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First I must apologise this mag should have been sent out before the French trip but time and work 

got the better of me. The air ambulance ride was to say the least interesting for those of us who 

assisted in the ride, one thing that I took from the event was we are a well organised when we ride 

out …… over 500 bikes took part and most of them arrived at the airfield together. The weekend in 

France was well attended and the weather was kind to us and we were made very welcome by Eric 

at the hotel. The ride down went generally ok and by the time we got to the Eurotunnel we had all 

got together, the ride through France was great and we rode through some beautiful countryside. 

After a few drinks , dinner and more drinks we retired to our rooms. Saturday was a chilled day in 

and around the town with dinner in the evening and ……. More drinks with entertainment provided 

by some chapter members and other guests (look out for pictures in the next mag) Sunday we rode 

to one of the many memorials in the area to the Somme battles in the First World War the day was 

hot and being a Sunday very few places to eat were open but it was a moving day to say the least. 

We are reviewing if we should repeat this trip in 2018 please let me know if you would be interested 

or should we look for a different destination. The committee has purchased a Ride First Aid Kit this 

will be carried on all major rides by one of those who has attended the Biker Down training or First 

Aid trained , on that note if an         
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Well we are almost at the end of another season for me it has been a 

good one with over 9500 miles ridden, unfortunately we missed our 

usual France trip but we did go mob handed to the Cider rally and we 

will be doing this again in 2019. 

Details of the proposal for our new home (dealership) are taking 

shape and it is looking like it will be opening first quarter of 2019 I will 

keep you all informed as things progress. 

The Christmas party is booked for the 8th December ticket are £50 for 

members and £55 non-members please let me know if you want to 

book your place to avoid disappointment. We are also taking names 

for France May bank holiday weekend away and for the Cider Rally , 

again let the committee know asap. 

Jon our Webmaster has been very busy and is working on the latest 

version of our site the look will change again this is to adopt the 

standard look of all chapters that are part of the Lind family we are 

doing this now to make the transition and adoption smoother. 

Lastly a huge thanks to everyone who has supported our fundraising 

for MacMillan Cancer Support particularly Jo and Trudie for pulling off 

the Coffee morning and raising £600 I would like to get this up to 

£1000 and so we are planning a Christmas Raffle, tickets will be on 

sale soon and a list of Prizes to follow. 

 

Ride Safe  

Martyn 

 

The Editor 
Hi Guys ‘n’ Gals 

welcome to your fun- 

packed III Rivers HOG 

magazine.  This edition 

is full of exciting news, 

competitions, games 

and a chance to win a 

holiday of a life time for 

two to the USA – all I 

need is your bank 

account details and pin 

numbers 
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Ed – Sorry for being a little late with your much-awaited mag, and yes, I know that I am falling way behind the 

HOG target of 10 mags a year, but we all know that quality is better than quantity, or length, or something. 

I do have a few feeble excuses for being late; you see, I had an edition ready to go to print and then: 

 Decided ‘sod this’ and went on holiday 

 Ingrid decided to sell the house and I had to paint everything that didn’t move 

 We had to trawl the wetlands of Cambridgeshire looking for a new house 

 Decided ‘sod this’ again and went on another holiday 

 Stupid MS word licence ran out 

 The dog ate it 

 Needed to finish watching the Viking series on Netflix 

 Had to stay in and wash my hair 

The truth of it is, yes we are on the move, just need to sell the house, all reasonable offers accepted or part 

exchanges for bikes - cash, either way.   

And a big, big thanks to Graham, Alan P and Mitchell for their contributions.  To Big Al for organising the 

rides that didn’t get a mention.  And to you all for appearing in photographs 😊 

……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………. 

Snake Pass 
We/I had a plan.  This was loosely based upon Ingrid leaving work on Friday afternoon and us being ready to 

meet everybody at 4 pm at good old BP Hemel for a Friday night charge up the M1, filtering to our hearts 

content.  Well, as most of you probably know, Ingrid successfully had her first ‘Borg’ implant (knee joint 

replacement) and as she was totally incapable of getting on the bike, she allowed me to go out to play by myself 

 

The departure time and place was getting a bit feathery, a bit before that though, Terry’s trike not being that 

good at filtering, even with Pam’s verbal encouragement.  The rest of the participants: Paul and Trudie, Martyn 

and Jo, Pete la P and John (not actually a couple, just listed that way) elected to traverse the Midlands at an 

earlier hour while Pete S and yours truly made our way a little later on.  A good start; within 5 miles of 

departing Pete S’s house, he announced that he hadn’t locked his front door, turned round and went home 

again.  Off again, on some nice minor roads then…..M1 and, as predicted, it was somewhat chocker but like the 

Seas of Galilee it all parted before us for a filtering extravaganza.  We arrived in Chesterfield to be greeted by 

the gathered ensemble of early arrivals in time for a beer or 2 before dinner.   A sumptuous feast I think, but I 

can’t actually remember it. 

Saturday, with a reasonably early start we took our first unplanned diversion from my master plan (Said with a 

German accent) “Vy vont zees people follow ze orderz” to the Chesterfield Harley Dealers for some 

mechanical eye candy – John fell in love but couldn’t afford her CVO curves!  Off again and a bit of Sheffield 

traffic before we found the Snake Pass.  And it lived up to its expectations; lovely winding roads through some 

great scenery.  It was so good that we forced ourselves to have a cake-break at the Ladybower Reservoir to hear 

tales of how the Damnbusters’ in their Lancasters used this lake to practice their bombing.  Suitably refreshed,  

we trundled on to Glossop and then Buxton for a small Scooby snack!  Two things learnt at Buxton:  1) Town 

Councils are fallible.  Their pay and display parking system required you to put the last 3 letters of your number 
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plate into their cash demanding machine.  “What are your last 3 Trudie?” “HOG” “What are your last 3 Paul?” 

“HOG” “Martyn, what are your last….?” You get the picture.  One ticket supplies all. Ha!   

And 2) Don’t ever ask for a Bakewell Tart in Buxton, you will be severely harangued by a waitress resembling 

Nora Batty. “It’s a Bakewell Pudding and this is Buxton, you get Bakewell Puddings in Bakewell not Buxton.”  

“You get water in Buxton”.  

I, out of public decency, have omitted the profuse and profound profanities that came from such a sweet little 

old lady.     

 

Next leg was over the Cat and Fiddle high road – very good and very, very, windy.  Slight navigation error as 

we came off the hills into Macclesfield when I unfortunately missed the smallest of turnings, the group went in 

all directions but we all eventually arrived at our next hotel, Hollin Hall Country House.  We were greeted with 

an ongoing wedding and a bride’s father who used to have a Harley.  I think that the pictures tell it all,  

particularly Martyn’s disturbing hate of feet or flip-flops and any food that isn’t served on best china – wood or 

slate just aren’t acceptable alternatives.  Terry wasn’t over-impressed with his food either – said that a good vet 

could revive it, a tadge rare I think.  I had a great dinner. 

A537 from Macclesfield to Buxton is officially the most dangerous road in the UK 
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And so, to the next day: back over the Cat and Fiddle, round Buxton towards Bakewell, with a diversion into a 

lovely lump of scenery only known to Martyn (OK I’ll admit I’ve forgot where it was).  Slight argument with 

the Sat Nav as we left that lovely place.  I knew it was turn right, she insisted left, I just knew it was right, she 

insisted left, she won ‘cos women are always correct – “yes dear”.  But this slight re-route took us down into 

the depths of the valley that we had just been admiring from the hills above. Great little dark woodland road 

and I’m not sorry about the grass up the middle of the road, gravel, very sharp turns and camber not at all suited 

to a trike – Big Al would have been proud of me. And so, onwards to Bakewell.  Where we failed to park or 

buy a Bakewell Pudding, but I did spot a Bakewell tart shop, ha! 

  

Paul and Trudie departed here due to pressing business at home.  What can be more important than ridin’ a 

bike?  Next stop was Matlock, celebrated for being full of bikes at weekends – it didn’t disappoint.  Coffee and 

cake in a delightful little café in a cave! And on to the next leg; Birmingham.  Martyn and Jo departed for home  

en-route, something about being pointless trying to walk around the bike museum with a broken little toe – he 

kicked the bed by all accounts.  Our reduced little throng arrived safely at the hotel to be greeted by the early 

arriving P La P whom we had carelessly mislaid in Matlock. The Best Weston Plus Manor Hotel was good 

although the food a little bit disappointing.  Off to bed without setting Birmingham on fire, I think the truth was 

that we were all a bit knackered by then.  It should be noted that there were floods 5ft deep a few miles away 

from the hotel, all of England was apparently in a state of panic about a few rain drops; we barely saw a spot of 

rain. Last day, and off to the British Motorcycle Museum for breakfast, gawp at the lovely mothers of invention 

that the old classics can only be, lunch and an uneventful ride home.  

 

 

Not a Harley in sight 
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Putting the make up on 
Did you know that there are two five thirties in the day? We all know about the one 

when Crackerjack comes on the telly but apparently there is also the one that the birds 

sing about.  Yes a b@:~y early start to meet the ensemble at Hatfield Tesco for a 7am 

trip into ‘the smoke’.  Surprisingly, the A1, M25, M11 and North circular were all 

kind to us.  It just got a bit desperate when we were in the thick of London.  But we 

kept it together and we pulled into our destination in unison (apart from Allan P who 

always planned to join us later).   

We set the bikes up for all to admire and 

entertained ourselves with Coffee and 

Danish Pastries and the antics of the 

Kiehl’s makeup staff as they negotiated the 

bikes for that all-important selfie.  The 

event was brilliantly rounded off with the 

presentation of our £1,000 cheque for 

Macmillan’s, a few hours well spent.  We 

adjourned to the Bike Shed for lunch.  

Aside from a bit of a game with the indoor 

parking, or the lack of it, the Shed was 

pretty good.  Not a bad central London venue with free parking.  Our exodus from London wasn’t as smooth as 

one would hope, primarily caused by the Red, Amber, Green, street illuminations that only spend 15 seconds on 

green and the rest of the day at red.  And would you believe it, roads with a 20mph speed limit, no wonder 

traffic is always slow in London.  I’ll be writing to that lovely Mr Khan with a suggestion that he ups the speed 

limit to 95mph – that’ll speed up the traffic and sort his jam problems.  Well done to the guys who took the day 

off work and got up very early to support this great fundraiser.  This all prompted our beloved leader to putting 

an add on Facebook – ‘Hire a Harley’, you never know, stranger things may happen, and we might get a taker 

or two  and don’t forget that this also got us £1,000 for Macmillan’s 

 
  The Security department 
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Kent and Sussex 

Almost to plan, we departed South Mimms at 3pm and off to join the M25 and M20 Friday afternoon madness.  

A few jams on the M25 but the M20 was clear as a bell.  All went well until one particular idiot in his car 

decided to join my lane, when I was trying to occupy it.  He only missed me by about a foot; my hooting didn’t 

really express my anger.  Ingrid did better and offered a series of Bohemian profanities and Saxon gestures.  

The total surprise came when he did exactly the same to the next bike behind me, Martyn.   

We elected to stop, to refresh and compare notes on the absolute idiots on the road at Maidstone Services.  I 

won’t mention who started the donut eating contest but look out for anybody you might know well, who might 

have an increasing waistline. With no problems at all, we found the Ashford North Holiday Inn, good hotel, 

good parking.  Shame I can’t say the same about the reception desk.  To me it’s simple, this is the Booking.com 

reference, where is my room?  It appeared to be somewhat beyond the wit of man, or woman, to simply book us 

in and give us a bunch of keys.  

All was soon better as we rapidly found ourselves out on the grassed patio area sampling the local brews and 

the evening sunshine discussing the virtues of Flip-Flops! For breakfast 

the next day we elected for the Harvester (You know the one, all you can 

eat breakfast etc.) across the road.  The food was good but how to work 

the menu took a 1
st
 class degree in Ornithology with a Masters in Maths.  

Never mind, it couldn’t be 

that bad as we booked our 

evening meal table there as 

well. Off on the bikes for the 

coast.  Reasonably clear 

roads through Hythe, 

Dymchurch and Romney to 

our first stop out on the 

Dungeness peninsular.  

Coffee, no donuts, at the 

Britannia Inn.  If you have 

never been there, Dungeness 

will hold a few surprises for you, it’s effectively a huge shingle 

beach scattered with old black fishing huts and a sprinkling of bungalows the size of a postage stamps.  It also 

has the glory of being classed as England’s only desert (the wasteland type, not a huge donut) due to the saline 

saturation, where little will grow.  A few more miles of riding and we were in the delightful old Sussex town of 

Rye. No donuts but the occasional ice cream was partaken, at least a few of us, including Borg-leg Ingrid, 

managed a steep walk to the top of the hill.  Getting hungry now and it was some more delightful coast roads, 

any closer to the sea and we would need our cosies, and so via Hastings onto the 1066 Bike Cafe on the A21.  

Cheese toasties, cheese and ham tosties and cheese and tomato toasties were viciously consumed and with 

nothing better than delightful Kent roads, it was back to our Ashford abode.  

 

 

Much to our supprise, for our 

next breakfast,  we found an 

American Diner just round 

the corner….Pancakes and 

Milkshake.  What else? 
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Following tradition, Paul & Trudie, Martyn & Jo headed off home while the rest headed off through Kent and 

Sussex to find Wessons ‘Ogri’ Bike Café.  Sadly our visit couldn’t have been better timed – the café was 

closing.  Shame their carrot cake was to die for. Some loverly roads around Ashdown Forrest and it was the 

M25 and home 

 

 

 
Martyn tries a stealth attack on some local gnomes languishing in the hotel 
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Have you got your new patch yet? 

As III Rivers (UK) HOG comes to the end of the era of isolation from a dealership, it was considered that we 

should mark the event, with a patch.  Whilst this seclusion isn’t the norm for a HOG, what it has done for us is 

help us evolve into a strong, close-knit community of great friendship and camaraderie.  Long may it reign? 

As a reminder of those years, every member this year, up to when the new dealership opens, is presented with a 

‘III Rivers Purgatory Years’ commemorative patch 

Purgatory: a place or state of suffering inhabited by the souls of sinners who are expiating 

their sins before going to heaven. 

Have we sinned? I hope so. Are we going to Heaven? I hope so. 

The patches are presented free-of-charge in thanks of your endearing support. 

Collect yours from Jo and Richard on the merchandise stall.   

If you want another one let them know and I’ll get some more made up…the cost will be reasonable, before I 

add import duty, VAT, Handling Fee and my 100% mark up  

 

 

Graham’s Impromptu ride-out to St Ives - Sunday 3/6/18 

It was with a heavy heart and the thought of “what am I going to do the for the weekend?”, after looking at the 

Club ride calendar and seeing that Peter G had not organised anything for me to do.  

Debbie, my wife, for those of you who don’t know her, suggested we go out for lunch on the bike. This left me 

wondering where to go and also surprised as getting Deb on the back of the HD is a very rare event. 

St Ives came to mind and I put this out to the group the day before, not expecting a large take up as it was such 

short notice. 

I put St Ives into my route planner and couldn’t believe that it was going to take 7 hours to get there until I 

realised I had not specified which one, I had selected St Ives in Cornwall, DOH! 

Imagine my surprise on arriving at Baldock Services to find at least 10 bikes, 4 new members and a nearly new 

member, Steve, eagerly waiting to go.  At this point I would like to say how pleased I was to see Mitch, his 

wife Lorraine, Jay and Christie and of course the die-hards; Martyn & Jo, Alan F, Alan P, Pete S , Pete LP , 

New Steve, Fairweather and Tanya. 

To really make my day I realised that new member Jay was an old colleague and friend from my Hatfield 

policing days, some 18 years ago (it’s a small world).  After some man-hugs, a bit of reminiscing and a 

briefing, we were off. 

Our route took us through Buntingford (not through the ford), Saffron Waldon, Newmarket, Witchford and St 

Ives followed by a very nice lunch at the Dolphin hotel on the bank of the River Ouse. 

All in all, a very enjoyable day, good company as always, new and old friends to ride with.   

Graham XXXXX 
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Ed- following on from my thousands of pleas for contributions to the mag to try and get other opinions etc. into 

it and for me taking some respite from my role as, Author, Editor, Print Setter, Publisher and general dogs 

body, Mitchell has kindly offered some regular contributions – Hence forth known as Mitchell’s Bits. 

 

Mitchell’s Bits 

 

Hi, life’s good and I felt compelled to write the following [Ed, a story that was submitted to BHS and got him a 

gold star, or something]: 

  

I hadn't ridden a motorcycle in 12 years. I use to ride a lot, started young, commuted, toured England, toured 

Europe, and made a living as a despatch rider for two years, I lived and breathed motorcycles. I rode with 

friends, built bikes and customised, and of course bought BSH's. I always wanted a Harley - so ugly they're 

beautiful. Eventually came Marriage, then mortgage, then kids and then cars. The cars got bigger, faster, then 

customised, I forgot about motorbikes! 

  

Several months ago a chance meeting ended with me being offered a 2004 Harley Davidson Road King. Even 

my wife told me it was too good to miss, a week later I bought it. I rode the 60 miles home with a fixed grin ear 

to ear. Two weeks later I rode 250 miles to see my parents in Wales. My dad was a biker and had toured with 

me 30 years ago. I picked up a puncture while I was there, and as we sat in a biker's cafe near a Harley 

dealership in Swansea, waiting for a repair, looking around at the mix of people, in Leathers and jeans, young 

and old, some slick, some shabby, we couldn't help but smile. My dad started to reminisce about his Triumph 

Thunderbird, Ariel square four, Meteor 800 outfit and later his R80 BMW. 

 

I joined HOG, I joined III Rivers Chapter and I must confess I felt inspired to be ambitious. This is a new 

experience for me and I’m enjoying it. I put my helmet on and I'm 20 again! I'm always working out when I'm 

next able to get out on the bike. Why do we love it so much? Its’ the sense of adventure in an otherwise 

scheduled, routine life. When I ride I don't see a clock and I can't hear my phone, I smell everything and hear 

everything around me, my senses are alive. Yes – its’ in the blood - I'm a biker, and it’s good to be back. 

  

Cheers , Mitchell 

Talk About.... 

 

Traction, the grip between your tyres and the road, how confident are you? How spirited do you ride? Or 

nervous about those little wiggles when you’re ‘cornering?  

 

Consider this; the tyre industry standard derived in America is that a motorcycle tyre has to be able to 

grip at 45 degrees pulling 1.1 ‘G’ of force on a regular surfaced road in the dry. Now, your HD cruiser will only 

lean to an angle of 32 – 34 degrees, which means that you will be cornering well within the limit designed for 

grip, your tyres won’t ‘let go’. Your footboards or pegs will ground before your tyre loses grip.  

 

 How about when it rains, or the road surface is wet? Research has shown that under the same test 

conditions, where the limit is 1.1 ‘G’ in the dry, you may be surprised to know that at 45 degrees of lean, the 

same tyre pulls 0.9 ‘G’ of force! This indicates that, all things being equal, at 32 -34 degrees of lean, your tyres 
still won’t ‘let go’ before you ground it in the wet! 

 

 However, applying this knowledge to your riding style is governed by your awareness of the conditions 

of both road and tyres. Are they in good condition and correctly inflated? Is the road surface clean? Gravel, 

mud and oil will all create a barrier between the tyres and the road surface reducing grip.    

 

 After a dry spell, when it rains the roads feel slippery. This is because dirt, oil and rubber are lifted out 

of the pits and cracks in the road surface. It takes about 15 minutes of rain to typically wash this away and for 

your tyres to then perform as they should. And that little wiggle you feel in the corner that jangles the nerves? 

Its’ your tyre remoulding its surface to a contour of the road, you’re not losing traction, your repositioning your 

grip. Ride Safe......Mitchell.  
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Ed.  And yet more contributions following my pleas, Thanks Alan P 

The Pensioners ride – how it all started. 

When you get to my age, you can have a free ride every single day.  Well you can if you live in London. 

There isn’t a lot to thank Boris for but I can’t helping thinking he did me a big favour now that I have got my upgraded 

Boris pass called The Freedom Pass. 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  

Yes I can go all the way to Croydon and ride the trams and anywhere in London on the buses and underground.  

It might be ok when it’s a cold or rainy day but when the sun is shining and you have a Harley in the garage, you just 

have to get out and ride the open roads of this wonderful country. 

Even better, me thinks, if you can do this with some of your mates mid-week when the roads are quieter. 

It was with these thoughts in mind that I put the idea to the group with a short WhatsApp message and got a very 

enthusiastic reply from Cliff Freemantle, along with a suggestion we go to Southwold for fish and chips on the Pier. It all 

proved a very successful day even though I got one almighty b*ll***ing from the Mrs after arriving back at 8-15 in the 

evening when we should have been going out for dinner at 7-30pm! 

Cliff and I both enjoyed the day and as I did not have a satnav fitted, Cliff led all the way there and back and it gave me a 

chance to get familiar with my newly acquired Road King Police. 

We both agreed it was a successful day and worth repeating and so was born the ‘Pensioners Ride’ to be a mid-week ride 

with a not too early start and an opportunity for some fine dining. 

Allan Pulford 
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Pensioners’ August Ride  

 

When the sun rises in the East to open and enliven the day, so it is that four old men are blinded by the early morning 

brightness as they head East on the Pensioners’ ride to Walton on the Naze. 

 

It was a small select group riding the ‘pensioners ride’ on Tuesday August  21
st 

 with just Pete La Porte, Dave 

Groombridge, Big Al Fether and I venturing out. I had all the excuses from the usual suspects including, “I’d love to 

come but I’ve got a dental appointment, I don’t think ‘she who must be obeyed’ will let me out” and “I‘ve got some 

windows to fit” and “I don’t have many days left before my holidays”! 

 

When Big Al suggested this destination at the seaside my first comment was “great, should be able to get some decent 

fish and chips for a change”. Little did I realise that he not only had the exact restaurant in mind but also the type of food 

we would be eating! And that is how we found ourselves tucking in to pie, mash and liquor at Whites in the town centre 

of Walton on the Naze.   

 

If you didn’t choose pie, mash and liquor from the extensive menu there were 2 more options for those with a decent 

appetite.  For an extra couple of quid, you could choose DOUBLE mash, pie and liquor or for a little more cash, you 

could choose their piece de resistance - DOUBLE pie and DOUBLE mash with liquor. There was also something I had 

never come across before and that was chilly vinegar which Pete doused prolifically onto his already liquor-coated pie - 

never have thought of this guy as normal! 

 

One thing I have found out whilst riding with III Rivers, and particularly with Big Al Fether, is that you never go short of 

food. This is a man who tells me he chooses a programmable sat nav so that he can organise his favourites in a particular 

way. When I say favourites, I am talking about the fact he has 300 cafes in his treasured database. 

 

The day didn’t start too well as I arrived late after pandering to 

everyone who wanted to start at a different location. 

 

I suggested BP at Hemel which was great for Mick Williams, only 

for him to choose to go to work as he was pushed to get a load of 

windows fitted and stuff his wallet with holiday money. 

 

Pete with the French surname, wanted to meet at a new destination to 

me at Tesco Hatfield, little did I know it was a III Rivers favourite - 

made a note to myself ‘must get out more’. And, would you believe 

it, Big Al and Dave chose another start point,  “it’s on the route” they 

said, “yes” I thought “that’s if I can find it”! 

 

Having anticipated being 10 minutes early by Garmin timing, I ended 

up being 20 minutes late by the time I found Pete hiding in the far 

corner of Tesco’s’ car park looking like Billy- No-Mates. I promptly did a massive U turn to end up next to him and 

facing in the same direction he was facing and put my right foot directly on a metal grate and with the diesel I had picked 

up earlier on my boot, immediately laid the Road King gently on it’s side.  

There were three guys in the car cleaning area who thought it was a rather 

an amusing and unusual way to get off the bike. I explained to them it’s a 

technique I often use because of my short legs-it’s called the ‘f***ing get 

off quick technique’ and recommended by the IAM and Bikesafe for use 

when you are in hurry. I made my apologises to Pete, that was once I had 

caught my breath after we both struggled to pick up the bike. Why do 

they make Harleys so heavy? 

 

 

 

Pete knew exactly where the two boys would be and he led the way to the 

BP garage at Rush Green. Big Al took over from there and led us at a 

steady pace for about an hour on some wonderfully quiet roads before 
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pulling in to an old railway station café at Rayne somewhere in Essex just 

before the town of Braintree, if I remember exactly. 

 

It proved a welcome stop as the hot weather and the need for us OAP’s to 

have comfort stops every hour, was just ideal. We made our choice of drinks, 

2 teas, a fatty latte and an Americano.  The choice of cake though wasn’t so 

easy as we were presented with far too much choice of about 15 different, 

home-made, cakes. After much dilemma we all chose something different, 

blueberry cheesecake, sponge lemon drizzle, Bakewell tart and a most 

delicious carrot cake. 

 

It was a wonderful day all round and for once the forecast was correct; 26 

degrees and no rain, though a little hot and sweaty at times, it was almost  the 

perfect riding day. 

 

With our home destinations to the North in Milton Keynes and to the South 

in Harrow we decided to have a final coffee stop on the return leg together 

before heading our separate ways back to our loved ones. I came home to a 

massive evening meal and to a wife who could not understand why I wasn’t 

hungry.  Big Al rewarded Christine with a night off from cooking by taking 

home a present of 6 meat pies from the famous Whites pie and mash shop in 

Walton on the Naze. I’m sure she was suitably impressed by such thoughtfulness from one who cares passionately about 

food. 

 

http://whitespieandmash.co.uk/menu.htm 

 

 

The ‘Pensioners ride is just our name for a mid-week ride, but you don’t have to be old to join in the fun, everyone is 

welcome.  

Getting out of the house means we are not getting under the feet of our loved ones and we can leave them to concentrate 

on catching up with the washing and ironing without hindrance. We are in effect giving them a day off from preparing our 

breakfast and lunch time meals as we fend for ourselves on the open road. 

If you would like to join us, you need to join the WhatsApp III Rivers group to receive messages and invites  

Oh and feel free to make suggestions of your favourite biker stops and lunchtime destinations as we only have another 

299 to try from Big Al’s Sat Nav. 

 

 

    

  

http://whitespieandmash.co.uk/menu.htm
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If the Telegraph Newspaper can do letters to the editor, then I can do: 

Letters from the Editor 

The story goes, when we were in London at the Kiehl’s event some little toe rag cloned my number plate. This 

is the second letter in the series (with the boring bits redacted). 

Challenge (informal) of Penalty Charge notice 

Dear Sir. Following your letter of 24 Aug 18, I am somewhat stunned that you have rejected my appeal.  You 

request that I provide a notification from the DVLA and a Crime Reference Number: 

 I have been advised that the DVLA do not react to isolated instances of cloning and will only react, by 
issuing a new vehicle registration number, where there is a persistent / recurring situation, which this 
isn’t. I have previously advised you of the DVLA situation. 

 As also previously advised, I have reported this matter to Hertfordshire Police, their Reference is:    
HC-09072018-0706. 

I would suggest that your team needs to inspect their evidence further: 

 As below, the photographic evidence of the offence is of a ‘pizza delivery’ type scooter 
o It is small, carries an L plate (indicating less than 125 cc) and has a delivery box on it 

 My Harley Davidson Electra Glide is a very large touring motorcycle of 1,600 cc, larger than a lot of car 
engines.  As below, it has the following features that should be assessed against your evidence: 

o Large twin panniers that wrap around the twin large bore exhausts (the scooters single exhaust 
can barely be seen).   

o There are also secondary rear lights on chrome bars atop the panniers.   
o Distinctive chrome GB and Skull emblem on the panniers 
o The indicators are on a chrome bar just above the number plate (culprits indicators can’t be seen).  
o Close proximity of the rear light to the number plate 
o Chrome rack, backrest etc. 

I reiterate, your evidence is not of my motorcycle and my number plate appears to have been cloned. 

 

Ed, this week’s contest – spot the difference 

 

Photograph taken for your 

evidence.   

My Harley Davidson 

Electra Glide 

 
 

I further note that your recent letter was addressed to 1 Belasyse Cottages (your previous correspondence 

was actually correctly addressed to 1 Morley Cottages).  I would suggest that your operator / system has just 

looked up my post code and attached the first address that they have found.  Much like the presumed offence.  

Should you require further assistance with motorcycle or house recognition: 

 1 Belasyse Cottages is a recent build 4 bed detached house 

 1 Morley Cottages is a Grade II listed semi-detached cottage built Circa 1750 
 
And no, I don’t have a part time job delivering pizzas. 
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Other events and news 

‘Dan Dan the Invisible Man’ eventually came out to play 

Fridays fish and chip run was awesome. A great way to have my debut ride-out. Fantastic route too. Said 

Dan. 

 

 

And then we gave Macmillan’s the cheque 

 

Gary Knowles (Our Prospective New Dealer Principle) came to see us 

Hi All, Great to see you tonight and thank for the very warm welcome, I’ll keep you updated about Watford 

Harley-Davidson developments as they happen and you’re welcome to call me anytime on 07434 700779 with 

any questions. I’m really looking forward to supporting you guys, see you soon, Garry 
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Early Bird ride to Wings Café at North Weald Airfield 

All I can say about this ride is that if I ever get my hands-on Al’s Sat Nav I will cremate it.  I had sold this ride to Ingrid on 

the basis that it would be a quick ride-out for breakfast.  Throughout the ride she regularly poked me in the ribs with a 

“Are we nearly there yet” and I would say “yes just another couple of miles’ and then we would turn left when I 

expected a right and so it went on for hours…..GREAT RIDE BIG AL 😊 

   

 

Allan got a new bike…. aided and 

abetted by Graham.   

  

Big Al proves that he is ambidextrous 

                            

                             Martyn gets some very fishy flip flops for his birthday 
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Pete & Ingrid, Tony & Gill, Pete & 

Mel took their bikes to Lake Como 

Italy 

The hairpin video should be out 

soon 

  

 

 

Arnolds Diner was sampled 

   

 

 

 

 

 

And loads of us went tho the Ace Café Reunion and 

rocked all night, till the small hours, to some great 

Rock n Roll bands 

 


