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Greetings	&	Salutations	
											…from	Paul	Redhead,	Chapter	Director	

	

Well	let	me	start	with	‘Nothing	Has	Changed’.	Yes,	nothing	
has	changed	since	I	last	communicated	with	you	all	-	the	rules	haven’t	
changed.	We’re	still	restricted	as	to	how	many	we	can	ride	together,	
no	club	night	meetings	and	no	gatherings	of	people	more	than	30	or	
less	than	30	if	its	from	two	households	or	less	–	unless	you	are	in	a	
pub,	in	Tesco’s,	in	a	traffic	jam.	And	that	leads	me	to	my	next	bit.	
Patience.	I	really	do	have	to	thank	you	all	for	your	patience.	I	don’t	
think	it	will	be	much	longer	before	we	can	legally	get	together	as	a	
proper	club	again,	but	until	then,	stay	patient.	
	

And	talking	of	raves,	we	had	our	first	virtual	club	night	last	month	via	
that	Zoom	thingy	on	the	computer.	I	had	my	personal	assistant	set	me	
up	(Mark	what’s-his-name	–	oh	yeah,	Nick,	that’s	it)	on	the	computer	
(a	wizard	he	is)	and	we	were	flying	with	about	20	of	us	(including	Ian	
Jennings	and	his	good	lady,	who	tuned	in	from	his	campervan	up	in	
Scotland)	enjoying	a	bit	of	friendly	banter	and	such.	Make	sure	you	
tune	in	for	our	next	virtual	meeting;	it’s	proper	good.	
	

What	a	fantastic	job	Pete,	our	Head	Road	Captain,	is	doing.	With	the	
help	of	the	Road	Crew,	he’s	managed	to	organise	ride-outs	that	are	so	
well	attended	that	the	average	turnout	has	been	as	good	as,	if	not	
better	than,	pre-Lockdown	ride-outs.	That’s	brill	and	well	worth	a	
virtual	applause;	so	thank	you	Road	Crew	for	putting	in	such	an	effort	
to	keep	the	heart	of	the	Chapter	going	strong	in	these	trying	times.	
Also,	what	about	the	charity	stuff	that	Bonny	and	her	little	helpers	
have	been	doing?	I’m	sure	you’ll	get	a	detailed	report	from	Bonny	in	
the	magazine,	but	I	can	tell	you	that	the	charity	fund	raising	has	not	
stopped	and	the	pot	continues	to	grow	to	benefit	those	charities	that	
our	Chapter	continues	to	support.	Well	done	to	everyone	who	has	
bought	raffle	tickets,	donated	prizes,	etc..	
	

And	what	about	those	members	who	have	recently	completed	their	
Covid-19	Iron	Hog	Challenges?	Brill..!	and	I’m	really	looking	forward	
to	reading	something	about	that	in	the	Imp.	
	

So	that’s	it	for	now.	Stay	safe	and	I’ll	see	many	of	you	at	the	IBCC	on	
27th	September	for	the	Chapter	plaque	viewing.	

	
Paul	



	

	 	

Words	from	the	Editor	
																					…from	Dai	Gunter,	Chapter	Editor	

	

The	great	thing	about	being	the	
Editor	of	the	Chapter	magazine	is	that	you	get	
to	read	the	submissions	sent	in	before	anyone	
else,	and	this	edition	of	the	Imp	has	been	
unexpectedly	different.	How?	Well	firstly	I	
thought	I’d	get	several	write-ups	about	the	
ride-outs	as	they	have	been	so	well	attended,	
but	alas,	no	–	I	got	just	one,	from	Bernice	
Gordon	and	you	can	read	that	later.	So,	as	
there	was	little	material	to	
fill	the	pages	I	was	
beginning	to	think	about	
what	I	could	conjure	up	
with	some	ramblings	–	
since	I’ve	not	rambled	on	
for	a	while.	But	then	a	light	
illuminated	in	my	head	
‘what	about	the	lads	who	
did	the	Covid	Challenge	
rides?’	So	I	asked	if	
Charlie/Pete	and	Chris	
would	kindly	put	some	ink	
to	paper,	and	boy	didn’t	
they	just..!	What	two	
brilliant	articles	on	the	
Covid-19	Iron	Butt	Hog	
Challenge.	I	enjoyed	every	
word	as	I	went	through	
both	articles	and	added	pictures	to	illustrate	
them	for	Paul	(he	likes	looking	at	pictures).	
And	then,	because	Charlie	wrote	the	Covid-19	
article,	Pete	offered	something	else	–	an	
abridged	version	of	the	History	of	Harley-
Davidson	engines.	A	lovely	piece	that	links				
H-D	motors	through	the	ages	–	so	much	easier	
than	trawling	through	the	thick	dusty	books	
and	hundreds	of	pages	–	all	laid	out	here,	in	
the	Imp,	over	just	a	few	pages.	
Of	course,	one	of	the	first	articles	submitted	
was	from	Mr	Wallis,	our	illustrious	Assistant	
Director.	Steve	has	continued	sharing	his	

exploits	as	he’s	
toured	the	country	
and	continents.	
There	are	the	usual	
updates	and	items	
too	from	some	of	the	
‘regulars’	–	the	usual,	jaw	dropping	material	
we	have	so	fondly	come	to	adore	(perhaps	
adore	is	too	strong	a	word,	but…).		

	

The	really	good	news	is	that	
I	am	now	fit	enough	to	get	
back	on	two	wheels.	
Between	lockdown	and	
personal	recovery	after	
surgery,	the	best	of	the	
weather,	it	appears,	I	have	
missed	but	who	cares?	I	
have	been	out	for	several	
short	rides	and	attended	my	
first	ride-out	this	year	as	a	
guest	on	Steve	Wallis’s	ride	
to	Stamford;	which	I	
enjoyed	tremendously.	And	
now,	as	I	type,	I	am	
preparing	to	lead	my	first	
ride-out	through	the	west	of	
the	county	on	a	leisurely	

bimble	through	Clumber	Park	with	the	ride-
out	terminating	at	the	Hanworth	Country	
Park,	just	outside	Branston	–	possibly	a	future	
venue	for	a	motorcycle	rally	as	it	has	almost	
all	the	boxes	ticked	for	all	the	requirements	of	
an	event	–	cabins,	caravan/camping,	fishing	
for	Paul	&	Russ,	well	stocked	bar	&	food	–	all	
that’s	missing	is	a	marquee	or	hall	for	the	live	
music	–	but	I’m	sure	that	will	come.	
	

So	all	that’s	left	for	me	to	do	now	is	to	say	‘sit	
back,	relax	and	enjoy	your	latest	edition	of	the	
Imp,	from	the	best	HOG	Chapter	in	the	UK’…	
	
	

	

All	the	very	best,	Dai.	



	

	 	

The	World	According	To	Wallis	
…by	Steve	Wallis,	Chapter	Assistant	Director	
	

Following	on	from	our	adventure/mishaps	in	the	previous	edition	
of	the	Imp,	here’s	a	few	more	situations	that	we	found	ourselves	in	when	on	
tour.	
	

Ireland	is	everything	you’ve	heard,	and	more.	
Wonderful	hospitality	and	friendly	faces	wherever	
we	went,	although	sometimes	at	unexpected	
moments.	In	Kinsale,	a	beautiful	coastal	town	south	
of	Cork,	we	found	a	great	B&B	owned	by	a	
glamorous	blonde	lady	who	we	later	discovered	had	
an	eccentric	character…	
While	lying	in	bed	early	one	morning,	we	were	
surprised	when	the	door	opened	and	in	came	our	
hostess	accompanied	by	two	potential	guests	who	
she	proceeded	to	show	around	our	room	whilst	we	
pulled	the	covers	up	around	our	noses.	After	barely	
acknowledging	our	presence	she	and	the	baffled	
visitors	departed	back	to	reception!	We	later	saw	
her	spread-eagled	on	the	deck	of	a	yacht	in	the	
harbour	with	a	bottle	of	wine	in	attendance!	
	

In	Ireland	the	legend	is	true…	you	can	come	across	
road	signs	pointing	to	the	same	village	in	opposite	
directions,	and	with	the	same	mileage!	One	time,	
when	running	late	trying	to	find	somewhere	to	stay	
for	the	night,	we	stopped	at	a	garage	to	ask	a	chap	
(who	was	leaning	on	one	of	the	pumps)	if	he	knew	
of	anywhere	local	where	we	might	stay.	In	a	broad	
accent,	he	suggested	we	go	along	the	lane	he	
indicated,	and	see	his	sister	who	would	look	after	
us.	Encouraged	and	relieved,	we	followed	his	
directions	only	to	find	ourselves	riding	through	an	
impressive	golf	course	to	a	very	up-market	hotel	
which	cost	almost	as	much	for	one	night	as	the	rest	
of	the	holiday.	
As	we	left	next	morning,	the	old	guy	was	still	sat	on	
the	garage	forecourt	and	gave	us	a	big	smile	and	a	
wave	as	we	passed	–	set	up	or	what..!?	
	

Back	in	Kinsale,	we	were	downing	the	Murphy’s	(no	
Guinness	down	there),	and	time	ticked	in	past	
midnight	with	no	sign	of	the	pub	closing.	On	asking	
the	barman	‘what	time	do	you	would	stop	serving?’	
he	told	us	‘that	would	be	when	we	went	home’.	

When	I	asked	what	the	
local	constabulary	
thought	of	that,	he	
simply	said	‘why	don’t	you	ask	him,	he’s	stood	next	
to	you!’	Only	in	Ireland..!	
	

In	Greece,	with	Bonny’s	sister	and	partner	(also	
named	Steve)	a	day	of	sitting	around	the	pool	didn’t	
look	very	appealing,	so	Steve	and	I	decided	to	cross	
the	Corinth	Canal	by	ferry	to	visit	a	town	where	a	
steam	train	ran	trips	into	the	mountains.	We	
checked	the	local	ferry	times	for	the	return	crossing	
and	had	a	great	day	chilling	out	in	the	cooler	
mountain	air.	However,	on	riding	back	to	the	ferry	
terminal	(a	ramp	onto	the	boat)	it	was	clear	that	the	
staff	had	decided	to	call	it	a	day	and	had	gone	
home.	A	local	sat	nearby	having	a	smoke	and	with	
sign	language	and	some	miming,	we	managed	to	
discover	that	another	ferry	operated	about	20	miles	
along	the	canal,	but	the	last	sailing	would	probably	
be	in	about	half	hour.	With	no	means	of	
communicating	with	the	girls,	we	had	to	go	for	it!	
Luckily,	the	road	was	well	surfaced	and	traffic	light,	
and	all	I	can	say	is	that	RoSPA	rules	were	not	part	of	
our	thinking	and	Joey	Dunlop	would	have	raised	an	
eyebrow	as	we	blasted	down	to	that	ferry,	
propelled	by	our	fear	of	verbal	thrashing	from	the	
girls	if	we	didn’t	get	back.	How	relieved	we	were	to	
find	the	ferry	still	loading,	and	in	fact	it	didn’t	leave	
for	at	least	another	half	hour,	partly	due	to	the	
crew	chatting	to	the	
quayside	bar	owner	and	
generally	relaxing..!	
Arriving	back	with	the	
girls	tapping	their	
watches,	we	did	what	
all	blokes	do	under	such	
circumstances…	blame	
each	other..!	

	
Stay	Safe,	Steve



	

	 	

	Road	Noise…	
…from	Pete	Abbott,	Chapter	Head	Road	Captain	

	

It	has	been	quite	a	year;	it	was	decided	that	once	
Lockdown	was	eased	we	would	commence	ride-outs.	The	

plan	was	to	comply	with	government	guidelines	and	plan	a	series	of	
rides	with	a	maximum	of	six	members	on	each	ride.	The	Road	Crew	
would	consist	of	just	the	Road	Captain	with	no	need	for	TEC	or	
Sweep	due	to	low	numbers.	

Fortunately,	the	Chapter	has	a	fantastic	
Road	Crew	who	have	stepped	up	to	the	
challenge	and	have	put	on	some	great	rides	almost	every	week.	This	
includes	some	of	the	Road	Marshalls	who	have	led	rides	with	a	Road	
Captain	mentoring.	The	uptake	by	members	has	been	remarkable	as	
the	following	data	shows…	
Number	of	members	participating	in	rides	overall	so	far:	48	
Average	attendance	overall	so	far:	24	
Total	number	of	ride-outs	overall	so	far:	33	
The	feedback	I	have	received	has	been	fantastic	so	far	and	the	
pictures	that	have	been	posted	confirm	that	we	have	visited	some	
interesting	places	and	have	had	

fun	along	the	way.	
I	have	planned	to	continue	the	same	format	until	the	end	of	
the	normal	riding	season	(weather	permitting).	
	

One	event	that	involves	the	Chapter	together	is	the	ride	to	
the	IBCC	on	the	27th	September	to	reveal	the	Chapter’s	
memorial	stone.	The	format	for	this	event	will	be	a	series	of	
ride-outs	with	a	maximum	of	six	members	leaving	from	

different	start	points	all	ending	at	
the	IBCC.	The	staff	at	the	venue	
have	risk	assessments	in	place	
for	this	event	so	it	does	comply	
with	Covid-19	guidelines.	
	

Thank	you	to	all	
the	Road	Crew	
who	have	made	
this	work	in	
these	strange	
times	and	thank	
you	to	the	
members	who	
have	attended.	
	

Pete	
	



	

	 	

Treasured	Words	
								…from	Debra	Seed,	Chapter	Treasurer	

	

	
Notes	from	a	Novice	Rider…	
	
As	some	of	you	know,	I	did	my	CBT	last	
September	and	became	the	proud	owner	of	
a	Suzuki	Marauder.	Without	going	into	
detail,	I	had	an	eventful	first	ride	and	had	to	
be	rescued	by	a	couple	of	friends.	My	
subsequent	rides	were	doing	a	circuit	round	
the	local	country	roads;	it	was	a	steep	
learning	curve	and	I	had	to	figure	a	
few	things	out	for	myself.	I	
gradually	began	to	gain	some	
confidence	and	ventured	onto	
busier	roads.	I	was	thrilled	
when	I	got	to	the	stage	of	
being	disappointed	when	I	
couldn’t	go	out	due	to	bad	
weather,	rather	than	
relieved	to	have	an	
excuse.	However,	all	that	
went	by	the	wayside	
when	I	had	a	costly	and	
embarrassing	moment,	
which	one	or	two	of	
you	now	know	about!	
	

Coming	home	after	a	
ride	in	which	I	was	
trying	to	get	used	to	
using	my	back	break,	I	
turned	onto	our	
drive	and	pulled	up	
alongside	the	car.	I	my	foot	
down	to	steady	myself	but	forgot	that	it	was	
the	foot	that	I	had	been	using	the	break!	I	
panicked,	wobbled,	and	went	down	onto	the	
car.	I	was	completely	shocked	and	mortified,	
and	couldn’t	pick	the	bike	up.	Luckily	for	
me,	two	bikers	riding	through	the	village	

saw	me	and	
came	to	my	
rescue.	I	have	to	
applaud	my	
husband	for	his	verbal	restraint,	otherwise	
known	as	‘lost	for	words’	-	a	very	unusual	
response	for	him!		The	car	has	three	dents:	

on	the	wheel	arch,	top	of	the	wing	
and	going	onto	the	bonnet,	plus	
some	scratches	on	the	bumper	
and	a	possible	dent	on	the	door	-	
most	of	the	damage	being	done	
by	the	throttle	grip.	I	am	at	
least	pleased	to	say	that	the	
bike	is	undamaged,	not	so	
my	pride!	
	

The	most	stressful	part	
of	the	event	was	talking	
to	the	insurance	
companies.	The	
insurance	man	took	
down	my	details	then	
said	that	he	had	to	do	the	
3rd	party	details;	
“oh...that’s	you!”	He	then	
started	to	laugh	and	so	
did	I;	it	was	clealy	a	
novel	experience	for	
him.	
On	the	basis	that	it	was	
not	the	bike’s	fault,	but	
completely	mine,	I	went	

out	again	two	days	later.	After	that	though,	I	
seemed	to	lose	my	nerve,	but	forced	myself	
to	continue	riding.	I	am	slowly	regaining	
confidence	but	not	yet	back	to	where	I	was.	

	
Upwards	and	onwards..!	

Deb	



	

	 	

The	Web	&	The	Membership	
…from	Charlie	Gordon,	Chapter	Webmaster	

									 	 	 			&	Membership	Secretary	
	

As	you	all	know	I	am	the	Membership	Officer	for	the	
Chapter	but	exactly	what	does	that	entail?	
	

Well	I	am	tasked	with	keeping	the	‘top	
secret’	spread	sheet	with	all	your	
details	on	it	so	that	you	can	be	
contacted	via	the	e-brief	and	kept	up	
to	date	with	all	the	Chapter	news	
about	ride	outs	and	social	events.	It	
allows	me	to	send	out	reminders	when	
your	membership	is	due	for	renewal	
and	I	also	have	to	cross	reference	you	
against	the	Harley	Owners	Group	
database,	as	your	Chapter	
membership	is	dependent	of	you	being	
a	current	member	of	HOG	as	well.	
When	we	get	any	new	members,	I	send	
them	a	welcome	letter	along	with	a	
Lindum	Colonia	patch	&	pin.		
Contained	in	the	welcome	letter	are	
the	details	of	what	we	do	as	a	chapter,	
links	to	the	web	site	and	the	Lindum	
Colonia	merchandise	also	an	invitation	
to	join	our	Chapter	Facebook	page.	
Also	attached	is	the	Chapter	guide	to	
group	riding	so	that	if	you	have	never	
done	it	before	you	know	what	to	
expect.	
	

I	can	remember	the	very	first	Chapter	
meeting	I	ever	went	to	and	it	was	a	bit	
intimidating	seeing	all	those	people	
and	a	lot	of	them	in	black	leather.	So,	if	
I	know	there	is	a	new	member	coming	
along	to	their	first	meeting,	I	will	put	
on	my	red	T	shirt	with	‘If	you’re	new	
talk	to	me’	on	the	back,	and	introduce	
them	some	of	the	members.	

	

We	are	a	very	
friendly	
Chapter,	not	
as	big	as	some	but	quantity	doesn’t	
always	mean	quality	and	I	would	like	
to	think	we	go	out	of	our	way	to	make	
new	members	feel	welcome.	
Last	year	was	a	particularly	good	year	
for	new	members.	We	have	lost	a	few	
members	this	year	for	various	
reasons;	some	have	given	up	riding	
due	to	the	one	thing	none	of	us	can	
avoid,	growing	older,	a	few	have	sold	
their	bikes	so	can	no	longer	ride	with	
us.	Whatever	the	reason	has	been	for	
losing	them	it	has	never	been	because	
they	had	a	grievance	with	the	Chapter	
itself.	
	

We	are	always	looking	to	grow	the	
Chapter	so	we	actively	look	for	new	
members	and	run	events	to	promote	
it;	we	would	always	be	grateful	of	any	
ideas	you	may	have	to	help	with	that.		
So,	if	you	see	someone	out	on	a	Harley	
always	mention	the	Chapter	to	them	
and	encourage	them	to	come	along.	
	
	
	
	

This	year	has	seen	a	big	change	in	the	
membership	procedure	as	laid	out	
below:-	
	
	
	
	

Changes	to	the	Membership	
Procedure…	
	



	

	 	

In	an	effort	to	consolidate	
and	streamline	the	
membership	renewal	
process	it	will	be	

undergoing	a	change.	In	future	all	
membership	renewals	will	be	due	for	
renewal	by	the	end	of	the	month	of	
February,	it	gives	everybody	a	chance	
to	recover	from	the	Christmas	
expenses.	This	will	start	as	from	
February	2021.	In	the	meantime	
membership	renewal	will	be	adjusted	
to	bring	everyone	in	line	with	the	new	
date.	
	

NO-ONE	will	lose	out	financially	
during	this	period	and	membership	
subs	will	be	adjusted	to	account	for	a	
shorter	period	of	membership	in	
2020.For	example:	
If	your	renewal	is	due	in	March	-	
March	2020	to	February	2021	=	

11months	so	a	reduction	of	£2.	If	your	
renewal	is	due	in	April	-	April	2020	to	
February	2021	=	10months	so	a	
reduction	of	£4,	and	so	on.	
When	we	get	to	November	anyone	
who	is	due	to	renew	then	will	be	given	
the	opportunity	to	pay	£6	extra	
making	total	of	£26,	which	will	
continue	your	membership	through	to	
February	2022.	
	

These	changes	will	simplify	the	
process	for	me	and	the	Treasurer	and	
give	the	Chapter	a	better	cash	flow.	
	

Well	that	is	all	from	me	if	you	have	any	
questions	or	comments	please	let	me	
know.	I	hope	to	see	you	all	out	on	a	
ride	shortly	and	at	a	social	event	once	
the	current	restrictions	are	lifted	and	
we	can	get	back	to	“normal”	what	ever	
that	is	these	days.	

	

	
All	the	very	best	

Charlie	



	

	 	

Charity	&	Events	Update	
…from	Bonny	Wallis,	Chapter	Charity	

			 			 			 	 						&	Activities	Officer		
	

Charities	Update	
	

With	the	lockdown	I	was	worried	we	would	not	be	able	to	raise	
money	for	the	Charities	but	we	have	managed	to	carry	on,	with	
help	from	the	amazing	sweet	sellers	Alison,	Andi,	Tracy	and	myself.	
The	sweets	have	raised	a	total	of	£660.	
	

The	Chapter	quizzes	have	been	a	great	way	to	raise	money	so	
thanks	to	Charlie	&	Bern	and	our	other	quizmasters	we	have	raised	£315.00.	Thank	you	also	
for	all	the	donations	that	have	been	made.	
	

And	we	have	also	had	our	first	Virtual	Chapter	Club	Night,	although	by	the	time	you	are	
reading	this,	we	might	had	had	our	second	as	it’s	due	about	now,	but	if	we	haven’t	do	join	in	
and	don’t	forget	you	can	purchase	raffle	tickets	–	details	are	on	Charlie’s	e-Briefs	that	come	out	
every	week	along	with	how	you	can	join	us	for	some	socially	distanced	gatherings	in	our	
Virtual	Chapter	Club	Night.	
	

So,	the	totals	raised	for	this	year’s	charities	are:	
St	Barnabas	Hospice	-	£1735.93	
Lincolnshire	Emergency	Blood	Bike		Service	-	£1520.27	
International	Bomber	Command	Centre	-	£1500.00	
Heartlink	-	£1023.60	
Edanlincs	-	£420.00	
Grand	Total	raised	by	you	is	a	fantastic	£6199.80	
Keep	up	the	good	work..!	
Thank	you	all	so	much.	
	

Autumn	&	Winter	Events	
	

Our	autumn	and	winter	events	calendar	is	still	in	
progress	as	we	are	still	restricted	by	the	Social	
Distancing	Guidelines	and	Laws	as	laid	out	by	
the	UK	Government	and	Police.	So	once	I	have	
something	to	share	with	you	we’ll	get	it	out	to	
you	via	an	e-Brief	and	the	Imp.	
But	in	the	meantime,	don’t	forget	we	are	still	
going	ahead	with	next	year’s	Yellow	Belly	Melee	
and	I	still	have	a	couple	of	rooms	available	if	you	
want	to	join	us	for	some	some	–	drop	me	a	line,	
give	me	a	call	or	just	nab	me	on	one	of	our	ride-
outs	that	the	Road	Crew	are	busy	putting	on	for	
us	all	to	enjoy.	
	

Virtual	hugs	&	kisses	from	Bonny	



	

	 	

Covid-19	–	Iron	HOG	Challenge…	
…by	Charlie	Gordon	

	

I	am	not	really	sure	how	it	started,	but	Pete	Abbott	and	
I	had	been	chatting	about	the	Iron	HOG	when	I	think	I	mentioned	
that	there	was	a	new	challenge	called	the	Covid-19	where	you	
‘only’	had	to	visit	19	of	the	then	30	dealerships	around	the	
country.	
Pete	said	we	could	do	that	and	it	will	good	to	do	a	long-distance	
run	as	his	first	choice	of	the	National	Road	Rally	had	been	
cancelled	this	year.	I	said	I	would	do	a	bit	of	research	and	get	the	details;	in	actual	fact	all	I	did	
was	ring	Axel	Thill	who	is	the	co-ordinator	for	the	Iron	HOG	challenges	and	just	happens	to	be	
a	friend	of	mine.	He	sent	me	all	the	details	and	the	next	time	I	saw	Pete	we	decided	to	go	for	it;	
Kevin	&	Julie	overheard	us	and	asked	if	they	could	come	along	as	well.	I	went	to	work	on	a	
route	and	sent	it	out	for	their	approval,	we	agreed	it	was	OK	and	then	had	to	decide	on	a	date	
to	do	it.	This	was	a	little	more	tricky	due	to	everyone’s	various	commitments,	but	in	the	end	we	
came	up	with	the	14th	&	15th	of	August.	
	

Day	1	
	

We	are	going	to	start	at	
Harleyworld,	Chesterfield	at	
08:30.	Pete	arrives	at	my	place	
just	before	07:00	we	have	a	quick	
coffee	and	set	off	to	Chesterfield	
where	we	have	
arranged	to	meet	
Kevin	&	Julie.	Julie	
has	promised	to	have	
Kev	there	in	good	
time	and	true	to	her	
word	they	were	
waiting	for	us.	We	
had	plenty	of	time	
to	sort	out	the	
paperwork	(there’s	
more	than	you	
think)	and	have	another	
coffee	as	the	dealership	was	already	
open.	
	

So,	we	set	off	promptly	at	08:30	on	our	first	
leg	towards	the	Robin	Hood	dealership	at	
Nottingham.	We	had	a	good	run	down	
towards	Nottingham	the	only	slow	part	was	
making	our	way	through	Nottingham	itself	to	
Robin	Hood.	We	arrive	and	get	the	photos	
done	and	the	log	sheet	completed;	a	quick	

visit	to	the	toilet	and	we	are	off	
again	this	time	to	the	Sycamore	
dealership	in	Rutland.	
	
Once	we	clear	Nottingham	it	is	
a	quick	blast	down	the	A46	
and	then	across	country	to	
Uppingham;	no	rain	so	far	but	
we	can	see	where	it	has	
already	gone	through	and	

left	the	roads	
damp	but	we	are	in	
the	dry.	The	Harley	
sat-nav	announced	
we	had	arrived	at	
our	destination	at	
a	3-way	junction	
and	with	no	
dealership	in	sight	
we	pulled	over.	A	
quick	toot	from	

Kevin,	and	Pete	and	I	form	up	behind	as	he	
leads	us	down	the	road	and	around	the	corner	
to	our	destination.	
We	get	the	Sycamore	photos	out	of	the	way	
and	then	what	was	to	become	our	established	
routine	began	-	Kev	heads	for	the	toilet,	Julie	
heads	for	the	sale	rail	and	Pete	and	I	go	in	



	

	 	

search	of	a	coffee	after	all	we	are	
ahead	of	schedule	at	this	point.	
	

We	are	all	still	OK	for	fuel	so	we	
get	under	way	and	set	off	on	our	

next	leg	to	the	dealership	at	New	Market.	It	is	
a	pleasant	run	across	mainly	countryside	until	
we	hit	the	A14.	For	anyone	that	doesn’t	know,	
there	has	been	a	huge	
project	to	upgrade	this	road,	
and	anyone	who	has	
travelled	will	tell	not	before	
time.	The	sat-nav	is	quite	
confused	for	some	time	and	
glancing	at	the	screen	we	
appear	to	be	making	our	
way	across	ploughed	fields.	
To	add	to	the	confusion,	we	
will	have	to	go	back	on	a	
road	joining	from	the	left	
that	doesn’t	appear	to	have	
been	built	yet.	We	follow	
our	noses	for	a	few	
miles	and	
suddenly	all	is	
well	again	and	we	
are	back	en	route	
and	the	sat-nav	
recognises	where	
we	are.	We	pull	into	
the	new	New	Market	
dealership,	which	is	
relatively	new	and	
much	bigger	than	the	
old	one.	Routine	is	put	
into	practice	but	we	are	told	the	
coffee	machine	is	off	limits	to	customers	due	
to	Covid.	As	soon	as	the	team	there	found	out	
we	was	on	an	Iron	Hog	they	said	they	could	
make	us	a	coffee	if	that	was	OK,	what	nice	
people.	
	

We	are	now	30	minutes	ahead	of	schedule	
and	becoming	quite	confident	that	we	can	pull	
off	this	challenge	with	no	problem	at	all.	We	
need	fuel	and	Kevin	knows	where	the	local	
Tesco	filling	station	is	and	leads	us	there.	

So,	we	set	off	brimming	with	confidence	for	
the	65mile	run	to	the	next	dealership	on	our	
list	which	was	at	Watford.	The	roads	aren’t	
busy	and	we	are	making	good	time	when	we	
encounter	some	rain,	but	not	enough	to	make	
us	stop	and	put	on	our	wets.	It	was	all	going	
really	well	until	we	turned	off	the	short	
stretch	of	the	M1,	the	traffic	was	quite	heavy	

and	by	this	time	the	rain	
was	as	well.	It	was	slow-
going	now	and	not	helped	
by	a	set	of	traffic	lights	that	
seemed	to	take	10minutes	
to	turn	green.	They	then	
allowed	one	car	through	
before	turning	red	and	the	
whole	wait	starting	again.	
The	guys	at	the	Watford	
dealership	were	very	
friendly	and	again	made	us	

a	coffee	which	we	
enjoyed	in	very	
comfortable	
armchairs	upstairs.	
The	photos	were	
taken	inside;	we	put	
on	our	wets	and	set	
off	in	the	rain	to	
cover	the	47miles	to	
Lakeside,	our	next	
stop.	
	

As	far	as	I	can	
remember	it	rained	
on	and	off	all	the	way	
to	Lakeside	where	it	

became	particularly	heavy;	the	traffic	was	
almost	at	a	standstill	so	we	were	filtering	just	
to	make	progress.	Lakeside	dealership	was	
locked,	you	have	to	make	an	appointment	to	
get	in	but	with	the	magic	words	Iron	Hog	we	
were	admitted.	Pete	and	I	had	now	decided	to	
try	and	collect	a	poker	chip	from	every	
dealership	we	visit,	Julie	has	set	her	sights	
much	higher	and	appears	with	a	HD	bath	mat,	
a	big	grin	and	the	words	70%	off.	
	



	

	 	

Our	next	dealership	should	have	
been	Warr’s	in	East	London	it	
was	only	about	17miles	away	but	
it	was	now	16:30,	we	were	30	

minutes	behind	schedule,	the	traffic	was	at	a	
standstill	and	the	rain	was	heavy.	A	quick	vote	
to	decide	shall	we	skip	Warrs	and	do	
Southampton	tomorrow	was	a	unanimous	
‘yes’,	so	we	headed	off	to	Maidstone.		
	

It	took	quite	some	time	to	filter	and	squeeze	
our	way	back	onto	the	M25	and	then	over	the	
Dartford	Bridge.	It	was	dry	the	other	side	and	
we	were	off	again	
making	good	time	
towards	the	Maidstone	
dealership.	It	was	going	
well	until	we	came	to	the	
last	roundabout	and	I	
missed	a	turning	and	
ended	up	going	back	up	
the	other	side	of	the	
motorway.	Pete	had	
followed	me,	but	Kevin	
who	has	a	vast	
knowledge	of	where	the	
dealerships	are	took	the	
right	turning.	Having	
zipped	up	and	down	the	
motorway	a	couple	of	
times	Pete	and	I	
eventually	found	the	right	
exit	and	caught	up	with	
Kev	outside	the	
Maidstone	dealership.	
The	dealership	was	just	
closing	so	with	no	time	
for	shopping	it	is	off	to	
Guildford.	
	

I	was	prepared	for	the	
M25	to	get	very	busy	the	closer	we	got	to	the	
west	side	so	had	decided	to	turn	off	at	Reigate	
and	skirt	round	Guildford	to	get	to	the	
dealership	that	way.	Also,	all	day,	the	traffic	
news	had	been	saying	the	A3	was	shut	so	it	
seemed	a	good	plan.	The	A25	is	a	nice	road	

and	it	wasn’t	busy	and	all	was	going	well	until	
I	reached	the	turning	I	was	looking	for:	‘ROAD	
CLOSED’	was	not	what	we	needed.	So,	we	
were	forced	into	navigating	Guildford	town,	
lost	even	more	time	and	eventually	arrived	at	
the	dealership	at	19:20.	Robin	Seymour	and	
his	wife	Beverly	of	the	Hogsback	Chapter	had	
come	over	just	to	welcome	us	and	hand	out	
some	very	welcome	chunky	Kit-Kats.	We	did	
the	usual	pictures,	had	a	nice	chat	with	Robin,	
who	offered	some	encouragement	and	words	
of	advice.	Robin	and	Axel	devised	the	Iron	

Hog	Challenge	and	
having	completed	9	
himself.	He	advised	on	
the	route	to	Reading;	
we	said	our	goodbyes,	
went	next	door	to	
refuel	and	set	off	on	
the	final	leg	of	the	day	
to	Reading.	
	

We	had	an	uneventful	
trip	

across	to	Reading	but	due	
to	a	new	road	layout	the	

sat-nav	wasn’t	quite	sure	of	where	we	were	so	
took	us	on	a	tour	of	the	local	roundabouts	
while	Kevin	left	me	and	Pete	and	slipped	
unnoticed	into	the	dealership.	We	caught	up	
with	him	a	few	minutes	later	and	got	the	
photos	taken.	It	was	now	20:30	and	we	were	



	

	 	

all	feeling	tired	and	in	need	of	
something	to	eat	and	a	shower.	
Kevin,	who	knew	exactly	where	

the	Purple	Palace	was	
(Premier	Inn)	led	us	in.	
We	locked	up	the	bikes	and	
made	our	way	to	reception,	
Pete	was	anxious	to	get	his	
wets	off	as	he	was	no	longer	
sure	if	they	were	keeping	the	
damp	in	or	out.	
Julie	was	heading	off	for	a	
bath	while	Kevin,	Pete	and	I	
said	we	were	just	going	to	
dump	our	stuff	and	get	
something	to	eat	in	the	
restaurant.	Pete	was	first	
down	and	discovered	the	
restaurant	was	no	longer	
taking	orders.	I	was	next	
down	with	the	news	that	
the	Birmingham	dealership	
had	closed	down	so	we	
now	had	to	add	two	more	
dealerships	to	the	second	
day.	While	I	was	ordering	
our	second	beer,	I	
managed	to	persuade	the	
barmaid	to	ask	if	it	was	
possible	to	get	a	couple	
of	bowls	of	chips.	The	
chef	popped	his	head	out	
and	said	OK	and	would	be	
alright	to	just	put	them	in	
one	big	bowl;	we,	of	
course,	said	that	was	fine	
and	an	enormous	bowl	of	
chips	appeared	with	two	
forks	and	all	the	
condiments.	While	this	was	
going	on	Pete	was	trying	to	
organise	the	Sunday	ride-
outs	for	the	Chapter.	Just	
before	heading	up	to	bed	we	
decided	that	it	would	be	a	

good	idea	to	start	a	bit	earlier	in	the	morning	
and	agreed	to	meet	for	breakfast	at	07:00,	
thus	ended	day	one.	
	

Day	2	
	

While	having	breakfast	
Kevin,	Pete	and	I	
discussed	which	two	
extra	dealerships	
seemed	the	easiest	to	
include	in	the	ten	we	
had	to	do	today.	We	
decided	in	the	end	it	
would	be	easier	to	
include	Bridgewater	
and	Cardiff	rather	
than	go	to	
Southampton.	It	had	
been	raining	
overnight,	not	

unexpected,	so	the	
bike	saddles	were	wet.	
Pete	asked	me	if	I	had	
anything	to	give	them	a	
wipe	with.	Before	I	could	
say	anything,	Kevin	
offered	the	underpants	
he	had	worn	yesterday,	
these	were	politely	
declined.	He	then	offered	
Julie’s,	again	we	
declined	this	generous	
offer	for	no	other	
reason	that	we	felt	they	
would	not	be	big	
enough	to	dry	three	
Harleys.		
With	a	good	breakfast	
inside	us,	and	the	
first	photos	of	the	
day	done,	we	set	off	
to	Oxford.	We	left	
the	Purple	Palace	
and	I	turned	onto	
what	I	thought	was	
the	right	road	only	



	

	 	

to	be	told	by	the	sat-nav	“make	a	
U-turn”.	The	Harley	sat-nav	
decided	we	should	not	leave	
without	another	tour	of	the	local	

roundabouts	and	
having	completed	it	
put	us	back	on	the	road	
it	had	demanded	we	
turn	off	in	the	first	
place.	
	

We	went	across	
country	to	Oxford,	the	
roads	were	wet	and	
the	weather	best	
described	as	murky.	
Having	turned	off	the	
A34	Kevin	came	to	the	
front	again	and	led	us	
straight	into	the	
dealership.	As	we	had	
along	day	in	front	of	us	(we	
had	no	idea	of	just	how	long	at	
that	point)	it	was	the	usual	
quick	photos	and	off	on	the	
long	leg	to	Bridgewater.	
	

There	was	still	rain	in	the	air	
and	the	roads	were	damp	but	
by	the	time	we	got	to	join	the	
M4	everything	had	dried	up	
and	we	made	good	time	down	
the	motorway	
towards	the	junction	
with	the	M5.	I	am	not	
sure	whether	it	
might	have	been	
better	to	do	Bristol	
before	Bridgewater	
but	everyone	has	a	
PhD	in	hindsight	and	
we	didn’t.	Joining	the	
M5	was	fine	but	it	
became	very	
congested	as	we	
pushed	on.	Then	

down	came	the	rain	so	we	were	now	filtering	
for	mile	after	mile	in	heavy	rain;	and	the	
worst	thing	was	it	was	eating	up	the	time.	We	
finally	got	to	Bridgewater	at	midday,	and	

although	nobody	said	
anything,	I	think	we	all	
realised	we	are	half	way	
through	the	day	and	this	
is	only	the	second	stop	
of	ten,	and	to	make	
things	even	worse	they	
aren’t	letting	anyone	
use	their	toilets.		
	

Around	the	corner	from	
the	Bridgewater	
dealership	was	a	garage	
where	we	refueled	and	
grabbed	a	coffee	and	a	
sandwich	before	setting	
off	to	our	next	port	of	

call	-	Riders	of	Bristol.	Again,	it	
was	slow	wet	ride	back	up	the	
M5	with	more	filtering	and	
heavy	showers,	in	places	it	was	
just	like	someone	turning	a	tap	
on	and	off.	To	get	to	the	
dealership	it	felt	as	if	we	had	
done	a	tour	of	the	city,	it	was	
very	near	the	entrance	to	a	
retail	park	that	was	very	busy	
on	a	wet	Saturday	afternoon.	

Photos	done,	a	quick	
pee	and	we	will	be	on	
our	way	but	once	
again	we	are	not	
allowed	to	use	the	
toilet.	Not	sure	about	
the	logic	of	letting	you	
in	to	buy	stuff	but	not	
letting	you	use	the	
toilet	you	just	inviting	
people	to	pee	up	your	
walls.		
	



	

	 	

The	next	stop	on	the	list	is	Cardiff,	
the	only	dealership	that	Kevin	
and	Julie	have	never	been	to	so	
they	are	keen	to	get	there	

hopefully	before	it	closes.	With	the	rain	
stopped	we	get	out	of	Bristol	easily	and	are	
soon	back	on	the	M4	and	heading	into	Wales	
over	the	newest	of	the	Severn	Bridges.		The	
bridge	itself	is	quite	something	and	
I	enjoyed	the	crossing.	The	roads	
are	clear	and	we	are	off,	cruise	
control	on	and	it	is	an	easy	ride	to	
the	Cardiff	dealership.	I	have	to	
say	that	the	staff	there	are	really	
friendly	and	interested	in	the	
challenge	we	were	trying	to	
complete.	Julie	had	a	quick	look	
at	the	sale	rail	and	Pete	and	I	
picked	up	a	poker	chip	each.	
We	left	Cardiff	at	about	15:30	
and	that	was	the	last	
dealership	we	visited	during	
the	challenge	that	was	open.	
	

We	now	are	heading	off	to	the	
dealership	in	Cheltenham,	a	
run	of	73	miles,	which	will	
take	us	back	across	the	
Severn	bridge	to	
link	up	with	the	
M5.	We	will	begin	
to	start	heading	
north	which	to	me	is	
the	start	of	the	
journey	home.	This	
leg	was	uneventful	
and	we	pulled	into	the	
garage	next	to	our	
Cheltenham	stop	to	
refuel	again.	We	took	
some	time	here	to	
stretch	our	legs	and	have	
a	bite	to	eat	and	a	drink.	
Photos	done	and	log	completed	it	is	time	to	
get	going	again.	
	

Next	stop	is	
Wolverhampton,	not	one	
of	Pete’s	favourite	places;	
he	maintains	it	got	
bombed	during	the	war	
and	nobody	bothered	to	
rebuild	it	and	it	still	
looks	like	it	has	been	

bombed.	This	
leg	is	very	
straight	
forward	as	it	is	
virtually	just	a	
blast	straight	up	
the	M5.	The	
weather	is	dry	

and	the	roads	are	
clear,	we	make	good	time	as	to	be	
honest	our	planned	schedule	has	
now	become	completely	irrelevant.	
As	we	get	to	within	the	last	mile	or	
two	Kevin	slides	up	to	the	front	
again	and	leads	us	straight	in,	
which	is	a	good	thing	as	the	only	
place	to	stop	is	up	a	side	street	
beside	the	main	building.	Not	

really	much	to	stay	around	for	so	we	get	the	
usual	photos	and	log	completed	and	are	on	
our	way	within	10	minutes.	
The	route	from	Wolverhampton,	although	not	
the	fastest,	has	to	be	for	me	the	best	of	the	



	

	 	

trip.	I	really	enjoyed	the	flowing	
curves	and	bends	of	the	A41	on	
the	way	to	Chester.	
It	was	early	evening	

and	with	not	much	traffic	about	
we	are	able	to	keep	up	a	steady	
60mph	for	nearly	all	the	way.		
We	arrive	at	Chester	at	20:45	
just	as	it	is	starting	to	get	dark;	
again	with	the	dealership	being	
closed,	once	we	had	done	the	
paperwork	it	was	time	to	be	on	
our	way	again,	this	time	to	
Bowker	Harley	Davidson	in	
Preston.		
	

We	are	quickly	back	on	the	M56	
and	again	it	is	mainly	motorway	
all	the	way	there	and	as	far	as	I	
can	remember	it	stayed	dry	for	
us.	The	dealership	proved	easy	
to	find	and	we	parked	off	the	
main	road	near	a	gym,	this	would	be	the	
furthest	north	we	would	be	going.		
It	was	dark	by	now,	Bern	rang	me	and	after	I	
told	her	we	thought	we	could	finish	it	in	a	
couple	of	hours	she	
brought	me	back	down	
to	earth	with	‘do	you	
realise	you	still	have	
200	miles	left’,	I	had	
not	factored	in	the	trip	
back	to	Chesterfield	
and	then	to	home.	The	
others	thought	we	
could	still	do	it	but	
agreed	to	review	it	
once	we	got	to	
Manchester.	
	

Pete	now	offered	to	
lead,	so	I	fall	in	behind	
him	as	we	set	off	to	
Manchester,	leaving	
Preston	was	easy	and	
we	were	soon	back	eating	the	miles	up	on	the	
M61.	We	are	getting	a	bit	low	on	fuel	so	Pete	

leads	us	into	the	Rivington	services.	We	all	
grab	a	hot	drink	and	something	to	eat,	we	

then	have	a	serious	
discussion	to	make	
about	finishing	the	
challenge	or	
stopping	for	the	
night	at	the	Lodge	
on	site.	You	would	
have	thought	we	
would	all	be	
desperately	tired	
but	each	of	us	agree	
we	were	still	wide	
awake	and	would	
rather	finish	
tonight	rather	than	
having	to	start	
again	in	the	
morning.	Kevin	is	
getting	a	bit	chilled	

and	having	emptied	his	top	box	and	most	of	
Julie’s	clothes	on	to	the	tarmac	found	the	
hoody	his	was	looking	for	and	is	soon	ready	to	
go	again.	

The	Manchester	
dealership	is	easy	to	
find	and	we	slip	
between	the	bollards	
to	get	into	the	car	
park,	photos	done	and	
we	are	off	again	this	
time	to	the	last-but-
one	dealership	in	
Leeds.	Pete	assures	us	
it	is	motorway	all	the	
way	there,	no	
problem	we	will	be	
there	in	no	time.	We	
head	out	of	
Manchester	in	search	
of	the	M62,	as	you	can	
imagine	there	is	very	

little	traffic	now	and	we	are	soon	on	our	way	
to	Leeds.	As	we	approach	the	Halifax	and	
Huddersfield	turning,	I	remember	that	the	



	

	 	

M62	is	the	highest	motorway	in	
England	and	with	that	
suddenly	there	is	a	
mist	appearing.	The	

further	we	go	the	thicker	it	gets	
causing	us	to	slow	down;	it	is	
actually	low	cloud,	just	what	
we	need.	Thankfully	it	only	
lasts	for	about	10minutes	
and	we	are	able	to	pick	up	
speed	again.	The	signs	for	
Leeds	are	starting	to	
appear	and	then	the	
heavens	open	and	we	
arrive	at	the	dealership	
a	little	wet	to	say	the	
least;	it	did	stop	for	us	to	get	the	
photos	done.	
It	is	now	Sunday	morning	and	we	have	
realised	that	the	copy	of	the	Sun	we	have	been	
using	to	prove	the	date,	is	now	out	of	date.	I	
said	to	the	others	that	Axel	also	had	the	
details	for	my	tracker	so	he	could	check	if	he	
was	in	any	doubt.	
	

After	backing	very	gently	down	the	steep	
approach	to	the	Leeds	dealership,	Pete	leads	

off	for	the	return	to	Chesterfield	and	the	
completion	of	our	Iron	Hog	Challenge.	The	

rain	is	steady	now	but	we	don’t	really	
care	as	we	should	be	home	in	a	

couple	of	hours.	There	is	
not	much	to	say	about	the	
return	trip	to	Chesterfield	
apart	from	it	is	wet	and	
dark	and	it	is	all	on	the	M1	
until	we	get	to	Sheffield.	It	is	
just	a	few	more	miles	to	the	
dealership	and	we	all	feel	very	
elated	when	we	pull	in.	After	the	
photos	there	is	a	bit	of	socially	
distanced	back	slapping	before	
saying	how	much	we	had	enjoyed	
the	ride	and	each	other’s	company.	
It	is	now	02:00	on	Sunday	morning	
and	we	are	anxious	to	get	home;	

Kevin	especially	as	he	has	his	name	down	for	
a	ride-out	later	on.	
Kevin	and	Julie	set	off	for	home	and	Pete	and	I	
head	off	in	a	different	directions	heading	
towards	Gainsborough	where	he	leaves	me	
and	heads	towards	Grimsby	and	home.

	

It	was	quite	an	adventure,	and	I	consider	myself	very	lucky	to	have	had	the	company	I	had;	
they	were	all	unfailing	cheerful	and	optimistic,	I	don’t	think	there	was	ever	a	doubt	that	we	
wouldn’t	succeed.	
If	anyone	else	is	thinking	of	doing	it	I	would	say	give	it	a	go,	and	if	you	need	any	help	or	advice	
in	planning	it	let	me	know.	Since	writing	this	sadly	the	Lakeside	dealership	has	now	closed.	

	

Charlie	
(with	Pete,	Kev	&	Julie)	





	

	 	

Charlie’s	Cheese	Hunt…	
…by	Bernice	Gordon	

	
	

Six	of	us	met	at	the	A57	Café	on	
Sunday	9th	August	on	what	was	a	beautiful	
morning.	The	bacon	rolls	there	are	to	die	for	
and	it	is	so	nice	to	see	the	café	open	again.	So	
we	were	5	bikes	setting	off	at	10:30am	and	
heading	off	across	country,	skirting	round	
Mansfield	towards	Matlock	and	the	Peak	
District	National	Park.	As	it	was	a	nice	day	the	
roads	were	busy	and	it	was	
quite	slow	until	we	arrived	at	
our	first	stop	to	stretch	our	
legs	and	grab	a	drink.	
	

Once	we	got	going	again	we	
rode	on	more	country	roads	
through	pretty	countryside	
until	we	arrived	at	the	
beautiful	village	of	Hartington.	
Hartington	village	is	set	
in	the	Derbyshire	Peak	
District,	lying	on	the	
River	Dove,	close	to	the	
Staffordshire	border.	It	
is	a	very	old	medieval	
market	town	full	of	
charm	with	an	array	of	
beautiful	stone	
buildings	all	set	around	
a	village	green	and	
beautiful	duck	pond.	It	is	very	popular	with	
cyclists	and	walkers	and	one	of	the	main	
attractions	is	the	local	cheese	shop.	
The	cheese	shop	sells	a		huge	variety	of	all	
local	cheese,	as	well	as	all	types	of	crackers,	
chutneys	and	accompaniments	to	go	with	the	
cheeses.	The	sticky	toffee	pudding	cheddar	is	
a	favourite	if	you	like	that	kind	of	flavour.	It	is	
a	fantastic	little	shop	with	friendly,	helpful	

staff	who	are	very	
knowledgeable	
about	all	their	
cheeses.	Charlie	
and	I	love	cheese	
so	we	just	had	to	
go	in	and	ended	up	
buying	three	local	cheeses	which	have	been	

delicious.		
	

We	had	all	bought	a	picnic	
lunch	with	us,	so	picnic	
blankets	carefully	laid	on	the	
grass	around	the	duck	pond	in	
the	sunshine,	we	sat	admiring	
the	views	and	the	attention	of	
the	ever	hopeful	ducks.	It	is	a	
beautiful	setting,	very	

peaceful	and	totally	
unspoilt.	
After	a	stroll	
around	the	
village	and	a	
search	for	
toilets,	it	
was	time	to	
set	off	for	
the	journey	
home.	
Charlie	led	
us	back	
through	
Bakewell,	
Chesterfield,	
Worksop	

and	Retford	before	we	said	our	goodbyes	at	
The	Trent	Port	in	Gainsborough.		
	

I	would	strongly	recommend	a	visit	to	
Hartington	if	you’ve	never	been,	it	is	so	
worth	it;	you	will	not	be	disappointed.	

Bern	



	

	 	

Memories	Of	Anthony	Harry	Waldron	
15th	August	1941	-	28th	March	2020	

	

We	remember	Tony	as	a	
quiet	but	enthusiastic	member	of	the	
chapter	with	a	dry	sense	of	humour.	
This	was	very	
evident	when	he	rang	
up	his	daughter	who	
was	working	at	his	
engineering	
company,	calmly	
asking	her	to	
organise	a	crane	to	
come	out	to	a	spot	by	
the	side	of	the	road.	
Why..?	Because	Tony	
had	come	a	cropper	
on	his	Goldwing	and	
could	not	get	out	
from	under	it	as	it	was	at	the	bottom	
of	a	ditch!	
	

Tony	started	riding	Harleys	late	in	life	
at	the	age	of	65;	all	of	his	bikes	he	
extensively	refined	to	satisfy	the	
comfort	and	safety	requirements	of	his	
life-long	partner	and	wife	Jo	who	was	
his	constant	companion	on	most	ride	
outs	and	trips	abroad.	
	

Tony	was	a	meticulous	person	and	
took	great	pride	with	everything	he	
did	in	life,	from	restoring	an	early	V-
Rod	to	dressing	up	his	new	Heritage	
Soft	Tail,	but	his	greatest	pride	was	his	
family:	his	son	Darren	resident	in	the	
Netherlands,	who	we	first	met	at	a	
Benelux	rally	and	on	occasional	ride-

outs	when	he	visited	home.	His	
daughter	Mandy;	granddaughter	and	
four	great-grandchildren	who	

enlivened	our	Frankie	
&	Benny’s	breakfast	
outings	on	more	than	
one	occasion.	
	

He	extended	his	
natural	diligence	to	
his	chapter	role	as	
Head	Photographer,	
restoring	and	
organising	our	
chapter	photographic	
history	to	the	
permanent	record	
which	we	see	today	

on	our	website.	
	

Tony	started	his	engineering	career	
working	for	a	light	aircraft	company	
before	moving	into	the	pet	food	
industry	then	starting	his	own	
engineering	contracting	company,	
finally	in	semi-retirement	working	as	a	
tutor	assisting	NVQ	engineering	
students.	One	of	my	treasured	
possessions	is	a	model		marine	steam	
engine	machined	from	rough	castings	
by	one	of	his	students	under	his	
guidance.	
As	well	as	“bikey“	photos	he	also	
enjoyed	underwater	photography	at	
his	favourite	holiday	destination,	the	
Seychelles.	

	

	

Rest	in	Peace	Tony,	we	all	miss	you.	
Mike	Richardson,	Chapter	Historian	



	

	 	

	Harley	Davidson	Engines	through	time…	
…from	Pete	Abbott,	Chapter	Head	Road	Captain	
	
	

As	an	extra	in	this	edition	of	the	Imp,	Pete	has	pulled	
together	snippets	of	history	to	give	us	all	an	abridged	version	of	the	
history	of	Harley-Davidson	motors…	
	

	

1903	Einzylinder	Motor	
The	first	Harley-Davidson	was	nothing	
more	than	a	single-cylinder	engine	

mounted	on	a	bicycle	frame,	
which	directly	drove	the	rear	
wheel	via	a	belt.	The	bike	had	
neither	a	clutch	nor	a	gearbox.	
From	the	outset,	the	designers	
attached	great	importance	to	
stability	and	quality,	which	has	
given	Harley-Davidson	its	

reputation	as	a	reliable	everyday	tool	to	this	day.	
	
For	more	than	100	years,	Harley-Davidson	has	been	producing	its	legendary	line-up	of	Big	
Twin	engines.	Through	the	decades,	various	technological	advances	have	led	the	company	to	
develop	nine	different	types	of	basic	Big	Twin	motors.	
	

1909	Atmospheric	V-Twin	
Fitted	to	27	
experimental	
motorcycles,	the	
811cc	45°	V-Twin	
made	7bhp	and	set	
the	configuration	of	
H-D’s	motors	forever.	
	
										
										
	

1911-1929	F-Head	
First	1000cc,	then	
1213cc,	the	motor	
had	a	waterproof	
ignition	system,	and	
was	designed	for	
street,	police	&	
commercial	
applications.	
	



	

	 	

	
	
	
	

1929-1976	
Flathead	
This	engine	had	no	
valves	in	the	
cylinder	head	–	they	
were	set	off	to	the	
side,	providing	
easily	removable	heads	for	servicing.	
	

1936-1947	
Knucklehead	
The	rocker	covers	
resemble	a	
clenched	fist	in	the	
first	H-D	twin	to	
have	overhead	
valves.	This	
architecture	has	
carried	forward	to	
today.	
	
1948-1965	
Panhead	
Aluminium	cylinder	
heads,	hydraulic	
valve	lifters,	
improved	oil	
circulation	and	
crankpin	roller	
bearings	all	added	
to	the	durability.	
	
1966-1984	
Shovelhead	
The	original	Electra	
Glide	got	12V	
electrics,	a	new	
carb	and	easily	
adjustable	timing.	
Named	after	the	
‘shovelled-out’	
rocker	covers.	



	

	 	

	
	
	
	

1984-1999	
Evolution	
Harley’s	first	
engine	created	
using	Computer-
Aided	Design.	It	ran	
better,	used	less	
fuel,	and	made	more	power	and	torque	than	before.	

	
1999-2017	Twin	
Cam	
The	second	twin-
cam	motor	got	
bigger	
displacement,	
more	power,	
better	cooling	and	
a	more	rigid	
engine	
/transmission	connection.	
	
Revolution	engine	
In	place	of	the	familiar	45-degree	V-Twin	engines	that	Harley	is	
known	for,	the	Revolution	engine	is	a	liquid-cooled	60-degree	V-
Twin	powerhouse.	This	engine	has	been	standard	equipment	on	
Harley-Davidson's	cruiser/muscle	bike,	the	VRSC,	or	V-Rod	since	
2001.	Originally	available	as	a	69	cubic	inch	dynamo,	the	

Revolution	was	beefed-up	to	
76	cubic	inches	in	2008.	
Designed	to	provide	
competition	to	both	
imported	and	domestic	
popular	street/cruiser	bikes,	
the	Revolution	engine	is	
actually	a	collaborative	effort	
between	Harley-Davidson	
and	Porsche.	



	

	 	

Milwaukee-Eight	engine	
In	2017	the	new	Milwaukee-Eight	
engine	is	launched,	so	called	due	to	
its	single-cam-actuated	eight	valves.	

Making	88.5bhp	
@	5450rpm	and	
111lb-ft	@	
32540rpm,	the	
air/oil-cooled	107	
(1745cc)	motor	
currently	powers	the	entire	2017	Touring	Range	of	Harley-
Davidsons.	The	Custom	Vehicle	Operations	(CVO)	Touring	
models	get	the	Milwaukee	Eight	114	Twin-Cooled	engine,	which	
makes	101bhp@5250rpm	and	122lb-ft@3250rpm.	

	
Future	Harley-Davidson	Engines		
Due	to	Government	pressure,	the	motorcycle	industry	has	had	to	research	and	develop	new	
power	plants	for	the	motorcycles	of	the	future.	Harley-Davidson	have	developed	two	potential	
solutions:	
H-D	Revelation™	Powertrain	
The	permanent	magnet	electric	
motor	can	produce	100	percent	
of	its	rated	torque	instantly	–	
it’s	the	reason	for	LiveWire®	
motorcycle's	incredible	
acceleration.	It’s	located	below	
the	battery	to	lower	the	centre	
of	gravity	for	easier	handling.	This	motor	satisfies	the	need	for	a	more	economical	and	
sustainable	solution	to	climate	change	concerns.	
	
Harley-Davidson	Diesel	Engine	
Recently,	the	motor	company	has	tested	a	new	diesel	engine	for	the	touring	range.	The	engine	

was	designed	a	solution	for	better	fuel	economy,	but	testing	
revealed	
that	
emissions	
were	poor	
overall.		
	

Kevin,	the	
test	rider	
said,	“it	
didn’t	run	
well”.	The	
project	was	
abandoned.	



	

	 	

The	Covid-19	Iron	Hog	Challenge…	
…by	Chris	Thorpe	

	

Ride	Day	1	
	

Not	really	having	planned	as	to	when	I	was	
going	to	embark	on	this	ride,	I	prepared	my	
steed	for	when	I	was	ready	to	set	off.	Tyres	
checked,	oil	topped	up,	maps	loaded	onto	my	
sat-nav,	I	wasn’t	really	sure	what	I	would	
need,	but	hey,	it	was	going	to	be	an	adventure.	
Friday	evening	came	round	and	Charlene	and	
I	were	talking	about	the	challenge,	
she	asked	me	which	
days	I	planned	to	do	it	
over	and	I	said	
sometime	next	week,	
depending	on	weather.	
Yes,	I	know,	not	very	
helpful,	but	there	was	
no	rush.	Anyway,	after	
discussions	I	decided	to	
leave	in	the	morning.	
	

Arriving	at	Robin	Hood,	
after	a	short,	uneventful	
ride,	which,	of	course	was	
closed	at	that	time	of	the	
day,	I	fought	with	the	
wind	to	try	to	take	a	photo	
of	myself	holding	that	
day’s	newspaper,	the	
clapperboard	and	the	
dealership	in	the	background.	Well,	before	the	
adventure	even	started	I	was	getting	
frustrated.	Fortunately,	a	young	lady	who	
works	at	Robin	Hood	had	just	arrived	and	she	
kindly	agreed	to	take	the	snap	for	me.	
Off	to	the	next	dealership	now	feeling	
positive.	
	

Chesterfield	was	on	the	agenda	next,	but	that	
leg	of	the	ride	didn’t	go	so	smoothly.	My	heel-
toe	shifter	started	slipping,	not	the	first	time	
either	since	I’ve	had	the	bike.	Dai	will	know	
the	problem	I	had	on	a	ride	last	year	where	I	
had	to	do	a	little	roadside	bodge	to	enable	me	
to	select	gears	and	continue	on	the	ride.	

Anyway,	I	had	
purchased	and	
fitted	a	new	heel-
toe	shifter	spline	
last	year,	but	it	
choose	to	give	up	
again	a	few	miles	

from	Harleyworld.	Limping	into	
the	dealership	annoyed	and	
concerned	that	I	may	have	to	pull	
the	plug	on	the	ride	and	call	
breakdown	before	it	had	even	
started,	I	set	to	work	stripping	it	
down	to	see	what	I	could	do.	I	
decided	I	needed	a	coffee	
(possibly	something	stronger)	
and	thought	I	would	get	the	
required	photo,	in	the	hope	I	
would	be	able	to	carry	on.	
Coffee	sipped,	photo	taken,	I	
went	back	to	my	bike	and	
realised	I	needed	to	do	
something	else.	Admitting	
defeat,	I	walked	back	into	the	
dealer	and	up	to	the	parts	
counter	to	ask	if	they	had	a	

new	spline.	However,	luck	was	not	on	my	
side,	not	in	the	form	I	was	hoping	for	anyway.	
The	chap	behind	the	counter	told	me	that	the	
main	technician	was	busy	all	morning	but	he	
was	prepared	to	have	a	look	for	me.	So	he	
proceeded	to	take	my	keys	from	me	and	take	
my	bike	round	the	back	into	the	workshop.	
Sometime	later	I	see	my	bike	emerge	and	
being	ridden	around	the	car	park	as	I’m	
looking	around	some	new	bike.	Hmmm,	
maybe	it	wasn’t	time	for	a	new	one	just	yet	
after	all.	Quick	repair	done	from	the	chap	at	
Harleyworld	(for	free,	might	I	add),	I	felt	my	
luck	had	changed.	
	



	

	 	

Just	a	blip	up	to	Leeds	and	the	
weather	was	holding	out	for	me.	
Sun	was	shining	-	all	was	good.	
Pulling	into	Leeds	Harley	

Davidson,	first	things	first,	photo.	A	bloke	was	
in	a	car	next	to	me	and	looked	like	he	was	
finishing	up	his	crossword	and	cuppa,	so	
when	he	got	out	I	asked	if	he	would	do	me	a	
favour	and	take	my	picture.	He,	of	course,	
asked	what	it	was	for	and	why	I	need	to	hold	
the	newspaper	and	clapperboard,	so	I	
explained,	and	wishing	me	good	luck	once	he	
took	a	couple	of	snaps	
wandered	into	the	
dealership,	and	I	
followed	to	use	their	
facilities	and	have	a	
mooch	round.		
	
Now	what	can	I	say	
about	my	ride	to	
Manchester	on	the	
M62	that	you	
probably	don’t	
already	know?	Yes,	it	was	wet,	
very	wet	in	fact.	Visibility	was	
poor,	cars	were	making	rash	
decisions,	but	overall,	I	felt	
calm.	I	thought,	‘If	I	get	
wound	up	over	the	these	
idiots,	then	this	weekend	is	
going	to	be	very	long	and	
exhausting.’	
	

Now	I’ve	not	had	any	
dealings	with	any	Hell’s	
Angels	MC	members,	but	when	I	
sighted	Manchester	Harley	Davidson,	I	saw	
about	40	of	their	finest	gathered	in	front	in	
the	car	park.	I	rolled	in,	parked	up,	got	out	the	
newspaper	and	clapperboard	out	of	the	
saddlebag,	lined	up	a	selfie	and	a	chap	from	
the	dealership	approached	me	and	asked	if	he	
could	take	the	photo	for	me;	of	course	I	
accepted	–	already	I	had	realised	the	photos	
were	going	to	be	a	nuisance.	One	of	the	Hell’s	

Angels	members	walked	over	and	asked	
where	I	was	from	and	where	I	was	heading	
and	what	the	photo	was	about.	We	briefly	
spoke	and	then	they	all	mounted	up	and	took	
off.	What	a	sound!	
	

The	owner	of	the	café	in	the	car	park,	Route	
66	Café,	offered	me	a	free	coffee;	bargain,	
even	though	I	was	only	saving	a	quid,	it	was	
still	appreciated.	
	

I	was	only	planning	on	having	a	quick	look	
around	the	bikes	in	the	dealership,	but	I	bet	I	
spent	about	45minutes	talking	to	a	guy	from	

Canada,	who	has	
been	living	over	here	
for	16years.	He	was	
telling	me	he	is	a	
retired	professor	of	
fine	arts,	and	in	his	
words,	“Harley	
Davidson	pay	me	to	
goof	around”.	He	
works	one	day	a	
week	to	basically	test	

bikes,	shat	to	customers,	
whatever	and	he	loves	it.	
He	lives	and	breathes	
Harleys.	It	was	really	
interesting	chatting	to	
him	but	I	really	did	need	
to	crack	on	and	push	for	
Preston.	
	

Bowker	in	Preston	was	
next.	Quick	pic	,	quick	
browse	in	the	shop,	facilities	
(again)	and	back	on	the	road.	

	

Weather	was	holding	out	well	for	me,	apart	
from	the	M62,	I	felt	a	little	overdressed	with	
my	over-trousers	on	and	a	little	warm	too.	
However,	I	did	come	to	appreciate	them	later	
that	evening	as	it	cooled	down.	
	

16:15,	I	arrived	at	Chester	Harley	Davidson.	
The	obligatory	selfie	done	and	slurp	of	coffee	
from	my	flask,	I	went	into	the	dealership	and	
purchased	my	third	poker	chip	of	the	day:	



	

	 	

Manchester,	Bowker	and	Chester.	
After	having	a	bite	to	eat,	I	
saddled	up	and	set	off.	
	

With	Stratstone	in	
Wolverhampton	firmly	in	
my	crosshairs,	I	was	a	little	
surprised	by	the	location	of	
this	dealership.	I	must	
admit	I	wasn’t	wowed	or	
impressed	in	any	way.	I	
thought	it	looked	rundown	
or	neglected	a	little	bit.	
Maybe	because	it	was	in	
the	city-centre	and	
possibly	with	the	
pollution	and	exhaust	
fumes	causing	the	
buildings	to	look	a	little	
‘grubby’,	as	they	do.	
Anyhow,	picture	taken	
and	off	I	went.		
	

Losing	the	light	and	
ready	for	a	change	of	
seat	as	my	derrière	was	going	numb;	Harley	
Davidson	should’ve	put	more	time	into	their	
R&D	with	their	seats.	I	almost	missed	
Cheltenham’s	little	offering,	tucked	away	
behind	a	petrol	station.	In	fact	I	did	miss	
actually	and	I	had	to	do	a	U-turn	to	pull	in.	
Unfortunately	it	was	closed	so	no	opportunity	
to	have	a	look	round,	never	mind,	onwards.	
	

On	the	way	to	my	next	stop,	I	came	up	behind	
a	couple	of	Sportsters	at	some	traffic	light	in	a	
quaint	little	village.	The	lights	changed	and	we	
set	off.	National	speed	limit	sign,	and	the	
village,	disappears	in	our	mirrors	and	they	
gun	it.	It	was	a	welcomed	invite	for	a	little	fun,	
it	had	been	a	long	day	and	it	took	my	mind	off	
the	miles	left	to	do,	and	it	invigorated	me,	
energised	me.	My	type	of	roads	stretched	out	
in	front,	(not	the	miles	upon	miles	of	
motorway	that	offer	no	interest	or	stimulus)	
just	a	shame	the	light	had	about	gone,	but	
following	these	two	it	was	clear	they	knew	the	

roads	and	it	encouraged	me	to	push	and	I	
used	their	lights	like	a	beacon	guiding	me	in	
as	a	lighthouse	guided	ships	at	sea.	Anyway,	
they	turned	off,	but	before	they	did	they	put	

up	a	hand	and	waved,	I	gestured	
back	and	we	
carried	on	our	
separate	ways.		
	

I	remember	
seeing	loads	of	
cars	parked	at	
the	side	of	the	
road	and	people	
crowding	the	
hedgerows,	lay-
bys,	kids	sat	on	
car	roofs	or	
anywhere	they	
could	find	space	
on	my	way	to	the	
Oxford	dealership	
and	wondering	
why,	considering	
it	was	late.	
Anyway,	selfie	

snapped	and	phone	call	to	Charlene	(of	course	
I’d	been	texting	her	at	every	dealer	to	keep	
her	in	the	loop	as	to	where	I	was	on	my	route	
and	to	let	her	know	I	was	safe),	it	was	nice	to	
hear	her	voice,	quick	chat	about	my	day,	and	
hers,	and	to	say	my	next	stop	was	to	my	bed	
for	the	night	at	Winnersh	Triangle	
Travelodge.	Back	to	these	people	at	the	side	of	
the	road,	it	turns	out	they	were	waiting	for	a	
fireworks	display,	a	pretty	big	one	as	it	
happens.	Why?	I’ve	no	idea.	I	caught	glimpses	
of	it	in	my	mirrors	or	when	turning	round	
corners	as	I	was	riding	away.	A	nice	finish	to	
the	day	I	thought.	Well,	I	hadn’t	quite	finished;	
I	still	need	to	get	to	Reading.	
A	40-something	minute	ride	and	I	was	at	my	
lodgings	for	the	night.	It	was	ok;	clean,	
pleasant,	but	sourcing	a	meal	that	late	wasn’t	
on	the	menu.	Fortunately	I	had	a	few	snacks	
left,	so	after	eating	them	I	turned	in	for	the	



	

	 	

night.		
	

Ride	Day	2	
	

Ok,	so	day	2	came	around	quicker	
than	I’d	have	liked.	Up	early,	

breakfast,	coffee,	flask	made	up	and	I	was	set	
for	the	day.	Reading	Harley	Davidson	was	just	
round	the	corner	and	next	to	a	petrol	station	
so	nice	and	easy.	I	fuelled	the	bike,	grabbed	a	
paper,	grabbed	a	photo	and	off	on	the	trek	to	
Cardiff	Harley	Davidson.	
	

The	journey	was	a	
mix	of	wind	and	
wet.	Fortunately	
when	I	arrived	in	
their	car	park,	I	had	
a	short	window	
where	the	rain	
stopped	just	long	
enough	for	me	to	take	
the	photo	before	it	
started	again.	A	quick	
splash	and	dash	to	top	
up	and	I	was	back	on	
the	road	again.	
When	I	arrived	at	Riders	
of	Bristol,	the	sun	had	
made	an	appearance	-	it	
was	almost	summer-
like.	It	felt	nice	to	just	
chill	for	a	few	minutes,	
to	have	a	bite	to	eat	and	
a	cuppa.		
	

Next,	I	chose	to	go	to	
Bridgwater	and	Charlie	
Gordon	had	warned	me	
about	the	traffic	and	
amount	of	filtering	he	
had	encountered	and	done,	but	I	felt	that	at	
least	this	dealer	was	sort	of	in	the	right	
direction	as	opposed	to	tagging	on	Swansea	
after	Cardiff.	Believe	me,	I	almost	wished	I	
had,	however,	I	think	the	time	difference	must	
have	made	it	worthwhile,	at	least	I	think	it	
did.	
	

Southampton	was	next	on	my	list	and	I	was	
made	to	feel	welcomed	by	a	chap	who	works	
there,	despite	it	being	closed.	I’ll	explain.	I	
parked	up,	start	to	get	the	relevant	bits	and	
bobs	out	for	the	photo	and	this	guy	comes	
around	the	corner.	He	says	hello	and	asks	if	I	
wanted	him	to	dealer	stamp	my	clapperboard.	
I	accept	and	he	comes	out	with	a	poker	chip	
too	and	 hands	it	to	me,	also	

asking	if	I	need	anything	
for	my	bike.	I	respond	
with,	“a	comfier	seat?”.	
Oh	well,	it	was	worth	a	
try.	He	took	a	decent	
photo	by	the	way,	
even	got	the	flags	in	
frame.	Anyhow,	it	
turns	out	he	lives	
above	the	dealership	
whenever	he’s	
working	there;	I	
guess	it	saves	on	
travel	costs.	
Fed,	watered,	I	
moved	on.	
	

Now	this	next	
dealership	I	
would’ve	really	
liked	to	have	
looked	around	–	
some	beautiful	
bikes	in	the	
windows	upstairs	
and	down	but	
unfortunately	
Guildford	Harley	
Davidson	was	
shut.	Now	it	was	at	

this	point	while	I	text	Charlene,	that	she	made	
question	whether	I	need	to	book	another	
Travelodge	for	the	night	as	it	was	already	just	
gone	18:30	and	I	still	had	a	few	miles	left	to	
complete.	But,	felling	confident,	I	said	I’d	
make	that	decision	when	I	get	to	my	
dealership.	So	I	set	off	for	my	next	destination,	



	

	 	

Maidstone.	
	

A	relatively	quick	trip	East	saw	
me	at	Maidston’s	Harley	
Davidson,	which	was	tucked	

away.	No	time	to	hang	about,	a	quick	cup	of	
go-go	juice	(for	me)	and	I	was	on	my	way	
northbound.	
	

The	Dartford	Tunnel	
was	no	great	fuss,	it	
flowed	nicely,	and	I	
turned	off	for	
Lakeside	Harley	
dealer,	which	has	
closed	it’s	doors	for	
good	now.	Quick	
selfie	with	a	smile	
and	a	neon	sign	in	the	
background	-	love	it.	
	

Not	so	smiley	
however	at	my	next	
pit-stop,	Newmarket,	
as	I	was	starting	to	
feel	the	lag	from	being	on	the	road	since	07:30	
that	morning.	Oh	the	joys.	Checked	in	with	the	
boss	and	back	on	the	road.	
	

Now	I	was	on	familiar	roads,	known	territory,	
Sycamore,	Uppingham.	Deserted,	I	pulled	off	
the	road	and	into	the	car	park,	got	the	picture	
and	straight	off	again,	not	wanting	to	delay	
any	more	than	I	had	to,	although	I	could’ve	
done	with	a	strong	coffee	about	now.	

	

At	last,	like	a	much	needed	oasis	in	the	desert	
(or	a	much	needed	motorway	services	when	
you’ve	had	too	much	to	drink),	I	saw	my	end	
goal,	the	place	where	it	all	began.	Robin	Hood.	
01:43.	1103	miles	and	with	a	big	smile	spread	
across	my	face.	I’d	never	been	so	pleased	to	
see	a	dealership,	closed	or	not,	as	I	was	when	I	
rounded	the	corner	and	pulled	in.	Got	the	

photo.	Home	here	I	
come.		
	

When	I	went	to	get	
off	my	bike	for	the	
final	time	after	
arriving	home,	my	
hips	had	fallen	to	
sleep	pretty	much	
and	walking	was	a	
little	funny,	a	bit	
strange	considering	I	
was	off	my	bike	only	
45	minutes	ago.	I	just	
wanted	my	bed,	but	I	

had	to	put	the	bike	away.	Garage	door	up,	
trusty	steed	put	in	to	her	stable,	it	was	time	
for	me	get	to	bed.	02:50	my	head	hit	the	
pillow	and	I	don’t	think	it	was	much	later	
when	I	eventually	dozed	off.	
	

What	a	trip!	What	an	adventure!	Two	long	
days,	some	parts	of	them	wet,	but	not	much	
really,	some	with	glorious	sun.	The	people	I	
did	speak	to,	although	few	and	far	between,	

made	it	a	little	easier	and	broke	
up	the	arduous	time	spent	in	the	
bum-numbing	seat.	Also,	if	I’m	
honest,	I	thought	it	was	going	to	
be	much	harder	than	it	was.	Now	
I’m	not	saying	it	was	easy,	but	
considering	the	distance	and	time	
doing	this	solo,	I	was	proud	of	
myself.	Actually,	in	a	way	I	
enjoyed	it.	
Would	I	do	it	again	or	something	
similar?	Yes	I	would.			

Chris	





	

	 	

Dear	Doktor	Bob…	
	

Hello	my	friends	and	welcome	to	another	Dear	Doktor	
Bob;	a	page	of	excellent	and	wonderful	advice	about	

anything,	everything	and	nothing	in	particular.	
	

Now,	some	of	you	may	still	be	on	this	furlough	–	which	is	another	
name	for	getting	paid	for	doing	absolutely	nothing.	I	know	that	
some	of	you	are	bored	and	want	to	do	nothing	but	ride	your	
motorcycles,	and	some	of	you	just	can’t	be	bothered	to	do	
anything.	Others	might	want	to	decorate	their	homesteads	and	
paint	pictures.	But	I	know	that	all	of	you	want	to	read	my	advice	(and	it	is	
very	important	advice)	about	all	things	and	everything	(and	of	course,	
absolutely	nothing).	So	let’s	get	on	with	it	–	here’s	a	few	snippets	from	the	members	of	the	
Lindum	Colonia	Chapter	HOG	motorcycle	club	thing…	
	

Dear	Doktor	Bob…	
Can	you	advise	me	when	the	best	time	is	to	put	fuel	in	my	tank?	
	

The	Good	Doktor	Replies…	
Yes,	I	can…	Next..!	
Ah	but	seriously,	let	me	make	an	assumption	here.	Am	I	correct	in	thinking	you	might	want	to	
go	on	one	of	your	ride-out	things?	Yes?	Well	it	stands	to	reason,	the	best	time	not	to	fill	up	is	in	
the	middle	of	the	ride-out.	I	have	heard	that	certain	riders	who	command	great	roles	within	
your	motorcycle	club	have	been	known	to	have	big	fuel	tanks	and	go	for	short	rides	and	yet,	
yes,	they	still	need	to	hold	everyone	up	to	stop	at	the	gas	station	in	the	middle	of	these	rides,	
but	these	people	should	know	better.	
In	answer	to	your	question:	fill	up	BEFORE	you	start	your	little	riding	session	and	that	way	
there	will	be	no	need	to	fill	up	along	the	way	–	if	you	want	more	clarity	on	that	then	don’t	ask	
your	Head	Road	Captain	because	he	has	been	known	to	not	fill	up	before	the	start.	
Of	course,	there	will	be	times	when	the	ride-out	has	many	miles	and	there	will	be	a	need	to	fill	
up	with	the	gasoline,	but	at	these	time,	almost	everyone	will	be	pleased	to	hand	over	the	
contents	of	their	wallets	in	exchange	for	the	go-faster-juice.	
	

Dear	Doktor	Bob…	
Is	your	name	really	Bob,	Doktor	Bob?	
	

The	Good	Doktor	Replies…	
Yes..!	Next..!	
	

Dear	Doktor	Bob…	
Do	you	ride	a	Harley-Davidson	motorbike?	
	

The	Good	Doktor	Replies…	
Do	not	be	so	stupid,	how	can	I	ride	a	Harley-Davidson?	The	bike	is	far	too	noisy	and	heavy	and	
expensive	and	contaminated	with	corrosion	even	before	the	parts	have	left	the	factory	in	the	
Far	East.	Oh	no,	I	have	a	very	strongly	built	German	1936	BMW	R12	750cc	motorcycle	that	has	
covered	more	than	100,000km	and	never	been	washed	and	I	have	only	needed	to	fill	up	with	
gasoline	once.	It	still	glistens	in	the	sunshine	–	no	rusty	bits	and	pieces	from	the	Far	East.	
	

You	can	send	me	a	question	by	email	via	you	Editor:	editor@lindumcoloniachapter.com	
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Robin Hood Harley-Davidson® Nottingham
401 Meadow Lane, Nottingham NG2 3GX.
Telephone 0115 903 3777
www.robinhoodharleydavidson.com

FINANCE EXAMPLE
CASH PRICE £22,6955.00
DEPOSIT £5,682.61
TOTAL AMOUNT OF CREDIT £17,102.39
AGREEMENT DURATION 25 Months
PURCHASE FEE £10.00

25 MONTHLY REPAYMENTS OF £175.00
OPTIONAL FINAL REPAYMENT £14,379.00
TOTAL AMOUNT PAYABLE £24,162.61
INTEREST RATE (FIXED) 4.76%
REPRESENTATIVE APR 4.9% APR

OUR MOST ROAD-
DEVOURING MACHINE
GOES TO A DARKER PLACE 
Blacked-out and loaded with premium features. Fire up the thrill-inducing Milwaukee-Eight® 
114 V-Twin engine and you’re in for one hell of a ride. 

THE ROAD GLIDE® SPECIAL is now available at an affordable £175 per month and
low 4.9% APR representative.




