pete and I married in 1981 and not long after he bought his dream bike
at the time—a Honda 550K. This was his pride and joy but sadly we were
involved in an accident and Bess the bike was written off and this
brought a sudden stop to our biking adventures, as I found out that I was pregnant. Our
son was born in 1983 and a daughter in 1985. Pete is truly a family man and his four

grandchildren can wrap him around their little fingers as can be seen by a photograph or
two.
We often spoke of our time on the bike, but back then could not afford one with having a
family. However Pete always dreamed of having his Harley, though at that time it was just
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a dream.
Pete continued his time in the Navy where we had many more adventures; he was posted
to Hong Kong, Florida and then
sunny RAF Digby. Pete served 23
years in the Navy and decided to
leave at the age of 40.
Now this is where dreams do
come true; we spoke about what
he should spend his money on
and we agreed it was time to
buy his beloved Harley. He was so excited and what a beauty she was and still is—he
bought a 100 year anniversary Dyna Super Glide that he still rides from time to time. Soon
after buying the Harley Pete joined a Harley Group but at that time decided it was not for
him so continued to ride with two friends every weekend leaving me at home.
However, one day he was trawling face book and came across
a post for the Ride To The Wall; he contacted the person who
had posted and asked if he could tag along for the ride and it
was agreed that he could, and this is where he met Martin.
Pete came home and told me all about it and asked should
we go along to the bike group which was Lindum Colonia. I
was not sure so sent him along to check it out and golly are
we pleased he did.
Pete enjoyed all the ride outs and persuaded me to
go along. We were so pleased to meet so many
lovely people and be part of such a friendly group.
He is now the proud owner of an Ultra Limited,
which he loves to ride
and has had the pleasure
of riding around Europe.
Pete loves being part of
the bike club and feels he
has been so well
supported by everyone who have encouraged him to became
part of the Road Crew, progressing to Road Captain and now
Head Road Captain.
He is very much looking forward to the fun times ahead with
his bike family, as Lindum has become like a family to him.
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Planning for the Melee for 2019 started as soon as the flags and bunting
were taken down from last years event, and the main change would be in
the venue—which this year moved to the Humber Bridge Country Hotel
where we took 25 of the 26 rooms ensuring that our fun and games did not
become someone else’s worst dream!
A lot of planning and organising goes into these events, and Lyn Sharpe as co-ordinator
and Steve and Bonny Wallis, and Wendy spent many hours putting everything together so
that when the Members turned up on the day it would all run smoothly.
On Friday we pitched up
nice and early to get the
gazebo set up and all the
bunting out, and during
the afternoon people
started to arrive, get
ready to party by settling themselves into their rooms, and then finding their way to the
bar. The first day was a gentle affair, with a curry buffet and a disco for the night.

Saturday weather was fine, though very windy and the members headed off for the rideout lead by Paul Redhead, while Lyn and
Russ, Wendy and I stayed back at the hotel
to set up the equipment ready for the
Chapter Games—which in the end did not
take place.
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The evening
entertainment
was a Carvery
and then live
music, from
Russ’s band
Propellor and
a Fancy Dress
theme of a
Beach Party.
On the Sunday everyone packed up
and headed home after another
enjoyable weekend of fun with the
Chapter including the beer crane,
and Lip Up Fatty which has now seemingly been adopted as some sort of
weird male bonding ceremony.
The Hotel management clearly had a good weekend with 100% occupancy in the their
rooms and plenty of money made from the alcohol sales, but they did seem to have a very
tight rein on the food, barely putting enough food out for the curry night, accusing the
ladies of eating all the meat and then trying to ration the breakfast buffet to one sausage,
one rasher of bacon and one egg! They clearly have no idea how our Chapter works!!!
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Friday
After a rather hot but relatively good
ride down from Lincolnshire on
Thursday, and an overnight stay at
Eureka Park, it’s stands up at 6am as
we have to catch the 7:20
Eurotunnel. It is a pleasantly warm
morning and with the quiet roads
we arrive at the check in and a have a very smooth journey through
passport control and security. We all grab a bit of breakfast and a drink in
the terminal and then head down to the train. With all the bikes safely
boarded we leave on time for the 30 minute journey over to Calais. We
arrive to blue skies and warm temperatures and so begin our 200 mile
journey to Smuid. The morning ride is mainly motorway but just after we
have been going for about an hour, we pull into the services for a welcome
cup of coffee and a comfort break, before we set off again and the weather is beginning to
warm up. The roads are quite quiet, so we make
good progress arriving at our next
waypoint at the Harley Davidson
dealership at Valenciennes ahead
of schedule. The ladies of course
head mainly to look at the clothing especially as they have a 50% sale
on, and the men head towards the new bikes just to “have a look”.
Our lunch stop is very conveniently located right next to the dealership,
so once everyone was ready we make our way over to L’Edito restaurant
for lunch. As we had booked in advance, the restaurant is all ready for
us, and have 2 large tables all set up ready for us, and we are seated outside underneath
the canopy. The menu is very extensive and we soon realise that the portions are very
generous too. There is a great atmosphere as it is warm and bright, with a real buzz from
the other diners. We all enjoy our leisurely lunch, so now time to re fuel the bikes, and set
off for the second part of our journey, which will just be a short section of motorway
before we turn onto more country roads. The route is now more scenic as we ride through
villages and flat open roads with farmland either side. The route is a little slower due to
numerous roundabouts, and slow moving vehicles
holding us up. But we arrive for our afternoon stop
at the very pretty, quaint town called Chimay,
where we are able to park the bikes very close to
town square. Chimay is a charming little place,
with cobbled streets, and lovely restaurants and
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cafes that hug the main town square. As it is now very warm, a cold drink or an ice cream
is very welcome before we have to continue the last 50 miles. During this time we begin to
see a dramatic change in the weather and with about 20 miles to go we have to pull over
to put our wet gear on. At first it was just light rain, but the raindrops got bigger and sadly
the last 10 miles or so was ridden in persistent rain which was such a shame as the roads
through the forest are amazing. The beautiful green fir tree-lined road is great for
motorbiking with so many twists and turns and it is a shame that we are unable today to
enjoy that. We are very thankful to arrive safely at our lovely
quaint, quirky hotel in the picturesque little town of Smuid.
Martin our host is there to greet us with a warm welcome and
an umbrella as the rain now is quite heavy. The hotel is an old
hunting lodge with a charm all of its own, with timber lined
walls, a huge inglenook fireplace and even a creaky staircase.
But is feels very comfy and homely.
Time for a quick shower and
change and then a well earned beer or glass of wine before
we go into dinner. Martin has made a superb 3 course meal
for us tonight and we are all well looked after by his staff.
With our bellies full and a few alcoholic drinks to wind down
to, we all retire to bed for a good nights sleep.

Saturday
Well this morning we awake to the sound of
the church bells which just happens to be
directly across from the hotel. The other
surprise is that it is not raining, as the forecast
was looking a bit dodgy. Breakfast is served
from 8:30 and is a typical continental style with
breads, pastries, a selection of meats and
cheeses, hard boiled eggs, yoghurt and fruit, with your choice of pots of tea or coffee.
Stands up today at 10am as the plan is to have a shorter riding day today,
allowing us more time to spend at a couple of the places we have planned
to visit. The surrounding roads are fast with long sweeping bends, a motor
bikers dream, and we arrive after about an hour at Bastogne. There is a
wonderful star shaped memorial here which was built in recognition of the
American soldiers who lost their lives in the Battle of the Bulge. The
grounds are beautifully maintained and as we approach the entrance there
is a wonderful outdoor exhibition of artwork, all of which has been made from remnants
of the Berlin Wall. The memorial is a very impressive sight standing alone with magnificent
360 degree views from the top. There is enough time to enjoy the surroundings and a light
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refreshment before we head off to La Roche en Ardennes for lunch. Back on the lovely
picturesque roads we missed a turning as the sat nav was a little unclear and we ended up
doing a bit of “off roading” on an awful short stretch of gravel, which is a bikers
nightmare, but we all made it safely back onto the main road. We were very fortunate to

find enough spaces to park all 14 bikes together when we arrived at La Roche, and by now
the weather had improved and was quite warm. We found a nice Pizzeria for lunch and
enjoyed the lovely ambience of this pretty bustling town on a Saturday afternoon. There
was time for a short walk around before it was time to leave and make our way back to the
hotel. The journey back was fun with continuous sweeping bends and the lush green tall
trees lining the roads. As we progressed the weather began to deteriorate and it was now
a race against time to see if we could make it back to the hotel before the rain came. The
timing could not have been better as we just arrived back at the hotel as the heavens
opened, but there were 3 riders not with us. It would appear that poor Barry had a
warning symbol appear so he pulled over to just check it out. Fortunately Robin and
Martin, who was one of the back markers stayed with him to help him out, and it was not
long after that the 3 of them returned safely, albeit a bit wet. Barry was obviously
concerned that his bike had a problem, but Vince knew of an app that you could download
on to your phone that would do a diagnostic check on your bike. So that’s exactly what
they did, and hey presto the bike was fixed. It appeared to be just a minor issue and
fingers crossed has seemed to be ok since. An earlier finish today
with a bit of chilling out time before pre dinner drinks and
another delicious meal prepared by our lovely host and chef,
Martin, supported by his amazing waitress, come bar person,
Charlotte. We decided to have a bit of fun with a general
knowledge quiz tonight after dinner. Oh my goodness it got very
competitive but congratulations to our winning team Adrian and
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Alison, Robin and Beverly. Judging by the all the conversations this evening I think the
Ardennes is proving to be a real hit.

Sunday
Another peel of church bells as our early morning alarm call, and another
overcast morning here in the forest. Stands up again at 10am, so time for a
leisurely breakfast before we all set off and today we are heading to
Rochehaut. The scenic roads are nestled right in the middle of the forests
with long sweeping bends and amazing hairpin bends too. It was all going
so well and we were not far now from Rochehaut until Charlie took a wrong
turning, and we ended up having to do a loop and backtrack on ourselves.
Unfortunately there was a slight communication problem and when we arrived at
Rochehaut we realised that we had lost half the group. After a quick phone call to Robin,
Charlie jumped back on the bike and quickly found the others and within 15 minutes we
were all back together. There is a magnificent
viewpoint at Rochehaut that looks out over the
sprawling town of Frahan and the beautiful winding
River Semois. It’s a shame the weather wasn’t a
little better, but the view was pretty nonetheless.
We walked a short distance up the hill to the pretty cobbled town square where there
were cafes and bakeries where we could have a welcome coffee and a naughty cake. Back
on the bikes and we continue through the pretty villages and winding roads until we arrive
at Bouillon which is a town set on the River Semois, with its lovely bridges and medieval
castle. As we are a little behind schedule we only have time for a short stop here, but
definitely a place to come back and revisit.
The highlight of the ride today is to visit the beautiful Orval Monastery which is located in
the area of Florenville, and is a Cistercian Monastery that was founded in 1132. The abbey
is well known for its history and spiritual life, and also for its local production of Trappist
beer and cheese. The main part of the abbey is so beautiful as are the grounds, but sadly
in the past
it was
burnt
down and
so there
are just
ruins still
remaining in some areas. The parts of the abbey that are accessible to the public are
amazing especially inside the caves with the never ending arches. There is a lovely
restaurant right next door to the abbey where as well as there being a very extensive
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menu, you can also sample the Orval beer and
cheese. We enjoyed a lovely lunch on the roof
terrace, and all got to sample the cheese.
Fortunately the hotel where we are staying
stock the Orval beer, so guess what we will all
be drinking tonight. After a very enjoyable
couple of hours here, it is time to leave and
make our way back. All safely back at the hotel, there’s time for a bit of down time before
meeting up in the cosy bar for our last pre dinner drinks. Martin excelled himself tonight
with the most delicious food, and so beautifully presented. Lots of laughter and banter
tonight after what has been a thoroughly enjoyable stay. Earlier start in the morning so off
to bed for a good nights sleep before our 200 mile ride back to Calais tomorrow.
#lovingArdennes

Monday
So today we have to say goodbye to our wonderful hosts, Martin and Naomi who have
looked after us so amazingly well. Nothing has been too much trouble, and we have all
enjoyed staying in the quirky cosy hunting lodge, in the pretty village of Smuid, with its
beautiful surrounding forest. A slight change of route as we have to be sure that we have
enough time to get back to Calais in time to catch our 4:20pm shuttle. So today our
journey is mainly motorway but we have many stops and comfort breaks as we are making
good time.
We arrive at Calais earlier than expected and are offered an earlier train which we all take.
Once we are all on the shuttle and the 30 minute journey back to Folkestone, we say our
goodbyes to those that will be continuing their journeys home. Some of us have arranged
to stay an extra night at the Premier Inn at Ashford rather than contemplate the long
journey back to Lincoln. The meal tonight was pretty mediocre and not what we had been
accustomed to for the previous 3 nights, but the good company more than made up for it.
A huge thank you to
everyone who came on
Adventure in the
Ardennes, it was great to
be amongst old friends
and also to make new
ones. Special memories
with special people, until
next time!
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Mablethorpe Bike Night—not that it was held in
Mablethorpe—was an extra event that Lyn
wanted to put on to help her sell some more of
our second-hand gear, with all the proceeds taken
donated to LEBBS (less any commission on the
items sold on those items donated to sell by
people wanting to raise a few bob to fund new
purchases).
The day was sultry and hot, and armed with a gazebo, tables,
chairs, banners and the second-hand gear we pitched up midafternoon to set up the stall and make friends with the other
stall-holders.
The wonderful guys and girls of BACA (Bikers Against Child
Abuse) were set up next to our pitch and helped us get the
gazebo up as three people trying to do it just wasn’t enough. And the wind which had
threatened to pick up duly did—damn, we forgot to bring the heavy weights for the legs.

But just at the point of thinking we might have to hold onto the gazebo all evening we
remembers the tie-down straps, phew!
There was a slow start to the night, and probably a couple of hundred bikes in total, but
we has some great chats, and sold enough gear to make the effort
worth while.
For me the best talk was with the gentleman on the left who is,
obviously, the Town Cryer, but in his previous list of employments was
as principle singer with the Black and White Minstrel Show. I cannot
imagine a nicer bloke, and also cannot imagine that program ever
getting made in this day and age.
We raised £103.60, including £16.50 in donations!
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Following on from the very successful
BBQ at Charlie and Bern’s last year they
kindly decided to repeat the event this
year. Now of course, being summer, the
weather forecast was for heavy rain
showers and in the build-up to the
event it seemed prudent to change the
theme from a BBQ to a Pie and Mash
party—so naturally the weather was beautiful. But then again, so was the Pie, Mash and
even that weird concoction Mushy Peas seemed to go down a treat. No accounting for

tastes as they say. Charlie and Bern arranged for and prepared the pie and Mash, and
everyone was instructed to bring their own choice of booze—and a selection of puddings
appeared as well. I mean to say, you can’t not have pudding, can you!

Anyway the important thing was that everyone enjoyed the food, the drink, and most
importantly the relaxed and friendly chatter from all corners of the house and garden. A
little baby hedgehog had everyone concerned as it looked rather poorly and was covered
in ticks, and Charlie and Bern took it up to the Hedgehog rescue the
following day though sadly it was too young and too unwell.
Everyone who came, including Ian and Jackie, had a great time and it
was lovely to see everyone in effectively a non-bike event just relaxing
and we should definitely say a massive thank you to Charlie and Bern
for opening up their house and allowing us to make a mess—though as
you can seem the Director took upon himself to suddenly become
domesticated and do some washing up!
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One night a young man walks his girlfriend
home.
As they are about to kiss each other
goodnight at the front door, the guy starts
feeling a little amorous. With an air of
confidence, he leans with his hand against
the wall and smiling, he says to her, “Honey,
would you have sex with me?”
Horrified, she replies, “Are you mad? My
parents will see us!”
“Oh come on! Who's going to see us at this
hour?” he asks, grinning at her.
“No, please. Can you imagine if we get
caught?”
“Oh come on! There's nobody around. They're all sleeping!”
“No way. It's just too risky!”
“Oh please, please, I love you so much!”
“No, no, and no. I love you too, but I just can't!”
“Oh yes you can. Please?”
“No, no. I just can't”
“I'm begging you…”
Out of the blue, the light on the stairs goes on, and the girl's older sister shows up in her
pyjamas, hair dishevelled, and in a sleepy voice, she says:
“Dad says to go ahead and have sex with him, or I can do it, or if need be, mum says she
can come down herself and do it. But, for goodness sake, tell him to take his hand off the
intercom!

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
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Kirk managed to book some nice weather and so
he took us on a lovely ride out of Lincoln, through
Tuxford, Bolsover and Clay Cross, then out
towards the peak district. We stopped in Two
Dales at a lovely garden centre where most
people enjoyed a nice cuppa and a break—Kirk,
however went on an extra errand to return one of
the flock back to the fold in the form of Bob, who stayed put making it much easier to find
him (thank you). A perfect example of the 2nd-man drop off system and how is should
work!
Once rested off we went up into the peak district to
experience some beautiful roads before stopping at the
lovely town of Bakewell. Everyone had the chance to
have a wander round the shops, watch the ducks on
the river, enjoy the sunshine and eat some food (for a
change)!!
After leaving Bakewell, we had one
further stop to make after a bit
more riding at another nice garden
centre (there’s a bit of a pattern
forming) where we had the chance
to stop for a cold drink and a bit of
ice cream. The staff were lovely and
joined in on our chapter flag picture.
We then headed home, ending the ride at Markham Moor a little
later than planned
but never the less,
it was a fab day
enjoyed by all,
thanks to
everyone that
joined us and to Pete and Tracy and Steve
and Bonny for looking after the ride at the
back, with special mention to Derek who
made the journey to Bakewell in his truck,
thank you!!
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Chapter Planned Events Calendar
Month
October

November

December

Date

Day

Ride-Outs

Events

Length

Lead RC

N/A

N/A

A

Charlie
Gordon
N/A

th

Saturday

th

6

Sunday

10th

Thursday

13th

Sunday

Kirk’s Ride: TBA

A

27th

Sunday

Bitter End Ride – TBD

S

14th

Thursday

Lindum Colonia UK
Chapter Monthly
Meeting

N/A

Kirk
Nicholson
Pete
Abbott
N/A

23rd

Saturday

Chapter Christmas Party

N/A

N/A

12th

Thursday

N/A

N/A

31st

Lindum Colonia UK
Chapter Monthly
Meeting

Monday

S

TBA

5

Ride to the Wall
The Bubble Car Museum
Lindum Colonia UK
AGM and Chapter
Monthly Meeting

Arctic Blast

N/A

Two Essex girls walk up to a perfume counter and pick up
a sample bottle.
Sharon sprays it on her wrist and smells it;
"That's quite nice innit, don't you fink Trace?"
"Yeah, what's it called?"
"Viens à Moi."
"VIENS à MOI … what the f**k does that mean?"
At this stage the assistant offers some help;
“Viens à Moi, Ladies, is French for 'Come to Me'.
Sharon takes another sniff and offers her arm to Tracey
again saying;
"That doesn't smell like come to me, Trace … does it
smell like come to you?"

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
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30

Lindum Colonia UK
Chapter
Monthly Meetings
Windmill Farm
Runcorn Road
Whisby Road
Lincoln

LN6 3QZ
Meetings are held
every second
Thursday of each
month from 7:30pm
onwards

A man sends a text to his next-door neighbour:
"Bob, I'm really sorry. I am riddled with guilt and I just
have to confess;
I have been helping myself to your wife when you're
not around, probably more than you.

I know it's no excuse but I don't get it at home. I can't
live with the guilt any longer.
I hope you'll accept my sincerest apology and it won't
happen again."

Feeling outrage and betrayed, Bob grabs his gun, goes
into the bedroom, and without a word, shoots his wife.
Come along and meet
other members—the Moments later the guy gets a second text:
evenings are friendly
and relaxed. Food is
available to order at
the bar.

"Damned predictive text … that should say 'wifi'."

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.
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David ‘Doc‘ Simpson was a quiet member of our Chapter for a
few years, having come up from Oxford where he had been
Chapter Director; ill health stopped all that.
David was a man of many talents, not just Harleys. He gave us
a fabulous talk on the Mighty Vulcan when I took a ride out
(the long way round of course) to Newark Air Museum. He
was a volunteer there, but got into a bit
of bother when he opened up the
Vulcan and let us climb in—that didn't go down too well with the
staff!
He was passionate about anything he did: Music; Shooting/Guns;
Photography; Harleys; Classic Cars and of course Aviation especially
the Tristar, which I believe he flew among many others.
Having heard from his partner Michelle about his passing I
suggested that we rode our bikes to escort the hearse to the
crematorium for Doc’s Last Ride.

There were about 10 Lindum bikes and at least 10 of Oxford Chapter, 3 of which had
ridden like demons direct from Aviemore early doors and got to us just in time to pay
respects to their old friend.
We followed the hearse and family car to the crematorium—a slow and steady ride. I
guess 'Doc' would have smiled at the pace. On arrival we rode past the hearse slowly and
as if by magic everyone gave full throttle it was an emotional moment and again 'Docs'
smile came to mind.
Most of you may not have known him but he will be remembered fondly by those of us
that had the privilege to have met him.

RIDE SAFE DOC AND KEEP SMILING
1955—2019: R.I.P
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Thunder in the Glens is one of those iconic HOG® Rallies, and as a Chapter we regularly
revisit the event though not on an annual basis—though as individuals some of our
members do indeed go every year.
We gathered ourselves together at Lyn’s early in the morning of
Thursday 22nd and the café did some brisk business making sure we
were all fed and watered ready for the ride up to Lauder where we
would stay overnight to split the ride into a more relaxed affair.

Heading north was not going to be on the most exciting roads,
heading out onto the A1 and going north, with stops at Wetherby
Services and Scotch Corner where we had lunch. However after that
we turned onto the A68 and onto that fantastic road up into and
through the borders, sweeping bends and hills—lots of them!
Lauder is a beautiful border market town and the Black Bull is
an old coaching in right in the centre of the town. The current
owners have been working on improving the buildings for the
last four years, and you can immediately see how much
attention to detail they have made, all of the rooms have been
carefully and meticulously upgraded. Where possible the
furniture was been hand built by local craftsmen, very evident
in the dining rooms and bar area. Even the sheets were 600 count
cotton—fabulous. They operate a strict no swearing policy in the bar,
which initially lost them custom from the locals, but over the four
years most have come back and fresh faces have appeared because it
is such a pleasant place to gather. You have to admire their principals!
After a lovely overnight stay we headed north again, around the Edinburgh bypass and
over the Queenferry Crossing—the new bridge over the Forth Estuary—with glorious
views over the old Forth Road Bridge to the Forth Bridge itself. Scotland is he only country
in Europe with a major arterial bridge built in each of the last three centuries—yes, really!
Continuing north past Perth and into the Highlands and the Cairngorm National Park with
a lunch stop in Pitlochry, we arrived in Aviemore in the middle of the afternoon and after
registration headed off to our hotel, and our rooms—except for Dick of course, being
made of tougher stuff, who set about pitching his tent—for a well earned shower and
change of clothes ready for the rest of the days fun and games.
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Live music, entertainment and a whole host of ways to spend your hard-earned cash,
coupled with a myriad of styles and types of eating to enjoy, coupled with meeting p with
new and existing friends, make the event an addictive affair and the whole group threw
themselves into it with gusto.
Saturday morning opened with preparations for the
main group ride-out which took in the open hillsides
and lochs of the Cairngorms in a circuitous route
through and then back to Grantown-on-Spey where
the ride ended—with around three thousand bikes
filling the streets and riders and pillions swamping the
various shops and stalls in search of tea, coffee, cake
and perhaps something a little stronger. It was a
fantastic ride out, and the streets were lined through
all the towns and villages by people cheering the bikes
on and demonstrating just how warm and welcoming the local population is to HOG® and
all things biking.
Another night of live music, entertainment and perhaps just a
little alcohol with the highlight for me being the Johnny Cash
Road Show, followed by the sight of the Indian Dealership
staff egging the local constabulary on the try a burn-out on
their Indian Scout (which they failed on I have to say, nearly
sending the bike into a parked car! - try explaining that one to
your bosses!) followed by a demonstration of how it should
be done.
Sunday dawned promising fabulous weather, and Dick, Wendy and I headed off to follow a
circuit around Cairngorm known as the Braemar Circuit. I have done the ride a couple of
times but it is always a thrill and did not disappoint, taking in Tomintoul, Lech, Braemar,
Glenshee, Edradour, Pitlochry and Killiecrankie before returning to Aviemore after a
glorious 170 miles. Makes your heart sing.
A last night of live music and Clearwater Creedence Revival (no, I got that right) bringing
the music of the late 60’s and early 70’s back to life at least for me who may be just old
enough to remember it. OK, well old enough but hey, who’s counting, and then to bed in
readiness for the return south.
Monday saw us heading down to Edinburgh, and
on to Marshall Meadows just north of Berwick. We
dropped down into South Queensferry to the Forth
Bridge Viewing Point, and then round to Edinburgh
Harley-Davidson because …. well just because we
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could though at one point it was touch and go whether we would ever make it out of
Edinburgh again. After the dealership we headed around to the A1 and then cut across
country to Marshall Meadows on another set of roads that make you smile with joy.
Monday was also a
very special day for
Bonny, turning 60
years young and Kirk
had printed a special
T-shirt for her and
Steve had arranged
for cake and a great
evening was had by
everyone.

And so to Tuesday and the last leg back home. Down past Berwick and then through
Newcastle and skirting Sunderland, Hartlepool (Monkey Hangers) and Middlesbrough
followed by a detour after a warning of traffic problems on the A1 from John and Paula
Evans, over Sutton Bank, Helmsley, Pickering and Malton to the Humber Bridge and then
heading our separate ways.
We had spent a long time planning the trip and Steve and Bonny had exhausted
themselves chasing people to make payments, and in what seemed like the blink of an eye
it was over …. at least until next time!
Thank you to everyone who came along and helped to make the event such an enjoyable
occasion, it makes all the work worth while.
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As some of you may know we met a biker in
Aviemore, named Gordon Hesp. He was
escorted by a little bear in a pink jacket. He
asked us to take his photo for his Daughter
Jessica. She was concerned that her daddy
would be lonely on his long trip to Scotland
and should take Ted for company and he
could ride on the back. So every ride, Ted
was strapped into place to feel the wind in
his fur.
Well, we went one better than a single
picture and Ted tried Kevin’s new shiny bike and joined the chapter for a photo
opportunity. I said Ted should defect and join us instead but that would leave one kind,
thoughtful little girl very lonely without her favourite teddy. Gordon said Jessica would be
over the moon with Ted’s adventures and pictures. We had made new friends, which is
what it’s all about. Another Geordie , “Hey Geoff”—and his bike is like yours too! Though
he’s moved to Wales now.
On the final morning we said Goodbye and once again strapped Teddy safely on the back. I
thought wouldn’t it be good to keep in touch and foster friendships between Chapters. I
said we should make Ted an honorary member. They left with a wave and a smile.
When we were back in Lincoln I spoke to Paul, who agreed with the idea for the little girl.
The certificate done and
a waistcoat made for Ted,
I wrote a letter to Jessica
and sent them off. I
received a phone call first
from Gordon then
Jessica. I must admit it
made me cry when I
heard how excited that little girl was. I then received an email and pictures which I have
included over the page below. Then last night I got home to find little photo enclosed in a
beautiful hand made ‘Thank You’ card from Jessica.
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This just shows how far a few kind words and gestures
can spread so much happiness. So please welcome our
newest members Jessica and Ted (also known as
PAWS) to the chapter.
“Hi Wendy,
Thank you so much for the waistcoat pin and badges
for Ted and especially the honorary membership
bestowed on both Ted and Jessica who are both
extremely proud to be members of Lindum Colonia
Chapter.
I have attached a couple of pictures of Ted and Jessica
with both waistcoat and certificates being proudly
displayed and if you think its okay
can you put this on your Chapter site
a way of reaching out to all and to
say thank you to all of you guys for
your kindness and
brilliant adoption of Jessica and Ted.
Again thank you for all your
kindness, as a family we are all very
grateful and proud of the Lindum
Colonia Membership.
Best Wishes
Gordon
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The third quarter this year has been a whirlwind of long weekends and ride-outs—not that
I’m complaining you understand—and the Chapter Long Weekend away came just 10
short days after returning from Thunder. This year, it was to be Durham that would enjoy
our presence and following the now tradition of using a Shearings Hotel we headed off to
the Eden Arms in Rushyford.
Meeting up at Caenby Corner we
headed up over the bridge and on
to Fridaythorpe where we had a
short break at the Seaways Café.
Replenished, we headed a short
distance north to Helmsley via
Malton and Pickering where we had
our lunch and a little stretch of the legs.
From Helmsley we headed up over the North York Moors on the
Stokesley road—wow, what a ride that is folks, if you have not done
it, then you really must! It will blow away all your cobwebs I can tell
you. From Stokesley it was rather more mundane and urban, but we
all safely arrived at the hotel, and headed off into our rooms to have
a shower, change and then get down to some serious drinking.
Now, Shearings Hotels tend to be used by coach parties and ,
well lets just say people looking for ….. cerebral catatonia. We
shook them up a little, some loved it, a few didn’t. The girl
that was providing the evening entertainment singing to
backing music had a blast, her usual audience being around
six people providing no feedback. Not tonight, she had
people joining in, taking the mic over and dancing, and
finished off with a bare-chested rendition of Lip Up Fatty. What have they started!!!
Saturday saw us gathering for a ride up to
Bonchester Bridge, where we had lunch at the
Horse and Hound pub, before dropping back
south of the border and through the Kielder
Forest before returning to the hotel. The day
started a little cool, but the weather was glorious
and the roads and scenery
were fantastic, and we all had a wonderful days riding. The Horse and
Hounds was great, the food lovely and the result of pure luck from a
little light research on the internet. As Dick would tell you, “Think
Lucky, Be Lucky”.
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During the dinner that evening we had a series of quizzes provided by Charlie and Bern
and presented by Bonny and Steve which was great fun and in the end everyone won
something—a bit like how they do school sports nowadays!
The evening entertainment was sadly not the young lady of the night before, but a
gentleman who clearly thought he was a cross between Frank Sinatra and Tom Jones and
with the vocal capabilities of trash can rattled at maximum volume because clearly the
louder it is the better it is … not.

Sunday and we headed north once more, this time to
Newcastle and the Gateshead Harley-Davidson dealership
where we browsed t-shirts—for Kevin and Julie’s sake, of
course—and posed on bikes that we would like to buy if
only the lottery would pay us instead of somebody else.
Then off into the North Pennines
Area of Outstanding Natural Beauty
with views that would take your
breath away. Lunch was taken in Allendale Town which is a beautiful
Pennine village. Unfortunately while we were there Tracey
Widdowson had a fall and she had to go off in an ambulance to be
checked over, and Paul had to dash off home to pick up their car and
come back up again, picking Tracey back up from the hospital.
From Allendale Town we headed back to the hotel over the C2C
road—literally Sea to Sea, as on a good day from the beacon at the
highest point you can look west and see the Irish Sea, and East and see the North Sea
which is kind of neat, though in point of fact you couldn't on the day. Clearly bad planning
on my part!

No entertainment on this evening, so in great British tradition we made out own, and at
some point we all ended up talking in squeaky voices in homage to the Haribo
advertisement currently doing the rounds. Video clips will be available on Smugmug soon!
Monday morning and once again, the weekend has
vanished in a trice. How can you spend months in
planning, weeks in anticipation and long days in
packing, and re-packing, only for the event to be
over before you even get started? I suppose it just
means that we all had a fantastic time.

Thank you once again to everyone who came along
and made the whole weekend such a pleasure.
Thirty-one people this year, more next?
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I came across the story of this wonderful man on Breakfast TV thanks to Dan
Walker. Some of you may have seen the first mention which culminated in a
memorial flypast by the US Airforce and RAF televised by the BBC. If you
didn’t see this then look it up, it was every emotional especially for Tony as
he had tendered the memorial for nearly 70 years. To learn more go to the
Tony Foulds and Mi Amigo facebook page and read all about him.
The ride met at A57 cafe and to say I was gobsmacked is an understatement;
how many bikes??

The coffee stop was at Harleys Diner in Stavely. The faces of the diners
seeing us arrive was priceless 'What The ….'
The rest of the ride to Endcliffe Park went better than expected even with my SatNav going ape
and sending us off course slightly. We still arrived together and all in one piece; 20 minutes late ...
Ooops!
Tony and quite a few of his friends and fans were waiting for us. Tony wasted
no time and took us straight to the memorial skipping over the stepping
stone like a youngster and not like an octogenarian. The rest of us stepped
over them very carefully. Tony talked of the day the MiAmigo crashed and is
still very emotional about it. He was happy to tell the stories
that came after, his years of tending the memorial everyday
no matter what the weather. Still having time to marry and have a family. He
catches 2 buses everyday rain or shine and has done this for 67yrs. Since Dan
Walker brought this to our attention Tony now has a 'PA' Julie who has made a
Facebook page to keep people informed: Tony Foulds and Mi Amigo, please go on
and say Hi.
Ed took Tony for a spin on the trike, with Molly's
permission, escorted by Pete, Alan,
Kev and Nick who lost his cut to
Tony for the ride, though he gave it
back after as it was too heavy!
Tony was made up.
Too soon came the time for him to leave us and off he walked, with a spring in his step, across the
park.
I think a few of the ladies fell in love with this amazing, caring man and the guys have great
respect for him, especially considering we didn’t know anything about the guy this time last
year. We said our goodbyes to his friends and set off, hoping my SatNav behaved its self. No need
to worry it all seemed seamless and my left arm was no longer aching from all the drop-offs.
Thanks to Tony Foulds for educating us all and to you
all who came to experience it first hand.
I have already been asked if I would lead the ride
again!!!! But steady on I need to get over this one first.
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Earlier in the year we had planned to take an evening ride to the Gurkha Kitchen in
Nottingham, which sadly had to be cancelled due to the weather and following a straw
poll we decided to re-schedule the event for a Saturday evening, and keep our fingers
crossed for some decent weather.
It would be safe to say the weather we got really could not have been better, dry, sunny
and not too hot following the driest week I can remember for a while—real Indian
Summer stuff.

We met at the Friendly Farmer on the A46 at Newark—or rather in the services car park as
the Farmer shuts at 4:30pm—and there must have been half the Chapter there; oh no,

that was my previous nights dream, there were actually 3 bikes (4 if you count Roger’s
new steed which he rode over just for the outing as he didn’t come to the Gurkha
Kitchen—doesn’t do curry!). Undaunted and buoyed in the knowledge that 8 other
Members were heading to the Kitchen by car, we set off on a nice little ride through
Kelham, Southwell and Oxton before tackling
the Inner Ring Road—however even here the
traffic was amazingly quiet and we arrived on
time and unflustered.
The meal was a delight, Andeep did us proud as
always and several pounds heavier around the
tummy and lighter in the pocket we all headed
home once again.
Thanks to everyone who came, we really
enjoyed your company!
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Lincoln Pride is now in it’s seventh year, and is of course
a celebration of diversity and inclusion. With this in
mind, and the Chapter’s wish to drive membership and
raise funds for our charitable causes, it was decided that
we would take a stand at Pride this year and get the
Chapter and LEBBS out there in the LGBTT community.

Previously the event had been held on the Brayford,
however due to the large numbers of people some of the businesses complained that they
were being restricted in their sales so the organisers decided that they would move the
event to the Lincoln Arboretum on Monks Road. This certainly had the effect of
constraining the event to a single area large enough to hold the thousands of people
visiting it, but also caused chaos for traffic and especially for vehicle access for setting up
and breaking down the stalls.
We arrived on site at 09:00 to set up the stall, and despite being a little ahead of our slot—
they could only get so many vehicles on site at a time—they kindly accommodated us and
we were soon all ready to go.
As we were setting up, Debra Seed arrived to give us a hand and she
stood with us for most of the day—it was so nice to have a helping
hand and made a big difference. And Alan from LEBBS, one of their
riders, appeared complete with Blood Bike and he too stood virtually
the whole day with us, supporting us supporting them.
The public started to arrive just before 11, and by midday there were
hundreds of people milling around with their numbers increasing all
through the afternoon.
The live acts started around midday, and went on through the afternoon into the evening
finishing around 7:15pm.
It was all very light hearted, the atmosphere around the
Arboretum was lively and for the most part joyous, though
we did see a group of security heading off to one area late
in the afternoon soon to be followed by a contingent of
Police so something exciting must have happened though
we have no idea what or where.
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We spoke with masses of people about LEBBS, and a few
took an interest in the Chapter but it would be fair to say
the overwhelming majority were just there to party.
It was nice to see Rick and Annie in the afternoon, and
John and Paula popped in to see us.
We were unable to get the van back on site until 8pm, so
it was a long day and a late night loading the van back up
and taking the LEBBS equipment back to them, so we had a quick dash to Elite Fish and
Chips on Tritton Road—where we were
accosted by Paul and Tracey Widdowson, so
nice to see friendly faces—before heading
home and the joy of unloading the van and
setting the gazebo up in Wendy’s unit so it
could dry out—oh yes, did I mention the rain?
Not continuous but a steady line of heavy
squalls trying to soak everyone and make the
gazebos fly away!
And so to the real business of the day—counting money!
All the proceeds of the day were for LEBBS, and we raised money by donation (not so
much), by sale of second-hand gear, by sale of water (at half the price that some stalls
were selling it!), and from the sale of sweets donated as always by Poundland who have
done such a lot for us over the last two years.

Money Raised
Donations

£59.38

Second-Hand Gear

£68.00

Water

£60.00

Sweets

£105.00

LEBBS Merchandise

£17.50

Total Raised for LEBBS

£309.88
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Prairie Oysters, Anyone?
A cowboy stopped at a local restaurant
following a day of drinking and
roaming around in Mexico.
While sipping his tequila, he noticed a
sizzling, scrumptious looking platter
being served at the next table—not
only did it look good, the smell was
wonderful.
He asked the waiter, “What is that you
just served?”
The waiter replied, “Ah Señor, you
have excellent taste! Those are bull's
testicles from the bull fight this
morning. It's a true delicacy!”
The cowboy, though momentarily daunted, said, “What the heck, I'm on vacation down
here! Bring me an order!”
The waiter replied “I am so sorry, Señor. There is only one serving per day because there is
only one bull fight each morning.”
“If you come early tomorrow and place your order, we will be sure to save you this
delicacy, following the bull fight!”
The next morning, the cowboy returned, placed his order, and then that evening he was
served the one and only special delicacy of the day.
After a few bites, and inspecting the contents of his platter, he called the waiter and said,
“These are truly delicious, but they are much, much smaller than the ones I saw you serve
yesterday!”
The waiter shrugged his shoulders and replied, “Si, Señor, …. Sometimes the bull wins!”
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