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Editors waffle….. 
 

 
 

Hi All 
 
I hope you are all well. 
 
Welcome to the last edition of the Imp for 2024 and what a year it has 
been. Despite us all moaning about the weather, I have been reliably 
informed that hardly any rides were postponed or cancelled this year 
due to the weather – result! 
 
Whilst the riding has just about finished for the year, there are a few 
trips for you to look back on in this edition including some 
international(ish) write ups with a couple of trips to Wales, a trip to 
Scotland and a fantastic trip to France for you to peruse. Again, many 
thanks to everyone who has sent in contributions. 
 
A particular highlight of the year has to be our very own Concursum 
rally. It was a fantastic weekend and some of the outfits on the Friday 
night were amazing and creepy in equal measure. Our cover star clown 
in particular was rather chilling…. Details of next years’ rally are 
available now and included in this edition. It is filling up quickly so 
please get booked in if you want to join in the fun. 
 
You may or may not have noticed (probably not I 
guess) but we are saying goodbye to our old friend 
Throttulus Maximus and using our new logo, the 
centurion helmet in all future publications. Goodbye 
old friend….. 
 
Finally, I wouldn’t be doing my job properly if I didn’t put a call out to 
you all to send in write ups, stories or anything else you think should be 
include in the magazine. I know I always say this, but particularly over 
the winter months, when the ride write ups have dried up, it would be 
great to get some different articles to publish in the next edition.  
Also, this is the Chapter magazine for Chapter members so please let me 
have any feedback about the magazine and other ideas about what you 
would like to see in it.  
 
Look forward to seeing you all soon. 
Cathy 
 



  

  

Greetings & Salutations 
      …from Paul Redhead, Chapter 

Director 
 

 
Well what a fantastic year it has been. I just want to take this 
opportunity to say thank you to each and every one of you for 
your contributions throughout the year. Our committee have all 
worked very hard to organise things so a massive thanks go to 
them as well as well. 
 
Everything we have done this year has been very well attended. 
From ride outs to activities, everything has been really well 
supported and as usual, the Concursum Rally was a major success. 
 
Of course, it’s not just the rides and activities, our members have been very generous in raising 
money for charities such as Prostate cancer and of course the Easter eggs and Christmas 
presents provided for the wonderful residents of Blair House.  
 
Speaking of charities, just a reminder that Liz is still taking donations of bras and helmets to 
send to those who are in need so if you have any items to donate, please remember to bring 
them along to club night. 
 
I have to say I am really proud of what the chapter has achieved this year.  We feel like a very 
family orientated chapter. A small group but very close knit. Friendships are made to last in 
our chapter. 
 
I need to give a big shout out to Dai and Pete for coming to the ROC directors meeting with me. 
Obviously Dai updated everyone at the recent club meeting and it does seem that Vicky has a 
lot of plans and ideas which will hopefully improve things for all H.O.G. members. 
 
Cathy has included details of the benefits we are all entitled to as members of H.O.G. in this 
edition– as a fan of discounts/money off offers, it’s always good to know if I can get anything 
cheaper than advertised! 
 
Hope everyone’s looking forward to the Xmas party and next year’s activities and rides, some 
of which the lovely Tracy announced at the club meeting including our annual skittles event 
and a ghost walk for the new year along with our start of year breakfast meet up. 
2024 has been a good one – lets build on it in 2025. 
 
 

Keep safe, Paul 



	

	 	

…And	Another	Thing…	
						…by	Dai	Gunter,	Assistant	Director	

	

Well	the	AGM	has	come	and	gone,	as	well	as	the	
HOG	ROC	(Regional	Officer	Connection)	event	in	

Preston,	or	Blackburn	–	well	it	was	in	the	middle	of	nowhere,	just	off	
the	M65	actually,	and	spread	across	two	hotels	due	to	the	event	
being	over-subscribed	(which	was	a	good	thing	–	the	
oversubscription	that	is,	not	the	split	across	two	hotels).	If	you	want	
to	find	out	what	was	said	at	the	ROC,	you’ll	have	to	join	us	at	the	
November	Club	Night	(unless	it’s	gone	already	by	the	time	you	read	
this,	in	which	case	you’ll	need	to	stop	me	and	buy	one…!).	
	

Apart	from	a	couple	of	rides/events,	this	year’s	season	is	all	but	done	and	many	of	you	will	
have	begun	your	Christmas	shopping	–	by	the	way,	if	you’re	wondering	what’s	on	top	of	my	
Christmas	list,	I’ve	been	very,	very	good,	it’s	a	new	Street	Glide	–	I	can	but	hope…!	As	I	type,	the	
IBCC	Remembrance	Sunday	Service	is	just	a	few	weeks	away,	then	it’ll	be	the	annual	Christmas	
pilgrimage	to	Blair	House	and	then,	wait	for	it,	the	Christmas	Party	at	the	Oaklands	Hotel	–	it’s	
a	sell-out	and	it’s	going	to	be	a	corker.	
	

This	year’s	Concursum	was	the	best	so	far.	The	weather	stayed	fine	for	us,	the	music	was	great,	
the	ride-out	was	spot	on	and	the	feedback	from	those	attending	was	so	positive	that	we’ve	
already	had	booking	reservations	for	half	the	places	at	next	year’s	rally.	What	can	I	say?	Less	
than	half	of	our	members	come	along	to	support	our	own	rally	and	yet	we	sell	out;	if	you’re	one	
of	the	half	that	didn’t	join	in	the	fun	this	year,	then	make	the	extra	effort	to	come	to	next	year’s	
rally,	but	be	quick	and	book	your	place	as	demand	is	high	and	we	will	sell	all	the	rooms/rally	
tickets	early.	
	

Can	you	believe	it...?	I	have	washed	(and	polished)	the	bike	four	times	this	year,	at	this	rate	I’ll	
be	getting	a	reputation.	And	the	very	day	I	thought	all	my	cleaning	efforts	would	be	thwarted,	
the	Ride	to	the	Wall	was	a	sunny	(but	cool)	day	and	those	of	us	who	joined	the	7000	or	so	
bikes	for	this	year’s	RTTW	event	remained	dry	(and	the	bikes	clean).	This	year’s	RTTW	had	a	
differing	vibe,	perhaps	it	was	the	number	of	attendees,	or	maybe	the	weather,	but	once	
everyone	gathered	for	the	service,	our	thoughts	went	to	those	who	gave	all.	After	the	service	
we	sat	and	let	the	head-down-arse-up	brigade	battle	their	way	out	of	the	car-park	whilst	we	
enjoyed	a	coffee	and	watched	the	Lancaster	fly-by	several	time	at	low	altitude	overhead.	Did	
you	know	that	so	far,	the	RTTW	has	raised	more	than	£1.66m	for	the	NMA	and	its	charities?		
	

Some	of	us	joined	our	resident	tour	guide,	Geordie	Jeff,	on	a	bus	tour	around	the	City	of	
Lincoln.	I’ve	lived	here	for	36	years	and	thought	I	was	knowledgeable	about	the	1000-year-old	
colony,	but	like	so	many	others	on	the	upper	deck	of	the	open-top	bus,	we	learned	quite	a	bit	
from	Jeff.	There	is	one	thing	I	must	warn	you	though	if	you	are	thinking	of	taking	the	tour,	Jeff’s	
jokes	are	pretty	bad…!	Just	kidding	Jeff.	The	craic	made	us	groan,	some	made	us	laugh	as	we	sat	
in	the	sun-drenched	bus	for	an	hour	as	we	toured	the	city.	
	

Anyway,	enough	rambling	from	me,	enjoy	the	rest	of	the	magazine	–	isn’t	Cathy	doing	a	fine	
job?	Keep	safe	and	remember	–	if	you’re	getting	me	a	present	for	Christmas,	it’s	the	CVO	
model…!	

Dai	



 

  

Safety Officer Musings….. 
Gaz Sowter 

 
 

What Makes A Good Rider? 
The qualities of a safe and competent rider are: 
• Critical and honest self-awareness and understanding of your 

personal characteristics, attitudes and behaviour that are 
necessary for safe riding. 

• Taking action to keep identified risks to a minimum. 
• Awareness of your own limitations and those of the machine on the 

road. 
• Awareness of the risks inherent in particular road and traffic situations. 
• Concentration and good observation. 
• Continually matching the machine’s direction and speed to the changing conditions. 
• Skilful use of machine controls. 
 
Your vulnerability as a rider.. 
Riding a motorcycle doesn’t increase your risk of collision compared to driving a car, but for 
riders the outcomes tend to be more severe. Motorcyclists are 65 times more likely to be killed 
in a collision that car drivers! Some reasons explaining this are: 
• No protective shell around you. 
• Most riders think they are safer and more skilful than the average rider. 
• Riding safety is not an add-on-extra, it must be built into the way you ride. 
• Riding in poor weather increases risk. 
• Returning to riding – formal training can help reduce risk. 
 
The most common causes of crashes are: 
 
• Driver/rider failed to look properly. Often referred to as SMIDSY, meaning,  

Sorry Mate, I didn’t see you. 
• Inappropriate speed for circumstance. 
• Driver/rider misjudged the other person’s path or speed. 
• Loss of control. 
• Driver/rider careless, reckless or in a hurry. 
• Poor turn or manoeuvre. 
 
Help reduce the risk 
Develop awareness of your personal vulnerability by looking at the four levels of riding risk set 
out in the European Goals for Driver Education (GDE) are: 
• Human factors that affect your riding . 
• The purpose and context of your journey. 
• Traffic situations. 
• Machine and machine control. 
 



 

  

Carmarthen capers – the Oak Tree Rally, June 2024 
Chris Bourne 

 

And so it came to pass that we packed up 
the bike on a bright sunny but breezy June morning and 
headed south for Lincoln. The ‘breeze’ soon turned into 
strong gusty wind nowhere more apparent than when we 
crossed the Humber Bridge with me wresting the bike at 
what seemed like an impossible angle for a straight line – 
probably the most horrendous crossing of the Humber 
Bridge I’ve ever done. Great start.. 

 
The initial group comprised of Dai, Pete and Tracy, Cathy and 
myself assembled at the Windmill Farm and after a coffee or 
two, we set off for the Friendly Farmer services at Newark 
where Kev Taylor would be waiting. The strong wind we’d 
encountered earlier thankfully turned less mad the further 
south we rode. 
With Dai leading, we were soon at Newark and found Kev 
already waiting with helmet on and stand up so with barely a 
foot down, the four bikes set off southwest in the general 
direction of South Wales and Carmarthen – home to Merdynn 
of Arthurian legend – Merlin to us non-Welsh. 
Bizarrely, the Oak Tree Rally patch bears a striking 
resemblance to Dai wielding what appears to be a large tyre 
iron and a Street Glide manual..  

 
Could it be that Merlin is actually alive and well and rides a blue Harley?  

 
Leaving the A46 at the Saxondale junction for 
the A52 we skirted around south Nottingham  
and picked up the A42. We took a quick stop at 
Tamworth services for one of those ‘essential’ 
visits important for persons of a certain age 
and continued onto the M42. The M42 became 
the M5 and with a distance of about 250 miles 
to do that day, it was the right thing to do to get 
some miles under the wheels, but it felt good to 
leave the motorways behind when we stopped 
for lunch at the Barn Owl pub on the outskirts 
of Worcester. 

 
Setting off again we took the A4103 to Hereford then the A438 towards Hay-on-Wye and the 
Welsh border. Along this road there came from nowhere a massive noise causing us to be 
looking all around to see what it was – with that, a Hercules-type transport plane passed loudly 



 

  

over our heads at what seemed 
like house roof height which was 
quite alarming. We immediately 

slowed for the curiously named 
village of Three Cocks, and I couldn’t 

help smiling at the thought that it was a good job there 
were four of us.. Further mirth could be heard from 
my wife on the passenger seat as we passed a sign 
advertising the Three Cocks show.. Enough of the 
schoolboy humour. 
On the Brecon by-pass we paused briefly in a layby – 
for convenience of course.  

 
The further we had travelled into Wales, the number 
of times we saw Red Kite increased big time. Due to 
persecution, kite were all but extinct in the UK around 
100 years ago but through breeding and re-
introduction programmes, they are now seen in 
numerous parts of the country and I think they are a 
sight to behold. Sure, there were a few buzzards here 
and there but we seemed to see one of these beautiful 
raptors every couple of miles on the A40 for the rest 
of the journey to Carmarthen – I’ve never seen so 

many on just one journey. Closet Twitcher.. 
 
A slight directional hiccup on the very last roundabout in the town split the group but as it 
turned out we were only a couple of hundred yards from our destination, the Ivy Bush Hotel, 
and on pulling into the car park we were greeted by our friends Chalkie and Eleri White on 
their home patch for a change and the Black Mountains Director Mike Morris and his wife 
Alison. Also good to see there already was Steve and Bonny Wallis who had travelled down in 
stages a day before. 
The car park was effectively a bike park with a nice collection of Harley bikes and trikes. At this 
point it was only right and proper that we had beer immediately after checking in and 
dumping the luggage in the rooms. With the beer priority ticked off, there was just enough 
time for a shower and fresh clothes before heading for the function room for tea, or dinner 
depending on how posh you are. The room was well done out in Orange and Black, tables 
nicely set, named place settings, well sorted!! There was even a Road Glide on the dance floor – 
more of that later.. 
Nice meal, music, no real queues for drinks at the two bars meant the evening was going very 
well and later on was the ‘turn’ – Meat Loaf - or at least a tribute act.. You can never please 
everyone of course and I have to say that the music of Mr Loaf is not at the top of my list of 
favourites. In addition, the real Meat has a very distinctive voice and stage presence so I was 
not expecting miracles from the act, however, over his two sessions, he belted out a load of 
very familiar songs in a really creditable performance – even waving the regulation hanky 
around too. Or maybe he had a cold.. Such was the performance that the room was soon 
jumping with 80-odd HD-types singing along – good stuff!  



 

  

From arrival at the hotel there were plenty of opportunities to buy raffle 
tickets with the draw to be made on Saturday night however one of our 
number thought it would be a ‘good idea’ if Steve Wallis ‘won’ the 

aforementioned Road Glide on the dance floor… It turned out that the bike 
belonged to a certain Mr Morris and was there merely as part of the 

decorations, but Bonny wasn’t deterred, and a quick photo shoot staged the lucky Mr Wallis 
receiving the nights’ major raffle prize. Merely taking photo alone wasn’t enough and further 
entertainment was planned in the form of sending said photos to Mr Barry Seed to see how far 
the fake news would travel. Barry didn’t disappoint and there was much excitement at the 
remote end – so much so that Barry sent a very early morning message to Charlie G to tell him 
the good news. As it later turned out, Steve had an attack of conscience and confessed to Barry 
that morning in order to prevent further bloodshed.. Anyway, a great evening was had by all 

and further drinking followed after Mr 
Meat, the DJ and seemingly most other folk 
had headed off for bed. With sensible heads 
on, we didn’t make it too late a finish as we 
needed to be up, fed and on the bikes for the 
Saturday ride-out without hangovers. 
 We rose to a pleasant dry morning and 
after a great breakfast, it was a case of get 
outside and ready for stands-up. After the 
usual briefing and pre-ride prayer, around 
50 bikes and trikes set off through the quiet 
(until we got there!) Carmarthen streets. On 
leaving town we set off on the road we had 

arrived on and rode the twenty-odd miles back to Llandeilo from where the ride took us 
through plenty of other villages beginning ‘Ll’ and onto single track roads heading into the 
mountains.  

 
There was a great deal of ‘going up’ and we found our way onto the MOD Sennybridge training 
area in the Brecon Beacons – slightly worrying was the sound of distant gunshots but 
somehow they missed and we all survived. Stopping at a really high point in the apparent 
middle of nowhere for ‘a stretch’ (you know what I’m saying) gave views for miles around in 
most directions but we were soon back on the bikes again with a lot of ‘going downwards’ and 
picked up the A40 once again at the village of Trecastle. Just a couple of miles further brought 
us to Sennybridge services – a small filling station with a café – for fuel, coffee, toilets again and 
the ride virtually filled all the available parking space. After 40 mins or so we were off again 
continuing on the A40 before turning south at Brecon onto the A470 and the Brecon Beacons 
National Park area. At the lovely Beacons reservoir, we turned onto the A4059 and headed up 
(and up..) through semi-suicidal sheep country and to the head of the Rhondda valley. Taking 
the road through the Rhondda Fawr, we rode south through villages with er, difficult names 
(for a Yorkshireman) until hitting the M4 a few miles west of Caerdydd (Cardiff) and the land 
of The Stereophonics and Budgie. And Dame Shirley, of course. It was then a 30-mile motorway 
blast west passing Bridgend, Port Talbot (and Neath, Dai!) before turning off for Gorseinon and 
Swansea HD. Whilst the ride had been dry, it had been consistently overcast however on 
arrival at the dealership, the sun finally came out! It’s a sign!!  



 

  

There was a hog roast, 
chance to get a coffee or 
similar and the obligatory 

scope around all the HD 
merch – never miss the chance to 

grab another tee!  
After an hour or so, we were all fed, watered and 
emptied so it was stands-up once again and 
headed off along the lovely road alongside the 
Burry Inlet giving views across to the Gower 
Peninsular. The route followed the coast through 
Llanelli before turning to north at Burry Port 
and roughly following the River Towy back 
towards Carmarthen.  
However just a handful of miles from our destination, traffic came to a complete standstill.  
 

After some time of going nowhere a discussion was had 
between Road Crew and the trike riders who were unable to 
filter through static traffic and a decision was taken to move the 
ride on through what became absolute gridlock in Carmarthen 
town. On arriving back at the hotel, we heard the traffic was 
due to a hot-air ballon gathering near the town although others 
suggested that it was always like that on Saturdays.. Somehow, 
all riders arrived back safely and into the bar for some well-
earned beers. Pete and Tracy were joined by some old friends 
who live not too far away for a catch-up. It had been a great 
ride, well marshalled, great scenery – about 150 miles in all – 
and hugely enjoyable apart from the traffic bedlam at the end. 
Events then took a similar line to the previous evening so after 
a few beers it was time to get cleaned up and into the function 
room again for the meal.   

 
 
Once again, a very nice meal was served up then it was the DJ and 
the nights’ ‘turn’. At this point we became aware that something 
was going on outside and went to investigate. We were greeted by 
the sight of quite a few hot-air balloons passing at low altitude 
slowly over the hotel before fading from view into the relatively 
low cloud and gathering dusk. Something you don’t see every day 
but perhaps gave an answer to all the traffic we had encountered 
earlier.. 
 
 
 
 

 



 

  

The turn this time was a Neil Diamond tribute and no, he didn’t do Sweet 
Caroline (bah, bah, baaa!) as an encore – it was just part of the set – but it 
did get everyone singing again apart from Pete..  

It was another 2-set show but in the second set Neil Diamond became Neil 
Billy Joel, Neil Tom Jones or Neil Anyoneyoulike as he invited requests from the 

now beer-fuelled audience which I thought was really brave. Whatever you think of the guy’s 
music, he gave a pretty polished performance - 
credit where it’s due.  
Respect goes out to Activities Officers everywhere 
as it occurred to me that trying to choose acts that 
fit different audiences’ tastes must be a nightmare!  
Between the sets, Mike Morris got on the mic to 
give some words of thanks to BM Chapter members 
and Road Crew for organising a great rally and of 
course to all those attending. There was also the 
raffle draw which seemed to be won mostly by our 
Mr Gunter and a guy from Deva Legion who must 
have walked quite a distance with all the back and 
forth to collect their prizes! Not a Road Glide to be 
seen tonight though Barry.. 
 

After Mr Diamond had finished it seemed 
most people drifted away from the main 
room and our Lindum group were about the 
last to leave again – only adjourning to the 
bar area for more beer though. Since entering 
Wales I had amused myself wrestling with 
unpronounceable names as we passed towns, 
villages and those brown signs showing 
places of interest. Many were non-starters. I 
broached the subject with Dai who 
endeavoured to enlighten me with Welsh 
history and pronunciation, how some letters 
or combinations of letters are not what they 
appear and indeed, some English letters that 

don’t actually exist in Cymru. I was encouraged to try presumably for his own entertainment as 
well as that of Chalkie and Eleri who were more than happy to join in, but it mostly came out 
from me as ‘speaking in tongues’. Despite their best efforts, I’m not sure I’ll become a Cymraeg 
speaker any time soon. Thanks guys, I enjoyed that, but I blame all the beer and the fact that it 
was now past midnight, and I had somehow managed to get through the whole day without a 
nap. Some of you know I do naps. I must have enjoyed myself very much, but it was time to 
turn in. 

 
Despite a late (for us!) night we were up and about reasonably early in order to get packed up 
and the bikes loaded before breakfast. Following feeding time, we said our thanks and 
farewells – Steve and Bonny were staying on a day or two more - and our four bikes headed off 



 

  

east for home. The route back through Wales took the A40 as on the 
journey down but now continued from Brecon on a lovely route taking in 
Abergavenny, Monmouth and Ross-on-Wye before hitting the M50 to put 

some miles on. 
At Ross however, four bikes became three. As we’d set off, Kev stated that he’d 

need to fill up on the first third of the ride but after a couple of opportunities it seemed things 
had turned more urgent and Kev peeled off for fuel with the intention of rejoining us at a pub a 
short distance ahead. The rest of us found it to be closed and as we left to find an alternative, 
Kev passed us going in the other direction, presumed we’d taken the motorway, and we were 
unfortunately split for the remainder of the ride. Stuff happens.. 
After a coffee stop it was motorway riding back through the Midlands with an intention to stop 
again at Donnington Services. The ride was pretty uneventful although there were miles of 
road works from one side of Birmingham to the other which made for slow going but there 
was an extremely too-close-for-comfort incident on the M42 where Dai in lane 2 was almost 
hit by a car pulling in from lane 3. How it missed him I’ll never know but there was much 
shouting of what sounded like some magical incantation and had that been a thunderbolt flying 
from his raised clenched fist..? Hmm.  I’ve never seen Dai and Merlin in the same room, so you 
never know… 
Following a quick bite to eat at Donnington, we passed south of Nottingham once again and 
picked up the A46 back to Lincoln where Dai waved us a farewell. Pete and Tracy continued 
with us up the A15 and turned east for home with a wave at Caenby Corner. By the time we 
had crossed the Humber and reached home we had done 300 miles that day and a proper cup 
of northern tea was required. 
All in all, it was a great well-run rally with top company and one we’d certainly recommend 
and do again. I’ll even practice the lingo too.. 
Many thanks go to ride leader Merl..er, Dai for taking us on some lovely erm, spellbinding 
roads. 
 
 

 
 



 

  

Cirencester Rally – bed hopping & key swapping… 
Bonny Wallis 

 

We had a sunny ride down to the Convergence Rally with a great lunch stop 
Once we had our room, we got a quick shower, changed and it was time for a drink.  
The first evening dinner, plenty of drinks and a great band all made for a great night. 

 
After breakfast we had one of the best rides at The 
Convergence, travelling along wonderful roads 
through breathtaking scenery and lovely villages. 
There were people everywhere waving it was great 
see. 
 
Then we went back to the Royal Agriculture College 
for a Hog Roast, fitting a quick shower in first. 
 
 

 
Us LC ladies met up for a bit of axe throwing and different 
games before going to the LOH meeting where we were all 
treated to Prosecco, strawberries, melted chocolate and 
marshmallows(wow), origami and a lovely pass the parcel. 
Hogsback LOH well done!!! 
Meeting up with the men of LC we had drinks and time for 
more food! Then Jenga (ouch Pete – see picture…).  
Time for the Band and party night 
 
The rally was going really well until Saturday night at 
11.45pm. We were just in bed and a loud knocking and a shout 
of "Security open up ".  I told Steve to tell them to P*** o** as I 
assumed it would be one of our lot messing about, 
but we then more banging on the door and we heard Annie 
shout as well as the Security guard. 
 
Steve switched the light on and opened the door, not noticing the water coming from the light 
switch and running down the wall. We were told to pack and we would be moved to another 
room. When we had packed the water was coming down the stairs and off the ceiling.  
It wasn’t just us either. Annie & Jono had been taken to an alternative room and we sat outside 
dressed and all our luggage on the wall. Ingrid and Pete arrived as we were waiting and 
Security said they would keep checking if they were safe. Deb & Barry were moved at 
midnight, but poor Ingrid and Pete were woken at 4.30am! 
 
Fortunately it was all sorted in the end with a bit compensation. 
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• Across 
• 1. Pussy in the middle of an American traffic offence 
• 5. A small chicken perhaps 
• 7. British maker of an elite soldier without underwear 
• 10. Very popular American/Scottish combination (6,8) 
• 12. Abbreviated honey for the District Attorney 
• 13. Short endearment for Suzanne split by our nation 
• 14. The brainy computer system reversed behind the fourth month 

 

• Down 
• 2. Crazy Horse was one 
• 3. Without a striker to light a fire 
• 4. Singer Tunstall lends her initials to the Roman 1k for this Austrian 

manufacturer 
• 6. British first family living in a London suburb (5,7) 
• 8. Bike maker of a model named after Salt Flats in Utah 
• 9. Japanese make of a Spy and not an air-fryer 
• 11. Edible tuber for a Norwegian pop group 

 

Answers on the back page

The Motorbike Crossword



 

  

Tour De France 
Deb Sowter 

 
 

Day 1 Sat 13 July 
At the crack of dawn, we get up to a beautiful summer’s days. Oh 
wait, no we don’t, it looks like blummin November outside. We set 
off at approx. 9.45am with the sky full of dark clouds above us and 
approx. 14 C, quick fuel stop, and we are on our way. 
A pretty noneventful ride down to Folkstone apart from one idiot 
in a car that decided to come into our lane on the motorway. With a 
honk on the horn and a few hand gestures we continue to our 
hotel. Several hours later we arrive, quick change and a bite to eat 
in the pub opposite our Premier Inn. By 9.30 we’re in bed. PARTY ANIMALS. 

 
Day 2 Sun 14 July 
Another early start, this time there is sunshine, to get to Le 
Shuttle which is about 10 mins from our hotel. Coffee and 
bacon butty devoured, we pull into the train carriage. We 
arrive in France to blue skies about 35 minutes later. After 
hours on the motorway and a few comfort stops later, we pull 
into Le Mans and still the sun shone. Showered and changed 
we have a steady stroll into the city, exploring the old town 
and it did not disappoint. Amazing old buildings and the 
cathedral was stunning. We grab a beer next to the cathedral 
and then walk back into the center for some grub. 2 hours and 
an amazing meal later we had back to out hotel, pick up some 
beers from the bar and settle down to watch England lose the 
EURO’s. Never mind lads there’s always next time …… 
 

 
Day 3 Mon 15 July 
Today’s destination is La Rochelle for 2 nights. We skip breakfast 
as we decided to grab some thing on route. As yesterday was all 
toll roads and motorways, which is great for munching up the 
miles but a bit boring, Gaz has planned a route avoiding these. It 
added about another hour to the journey, but was a much more 
scenic route, taking in some very pretty towns and villages along 
the way. Couple of hours in and we’re ready for a break, when 
we come across a little bar/ restaurant in a small village we were 
passing through. We pull up for a much-needed coffee and toilet 
break before we set off again for another 2 hours, when we 
arrive in La Rochelle, which is a stunning, very old Knights 
Templar port. Quick change and we set off to explore this 
beautiful city. 



 

  

The hotel is about a ten-minute steady stroll into the city which is home to 
some amazing old buildings, churches and towers all made from stone. We 
found a lovely restaurant along the harbor and the head waitress who 

spoke very good English asked about our trip. Her boss, who was at the side 
of her, asked her to ask Gaz how is ass was after the long trip. It appeared to 

amuse all the waiting staff when Gaz announced it was sore. 
Another lovely meal devoured, and the “jetlag” kicked in, so we made our way back to our 
hotel and crashed out. 
 
Day 4 Tues 16 July 
Bit of a lay in this morning, when I woke up, Gaz was 
nowhere to be seen, 20 minutes later he turned up 
announcing he had been for a run. WEIRDO!!! 
Downstairs for breakfast and then we set off to explore more 
of this fabulous city. 10 hours and 15 miles of walking later, 
we had walked along the prom that went for miles, had a 
paddle in the sea, found a lovely park which had birds, goats, 
horses, peacocks etc. in it. Visited numerous bars, the market 
and eventually ended up in a quaint restaurant in the city 
centre to replenish the hundreds of calories we had burnt up 
on our mammoth exploration. 
 
Day 5 Wed 17 July 
Another breakfast and the bike loaded up, we depart La Rochelle (which we had both fallen in 
love with) and make our way to the gite in the Dordogne which would be our home for a few 
days R & R. 

Again, we chose the scenic route, and it was well worth it. The roads 
were great, the more miles we went the more beautiful the scenery. 
We drove alongside fields of sunflowers, then they became fields of 
grape vines with a few fabulous roads through forests. At approx. 
3pm we pulled up for refreshment as we couldn’t get into the gite 
until 4pm. As we weren’t far away, we called into a local 
boulangerie (baker to you and me) grabbed some food and found a 
grassy bank to sit on and eat our purchases. Slice of pizza for Gaz 
and cake for me …..Obviously. 
Fully replenished we arrive at the gite, which is about 5 minutes out 
of town, and it is absolutely beautiful. An old barn with 3-foot-thick 
stone walls, cool tile and wooden floors, old beams and a very 
inviting private pool. But first we must unpack and get down to the 
supermarket for supplies. You’ll be surprised how much shopping 
you can get in Pan America panniers. 5 litre box of wine, 6 bottles of 
beer, a couple bottles of coke and oh yeah, food. 
Back at the gite, unpack the shopping hit the pool. Few hours of 
sunbathing later, I whip up a meal and then we hit the sack. 

 
 



 

  

Day 6 Thurs 18th July 
Today was another hot one, so mostly eat, drink and pool. 
 

Day 7 Fri 19th July 
We need more supplies, so we get up in the morning before it gets too hot, it’s 

already 24 degrees and pop back into town. We grabbed 3 of the amazing loaves at the 
boulangerie, then to the supermarket, then back to the gite. By 1pm it’s 33C, so today is 
another fabulous day by the pool. 
 
Day 8 Sat 20th July 
A little cloudy this morning but still very warm, but 
by lunch time the heat has returned. I am now 
halfway through a second book which I found at the 
gite. Yet again, more relaxing and swimming in this 
very peaceful, beautiful place in stunning 
surroundings. 
We went a walk to do a bit of exploring in the evening 
and I’m running out of words to describe the beauty 
of this place. It’s like walking in a scene of a Constable 
painting. We headed back to the gite for yet more 
food whilst listening to the thunder. 
 
Day 9 Sun 21st July  
It’s been raining overnight so it’s a little cooler and cloudy this morning (25 C). We took 
advantage of the cooler weather and set off for a ride out to Perigueux. (After we went to the 
supermarket for more supplies) It was about a half hour ride to this stunning location. As it 
was a Sunday the shops weren’t open, but it was still nice to have a look around this medieval 
city and walk along the riverside beach bars. Lunch stop was a little bistro that had been 
recommended by another guest at the gite that had put it in the visitor book so we thought we 

would give it a try. It was delicious. Gaz opted for the fish 
pasta, tagliatelle with prawns and scallops, yuck. Me being a 
Mansfield bird went with the burger and chips and it was 
utterly delightful. After lunch we pressed on a little further, 
then Gaz announced that we were going somewhere else. As 
we left Perigueux, we caught a shower, not ideal when 
wearing mesh jackets and no waterproofs but it didn’t last 
long. 20 minutes down the road and we came to Brantome 
Abbey another lovely town along the river, catching the back 
end of another shower. Fortunately, by the time we parked 
up, the sun had returned, and we soon dried out. We had 
about an hour exploring this enchanting little place, but again 
the skies darkened and we had to take cover for a few 
minutes whilst it passed. With the blue skies above, we set off 
back to the gite for more food and relaxing by the pool.  

 

 



 

  

Day 10 Mon 22nd July 
Sadly, our last full day at this peaceful place, so 
it was another day by the pool. In the evening 

we had a walk up to the recycling bins (no dust 
bins here, everything is recycled) and again, it was 

just so calming and relaxing walking up the lane surrounded by 
sunflowers. We had our last supper in the garden, then retired for 
the evening as tomorrow we sadly have to leave and begin our 
journey home. 
It has been, without a doubt, one of the most relaxing breaks we 
have had in years. 
I’ve read 4 books!!!! 
This tranquil, amazing setting has really re-charged our batteries. 
 
Day 11 Tues 23rd July 
We leave our gite at 9.45am and we’re not ashamed to say, with a lump in our throats. It truly 
has been a fabulous few days. Our trip will take us to Tours today, and yet again we decide to 
steer clear of the motorways. 

Our first comfort stop was Saint-Claud, another cute little town 
where we met an English couple, themselves bikers, just not today. 
One hour later we’re off again for another couple of hours until we 
reach a larger town, Chauvigny, equally as lovely. With a baguette 
and strawberry tart to keep us going, we leave about 45 mins later, 
bound for our final destination of the day, Tours. I’m pretty sure 
that this city must be one of the biggest in France as it took us 25 
minutes from the start to arriving at the hotel at around 4.45pm. 
We were met by a very helpful receptionist, who within 10 minutes 
of arrival had shown us to our room and served us some much 
needed refreshment. 
Showered and changed we head off for more exploration of yet 
another beautiful city. It’s literally a 10-minute stroll over the 

bridge which expands over the River Loire, before we are met with dozens of bars, bistros, 
restaurants and shops which makes up the pedestrian tiled walkway which also has a tram 
system running through it. We finally find the cathedral, and it was worth the walk, 
magnificent. We wonder thorough the square where there are dozens of places to eat to choose 
from. It’s Tuesday, and its heaving! We decide to walk along the river and come across a few 
bars and restaurants. We get a table in one of the them, but after 15 minutes we still haven’t 
been acknowledged, so we sack it, and  go to a little bistro a couple of minutes away called 
Madelaines, which was recommended by the receptionist at the hotel. Another superb meal. 
We have a steady stroll back to the hotel, and with the combination of the long ride today, the 
excellent food and wine we collapse into bed at around 11.30pm. 
 
Day 12  Wed 24th July 
By 08.00 we’re up and showered and head for breakfast. The hotel owner who is a really 
friendly guy, points out what’s for breakfast, by far the best one yet. As we are getting ready to 



 

  

leave, he comes over and thanks us for staying with him and wishes us 
well for the rest of our holiday. Don’t get that in Skegness.  
As today’s destination is about 300 miles away, we opt for the motorway. 

Not as scenic but if we had gone the scenic way, the sat nav said it would be 
a 7 hour ride to get to where we are going tonight, Fort-Mahon-Plage - and that 

didn’t include stops! The motorway was still 4 and a half hours but it was a no brainer really. A 
few hours later we arrive at the hotel and they even let us park in the staff car park around the 
back undercover. We set off to have a walk round this small seaside town, and call into a little 
restaurant called Pirates, where Gaz had a bit of steak. Whilst having our meal we notice big 
concrete blocks being moved into place to block off the main road. Gaz was a little concerned 
that we wouldn’t get out the next morning, but it turned out to be a family fun run down the 
main street and over the beach and it was all over by 10am, with blocks removed. 
The hotel we stayed in was a bit “Fawlty Towers”. When you closed the door the wall light fell 
off, the bathroom light appeared to have a mind of its own and there was a dodgy looking mark 
on one of the “clean” towels.  But we were only there the one night so it was ok. 
 
Day 13 Thur 25th July 

We leave the hotel this morning feeling a little deflated and head 
to Calais to get Le Shuttle home. It was only around 50 minutes 
away, so we got there in plenty of time and even managed to get 
an earlier train. We said farewell to France at about 1pm, and 
boarded a nearly empty train.  
35 minutes later we are back in Blighty and don’t we know it. 
Pot holes, roadworks, 50 mile speed limits on nearly every 
motorway or A road. we took. It took us an hour to get through 
the Dartford tunnel and then even more delays. We finally get 
onto the A1, and about 40 mins from home a lorry breaks down 
causing even more queues. It took 5.5 hours to get home, and 
what felt like riding home in second gear all the way. 

Summary: 
It had been a fabulous holiday. We’ve seen some stunning places and traveled on some great 
roads. Spent some real quality time together and just relaxed. 
Huge shout out to my fabulous fella who planned all the routes, booked all the accommodation 
and rode us round 1600 miles and got us home safe. 
Thanks babe. Looking forward to next year’s adventure xxxx 
 
3 questions: 

1. Why are bikers abroad way friendlier than in the UK?  90% would nod, hold their hand 

up or give the “2 wheels down” sign as they passed you. In the UK you nod at fellow 

bikers, and more than half don’t even acknowledge you 

2. If we are supposed to one of the richest countries, why does France appear to have a 

better infrastructure? 

3. Why in almost 2 weeks did we only see 1 mobility scooter? You see one every 20 yards in 

UK. Does it have anything to do with the way they are much healthier, eat better and look 

after themselves more?!!! 



 

  

Thunder in the Glens 2024 
Cathy Bourne 

 

 
Thursday 22 August  
Due to where everyone was coming from, the first official meeting point for the ride up to 
Aviemore was Wetherby Services on the A1. Nicky, Paul, Steve and Bonny met up at Caenby 
Corner and the rest of us headed directly to Wetherby. We set off earlier than planned due to 
the very strong winds and rather than go M62, A1 we travelled via the 1079 to York and then 
on to Wetherby services from there. We arrived first which gave us plenty of time for drinks, 
late breakfast etc.  
Once all gathered and suitably refreshed we set off on our way with Nicky leading us and Paul 
�ƒ�•���������ä�����Š�‡���™�‹�•�†���…�‘�•�–�‹�•�—�‡�†���–�‘���„�Ž�‘�™�å�å�ä 
First stop was the Eden Arms in West Auckland. 
Unfortunately, they had recently changed management 
and were not as yet doing food so we wandered off to 
the local supermarket and bought supplies. As the 
weather was dry and warm and thankfully the wind 
had dropped, we sat outside with our picnics and 
drinks from the pub. 
Onwards and upwards to the next stop which was the 
Errington coffee house at Port Gate.  Much coffee and 
cake was consumed and then we set off again. Plenty of stunning scenery through the 
Northumberland National Park, Kielder Forest and then over the border crossing into 
Scotland. We made the Black Bull at Lauder at around 5pm. 
We all had lovely evening meals and then chilled in the bar before turning in to get some sleep 
before the long ride up to Aviemore the next day. 
 
Friday  23 August 
After what has to be said, a very nice breakfast at the Black Bull, we headed off on our way. 
Still very windy as we crossed the Queensferry Crossing over the Forth �� thankfully it had 
�™�‹�•�†���„�ƒ�”�”�‹�‡�”�•���‘�–�Š�‡�”�™�‹�•�‡�������ƒ�•���’�”�‡�–�–�›���•�—�”�‡���™�‡���™�‘�—�Ž�†�•�ï�–���Š�ƒ�˜�‡���„�‡�‡�•���ƒ�„�Ž�‡���–�‘���‰�‡�–���ƒ�…�”�‘�•�•�å 
Kinross services was the first stop before heading up to the lovely village of Blair Atholl for a 

very nice lunch at the Atholl Arms Hotel. 
We arrived in Aviemore at around 3.30pm having 
filled up on the way, we registered picked up our 
goodie bags and t-shirts and all found our hotel 
rooms. 
Whilst everyone else went to the bar, Bonny, Anni 
and I then headed off to the Ladies of Harley 
welcome event for free Prosecco (rude not too), line 
�†�ƒ�•�…�‹�•�‰�����•�‘�á���™�‡���†�‹�†�•�ï�–�è�����ƒ�•�†���ƒ���”�ƒ�ˆ�ˆ�Ž�‡�ä�����‘�–�Š�����•�•�‹���ƒ�•�†������
won t-shirts in the raffle �� result! 
 


