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A IRE V ALLEY T IMES
E DITORIAL
Ee lad! Ahm as throng as Throp’s wife when she
‘enged ‘ersen wi t’ dishclaht. For those of you who
are unfamiliar with the native dialect, I will
translate. Throp’s wife was eternally busy, she
brewed, washed and baked, all on the same day
and she was that busy, she hanged herself with a
dish cloth. Right now though I don’t have the time
to “‘eng me sen”, I’ve had all on trying to find time
to put this edition of our rag together.
I gutted my mum’s kitchen and found more faulty
workmanship than I’d care to see in one place. I
had to put that right before I could start installing
the new one, but I am now on the home straight with that one. She who must be
obeyed wants the garden bits of the house finished this year. I’m now making lots
of sawdust out of 8 x 2 structural timber for a new deck. On top of all this, I
now have a pinched nerve in my neck causing me no end of grief and I have to
have an MRI scan to find the damage before they can do anything. Funnily
enough though, it doesn’t seem to be affected when riding the bike, not that I’ve
had much chance of doing that. If things carry on as they are, I may need to
reconsider my position as Ed.. As I write this, the witching hour is approaching
and I’ll have to get up for work in a few hours.
A week of glorious sunshine (that’s put the mockers on it now), what a
difference from 3 weeks ago. We were at MAG’s “Into the Valley” rally over at
South Dalton. Hoo boy was it cold? I would go as far as to say that it will have
been the coldest rally I’ve attended. –6o at night, there was frost inside the tent.
Mind you though, I’ve never been to the Elephant rally… We’re now looking
forward to the Farmyard Party on 15 June, hopefully with some sunshine.
Onto this issue. The most notable bit of news is that we now have a sponsoring
dealer again. We are no longer orphans LHD opened it’s doors a few weeks ago
with some new faces as well as a few old ones— you know what I mean, I was
hoping for a piece from them but nothing has been forthcoming. It does mean
that I don’t have to go over the border into Lancashire to get the bike serviced.
The long awaited part two of Morgan Gustaffson’s tale has made its way into
these hallowed pages. It was one of the many things lost when my computer
crashed and burned.
There’s all sorts of other stuff in here, so feast your eyes on it and if you don’t
like it, send me some stuff.
Dave
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D IRECTOR ’ S M USINGS
Welcome to the June edition of your Aire Valley Times, the seasons well
underway now and it’s been a good start for me.
As you should all know by now our new Dealership –Leeds Harley-Davidson is
now open. It’s great to have a Dealership back in Leeds, it’s also great to see a
lot of the old staff back. I would like to thank Shahzad & Sohial for pushing
forward and getting the Dealership open so quickly. They are offering Aire
Valley members 10% discount on parts, accessories and clothing, very generous
for a brand new business. You will need to show your membership card to obtain
the discount. LHD are holding their Open Weekend Saturday & Sunday June 2nd
& 3rd with 4 x Live Bands, Prize Draw for a £250 voucher, Chapter Challenge, 8
Ball paint display inc 3 x Bikes & Vance & Hines stand. It would be great to have
a large Aire Valley presence on both days to support our new Dealership. On
Saturday Allan Ward is organising a mass ride in to LHD leaving Get Geared at
10.30am everyone welcome. Burt was really impressed how many members
turned up when they first opened the doors a couple of weeks ago. We need
volunteers to organise car parking, bike parking, we also need Road Captains to
help with demo rides. Good luck and a prosperous future LHD.
March and April’s ride-outs were well attended and great rides, which everyone enjoyed. A few of us went for a weekend
on the bikes in and around Bridlington, a bit wet but still good fun. Followed by a weekend in Tynemouth calling in at
Newcastle HD on route, the weather was surprisingly good for the time of year until the Sunday when the heavens opened
all the way home. Still, I suppose if you choose the ride in the UK you have to get used to what we bikers like to call
“Liquid Sunshine”.
Then I attended the Masham weekend excellently organised by Sue & Mick Pierce and the biggest attendance so far for the
clubs ‘start of the year weekend away’. What a good weekend it was too, Good food plenty to drink and fantastic company
- what could be better?. Friday night Aire Valley kept the bar busy until late after having a good dinner. A late breakfast
Saturday followed by a ride-out with other members from Aire Valley who had ridden up for the day. The ride-out had
reduced numbers because of the number of members travelling by car due to adverse weather forecasts Friday morning,
they missed out as the bad weather didn’t happen. A big thank you to Sue & Mick for once again organising such an
impressive weekend. I know people have already booked for next year.
After the Masham weekend I went down to Weston-super-Mare to The Cider Rally on Friday 4th, it’s the first rally of the
season so one not to miss. Good bands and a good weekend all in all, even though I had to leave Sunday missing that night’s
entertainment. From Weston I travelled up to Hull to catch the Sunday night ferry to start my trip down to Euro Fest 2012
in St Tropez. It turned out to be a bit of a Gastro trip down and back staying in some beautiful places and eating stunning
food, I will say no more about St Tropez as I think someone else is writing a full rally and trip report.
We have lots of club ride-outs, zimmer rides & evening rides to come so why not try and come along and enjoy riding in
good company and joining in the fun.
For those of you attending the SOFER rally in Bisley, I will be taking a gazebo and BBQ down with me so look out for the
Aire Valley flag. On the Friday night at around 6.30 to 7pm we will be having a AV members get together with a few beers
(feel free to bring along extra alcohol) and if I can con someone in to wearing the AV chefs jacket, I know we have some
good cooks (well they think they are) in the Chapter we'll have a bit of a BBQ. If it goes well we will be doing the same on
the Saturday night, look forward to seeing you all there.
10th Hog on the Humber will be along at the end of this month. Please try to make it and make it the biggest and best for
the 10th year. Rob tells me everything is booked and ready he has even arranged for the weekend to be sunny. The mass
ride over the bridge on Sunday morning promises to once again be incredible, even if you can’t make the weekend please
come along to the bridge crossing. If you have not crossed the bridge before do try to make it I promise you will love it,
and bring along your friends on any bike they are all welcome and the proceeds are for a great cause.
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Two of our very long standing members Steve Headley and Mary Thom are getting married next week, they will marry in
the UK and then have the blessing in Portugal, at the 21st Annual European Rally. So have a great wedding, and a fantastic
blessing, and brilliant honeymoon. It’s about time. Congratulations and best wishes from the whole of Aire Valley UK.
Also Congratulations to Liz Watmuff who celebrated (in Hawaiian style) her 50th birthday last weekend Fantastic
Do Great Food Loads to Drink Semi-naked Ladies What more could you want?
On behalf of our Chapter I would like to thank Paul and the staff at Get Geared for all their help and goodwill towards
Aire Valley whilst we were without a Dealership, they opened up the shop at 9am for us to use the facilities before the
rideouts and laid on bacon butties and pots of tea to send us off on our rides. They have been fantastic Thank You I will
be popping in the near future with liquid appreciation!
MG

T HE D IRTY D OZEN
12 hardy souls took to the North Yorkshire
highways on 22nd April for the ride-out
organised by Steve King and Ian McNeill.
The staff at Get Geared were their normal
ebullient selves, providing coffee and
bacon butties while the rain poured down
outside.
“Don’t worry”, said Mac, it will stop by
10 O’clock… and so it did. Amazingly the
group rode the 50-odd miles to Helmsley
via Aldwark Toll bridge and quiet country
roads in brilliant sunshine with the rain
showers all around… but not on us.
A half-hour for coffee at Helmsley (or icecream in for some who were too hot and
then off on a new route over the moors via
Fadmoor and Gillamoor to Hutton-leHole, Rosedale, Egton Bridge, Goathland
to Pickering. Again, not a drop of rain
dared to spoil the ride and despite riding south towards what looked like a brewing Armageddon, we stayed dry and warm
(too warm actually with all the gear everyone was wearing).
Private secure parking for a quid in Pickering gave everyone the chance to wander the streets and grab a nice lunch. Mac
had promised some “off the radar” roads on the way home, and so it was. A cross-country route to York via Nunnington,
Hoveringham and Sherriff Hutton made sure that everyone’s bike got covered in a thick layer of mud, with the ride
finding some roads reminiscent of a farmyard tour – hence earning the group the sobriquet of “The Dirty Dozen”. Despite
the threat of a deluge we just got a few half-hearted sprinkles of rain.
The ride finished on the A64 and a return to normal roads after 137 miles. Thanks to everyone who made the effort to get
on their bikes and join in.
Words & Pic Ian McNeill (Mac)
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W HERE ’ S M E S LIPPERS ?
Or “How I became a British Motorcycle Trials Champion in 2011.
Well I guess at my age I should know better but I just
can’t shake off the desire to ride motorbikes. It probably
all started before I even knew it, my dad had ridden bikes
on & off road so I was already exposed to the intoxicating
whiff of Castrol R. (If you’re too young to know what that
is ask your granddad).
I can remember going to watch motorcycle trials and
scrambles when everything was still in black and white, so
it was no surprise that when I’d saved up enough paper
round money I bought my first trials bike.. a BSA Bantam
for £17.50! The bike was a dog, never running right and
often breaking down but from this humble beginning I
learnt things which serve me well today. Never give up
and always buy quality.
I rode regularly through the late 70’s & 80’s
accomplishing minor success’s in club championships, but
I achieved nothing on a national scale . In the nineties I
decided that I was too old for messing around in the dirt
on motorbikes and sold everything. Golf was a far more
suitable game for a man of my age (36).
However in 2002 a customer had a trials bike to sell and
encouraged by my brother saying “you can’t go wrong,
get it bought” I was back in business. Well they say you
never forget how to ride a bike and so it proved, the bug
had bitten me again.
After a year or so of local competitions I was crowned
“West Leeds over 40’s champion”, an achievement but
still small potatoes in a niche sport. So onto the next
challenge the British Championship competing in the class
for riders over 50 years old.
I rode the full series in 2010 and came third which was ok but not what I’d set out to do. I trained and practiced over winter
and armed with the best bike for the job, a Honda 4 stroke, I set off to tackle the 2011 series. Won or lost, there are no
other positions.
The 10 round championship has events in Essex, Devon, Cornwall, Wales, Cumbria, Derbyshire, Lancashire and the final
round in the greatest county of them all... Yorkshire.
I tried hard and was a contender all season but never got to the top of the leader board. Going into the last round I was in
second place and there were still four people in close contention for the title, so no pressure then. I still couldn’t get in
front but managed second place on the day, however this was enough to win the overall championship by 3 points!
My school report always used to say...”could do better”... well finally I did do better!
Now where’s me slippers…

Words and Pix—Dave Lamin
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M ASHAM 2012
62 members attended our weekend away and what a weekend we had!
This was our 3rd visit to take over the Kings Head and for the lst time some
members had to take over bed and breakfasts in the town as demand was so high!
The weather had been dreadful the week before with rain forecast for the
weekend but Jimmy 2 Dinners and pal/Jim and Jill Doyle, Phil Wilkes, Ian
McNeil, Tony & Carol in their car and George and Ursullah were all at Get
Geared for bacon sandwiches before our ride to Helmsley. The weather was
much better than expected and we had a good ride to Masham. We now have a
car club as a subsidiary of Aire Valley, but everyone gathered in the hotel that
night for a meal together and it was great to see some many happy faces – a great
night was had by all.
Saturday there was a ride out (thanks Ian for planning this route) in the lovely
surrounding countryside and thanks to Clive for leading the ride from Pool in
Wharfedale to the hotel, 6-7 bikes made this trip with a little drizzle but plenty of
banter to the car folks and still happy faces. The ride out did get split up early on
but this added to the hilarity and gave some of us an extra coffee break!
There was a meet up in the bar again before the meal was a good gathering and a chance for reflection. The view was this is
too good a venue to miss out on so a date for the last weekend in April 2013 has been booked. We now know that in
inclement weather we can all still enjoy ourselves, and we will again! Lots of members commented on the fabulous
atmosphere. It was great that some members who couldn’t make the whole weekend travelled to the hotel for the meal on
the Saturday night and thanks to everyone for their kind words and messages. Its a pleasure to organise this weekend away
and we look forward to 2013.
MICK AND SUE PIERCE
ACTIVITIES OFFICERS

C OAST

TO

C OAST

15TH ANNIVERSARY RIDE
7TH-9TH SEPTEMBER 2012

– WHITLEY BAY TO CUMBRIA

A coast to coast ride with a difference, no early starts!! The problem is that everyone enjoys themselves so much
on the Friday it is hard to get up early on the Saturday - so it will be a 10.30 departure on the Saturday Hooray shouts Sue!!
This year is the 15th anniversary of Aire Valley H.O.G. and to mark it we are doing a 2 night rally in different spots.
We will leave Leeds 10am Friday 7th Sept for a ride to Geordie Land – taking in Bamburgh and Holy Island (time and
weather permitting) before riding back to Whitley Bay for an overnight stop at the Biker Hotel "The Avalon". This hotel
has 14 rooms reserved (£25 per person bed and breakfast) and due to demand an additional hotel has already been
arranged very nearby! There will be a get together in the bar at The Avalon on the Friday night with no early start on Sat
8th but a ride to the west coast (Scottish borders etc – Keilder Dam / Forest), taking in some excellent biking roads before
an overnight stop at The Bower House Inn (real ale and excellent food) - with full breakfast before a ride back though The
Lake District Sunday mid morning.
All rooms reserved in my name so call me on 07734 301268 to reserve your place. We have had interest from other
Chapters so it should be a good do!
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Wednesday. Almost overslept today, must be the nice air
and a decent bed.
Breakfast consisted of local bread, cheese, ham and other bits
and pieces; it was really nice with the freshly squeezed orange
juice and a strong black coffee.
We spoke a bit more to the caretaker this morning. I may be
unfair to give him that title but it is only him and his wife in
the hotel, they don’t own it so manager is not right either.
Some years back they worked in one of the big hotels in Ibiza
frequently used by British travel companies, this would
explain his language skills. He told us that they are busiest at
weekends and in the summer but January is so flat that it is
their holiday time, which they spend in the Caribbean. I
offered to be the stand in if they should want to go away at another time of the year.
We are only going 100 miles today and had decided we didn’t need to leave until after eleven.
I sat in the small plaza watching the goings on, fish sales woman arrived and tooted, so did the butcher, the dairyman etc.
Two men were in a leisurely way cleaning dead leaves from trees in the small square, the village dog watching over the
activities and giving the fish woman’s car a telling off. Simon was updating himself on the route for the next few days. The
landlady was busy watering the stones in the garden, I could not see a reason to do that but each to their own.
It was blazing sunshine but we learned from yesterday that the high up roads could be cold, so it became a warm clothes
day. We were riding through a stunning landscape, very mountainous, green, loads of viaduct with gorgeous views into the
valleys. We were debating if to give Nora the task of finding the smaller roads but decided not to, it can easily double the
journey time and the motorways hardly have any traffic.
Galician architecture is more mid European than typically Spanish Costas with their spaghetti western buildings.
Like everywhere in the world some are beautiful, mostly old properties, some bland, some hideous and some ghastly. The
latter is usually when a building has been “improved” with an unsuitable material.
We needed money and Santiago de Compostela was just right for that and a quick coffee.
There were lots of multi-storey mainly unattractive buildings to see in our 30 minutes there.
We didn’t go to see the main attraction, the Cathedral, largely because it is difficult when on a bike but we already felt
clean and there was no need to repent and we were not sure if it helped non-Catholics.
As we got closer to the coast it got a bit warmer, but all along the journey there were side winds that caught you,
particularly on viaducts.
We have seen plenty of “horreos” a type of freestanding small granary on stilts often with a cross at the apex.
For a while I thought Nora had let us down but we eventually found Punta Causo outside Ribeira.
This is a small eight-room hotel in the Dunbar Park that is family owned and run. There is bit of a garden and a swimming
pool. We were looking forward to eating here tonight but the owner’s son immediately told us that the cooker was not
working, I think to his father’s great annoyance, but there were places to eat within one kilometre.
He gave us the room key; the fob was that big I could barely get it in my back pocket. Their way of getting the keys back
from guests when they leave. We just unloaded the bags and rode out to find somewhere for a late lunch. We also took the
opportunity to have a look at the nearby beach; it looked very nice and neat with big boulders mixed with sand and pine
trees. Too early to go there for a swim if ever, only the brave go there and I think mostly in August. A small seaside port
area close by looked fine and Simon went to a bar to order some food whilst I was enjoying the sun on the promenade side
of the road. It took a bit longer than I expected so I also went in and found that even Simon needed an interpreter here, he
had however been lucky and found a lady who fixed all by speaking both Catalan and Galician. It was a bit late and they had
stopped serving food but still made us a cheese and ham sandwich each. Those and a small beer and coffee each made us
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cheese and ham sandwich each. Those and a small beer and coffee each made us happy.
We realised that what we had found was not what the owner’s boy had directed us to and went in search to see if we could
see anywhere we would want to eat tonight. There were a couple of places but we decided that we would rather catch a
taxi to the nearest town Riberia tonight where there is a wider choice. Back to the hotel Simon went to read by the pool and
maybe a swim. I decided to do some writing.
After a while I went out to the pool, got a drink and sat enjoying the sun. A Spanish couple was fully occupied looking after
their baby daughter who made several dashes for the pool, quite amusing to watch. When I had warmed up a bit the pool
looked quite inviting so I started climbing down the ladder steps, cold, decide to dive in, got up, freezing! By now Simon
was doing whale impressions swimming endlessly back and forth.
Since I am fair skinned I decided it was enough. As a boy my mates always used to refer to me as Asta’s (mums name) little
pinkie when I got burned. I wasn’t half pink when I looked in the bathroom mirror, actually more dark red with a nose like
a clown, it would have to be extreme sun protection in future i.e. cricketer’s war paint.
Time was passing too quickly! Got back late tonight after another late dinner. We are having breakfast at 09.30 tomorrow,
that’s when they start, all meal times are moved forward by about three hours compared to at home.
It makes it easier to accept if I look at it like that. The dinner tonight was in what we think was the iconic fish restaurant in
Riberia the name was Garcias Mariscos. It was supposed to open at nine, it wasn’t, and all in complete darkness. Ten
minutes later it was in semidarkness and open. I have never seen such a cluttered dining room presumably full mementos
for the owners but looking like a jumble sale to me. The food we had was simple and excellent and in my case far too big
portions.
Simon had to help me with the Calamari and I could not eat the chips that came with it, and that was only the starter. Then I
had monkfish, cut straight through the bone, a new one on me. Simon had a consommé to start and a very garlicky dish with
large prawns. I could see the proprietor moving around in a sort of casual non-stressed way in the kitchen preparing all the
food. We think his wife was the waitress. It shows you how good it can be to run the same menu for many years. Again
there were no vegetables this makes cooking much easier.
We could not have eaten any more. They had “percebes” goose necked barnacles on the menu at 75 euros a kilo. I love to
eat them but dared not order them in case I had to eat a kilo nor would I want to pay the price. With the difficulty in
communicating that could easily have happened.
It seemed that the landlady from where we stay is well known, she handed us a card when we left for us to give to the
restaurant. The waitress immediately smiled and said Dona Blanca, very nice person. Mind, we thought so too earlier. It is
also a coincidence that the previous hotel had the same name as proprietor of our present hotel.
I had earlier borrowed money from Simon, left my wallet in the hotel, and bought some small cigars in town, I realised
later that I had left them in the restaurant. Lindsay always says I am careless with carrier bags and clearly air brained when it
comes to bringing money when I go out. I feel like the real “Idiot Abroad’’
Thursday. It has been blowing what sounds like a gale outside all night, would not have needed the alarm, woken up by a
cacophony of bird twitter. It is sunny out but still very windy.
Discovered that I have a small hole in my leather jeans pocket. In a way not surprising since they are 15 years old, and I
think through some neglect, lost a bit of black for a yellowish hue.
I have tried to replace them on a number of occasions in the years past, but could never find any new ones as comfortable as
the old and just gave in.
Having spent a lifetime working in both manufacturing and retail of apparel I find the mark ups obscene. As a result I have
not bought many biker clothes in the years gone by, sort of just replaced things if vastly better than the old
Next to Simon I must look like a tramp, in the ten years we have had longer trips away I don’t think he has ever worn the
same outfit, helmet or boots two years running. The reason for this is that someone told him that Lee Marvin had told him
that looking right in the right gear was very important. It meant that when you were dead people would say, “He always
looked good.” This year he has even got a nifty shoulder bag for the camera, very sensible it makes for easy access. Better
not let Lindsay see it, she will want one to go with her extensive bag collection.
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My philosophy is that I will not know what they say about me when gone so it does not matter to me.
Basic breakfast today of toast, butter and jam.
The son in the establishment came and spoke to us asking what last night had been like and told us he had been taking his
father to hospital with something seriously wrong in the stomach. Maybe there was a misunderstanding yesterday and it was
the father that was ill rather than the cooker or could it be that the cooker had blown up in his fathers stomach. Far too
intricate to resolve, we politely said we were sorry to hear about his father.
He then went on to tell us that his sister worked for Victory in USA and that he could get a bike with 40% discount, we
advised he order it today.
Some very dusty bikes this morning, we hope it blows off. The route today takes us back a bit but then forward. We are
mostly using the motorways; they are high up and give the best views of the landscape. The scenery is much the same as
yesterday, a few more towns along the road. Only a 120-mile ride today, very easy and we arrive just before three.
Today’s hotel is very impressive, elegant or maybe grand is a better word. It is still part of the Rusticae booking group with
its all-individual offerings. The hotel is called Pazo Libunca and is situated in Naron close to A Coruna.
A minute girl and a gigantic man greeted us. As mentioned before it is difficult to get right first time here even if you speak
good Spanish. Simon tries English and Spanish and after a few blank moments we have concord.
The house was built at the beginning of the 20th century. It has been completely refurbished without losing out to too many
modern quirks other than the useful ones. Antique furniture, stained glass, hardwood, marble and paintings are the main
finishes you see. Tiles depicting traditions and customs are adding to the ambiance. It sits in a vast garden in which two
gardeners are busying themselves trying to control and prune all that is in it.
There are some fantastic features and a dome shaped building in the garden that caters for christenings, weddings and that
sort of occasion.
The rooms are spacious and furnished old solid style. My toilet mirror is big enough to feature a football team and it makes
the already large room look huge. The electrics are of course modern but all switches in the style I presume the house had
years gone by. The air conditioning is making a noise but it does not seem to make the room cool.
We asked if it was possible to have a bite to eat and got the choice between octopus and veal. I chose the first and Simon the
latter, I could not eat more than just over half of mine. They must have some very hungry people in this part of the world
portions are all massive.
When we enquired about a swimming pool the answer was no but the beach is only six kilometres away. Not what we
wanted. Sat in the garden for a while, tried to read but kept nodding off when not fighting flying insects and ants. Gave up
and went inside. There is “wiffi” in the room, which is very useful.
This is only the second time I have brought a laptop when going away and I find it very useful both for writing and keeping a
check on the latest news.
Time to go down for the now customary late dinner; we had booked a table when we arrived about three o’clock this
afternoon. The new receptionist, a round one, told us that the cooker was cold and that the restaurant was not open tonight.
We were flabbergasted; we had booked and got a yes only six hours ago. We enquired about a place diagonally over the
road, apparently it only opened lunchtime. She advised us that there was a place just down the road, only 300 metres away
that would be open. We said fine and set off, of course it was further than she said and the place was closed.
We went into a bar opposite and the barman came out to show us which direction to go for the eating-place just 200 metres
away. I said to Simon, there is nothing where he says it is and he is not doing the walking, it is three times as far to the first
building. Away we went and got to the promised place. When we went in we found out the cooker was cold and no food
being served. There were lots of young people around that tried to be helpful but by now I was getting seriously peed off
with the cold cooker syndrome.
There was a suggestion to continue walking “only” 300 metres where a hotel might be open. Simon was up for it, I was not
and the call of what to do became mine. We walked uphill back to the hotel we stayed in and got the girl to fix us some
cheese, ham, bread and beer. What a carry on!
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Back in the room I encounter another problem, the air conditioning seems to make it warm despite being set at 12 degrees.
Expletives. Switched it off but there is still something whirring behind the grids for the rest of the night. The reason the
extreme heat is that we are up in the eaves. Simon had windows at an unreachable height even when standing on a chair, I
had one that would open but in the toilet. I would have needed ropes to tie the door and window shutters to stop banging in
the wind.
Friday. We both had a mediocre nights sleep. Breakfast was of course continental, that’s where we are.
Struggled to have cheese and ham after last night. Coffee a bit stewed but black and thick, lovely.
On the whole it was rubbish and didn’t really feel that they had made an effort to present a nice breakfast.
I think that there were not enough guests for last night’s dinner so they decided not to open.
We concluded we would never go back and that they should concentrate on the festive catering.
I shall seek revenge on the review page on the web.
Today’s ride was sort of diagonally, going southeast towards the city of Leon but turning off before.
The day was a mixture spent mainly on motorways but also on single carriageway and the last 15 kilometres on a country
road. The latter made me think of home, it was very pitted and potholed the difference only that I don’t live in a rural area.
The scenery has been fantastic and the sun is shining. Instead of being on the top of the mountain we have been half way
down or at the bottom of the valley.
We passed many more built up areas; in one place they stored what looked like the parts for 50 more wind turbines. We
stopped and had lunch in one of the villages, three courses with drink and coffee for nine euros a head.
The roads have been great again; the traffic density on the motorway is like the M62 at three o’clock Sunday morning. It is
even less on the smaller roads. As we went on it got hotter and hotter and in the end a big sweat.
On the way we went through a number of picturesque villages, one had an inhabited Stork nest on a bell arch not sure if I
have ever seen that live before. The nest was much larger than the base it rested on, some ingenious building technique.
We finally arrived at Hosteria Camino in Luyego de Somoza a very pretty place with a population of about 100. We have
done 180 miles but it felt effortless. The very helpful staff made sure we could garage the bikes by moving cars out of the
way and whilst registration took place we had a “cool one”. I saw pictures of buildings in a state of disrepair that shape wise
can be seen is what we see now, but renovated. When asking I was told that the pictures were from 2003 and that it took 27
months to renovate/rebuild into what it is now. Also it cost many euros said the young man belonging to the owner family. I
can believe that, all the workmanship seems to be first class, something not that common in Spain.
There are a lot of features such as granite ashlars, terracotta flooring, wood beams, wrought iron and some fabulous doors.
There are only nine rooms but all have similar features, exposed brickwork and wood floors. Best of all it has not got air con
but all the windows have a roller blind net to keep insects out and get air in.
Simon almost immediately asked if the cooker was broken or otherwise indisposed for tonight. The answer was that it was
all working. He then had to explain why we asked; I don’t think they believed last night’s hosts either.
Sitting in the courtyard became a bit of an endurance test; the flies were out in large numbers. Not a problem, we both
moved into the very nice and cool lounge area next to the dining room. Book finished and up for a bit of Wiffi.
Dinnertime, we had a Tinto de Verano for aperitif, a refreshing cool long drink I would recommend. It is a version of
Sangria but not as sweet and served as an individual drink. It is popular in amongst the Spanish who leaves the big jug drink
for the tourists. Whilst enjoying that we started to read the menu.
There was a fair amount of trying to translate and find out what was what involving the barman, who decided it was better to
draw some dishes on a piece of paper. He drew an excellent scallop. Simon is gluttonous and eats like he had fire in the
mouth whilst I don’t want too much of anything and take ages. In the end we decided to share a crayfish dish to start, the
reason for sharing was that Simon wanted a mega dish and I wanted a medium sized and the waiter I suppose thought he
would help and told us to share.
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Simon is carnivorous and ordered a steak whilst I choose scallops
based on the depiction by the barman.
It may be difficult to draw a crayfish but we definitely had big
prawns.
Both dishes were very well presented but not with fussiness,
plain but appetising to look at.
We both enjoyed ourselves eating both the starter and the main
courses. We drank a bottle of local red wine with the meal and
that was good too. Simon managed some sort of desert that was
described as cheesecake, it looked more like Crème Brule with cream, and he thought it was very nice. I abstained.
Next it was time for cigar for both, coffee for him and Cuarenta y Tres for me.
The latter is a Spanish liqueur called 43 or as name above.
I only wanted a small glass but was given a full large tumbler with ice full of 43. Simon had to help out
Had to be awake for a while until the party, wherever it was, stopped and the dogs stopped barking.
Saturday. Breakfast at 0930, think we are adapting to the slow start very well.
Picos Mountains today, somehow the original mileage has been reduced; only about 110 and we should be at the next hotel.
We have definitely stayed in the best hotel so far, it was all it promised and a bit more so we told them so.
Very warm today, summer jackets on with as much as possible open.
To begin with we rode in an undulating landscape with not much to see.
We stopped for a quick coffee break at a service station that was for some reason as full of people as I have ever seen one be.
We have during the week been on toll roads not so much by design as that what Nora has put us on, it means in some cases
we only know when it comes to pay.
We again came to a tollbooth and they wanted 10.95 euros, very expensive I thought but we were on our way in to the
Picos.
It was tunnel after tunnel with stupefying beauty in between.
Simon soon realised he had ridden this way before eight years ago and got very excited. At that time there had been eight of
us and we had gone in smaller groups. I had been much further up on smaller roads then so this was new to me. I remember
we all had a brilliant day whichever route we had taken and there was the insolvable argument which one had been best. I
am sure they were all equally stunning. As we later sat reminiscing I realised I had spent two days in the Picos those years
ago.
Some of the tunnels were very long, the longest four kilometres.
I may have written this before but for me to be in a tunnel with a chromed up bike and windshield the flickering of lights is
very intense. I liken it to be inside a pinball machine or Kathryn’s kitchen.
Eventually we went downwards and got to Oviedo.
This is when trouble started; Nora was useless and kept sending us around the city centre time after time on different roads.
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Simon phoned the hotel on three occasions and kept inputting new details all for no good. The woman in the hotel got more
and more stroppy and in the end told us to get a taxi.
I thought that was a good idea but Simon now frustrated just said how do we find one? By riding around in the city centre I
said.
By now I am, and I am sure Simon was also so hot it was unbelievable. I don’t have much hair but could feel only liquid in
my head and the earplugs were almost sliding out of my lugs.
The traffic lights seemed to be on red for ages whichever crossing we came to.
We found the bus station with a long taxi rank but no cars.
Just after that was a hotel, Simon went in, was there for a while and came running out with a girl at the same time as a taxi
turned up.
Instructions to the cab driver seemed to go well and I told Simon to tell him not to go fast. He just said, you tell him, to the
great amusement of both the girl and the driver I gave the instructions in my pigeon Spanish. No loco lunatico vroom
vroom, it worked.
I still have a memory from my youth when a taxi driver that was to lead us to a hotel set of at such a speed that my mate
thought it necessary to take a shortcut though a tulip plantation.
We rode around town for a bit and started climbing, this went on until the asphalt gave way to concrete a bit like a
washboard and the taxi driver stopped and said this is it. Now it was to decide which house, we did and unpacked and
started a descent of about 80 steps down the stairs, I considered if I should throw the bags to the bottom, t-shirt plastered to
my body.
We had reached Casa Camila. The host had by now phoned a person that could speak English. No need tell her/him not to
come any more.
We checked in Simon speaking to the lady me grunting, somehow it was established how many children they had and that
she was a granny.
Bags dumped and straight for two beers and a sandwich on the terrace overlooking what seems to be the whole Oviedo and
far beyond. We checked and found that we were about 300 metres up and that was not at the top.
Simon’s daughter spent a couple of weeks in Oviedo last year and had told him about a big Jesus statue. He kept scanning
the mountains we could see to no avail, the landlady told us it was on our side somewhere behind us. Still we never saw it
maybe he had gone to heaven.
Shorts on and back to the terrace where we spent most of our time whilst awake.
We had a choice of two starters and two main courses, we both chose cream of vegetable soup, Simon had a stew from
vacca/cow and I had Revuelto, with mushrooms and prawn. The name Revuelto does not sound good to English ears
almost like revolting but is in fact scrambled eggs. Simon had the desert on offer, rice pudding. Again we drank local wine.
The whole atmosphere was as if we sat in someone’s home not a hotel. We had the feeling the landlady could not do enough
for us. By now an English speaking man has turned up, he is on crutches, I feel for him getting up and down all those steps.
The bathroom had the most impressive array of things to keep clean with. It isn’t often you get toothbrush and paste,
razorblades and shaving soap plus numerous creams and soap articles. You could stay overnight without bringing any
toiletries at all. Thinking about it men could but women probably not.
To bed early but impossible to sleep, a bit further down the hill I think they must have had a chainsaw competition and a
further down it was a fiesta with what sounded like mini bombs going off until midnight.
To be continued…
Words and Pix Morgan Gustafsson
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Get EU Hands Off Biking! National Demos - 24th June 2012
Sunday June 24th 2012 should be a date for your diary. The Motorcycle Action Group (MAG) are organising another day of
action, similar to the one they held last September when over 40,000 riders took to the streets to highlight a raft of new
legislation coming from Europe.
Things have moved on since then and the campaigning work has been frantic, limiting some of the worst legislative excesses
and spreading awareness among Members of the European Parliament (MEPs) as well as the bike press.
June 24th aims to concentrate the action this time, with one large demo in each of the 12 regions of the country represented
by MEPs.
SO WHAT’S THE PROBLEM?
It’s never easy to explain detailed legislation in just a few words but in essence:
The EU Type Approval and Market Surveillance Regulation is consolidating loads of pre-existing Euro legislation, while at
the same time extending its reach and placing more control in the hands of bureaucrats.
-trains, from the airbox down to
and including the radius of the rear tyre.
-mapping device

commuters, which is against the wishes of manufacturers too, who believe combined braking is often better suited

of European Treaties (evidence must exist to justify a new law)

WHY DEMONSTRATE?
involves a lot of meetings and letter writing, but also occasionally requires a visual demonstration of the strength of feeling
that exists about the issue.
Parliamentary vote on the subject timetabled for 3rd July (though this may be postponed as we continue to pressure
politicians)
many voters are concerned.
politicians

WHERE AND HOW TO GET INVOLVED
exist in the UK

-defeating. Instead we’ll leave the
outside lane free, which is also important for emergency services

way to the main start point
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START AND FINISH POINTS
haven’t been finalised and some of the runs may just involve riders dispersing.
points but 1 central finish point, but in the South West there’ll be 1 start point but 2 finish points.
-uk.org or visit facebook EU Hands off Biking. Detail of every run will be provided
by MAG and details of all the early morning feeder runs will also be listed on facebook.
The Yorkshire leg of the demo ride will leave Wetherby Services at 1pm and finish at Woolley Edge
services.
JUNE 24 2012 — PUT IT IN YOUR DIARIES

YORKSHIRE
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The time had come. Since booking our tickets some months ago, Jill and I had been eagerly awaiting our first European rally
together and the journey to and from our base in the south of France. Not knowing exactly how many had signed up for the
trip we were loaded up and ready to roll on Sunday 6 May to meet up with Mick/Sue and Phil/Andie at the Hayride pub on
the outskirts of Beverley for a few nibbles before boarding our overnight ferry from Hull to Zeebrugge.
Mike Gaunt was to meet us at the ferry terminal following his weekend down at the Cider Rally. He arrived with a friend in
tow namely Johnny who was tagging along on his way back to Austria where he is currently working.
We boarded promptly and strapped the bikes down, sorted the cabins out and hit the bar for a few. We all dined later in
Langan’s where the food was delicious, washed down with a few bottles of wine then it was back to the bar where it sounded
like the local pub crooner was wailing. After a few more beers we did not notice the off-tune singing. We ended the night
with a nightcap from Mike G. of Baileys and whisky. I must confess to finding it very moreish.
We docked at 9 and were on our way fairly quickly on the first leg of our journey towards Gudmont some 300 miles away.
Weather was fair and we got the hang of driving on the wrong side soon enough. Some of the scenery we passed through was
breathtaking. Mick/Sue were leading and were setting a fast pace, so much so that we lost Johnny at a sharp turn off. He was
caught in the outside lane and was unable to manoeuvre safely across to join us. He waved us on and we hoped he would find
an alternative route even though he did not have a sat nav.
Continuing on we stopped in a quaint old town with cobbled streets, not ideal for bikes, for a coffee and to stretch our legs.
On leaving, several locals were not overly impressed with the roar of our Harleys. One or two gesticulating as we left. I
don't think Mick revving his bike several times did much to help. We left the villagers in peace and set off once again with
the weather still being kind to us. We made good progress finally arriving at La Source Bleue at Gudmont, Villiers- AurMarne off the N67 motorway. lt took some finding as it was situated in about 5 acres high the middle of nowhere. It looked
stunning with the accommodation in a relatively new build and the separate restaurant/bar in a magnificently converted
watermill. Accommodation was first class and the restaurant had a Michelin star although the food was not entirely to our
liking. After a few nightcaps with Mike G. and Johnny, who had somehow found us in the middle of nowhere, we turned in
for the night.
Day 2 started damply following some overnight rain. The gravel track leading from the hotel to a basic tarmac road was
causing some concern especially for Andie who was not happy with the surface. I must say I felt ok but it was to me and Jill
that disaster struck. On leaving the hotel the gravel track ran from left to right and slightly uphill. As we gingerly made our
way out I moved left to avoid a large pothole only to feel the rear wheel drift away from under us. As I tried to correct the
bike’s position it kicked one way then the other finally ending up on top of us both. Fortunately we managed to land on the
grass verge and apart from a few bruises and red faces we survived ok with very little damage to the bike. Great start to the
day!!!!!! We were to experience further trouble that day as the heavens opened and the slick tarmac surfaces in places were
like ice rinks with the back end twitching all over. We finally arrived at the Chateau Cornu at Vignieu in Rhone Alpes.
Driving up the gravel (yet again) driveway it looked like a scene from a Dracula movie with the imposing turrets and very
gothic look. Yet again the accommodation was superb and likewise the fine dining was not what we were expecting.
Following a few after dinner drinks in the courtyard we called it a night.
Day 3 was our final push to Port Grimaud. Weather
was good and clearly getting warmer the further
south we progressed. Having spent a while on the
motorway we switched on to some a roads leading
through the Central Massif. Mick & Sue were
leading and passing through a busy village we again
got separated. Mick & Sue and me & Jill carried on
which left Phil & Andie and Mike G. to play catch
up although Andie and Mike G. both had satnavs.
At this point the terrain suddenly altered to
extreme gradients and some monster switchbacks.
Having ridden similar roads years ago on Japanese
bikes I thought I would be ok.
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How wrong could I be? I soon realised that ½ ton of Harley does not ride quite the same through these bends and we
encountered several squeaky bum moments along the way. Thankfully we came out the other side intact although a little dry
in the mouth. Shortly after, we stopped for a break and something to eat. This also gave us a chance to catch up on the
position of our colleagues. Mick having contacted them found they had taken a slightly different route and were somewhere
west of our position.
Refreshed after a good meal and a short drive on the motorway we finally arrived at Port Grimaud and our apartments
although it took us a while to find our car park. In doing so we bumped into the others who had only just arrived themselves.
The apartment was well positioned and extremely well equipped. Ideally positioned with the rally a short walk down the
road. We spent the rest of the day wandering around getting our bearings and finally settling down to a few beers to end the
day at Monroe’s.
Day 4 found us down at the rally site located on the beach, surrounded by various trade stands/demos/exhibits and stages
where the music was coming thick and fast. The down side was the beer prices on site at 6 euro a pint. What the hell, it’s
only once a year. It was a great party atmosphere with, as you would expect, a multitude of chapters in attendance
predominantly French and Italian. We hooked up with some members of the Sherwood Chapter and some guys from
Belgium who were great company.
In between the four days of the rally we ventured further afield to find some hidden gems of restaurants in what is a mini
Venice with the luxury yachts moored at the back door of some houses.
Friday found us hooking up with Mick/Sue and Phil/ Andie for the short ferry trip to St. Tropez to meet Mike G. Johnny
and Mark ( Johnnies mate) at the Hotel Sube where we found them lazing on the balcony chilling out with a bottle of
champers watching the world go by. It is an incredible view overlooking the harbour as the Harleys rolled into town taking
over the seafront parking. We returned slightly earlier than the others to Port Grimaud as we were not sure of the ferry
times.
With the rally over on the Sunday we had a day of rest on the Monday before setting of on our journey home on the Tuesday
morning. This time the journey was planned with 3 stops instead of the 2 on the way down. The first leg of our return found
us in a town called Montespan, which is directly north of Clermont-Ferrand. As with all the French towns & villages, it was
like taking a step back in time, the architecture being somewhat dated in appearance. We found the hotel ok, the Grand
Hotel Montespan Talleygrand but struggled to find the parking space. On enquiring the proprietor guided us around the
back of the hotel to a garage next to a gravel courtyard. Only problem was that to get there it meant going down what must
have been a 1 : 3 hill covered with loose gravel and a couple of tight switchbacks thrown in for good measure. Mick had
gone first as I followed and we quickly realised that having turned down this road there was no going back. I gather our faces
were a picture as we inched our way down very gingerly. We somehow got down unscathed but Andie had taken one look
and decided no way jose. That left Phil to climb back up the hill on foot and bring Andie’s bike down on his second descent.
Thankfully we all made it ok but faced with the same hill again I think a no will be the reply.
Jill and I settled into the room. Showered and changed, we ventured down into the town as it appeared the hotel bar was
shut. We found a nice little newsagent cum bar and settled down in the sun for a few beers before tea, even buying a French
euro millions ticket to see if it would change our
fortune. Sadly it was not to be. Feeling refreshed we
returned to the hotel to se who else had surfaced only
to bump in to Mike G. who also found the hotel bar
closed so it was back in to town to the bar we had just
left for a few more. We would shortly be joined by
Andie, then Phil and Mick & Sue shortly after that. The
barman thought all his birthdays had come at once, he
had never been as busy. We later dined at a local grill
house that Andie had found on her travels. The food
yet again was excellent and made a welcome change
from the hotel menus. This of course was washed down
with the obligatory bottles of wine and cognacs to
follow.
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In the morning we were greeted with a little distain as we had not seen fit to dine in the hotel the previous night. Having said
that, we had not actually booked to dine there and could not see the problem, but we had also agreed between ourselves just
to have a morning coffee and stop for breakfast further on route. This was not greeted well either with the receptionist
trying to overcharge several of our bills, namely Mick/Sue suddenly being charged for parking in the garage. Finally we got
sorted and ready to leave each giving the other a hand to remove the bikes from the garage and across the gravel courtyard
and back on to the road.
Wednesday found us first tracking our way to a place that Mick/Sue and Phil/Andie had stayed some 3 years ago on a similar
trip. It was to La Uberge de Chateau at Le Bourgl2330 Muret-le-Chateau. The place was picture postcard stuff, a real step
back in time from the outside but so up to date and modern on the inside. Run by Estelle and Marc Cordy, Marc being a chef
previously in Paris, before starting his own business with his wife and three young boys.
Just prior to arriving we were being led by Andie when we missed a turn but Mick/Sue had followed their satnav and turned
off. We continued to follow Andie thinking she may turn around but she continued with the satnav re-routing us. We
arrived having taken the long way round but there was no sign of Mick/Sue. They arrived shortly after us to inform us that
they had taken a tumble and come off the bike. Fortunately neither was hurt and little or no damage could be seen on the
bike.
Having settled in quickly we retired down to the bar (nothing unusual there) for a few beers where conversation soon moved
on to French politics when Marc, who was very passionate about the topic, referred to the new leader as a " shit " in fact
everything in his eyes was " shit " and he had us in stitches, and as his tone grew louder and louder, Estelle had to remind
him to return to the kitchen as she had guests waiting for their meals.
When we finally sat down to dine the food was delicious. Especially the main course of beef cheeks and the strawberry
desert. It had certainly been Jill’s and my favourite up to press. Breakfast was also a delight with countless types of bread,
cheese and cakes on offer along with freshly picked strawberries.
Our departure started with a slightly damp morning. We gingerly eased the bikes out of the grass garden and on to the road
ready to roll. We bid our farewells and hoped to see them again and began our trek north to Noyon close to the Belgian
border. Having cleared the minor roads we headed on to the motorway to make tracks. We made good time and finally
found the Le Saint-Eloi hotel and restaurant.
We had some time to spare before dinner so ventured in to the
town to see what was on offer (especially pub-wise). It appeared
that earlier they had been celebrating some festival or other but
the town square pubs were relatively quiet. We chose one and
sampled several again before returning to see if anyone had
surfaced. Yet again we found ourselves venturing back in to town
to seek restaurants and pubs that looked appealing. Sadly we
came up short and returned to our hotel to dine. This too was a
Michelin star standard menu.
We retired early, for a change, ready for our final push to the
ferry. The day started grey and gloomy with more than a hint of
rain in the air. We soon jumped on to the motorway for a quick
pace although we only had approx. 149 miles to go. Our route
was to take us close to the Paris periphery with the Eiffel Tower in the distance. We made good progress and having stopped
for our last fuel stop Mick/Sue suggested a call to Arras were they had visited before much of which had been rebuilt around
two large town squares. We stopped for coffee then with time to spare Mike G. took us into Blankenburge just south of
Zeebrugge for a bite to eat prior to us boarding for home. Its like an upmarket Blackpool seafront dominated by miles of
beach huts ornately decorated. The food took ages and we were conscious of the time. We did not have far to go and made it
in good time.
We were soon loaded up and strapped down for the home crossing and having sorted the cabins out, you guessed, we
headed for the bar. Dinner was again taken in Langan’s and the food did not disappoint and we rounded off our final meal
with a bottle of champers which nearly did not reach us as the captain made a sharp right turn to avoid someone or
something, which sent the wine, crockery and everything else that was not strapped down flying of the tables.
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The excitement calmed down but contrary to being told it would be a smooth crossing it was far from it. We wondered
whether the bikes would be in the upright position when we docked. (No Panic). We finished the evening (by some strange
chance) in the bar reflecting on the past nearly two weeks. I have to say a big thank you to Mick/Sue and Phil/Andie who
arranged everything. We have visited some wonderful places, albeit off the beaten track. I am told Sue/Andie really sorted
the hotels out while Mick/Phil demolished several bottles of red at the other end of the table. Nevertheless Jill and I have
enjoyed everyone’s company and it has been an eye opener for our first European adventure. We look forward to many
more but I think I’ll have to invest in a satnav of my own. Our thanks again to Mick/Sue, Phil/Andie and Mike G. and to
Johnny over in Austria. It’s been a pleasure and we look forward to many more to come. Hope the numbers swell next time
and we make it a real chapter event.

Words & Pix Webbo
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June 1 - 4

Ireland Bike Fest, Killarney, Ireland (www.irelandbikefest.com)

June 1 - 4

Legend Rally, Nottinghamshire (www.sherwoodchapter.co.uk)

June 2 - 3

Leeds Harley Davidson Official Opening Weekend (Too late, you missed it…)

June 8 - 10

Deva Legion Circus Maximus Rally, Chester RUFC (devalegionhog.co.uk)

June 15 - 17

The Gathering, Argyll, Scotland, (www.clydevalleyhog.co.uk)

June 15 - 17

Yorkshire MAG’s 26th Farmyard Party (www.farmyardparty.com)

June 25

World Ride (formerly Million Mile Monday)

June 29 - July 1

Hog on the Humber, Brantingham Park, East Yorks (www.hogonthe humber.co.uk)

July 6 - 8

Hog in the Hayfields, Bristol (www.greatwesternhog.com)

July 6 - 8

Wake the Lakes, Kendal, Cumbria (www.erictomlinson.co.uk)

July 14

Thundercity Motorcycles 10th Anniversary Do

July 27 - 29

Fenlander’s East of England Rally, Fakenham (www.fenlandershog.co.uk)

July 27 - 29

Horseshoe Rally, Rutland Water (www.rutlandchapter.co.uk)

July 2012

Hogsback Iron Hog Riders Challenge

August 3 - 5

Hog ‘n’ Bog, Northern Ireland (www.provincewidehog.com)

August 3 - 5

South of England Rally, Bisley, Surrey (www.soferuk.com)

August 3 - 5

Yorkshire MAG’s 9th Yorkshire Pudding Rally, Hesley Wood Scout Camp
(www.yorkshirepuddinrally.com)

August 10 - 12

Essex Chapter Rally, Sudbury AFC (www.essexchapter.com)

August 17 - 19

Back 2 Basics 4 Rally, Nene Valley Chapter (www.nenevalleyhog.co.uk)

August 24 - 27

Thunder in the Glens, Aviemore (www.dunedinhog.com)

August 24 - 27

Shipley HD Club’s 32nd Baildon Rally, Baildon RUFC (www.shipley-harley-rally.co.uk)

August 30 - Sept 1 Lightning Rally, MFN Thunder Valley, Nottingham
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10th Anniversary Party
14 July 2012
9am - 4pm
All Aire Valley Members family and friends INVITED

Best In Show
Best Custom
Best Harley
Best Ladies
Best Paint

V ICTORY D EMO F LEET
Food Wagon on site with FREE Burgers
Tea Coffee
American V Magazine, 100% Biker Magazine
Trade Stands
British Legion Riders Marquee
Unit 2 Haines Park Grant Avenue Leeds LS7 1QQ
01132-406332
Please bring your driving licence and a utility bill for your demo ride
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If you had purchased £1000 of shares in Delta Airlines a
year ago, you would have the princely sum of £49 today.

A recent study shows that the average Briton walks about
900miles a year.

If you had purchased £1000 of shares in the AIG Insurance
Company a year ago, you would have £33 today.

Meanwhile another study found that Britons drink on
average, 22 gallons of alcohol a year.

If you had purchased £1000 of shares in Lehman Brothers 5
years ago, you would have nothing today.

That means that, on average, Britons get about 41 miles
to the gallon.

If you had purchased £1000 of shares in Northern Rock 2
years ago, you would have nothing today.

Doesn’t it make you proud to be British?

But if you had purchased £1000 of canned beer from Tesco
1 year ago, drunk all the beer, then taken the aluminium
cans to the scrap metal dealer, you would have £214 today.

“Mr Clark, I have reviewed this case very carefully” the
divorce court judge said. “I’ve decided to give your ex
wife £500 a week”.

Based on the above, the best current investment plan is to
drink heavily and recycle

“That’s very fair your honour. Now and then I’ll do my
best to send her a few quid myself”.

A Doctor examining a woman who had been rushed into
the emergency room took her husband aside and said “I
don’t like the looks of your wife at all”

When you drink vodka over ice, it can give you kidney
failure.

Me neither Doc, but she’s a good cook and she’s great with
the kids
Consider this: Half the things you worry about never
happen. However, half the things you don’t worry about
actually do happen.
So even if you’re worrying about the wrong things, you’re
probably doing the right amount of worrying. Carry on.

If you drink rum over ice, it can give you liver failure.
When you drink whisky over ice, it can give you heart
problems.
When you drink gin over ice, it can give you brain
problems.
Apparently, ice is really bad for you

It is a slow day in a damp little Irish town. The rain is beating down and the streets are deserted. Times are tough,
everybody is in debt, and everybody lives on credit. On this particular day a rich German tourist is driving through the
town, stops at the local hotel and lays a €100 note on the desk, telling the hotel owner he wants to inspect the rooms
upstairs in order to pick one to spend the night.
The owner gives him some keys and, as soon as the visitor has walked upstairs, the hotelier grabs the €100 note and runs
next door to pay his debt to the butcher. The butcher takes the €100 note and runs down the street to repay his debt to
the pig farmer. The pig farmer takes the €100 note and heads off to pay his bill at the supplier of feed and fuel. The guy
at the Farmers' Co-op takes the €100 note and runs to pay his drinks bill at the pub. The publican slips the money along
to the local prostitute drinking at the bar, who has also been facing hard times and has had to offer him "services" on
credit. The hooker then rushes to the hotel and pays off her room bill to the hotel owner with the €100 note. The hotel
proprietor then places the €100 note back on the counter so the rich traveller will not suspect anything.
At that moment the traveller comes down the stairs, picks up the €100 note, states that the rooms are not satisfactory,
pockets the money, and leaves town. No one produced anything. No one earned anything. However, the whole town is
now out of debt and looking to the future with a lot more optimism. And that, Ladies and Gentlemen, is how the bailout
package works.
40 Gypsies arrive at the Pearly Gates in their Transit vans and caravans. St Peter goes into the gatehouse and phones up
God, saying. 'I've got 40 travellers here, can I let them in?' God says 'We are over quota on Pikeys . Go out and tell
them to choose between them which are the 12 most worthy, and I will just let the dozen in.'
Less than a minute later St Peter is on the phone to God again. 'They've gone', he tells God.
'What?' says God, 'All 40 of them?' 'No, the f***ing gates…..
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One from 1976 (the Bowling Alley period…)
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This is all I’ve got on this - a picture of a fluffy dog
with a surf board.
Actually, that dog should be on four wheels, with a
“Triang” nameplate on it.

I SSUE : J UNE 2012

P AGE 23

C APTION C OMPETITION
Here’s one of Billy, spotted at Elland
Road on St George’s Day.
Sorry, I jest - I know it was really St
Paddy’s Day.
A bottle of something nice from my
lovely wine seller for the winnah

After much alcohol and merriment, (not
necessarily in that order), the winning
caption in our opinion is:
Fanfare, da, dada da da da dahh “AND THIS IS WHAT HAPPENS WHEN
JOHN TURNS IT UP TO TEN”
Keith Allen is the winner this time around

The next liver-quiverin’ issue of this fine rag will be out on September 5, 2012
The deadline for contributions is Fri 24 August

www.avhog.co.uk
http://picasaweb.google.com/102322754081651743232
for loads of pictures
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Director

Mike Gaunt

director@avhog.co.uk

Assistant Directors

Andie Hannam and
Richard Wilton

a-d@avhog.co.uk

Treasurer

Rick Day

treasurer@avhog.co.uk

Secretary

Sandra Gaunt

secretary@avhog.co.uk

Head Road Captain

Allan Ward

hrc@avhog.co.uk

Activities Officer

Mick and Sue Pierce

activities-officer@avhog.co.uk

AVT Editor

Dave Malt

editor@avhog.co.uk

Photographer

Keith Allan

ka1001@ntlworld.com

Photographer

Tony Lister

Tony.lister@loweengineering.com

HOG on the Humber

Rob and Dot Mitchelmore

rob@ourdeluxe.karoo.co.uk

Northern Rally Organiser

Rob Mitchelmore

rob@ourdeluxe.karoo.co.uk

Safety Officer

safety@avhog.co.uk

Webmaster

John Elliott (Dr. John)

webmaster@avhog.co.uk

Ladies of Harley Rep

Wendy Day

loh@avhog.co.uk

Historian

Gordon MacFarlane

gordonmac3@sky.com

MAG Rep

Dave Malt

dave.malt@btinternet.com

