
 

  
 



 

  

Words from the Editor  
         ȣÆÒÏÍ *ÏÎÏȟ #ÈÁÐÔÅÒ %ÄÉÔÏÒ 
 
 

 
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. 
 
!Ó ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ËÎÏ× ÆÒÏÍ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȭÓ Å-brief emails and the last chapter meeting, I have to step away 
ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÅÄÉÔÏÒ ÒÏÌÅ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÏÎÌÙ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄȢ )ÔȭÓ Á ÓÈÁÍÅ ÂÕÔ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÌÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÉÔ 
needs. Dai has kindly offered to take over as editor until a permanent replacement has been 
found. 
 
For this issue weȭre trying out a new feature, ȬImp Personalȭ 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 
editionȭs star of the show is Deb Sowter. 
 
)ȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ ÆÕÎ ÐÕÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ÅÄÉÔÉÏÎ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅr, I hope you enjoy it! 
 
 
All the very best, Jono. 
  



 

  

ȣ!ÎÄ !ÎÏÔÈÅÒ 4ÈÉÎÇȣ 
 
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. 
2ÉÇÈÔȟ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔȣ 
 
ȣÎÏ× ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÉÎÇȡ ) ×ÁÓ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÔÈÅ "ÒÁÎÓÔÏÎ ÒÏÁÄ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ 
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 
ÓÔÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÒÁÎÃÅ ÁÎÄ *ÅÆÆȭÓ ÂÉËÅ ÅÎÇÒÁÖÉÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ ÐÅÒÈÁÐÓ ÎÏÔȠ ÐÅÒÈÁÐÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÄ ÂÅen 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 ɀ a Ford Transit perhaps, or a Mercedes, something in white - when, without warning, I could see 
ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ (ÁÒÌÅÙȭÓ ×ÈÅÅÌÓ ÂÅÇÉÎ ÔÏ ÔÕÒÎȢ ) ËÎÅ× ÔÈÅÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ ÇÕÙ ×ÁÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÐÕÌÌ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
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-ÄÅÆÙÉÎÇ ÓÔÕÎÔȣȦ )ȭÌÌ ÓÁÙ ÎÏ ÍÏÒÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÂÊÅÃÔȟ ÏÎÌÙ 
that they were lucky I was able to anticipate their dumb-ass moves. 
 
ȣÁÎÄ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÄÕÍÂ-ÁÓÓ ÍÏÖÅÓȣ 7ÈÙ ÄÉÄ ) ÔÁËÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ !ÓÓÉÓÔÁÎÔ $ÉÒÅÃÔÏÒ ÒÏÌÅȩ !ÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȟ 3ÔÅÖÅ 
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 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅØÔÒÁÃÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÕÒÉÎÅȟ 0ÁÕÌ ÁÓËÅÄ ÍÅ ÉÆ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÁËÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 0ÒÉÍÁÒÙ /ÆÆÉÃÅÒȭÓ ÒÏÌÅȢ 
Now, I had carried out several roles in HOG in the past, and was determined not to get too involved in 
ÔÈÅ ÆÕÔÕÒÅȢ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÅÎÊÏÙÅÄ ÍÙ %ÄÉÔÏÒȭÓ /ÆÆÉÃÅÒ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎ ÖÅÒÙ ÍÕÃÈȟ ÓÏ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ÁÍÏÕÎÔ ÏÆ ÓÏÕÌ ÓÅÁÒÃÈÉÎÇ 
was needed before I responded to PaulȭÓ ÒÅÑÕÅÓÔȢ !ÆÔÅÒ Á ÂÒÉÅÆ ÄÉÓÃÕÓÓÉÏÎ ×ÉÔÈ 0ÁÕÌ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ 
telephone, and bribery offerings (not really), I told Paul I would be honoured to take over from Steve 
ɉÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ 3ÔÅÖÅȭÓ ÓÉÚÅ ψÓ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÓÎÕÇ ÏÎ ÍÙ ÓÉÚÅ ρρ ÆÌÉÐÐÅÒÓɊȢ 4ÈÅ ÒÅÓÔȟ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÁÙȟ ÉÓ ÈÉÓtory. 
7ÅÌÌȟ ÎÏÔ ÈÉÓÔÏÒÙ ÊÕÓÔ ÙÅÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÉÔ ÔÉÍÅȣ 
 
ȣÁÎÄ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÉÎÇȣ 4ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÏÆ ÕÓ ×ÈÏ ÄÉÄ ÁÔÔÅÎÄ ÔÈÅ 9ÅÌÌÏ× "ÅÌÌÙ -ÅÌÅÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÙÅÁÒ 
had a fantastic time. And thanks to the Activities Team (Bern, Taz, Bonny & Jono) for pulling the event 
ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȠ ÁÎÄ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÅÖÅÒÁÌ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÈÅÌÐÅÄ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙȢ 4ÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ς ÙÅÁÒÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÁËÉÎÇ 
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 ×ÏÒÄ ÄÒÉÖÅÌ ÆÒÏÍ ÍÅȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÐÌÅÎÔÙ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅ ÉÎ ÆÕÔÕÒÅ )-0Ó ÁÎÄ ÁÔ ÃÌÕÂ ÎÉÇÈÔ 
ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇÓȟ ÅÔÃȢ 3Ï )ȭÌÌ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÇÏÏÄ ÏÌÄ (ÁÒÌÅÙ /×ÎÅÒÓȭ 'ÒÏÕÐ ÍÏÔÔÏȣ 
 
RIDE & HAVE FUN 
Dai 
 
 
  



 

  

My introduction to H -D, by Anni 
 
 
)Ô ÁÌÌ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÂÅÃÁÍÅ Á (ÁÒÌÅÙ $ÁÖÉÄÓÏÎ 7ÉÄÏ×Ȣ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ×ÈÁÔ *ÏÎ 
ÓÁ× ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÏÌÅ ($ ȬÔÈÉÎÇȭȢ ,ÉËÅ ÍÁÎÙ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÁÎ ÏÌÄ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÇÁÍÅȣ 

but Jon wanted to ride a HD so he did. Many a weekend was spent with our dog for company in 
our smÁÌÌ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÎÅÁÒ -ÅÌÂÏÕÒÎÅ ×ÈÉÌÅ *ÏÎ ×ÁÓ ÏÕÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÎÅ× ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÆÒÏÍ /Ú(/' ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ȭψφ 
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 
ÇÌÁÍÏÒÏÕÓ ÌÁÄÙ ÒÉÄÅÒÓȦ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÏÎÌÙ Á ÓÈÏÒÔ ÒÉÄÅ ÂÕÔ ) ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÖÅÒÙ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÔÈÁÔ *ÏÎȭÓ 3ÏÆÔÔÁÉÌ ×ÁÓ 
not made for a pillion and certainly not for my ample buttocks! So I stayed at home, alone, 
abandoned, ironing (OK I like ironinÇȦɊ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÏÎÌÙ ÊÏÉÎ *ÏÎ ÏÎ ÓÈÏÒÔ ÒÉÄÅÓ ÆÏÒ ÍÙ ÂÕÍȭÓ ÓÁËÅȦ  
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 
3ÔÒÅÅÔ "ÏÂȣ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÈÁÖÅ ÍÙ ÌÉÃÅÎÓÅ ÏÎ ÍÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÔÒÕÓÔÅÄ me!  
 
*ÏÎ ÓÈÉÐÐÅÄ ÔÈÅ 3ÔÒÅÅÔ 'ÌÉÄÅ ÔÏ #ÁÉÒÎÓ ÆÏÒ ÏÕÒ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÒÁÌÌÙ ÁÓ ×Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÒÉÄÅ ÂÏÔÈ 
×ÁÙÓ ɉσυππËÍ ÅÁÃÈ ×ÁÙɊȢ 4ÈÁÔ Ȭ4ÈÕÎÄÅÒ ÒÕÎȭ ×ÁÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÇÈÌÉÇÈÔÓ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÌÉÆÅȟ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ 
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 
Ȭ3ÔÒÁÙÁȣ ÂÕÔ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ 
ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÔÏ 3ÙÄÎÅÙȣ ÍÉØÅÄ 
ÂÌÅÓÓÉÎÇÓȟ ×ÅȭÄ ÍÉÓÓ ÏÕÒ 
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 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÕÎÉÑÕÅ ÆÏÒ ÉÔÓ ×ÅÌÃÏÍÅȭ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÃÌÅÁÒÌÙ Á (/' ÔÈÉÎÇȢ 
 
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 
ÌÏÖÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÂÌÁÃË 
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 
ÐÉÅÃÅ ÏÆ ÕÔÏÐÉÁȠ ×Å ÅÖÅÎ ÈÁÄ Á ÔÒÉÐ ÂÏÏËÅÄ ÔÏ 5ÌÕÒÕȟ ÂÕÔ ×Å ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÃÁÎÃÅÌȢ (ÅÁÒÔÂÒÏËÅÎ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ 
even come close. We spent our first 7 months back in the UK catching with family and friends 
×ÈÉÌÅ ÌÉÖÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ *ÏÎȭÓ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓȟ ÌÕÃËÉÌÙȟ 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 
*ÏÎȭÓ ×ÁÓ ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÅÒÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÐÅÎ ÓÅÁÓ ÈÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÅÅÔ ÕÓȟ ÓÏ ×Å ÖÉÓÉÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÄÄ 
ÄÅÁÌÅÒÓÈÉÐ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÏÕÒ ÆÉØȣ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÔÉme 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-ÌÏÎÇ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ 
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 ɀ 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 
ÅÁÒÎÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔȣ ×Å ÁÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÒÉÄÅ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÐÌÁÃÅÓ ÏÎ Á×ÅÓÏÍÅ ÒÏÁÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÍÉÎÇÌÅ 
with likeminded Harley riders. 
 
Ȭ9ÏÕÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ÙÏÕ ÃÈÏÏÓÅȭȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÃÈÏÏÓÅ (ÁÒÌÅÙ ÆÏÌËȦ 
 
 



 

  

 
  



 

  

Embarrassing Incident  - Charlie  
 
) ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ (ÏÇÓÂÁÃË #ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ÖÅÒÙ ÌÏÎÇ ×ÈÅÎ ÏÎÅ ÃÌÕÂ ÎÉÇÈÔ ) 
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 
ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÏÆÆ 
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, 
ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÓÅÌÅÃÔÅÄ ÙÅÓȟ ×Å ÁÒÅ ÏÆÆȢ !ÆÔÅÒ σπ ÍÉÎÓ ) ×ÁÓ ÓÌÉÇÈÔÌÙ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÒÅ-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. 



 

  

) ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÒÉÄÄÅÎ ×ÉÔÈ 2ÏÂÉÎ ÖÅÒÙ ÍÕÃÈ ÂÕÔ ) ÌÅÁÒÎÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÁÙ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÉÓ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÂÉÇ ÉÎ 
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  - Christin e 
 
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 
ÒÉÄÉÎÇ ÒÏÕÎÄ ) ÈÁÄ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÎÉÇÇÌÅ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÈÅÁÄ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ȬÃÏÕÌÄ ) ÒÉÄÅ Á ÂÉËÅȭ ÁÎÄ Ȭ×ÏÕÌÄ ) ÌÉËÅ ÒÉÄÉÎÇȢȭ 
I eventually told Kirk I woulÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÇÉÖÅ ÉÔ Á ÔÒÙ ÁÎÄ ÉÆ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÁÙ ) ÈÁÄ 
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 
ÌÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÇÏ ÂÙ ÐÕÓÈÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒÓ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÓÁÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃËȣ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÉÓÅ ÈÏ× 
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 mÙÓÅÌÆ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÒÕÓÈ ÉÎÔÏ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ Á ÂÉËÅȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÐÒÅÃÅÄÅÄ ÔÏ 
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 
YÁÍÁÈÁ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ) ÈÁÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ ) ÄÉÄ ÏÖÅÒ ςπππ ÍÉÌÅÓ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÁÓ 
ÍÕÃÈ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅ ÉÎ ÁÓ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ) ËÎÅ× ) ×ÁÓ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÓÔÅÐȣ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄ Á 
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 
ÍÙ ÈÁÎÄÓ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÇÅÔȣÔÈÅ ÐÁÉÎȦȦȦ !ÌÓÏȟ -ÏÄ ρ ×ÁÓ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÈÁÒÄ ÂÕÔ ) ÍÁÎÁÇÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ 
through it after a lot of extra trainÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ +ÉÒË ɉ)ȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÄÏÎÅ ÓÏ ÍÁÎÙ ÔÕÒÎÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÁÄɊ ÁÎÄ 
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 
ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅÄ ÂÕÔ ) ÐÁÓÓÅÄȣ) ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÐÁÓÓÅÄȦȦȦ 4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÉÔȟ ) ×ÁÓ ÌÅÇÁÌÌÙ ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 
ÒÏÁÄȣ×ÁÈÏÏȦȦ 
 
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 
×ÁÓ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÒÉÄÅ Á (ÁÒÌÅÙȟ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÔ ÂÕÔ ) ×ÁÓ ÓÏ ÈÁÐÐÙȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÒÉÄÅ ÉÔ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ 
ÔÈÅ ÄÅÁÌÅÒÓÈÉÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ×ÁÔÃÈÉÎÇȣÁ ÖÅÒÙ ÎÅÒÖÏÕÓ ÍÏÍÅÎÔȟ ÈÏ×ÅÖÅÒ ÎÏÔ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ ÁÓ ÎÅÒÖÅ 



 

  

racking as turning up to the bike meet and then having to ride from there with 
everyone watching.   
 
)Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÌÏÎÇ ÊÏÕÒÎÅÙ ÔÏ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÆÉÒÓÔ (ÁÒÌÅÙȟ ÁÂÏÕÔ ω ÍÏÎÔÈÓ ÉÎ ÔÏÔÁÌ 
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 
ÆÁÃÅȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ×ÁÉÔ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÏÎ ÍÁÎÙ ÍÏÒÅ ÊÏÕÒÎÅÙÓȢ 
 

 
 
 
  



 

  

Me, Two Wheels & Harley -Davidson ɀ (Ï× ÉÔ ÁÌÌ ÂÅÇÁÎȣ !ÎÄ ÈÏ× 
ÉÔ ÇÏÅÓ ÏÎȣ 
 

Part 1 ɀ &ÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÇÉÎÎÉÎÇȣ - Dai 
 
My father rode a 5-speed derailer complete with dropped handlebars for many years, even 
ÁÆÔÅÒ ÈÅ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÍÙ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÕÐ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÓ Ô×Ï ÙÅÁÒÓ ÏÆ .ÁÔÉÏÎÁÌ 3ÅÒÖÉÃÅȟ ÈÅȭÄ ÃÙÃÌÅ 
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 ɀ in fact the very house I was born in ɀ my parents, younger 
brother and I. I can remember my fathÅÒȭÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÍÏÔÏÒÃÙÃÌÅȟ Á (ÏÎÄÁ #ωπ ɀ 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 

-ÏÒÇÁÎȭÓ -ÏÔÏÒÃÙÃÌÅÓ ÉÎ .ÅÁÔÈȟ 3ÏÕÔÈ 7ÁÌÅÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 
ÓÁÍÅ ÄÁÙ ÂÁÃË ÉÎ ȬφυȢ 
 
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 ɀ 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 ɀ 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 ɀ 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 ɀ it had a 
distinctive American feel to it, not as much as the 
Ford Zephyr 6, but close enough. 



 

  

 
7ÉÎÄ ÏÎ Á ÄÅÃÁÄÅ ÏÒ ÓÏ ÁÎÄ )ȭÍ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÓÃÈÏÏÌ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÇ ×ÉÄÅ ×ÏÒÌÄ ÏÆ 
employment ɀ 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 ɀ an SS50, moped, complete with pedals that 
both point forward ɀ you could never use them to 
pedal-propel the bike, impossible. 
 
That was it, I had the two-wheel bug, just like my 
ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅÍ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÁÇÏȢ .Ï×ȟ )ȭÍ Á ÆÁÉÒÌÙ ÂÉÇ ÃÈÁÐȟ 
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 ɀ 
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 ɀ yeah 
right, as soon as my birthday came, some 5 days 
ÐÒÉÏÒ ÔÏ ÉÔÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÉÁÌ ÓÅÌÌ ÄÁÔÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÁÌÅÒȭÓȟ ÍÙ 3Õzi 
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 ɀ ÉÔ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÆÁÎÔÁÓÔÉÃȣ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÏ 
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 
ÏÆ ÒÉÄÉÎÇ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ Á ÂÌÏÃË ×ÈÉÌÓÔ ÁÎ ÅØÁÍÉÎÅÒ ÓÔÒÏÌÌÅÄ ÁÌÏÎÇ ×ÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÒÉÄÅȢ (ÅȭÄ ÓÔÏÐ 
you, get you to turn around and ride the block again, this time in the opposite direction. Then, 
ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÎ ÅÍÅÒÇÅÎÃÙ ÓÔÏÐȟ ÈÅȭÄ ÈÁÎÄ ÏÖÅÒ Á ÐÁÓÓ ÃÅÒÔÉÆÉÃÁÔÅ ɀ 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, 
0ÈÉÌ ÄÉÄ ÈÉÓ ËÎÅÅ ÉÎȟ ÁÎÄ 3ÕÚÉȣȩ 7ÅÌÌ 3ÕÚÉ ×ÁÓ ÉÎ Á ÓÏÒÒÙ ÓÔÁÔÅ ɀ broken glass, scratched 
paintwork and nÏ ÅÌÅÃÔÒÉÃÓȢ ) ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÐÕÓÈ 3ÕÚÉȟ ×ÉÔÈ 0ÈÉÌ ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÌËȟ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ Ô×Ï 
ÍÉÌÅÓ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÕÎÃÌÅȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅ ɀ 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 
ɀ 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 

ÈÉÇÈ ωπÓ ɉÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ &ÁÈÒÅÎÈÅÉÔ ÓÃÁÌÅɊ ) ÆÏÕÎÄ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÔÈÒÏÔÔÌÉÎÇ ÍÙ 3ÕÚÉ ÁÎÄ ÒÉÄÉÎÇ ÕÐ Á 
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 ɀ 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. 
)ÎÓÕÒÁÎÃÅ ÊÏÂ ÉÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÉÎÓÕÒÁÎÃÅ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ Á ÓÉØ ÍÏÎÔÈÓȭ ×ÁÇÅÓȟ 
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 
ÓÕÍÍÅÒȭÓ ÅÖÅÎÉÎÇȢ -Ù $ÁÄ ÁÎÄ ) ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ 
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 
ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÒÍÅÒȭÓ ÆÉÅÌÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÆÅÌÌ ÏÆÆ ÈÅÒ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÏÏËȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÍÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ 
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-ÔÏÓÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌ ÌÏÎÇ ÈÏÔ ÓÕÍÍÅÒ ÏÆ ȭχφȢ "ÕÔ ÎÏ×ȟ 3ÕÚÉ ×ÁÓ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ 
almost as good as she did when she left the showroom back in March ɀ )ȭÄ ÄÏÎÅ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÐÁÔÃÈ-
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 
ÉÔÅÍȢ 3Ïȟ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÕÅÓÓÅÄ ÉÔȟ 3ÕÚÉ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ 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 
ÁÖÁÉÌÁÂÌÅ Á ÌÉÆÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ Ȭ$ÏÌÅȭ ÓÅÅmed 
imminent ɀ I had to move or find myself in a 
very financially insecure place with a very 
young family. 
 

Part 2 ɀ Welcome to Lincoln and Harley-Davidson 
 
0ÉÃËÆÏÒÄȭÓ 2ÅÍÏÖÁÌÓ ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ×Å Ï×ÎÅÄ ÔÏ .ÏÒÔÈ (ÙËÅÈÁÍ ÏÎ $ÅÃÅÍÂÅÒ ςφth 1988 
ɀ 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 
ÁÎÄ ÓÐÅÁËÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÆÏÒÅÉÇÎ ÁÃÃÅÎÔ ×ÁÓ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÉÎÔÉÍÉÄÁÔÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÆÉÒÓÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÉÎÃÅ ,ÉÎÃÏÌÎÓÈÉÒÅȭÓ 
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 
ɀ the bike looked great, until you looked more closely ɀ ÂÕÔ ) ×ÁÓ ÉÎ ÎÅÅÄ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÉÎ 
ÎÅÅÄȣ ) ÂÏÕÇÈÔ ÉÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÁÎ 2!& ÇÕÙ ɉÔÒÕÓÔ×ÏÒÔÈÙ ÓÏÒÔ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔɊ ÁÔ 2!& 3ÃÁÍÐÔÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÇÏÔ 
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 
ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÎ ȬÁÌÌ-singing, all-ÄÁÎÃÉÎÇȭ ÓÈÏ×ÃÁÓÅ ÉÎÓÔÁÌÌÁÔÉÏÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÌÌÓ Ǫ ×ÈÉÓÔÌÅÓ ÆÉÔÔÅÄ ÔÏ 
make it the safest place to work in the North Sea ɀ hmmm. Okay, it was a job that I never 
ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ )ȭÄ ÄÏȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ Á ÊÏÂȟ ÓÏ ) ÁÐÐÌÉÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÇÏÔ ÉÔȢ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÂÁÃË ɀ spending more 
ÔÈÁÎ ςφÙÅÁÒÓ ÏÆÆÓÈÏÒÅȟ ) ×ÁÓ ÁÆÆÏÒÄÅÄ Á ÌÉÆÅÓÔÙÌÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ȬÇÏÏÄÂÙÅȭ ÔÏ ÂÁÎË 
overdrafts and hire-purchase loan agreements and hello to pretty sparkly things and trinkets, 
ÁÎÄ ÂÏÙȭÓ ÔÏÙÓȢ 
 
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 ɀ 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 
46 ÓÈÏ× ÃÁÌÌÅÄ Ȭ2ÅÎÅÇÁÄÅȭ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÕÎÄÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÈÏ× ÆÅÁÔÕÒÅÄ Á ÂÏÕÎÔÙ ÈÕÎÔÅÒ 
who rode a Dyna Wide Glide to help him capture fugitives. The story lines were 
ÃÒÁÐȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÉËÅȣ 'ÉÖÅ ÍÅ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÒÏÃÈÕÒÅ 0ÅÔÅȣ 

 
4ÈÅ ÂÕÇ ×ÁÓ ÂÁÃËȢ "ÕÔ ÎÏ× ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÁÎÙ ÏÌÄ ÂÉËÅȟ ÏÈ ÎÏȟ ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄ Á (ÁÒÌÅÙȢ "ÕÔ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ 
ÈÏ× ÍÕÃÈ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÏÓÔȣȦ !Î ÁÒÍ ÁÎÄ Á ÌÅÇ ÁÎÄ Á ÍÏÒÔÇÁÇÅ ÏÎ ÔÏÐȢ &ÁÒ ÔÏÏ 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 
ÈÅÌÌ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔȟ )ȭÄ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ 6.ρυππȟ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ )ȭÄ ÂÅ ÂÁÃË ÏÎ Ô×Ï ×ÈÅÅÌÓ ÁÎÄ ÃÒÕÉÓÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÏÎ Á 
Harley look-alike. 
 
$ÅÌ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÅÒÅ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ "Ǫ" -ÏÔÏÒÃÙÃÌÅÓȭ window on the High Street in Lincoln at a 
brand new VN1500 ɀ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÁÔȱ ) ÔÏÌÄ $ÅÌȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÐÅÁÒÌÓ ÏÆ ×ÉÓÄÏÍ ÆÒÏÍ ÍÙ ÌÏÖÅÌÙ 
×ÉÆÅȣ Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÉÔ Á ÆÅ× ÍÏÒÅ ÍÏÎÔÈÓ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ 
ÓÁÖÅÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÆÏÒ Á (ÁÒÌÅÙȱȢ 4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÍÕÓÉÃ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÅÁÒÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ 
ÍÁÄÅ ÓÅÎÓÅȢ $ÅÌ ÒÅÁÓÏÎÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÏ ÓÏÏÎÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÄ ÂÕÙ ÔÈÅ 6.ȟ 
ÔÈÁÎ )ȭÄ ÂÅ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÔÏ Ó×ÁÐ ÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÌ -Ã#ÏÙ ×ÈÉÃÈ ×ÏÕÌÄ 
ÃÏÓÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÍÏÒÅ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÂÉËÅÓȭ ÐÕÒÃÈÁÓÅÓȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ 
right. 
 
It was another year before the plan came to fruition. I was 
changing my job, moving from the Miller Platform onto 
another brand-ÎÅ× ÐÒÏÊÅÃÔ ÆÏÒ "0ȟ ÔÈÅ %4!0 0ÌÁÔÆÏÒÍȢ )ȭÄ ÂÅ 
based in London for the best part of a year and receive extra 
ÆÕÎÄÓ ÄÕÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÇÈÅÒ ÃÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÌÉÖÉÎÇ ÉÎ /Ìȭ 3ÍÏËÙȢ 4ÈÅ ÌÁÄÓ ÁÔ 
Miller had a whip-round for a leaving gift and raise about £70. 
)ÎÓÔÅÁÄ ÏÆ ÂÕÙÉÎÇ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÇÁÖÅ ÍÅ 
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 
ÏÔÈÅÒ ÂÉÔÓ ȬÎȭ ÂÏÂÓȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÓÔ ÖÉÓÉÔ ÔÏ Á 
ÍÏÔÏÒÃÙÃÌÅ ÄÅÁÌÅÒÓÈÉÐ ÅÖÅÒȢ 4ÈÅ ÔÉÍÉÎÇ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
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 



 

  

ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÍÙ ÌÕÃË ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ËÉÄÓ ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÌÕÅ ÏÎÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÁÌÅÒ 
ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÓÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÔÈÅ 3ÔÁÔÅÓ 0ÅÒÁÌ "ÌÕÅ (ÅÒÉÔÁÇÅȢ 7hat a brilliant 
deal with significant discounts too ɀ 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-$ÁÖÉÄÓÏÎ 3ÏÆÔÁÉÌ (ÅÒÉÔÁÇÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÏÌ ÁÉÒȟ ×ÉÓÈÉÎÇ )ȭÄ ÂÏÕÇÈÔ 

warmÅÒ ÇÌÏÖÅÓȣȦ 
 

Part 3 ɀ The Art of Harley & The Fenlander 
 
My first long-distance ride on the Heritage, that is anything over 200 miles, was in February 
ρωωψȢ 4ÈÅ "ÁÒÂÉÃÁÎ ÉÎ ,ÏÎÄÏÎ ×ÁÓ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ Ȭ!ÒÔ ÏÆ (ÁÒÌÅÙȭ ÅØÈÉÂÉÔÉÏÎȢ .Ï× ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÅ 
Ȭ!ÒÔ ÏÆ (ÁÒÌÅÙȭ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÒÉÄÉÎÇ ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÃÅȠ ÓÉÍÐÌÙ ÁÒÒÉÖÉÎÇ ÂÙ ÔÒÁÉÎȟ ÂÕÓ ÏÒ ÃÁÒ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
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-ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÃÈÁÔȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ 
ÔÈÅ ÇÕÙȭÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÔÏÏ ×ÁÓ ÈÅÁÄÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ Ȭ!ÒÔ ÏÆ (ÁÒÌÅÙȭȟ ÓÏ ×Å ÁÇÒÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÒÉÄÅ ÉÎÔÏ ,ÏÎÄÏÎ 
ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢ )Ô ÆÅÌÔ ÇÒÅÁÔ ÁÓ ×Å ÂÏÔÈ ÓÁÕÎÔÅÒÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ /Ìȭ 3Íokey ɀ 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 
ɀ whatever that was ɀ and we soon began 

ÃÈÁÔÔÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ×ÅȭÄ ËÎÏ×Î ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÙÅÁÒÓȢ (Å ÉÎÓÉÓÔÅÄ ×Å ÇÅÔ ÔÉÃËÅÔÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ &ÅÎÌÁÎÄÅÒÓ 
Rally in July and I promised I would. Del and I never saw Paul again that day after our chat on 
ÔÈÅ ÐÁÖÅÍÅÎÔȢ 4ÈÅ Ȭ!ÒÔ ÏÆ (ÁÒÌÅÙȭ ×ÁÓ ÖÅÒÙ Íuch an eye opener for us and we rode home, cold 
ÁÎÄ ÓÈÉÖÅÒÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÔÅÒȭÓ ÄÁÒË 
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 ɀ more on that later. In the 
meantime, our only option for joining a chapter was Aire Valley Chapter, based 
ÉÎ ,ÅÅÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÐÏÎÓÏÒÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ× ÄÅÁÌÅÒÓÈÉÐȟ %ÄÄÉÅ 7ÒÉÇÈÔȭÓȢ 7Å ÓÉÇÎÅÄ 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 
%ÄÄÉÅ 7ÒÉÇÈÔȭÓȟ ÔÈÅÎ Á ÒÉÄÅ-out with Aire Valley Chapter, then another ride-out to get home. So, 
our Sundays were long, iron butt rides ɀ guaranteed. I 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÐÌÁÉÎÉÎÇ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ ×Å ÌÏÖÅÄ ÒÉÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ (ÁÒÌÅÙ ÁÎÄ 
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 ɀ ÔÈÅ &ÅÎÌÁÎÄÅÒÓȭ χth 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 ɀ it was Paul Layburn ɀ ÈÅȭÄ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒÅÄ ÕÓȢ 
What a brilliant welcome we received from Paul and several of his friends. Those friendships 
remain strong to this day. 
 

Part 4 ɀ 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. 
 
3ÈÅÒ×ÏÏÄȭÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÅÖÅÒ ÒÉÄÅ-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 ɀ 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 Ǫ ÄÏȭÓȟ ÍÁÎÙ 
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 ɀ 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 ɀ 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 
ÒÅÑÕÅÓÔ ÆÒÏÍ ,ÉÎÄÕÍ #ÏÌÏÎÉÁȭÓ $ÉÒÅÃÔÏÒȟ 2ÉÃÈÁÒÄ 7ÁÔÌÉÎÇȟ ÔÏ 
assist with setting up and supporting the Road Crew as 
,ÉÎÄÕÍȭÓ 2ÏÁÄ #ÒÅ× ×ÅÒÅ ÎÅ× ÁÎÄ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÁÓÓÉÓÔÁÎÃÅ 

in the early ride-outs. As the chapter was on my doorstep, I, along with a small number of other 
3ÈÅÒ×ÏÏÄ 2#Óȟ ÏÆÆÅÒÅÄ ÏÕÒ ÁÓÓÉÓÔÁÎÃÅȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÏÎ ,ÉÎÄÕÍȭÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÒÉÄe-out, led by the new Head 
Road Captain, Mr Paul Redhead, that we embarked on an interesting, and well attended ride-
ÏÕÔ ÔÏ (ÁÒÌÅÙȭÓ ɉÁ ÂÉËÅÒ ÃÁÆï ÉÎ -ÁÒËÅÔ $ÅÅÐÉÎÇȩ 7ÅÌÌÂÅÃËȩ ÏÒ ×ÁÓ ÉÔ ÉÎ -ÁÒËÅÔ (ÁÒÂÏÒÏÕÇÈȩ -Ù 
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 
ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÉÔÔÅÅ ÍÅÍÂÅÒÓ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ $ÉÒÅÃÔÏÒȭÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȢ 3Ïȟ ) ÐÕÔ ÍÙ ÎÁÍÅ ÆÏÒ×ÁÒÄȢ 
Roy Radford also submitted his name and canvassed heavily for the role ɀ 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 
ÍÏÒÅ ÌÏÃÁÌ ÃÈÁÐÔÅÒ ÏÎ ÍÙ ÄÏÏÒÓÔÅÐȟ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ )ȭÄ ÇÉÖÅ ÔÈÅ (ÁÒÌÅÙ ÓÃÅÎÅ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ 

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 
ÇÏÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÆÏÒ ÓÁÌÅȣȦ 
 

Part 5 ɀ My favourite rides 
 
.Ï× ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȣ 7ÈÅÎ ) ÓÁÙ ȬÆÁÖÏÕÒÉÔÅ ÒÉÄÅÓȭȟ ÄÏ ) 
mean, favourite bikes, favourite destinations or favourite 
ÁÄÖÅÎÔÕÒÅÓȣȩ 
,ÅÔȭÓ ÄÏ Á ÍÉØȣ 
 
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 aÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ %ÎÇÌÉÓÈ #ÈÁÎÎÅÌȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÐÁÎÔÓȢ 2ÁÉÎȟ ÒÁÉÎȟ ÒÁÉÎȣ 
 
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. 
 
3Ï ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ȬÁÕ ÒÅÖÏÉÒȭ ÔÏ &ÁÔÔÙ ÁÎÄ ȬÂÏÎÊÏÕÒȭ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÎÅ× ςπρυ 3ÔÒÅÅÔ 'ÌÉÄÅ 3ÐÅÃÉÁÌȢ 
 

Now I tend to stick with a Harley for a number of years before I 
decide to change ɀ 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 
&ÁÃÅ"ÏÏËȟ ÔÈÅÎ )ȭÄ ÂÕÙ ÉÔȢ ! ÆÅ× ×ÅÅËÓ ÌÁÔÅÒȟ -Ù 3ÔÒÅÅÔ 'ÌÉÄÅ ×ÁÓ 
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 
×ÈÅÎ ) ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÍÁÎÁÇÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÁÂÏÕÔȟ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÇÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌ ×ÉÔÈ 
the FatBoy as I was expecting and I kept migrating back to the 
3ÔÒÅÅÔ 'ÌÉÄÅȢ 2ÏÌÌ ÏÎ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÙÅÁÒ ÏÒ ÓÏȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ ςπςρȢ 3ÔÉÌÌ 
Covid-19 about the place, but I was in another dilemma ɀ what 
ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ &ÁÔÔÙȢ ) ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ )ȭÄ ÓÅÌÌ ÉÔ ÏÎȢ So the Fatty went after 
sharing the garage with the Glide for only 20 months and at the 
ÓÁÍÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÁÎ ÏÆÆÅÒ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÆÕÓÅ ÆÅÌÌ ÉÎÔÏ ÍÙ ÌÁÐ ÁÔ 2ÏÂÉÎ 
Hood H-D. Goodbye 2015 Street Glide Special; hello 2021 Street 
'ÌÉÄÅ 3ÐÅÃÉÁÌȢ 3Ï ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÅÄ ÏÎ ÍÙ (ÁÒÌÅÙÓ ɀ 
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. )ȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÒÉÄÄÅÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ #ÏÎÔÉÎÅÎÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟ ÓÏ Á ÆÉÒÓÔ-time 
experience (fact) 
4. ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÁÎÙ ÍÏÒÅ ÒÅÁÓÏÎÓ ɉÈÍÍÍɊ 
 
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 



 

  

ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÍÅÅÔ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅÍ 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 ɀ the sights, the smells, the 
ÏÐÕÌÅÎÃÅȣȦ "ÏÙ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÄÏÓÈ 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 ɀ The Italian Jaunt  
4ÈÉÓ ÏÎÅȭÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÓÔ ÆÏÒ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÒÏÎÇ 
reasons. And all the wrong reasons can 
be listed as one bullet point: 
¶ Rain 
 
But the highlight of the trip had to be 
ÒÉÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ 2ÏÍÅȢ 7ÈÏÁÈȣ ÎÏÔ ÏÎÅ 
for the faint hearted. Crazy Romans 
riding mopeds and scooters chopping 
everyone up left, right and centre. And 
then you have the taxi drivers ɀ 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. 
 
4ÈÅ ÔÒÉÐ ×ÁÓ ÏÒÇÁÎÉÓÅÄ ÂÙ Á ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ×ÈÏ Ï×ÎÅÄ Á ȬÖÉÌÌÁȭ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÁÌÌ )ÔÁÌÉÁÎ ÖÉÌÌÁÇÅ ÏÆ 
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 ɀ 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 
×ÁÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÇÏÏÄȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÇÏÏÄ ÏÎÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÂÅÅÎ 
bettered since. 
 



 

  

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

$ÉÄ ) ÍÅÎÔÉÏÎ ÔÈÅ 3ÔÅÌÖÉÏ 0ÁÓÓȩ 7ÅÌÌ ÉÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÈÏ× ÍÁÎÙ ×ÏÒÄÓ ) ÔÙÐÅȟ ÉÔ ×ÉÌÌ ÎÏÔ ÃÏÖÅÒ 
the thrill of making it to the top of the pass in one piece ɀ ÉÔȭÓ Á ÍÕÓÔ ÆÏÒ ÁÎÙÏÎÅȟ ÁÐÁÒÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ 
ÆÅÉÎÔ ÈÅÁÒÔÅÄȣȦ 
 
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 wÁÓ Á ȬÏÎÃÅ ÉÎ Á ÌÉÆÅÔÉÍÅȭ ÏÐÐÏÒÔÕÎÉÔÙ ÁÎÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÄÏÎÅȢ )Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ 
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. 
 
4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÍÕÃÈ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÒÉÐȟ ÁÐÁÒÔ ÆÒÏÍ - ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄȣȦ 
 
So, those are just a few of my favourite rides. There are so many more I could write about, but I 
ÒÁÍÂÌÅ ÏÎ ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÁÓ ÉÔ ÉÓ ÓÏ )ȭÌÌ ÓÔÏÐ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÎÏ×ȣȦ 
 

Part 6 ɀ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÅØÔȩ 
 
7ÅÌÌȟ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÅØÔȟ ×ÈÏ ËÎÏ×ÓȢ "ÕÔ ÆÏÒ ÓÕÒÅȟ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ 
ÓÕÂÍÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ )ÍÐ ÎÅØÔ ÙÅÁÒ ÁÓ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ 
doiÎÇ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ȬÒÉÄÅ ÏÆ Á ÌÉÆÅÔÉÍÅȭ ×ÉÔÈ %ÁÇÌÅÒÉÄÅÒÓ ÁÎÄ 
several of our own Chapter members: Pete & Tracy 
Abbott, Kevin & Joanne Boyle, Kevin & Julie Clifton and 
my good friends, Mr & Mrs Mumbles - Andrew & Eleri 
7ÈÉÔÅȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ 3ÕÍÍÅÒ ςπςςȢ )Î ÔÈÅ ÍÅÁÎÔÉÍÅ )ȭÍ 
ÓÕÒÅ ×Å ÁÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÅÎÊÏÙ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÏÆ ςπςρȟ ÔÈÅ 
few ride-outs on the calendar and a slack handful of 
other events being put on of the winter season. 

 
/Î Á ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌ ÌÅÖÅÌȟ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÆÏÃÕÓÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÍÙ ÎÅ× ÒÏÌÅ ÁÓ !ÓÓÉÓÔÁÎÔ 
Director, and getting used to my new ride, the Street Glide ɀ so 
ÍÁÎÙ ÎÅ× ÔÒÉÎËÅÔÓȟ ÂÅÌÌÓ Ǫ ×ÈÉÓÔÌÅÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ× ÍÏÄÅÌȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÈÁÒÄ ÔÏ 
focus on the ride, but focus we must. 
 
%ÎÊÏÙ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÔ ÏÆ ςπςρȟ ÁÎÄ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÇÅÔ ÓÔÕÃË ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔ ÉÎÔÏ ςπςςȣȦȦȦ 
 
Dai  



 

  

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÔÏÏ ÏÌÄ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÒÎ ÔÏ ÒÉÄÅ ȣȱ My journey to H -D - Jo 
 
That was my reply to everybody that asked when we first joined the Harley 
ÆÁÍÉÌÙȢ  7ÅȭÄ Ï×ÎÅÄ ÂÉËÅÓ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÏÕÒ ÔÅÅÎÓȟ ÓÐÏÒÔÓ ÂÉËÅÓ ÍÏÓÔÌÙȢ  7Å ÂÏÕÇÈÔ ÏÕÒ 
first Harley when I was about 45, our boys had left home and we had more time 

ÔÏ ÅÎÊÏÙ ÁÓ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅȢ  )ȭÄ ÒÉÄÄÅÎ ÐÉÌÌÉÏÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃË ÏÆ +ÅÖÉÎ ÓÉÎÃÅ ) ×ÁÓ ρφ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÏÌÄ ÁÎÄ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ 
enjoyed it.  But we got married and had children and it never occurred to me to learn, besides 
×ÏÍÅÎ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÉÄÅ ȣ ÄÉÄ ÔÈÅÙȩ 
 
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 
×ÏÍÅÎɊ ÉÆ ) ÒÏÄÅȢ  .Ï Ȱ)ȭÍ ÔÏÏ ÏÌÄ ÔÏ 
ÌÅÁÒÎ ÔÏ ÒÉÄÅȦȱ  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 
ÔÏ ÍÅȠ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÄÏ ÉÔ ȣ ÃÏÕÌÄ )ȩ 
 
3ÏÏÏÏ ȣ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎ ÈÁÄ Ìeft, I had 
recently lost my Mum after a long 
illness and I thought ȰÎÏ× ÉÓ ÍÙ 
ÔÉÍÅȱȢ  I want to pass and be riding 
ÏÎ ÍÙ Ï×Î ×ÈÅÎ )ȭÍ υπȢ   
 
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 
ςπςπ υ ÍÏÎÔÈÓ ÁÆÔÅÒ ) ÔÕÒÎÅÄ υπ ) ÐÁÓÓÅÄ ÍÙ ÔÅÓÔ ÏÎ Á ÃÏÌÄ ×ÉÎÔÒÙ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢ  )ȭ$ $/.% )4Ȧ  
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. 



 

  

 
)ȭÖÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÒÙ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒË 
ÏÕÔȟ ÏÔÈÅÒ×ÉÓÅ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÌÉÖÅ ×ÉÔÈ Ȭ×ÈÁÔ ÉÆÓȩȭ  )ȭÍ ÇÌÁÄ ) ÈÁÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÕÒÁÇÅ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÒÎ 
ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÎÅ× ÁÔ υπ ÁÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÎËÓ ÔÏ ÁÌÌ ÍÙ ÌÁÄÙ ÒÉÄÅÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÏÌÄ 
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 

7ÉÎÄÙ #ÏÒÎÅÒ ɉ(ÉÎÃËÌÅÙɊ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÂÁÃËȦ 7Å ÊÏÉÎÅÄ "ÁÒ×ÅÌÌ "ÒÁÎÃÈ 

(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 

,ÉÎÄÕÍ #ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ÎÏ× ÕÎÄÅÒ 0ÁÕÌȭÓ 

ÄÉÒÅÃÔÏÒÓÈÉÐ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÉÔÔÅÅȭÓ 

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 thaÔȭÓ ÈÏ× ) ÓÏÌÄ ÉÔ ÔÏ +ÁÔÈɊ 

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 

:ÏÅȭÓ ÉÎÉÔÉÁÌÓȩ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÂÕÔ ÈÅÒ 

iÎÉÔÉÁÌÓ ÁÒÅ :3"Ȣ 7ÅÌÌ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ 

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 
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ȣ 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. TÒÁÃÙ /ȭ.ÅÉÌ 

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 : 

ρɊ "ÏÎÎÉÅȭÓ ÅØÐÅÄÉÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÆÅÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÄÇÅÓ ÒÏÕÎÄ 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. 

σɊ -ÉËÅȭÓ ÌÏÎÇ ×eekend 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 

ÏÕÒ ÍÕÃÈ ÌÉËÅÄ ÍÅÍÂÅÒȟ 4ÏÎÙ 7ÁÌÄÒÏÎȟ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÁÃÃÏÍÐÁÎÉÅÄ ÂÙ 4ÏÎÙȭÓ 7ÉÄÏ× ȟ *Ï ÁÎÄ 

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. 

! ÎÅ× ÅÖÅÎÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÁÐÔÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÐÁÒÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ Ȱ4×Ï 7ÈÅÅÌÓ &ÏÒ ,ÉÆÅȱ ÂÁÔÏÎ ÒÅÌÁÙȢ 

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 

$ÁÉȭÓ ÃÏÕÎÔÒÙ ÍÁÎÏÒ ÁÔ 0ÏÔÔÅÒÈÁÎ×ÏÒÔÈ "ÏÏÔÈÓȟ ×Å 

were allowed back into the Windmill on 12th August. 

The social calender continued with the usual pie and 

mash eveniÎÇ ÁÔ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȭÓ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÁÎÄ Á ÐÏÓÔ ÒÉÄÅ 

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 

ÐÁÒÁÍÅÄÉÃ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇ Á ȰÂÉËÅÒ ÄÏ×Îȱ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ  ×ÈÉÃÈ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÏÐÅÎ ÔÏ ÁÌÌ ×ÉÔÈ ÐÒÉÏÒÉÔÙ ÇÉÖÅÎ 

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! 

!ȡ ) ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ ×ÏÒË ×ÁÙ ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈȦ ɉ$ÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å are in the same sector!) 
Q: Have you ever met a celebrity? 
A: Chris Gascoigne (Peter Barlow in Corrie) ɀ who?!! 
Q: Have you had any brushes with the law? 
!ȡ )ÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÄÏȦ ɉ0ÒÉÓÏÎ /ÆÆÉÃÅÒɊ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÃÃÁÓÉÏÎÁÌ ÓÐÅÅÄÉÎÇ ÉÓÓÕÅȦ 
Q: What is your most embarrassing moment? 
A: Once, on a train to Edinburgh I have a call of nature. Mid-ÆÌÏ× ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ) ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÌÏÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅ 
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 ɀ 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? 
!ȡ ! ÆÁÂÕÌÏÕÓ ρωψπȭÓ ÐÏÏÄÌÅ ÐÅÒÍȣ ÃÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ ×Å ÁÌÌ ÄÉÄ ÉÔȦ

 
Q: If a book were to be named after you and your life what would it be called? 
!ȡ Ȭ4ÈÅ "ÉÔÃÈ ÉÓ "ÁÃËȭȦ 
Q: What song will you never forget the lyrics too? 
A: Make you feel my Love - Adele 
Q: What nicknames have people called you? 
!ȡ Ȭ"ÉÔÃÈȭ - 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  
ȣÆÒÏÍ 4ÒÁÃÅÙ /ȭ.ÅÉÌ, 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, Traceyȭs 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 

 
 
  



 

  

Jonoȭs 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 

ÒÅÁÌÉÓÅÄ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÁÔÅȟ ÉÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÏÃÃÕÒ ÔÏ ÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÇÅÔ Á ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ÔÏ ÒÉÄÅ ÔÈÅ 0ÁÎ 
!ÍÅÒÉÃÁ ÏÎ ÂÅÈÁÌÆ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÁÐÔÅÒȢ (Ï×ÅÖÅÒ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÏ× ÉÔ ȬÐÁÎÎÅÄȭ ÏÕÔȟ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄ to share a 
few thoughts on H-$ȭÓ ÎÅ× ÂÉËÅȢ 

 
&ÉÒÓÔȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÃÕÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÁÓÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ) ×ÁÓ ÁÓËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔ ɀ 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 
ÃÏÍÐÅÔÉÔÉÏÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÔÅÇÏÒÙȢ )ÔȭÓ ÑÕÉÃËȟ ÉÔ ÈÁÎÄÌÅÓ ÂÒÉÌÌÉÁÎÔÌÙ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÓ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÁÄÖÁÎÃÅÄ ÆÅÁÔÕÒÅÓ 
you might expect if you were in the market for such a bike. 
 
The first thing that struck me was the riding ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎ ÉÎ ÃÏÎÔÒÁÓÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÉÇÈÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÉËÅȢ )ȭÍ 
υȭχȱ ÁÎÄ ÌÅÔ ÍÅ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÁÔ ÓÅÅÍÓ Á ÌÏÎÇ ×ÁÙ ÕÐȢ (Ï×ÅÖÅÒȟ ÏÎÃÅ ÏÎ ÂÏÁÒÄȟ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÉÓÅ ÈÏ× 



 

  

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 
ÔÈÅ ÈÏÒÉÚÏÎ ÉÎ ÁÎ ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔ ÉÆ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔȢ /ÕÒ ÈÁÎÄÏÖÅÒ ÒÉÄÅÒ ÆÒÏÍ 3ÈÅÒ×ÏÏÄ ×ÁÓ ÍÙ 
ÇÏÏÄ ÍÁÔÅ -ÁÔÔȟ ×ÈÏ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅ Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÌÅÆÔ ÉÔ ÉÎ 3ÐÏÒÔ ÍÏÄÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȱ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÌÉËÅ ÇÏÏÄ ÔÉÍÅÓ 
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 
ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÔÈÅ 0ÁÎ ÈÁÓ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄȢ )ÔȭÓ ÖÅÒÙ ÓÔÁÂÌÅ ÁÎd feels very sure footed. This is a big 
ÄÅÁÌ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÁÒ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÎÅÅÄ ÃÏÎÆÉÄÅÎÃÅ ÔÏ ÔÉÐ ÉÔ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ÖÅÒÔÉÃÁÌȢ 
Very shortly after setting off I felt comfortable just riding round corners that I would have 
ÓÌÏ×ÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÉÆ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁve 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 
ÇÅÔ ÏÆÆ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÌË ÁÌÏÎÇÓÉÄÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÉËÅ ÁÔ φπÍÐÈȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÃÒÅÅÎ ÉÓ ÁÄÊÕÓÔÁÂÌÅ ÂÕÔ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÐÌÁÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔȟ 
it worked so I left it alone. 
 
/+ȟ ÓÏ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ) ÌÉËÅȩ 
 
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 
ÉÔȭÓ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÂÅȦɊ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÄÉÎÇ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎ ÍÁÙ ×ÅÌÌ ÂÅ ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔȢ 



 

  

Although the motor is a 
performance demon, it feels 
ÖÅÒÙ ÓÔÅÒÉÌÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ Õsed 
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 subjectÉÖÅ ÖÉÅ×Ȣ )ÔȭÓ ÁÌÓÏ ×ÏÒÔÈ 
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. 
 
)ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÉËÅȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) 
ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÄÏȢ )ÔȭÓ ÓÉÍÐÌÙ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔ 
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 
ÅÉÔÈÅÒ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÂÏÕÇÈÔ ÏÎÅ ÏÒ ÐÌÁÃÅÄ ÏÒÄÅÒÓ ÆÏÒ ÄÅÌÉÖÅÒÙȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÃÏÉÎÃÉÄÅÎÃÅȦ 
3Ï ×ÅÌÌ ÄÏÎÅ (ÁÒÌÅÙ $ÁÖÉÄÓÏÎȢ )ÔȭÓ ÂÏÌÄ ÍÏÖÅ ÂÒÅÁËÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ Á ÎÅ× ÍÁÒËÅÔȟ ÐÁÒÔÉÃÕÌÁÒÌy when 
the dominant player is as capable as BMW. So far as I can tell, H-D have ticked all the important 
ÂÏØÅÓ ÆÏÒ ÓÕÃÃÅÓÓȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÓÅÅ ÈÏ× ÔÈÅÙ ÇÏȦ 

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 
ÙÏÕ ÁÌÌȢ )ȭÍ ÇÌÁÄ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ 
carry the baton, that thing is 
big enough to count as a 
pillion!  
 
Jono 
 
 
  



 

  

#ÈÁÒÌÉÅ Ǫ "ÅÒÎȭÓ 0ÉÅ ȬÎȭ -ÁÓÈ .ÉÇÈÔ - Dai 
 
Yes, once again, a goodly number in excess of 24 or so invaded the private 
Ä×ÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÏÆ -Ò Ǫ -ÒÓ 'ÏÒÄÏÎ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅȟ ÎÏ× ÁÎÎÕÁÌ ÅÖÅÎÔ ÏÆȟ 0ÉÅ ȬÎȭ -ÁÓÈ .ÉÇÈÔȢ 
For just a £7.50 donation, the attendees ÅÎÊÏÙÅÄ ÔÅÁȟ ÃÏÆÆÅÅȟ ÐÉÅ ȬÎȭ ÍÁÓÈ ɉÁÎÄ 

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 
ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×ȭÓ ÔÅÁ ɀ which raised an additional £5 for the Club funds. A healthy £117 was raised 
after the cost of the pie, etc was accounted for ɀ Debs had such a smile on her face when Bern 
gave her the nÕÍÂÅÒÓ ÏÎ Á ÓÃÒÁÐ ÐÉÅÃÅ ÏÆ ÐÁÐÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÎȣȦ 
 
) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÆÉÔ ÓÏ ÍÁÎÙ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ Á ÔÁÂÌÅ ÏÒ Ô×Ï ÉÎ Á ÍÏÄÅÒÎ ÄÅÔÁÃÈÅÄ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ "ÕÔ ×Å 
×ÅÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÃÏÍÆÏÒÔÁÂÌÙ ÔÏ ÅÎÊÏÙ ÔÈÅ ÇÏÒÇÅÏÕÓ ÐÉÅ ȬÎȭ ÍÕÓÈÙ ÐÅÁÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÕÐÅÒÂ ÍÁÓÈÅÄ 
potatoes - ÎÏ× ) ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ×ÈÏ ÍÁÄÅ ÔÈÅÍȣȩ 
 
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 ɀ 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. 
"ÕÔ -ÁÒËȭÓ ÌÁÄ ÓÈÏ×ÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÄÏ ÉÔȣȦ 
 
#ÈÁÒÌÉÅ Ǫ "ÅÒÎȭÓ ÈÏÓÐÉÔÁÌÉÔÙ ÅØÔÅÎÄÅÄ ÐÁÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÙÁÒÄÁÒÍ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÌÌ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÅÖÅÎÉÎÇ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÍÏÓÔ 
guests had departed. A late cuppa was enjoyed by one or two. Sampling of the best gin on the 
market ɀ 0ÅÎÄÅÒÙÎȭÓ "ÒÅÃÏÎ 'ÉÎ ɀ 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. 
 
7ÈÁÔ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÅÎÊÏÙÅÄ ÉÍÍÅÎÓÅÌÙȢ )ȭÍ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ×ÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÎÅØÔ ÙÅÁÒȭÓ 0ÉÅ ȬÎȭ 
Mash Night already. 
 
Thanks to our hosts, Charlie & Bernice and to all who came along to make the night a great 
success. 
 
!ÎÄ ÎÏ×ȣ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÈÁÌÆ-ÄÅÃÅÎÔ ÍÁÓÈÅÄ ÐÏÔÁÔÏÅÓȣ 
 
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 ɀ 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 ɀ 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 
ÙÏÕÒ ÌÉËÉÎÇȟ ÓÏ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÔÏÏ ÅÁÇÅÒ ÔÏ ÁÄÄ ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÁÓ ÏÎÃÅ ÉÔ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÄÄÅÄȟ ÉÔ ÃÁÎÎÏÔ ÂÅ 
removed. 
10. !ÎÄ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙȟ ÉÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÁÌÌ ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȟ ÏÐÅÎ Á ÐÁÃËÅÔ ÏÆ Ȭ3ÍÁÓÈȭȢ 
 
 
  



 

  

Rock around the Lochs  ɀ from Bern  

Day 1 

So ÁÔ ÌÁÓÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ #ÈÁÐÔÅÒ ÔÒÉÐ Á×ÁÙ ÉÎ ÏÖÅÒ ρυ ÍÏÎÔÈÓȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÏÆÆ ÔÏ 

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 

ÂÒÉÅÆÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÕÓÕÁÌ ÐÁÐÅÒ×ÏÒËȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÔÁÎÄÓ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÏÆÆ ÏÎ ÓÃÈÅÄÕÌÅȢ 4ÈÅ ×ÅÁÔÈÅÒ ÉÓ Á 

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 

ÆÒÏÍ (ÁÄÒÉÁÎȭÓ 7ÁÌÌȢ 0ÅÔÅ ÈÁÄ ÍÁÄÅ Á ÂÏÏËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÕÓ ÁÌÌ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÐÌÁÎÎÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÒÏÕÔÅȟ ÓÏ ×Å 

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 

Ȱ4ÈÅ #ÒÁÍÐÅÔÓȱ  

4ÏÄÁÙȭÓ ÒÉÄÅȟ ÌÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÂÙ 0ÅÔÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÒÅÌÁÔÉÖÅÌÙ 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 

ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓÌÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÎÏÉÓÙ (ÁÒÌÅÙȭÓȢ  

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 

ÃÏÎÓÅÒÖÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÅÎÓÕÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔȭÓ 

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 

ÂÏÁÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÂÂÑȭÓȢ )Ô ÉÓ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÐÅÁÃÅÆÕÌȟ ÔÒÁÎÑÕil 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 

ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÈÅ ÔÅÌÌÓ ÙÏÕ ÈÅȭÓ "ÒÉÔÉÓh 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 

ÉÎÔÅÒÎÁÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÌÅÖÅÌ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÕÎÄÅÒ ρψȭÓȢ (Å ÈÁÓ ÈÁÄ ÏÎÅ 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 

ÑÕÁÌÉÔÙȢ !ÌÁÎ ÉÓ ÁÌÓÏ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÁÃÃÏÍÐÌÉÓÈÅÄ ȰÃÈÉÐÐÉÅȱ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÍÁÄÅ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÂÌÅÓȟ ÃÈÁÉÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÂÁÒ 

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 

ÈÁÖÅ ÈÁÄ Á ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌ ÓÔÁÙ ÁÔ 4ÈÅ "ÌÁÃË "ÕÌÌ ÁÎÄ ×Å ÈÏÐÅ ÉÔ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ 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 

ÎÏ× Á ÐÕÂ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ 4ÈÅ 3ÌÁÎÊȢ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÉÓ ÂÕÔ ÁÐÐÁÒÅÎÔÌÙ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ ÓÌÁÎÊ ÉÓ 3ÃÏÔÔÉÓÈ ÆÏÒ 

ȰÃÈÅÅÒÓȱ ÏÒ ÔÏ ȰÒÁÉÓÅ Á ÇÌÁÓÓȱȢ 4ÈÅ Ï×ÎÅÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÒÕÎ ÉÔ 4ÏÍ ÁÎÄ (ÁÙÌÅÙȟ ÁÒÅ ÁÌÓÏ ÖÅÒÙ 

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 

ÔÈÅ ÔÁÐÓ ÆÏÒ Á ×ÈÉÌÅ ×Å ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙ ÈÏÔ ×ÁÔÅÒȢ 7Å ÒÁÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÃÅÐÔÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÁÆÔÅÒ Á 

ÓÈÏÒÔ ×ÁÉÔ ÁÎ ÅÎÇÉÎÅÅÒ ÃÏÍÅÓ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÎÅÅÄÓ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÌÌÅÁÇÕÅȭÓ ÈÅÌÐ ÓÏ ÈÅ 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 

ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÓÏÒÔÅÄȢ 3ÁÄÌÙ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅ ÈÁÓ ÉÓÓÕÅÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÒÏÏÍÓ ÔÏÏ ×ÈÅÔÈÅÒ ÉÔȭÓ 

ÔÏÏ ÓÍÁÌÌȟ ÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÏ×ÅÒ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÒÉÃËÌÅÓ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÄ ÅÖÅÎ ÐÏÏÒ $ÁÉ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÕÐ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÓÈÏ×ÅÒ 

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 

ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙ ÈÏÔ ×ÁÔÅÒ ÂÕÔ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÃÏÍÐÌÁÉÎÉÎÇ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÔÅÌ ÇÁÖÅ ÕÓ ÁÃÃÅÓÓ ÔÏ 

a vacant room so as we can use thÅ ÂÁÔÈÒÏÏÍ ÆÏÒ Á ÓÈÏ×ÅÒȢ )ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÉÄÅÁÌ ÂÕÔ ×Å ÁÒÅ ÈÏÐÅÆÕÌ 

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 

suffiÃÅ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ 0ÏÒÔÓÏÎÁÃÈÁÎ ÈÁÓ ÎÏ× ÂÅÅÎ ÒÅÎÁÍÅÄ Ȱ&Á×ÌÔÙ 4Ï×ÅÒÓȱȢ 

Day 4 

!ÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÉÎ ÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÔÅÌ ÈÁÖÅ 3ÃÏÔÔÉÓÈ ÎÁÍÅÓ ÓÏ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÓÏ ÅÁÓÙ ÔÏ ÎÁÖÉÇÁÔÅ 

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

Ȱ7ÁÌÌÁÃÅȱ  ÒÏÏÍ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÇÉÖÅÎ ÔÈÅ ËÅÙ ÔÏ ÓÏ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÓÈÏ×ÅÒ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ 

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 ֿאל︠פֿכ , 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 anÄ ÍÁÒÍÁÌÁÄÅȭÓȟ ÂÕÔÔÅÒ ÐÁÔÓ ÁÎÄ Á ÌÁÒÇÅ ÂÒÏ×Î ÓÏÕÒÄÏÕÇÈ ÌÏÁÆȢ 

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

bacon, sausage or eggs. ΠΡΣ . 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 ×ÉÔÈ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÏÄÁÙȭÓ ÒÉÄÅ ÏÕÔȢ  

4ÏÄÁÙ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÇÅÔ ÔÏ ȰÒÏÃË ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ,ÏÃÈÓȱ ÁÎÄ $ÁÉ ÉÓ ÌÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÕÓ ÆÏÒ Á ÓÌÉÇÈÔÌÙ 

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 

ÈÁÖÅ Á ÒÅÁÌ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÄÅ ÌÏÁÄ ÉÓ Á ÈÕÇÅ ÌÏÒÒÙ ÔÒÁÎÓÐÏÒÔÉÎÇ Á ÍÏÂÉÌÅ ÈÏÍÅȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏw 

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 difficÕÌÔ ÔÏ ÁÃÃÅÓÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÏÒÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÃÁÓÔÌÅȭÓ 

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 

ÉÓ "ÒÉÔÁÉÎȭÓ ÔÁÌÌÅÓÔ ÍÏÕÎÔÁÉÎȢ  4ÈÅ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÁÒÅÁ 

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 

ÔÈÅ ÒÏÁÄ ÆÒÏÍ .ÅÐÔÕÎÅȭÓ 3ÔÁ)ÒÃÁÓÅȢ !ÆÔÅÒ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÅÎÊÏÙÁÂÌÅ ÌÕÎÃÈ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÔÈ "ÅÎ .ÅÖÉÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 

ÂÁÃËÇÒÏÕÎÄ ×Å ÄÅÃÉÄÅ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ Á ×ÁÌË ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÒÉÅÓ ÏÆ ÌÏÃËÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÏÒÍ .ÅÐÔÕÎÅȭÓ 

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 

ρπππ ÆÅÅÔ ÁÂÏÖÅ ÓÅÁ ÌÅÖÅÌȢ 0ÁÒÔÌÙ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÃÅÎÉÃ ÑÕÁÌÉÔÉÅÓȟ ÏÆ ÎÁÔÕÒÅ ÔÒÁÉÌÓ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÔÅÒÆÁÌÌÓȟ 

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. ЙКЛМНО . 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 

ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÒÖÉÃÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÏÏ ÂÁÄ ÅÉÔÈÅÒ ÁÓ ÉÔ ÃÁÎ ÂÅ Á ÂÉÔ ÈÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÍÉÓÓȢ 7ÅȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÇÒÅÁÔ 



 

  

ÄÁÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÓÔ ÃÏÁÓÔ ÏÆ 3ÃÏÔÌÁÎÄȟ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÁÔÈÅÒ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ ËÉÎÄ ÔÏ ÕÓȟ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÓÅÅÎ 

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 

ÏÆ Á ÃÈÉÌÌ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒȢ "ÕÔ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ×Å ÁÒÅ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÓÅÔ ÏÆÆ ÏÎ ÔÏÄÁÙȭÓ ÒÉÄÅ ÏÕÔ ÉÔ ÉÓ ÓÈÏ×ÉÎÇ ÓÉÇÎÓ 

ÏÆ ÂÒÉÇÈÔÅÎÉÎÇ ÕÐȢ !ÎÎÉ ÉÓ ÌÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÔÏÄÁÙȭÓ ÒÉÄÅ ×ÈÉÃÈ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ 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, 

ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÃÏÆÆÉÎ ÌÉËÅȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ ×ÅÌÄÅÄ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÁÐÐÅÁÒÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÌÌ ÖÅÒÙ Ȱ(ÅÁÔÈ 2ÏÂÉÎÓÏÎȱȢ 

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 

ÐÌÁÓÔÉÃ Ȱ .ÅÓÓÉÅȱȢ .  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 

,ÏÃÈ ÖÉÅ× ÌÏÄÇÅ ÆÏÒ ÐÒÅ ÄÉÎÎÅÒ ÄÒÉÎËÓ ÁÎÄ ÎÉÂÂÌÅÓȟ ÆÒÏÍ φÐÍ ÏÎ×ÁÒÄÓȢ  7Å ÃÈÅÃË ÔÈÅ ȰÈÏÔ 

×ÁÔÅÒ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎȱ ÁÓ ÓÏÏÎ ÁÓ ÇÅÔ ÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÎÏ ÃÈÁÎÇÅȟ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÎÏ ÈÏÔ ×ÁÔÅÒȢ 7Å ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÏ 

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 

ÂÁÔÈÒÏÏÍ ÆÁÃÉÌÉÔÉÅÓȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÔÈ ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÁÌÌ ÏÕÒ ÓÔÕÆÆ ÆÏÒ ÊÕÓÔ ρ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÓÏ ×Å ÊÕÓÔ ÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ 

shower which I might add was only just warm .  


