
 

  
 



 

  

Words from the Editor 
         …from Jono, Chapter Editor 
 
 

 
We have a bumper edition of The Imp for you this autumn, packed 
with memories and events from an epic riding summer and some 
great personal stories from our awesome readership. 
 
As you’ll know from Charlie’s e-brief emails and the last chapter meeting, I have to step away 
from the editor role having only just started. It’s a shame but I can’t give the role the time it 
needs. Dai has kindly offered to take over as editor until a permanent replacement has been 
found. 
 
For this issue we’re trying out a new feature, ‘Imp Personal’ where we get to know our 
membership through a series of goofy questions. If you get ambushed at a Lindum event and 
asked a whole bunch of stuff about yourself, feel free to have fun with the answers! This 
edition’s star of the show is Deb Sowter. 
 
I’ve had fun putting this edition together, I hope you enjoy it! 
 
 
All the very best, Jono. 
  



 

  

…And Another Thing… 
 
So, this is the first publication of the IMP from Jono under 
his Editor tenure. I really do hope all you lovely people 
reading this will support him in this new role but 

submitting lots of words and some pictures so we can all share in the 
greatness that is Lindum Colonia. 
Right, enough of that… 
 
…now here’s the thing: I was driving along the Branston road towards 
town last week, and as I approached Mill Lodge (on the crest of Canwick 
Hill) there were two senior Harley riders on their Softails, waiting on the junction. Now these guys 
may have been visiting the International Bomber Command Centre, admiring the Lindum Colonia 
stone of remembrance and Jeff’s bike engraving, but perhaps not; perhaps they had been sight-seeing 
the old lunatic asylum (more likely). Why do I say the latter? Well, let me explain. As I approached the 
crest of Canwick Hill, in the ghost island, waiting to turn right off the main road, there waited a white 
van – a Ford Transit perhaps, or a Mercedes, something in white - when, without warning, I could see 
the first Harley’s wheels begin to turn. I knew then that the old guy was about to pull out of the 
junction. Lucky for him, I anticipated the move and slowed down sufficiently to let him execute his 
screw-up without coming to grief. But what happened next? Well his partner in crime, the second old 
guy on his Softail, only went and did the same life-defying stunt…! I’ll say no more on the subject, only 
that they were lucky I was able to anticipate their dumb-ass moves. 
 
…and talking about dumb-ass moves… Why did I take on the Assistant Director role? After all, Steve 
Wallis had been doing such a fine job of the role and appeared to be enjoying it too. But it did come as 
a big surprise, and out of the blue, when Steve informed our illustrious Director, Paul, that he was 
stepping down. After a brief moment of contemplation by Paul, and after confirmation that Steve 
wasn’t extracting the urine, Paul asked me if I would take on the Primary Officer’s role. 
Now, I had carried out several roles in HOG in the past, and was determined not to get too involved in 
the future. I have enjoyed my Editor’s Officer position very much, so a great amount of soul searching 
was needed before I responded to Paul’s request. After a brief discussion with Paul over the 
telephone, and bribery offerings (not really), I told Paul I would be honoured to take over from Steve 
(even though Steve’s size 8s would be snug on my size 11 flippers). The rest, as they say, is history. 
Well, not history just yet, but give it time… 
 
…and another thing… Talking about time, those of us who did attend the Yellow Belly Melee this year 
had a fantastic time. And thanks to the Activities Team (Bern, Taz, Bonny & Jono) for pulling the event 
together; and let’s not forget that several others helped along the way. This was 2 years in the making 
and even though three of the four Activities Team were new, Bonny carried the baton, passing it from 
Kirk & Christine to Bern, Taz & Jonno). 
 
So enough word drivel from me, there’s plenty more to come in future IMPs and at club night 
meetings, etc. So I’ll leave you with the good old Harley Owners’ Group motto… 
 
RIDE & HAVE FUN 
Dai 
 
 
  



 

  

My introduction to H-D, by Anni 
 
 
It all started when I became a Harley Davidson Widow. I just didn’t get what Jon 
saw in the whole HD ‘thing’. Like many I thought this was an old man’s game… 

but Jon wanted to ride a HD so he did. Many a weekend was spent with our dog for company in 
our small house near Melbourne while Jon was out with his new friends from OzHOG on his ’86 
Softail Custom; I felt like a jilted wife! I had been riding sports bikes since 1991 but fallen out 
of love. 
 
I was convinced to go on a ride as a pillion. We arrived to friendly welcoming faces and 
glamorous lady riders! It was only a short ride but I realized very quickly that Jon’s Softtail was 
not made for a pillion and certainly not for my ample buttocks! So I stayed at home, alone, 
abandoned, ironing (OK I like ironing!) I would only join Jon on short rides for my bum’s sake!  
Jon decided I should be on rides more often and kindly, if sadly, traded his Softtail for a Street 
Glide, oh the comfort! We then went to the Mildura Rally - man that was hot, we barely saw the 
rally as we were trying to keep cool in the pool! It was in Mildura that I rode a HD for the first 
time! I cannot thank the Mildura HD dealership enough for lending me a beautiful purple candy 
Street Bob… I didn’t even have my license on me, but he trusted me!  
 
Jon shipped the Street Glide to Cairns for our second rally as we didn’t have time to ride both 
ways (3500km each way). That ‘Thunder run’ was one of the highlights of my life, I have never 
felt so much like I belonged! The locals made such a huge effort to stand on the streets and 
wave and cheer, it was a truly amazing feeling, I felt so proud, and more than a bit emotional, 
to be part of it! The long ride home, well how the hell Jon did that with me on the back I will 
never know.  
 
 All the HOG members I had met by this point were so lovely and accepting that I very quickly 
decided I should be riding, but Jon had been made redundant. In the spur of a moment said he 
would buy me a bike if he got another job in Australia.  
 
A few weeks later, I 
arrived home from work 
one afternoon to find a 
beautiful black Dyna lo-
rider sat outside our 
garage; a job had been 
found, a promise fulfilled! 
We were staying in 
‘Straya… but we were 
moving to Sydney… mixed 
blessings, we’d miss our 
beloved Ozhog friends. 
 



 

  

I did manage a couple of rides with OzHog before we left Victoria. They had 
made such a difference to our lives by that point; Harleys were a whole new 
thing that Jon and I had developed a mutual love for. We were gutted to be 
leaving Melbourne and OzHOG. 
 

July 2014, 1st Tuesday of the month, we had only been in Sydney 2 days, and we were already 
at a meeting of a new club. I was a mess; sick, missing Melbourne, missing my kids (who had 
headed back to Blighty, and convinced no chapter could replace Ozhog. Rebecca (LOH for 
Sydney HOG) made us feel SO welcome and introduced us to everyone, thank goodness they all 
had their names on their jackets! Jon and I came away from that night blown away - OzHOG 
wasn’t unique for its welcome’ it was clearly a HOG thing. 
 
I moved quite quickly from 
the Dyna (fabulous bike 
but not for the LONG rides 
that Sydney HOG had 
planned) to my beloved 
2003 turquoise Roadking. I 
loved that she wasn’t black 
and that she was so comfy! 
 
Many a glorious ride later 
we came to the longest ride 
I had ever attempted, 
Sydney to Canberra via 
Broken Hill, for the NSW 
state rally. I was both 
terrified and excited at the 
prospect. It was an 
AMAZING adventure, 
totally life changing for me. 
You can never truly know 
the size of Australia until 
you ride for 2 days West 
from Sydney and are still in 
the same state!! I honestly 
cannot put into words how 
awesome it was; the people, the stops, the support, the sights, the miles and miles of nothing; 
who knew nothing could be so fantastic! The ride into Broken Hill itself was something I will 
never, ever forget. Our road captain even got us lost on the way to the Mundi Mundi plains, the 
middle of nowhere, hard packed sand roads, that was really something! 
 
Some 20 months later Jon and I had to leave our adopted home, our Aussie friends, our little 
piece of utopia; we even had a trip booked to Uluru, but we had to cancel. Heartbroken doesn’t 
even come close. We spent our first 7 months back in the UK catching with family and friends 
while living with Jon’s parents, luckily, they are amazing! My bike in Aus had died a death of 



 

  

cruise control/throttle so the dealership bought her back before we left, but 
Jon’s was somewhere on the open seas heading to meet us, so we visited the odd 
dealership to get our fix… it wasn’t a good time to be honest, thoroughly 
depressing. 
After much deliberation we ended up living in Cleethorpes, found me another 

Harley (Heritage) and, somewhere along the line Jon found another old softtail custom, just 
like his first, damn near identical! But we were so far from a Harley dealership we still felt a bit 
lost.  
 
We joined St Leger Chapter in Doncaster and, for a while all was good, but as with any large 
group of people there is occasional conflict. We made some life-long friends there but it’s 
enough to say we parted company with the chapter. After all, this is a hobby, it is supposed to 
be fun right? Two years ago, I swapped my Heritage for a 2013 Roadking CVO – I am Roadking 
through and through and, although I loved my Heritage, it was good to be back!  
Lindum Colonia is now our home, we have been warmly welcomed as we have all the chapters 
to which we have belonged, this is definitely a HOG thing!  
 
Having lived on both sides of the world and have seen that riders that are brought together by 
the HD brand, the love of riding, and of course the love of an occasional boozy night out! This 
worldwide brand is some of the best marketing there is, and we, the chapters, are the life blood 
of the brand! It is the best leveler of people; no one cares who has the biggest house or who 
earns the most… we all just want to ride out to beautiful places on awesome roads and mingle 
with likeminded Harley riders. 
 
‘Your friends are the family you choose’, and I choose Harley folk! 
 
 



 

  

 
  



 

  

Embarrassing Incident - Charlie 
 
I hadn’t been in the Hogsback Chapter very long when one club night I 
overheard someone talking about Nordkapp. I was told by a guy called Robin 
Seymour it was a place and it was as far north as you can get it Europe. I said I 

had been to the south to the Cape of Good 
Hope but never north. He said that he was 
planning a ride there as it was on his bucket 
list and would I like to come along. I said I 
Would think about it but after a quick chat 
with Bern who said she could spare me for 
10 days, I accepted the invitation.  
 
We were going to cover 5000 miles in 10 
days and even with my poor knowledge of 
maths I quickly worked out that it was going 
to be a long ride each day. There were to be 
six of in the group and I was paired with 
John, a 30-year motorcycle policeman so no 
pressure for a relative novice. 
 
As some of us 
couldn’t get off 
work early we 
planned to meet 
up at a hotel 
just outside 
Dunkirk and 
then start the 
ride the next 

morning. 
 
Robin had planned the route and booked the places to stay and Axel his right-hand man had 
created the map so that we could program our Satnavs all very straight forward so far. 
So, on day 1 we set off from Dunkirk early in the morning and some 540 miles later arrive at 
our destination just short of the Danish border.  Day 2 went without incident and we are all 
getting used to the long days and are using the Harleys for what they were designed for 
cruising along and munching miles. 
 
Day 3 dawns and Robin ask who would like to take a turn at leading. Having religiously load all 
the destinations into my satnav from the cheat sheet Axel supplied I volunteered. All 6 of us are 
ready to go I fir up my trusty TomTom and it asks do you want to go to the next destination, 
having selected yes, we are off. After 30 mins I was slightly concerned that we hadn’t re-joined 
the motorway we had come off the night before but I have perfect confidence in the satnav as I 
had checked and double checked when I programmed the route into it. 



 

  

I hadn’t ridden with Robin very much but I learnt that day if he is getting big in 
your mirrors quickly you have probably cocked something up. He drew level 
with me and said where are you going, I shouted back next destination. Pull over 
was his reply and we all came to a stop. Why are you heading for Oslo when we 
should be heading north, was his very reasonable question? 

 
It transpired that when selecting next destination on my satnav it had selected the closest one 
to me which was Oslo directly west and not at all in the direction we should have been going. 
We did finally get going in the correct direction, even if it did leave a couple of dog walkers 
who we passed at least 4 times going up and down the same road somewhat puzzled. I have 
never lived it down my mistake with the 6 friends on the ride and even now the odd comment 
appears on Facebook asking me about my satnav.  
 
It was a brilliant trip and one I will never forget for so many reasons, but they never let me 
lead again!! 
 
Charlie 
 
 
 
 
  



 

  

The Journey to my first Harley - Christine 
 
When Kirk passed his bike test and got a Harley, I was more than happy to go on 
the back as it was great to relax while I was chauffeured around. This continued 
for 3 years and I was very happy, I had even adopted passenger photographer 

role, snapping all the scenery while Kirk was riding. 
 
We then went to Germany on a chapter holiday which was absolutely amazing, however while 
riding round I had a little niggle in my head saying ‘could I ride a bike’ and ‘would I like riding.’ 
I eventually told Kirk I would like to give it a try and if I didn’t like it at least I could say I had 
given it a go. I loved being part of the ride but wanted to go that extra step. 
 
From that moment I stopped relaxing so much (occasionally dozing off) and started paying 
attention. Kirk would point things out to me and showed me things like Counter steering, even 
letting me have a go by pushing on his shoulders while sat on the back…I didn’t realise how 
gentle you have to be and nearly pushed him into the next lane the first time I tried.  
When we returned from holiday, I wasted no time in booking my CBT and while I waited for it 
to come around, Kirk was very brave and let me have a go on his Bike (on private land of 
course) to let me get a feel for it. 
 
Once I passed my CBT, I told myself I wasn’t going to rush into getting a bike, then preceded to 
purchase one within a week!! Once I got going (after a few hissy fits for not being able to get 
the gears to go in) there was no stopping me. I absolutely loved flying around on my little 
Yamaha and couldn’t believe I had never tried this before. I did over 2000 miles trying to get as 
much experience in as possible and then I knew I was ready to take the next step…I wanted a 
Harley!!! 
 
I got my theory passed and then straight on to training for my Mod 1, the training was good 
apart from it being in January and it was absolutely freezing. I was not prepared for how cold 
my hands would get…the pain!!! Also, Mod 1 was actually quite hard but I managed to get 
through it after a lot of extra training with Kirk (I’ve never done so many turns in the road) and 
learning to look where I want the bike to go in order for it to turn which is not something you 
would normally think about but is very important. 
 
I was lucky enough to get a Mod 2 slot very quickly and actually enjoyed training for this, it is 
just riding after all. I was very nervous but just focused on what I wanted and what I had to do 
to get it.  
I did my 40 minute ride with the examiner, I managed to stall the bike and get my left and right 
confused but I passed…I actually passed!!! That was it, I was legally allowed on the 
road…wahoo!! 
 
I took a trip to Robin Hood Harley, tried a few bikes out for size, but really liked the look and 
feel of the Sportster so I made my choice. I asked the guys at the dealership to keep it quiet 
though as no one apart from Kirk new. It took a few weeks to finalise but I actually owned and 
was able to ride a Harley, I couldn’t believe it but I was so happy. I just had to ride it away from 
the dealership with everyone watching…a very nervous moment, however not nearly as nerve 



 

  

racking as turning up to the bike meet and then having to ride from there with 
everyone watching.   
 
It wasn’t a very long journey to getting my first Harley, about 9 months in total 
but I have learned so much, more than I can write about and I can honestly say it 

was one of the best things I have done and every time I ride my sportster it puts a smile on my 
face. I can’t wait to go on many more journeys. 
 

 
 
 
  



 

  

Me, Two Wheels & Harley-Davidson – How it all began… And how 
it goes on… 
 

Part 1 – From the beginning… - Dai 
 
My father rode a 5-speed derailer complete with dropped handlebars for many years, even 
after he married my mother and was called up for his two years of National Service, he’d cycle 
the 43 miles from CImla (my home village back in 
South Wales) to Crickhowell Barracks. When 
National Service was done, I can just about 
remember him riding his Raleigh to work every 
day - I was not much older than a toddler but I 
can still see the image in my mind of him on the 
bicycle. Like so many families at the time, money 
was tight during my toddler days; my mother 
worked as a cinema stewardess and my father 
worked in a saw mill. We lived with my 
grandmother in a council house – in fact the very house I was born in – my parents, younger 
brother and I. I can remember my father’s first motorcycle, a Honda C90 – red and grey. He and 
my mother, on a nice, dry evening, would take it for a spin whilst my grandmother did the 
babysitting duties. Dad progressed onto a Honda CB160 (the precursor to the CB175), a new 
1965 model in blue and black. Both Dad and his brother, Carl, had the same bikes, the 
registration numbers differed by just one digit, both bikes having been purchased from Jim 

Morgan’s Motorcycles in Neath, South Wales on the 
same day back in ‘65. 
 
But the family unit was growing out of nappies and 
a more significant form of transport was needed. 
Dad never had a full car driving licence so he opted 
for a Reliant Regal – a second-hand light blue glass-
fibre box with small glass windows and a little 
sewing machine engine connected to just 3-wheels 
that you could drive on a full motorcycle licence. I 

can still remember its number plate – DDF 75C. 
Boy did we have some fun growing up in that 
tiny death trap. 
 
Eventually, my father bit the bullet and got some 
driving lessons and passed his test. Goodbye 
Reliant Regal, hello Ford Cortina Mk1. I loved 
that car – the smell, the 1.2ltr engine and the tyre 
noise as its cross-plies struggled to reach 60mph, 
but most of all, I loved the shape – it had a 
distinctive American feel to it, not as much as the 
Ford Zephyr 6, but close enough. 



 

  

 
Wind on a decade or so and I’m ready to leave school for the big wide world of 
employment – an apprenticeship at a refinery no less, working for BP. But I 
needed my own transport to get to work. My old 5-speed derailer, complete 
with dropped handlebars (sound familiar?) was given to some other needy 

person to make room in the shed for my very own 
Honda – an SS50, moped, complete with pedals that 
both point forward – you could never use them to 
pedal-propel the bike, impossible. 
 
That was it, I had the two-wheel bug, just like my 
father all them years ago. Now, I’m a fairly big chap, 
and even when I was 16 years old, I stood well over 
6ft tall, so the sight of me on a Honda SS50 was to 
say the least, a bit of a misnomer. As soon as I had 

my 17th birthday, the Honda was gone and replaced with a brand new, silver Suzuki GT250A – 
in fact, it was the first Suzi GT250A to hit the streets of South Wales. The bike was a new model 
for Suzuki and I purchased it for the princely sum of £539 (a whopping great tenner dearer 
than the Honda CB250) and promised the dealer 
not to put it on the road until March 10th – yeah 
right, as soon as my birthday came, some 5 days 
prior to its official sell date at the dealer’s, my Suzi 
was polluting the atmosphere with its smoky 2-
stroke oil venting from its rattly twin exhausts. 
 
I loved my silver Suzuki GT250A; it was the 
remodelled Hustler engine in a remodelled Ram 
Air frame – it looked fantastic… and it could go 
when you twisted that throttle...! 
 
The following month, I had my bike test. I took it 
in a small town called Ammanford, in the Swansea Valley. Back in the day a bike test consisted 
of riding slowly around a block whilst an examiner strolled along watching you ride. He’d stop 
you, get you to turn around and ride the block again, this time in the opposite direction. Then, 
after an emergency stop, he’d hand over a pass certificate – simple...! Ah the good old days eh? 
 
That night, April 14th 1976, I remember like it was just last week, I took a friend as a pillion and 
along with another friend on his Suzuki TS175 trail bike, we rode over a mountain lane from 
the Swansea Valley in the Neath Valley. Just one problem though, we were going a bit too fast 
and I over compensated on a tight right-hand corner, my front road tyre slipping on the gravel 
ridge in the centre of the lane, spilling me and Phil, my pillion, onto the floor. I broke my wrist, 
Phil did his knee in, and Suzi…? Well Suzi was in a sorry state – broken glass, scratched 
paintwork and no electrics. I had to push Suzi, with Phil on her as he couldn’t walk, almost two 
miles to my uncle’s house – no mobile phones then, no Suzuki Assist. 
 



 

  

After my plaster cast was removed from my broken wrist, the summer had 
arrived. It was that long, hot summer of 1976, for those of us who can remember 
– no talk of Global Warming in them days, not even Climate Change, just the 
unpredictable British weather. The searing heatwave washed over the whole UK 
for weeks on end. On one of those hot days where the temperatures were in the 

high 90s (that’s the old Fahrenheit scale) I found myself throttling my Suzi and riding up a 
short rise where at the top of a left-hand bend was a bus stop. Being an inexperienced rider, 
indestructible and a loon, I never thought twice about the melting road tar, nor the spilt diesel 
fuel from those leaky old busses at the bus stop. I hit the bend at around 50mph and found 
myself propelled through the air, Suzi tumble-tossing behind me – fortunately, there was no 
on-coming traffic. The next thing I remember, I was opening my eyes as an old lady tried to 
remove my helmet. The trip to the hospital was courtesy of my first (and last) ever ride in an 
ambulance. Nothing broken, except my pride and my Suzi (again), I spent the next four or five 
weeks of that long, hot summer fixing up the three-month-old girl for the second time. 
Insurance job it should have been, but with the cost of insurance almost a six months’ wages, 
and the compulsory excess well in excess of 
my wallet, it had to be the self-build option. 
 
But the summer for my fixed-up Suzi was 
short lived. One evening, I parked Suzi 
outside the house and just nipped in to 
collect something. I was in the house for no 
more than 4 or 5 minutes. When I returned, 
the bike was gone. Nicked from outside my 
house, in broad daylight on a lovely 
summer’s evening. My Dad and I quickly 
jumped into his car and we headed for the usual spots where joy-riders would thrash stolen 
bikes. True enough, after just an hour, we found Suzi laying on her side in a babbling brook, her 
tank dented and several more scratches and scrapes. Clearly the bastards had been thrashing it 
across the farmer’s fields and fell off her as they tried to cross the brook, just as they must have 
seen our headlights turn down the lane. 
 
Heartbroken, I pushed Suzi home, about a mile or so. Over the next month, I scavenged more 
spare parts and fibre-glass filler, spray paint and other bits and bobs and managed to get her 
back on the road. I found myself replacing parts I had only just replaced a few weeks earlier 
after our tumble-toss in that wonderful long hot summer of ’76. But now, Suzi was looking 
almost as good as she did when she left the showroom back in March – I’d done a good patch-
up job; so good, in fact, no-one could tell the sound bits from the repaired. 
 
More money spent on the Silver Dream Machine; I was back in the wind. But by now, I had 
passed my car driving test, on my second attempt, and Del and I were beginning to be a serious 
item. So, you’ve guessed it, Suzi had to go. Say hello to my 1968 Ford Cortina MkII in blue 
metallic livery. 
 
Wedding bells, and family became my life - no time for motorbikes. I had sold my guitars and 
amplifiers (yes, I played in a band at the time) to purchase a cooker and refrigerator and a few 



 

  

other bits for our new home. 
Life became wedded bliss 
complete with toddlers as 
time ticked on. 
 

Then, in 1988 I was forced to move from 
South Wales to Lincoln. The refinery was 
closing down, and with very little work 
available a life on the ‘Dole’ seemed 
imminent – I had to move or find myself in a 
very financially insecure place with a very 
young family. 
 

Part 2 – Welcome to Lincoln and Harley-Davidson 
 
Pickford’s Removals brought everything we owned to North Hykeham on December 26th 1988 
– yes, we moved house on Boxing Day. The new job was great, lots of overtime at double-rate 
so my financial position soon became less of a burden and we were able to off-load the 
overdraft and afford holidays abroad and stuff. 
 
Being away from our extended families and having to find new friends, living in Lincolnshire 
and speaking with a foreign accent was a little intimidating at first, but since Lincolnshire’s 
populous had a high percentage of non-local inhabitants, we soon felt at home. 
 
We needed a second vehicle, so I took the risk and forked out on a second-hand Honda CB400T 
– the bike looked great, until you looked more closely – but I was in need and when you’re in 
need… I bought it from an RAF guy (trustworthy sort I thought) at RAF Scampton and that got 
me back on two wheels for a number of years until the bike gave up the ghost and I just 
managed to sell it on for a couple of hundred notes while it was still barely road legal. 
 
After three years in North Hykeham, my job supervising a bunch of reprobates and nodding 
donkeys near Sudbrooke became at risk again. Now as luck would have it, BP (yes, I still 
worked for one of the biggest energy companies) was about to build their first offshore oil 
platform since the Piper Alpha tragedy in July 1988 where 167 people lost their lives when the 
Piper Alpha platform caught fire and broke up, falling into the sea. The BP Miller Platform was 
to be an ‘all-singing, all-dancing’ showcase installation with all the bells & whistles fitted to 
make it the safest place to work in the North Sea – hmmm. Okay, it was a job that I never 
thought I’d do, but it was a job, so I applied and got it. I never looked back – spending more 
than 26years offshore, I was afforded a lifestyle that allowed me to say ‘goodbye’ to bank 
overdrafts and hire-purchase loan agreements and hello to pretty sparkly things and trinkets, 
and boy’s toys. 
 
Motorcycling was far from my mind, until in early 1996, a new recruit joined my team at work. 
Peter Garland, with his broad West Country accent, was a great chap who lived on the south 
coast, at Weymouth. He loved the craic and was very funny as well as being a good worker. But 
the best thing about the man was that he loved Harleys – he never had one, but he always had a 



 

  

H-D brochure or the latest edition of Back Street Heroes. That whetted my 
appetite again for two wheels. Now as fate would have it, there was an American 
TV show called ‘Renegade’ doing the rounds. The show featured a bounty hunter 
who rode a Dyna Wide Glide to help him capture fugitives. The story lines were 
crap, but the bike… Give me another look at that brochure Pete… 

 
The bug was back. But now I didn’t want any old bike, oh no, I wanted a Harley. But look at 
how much they cost…! An arm and a leg and a mortgage on top. Far too expensive for me to 
justify forking out thousands of pounds when the young family wanted new shoes, as well as 
another trip to see Mickey Mouse and his moll, Minnie. 
 
I found myself looking at the alternatives. The Virago was popular, but small framed. I 
preferred the Kawasaki VN1500, not as pricey as the Harley, but not as good looking either. To 
hell with it, I’d get the VN1500, at least I’d be back on two wheels and cruising around on a 
Harley look-alike. 
 
Del and I were looking through B&B Motorcycles’ window on the High Street in Lincoln at a 
brand new VN1500 – “I’m gonna get that” I told Del, and then pearls of wisdom from my lovely 
wife… “Why don’t you wait a few more months and we’ll have 
saved enough for a Harley”. That was music to my ears, and it 
made sense. Del reasoned that no sooner that I’d buy the VN, 
than I’d be looking to swap it for the real McCoy which would 
cost even more between the two bikes’ purchases. She was 
right. 
 
It was another year before the plan came to fruition. I was 
changing my job, moving from the Miller Platform onto 
another brand-new project for BP, the ETAP Platform. I’d be 
based in London for the best part of a year and receive extra 
funds due to the higher cost of living in Ol’ Smoky. The lads at 
Miller had a whip-round for a leaving gift and raise about £70. 
Instead of buying something I wouldn’t want, they gave me 
the ££ and I promised to get something I needed. 
 
A few months later, early October 1997, I found myself in one of the four Harley-Davidson 
Dealerships in the UK near Barwell, Leicester. 
Windy Corner Motorcycles sold Triumphs & 
Harleys. We went to visit the shop so I could 
spend my £70 on a new helmet and perhaps 
other bits ‘n’ bobs. It was the best visit to a 
motorcycle dealership ever. The timing couldn’t 
have been better. Windy Corner was about to lose 
its Harley-Davidson franchise after the owner of 
the shop refused to give up the Triumph sales and focus solely on H-D Motorcycles. This meant 
that there were three brand new Heritages that the dealer had to move on before the end of 
October or face significant losses on the bikes if he handed them back to Harley-Davidson. I 



 

  

couldn’t believe my luck when the kids picked the blue one and the dealer 
couldn’t do enough to sell me the States Peral Blue Heritage. What a brilliant 
deal with significant discounts too – and a whole bunch of extras to sweeten the 
deal. The following week, I was on the A46 riding my brand new 1997 FLSTC 
Evo-engined Harley-Davidson Softail Heritage in the cool air, wishing I’d bought 

warmer gloves…! 
 

Part 3 – The Art of Harley & The Fenlander 
 
My first long-distance ride on the Heritage, that is anything over 200 miles, was in February 
1998. The Barbican in London was holding the ‘Art of Harley’ exhibition. Now you can’t do the 
‘Art of Harley’ without riding down to the place; simply arriving by train, bus or car just didn’t 
seem quite right. So, Del and I wrapped up warm one Sunday morning and headed south. 
Whilst passing Peterborough I could see a Sportster in the distance. We slowly caught up with 
the Harley and at the next services we both stopped for a warm-up and chat. I can’t remember 
the guy’s name but he too was headed for the ‘Art of Harley’, so we agreed to ride into London 
together. It felt great as we both sauntered into Ol’ Smokey – potato, potato, potato. 
 

As we approached the Barbican Centre we were 
greeted by the sight of hundreds of Harleys, all 
parked up on the pavements. We were 
struggling to find a slot to park the Heritage. Mr 
Sportster managed to find a slot and waved to us 
as we rode around the block again. Then, a tall 
chap with his girlfriend and a huge smile on his 
face waved at us and pointed to a parking slot 
recently vacated. That chap was Mr Paul 
Layburn. Paul introduced himself as a Fenlander 
– whatever that was – and we soon began 

chatting like we’d known each other for years. He insisted we get tickets for the Fenlanders 
Rally in July and I promised I would. Del and I never saw Paul again that day after our chat on 
the pavement. The ‘Art of Harley’ was very much an eye opener for us and we rode home, cold 
and shivering in the winter’s dark 
early evening, pleased with 
ourselves. 
 
When we bought our Heritage, the 
dealer never mentioned anything 
about HOG and Chapters. It was 
several months later, when the 
HOG membership pack arrived on 
the doorstep when we read about 
HOG and all that goes with it. 
 
Our nearest HOG Chapter would 
have been Barwell in Leicester, but with Windy Corner losing the H-D franchise, Barwell 



 

  

Chapter was being wound up and disbanded, their members waiting patiently 
for a new dealership and a new chapter to be formed – more on that later. In the 
meantime, our only option for joining a chapter was Aire Valley Chapter, based 
in Leeds and sponsored by the new dealership, Eddie Wright’s. We signed up 
and were soon proud members of Aire Valley Chapter. 

 
Our Sunday ride-outs were ride-outs within ride-outs for us. It was 78 miles from our house to 
Eddie Wright’s, then a ride-out with Aire Valley Chapter, then another ride-out to get home. So, 
our Sundays were long, iron butt rides – guaranteed. I 
wasn’t complaining though, we loved riding the Harley and 
even more so when we were part of the ride-out with the 
guys & gals of Aire Valley. 
 
Our first summer with the Heritage was soon upon us and 
tickets, as promised, were purchased for our first ever 
Harley Rally – the Fenlanders’ 7th Rally at Blofield RFC near 

Norwich. We rode onto the rugby pitch to find a place to pitch the tent. As we cruised around 
the touch-line, I heard my name being called out – it was Paul Layburn – he’d remembered us. 
What a brilliant welcome we received from Paul and several of his friends. Those friendships 
remain strong to this day. 
 

Part 4 – From Big Rock to Robin Hood Harley-Davidson; Aire Valley to Lindum Colonia 
 
I got really excited when I heard that there was to be a new dealership based just 50miles 
down the road in Stapleford, Nottingham. Big Rock Harley-Davidson opened its doors in 1998 
and there was a strong rumour of a new chapter being formed, supported by Big Rock, to 
replace the old Barwell Branch. In late 1998 Sherwood Chapter had arrived and I quickly put 
may application form in for membership. It became a no-brainer for me to join Sherwood since 
Aire Valley, although a great chapter at the time, was almost a 160mile round trip + ride-out 
mileage. I parted ways with Aire Valley in early 2000. 
 
Sherwood’s first ever ride-out was interesting. Del and I turned up on a cold damp morning 
along with one other Harley (Pete Baker), a chap on a Japanese sports-bike and a non-Harley 
trike. The chap on the sports-bike turned out to be the manager of the franchise for Big Rock. 



 

  

He led the ride-out which stopped at the Knockerdown Inn, near Ashbourne in 
Derbyshire, where we were treated to a Sunday lunch – very nice. 
 
It took a few more months before the Sherwood Chapter committee was 
formally created and I became a fledgling Road Captain later in the year. It all 

happened very quickly with most of the membership (and chapter committee) being former 
members of Barwell Branch, HOG. 
 
Sherwood Chapter grew from strength to strength. Rallies were put on, functions & do’s, many 
ride-outs, and several jaunts into Europe too and even a twinning with Opale Shore Chapter, 
France. Big Rock Harley-Davidson moved its premises to Beeston after around 5 years at 
Stapleford and changed their name from Big Rock to Robin Hood Harley-Davidson, and 
through all the changes and evolution that all chapters eventually go through, I enjoyed every 
minute of it.  
 
The Road Captain position was a committee position at first, but as the number of RCs grew, 
the committee meetings became unmanageable so the RCs became non-committee roles, with 

the exception of the Senior Road Captain (later the title was 
changed to Head Road Captain – something to do with ageism 
perhaps?). I became the Editor for Sherwood for more than 13 
years, even held Assistant Director for a period and 
Webmaster/Historian (although my technical and IT skills 
were limited on the Tinternet). 
 
In 2009, a new dealership opened in Lincoln. The dealership 
sponsored a new Chapter – Lindum Colonia. Out of curiosity, I 
joined the chapter to see if I would prefer to ride locally over 
the additional riding to and from Nottingham with Sherwood 
Chapter. It also transpired that Sherwood Chapter received a 
request from Lindum Colonia’s Director, Richard Watling, to 
assist with setting up and supporting the Road Crew as 
Lindum’s Road Crew were new and needed a little assistance 

in the early ride-outs. As the chapter was on my doorstep, I, along with a small number of other 
Sherwood RCs, offered our assistance. It was on Lindum’s first ride-out, led by the new Head 
Road Captain, Mr Paul Redhead, that we embarked on an interesting, and well attended ride-
out to Harley’s (a biker café in Market Deeping? Wellbeck? or was it in Market Harborough? My 
memory fails me). 
At the time I was heavily involved with Sherwood Chapter so decided that Lindum Colonia 
would fare better without me, so the second year of membership I let slip. It was 8 years later I 
re-joined. 
 
When the incumbent Director for Sherwood, Pete Clifford, decided to retire from the role, none 
of the committee members wanted to take on the Director’s office. So, I put my name forward. 
Roy Radford also submitted his name and canvassed heavily for the role – he got the office and 
has been in position for a substantial period since. 



 

  

But things never remain the same and I felt that it was time for a break from the 
chapter scene for a while. Although I remained a Sherwood Chapter member, I 
became inactive for a few years. I even considered selling the Harley as I found 
that I was hardly riding it and it was just gathering dust in the garage. But with a 
more local chapter on my doorstep, I thought I’d give the Harley scene another 

try before I made a decision to let the Harley go once and for all. 
 
I was warmly welcomed by the new Director (Paul Redhead), the Webmaster (Martin Honey), 
Steve Wallis (Assistant Director), Neil Hodgson (Membership Sec) and several faces I knew 
from years prior. The atmosphere was much warmer than expected and it gave me the sense of 
the better days of HOG. I was very pleasantly surprised and 
immediately my thoughts were on re-joining Lindum 
Colonia. The spark was re-ignited and the Harley was not 
going up for sale…! 
 

Part 5 – My favourite rides 
 
Now here’s a question… When I say ‘favourite rides’, do I 
mean, favourite bikes, favourite destinations or favourite 
adventures…? 
Let’s do a mix… 
 
Since October 1997, I have only had five Harleys. My first, a 
1997 States Pearl Blue Softail Heritage, was purchased from 

Windy 
Corner in Hinkley near Leicester. Del and I 
loved the old girl and we kept her for 11years 
before retiring her for a 2008 105th 
Anniversary FatBoy from Robin Hood H-D. The 
Fatty was great, although Del looks back now 
and still says she preferred the Heritage. Even 
though the ride was similar, the Fatty was 
more malleable for my riding style. I was very 
happy with the Duracell coloured Fatty until in 
the summer of 2014 when I got soaked 12 days 
out of 14, whilst riding to Italy with a couple of 

friends. 
 
Our ride to Italy was planned and as all rides are, dependant on fine weather. Even the thought 
of riding on the Continent and headed south into warmer climes we expected better weather 
than in the UK. Unfortunately though, for the 2-week period we spent on the Continent, the 
weather in the UK was fine, but across the English Channel, it was pants. Rain, rain, rain… 
 
My travelling companions, on their Street Glide and Road Glide, were reasonably well 
protected from the elements, and as a result, spent far less time drying their leathers and boots 



 

  

than I. When we arrived home, after some serious thought, we decided to swap 
the Fatty for a Street Glide. 
 
So it was ‘au revoir’ to Fatty and ‘bonjour’ to my new 2015 Street Glide Special. 
 

Now I tend to stick with a Harley for a number of years before I 
decide to change – 11 years with my Heritage, 7 years with my 
Anniversary FatBoy, and 6 years with the Street Glide Special. 
But I bucked the trend recently by buying a 2018 FatBoy from 
Robin Hood whilst sitting on a sun lounger in Mexico. Yes, 
thanks to the wonders of modern technology, I saw Robin Hood 
H-D advertise on FaceBook a lovely looking FatBoy. I liked what 
I saw and I messaged Ian Jennings asking him to put the Fatty to 
one side and if I it looked as good in the flesh as it did on 
FaceBook, then I’d buy it. A few weeks later, My Street Glide was 
sharing the garage with its new brother Fatty. But, having a 
medical operation, Covid-19 and the Pandemic put the brakes 
on any riding for me for a while. I guess no-one missed me as we 
were all in one lockdown or another for most of a year. But 
when I finally managed to get about, I wasn’t gelling as well with 
the FatBoy as I was expecting and I kept migrating back to the 
Street Glide. Roll on another year or so, and it’s 2021. Still 
Covid-19 about the place, but I was in another dilemma – what 
to do with Fatty. I decided I’d sell it on. So the Fatty went after 
sharing the garage with the Glide for only 20 months and at the 
same time an offer I just couldn’t refuse fell into my lap at Robin 
Hood H-D. Goodbye 2015 Street Glide Special; hello 2021 Street 
Glide Special. So that’s everyone up to speed on my Harleys – 
from 1997 to 2021. 
 
But what about my favourite rides? 
 
2001 - St. Tropez 
Back in 2001, HOG held their European Rally for the first time in 
St. Tropez. My only previous European Rally was at Cheltenham 
in 1999 and once again, the great British weather paid everyone 
an untimely shower or two. So the South of France seemed like a 
great opportunity on several fronts: 
1. Great weather (almost guaranteed) 
2. A brilliant road trip (guaranteed) 
3. I’d never ridden on the Continent before, so a first-time 
experience (fact) 
4. I didn’t need any more reasons (hmmm) 
 
Plans were drawn up to meet with my brother (who was riding 
his FatBoy) and his mates at St. Tropez as I was working and 



 

  

couldn’t meet up with them for 
their leisurely ride south - I had to 
ride a more direct route since I 
was riding a day behind them. 
What a brilliant ride 

through France, and then around the rally venue. 
So much to take in – the sights, the smells, the 
opulence…! Boy was there so much dosh floating 
in the harbour with all the glitter that goes with the bikini-clad lovelies and Lamborghinis, 
Ferraris and Rolls Royces. 

 
So, just for the fact it was my first real 
adventure on the Harley, the St. Tropez 
trip is on the list. 
 
2014 – The Italian Jaunt 
This one’s on the list for all of the wrong 
reasons. And all the wrong reasons can 
be listed as one bullet point: 
• Rain 
 
But the highlight of the trip had to be 
riding through Rome. Whoah… not one 
for the faint hearted. Crazy Romans 
riding mopeds and scooters chopping 
everyone up left, right and centre. And 
then you have the taxi drivers – enough 

said. Add all the chaos to the unique one-way restrictions and 2000+ year old road layout and 
there you have it. A ride to remember. 
 
The trip was organised by a friend who owned a ‘villa’ in the small Italian village of 
Pietraferrazzana, on the east side of the Italian boot. It was this trip that focused the mind on a 
change from Fatty to Street Glide. 
 
2008 – Lake Garda 
In 2008, HOG ventured to the north of Italy, Lake Garda, for their European Rally. A small 
group of us (Sherwood Chapter members) decided to ride down for the hell of it. Eight of us 
sharing five bikes braved the early autumn weather of the Swiss/Italian Alps to reach our goal 
at Sirmione on the south shores of Lake Garda. What a blast, riding through northern France, 
Netherlands, France (again) Switzerland, The Stelvio Pass and into Italy. The ride was out of 
this world, the accommodation was brilliant and the company was superb. The HOG rally itself 
was really good. I think it might have been the last of the good ones and it’s never been 
bettered since. 
 



 

  

One of the most outstanding parts of the trip was the organised ride-outs by the 
local HOG Chapters – Verona & Bologna Chapters. They were fantastic – the 
routes, scenery, refreshments, the marshalling – just could not be faulted or 
bettered; simply outstanding. 
 

Did I mention the Stelvio Pass? Well it doesn’t matter how many words I type, it will not cover 
the thrill of making it to the top of the pass in one piece – it’s a must for anyone, apart from the 
feint hearted…! 
 
Simply superb. 
 
2018 - Route 66 
It just had to be done. One on the Bucket List. Tick in the box, thank you very much. 
The trip/holiday was a ‘once in a lifetime’ opportunity and just had to be done. It didn’t need 
much preparation as it was a guided tour courtesy of Eagleriders. 15 days of riding from 
Chicago, Illinois, to Los Angeles, California. It took me a few days to get what Route 66 was all 
about, but once it clicked for me, the ride became something more than just riding a Harley on 
the wrong side of the road. 
 
There’s not much more to be said about this trip, apart from - if you can, you should…! 
 
So, those are just a few of my favourite rides. There are so many more I could write about, but I 
ramble on too much as it is so I’ll stop right about now…! 
 

Part 6 – What’s next? 
 
Well, what’s next, who knows. But for sure, I’ll be 
submitting something to the Imp next year as I’ll be 
doing another ‘ride of a lifetime’ with Eagleriders and 
several of our own Chapter members: Pete & Tracy 
Abbott, Kevin & Joanne Boyle, Kevin & Julie Clifton and 
my good friends, Mr & Mrs Mumbles - Andrew & Eleri 
White. But that’s Summer 2022. In the meantime I’m 
sure we are all going to enjoy what’s left of 2021, the 
few ride-outs on the calendar and a slack handful of 
other events being put on of the winter season. 

 
On a personal level, I’ll be focusing on my new role as Assistant 
Director, and getting used to my new ride, the Street Glide – so 
many new trinkets, bells & whistles on the new model, it’s hard to 
focus on the ride, but focus we must. 
 
Enjoy the rest of 2021, and let’s get stuck straight into 2022…!!! 
 
Dai  



 

  

“I’m too old to learn to ride …” My journey to H-D - Jo 
 
That was my reply to everybody that asked when we first joined the Harley 
family.  We’d owned bikes since our teens, sports bikes mostly.  We bought our 
first Harley when I was about 45, our boys had left home and we had more time 

to enjoy as a couple.  I’d ridden pillion on the back of Kevin since I was 16 years old and always 
enjoyed it.  But we got married and had children and it never occurred to me to learn, besides 
women didn’t ride … did they? 
 
We joined St Leger Chapter before 
we became members of Lindum 
Colonia.  I can remember walking 
into our first chapter meeting and 
being asked by members (mostly 
women) if I rode.  No “I’m too old to 
learn to ride!”  I was told in no 
uncertain terms that this was 
ridiculous by a female rider in her 
70s!  That was when the seed was 
planted.  I made some good friends 
that were also female riders, 
primarily my good friend Anni our 
LOH leader.  She was an inspiration 
to me; if she could do it … could I? 
 
Soooo … the children had left, I had 
recently lost my Mum after a long 
illness and I thought “now is my 
time”.  I want to pass and be riding 
on my own when I’m 50.   
 
Kevin bought me a little 125 for my 
49th birthday and the journey began.  
I did my CBT and passed even 
though I fell off!  (You see, I said I 
was too old!)  I did my theory test, 
that bit was a breeze.   
 
Then COVID hit.  I had lessons on and off between lockdowns, tests booked and tests cancelled!  
I had lots of falls mostly on slow manoeuvres, lots of bruises but also lots of tenacity.  In July for 
my 50th birthday Kevin bought me my very own Harley, Matilda!  I was so ready to ride her 
but lockdowns and delays to tests meant she was in the garage for 6 months.  I got a date for 
my Mod 1 in September and then finally a date for my Mod 2 in December.  So on 11 December 
2020 5 months after I turned 50 I passed my test on a cold wintry morning.  I’D DONE IT!  
Within half an hour I had Matilda insured and I rode with Kevin on a freezing cold December 
day, I was so proud of myself. 



 

  

 
I’ve always said to my children, it’s better to try things, even if they don’t work 
out, otherwise you’ll live with ‘what ifs?’  I’m glad I had the courage to learn 
something new at 50 and it’s with thanks to all my lady rider friends that told 
me I COULD and to my endlessly patient husband who picked the bike up after a 

fall, dusted me off and gave me encouragement to never give up! 
  



 

  

Geordie Jeff on his introduction to H-D: 

Kath and me started riding Harleys back in 1997 with a 1200 Sportster from 

Windy Corner (Hinckley) and haven’t looked back! We joined Barwell Branch 

(Chapter was not to be used!!) for a short while before it was disbanded due to Windy Corner 

giving up the franchise.  

We are founder members of Sherwood and are still hanging in there. I joined Lindum Colonia 

as it started but my membership lapsed after the chapter went through some turmoil until a 

few years ago when I rejoined. 

Nice to say everything is going great with 

Lindum Chapter now under Paul’s 

directorship and the rest of the committee’s 

hard work, enthusiasm and commitment.  

In the past we have owned the Sportster, a 

very nice Evo Softail Custom (unfortunately 

so nice some twats nicked it out of our 

garage!!!) and a Heritage Softail. We now 

have the Softail Custom plus the Sport Glide 

as I thought after 13 years without a new 

bike it was about time to get one. 

So, which model to buy? I took out an Ultra with both Kath and Leah as pillions (not at the 

same time doh!) but it was far too big and heavy for a short arse like me! Liked the Street Glide 

but expensive. Thought the Heritage was too expensive for what you get. 

So hey presto the Sport Glide which is 2 

for 1 (best value) as you can see in the 

pics (well that’s how I sold it to Kath) 

came up trumps. It also has a very low 

seat height (great for short arses). 

John Gossage on Sunday 10th Oct very 

observantly noticed the number plate 

on the Glide and asked if they were our 

Zoe’s initials? They’re close but her 

initials are ZSB. Well that’s enough 

from me at the mo, except it was great 

to see Paddy at Woodhall Spa and Dai 

on his new chariot!! 



 

  

 

Cheers 

Jeff the Geordie 

 
 
  



 

  

Lindum Colonia Historian page - Mike 
        

 
… Chapter 9 2021 Another Covid Year 

We all thought that by now we would be done with Covid. This 

turned out not to be the case with restrictions returning over the 

winter. never the less in true Lindum Colonia spirit we made the 

best of things and continued where we left off with the popular ride 

with six program which was always well attended. 

The committee at the start of 2021 had grown somewhat as had the road crew with members 

showing willing to do their bit to keep the chapter thriving. At the start of 2021 the committee 

consisted of: 

Chapter Director.    Paul Redhead 

Dealer Principal.    Ian Jennings 

Assistant Director.   Steve Wallis 

Head Road Captain.   Pete Abbot 

Secretary.    Wendy Honey 

Treasurer.    Deb Seed 

Editor.    Dai Gunter 

Web and Membership.  Charlie Gordon 

LOH.     Ann Cozens 

Safety Officer.   Alan Buckland. 

Merchandising & Activities. Tracy O’Neil 

Activities.    Allison Harrison 

Charities & Activities.  Yvonne Wallis 

Historian.    Mike Richardson 

The membership numbers which had been in decline recently started to show some signs of 

recovery and the membership year was simplified so that all subs were due at the end of 

February each year, which after the hard work and planning to implement this made life a bit 

easier for the Membership Officer. Also changed, were  the joint membership rules so that two 

riders with their own Harleys from the same household each pay the same full membership. 



 

  

These important changes meant that the committee had a better handle on the 

chapter finances so that subsidised events could be organised with more 

confidence. 

Our Web Master and Membership Officer Stepped out of his remit somewhat to 

introduce yet another rip off, sorry fund raiser. This took the form of a large card, on which 

was written a series of numbers, you bought one or more of these numbers and if your number 

matched the serial number of a £50 note, held in a sealed envelope by Charlie, you won the 

note. 

As the Spring progressed restrictions eased a bit and the rides with six gave way to full on 

Chapter ride outs and some more ambitious away trips. 

These included : 

1) Bonnie’s expedition to feed the midges round Loch Awe and numerous highland scenic 

photo opportunities. 

2) Participation in the Convergence Rally, 

judging by the photographs on Smug Mug the 

least said about the behaviour of certain 

senior chapter members at this event the 

better. 

3) Mike’s long weekend in Norfolk, which 

included a crab hunting session for Sue and 

Molly and a seal hunting boat trip for Kev and 

Julie. 



 

  

Our first full chapter ride out was to our old favourite, the Iron Horse Ranch at 

Market Deeping where we received the usual warm welcome and feed. 

Despite restrictions we managed more ride outs in 2021 than in previous years, 

many of them postponed from 2020. A must mention ride was one in Memory of 

our much liked member, Tony Waldron, we were accompanied by Tony’s Widow , Jo and 

toured places that held happy memories of her many years with Tony, including the place 

where they first met and the church in which they were married. 

A new event for the chapter was to take part in the “Two Wheels For Life” baton relay. 

Harley Davidson provided two PanAmerica Harleys, The Baton to be carried across the UK, 

Ireland and Europe accompanied by as many chapter members as possible, one of whom got to 

ride the Pan Am. Lindum Colonia took over the baton from Sherwood Chapter on 11th August 

and carried the wooden Phallic Symbol (Druid terminology) as far as Harley World 

Chesterfield where it was handed over to the Chrome Hills Chapter. 

Postponed from last year, we managed to ride to the  International  Bomber Command Centre 

to unveil our chapter stone this year. 



 

  

Hogs at the wave was particularly well attended but unfortunately not by too 

many of our own members. We got a sizeable contingent from the Sherwood 

Chapter as well as non Harley Bikers. 

We had our first serious accident on a chapter ride out this year, Paddy, our 

oldest member and a life long motorbike enthusiast was struck by a car at a quiet road 

junction, sustaining serious multiple injuries one of which meant that his foot had to be 

amputated. He hopes that he will be getting a prosthetic soon and we look forward to seeing 

him back on two or maybe three wheels next 

summer. 

With some restrictions still in force we held our first 

club meeting on 10th June  al fresco at the Wave and 

we were suitably catered for by Christine from her 

gourmet facility, followed by another open air club 

night on 8th July. A committee meeting was held at 

Dai’s country manor at Potterhanworth Booths, we 

were allowed back into the Windmill on 12th August. 

The social calender continued with the usual pie and 

mash evening at Charlie’s place and a post ride 

cream tea at chateaux Dai. 

The Yellow Belly Melee was a success but could have 

been better supported by our members. 

The 2021 AGM took place at the Windmill on the 

14th October. There were some changes to the  committee which now consisted of : 

Director.    Paul Redhead 

Dealer Principal.   Ian Jennings 

Assistant Director.  Dai Gunter 

Secretary.    Bernice Gordon 

Treasurer.    Debra Seed 

Head Road Captain.  Pete Abbot 

LOH.     Ann Cozens 

Safety Officer.   Ian Burton      

Membership.   Charlie Gordon 



 

  

Head Photographer.  Mark Evans 

Activities.   Tracy Abbot 

Charities.    Yvonne Wallis 

Historian.      Mike Richardson 

Editor.      Jono Cozens  

Merchandising.     Tracy Evans 

Bonnie was presented with a bouquet of flowers by way of thanks from the chapter for her five 

years of dedication to screwing money out of all and sundry, raising over £31,000 for our 

charities as well as organising just about everything else on the social calendar, about fifty 

events in total. Despite the absence of the Newark and Lincoln bike shows, Bonnie and her 

army of tin rattlers kept up the charity fund raising throughout the year. Thanks also due to 

Poundland for their continued support keeping Bonnie supplied with sweeties to flog at every 

opportunity. At the end of the 2021 season, membership stood at 79, the growing ladies of 

Harley contained 8 riders and 17 pillions. 

The last major social event on the calendar for 2022 is to be the Christmas party. 

Planning this event is complete we have another new venue, this time it will be a shared room 

in the Oaklands Hall Hotel near Laceby roundabout. 

First aid training had slipped due to Covid, so our new Safety Officer who also happens to be a 

paramedic will be running a “biker down” course  which will be open to all with priority given 

to the road crew. These will be informal non certificate courses which non the less will be fit 

for our purpose. 

 
All the very best, Mike. 

 
  



 

  

Imp-personal with Deb Sowter 
 

Q: Tell me something no one would guess about you? 
A: I have lived in South Africa and New Zealand! 
Q: Tell me something that drives your partner mad! 

A: I talk about work way too much! (Doesn’t help that we are in the same sector!) 
Q: Have you ever met a celebrity? 
A: Chris Gascoigne (Peter Barlow in Corrie) – who?!! 
Q: Have you had any brushes with the law? 
A: It’s what I do! (Prison Officer) and the occasional speeding issue! 
Q: What is your most embarrassing moment? 
A: Once, on a train to Edinburgh I have a call of nature. Mid-flow I thought I hadn’t locked the 
door so pressed the button to lock it. Unfortunately, it was already locked - it opened to expose 
me to multiple travelers! 
Q: What is your favourite place on earth? 
A: I love the Yorkshire Dales, extremely relaxing!  
Q: What bike did you pass your test on and when? 

A: I passed on a Lambretta in 1983 
Q: What food would you not eat even if you were given £1000? 
A: Oysters – they are like salty snot! 
Q: If you could give your 21-year-old-self one piece of advice what would it be? 
A: Buy more property £££!! 
  



 

  

 
Q: What is the worst fashion or hair decision you have made? 
A: A fabulous 1980’s poodle perm… come on, we all did it!

 
Q: If a book were to be named after you and your life what would it be called? 
A: ‘The Bitch is Back’! 
Q: What song will you never forget the lyrics too? 
A: Make you feel my Love - Adele 
Q: What nicknames have people called you? 
A: ‘Bitch’ - a lot in my workplace! Although my maiden name caused some joviality (Caunt!) 
Q: If you could create a law what would it be? 
A: To make everyone spend a week riding a moped, would definitely make everyone better, 
more observant car drivers. 
 
 
  



 

  

Merchandising 
…from Tracey O’Neil, Chapter 

Merchandiser  

It's been another busy quarter for Merch with lots of new 

member orders. At times it's been a challenge getting orders 

processed through HOG to replenish stocks, but our latest order 

has now been fulfilled and we have a good number of rockers, 

eagles, oil can and motorhead patches, which are our top sellers. 

If you've not seen it on our Facebook page (pinned to the top in featured), in the weekly ebrief 

or on our web site, we have been advertising a patch design competition. The closing date is 

advertised as 10th September however its unlikely (given that we are away on holiday until 

the 13th) that we will look at submissions until 14th,  so if you want to submit something then 

please feel free to do so up until that date. Please send all submissions to 

merchandise@lindumcoloniachapter.com . We can't wait to see what you've come up with and 

we may even use some designs on clothing and pin badges too. 

[Editor] obviously this has completed now, Tracey’s piece was submitted a while ago 

We are also looking to refresh and expand our chapter clothing range for the new season and 

would love to know what you would be interested in. We have some ideas and will be updating 

the FB page, website and ebrief with a list so you can tell us what you think. Keep your eyes 

peeled towards the end of the month, all suggestions gratefully received. 

Tracy & Mark Evans 

Lindum Colonia Merchandise Officers 

 
 
  



 

  

Jono’s ride on the Pan America 
 
Well that was interesting! 
 
When our plans for the Unity Ride charity event were firmed up and Ann and I 

realised we could make that date, it didn’t occur to me that might get a chance to ride the Pan 
America on behalf of the chapter. However that’s how it ‘panned’ out, and I wanted to share a 
few thoughts on H-D’s new bike. 

 
First, let’s cut to the chase and the question I was asked the most – is it any good? 
 
The short answer is yes it really is. I believe H-D have created an adventure bike they can be 
thoroughly proud of and can stand on its own merits against the BMW and Japanese 
competition in that category. It’s quick, it handles brilliantly and has all the advanced features 
you might expect if you were in the market for such a bike. 
 
The first thing that struck me was the riding position in contrast to the height of the bike. I’m 
5’7” and let me tell you the seat seems a long way up. However, once on board, you realise how 



 

  

slim the bike is. Your legs go straight down and I had no problems getting both 
feet flat on the floor which inspires a lot of confidence. 
 
The next eye opener was how civilised the engine is. When you are used to an 
air cooled, pushrod, long stroke V twin, a modern water cooled motor will 

surprise you with its flexibility. Once above about 2300 rpm, it revs like demon and will reel in 
the horizon in an instant if that’s what you want. Our handover rider from Sherwood was my 
good mate Matt, who told me “I’ve left it in Sport mode for you” which sounded like good times 
to me! Even in Sport mode the bike is 
tractable and well behaved at low 
speeds, but if you do want some 
acceleration, hooooooly moly it goes 
like the clappers! Our group got 
separated for a couple of minutes on 
the ride which gave me a few miles of 
open road to play catch up. For legal 
reasons I have to draw a discreet veil 
over the next few minutes but be 
assured, if you want to go fast, this 
thing will deliver 100%. 
 
Now speed is no good without stable 
and predictable handling, right? Once 
again, the Pan has everything you need. It’s very stable and feels very sure footed. This is a big 
deal when you’re sitting that far off the ground and need confidence to tip it off the vertical. 
Very shortly after setting off I felt comfortable just riding round corners that I would have 
slowed for if I didn’t have the right amount of feedback from the suspension. 
 
I found the screen to be amazingly effective at deflecting wind blast. Honestly I felt like I could 
get off and walk alongside the bike at 60mph. The screen is adjustable but I didn’t play with it, 
it worked so I left it alone. 
 
OK, so what didn’t I like? 
 
Firstly the riding position has your feet slightly behind you which puts more weight onto your 
wrists than I wanted. By the time we reached Chesterfield which was only about 45 miles, my 
wrists were getting sore. I suspect this is because the bike is not built for our kind of measured 
group riding, and when on your own or with a couple of mates (and particularly off road where 
it’s meant to be!) the riding position may well be perfect. 



 

  

Although the motor is a 
performance demon, it feels 
very sterile when you’re used 
to an older Harley. Once again, 
the target market for this bike 

will not care in the least about that. The 
qualities and character of the H-D air cooled 
engine, much as we love them, would be 
wildly unsuitable for this machine so this is 
only a subjective view. It’s also worth 
mentioning that if you get stuck in traffic, a 
lot of engine heat gets blasted onto your legs. 
We were not stopped for long outside 
Chesterfield but I had to switch the bike off 
at a couple of points it was so hot. 
 
So, would I buy one? 
 
Well actually no, but let me be clear about 
why. 
 
It’s not that I don’t like the bike, because I 
really do. It’s simply that I have no interest 
in adventure bikes of any make. If I was going to buy one, then the Harley would be right at the 
top of the list. I have several friends who have liked their demo rides so much that they have 
either already bought one or placed orders for delivery. That can’t be coincidence! 
So well done Harley Davidson. It’s bold move breaking into a new market, particularly when 
the dominant player is as capable as BMW. So far as I can tell, H-D have ticked all the important 
boxes for success, let’s see how they go! 

Thanks to everyone from 
Lindum that came along, and 
thanks HRC for a fun ride and 
Charlie for expertly 
reassembling the group. 
Thanks also to Sherwood and 
Chrome Hill chapters for the 
handovers, it was good to see 
you all. I’m glad I didn’t have to 
carry the baton, that thing is 
big enough to count as a 
pillion!  
 
Jono 
 
 
  



 

  

Charlie & Bern’s Pie ‘n’ Mash Night - Dai 
 
Yes, once again, a goodly number in excess of 24 or so invaded the private 
dwelling of Mr & Mrs Gordon for the, now annual event of, Pie ‘n’ Mash Night. 
For just a £7.50 donation, the attendees enjoyed tea, coffee, pie ‘n’ mash (and 

mushy peas with gravy), and desserts in a warm and inviting atmosphere. In fact, there was 
more than enough food to go around, even after Paul and Barry had third helpings, and many 
others enjoyed seconds, there was still enough to auction off several place settings for 
tomorrow’s tea – which raised an additional £5 for the Club funds. A healthy £117 was raised 
after the cost of the pie, etc was accounted for – Debs had such a smile on her face when Bern 
gave her the numbers on a scrap piece of paper that she’d found in the bin…! 
 
I didn’t know you could fit so many around a table or two in a modern detached house. But we 
were all sitting comfortably to enjoy the gorgeous pie ‘n’ mushy peas and superb mashed 
potatoes - now I wonder who made them…? 
 
Paul managed to slip out of the washing up this year. Instead Tracy and a few other little 
helpers sorted out the dishwasher contents. 
 
The game of the evening was Jenga – or is it Genga? Anyway, Kevin was in his element as he 
tried to better his poor attempt at the Chapter Challenge at the Convergence Rally this year. 
But Mark’s lad showed him how to do it…! 
 
Charlie & Bern’s hospitality extended past the yardarm and well into the evening after most 
guests had departed. A late cuppa was enjoyed by one or two. Sampling of the best gin on the 
market – Penderyn’s Brecon Gin – was a must to help settle the gut after a huge invasion of 
steak pie filling accompanied by mushy peas, gravy and some fantastic mashed potatoes. And 
to remind me of how wonderful the mash had been, the small blister on the palm of my hand 
smarted from time to time. 
 
What a great night that everyone enjoyed immensely. I’m looking forward to next year’s Pie ‘n’ 
Mash Night already. 
 
Thanks to our hosts, Charlie & Bernice and to all who came along to make the night a great 
success. 
 
And now… Charlie, this is how to make half-decent mashed potatoes… 
 
1. Boil pealed potatoes in lightly salted water for about 20 minutes or until the potatoes are 
cooked through. Old potatoes or main-crop are best as new potatoes do not mash well. 
2. Drain potato water into a sink or other disposal appliance taking care not to splash 
anyone as boiling water on bare skin will hurt. Also, consider using the potato water as a base 
fluid for your gravy. 
3. Allow potatoes to rest for a few minutes whilst you gather the following items: 
a. Potato masher – note: a metal masher works better than a plastic one. 
b. An ergonomically approved eating fork. 



 

  

c. Butter (preferably Welsh salted butter, but if not available, then any butter 
will do. If butter is not an item you keep in your refrigerator, then a spread such 
as Flora or Lurpak will do as a substitute). 
d. A small volume of fresh milk – full fat, none of that skimmed or semi-
skimmed substitute. 

e. Black pepper. 
f. Finely ground sea salt or table salt for seasoning as per preferred taste. 
4. Using your high-quality metal potato masher, crush the potatoes taking care not to leave 
any large lumps of potato. 
5. Cut a large lump of butter and place it on the potatoes. It will soften with the heat from 
the potatoes. 
6. Mix the potatoes and butter using the high-quality potato masher. The softening butter 
will also help crush any remaining lumps of potato. 
7. Add a small volume of full-fat milk (approximately 1/3rd of a tea-cup) to the potatoes. 
8. Using the ergonomically approved eating fork, briskly whisk the potatoes, butter and 
milk in a circular fashion, similar to the action used when whipping fresh cream. This will 
crush the remaining lumps of potato as well as aerate the mash and allow the infusion of milk 
& butter into the potato. Note: the ergonomically approved eating fork is critical to personal 
safety and wellbeing. A poorly designed eating fork can result in blistering of the palm of the 
hand when whisking the potato/butter/milk mixture. 
9. Finally, add some black pepper and salt to season the mash. The amount you add is to 
your liking, so don’t be too eager to add too much as once it has been added, it cannot be 
removed. 
10. And finally, if this is all too much for you, open a packet of ‘Smash’. 
 
 
  



 

  

Rock around the Lochs – from Bern 

Day 1 

So at last this is the first Chapter trip away in over 15 months, and we’re off to 

the west coast of Scotland, with a 2 night stop in Lauder. Our meeting place is the Ferrybridge 

services for a 10:30 departure. Our Head Road Captain is leading us today and after a short 

briefing and the usual paperwork, it’s stands up and we’re off on schedule. The weather is a 

little overcast but warm and we soon head off down the A1 to Scotch corner where we stop for 

a quick comfort break and refuel, which will mean that we will have enough now to reach our 

destination. After rejoining the A1 for just a short distance we turn off onto the A68 and now 

head towards County Durham and are finding the roads less busy. There is a dramatic change 

in the scenery with lush green farmland, tall pine trees and rolling hills and lakes, it is 

stunningly beautiful. As we continue along the well surfaced winding roads, the scenery just 

gets better as we skim the edge of the Northumberland National Park with the forests, dense 

copses and hills that surround us in every direction.  

Our lunch stop is at the Errington Arms coffee shop at Corbridge which is just a short distance 

from Hadrian’s Wall. Pete had made a booking for us all when he was planning his route, so we 

received a very warm welcome from the staff who had reserved tables for us outside as it was 

now quite pleasantly warm. We all enjoyed our sandwiches, home made quiche and jacket 

potatoes with all the fillings being home made, it was all delicious. There was also an amazing 

selection of homemade cakes inside, which some of the group could not resist.  

Back on the bikes we only now have about 63 miles to go, which will take us about an hour and 

a half. More great biking roads with a good pace and everyone keeping together means we 

make good time and soon we cross the border 

into Scotland. We stop at the Border signs to 

have a customary Chapter photo before heading 

off for the last few miles. By now the weather is 

just beginning to deteriorate and we arrive at 

The Black Bull in Lauder just as the rain starts. 

There is another warm welcome for us from the 

staff when we arrive and we are soon in our 

rooms enjoying a bit of downtime before 

meeting up in the bar. Our room is lovely with a 

huge modern bathroom and very comfy bed. We 

had a delicious meal here from a menu that 

promotes the wonderful Scottish produce of shellfish, fish, steaks and of course haggis. It was 

all super, and we had a great evening of laughter and just being together again. Thanks Pete it 

was a fabulous route and a very enjoyable ride today and we managed to stay dry. See what 

the rest of the week brings  



 

  

Day 2 

The hotel had asked us to pre order our breakfast the evening before so when 

we come down in the morning, everything is all laid out with the room numbers 

on the table so we know where we should sit. As people join us and we all 

enquire how we all slept it soon appears that during the conversation that Pete, Dai and Anni 

all suffered badly in the night with cramp, and about the same time of 3am. We establish that 

Pete and Dai had been drinking the Blue Moon beer the night before and Pete informs us that 

apparently it is meant to be good for people who suffer with cramps. They are now referred to 

“The Crampets”  

Today’s ride, led again by Pete will be relatively short of about 119 miles round trip. Stands up 

at 10:30 and the first stop is to fuel up. The weather is a little overcast but warm and dry. Our 

destination today is to the spa town of Moffat via Peebles, and is a fabulous ride with winding 

biking roads, more stunning lush tall green fir and pine trees and warm weather. The roads cut 

through the agricultural farmland which is home to hundreds of sheep that tend to 

occasionally drift into the road with their lambs, causing the riders to slow down to avoid 

them. The lambs are very pretty with black faces, and stay close to their mothers as they 

obviously don’t like the noisy Harley’s.  

We arrive at Moffat which has a very 

picturesque broad high street with 

numerous examples of historical 

architecture, one being of a sheep that the 

sculptures forgot to give ears. Moffat is an 

historic spa town that stands on the River 

Annan, and is a designated area of 

conservation, ensuring that it’s 

architectural and agricultural heritage is 

preserved. We find a superb coffee shop 

called The Rumbling Tums where we are 

able to sit outside and enjoy the 

homemade cakes and pastries with our drinks. After a short walk around the main square we 

are back on the bikes heading back towards Lauder. Our final stop is at a very picturesque pull 

in cafe just along from a place called Tibbie Shiels and is set on the banks of Loch of the Lowes. 

It is very popular with other bikers as well as campers and families out for the day with their 

boats and having bbq’s. It is a very peaceful, tranquil place as well as being very beautiful.  

Back at the hotel and after a shower and change we all meet in the bar and are welcomed as 

usual by our lovely hosts, Alan and Mandy who own the Black Bull. Alan is a true Scot even 

though he tells you he’s British and is a real character with his funny stories and quick wit. He 

decides that as tonight is our last night he will give a prize of a bottle of whiskey from the local 



 

  

distillery to the owner of the bike that he likes the most. We all enjoy another 

superb meal and the evening ends with the prize being awarded to Steve, and 

his low rider. Another great riding day with great company and great weather, 

tomorrow we move on to Loch Awe, and we are living the dream. 

Day 3 

After rain during the night we thought we would have a wet start this morning, but by 8 am the 

rain had stopped and it was looking more hopeful for a dry ride today which will be to Loch 

Awe. Alan and Mandy (our hosts) welcome us as usual with their friendly smiles, great service 

and another delicious breakfast which is all ready and waiting for us. Alan was telling me that 

he was a professional footballer and as well as playing for Celtic he also played for Scotland at 

international level for the under 18’s. He has had one of his football shirts framed and it hangs 

with great pride in the bar area of the hotel. He is so entertaining with his funny stories and 

both he and Mandy have looked after us extremely well. They have obviously spent a lot of 

money in refurbishing the hotel in the 6 years since they have had it, with  everything being 

done to a very high standard. Even the bed linen and pillows are so comfy and of superior 

quality. Alan is also a very accomplished “chippie” having made all the tables, chairs and bar 

counter himself from beautiful wood and then has inlaid a pattern into the top before giving it 

a highly polished finished. It is quite unique and very quirky. We are sorry to be leaving as we 

have had a wonderful stay at The Black Bull and we hope it won’t be too long before we will 

return.  

Charlie is leading the 149 mile ride today to Portsonachan, and should take us between 5-6 

hours allowing for coffee and lunch stops. Our route today will be heading west and will be a 

mixture of country roads, and motorway as this will avoid the traffic through Edinburgh and 

Glasgow city centres. We will also shoot around the edge of the Pentland Hills National Park, 

Loch Lomond and the Trossachs National Park  as well as crossing the Erskine Bridge that 

crosses the River Clyde.  We make really good time as the roads are clear and as we eat up the 

miles the scenery becomes less picturesque, more rugged and flat. The traffic around both 

Edinburgh and Glasgow is quite heavy and we have to filter for a short while but as the traffic 

thins we are able to push on although we are little behind schedule as our planned coffee stop 

was closed so we had to find somewhere else, which fortunately was only a short distance on. 

16 bikers arriving unexpectedly caused a little bit of disruption for the staff so it took a while 

for us all to be served. Having had our caffeine fix we are ready to push on and soon we are 

back on lovely biking roads with glorious scenery and even the sun is beginning to make an 

appearance. Charlie has arranged for us to have lunch in Tarbet at a converted chapel which is 

now a pub called The Slanj. I didn’t know this but apparently the word slanj is Scottish for 

“cheers” or to “raise a glass”. The owners and couple that run it Tom and Hayley, are also very 

keen bikers and are outside waiting to greet us as we arrive. They are only a young couple, 

very friendly and very colourful, Hayley with her blue and pink matching hair and fingernails 



 

  

and Tom with his partly shaved head, ponytail and tattoos.  

It is warm enough to sit outside and although we did have to wait a while for our 

food it was well worth it as it was so delicious, especially the haggis bonbons 

with a whiskey cream sauce. After a few photos of us all for Tom and Hayley,  we 

now begin the last leg of our journey which provides more spectacular scenery as we ride for 

many miles alongside the bank of the beautiful 

Loch Lomond. The Loch is huge, over 22 miles long 

and is often considered the boundary between the 

lowlands of central Scotland and the Highlands. 

There are beautiful properties dotted about 

overlooking the Loch perched on the hillsides as 

well as local fish shops and places to stay. It is a 

stunningly beautiful ride that leads us into the 

pretty quaint town of Inveraray, which is set upon 

the banks of the smaller Loch Fyne and passing by 

the entrance to the impressive Gothic Inveraray 

castle. We are now only about 10 miles from our 

final destination and now the best is yet to come, 

the 4 mile descent once turning off the main road, 

down the single track tree lined road to the hotel. 

The road surface is good, but it is rather narrow, 

with lots of twists and turns and ups and downs 

but it is worth the challenge as the beautiful Loch 

Awe comes into view. We are staying at the Portsonachan Hotel that is totally off the beaten 

track but literally sits right on the banks of the Loch with the most awesome (pun) views. Bikes 

parked up and a short wait to get our room keys, we meet up later outside for pre dinner 

drinks as it is a beautiful evening to take in the wonderful views and then we all start to ask 

each other about their rooms. As Charlie and I booked on to this trip later than everyone else, 

the only room available to us was a Loch side lodge, which although is quite nice inside, with a 

kitchen, 2 bathrooms, big bedroom, lounge and verandah, we soon discover that after running 

the taps for a while we actually don’t have any hot water. We rang the reception and after a 

short wait an engineer comes but he needs his colleague’s help so he disappears. In the 

meantime we are both desperate to have a hot shower and freshen up after the 150 mile ride 

but it is now close to 7:30 and the time that our tables for dinner have been booked. So we 

decide to meet with everyone and have dinner in the hope that when we return the water 

problem will be sorted. Sadly nearly everyone else has issues with their rooms too whether it’s 

too small, or the shower just trickles out and even poor Dai can’t even stand up in his shower 

as the ceiling is so low. On the plus side the evening meal was very good although the menu has 

been reduced due to the current restrictions and they also have less staff so everything takes 



 

  

longer.     . We all move from the restaurant into the more comfy surroundings 

of the hotel lounge which actually is one of the better rooms and we finish off 

the evening with a few nightcaps and lots of laughter. Needless to say we still 

didn’t have any hot water but after complaining again the hotel gave us access to 

a vacant room so as we can use the bathroom for a shower. It’s not ideal but we are hopeful 

that it will all be sorted tomorrow. But despite all this we are having a great time, the food is 

good and the views are stunning and we can have a laugh about the low ceilings and small beds 

suffice to say that the Portsonachan has now been renamed “Fawlty Towers”. 

Day 4 

All the rooms in the main part of the hotel have Scottish names so it’s not so easy to navigate 

your way round as there are no numbers to follow. We did however manage to find the 

“Wallace”  room that we had been given the key to so that we could have a shower before going 

to bed last night. But we wake up this morning to still no hot water, but we do have a breakfast 

hamper that has been delivered as we are staying in one of the lodges and not the main 

building. The contents comprises of 1 small tub of yoghurt     , 3 small boxes of cereal, a carton 

of orange juice, a litre of fresh milk, a small kilner  jar of apricots in syrup, a larger kilner jar of 

granola, a selection of jams and marmalade’s, butter pats and a large brown sourdough loaf. 

Apparently again due to the restrictions there is no option here for a cooked breakfast, so no 

bacon, sausage or eggs.    . Also due to the remoteness of the hotel, the water is sourced from 

the surrounding area and although it goes through a filtration system the water is still slightly 

brown discoloured from the amount of peat and is therefore not recommended for guests to 

drink unless it has been boiled. So each day each room will receive a 1.5 litre bottle of drinking 

water, but in our case we had to ask for it yesterday when we arrived. The kitchen is very 

basic, with a kettle, toaster, microwave and just a few plates, glasses and cutlery. All the 

cupboards have badly fitting doors, there is a dishwasher, but no dishwasher tablets and no 

dishcloth to wash up with, but there is a small tea towel and some Fairy Liquid. After breakfast 

and boiling the kettle several times so we can have some warm water to wash in we get 

dressed and meet up outside with everyone for today’s ride out.  

Today is the day that we get to “rock around the Lochs” and Dai is leading us for a slightly 

longer ride that will also take in Fort William and Glencoe. It is a beautiful morning and 

pleasantly warm so we are all ready and set off from the hotel back up and down the windy 4 

mile single track road. We had hardly gone any distance when we see a big hedge cutting 

vehicle coming in the opposite direction, so we all stop while we figure out how we are going 

to get past. Fortunately he has pulled over into a passing place lay-by so we are able to 

continue to then be confronted by 2 vans, one of which is escorting a wide load. So now we 

have a real problem as the wide load is a huge lorry transporting a mobile home. I don’t know 

how, but we all managed to literally squeeze by safely.  



 

  

The 1st stop again today is to fuel up, before we head north towards Fort 

William riding along the beautiful scenic banks of Loch Linnhe, which is 

approximately 31 miles long and is the only sea Loch on the west coast of 

Scotland. On route we pull off the main road about 1.5 miles north east of Port 

Appin to take a look at Castle Stalker. This a very impressive 4 storey medieval tower house or 

keep set on a tidal islet on Loch Laich which is difficult to access from the shore. The castle’s 

claim to fame was that it was used in one of 

the locations for the Monty Python film The 

Holy Grail. Back on the bikes we continue 

along the winding scenic roads passing 

through Fort William and it is here that we 

first catch sight of the very imposing and 

magnificent snow capped Ben Nevis, which 

is Britain’s tallest mountain.  The whole area 

is just surrounded by huge mountains in 

every direction and is quite a spectacle. Dai 

has booked us in for lunch at a pub in 

Banavie which also happens to be just across 

the road from Neptune’s StaIrcase. After a very enjoyable lunch and with Ben Nevis in the 

background we decide to take a walk and look at the series of locks that form Neptune’s 

Staircase. This is an amazing feat of engineering comprising of 8 locks on the Caledonian Canal 

that forms a staircase of over a quarter of a mile long and raises the canal by 62 feet. It will 

take a boat about 90 minutes to travel either up or down the canal and is the longest staircase 

lock in Scotland, and is certainly very impressive. We return to the bikes and make our way 

back through Fort William and on to Glencoe. There is a noticeable dramatic drop in the 

temperature as we begin to climb up the mountain and it is not long before we are well over 

1000 feet above sea level. Partly because of it’s scenic qualities, of nature trails and waterfalls, 

Glencoe is very popular with walkers and climbers, and has been designated as a national 

nature reserve for conservation. There is not a great deal to see but open quite barren 

landscape but it is very windy and cold.  So we are not sorry as we descend to be out of the 

wind and the warmer temperature. We are now heading back to our hotel and enjoy the lovely 

scenery along the banks of Loch Achtriochtan, Loch Tulla, and Loch Ba until we reach a very 

quirky place to refuel our bikes for the morning called The Green Welly Stop at Tyndrum. 

Whilst we are here we decide to have a quick coffee stop and have a real shock when we come 

to pay, as we are charged £8.50 for 1 cup of tea, 1 cup of coffee and 2 shortbread biscuits that 

actually were not that good.       . We arrive back at the hotel later than usual and have less than 

an hour before we have to go in for dinner. Charlie and I still have no hot water, so we quickly 

traipse back over to the Wallace room with our toiletries under our arm so we can have a hot 

shower before dinner. Dinner tonight was ok, we both opted for the steak pie which was good 

and the service wasn’t too bad either as it can be a bit hit and miss. We’ve had another great 



 

  

day on the west coast of Scotland, the weather has been kind to us, we’ve seen 

some magnificent scenery, eaten lovely food and had lots of fun. Apart from the 

lack of hot water still, all is well at Fawlty Towers. 

Day 5 

We awake to a rather damp and miserable morning after the overnight rain, and there is more 

of a chill in the air. But by the time we are ready to set off on today’s ride out it is showing signs 

of brightening up. Anni is leading today’s ride which will be somewhat of a mystery tour as it is 

very weather dependant on where we go as the forecast of rain later is looking quite probable. 

So we head off back along the route we took last night as we are returning to the Green Welly 

Stop as Anni and some of the other ladies want to have a look in the gift shop there. It is only 

about 20-30 minutes ride from the hotel so the smaller bikes take advantage of refuelling, 

which should see them ok for the rest of the day. It is a very popular place for other bikers and 

in the car park there is a rather unusual motorbike and side car that resembles a metal box, 

almost coffin like, that has been welded together, and appears to be all very “Heath Robinson”. 

It would appear there is no where for a passenger to sit in the side car as the luggage is 

strapped down and sitting on top of what looks like 

a hinged lid. The bike itself is an Indian and quite 

ornate, with lots of studs around the seat and 

panniers, and a rather attractive burgundy and gold 

paint job of an American Indian painted on the tank. 

The girls and Kevin have been shopping in the very 

expensive gift shop, Anni and Tracy bought a toy 

Highland cow in there the day before and today Kev 

appears with a lovely memento of a bright green 

plastic “ Nessie”.        .  Back on the bikes and we are 

now making our way to a place called Killin that sits 

on the western head of Loch Tay, to see the famous 

Falls of Dochart. It is not a long ride but still 

picturesque with beautiful Loch views, lovely 

winding roads, babbling streams and lots of tall pine 

trees that line the roadside. We soon arrive and 

park in the car park of the pub where Anni has 

booked us in for lunch and just happens to be 

directly opposite the Falls. It is the most beautifully scenic place, the Falls are a spectacular 

series of rapids where the rivers Lochay and Dochart join to create the most stunningly pretty 

setting. The Falls are crossed by a narrow multi arched stone bridge and because it is so 

narrow it is only possible for one vehicle to cross at a time. Surrounding the Falls are lots of 

huge rocks and stones, some of which are flat enough for us to be able to gingerly walk over to 

get closer to the water. Some of the men decide to have a laugh to they see how many of them 



 

  

would fit standing up on one of the rocks without falling in the water. They 

managed 6, so not to be outdone the girls had a go but only 4 of us managed it. 

After a short exploration of the falls and a photo call with us all on the bridge, 

we make our way back to the pub for a very nice lunch. They specialise in 

smoked products such as salmon, fish and cheese which they smoke on the premises, so 

Charlie and I opted for the tapas sharing platter of their hot and cold smoked salmon, salmon 

pate, smoked cheese, haggis fritters and oatcakes. It was all very delicious.  

So the plan after lunch is to 

head back and up into the 

mountains and Highlands. But 

the longer we ride we can see 

the low cloud that has now 

descended on the tops of the 

mountains and the weather 

has become very drizzly and 

wet. At a convenient point 

Anni pulls us all over to give us 

the options of putting on our 

wet gear and also ask if it is 

worth carrying on. The general 

feeling is to abandon the plans 

as the weather looks unlikely 

to improve, so we have a 

bimble back to the hotel and an earlier finish for the day. As we are leaving Fawlty Towers 

tomorrow we are grateful to have the time for getting packed up in time for an early start in 

the morning. Before everyone goes back to their rooms, Charlie and I invite everyone to our 

Loch view lodge for pre dinner drinks and nibbles, from 6pm onwards.  We check the “hot 

water situation” as soon as get in and there is no change, still no hot water. We have to go to 

reception to find out what room we can use this evening, so that we can have a shower. What I 

assume was the manager appears from the office, as she begins to hear our conversation with 

the receptionist. She obviously was aware of the water problem and tells us that our dinner 

tonight will be complimentary will also include a bottle of wine. We are given the key of the 

lodge next door to us as it unoccupied and told we can either move there or just use the 

bathroom facilities. It wasn’t worth moving all our stuff for just 1 night so we just use the 

shower which I might add was only just warm     .  



 

  

Everyone turns up just after 6pm with their drinks although we had bought 

some wine and we have a fun time laughing and chatting before we go to the 

restaurant for dinner. The service at our table was pretty dire tonight, and we 

had to wait for ages until our meals arrived. Needless to say we opted for the rib 

eye steak tonight 

           which I have to say 

was very tasty. As we have 

done each evening after 

dinner we move into the 

lounge to enjoy each other’s 

company before going to bed. 

We will be leaving Fawlty 

Towers early in the morning, 

but somehow I don’t think 

any of us will return. 

Day 6 

Today we are up early as we 

are leaving Fawlty Towers 

and have to be packed up and 

ready to leave by 9am for the 1st leg of our journey home. Our stay here has been different to 

say the least, sadly the hotel is desperately in need of a good clean, a total refurbishment, a new 

hot water system and some staff training. The only saving graces were that the food was very 

good and of course the amazing views. But we haven’t let this spoil our time here and we have 

had lots of laughs and its location makes visiting some beautiful places very accessible.  

 Pete is leading the ride today, and we all decide to wear our wet gear as the overnight rain has 

left the roads very wet, and there is a 

possibility of rain forecast for later. 

As we didn’t get the opportunity to 

refuel yesterday we call in again at 

The Green Welly to fuel up and carry 

on with our 160 mile journey which 

will take us to Edinburgh and our 

final destination tonight of Swinton. 

The route Pete takes us is absolutely 

stunning, fantastic winding roads, 

miles of lush green forests, babbling 

streams and pretty villages. Our 

coffee stop is a hidden gem just off 



 

  

the main road in Crieff, 

called the Tullybannocher 

cafe, that is also known for 

being popular with bikers. 

Their homemade cakes of millionaires 

shortbread, strawberry and coconut 

flapjack, and toffee apple traybake looked 

amazing, but we opted for a bacon bap 

which was equally delicious and crammed 

full of bacon. Due to the restrictions the 

inside of the cafe is not open but there is 

plenty of space to sit outside including a 

wooden toy train. We took a peep inside 

and it is like being in a 1960’s American diner, with fairy lights, posters and cute memorabilia 

of that era. As we leave the weather starts to improve and is looking more promising for the 

next few hours for our next leg to Edinburgh Harley Davidson. Mark has been experiencing a 

few problems with his front brakes and had arranged for HD to replace them for him. The bike 

is booked in for around 1pm which we should easily make as we are making good progress. 

After a little detour trying to find the dealership we arrive in warm sunshine and have to strip 

off the layers of wet gear as we are now too hot. Whilst the workshop get to work on Mark’s 

bike, we all go into the dealership to have a look round and also enjoy their complimentary tea 

and coffee facilities. Charlie was recently given a “spare” fob for his bike from a good friend but 

in order for it to work it has to be reprogrammed for his bike. So he speaks to one of the fitters 

there who says that it would not be a problem as they can do that for him in about 10 minutes 

but he would have to move the bike into the workshop. Charlie gives him the keys and as he 

pulls away he obviously under estimated the weight of the bike with our luggage in and 

accidentally drops the bike on it’s side, with Charlie standing there watching this happen. 

Oops! The poor guy was so apologetic and absolutely mortified but it took both of them to get 

the bike upright again, so it was Charlie who rode the bike round to the workshop. The poor 

chap had to explain what had just happened and the guys in the workshop agreed to check the 

bike all over while he tried to sort out the fob. Apart from a couple of very small scuff marks 

the bike was fine, but the guy could not reprogram the fob as it was not compatible with the 

Milwaukee engine. So as a form of recompense they insisted on giving Charlie a new fob that 

was compatible free of charge. It was a pure accident and HD could not have done more for us, 

and I don’t think the poor guy will ever be allowed to live it down. Mark’s repair to his brakes 

took a little longer than expected but once done we were off again, as we now have an 

invitation to have afternoon tea with Anni’s sisters who live very close to where we are staying 

tonight. It was all going so well until we had to take a diversion due to a road closure. We 

seemed to be going down these country lanes forever and in the end we pulled over so Anni 

could lead as she knew the route we needed to take to get to her sister’s. So we’re all off again 



 

  

following Anni until we turned the corner and there in front of us was a Ford 

that was under water, which must have been due to the heavy rain from the 

night before. There was no way we could get the bikes through there as there 

was also a current and green algae which in itself would have made it too 

dangerous. So we have to turn round and go back and round the long way. Sadly by the time 

we arrive at Anni’s sister’s it was nearly 5pm and that rain that was forecast was beginning to 

threaten.  Mary, who was a chef, and Jane are there to welcome us with pots of tea and coffee, 

an amazing selection of delicious finger sandwiches, homemade sausage rolls and other very 

tasty savoury pastries, together with homemade shortbread, lemon drizzle cake and scones 

with jam and cream. Oh my goodness it was so delicious and so very welcome as we had not 

eaten since the bacon bap we had had that 

morning. Mary and Jane also have 4 very friendly 

dogs, 2 small terriers, Dinkie and Hettie, and 2 

mini dachshunds, Coco and Dottie who are 

absolutely adorable and extremely affectionate 

and were enjoying all the attention. Our visit was 

sadly cut short when the rain finally came so we 

said our thanks and goodbye to do the short 7 

mile journey to The Wheatsheaf at Swinton which 

is where we are staying tonight. I’m not going to 

say anymore for now apart from goodbye to 

Fawlty Towers and hello to He who must be 

obeyed 

Day 7 

After a rather long and challenging ride yesterday, 

we arrived at The Wheatsheaf Hotel which is at 

the Scottish Borders town of Swinton, close to 

Berwick upon Tweed. The owner, (I’m assuming) 

who was very smartly dressed came out to meet us and informed us of where we could all park 

the bikes, as there seemed very little space at the front of the hotel. He directed several 

through an archway at the side of the hotel but asked us to leave enough space to allow for for 

access, and the others were directed to a wide pavement next to the post box. By this time we 

are all a bit wet and just anxious to get to our rooms and have a shower, but as we enter the 

hotel we are informed that there is a 1 way system in place and we MUST only come through 

this door and exit through another door for which you MUST follow the sticky blue arrow 

markings on the floor. Oh ok, no problem , but this caused a bit of a queue as once he had 

directed operations on how to get in and out, he then went to man the small reception desk. 

Each person was informed of the rules, that dinner MUST be served at 7:45, we MUST only sit 

at tables of 4, and that we MUST stagger the time each table of 4 goes through to the dining 



 

  

room in order to alleviate the pressure on the kitchen. He gave me our room key 

and explained that as our room was on the first floor! We would go up the stairs 

this way (pointing to the right) and we MUST come down the other stairs this 

way (pointing to the left) Oh ok, no problem. Just hope I remember all this. 

Anyway we arrive to a very nice spacious room at the front of the building with original sash 

windows that overlooks the green across the road. The furniture is a little dated, rather like 

being in Grandma’s parlour, but it is very clean with a big bathroom and huge comfy bed.  

We meet up in the “snug” area of the bar after adhering to the one way system, to be greeted by 

our very efficient host who takes our drinks orders before we are escorted in our groups of 4 

in 15 minute intervals to a lovely dining room that we have the sole use of. A very friendly 

waiter who is also super efficient comes to take our order as the deal is a fixed price for 2 

courses, or you can have 3 at an additional charge as previously explained in great depth by 

our host. There is also a surcharge if you opt for the beef medallions, see I was listening. The 

food is superb, freshly cooked and delivered with 1st class service from the staff. Our host 

comes round to each table to inform us that there will be a “rota” regarding the breakfast times 

and he is there with his schedule booking us in, in our tables of 4 for our designated “slot”. 

There is a noisy 

atmosphere of laughter 

and banter between the 

tables, as we mull over the 

days events. The evening 

ends with us all moving 

back into the snug, 

following the blue arrows 

for a last nightcap and a 

briefing from Jon who is 

leading us tomorrow, as 

we will all possibly not be 

having breakfast at the 

same time in the morning.  

After a good nights sleep Our host greets us for breakfast but one group of 4 have already had 

theirs as we are the last group to be served. The breakfast was equally superb and delicious 

which sets us up for the last leg home which looks like it will be wet. Our host checks that 

everyone has settled their bills and handed back their keys before we say goodbye and set off.  

I am writing this very “tongue in cheek” as it really was a super place to stay and we did ask 

him if he would like to go to Fawlty Towers, as he could teach them a thing or two when it 

comes to customer service.  



 

  

Wet gear on is the order of the day and boy did we need it. Jon has the route set 

for the 185 mile journey that will take us towards Newcastle and the Tyne 

tunnel. We had been going for about an hour before the rain came, and the wind, 

you would not have believed it was the end of June as it was so cold. We pull into 

a service station just for a quick comfort break before we press on to our lunch stop, Thirsk 

garden centre who are expecting us and have all 

the tables ready for us. Soup was a very popular 

choice for lunch today and have to say that all 

the food again looked and tasted delicious. It 

was a nice stop, well done Jon and by the time 

we leave the rain is easing. We only have less 

than 2 hours now to go and although the traffic 

is a little slow in places we make good time and 

arrive at our final destination the very familiar 

and iconic Humber Bridge. This is our final stop 

and after a hot Starbucks drink we say our 

goodbyes and go our separate ways. 

We have had the most wonderful time with a fantastic group of people, with so many laughs, 

delicious food and dodgy accommodation, but hey we’re all back safe and sound with so many 

wonderful memories to treasure. Have we lived the dream after such a difficult year, too right 

we have. Thank you all for your company and friendship, until next time xx 

  



 

  

Harley-Davidson Great Relay ’21 – Chapter and verse 

 

H.O.G. member Michael Cowton participates in an epic adventure on 

the new Pan America 
 

It seems a while ago now, but May 26 marked a very special day for Harley-Davidson and its 

new adventure bike, the Pan America 1250. For that is when 150 H.O.G. (Harley Owners 

Group) Chapters from 16 countries, totalling more than 40,000 members, joined forces to 

embark on an extraordinary journey. 

 

The Great Relay ’21 comprised of 150 legs where one H.O.G. Chapter passed on the baton, in 

this case a brand new H-D Pan America, to the next H.O.G. Chapter. Each successive Chapter 

rode the bike through Luxembourg, Belgium, The Netherlands, Germany, Switzerland, Austria, 

Denmark, Norway, Sweden, Finland, Wales, England, Scotland, Northern Ireland and Ireland. 

Taking over three months, a total of 20,000 kilometres were travelled, proving the ultimate 

test for H-D’s new multi-tool on wheels.  

 

Each stage began and ended at a pre-arranged dealership, with each local Chapter setting out 

the route, which had begun from the heart of London, and travelled through the Ardennes hills 

to the North Cape in Norway and stunning locations in Europe, crossing hills and valleys, 

mountain lakes and glaciers, following rugged fjord coasts and passing the Arctic Circle. Then 

there were the extensive national parks and picturesque fishing villages, by snowy mountain 

ranges and unspoiled nature.  

 

The amazing, but grueling journey came to a 

fitting end where it had begun at Warr’s 

Harley-Davidson dealership in London on 

Saturday, August 21, having raised £42,750 

for Two Wheels For Life. The charity 

provides motorcycles to transport 

healthcare in countries in Africa.  

The relay proved to be the perfect platform 

to showcase the comfort, reliability and all-

terrain qualities of the new Pan America. I 

was lucky enough to be invited to ride the 

bike on two stages of the relay, the first leg 

being from Lincoln to HarleyWorld Chesterfield accompanied by my fellow Lindum Colonia 

Chapter members. The following day I travelled onwards to Manchester, where the local 

Chapter at Manchester Harley Davidson had laid on a special BBQ. 



 

  

 

As we were about to set off from Lincoln, our very own Dai Gunter whispered in 

my ear: “Seeing as the bike has come from Belgium, don’t forget it’s left-hand 

drive!” Yes, thank you, Dai, most helpful! 

 

It was an extraordinary opportunity for 

me to ride the new Pan America alongside 

fellow Harley-ites. Never previously 

having had the chance to ride an 

adventure bike, to be honest I was slightly 

phased on the first day as I am so used to 

a lower riding position and forward pegs, 

but by the second day, journeying across 

the stunning Pennines, I had grown well 

accustomed to the bike and enjoyed the 

ride immensely, having taken in some 

lovely, quiet country roads, towns and 

villages, motorways and the traffic-laden 

streets of Manchester. 

 

I was impressed by the performance of the Adaptive Ride Height techn 

ology, an industry-first motorcycle suspension system that automatically transitions between a 

riding position when stopped to an optimal ride height when the motorcycle is in motion. The 

lowered suspension at rest makes the motorcycle easier to mount and dismount, without 

sacrificing lean angles or ground clearance. 

 

The Pan America is powered by the all-new Revolution Max 1250 engine. The latest in the 

legendary powertrain lineage of Harley-Davidson, the liquid-cooled 1,250cc-displacement V-

Twin has been finely styled as the visual centerpiece of the bike, designed to offer smooth, low-

end torque delivery and low speed throttle control that is ideal for off-road riding. 

 

According to Gordon Dick of the Harley Owners Group of UK and Ireland, The Great Relay had 

been a perfect example of what riding motorcycles was all about. “We have met many 

wonderful people and seen some fantastic scenery on the way, all while helping a great cause. 

The Pan America was more than up to every challenge we threw at it and proved it has what it 

takes to take on any touring task.” 

 

Steve Kelly, Harley-Davidson UKI Marketing Manager, commented: “The Great Relay has been 

another brilliant event for our bikes and our riders. We are proud of the money we have 



 

  

collectively raised together and hope that we can help make a real difference to 

those who need it most.” 

 

A target had been set of £64,192.50 by the charity, and donations can still be 

made*. At the time of writing, £44,298.82 had been raised. Achieving the set target would 

enable Two Wheels For Life to purchase, maintain and fuel a fleet of 15 motorbikes for 

transporting vaccines and providing outreach healthcare.  

 

According to the charity, whilst many of use can ride for pleasure and healthcare is always 

close by, that is not the case in other countries, where a motorcycle is not a luxury, but of vital 

importance. That is the reason why The Great Relay supported the aid organisation. 

The charity has been using motorcycles in African countries as a means of transport for 

healthcare since 1989, and provides a vital means for educating and vaccinating communities, 

transporting medicines and vaccines, supporting local doctors, and providing more or better 

access to healthcare for as many as 47 million people. 

 

The last word 

fittingly goes to 

Jochen Zeitz, 

chairman, president 

and CEO Harley-

Davidson. “I’ve put 

in many miles 

aboard the Pan 

America, in beautiful 

and remote parts of 

the world, and have 

experienced the 

innovations and 

capabilities that will 

unlock our brand’s 

passion for 

adventure for more people around the world. I am truly excited about the Pan America. 

Adventure touring is a natural fit for Harley-Davidson.” 

 

*Donate at www.donate.thegreatrelay21.com 

 

 
 
  



 

  

Do You Know What Really Gets To Me…? 
 
Roundabouts… 
The number of times you approach a roundabout, whether it’s in a car or on two 
wheels, and the vehicles in front don’t use the lanes properly – it really gets to 

me. 
I mean, there’s two lanes on a roundabout, the left lane is for the first exit off the roundabout, 
the right is for the rest (unless otherwise indicated by white painted arrows on the road). This 
allows vehicles who are on the other approach roads onto the roundabout to keep traffic 
flowing. How? Well it’s simple; if you’re turning left, stick left, then all the other approach 
roads’ left lanes can flow traffic really easy. If you’re going straight ahead or turning right, then 
use the second lane on the approach to the roundabout. When there’s two lanes on the 
approach to a roundabout, there’s usually a wide enough exit road to accommodate the outer 
lane driver as he exits the roundabout. 
The number of times I’ve come across someone travelling in the left lane who then circles the 
roundabout for more than 180degrees before taking an exit is far too common. Boy, it really 
does get to me…! 
 
Cutting Corners… 
How many times have you been out riding your Harley and come across a left-hand bend and 
the oncoming vehicle is straddling over the white lines on the apex of that bend? Far too many 
times, I bet. It’s particularly bad in Lincolnshire, with its narrower roads and hedgerows; it 
makes taking corners all the riskier. That really gets to me…! 
Advance motorcycling says that you use all of the road to the motorcyclist’s advantage to ‘see 
around corners’. Well, when you hover the centre white line on an approach to a bend to 
enable you to better view of the road ahead, it can frighten the crap out of you when a young 
loon or an old timer, or even a plonker head-banging to AC/DC approaches you with his, or 
hers, offside wheels thumping on the cats-eyes, or even taking up some of your valuable 
tarmac on your side of the white lines. And arctic-lorries, well they can be a nightmare as their 
trailers take up even more valuable black-stuff as it follows the tractor across the corner. 
Oncoming traffic cutting corners… that really gets to me…! 
 
Blown Headlights… 
Do you know what really gets to me, especially in the winter months…? Cars, vans and trucks 
with one of their headlights not working. That really gets to me…! 
You can be minding your own business, tootling down the road when an oncoming vehicle – a 
motorcycle or moped – heads towards you with its high-beam blasting into your eyes, dazzling 
your vision. But wait, it’s not a two-wheeled speed junkie, oh no, it’s a dick-head who’s driving 
with one of his headlights blown and to accommodate lack of illumination, he, or she, decides 
to put the high-beam on with “f**k all the oncoming traffic, I’m alright Jack” attitude. Totally 
ignorant and oblivious to the affects this has to oncoming traffic. That really does get to me…! 
It’s about time traffic police clamped down on these idiots and left the loud pipes and tiny 
numberplates alone…! 
 
What really gets to you…??? 
 


