The Review
The Review is a bi–monthly magazine produced by the Triangle (Ipswich) Motorcycle Club for its members.  Club members are invited to submit articles for publication (if they so wish).  It is mainly a light hearted review of happenings within the Club. It usually consists of approximately 30 pages of news, articles, and advertisements from local companies, etc.  The Review is edited by Roy Sloan.
Below is a small selection from previous” Reviews” which will be updated as more Magazines are produced. 
”If You Can See the Hills …”
by Bob Oliver

 

Well, Tuesday 12 August is here and guess what? - it’s a wet start! David Bright and I leave Ipswich at 7.30am to rendezvous at Roy Sloan’s house with Peter Bennett, Ron Sayer, and Paul and Linda Curtis.

With Roy leading, we leave at 8.15am, travelling through the rain. We take the A142 for Ely, then through Wisbech and on to Holbeach after a very wet 70+ miles. Strip off the wet gear, loo and breakfast, hoping for a change in the weather.

Once ready we move off for the 250 miles to Carlisle, with wet roads but no rain (for now). At 1.45pm we stop for lunch in a nice hotel bar at Ripley. Roy makes phone calls to track down his son Michael en route. The arrangement is to meet him at Hawes in Yorkshire.

Crossing the moors we pass the “duck race” brook, but today it’s a raging torrent. Neither ducks nor motorcycle boots would stand a chance. Michael is waiting for us in Hawes, and persuades the café owner to remain open beyond 5.00pm so that we have access to tea and the loo. Not far to go as we start off again - only a bit over 70 miles.

The A74 beyond Carlisle is being upgraded to motorway standard and presents a challenge. We are heading for the Todhills Travelodge and eventually stop on a bridge, able to see our goal but not knowing how to get there. A motorway engineer arrives in his Mondeo and points us in the wrong direction north to Gretna, to turn round and travel south for our overnight stop. We enjoy an evening meal in the Little Chef, then off to bed to recover after a long, wet day.

Next morning it is fine so after a quick brekkie we head off at 8.30am. We have a coffee strop at the Loch View Motel at Crocketford and then off  through the hills for a super run on very twisty roads with the usual photo stop.

Noon sees us at Cairnryan and we sail on time, with the sea like a mill pond.  Roy’s brother Ivan meets us in Larne at 4.00pm to lead us to the Five Corners Inn near Ballyclare. As we are unloading 45 minutes later guess what? - it rains cats and dogs! Total mileage so far is 460.

The accommodation is really super (including the bar), with Roy and Michael (and partners Pat and Kate)  staying at Ivan and Aileen’s house “just five minutes away”. In the evening we are invited for a barbecue but this is changed to an indoor sit-down buffet. Three courses plus plenty of liquid refreshment, including a special brew called “poteen” which some say is like paint stripper. As the clock strikes midnight the “taxiing” resumed. I am in a BMW driven by Ivan’s daughter Deborah. She is a police officer and the journey, at considerable speed in poor visibility ended a memorable evening.

It’s Thursday, and most of us head for Dundrod to watch practice for the Ulster Grand Prix. David opts out to accompany the ladies intro Belfast. We view from two corners: Quarterlands and Ireland’s. All roads are closed until 7.00pm, with posts, poles and hard objects dressed with straw bales. Distance markers are erected before each corner, and flag marshals give extra warning when visibility is restricted. The running of practice sessions is delayed owing to a lady parking her car adjacent to the circuit. Practice starts late after some more straw bales are pressed into service. An excursion across a field with grazing sheep to a further vantage point has to be abandoned when we discover a bull. Roy decides to remove his over-trousers and does an energetic Irish jig to avoid the sheep poo. Time is running out, so we leave just as the classic bike demonstration laps are being held. (Sammy Miller is riding). As we get on the bikes the rain starts for the first time today. In the evening everybody gets together for a meal at the Five Corners.

Today is Friday and it’s a group ride round the Antrim Coast Road. Starting at 10.30am, we head for Ballygally to meet Roy’s other brother John who is riding his BMW with us today. We stop for brunch at Cushendun, after which a few adventurous souls ride the very steep hills over Torr Head. However they find the road closed halfway so have to turn back. After ice cream at Ballycastle we ride to see the famous rope bridge at Carrick-a-Rede, then down a very twisting narrow road to the harbour at Ballintoy, yours truly managing to upset a Renault driver coming up. As we leave here, the rain starts again, and the car park is very busy when we arrive at the Giant’s Causeway. The bikes are parked and we take the shuttle bus down to view this World Heritage Site, meeting Michael and Kate who came by car (very sensible). 

We ride off, following the route of the North West 200 circuit, over the start line with the grid markings in place. At least the weather has cleared up and we have a dry ride to Ballymoney. Joey Dunlop’s memorial, on a corner site at a cross roads, is really spectacular. Now a short walk to Joey’s Bar next to the railway station. Not very special at present, with the roof undergoing repairs. Just a quick drink and a visit to the loo - very basic, men only - not quite French, but almost! The thought of fish and chips at Ivan and Aileen’s house encourages a brisk pace home, and we have a good thrash down miles of undulating, straight road.

The less said about Saturday, the better. It rains from 8.00am to 11.00pm. We briefly see Roy and Ivan when they arrive (on their bikes) at breakfast time, to deliver our packed lunches for the races at Dundrod which never happen. We sit around all day chatting, drinking coffee and eating our sandwiches. David leaves on his bike mid-morning for a wet five-hour round trip to Bushmills to buy some whiskey. Brave fellow! At about 2.00pm the radio confirms that the Ulster Grand Prix is officially cancelled, for the first time ever, so we retire to the bar. About 90 minutes later we are all pushing brooms to sweep water, which is flooding into the pub through the side door, out of the front door. For our efforts the owners gave us all drinks on the house - whatever we want.

In the evening it’s still raining, so more “taxiing” by the Sloan cars for a meal at the Cricket Club in Carrickfergus. We sat at a long reserved table with Michael and Kate in attendance—now engaged! Congratulations!!

Sunday in Northern Ireland is still comparatively quiet, so Ivan leads us for a ride. A proper look at the Dundrod circuit is a must, so we head for the start/finish line. Michael is already there and two laps to the good. David and I chicken out and wait at the start while the others chase off to ride a real road race circuit. Being Sunday there’s very little traffic (luckily).

With the madness out of our systems we head off for the Mountains of Mourne. We have a refreshment stop at Castlewellan and another at Rostrevor. Yesterday’s heavy rain has produced a clutch of “Road Closed” signs. Ivan ignores them and we manage to get through the floods. Then, in the mountains, we are forced to turn back when we find the road blocked by mud and rocks. A few miles from the Five Corners we gather round Wallace and Grommit for a final  photo (which appeared on the front cover of the last Review). Our last evening meal in Northern Ireland is at our pub, an early night being sensible for the 9.00am start on Monday.
Ivan collects us in the morning to take us to the ferry at Larne, just 20 minutes away, where we say our thanks and goodbyes before sailing at 10.30am. In Scotland we stop again at the Loch View Motel, which is much busier today. We have a fuel stop at Carlisle and arrive at the Travelodge at Lancaster early evening. Unfortunately the advertised Harry Ramsden’s has closed down so we “eat” - not very successfully—at the motorway multi-shop/café. Goodnight!

On Tuesday Michael leaves us to head back to Exeter. The rest of us start at 9.00am on the 280-mile journey back to Suffolk. The first stage is down the M6, with the last few miles very wet to keep us on our toes, and then breakfast at Tesco’s at Macclesfield. With three more stops at the usual intervals we arrive back home about 6.00pm.

A really super time was had by us all, I’m sure, with exceptional hospitality shown by Ivan’s family and others. A few technical hitches along the way by some, but many memories of the Ulster trip.

 

Bob
 

Downsizing in Cyprus
by Tony Cole

Gary Moss and I decided to sample micro motorcycling in Cyprus on a recent holiday. The micro is not a mini moto but an 80cc moped. The deal we got was 24 hour hire with a full tank of fuel and no need to fill it up on return, all for 30euros. We had planned to head to the Troodos mountains but the hire agreement meant we had to stay reasonably local (approximately 20mile radius of the hire shop). We had a local map to help navigate a route but the roads and the map did not seem to correspond very well at times. Some roads would just finish in the middle of nowhere, while some would suddenly change from tarmac to a gravel track and you would think you were heading up a farm track. We did end up at a sewage works and a refuse site, but with the map and my trusty compass we found our way around. The bikes went very well for their size. Acceleration from the lights was acceptable, road handling OK, fuel economy was out of this world, and cargo carrying capacity was most impressive. The speedo on my bike was hit and miss but Gary’s registered 72kmph: almost 50mph!

Our first stop was on the outskirts of Deryneia, very close to No Man’s Land from where we could see Famagusta. This is where the area under Turkish occupation meets the Greek Cypriot area. You may remember that Turkey invaded Cyprus in 1974 and they still occupy about a third of the island with some 40,000 troops allegedly. Ask a Greek Cypriot if he would like a Turkish kebab and he would probably tell you to stick it where the sun doesn’t shine. 
Back on the mopeds we explored more of the island. Around the coast there are some wonderful bays, beaches and scenery (and not all of it is in bikinis). When you head inland there is not a great deal to see, mainly small farms and large lizards. 

The petrol gauge almost appears to have got stuck in the full position, as you can hardly detect any movement as we cover mile after mile. The heat finally beats us so we decide to head back to the hotel for a few well earned jugs of beer. 

After a good night’s sleep and a mega breakfast, we have two hours’ hire and half a tank of fuel left on the bikes. Off into the sunrise we go, trying to use as much of this liquid gold as we can. We found the Cypriot equivalent of the Grosslockner pass although it only had about 9 hairpin bends but did end up at a glorious beach. There was a huge cruiser moored a hundred yards off the beach; how the other half live! But at least I felt a million dollars on my moped.

The mopeds gave us a good insight into what moped riders have to put up with from car, van and truck drivers and it wasn’t very pleasant. I must say it is an excellent form of transport if you are on a budget and you don’t have large distances to travel.

 

Tony
Go West (Country) - Cider Tour
by Paul Newman
 

How did I let myself get talked into writing this? It wasn’t Graham twisting my arm behind my back or Tony threatening to poke me in the eye with a sharp stick, but I’m sure they had such ideas as a plan B. Their plan is a little more subtle than that. They wait till you are about 200miles into the tour before they conspire to tell you that touring virgins (that’s got Stanford’s attention) or new members (lost him again) have to write the report of their first tour – I’m not sure why I didn’t get fingered for the Wales tour in that case, but there seemed to be little escape except to do a runner! So here goes…..

On 12 September a motley bunch of Triangle members met at the usual Copdock meeting point for the final tour of the year. This being the final tour was no different to many this year in that it was wet and horrible, and the rain was on the persistent side of drizzle. The overcast skies did their best to add to the gloom. So just after 8 o’clock (I was late) nine bikes, three with pillions, set forth into the miserable conditions heading west on the A14.

Passing the Stowmarket slip our numbers were swelled by the tall good-looking quiet Irish one (he wanted to remain anonymous but I can’t remember why though) with his good lady, and Treasurer Nigel.

Riding in a well disciplined staggered formation we hummed along the A14 like a swarm of angry bees. (Sorry, the best I could do to make a dull bit sound interesting). By the time we reached Bury St Edmunds the rain had eased and virtually stopped, and passing Newmarket the skies ahead were definitely brighter. Continuing on to the A428, A1, A421 we were soon picking our way through Bedford, and taking an interesting route via north Milton Keynes, before stopping for a Tesco’s breakfast and refuel at Buckingham. Although it had stopped raining it was still overcast and chilly, and I for one took the opportunity to don an extra layer.

Thawed, refreshed, and buoyed by the improving conditions we pressed on, first to Bicester, and then skirting to the west of Oxford. The next part of the journey saw us start to head in a more westerly direction which included some smooth A roads, along with a selection of interesting B and unclassified roads, some of which had me grinning like the proverbial Cheshire Cat.

We paused next at the Uffington White Horse. Several of us took the short walk from the car park to view the White Horse as well as take in the far-reaching views across the Thames valley. On a fine day the view would be stunning, but with grey skies overhead we were soon beating a hasty exit as it started to rain again. Returning to the roads our journey continued in a similar vein, and I for one have to admit to having a slight moment in the poor conditions, and from the discussions in the pub later I wasn’t alone!

Once south of the M4 we headed on the A4361 and A361, which were fast roads, and we made good progress, and included a stop at the Avebury Stone circle. No one was particularly interested in viewing the stones, and given the conditions everyone headed for the café, where soup, hot drinks and sandwiches were the preferred fare of the day.

After a good break we continued south west under brightening skies. As we entered Devizes the clouds began to break and blue sky appeared but somehow it was still raining on us. Devizes seemed particularly congested, but as we crawled through the traffic the rain stopped and the temperature increase a few degrees. We ploughed on towards our destination on some good roads via Westbury, Frome, Shepton Mallet and Wells before arriving at Burnham-on-Sea after a journey of 250 miles.

The group dispersed to their appropriate B&Bs after agreeing to meet at the Wetherspoon’s pub at 7:00. For the evening we were joined by Michael Sloan (Pat & Roy’s son – oops: identity revealed), who claimed that he needed to discuss the ride out on the following day, as he had agreed to lead it for us as he lives in Exeter. However I think it was a ruse to get a free meal off his parents! Our numbers were swelled further late in the evening by Jan and Gordon, who had made their own way to Burnham by the motorways, as Gordon had not been able to get time off work. It goes without saying that Jan made a prompt start in trying to catch up for the lost drinking time.

As midnight approached one or two appeared to have had a little too much to drink (no not Jan), and we drifted off to our respective B&Bs. However the last I’d seen of my room mate (Phil Watkinson) he’d been looking a little green and was heading for the toilet but he hadn’t returned some 15 minutes later. David Bright put his Air Force training to good use and did a quick recce of the establishment, but only found a merry Gerry during his quest. So we headed out along the prom in the cool evening air expecting to find Phil along the way. I knew Phil couldn’t get into our room as I had locked the door and had the key with me. On arriving at the B&B I had a quick look in our room and scanned the darkness of the conservatory but there was no sign of Phil. I therefore bravely launched a one man search party, and retraced my steps back to the pub, executed another search of the now near-empty pub, and headed back towards the B&B. The closer I got to the pub the more concerned I became, and decided I’d have to wake Tony up, but before doing so I checked the conservatory once more. It was pitch black, but I could just make out that Phil was asleep in a chair. So all was well, which was good as apparently I wouldn’t have got much response from Tony.

Phil’s excuse the next morning was that he’d been drinking what he thought was 3.5% beer but it was really 5.3%, oh well I guess dyslexia can affect the best of us ! 

We met at 10:00 on the Saturday morning, and the weather was perfect biking weather, so with jackets set to maximum ventilation, Michael led us off on a tour of the Quantock Hills and the edge of Exmoor. After passing Bridgwater we took the coast road towards Minehead, and although the roads were great the traffic was rather heavy (who moves a combine on Saturdays ?), so Michael lead us slightly inland, and we were soon enjoying the rolling hills and some nice sweeping roads in glorious weather. It couldn’t have been better. We eventually arrived in the charming village of Dunster, on the edge of the Exmoor National Park. We rested here for a while, and took refreshment either in a tea room or pub. No one was in any hurry to leave, but time was starting to press on as we had taxis booked at 3:30 to take us to the Cider Farm, so after about an hour we hit the twisting Somerset tarmac and headed across to Taunton using fast roads, before enjoying a quick blast up the M5, and back to Burnham. All in all a really pleasant day’s riding of about 110 miles.

Michael had arranged a tour of Rich’s Cider Farm, so after a quick change we were chauffeured to the farm. On arrival we were greeted by Martin (the poor relation) who gave us a very informative explanation on cider making. He had been involved in cider making from the age of 8, and explained the different types of apple, orchard management, picking, pulping, pressing, fermenting, racking, selling and the cider market in general. He seemed to enjoy the good humoured banter that several of the Triangles threw his way. Finally we had the opportunity to sample the final product, before eating some prebooked refreshment which several washed down with a little more of the excellent cider. Several members also took the opportunity to purchase some “takeaways”, and I’m surprised that so much can be fitted on a bike – unless they secretly drank them in their rooms!

The return taxi journey was booked for 6 o’clock, so it was a case of back to the B&B to stash the purchases, and then straight out to Wetherspoon’s, where those that had not had a proper meal at Cider Farm ate. As usual the banter was entertaining, and there was much laughter, but everyone was feeling rather tired, so compared to Friday night it was early to bed.

On Sunday we fuelled and set off for the return journey around 10.00. Before long we had travelled to Cheddar Gorge and stopped half way up to admire the scenery and tranquillity. Unfortunately the latter didn’t last long as Graham Brook set about perfecting his yodelling skills – suffice to say watch out for him on the X-Factor rejects. As we were getting ready to leave, three 16-year-olds on ‘peds pulled up and promptly set about mixing it with the big boys up the Gorge. They managed a few yards before they were left in our wake as they trashed their mounts up the incline, but it made us smile.

After leaving Cheddar we headed NE, and then north. We seemed to spend ages 
going nowhere as all the signs seemed to point to Bristol or Bath. The route was again a variety of A and B roads and was relatively traffic-free. We touched the outskirts of Bristol and turned east towards the Cotswolds. I remember one of the roads was really excellent along this stretch of the route, possibly the B4040, and can be classed as another big grin route. Tony had planned to stop at Burford, but realised that time was flying by and, fearing munity, decided to stop at Lechlade. On pulling into the car park of a pub on the banks of the Thames, any thoughts of acts of piracy were soon forgotten. Our journey so far had covered about 70 miles in 3 hours and we still had a long way to go. The food orders were handled efficiently, the service was prompt, and we enjoyed a pleasant meal sat outside whilst watching the world go by. Being well fed and watered we all struggled to get motivated to return to the highway.

After lunch we headed north through Burford which was really busy so it was a good job we had already stopped. After passing to the north of Swindon Terry/Yvonne’s bike developed nasty noises from a rear wheel bearing, so with Gordon/Jan and Steve/ Birgitt they decided to follow a more direct route home.

The traffic remained light and the remaining nine bikes followed the B4437, B4022 and B4030, twisting through several small villages and hamlets. With this compact group the drop off was working really well, and the marker didn’t need to stop. We continued in an easterly direction and stopped for fuel again at Buckingham, but this time at a Texaco garage rather than the Tesco one across the road we had used on the outward route. This served to confuse David who tried to claim Tesco Clubcard points much to the amusement of the cashier. Rather than follow the same route back Tony lead us via Woburn, Ampthill, Roydon, Duxford, onto the A11, and then on to the A14 at Newmarket finally arriving back in the Ipswich area around 6:30.

My summary of the trip – good companionship, excellent food, very pleasant accommodation, interspersed with a bit of motorcycling (about 630 miles) on some grinningly great roads! I don’t know how he does it but Tony (& Karen) delivered another excellent weekend – so can we have more please, next year!

 

Paul
