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Editor’s piece 

Finally we’ve reached the biking season, after what feels like an eternal winter.  After a 

fantastic club run to the continent, Mick’s written up a great article on our trip.  Thankfully 

there were no great dramas and all bikes and bikers came back in once piece.  Further to 

Snowy’s reminiscences last month, another old timer has put pen to paper (or fingers to 

keyboard) and sent in a great story of his eventful trip to the Isle of Man TT in 1955, complete 

with sidecar and knitting!  Great timing, with the TT starting this week!  Heather has also given 

us an update of the Training Scheme, together with some nice pics – did she bribe the 

instructors with extra doughnuts to get them to line up their bikes so neatly?  

In an effort to keep the number of pages of Contact to a minimum, I have reduced the font size 

and will be moving sections around (such as Dates for your Diary) – old fogeys like me who now 

need reading glasses can at least increase the PDF size if reading it on the screen! 

Please keep your contributions rolling in!      Amoret Whitaker – Editor 

 
 
 



 
2 

 

 

President’s piece 
 

There were thirteen of us in the end that went to Belgium; I am sure there will be lots of 

reports and gossip plus pictures.  For me, the touring of cemeteries was quite sombre but very 

enlightening.  The evening was very good, first a meal at a restaurant down the road from the 

hotel, then a short walk to the Menin Gate to see and hear the last post at 8pm, which took 

about an hour.  Followed by more drinks back at the hotel.  A very nice evening was had by all. 

I would like to thank Mick Wallace for the first impulse to get the club motivated to go [so 

where are we going next?]  I do feel that if your machine can only do 90 miles to a tank full that 

you buy a spare fuel carrier!  So we do not have to stop so often.  [Or perhaps we could learn 

from RAF fighter pilots and refuel on the move?  Ed.] 

The next ride out is to Stratford on the 9th of June, meeting at the Runnymede Café at about 

10am.  See your Club Captain for details.  On the 22nd of June there is a gathering at the school 

at 2pm for all club members, training scheme members old and new, pupils and helpers as 

well.  Tea, coffee and cake will be on offer.  This is to celebrate 40 years of me being an 

Instructor.  We are also going to the Adelaide pub in the evening starting at 8pm.  There will be 

no food provided but you can get food at the bar until 8.45pm.  We could do with some 

volunteers to help on three sections of competition that I am doing, plus some help with the 

coffee and tea.  If you wish to help please let me know. 

Please put the 8th of September in your diary; this is the club off road trial. The day is Sunday 

and the land is at Frensham near Farnham – more details to follow.  Remember – this can help 

the club funds.  So your help is most important.    

John Mason – President 

Dates for your diary 

9th June Club run to Stratford upon Avon 

22nd June John Mason’s 40 years instructor celebration 

6th-7th July BMF National Road Rally 

7th July BBQ @ Sheila & Dave’s 

28th July Club ride to Lechlade Trout Inn 

18th August  Club ride to Bathampton 

15th September Club ride to Ogri Café, Sussex 

6th October Club ride to Arundel 

3rd November London to Brighton Veteran Car Run 
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Training Scheme update 

Well, we had some lovely weather on 
Saturday 20th April, and the Training Scheme 
had six pupils initially booked in.  
Unfortunately one bailed on me, so five 
arrived. 

Almost everyone involved in the Scheme 
arrived on their bikes, which was also great. 

We were in the process of having a visit from 
the DSA.   Tony Eccles (from the DSA) checked 
over Doug Chaney for his playground work, 
and gave him the OK.  Graeme Byard was up next, for an observed road ride and was also given 
the all clear. 

I have to take each week as it comes and I try to save money on school fees and train from the 
garage when I can. 

Whilst I have notes from people who have shown 
an interest in training, I think they have been 
waiting for the weather to improve before coming 
for training. 

We’ve also had a few people making enquiries 
about coming down just to have a trial ride.   And a 
lad wanted to see if he could handle riding a bigger 
bike; his plan is the take the MOD 1 & 2 tests on his 
Dad’s 600, so I gave him the opportunity of having 
a go on it in our playground, with his Dad’s 
approval, of course.  I’m not sure his idea is going 
to be cost effective, as he’d not investigated how 

much it would be to insure it as a learner, and then of course he has the cost of the tests on top 
of that.  But that is his problem.  I expect he will end up going to do a DAS course instead. 

The Scheme was open on the 

early Bank Holiday weekend – 4th 

May, but we will be closed for the 

25th May.  I already have seven 

pupils booked for the 1st June.  

Maybe things are looking up. 

Heather Wallace  
Training Scheme Organiser 
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I went to Belgium on a tank!! 

That of course is a mixed message.  As some of you will know we have just had a club run to 

Ieper (or Ypres if you prefer the old spelling).  And you will also know that I have a BMW GS 

Adventure, and as a result Estelle is constantly teasing me about such.  But this trip proved its 

worth. 

The plan was simple.  We ride down to the Eurotunnel at Folkestone and then onto Ieper.  The 

plan was simple, but getting up at 5am wasn’t.  But having made the effort Heather I rode 

down to Folkestone, she was on her Hornet 600.  The ride down had its hazards, as at that time 

of day the sun was just coming up and was in our eyes for long stretches of the M25 & M20.  

With the added glare caused by the damp road surface it wasn’t the best start to the day, but 

the traffic was light, and we arrived in plenty of time for a well-deserved breakfast. 

We were joined by Chris, Dave, John, Ian, Amoret and 

Stella (who had only got her bike back from the 

garage the day before), and then Estelle and Gary 

turned up.  They had the advantage of having stayed 

locally the 

night 

before, but 

Estelle still 

thought it 

was too early!  The only people missing were Steve, 

Graham and John Draper, but they made it just in 

time to join the queue boarding the train, just as we 

left the terminal.  

So the group was together at last, and on the train 

everyone reacquainted themselves.  After a brief 

discussion the group split into two, so that Steve, 

Graham & John D could take a cross-country route to 

Ieper, while the rest of us went the dual carriageway 

route.  But before we could go anywhere we had to 

stop, for Gary & Estelle, for fuel as soon as we were 

off the train.  I’d filled up before leaving home 

(remember that). 

Refuelled we made our way to Ieper, battling some strong cross winds on the road from 

Veurne to Ieper, which made it more like land yachting than bike riding, but we made it safe 

and sound, and planted ourselves in a restaurant on the main square (Grote Market) in Ieper.   
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The three amigos who’d gone cross-country 

joined us after a while, so we were ready for the 

next stage.  A quick stop by the hotel to drop off 

luggage and we then made our way to 

Langemark Cemetery.  This might seem strange 

to some of you, but having been there before, 

with Heather, we thought it would be good to 

see the marked differences between the German 

cemetery for the dead of WWI and how the 

Commonwealth War Graves Commission keep 

the cemeteries for the allied dead. 

 

Unfortunately to get there we had to ride through the village of Langemark, which was closed 

due to the ‘Rommel Market’, but they hadn’t put in any diversion signs.  So with typical British 

bravado we slowly rode through the market, and just said ‘Sorry, sorry were British’ 

accompanied by a regal wave!!  Well it seemed to work, as we didn’t get stopped. 

When you arrive at the Langemark Cemetery, 

the atmosphere of this place immediately strikes 

you.  I know it’s a cemetery, and is full of graves 

etc., and that it’s never going to be a place full of 

laughing children dancing around playing.  But 

it’s very dark and sombre.  Very different to the 

Commonwealth sites. 

All the grave 

plaques are black 

or dark metal.  There is a central feature, which is actually a mass 

grave, with big upright headstones set around it.  These are then 

faced on both sides with brass plates with the names of the 

dead, in actually quite small typeface due to the vast numbers of 

the dead.  24,917 are in this mass grave, of which nearly 8000 

are unidentified.  This includes 2 English servicemen, whose 

names are listed on the edge of one of the gravestones so as to 

separate them.  The rest 

of the graves have a flat 

horizontal stone laid on the ground, with the names of 

the dead, which are always more than one (I found 

one grave listing 8 persons).  The total dead at this one 

site is in excess of 44,000 (3836 unidentified are also in 

the other graves).
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The graves are looked over by four large statues, known as the 

‘Mourning Soldiers’.  It was based on a picture of soldiers 

looking on at the burial of fallen comrades in the Reserve 

Infantry Regiment 238, which became a famous picture in the 

German press of 1918. 

 

Whilst it might be a 

fitting tribute to the 

unfortunate soldiers 

who lost their lives in 

WWI, the overall 

impression of Langemark is very dark and in my opinion 

a bit oppressive, but when you add up the numbers, 

and that this is one of four such German cemeteries in the region, you begin to remember that 

it wasn’t just the Allied forces and families that lost loved ones. 

 

Leaving Langemark we faced a dilemma.  Should we drive 

back through the closed streets and market, or find an 

alternative?  Well, after seeing the look of the locals when 

we got to the market I decided that we wouldn’t get away 

with driving through again, but after an en-masse U-turn, I 

found that the obvious roads had no right turn signs (we 

needed to turn right of course), but they had Flemish 

conditions below the signs.  So being British we ignored 

them and drove down what I would call an unclassified road, 

but some, namely Gary, called a 

track.  Well on a GS Adventure 

the emphasis is on Adventure.  

Anyway a little mud won’t hurt! 

 

Having found a route around Langemark we went a short way down 

the road to St Julien’s Memorial, sometimes known as Canada 

Corner.  The memorial commemorates the Canadian First Division’s 

participation in the Second Battle of Ypres which included the 

defense against the first poison gas attacks along the Western 

Front.  In the first 48 hours of this battle over 6000 soldiers became 

casualties, of whom 2000 lost their lives.  Frederick Chapman 

Clemesha's sculpture, the Brooding Soldier, was selected to serve as 

the central feature of the monument following a design competition 

organized by the Canadian Battlefield Monument Commission in 1920. 
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Whilst we were walking around the monument there was a group of visitors from Ottawa’s Fire 

Department, whom Dave and I engaged in conversation briefly.  I say briefly because Dave and I 

soon came to the same conclusion, that the chap was an idiot.  But it wasn’t the last time we 

were to see him! 

Next stop was Passchendaele.  The 

cemetery here, like so many others, just 

appears at the side of the road just outside 

a village.  From the roadside it doesn’t 

appear to be that big, but once you walk 

into it you realize that it’s stepped, and 

goes further back than first thought.  Here 

over 2000 burials were made, over half of 

which are British. The rest are made up of 

Canadians, Australians and New Zealanders.  

But it’s immediately noticeable the 

difference between this one and the German.  White stones and trees at the edge, not in the 

middle casting shadows. 

 

Having now spent a few hours walking around, it was 

back to Ieper, the hotel, a shower and hopefully a drink 

before dinner.  Of course before that we had to stop 

for fuel again.  Problem is Belgium seems to close on a 

Sunday, so the only petrol stations available were 

those where you use a credit card to operate the 

pumps.  Of course I still didn’t need any fuel!! 

Back at the hotel the staff opened the gates to the rear where we were able to park the bikes 

up in a secure location.  This always puts my mind at ease when I bike abroad.  So after a quick 

spruce up we headed to the bar for a drink before dinner.  Some had already gone for a wander 

around central Ieper, but eventually we all met up at the restaurant for what was on my part at 

least a very nice meal.  I’d certainly recommend a return visit based on our experience. 
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After refuelling the stomachs, we made our way to the Menin 

Gate.  This is just a short walk off the main square, and every 

evening there is a ceremony held there and the last post is 

played at 8pm.  Heather and I had already watched this, and 

were aware that there is often a visiting military band who will 

also take part.  This time round the visiting band was from the 

Ottawa Fire Department.  Why, I have no idea, but they were 

there, and some were playing the right notes, and some 

unfortunately weren’t.  And one of the cornet players was the 

chap that Dave and I chatted to at St Julien’s.  I think he was 

doing an Eric Morecambe – all the right notes but not 

necessarily in the right order!  [I also noticed one of the 

trombone players get halfway through a tune before realizing he was playing the wrong one 

and flicking through his sheets of paper before he found the right one! Ed.] 

All was going well until during one of the quiet 

moments my bloody phone went off.  Typical!  And 

yes I did wish for a hole in the ground to open up. 

Back to the hotel and the alcohol and chat started to 

flow, and for those who could stay up, it went on until 

they were asked to leave the bar.  Some of us made 

our polite excuses and retired before that. 

So after good night’s sleep (at last a hotel with a decent bed) it was a 

leisurely breakfast followed by a walk back to the Menin Gate.  I had 

reason to revisit the gate.  A friend of mine told me about his family 

connection to the gate.  His great grandfather had three older 

brothers, all of whom were killed before they reached the age of 21 

in WWI, and two of them are listed on the gate, and my friend has 

never been able to get out to Ieper to confirm and visit the 

memorial.  So I was able find his relatives and photograph his entries 

on the gate.  [My great-uncle, who died aged 21, has his name 

inscribed on the gate, so very moving to see it there.  Ed.] 

Regrouping and getting ready to head off to Tyne Cot, the 

first port of call was to be yet another petrol station.  This 

was becoming the underlying theme of this trip.  And 

once again we drove through another section of road 

closures, this time for road works. But we did manage to 

get to Tyne Cot eventually even if we did upset the local 

navies.  
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Tyne Cot Cemetery and Memorial to the Missing is a 

Commonwealth War Graves Commission (CWGC) 

burial ground for the dead of the First World War in 

the Ypres Salient on the Western Front.  The 

cemetery grounds were assigned to the United 

Kingdom in perpetuity by King Albert I of Belgium in 

recognition of the sacrifices made by the British 

Empire in the defense and liberation of Belgium 

during the war.  It is the largest cemetery for 

Commonwealth forces in the world, for any war, and I for one found the visit very profound.  

Personally I always find it very moving. 

The cemetery, being so large, has a correspondingly large 

number of notable graves and memorials, including the 

grave of Private James Peter Robertson; a Canadian 

awarded the Victoria Cross for bravery in rushing a 

machine gun emplacement and rescuing two men from 

under heavy fire.  He was killed saving the second of these 

men on 6th November 1917. 

Another recipient of the Victoria Cross buried in the cemetery is Captain Clarence Smith 

Jeffries, an Australian who led an assault party and rushed one of the strong points at the First 

Battle of Passchendaele on 12th October 1917, capturing four machine guns and 35 prisoners, 

before running his company forward again.  He was planning another attack when an enemy 

gunner killed him. 

The personal message at the foot of the 

headstone of Second Lieutenant Arthur Conway 

Young is much commented upon.  The message 

reads, "Sacrificed to the fallacy/That war can end 

war". 

Also at Tyne Cot, behind the Cross of Sacrifice, 

which was constructed on top of an old German 

pillbox in the middle of the cemetery, there are 

four German graves, buried alongside 

commonwealth graves.  These graves mark the men that 

were treated here after the battle, when the pillbox 

underneath the main cross was used as a Dressing Station 

for wounded men.  After the battle, men that died of 

wounds were buried at the rear of what is now the Cross of 

Sacrifice. 
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It was decided that due to the hour, we’d leave out Polygon Wood and head directly to 

Dunkirk.  Please note the word ‘directly’.  Having negotiated around Ieper and got back onto 

the N8 which would take us to Veurne on the road we originally came in on, and having 

stopped yet again for fuel (yes, again), I thought now we’d have an easy run.  But no!  Firstly 

the wind was back, so more land yachting, and secondly when we are some miles down the 

road yet another road closure.  But this time they’d 

obviously heard about our group and had stuck two 

police officers on the closure so as to make sure we 

didn’t ignore it.  But more annoyingly they hadn’t 

put any diversion route signs up, so I had to wing it 

as the Sat-Nav was trying to send me down some 

dirt tracks to get back on route.  And I’m sure Gary 

on his Ducati, with its tiny fuel tank, would be most 

unimpressed going down dirt tracks.  So we had a 

devious route to Dunkirk, which resulted in us 

coming into town from further west then I’d hoped and having to drive through the centre of 

the town.  Nightmare.  But we did make it to the Dunkirk 1940 Memorial.  However due to the 

delay it was just long enough for a short leg stretch and a quick run down to the Eurotunnel. 

At the tunnel I made a faux pas and, to cut a long story 

short, Heather remained with the group, whilst I joined 

Estelle and Gary on the slightly earlier train.  Gary had 

the repetitive task of fuelling up yet again as soon as 

we got to the UK, but I said my goodbyes and cracked 

on to Maidstone for a coffee, whilst waiting for the 

others.  And after they arrived, fed and (yes, you 

guessed it) refuelled, we set off home, with the 

delights of the M25 on the way.  

But I remind you of my opening comment.  Yes, my bike might be a big tractor to some and, 

yes, it does come with the invasion plans of Poland already loaded in the Sat-Nav, BUT it made 

it all the way there and back, still showing a 75 mile range on the petrol gauge on one tank of 

fuel!  Now how far is Land’s End? 

Mick Wallace – Club Captain 

The Ypres crew, from left to right: 

Chris Booker, Mick Wallace, Ian Slater, John 

Mason, John Draper, Heather Wallace, Dave 

Regan, Stella MacNay, Graham Dunbar, Steve 

Pearce, Gary Emerson, Estelle Potter, and 

Amoret Whitaker (behind the camera). 
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Bits and bobs 

 

 

Texting while riding?!   

 

Are you serious?? 

 

Please don’t try this at 

home! 

 

 
 

Watch it at: http://www.collegehumor.com/video/3492575/motorcycle-texting 
 

 

Got a bike or biker gear to sell?  Or looking for something biker-related? 

Advertise it here! 

 

On Facebook?   

Join the SSMCC closed group where members can 

post messages, photos and videos.  If you wish to 

join, search for Estelle Potter and ask her for an 

invitation! 

 
 

 

Biker Thought for the Month ... 

Keep your bike in good repair – motorcycle boots are 
not comfortable for walking. 

http://www.collegehumor.com/video/3492575/motorcycle-texting
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www.stewartengineering.co.uk

www.carandclassic.co.uk 

Reminiscences from 1955 

Snowy’s article in the May issue of Contact about his early biking experiences brought back 
memories of a couple of coincidences in his youthful career and mine. 

I, too, also owned a Velocette in my early days – actually I had two – both were pre-war 350cc 
ohc KSS models.  They were beautifully engineered and finished and were quite expensive 
when new, costing more than a 500cc Triumph Twin (which explains why they were quite rare).  
They were quite fast with a claimed maximum of 84mph, some 20mph faster than most 350s at 
that time, although I never saw anything like that on the speedo.  Mine were distinctly second-
hand, or more correctly, third or fourth-hand.  One had obviously been dropped as the forks 
(girder type) were slightly bent and the tank was a bit scuffed.  I had both professionally 
repaired and the bike looked and sounded good.   I can still hear the faint whine of the bevel 
gears to the overhead camshaft and the deep “woof” of the exhaust note to this day.  I think I 
paid about £70 for each of them (about 12 week’s wages then) and sold them for about the 
same.  Just what would they be worth today?    

The other coincidence also concerns 
a trip to the Isle of Man for TT week 
and a ripped-out tyre valve.  The 
year was 1955 (yes, I really am that 
old!) and I had arranged to go over 
to the Island with my father and my 
girlfriend (now my wife).  We were 
booked on to the afternoon ferry 
from Liverpool, so set off at 6am on 
the Saturday morning, my father on 
his 125 Bantam and me on my 
Sunbeam S8 and sidecar.  I had to 
collect Dorothy from Isleworth 
before setting off for Liverpool.   

Meanwhile, my father headed off for 
the A5 and the North (no motorways 
in those days) with strict instructions 
to wait for me at the entry signs for 
the town of Knutsforth if I hadn’t 
caught him up by then.  I duly 
collected Dorothy and once clear of 
the London suburbs, set off at a 
cracking pace enjoying myself 
swinging and occasionally sliding the 
outfit on the damp bends, thinking 
“Who is this Eric Oliver? (He was world 
sidecar champion at the time).  
Somewhere beyond Aylesbury the 
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outfit seemed to be sliding rather more than intended so I stopped to investigate.  The rear 
tyre was completely flat.  Apparently I had collected a puncture and the slow deflation and my 
enthusiastic driving had ripped the tyre valve right out.  Of course, I had no spare inner tube 
and no breakdown cover (hardly anyone did then).  What to do?  Where could I get an inner 
tube?  Was there a motorcycle shop in Aylesbury?  Would I be able to find it?  Would it be open 
that early on a Saturday?  Would they have an inner tube of the right size?  I decided to leave 
Dorothy in the sidecar (she’d be all right, she’d got a book and some knitting) and thumb a lift 
into Aylesbury.  A lorry driver obliged and yes, I found a motorcycle shop and yes, they were 
open and YES!  They’d got a tube of the right size.   

Another lift back to the bike, and Dorothy was nowhere to be seen.  Not to worry, she’d 
probably nipped behind a hedge to answer a call of nature.  I set about replacing the tyre and 
wheel and had just finished when a local came along on his bike.  “You looking for your young 
lady?” he asked.  “She’s with my wife”.  He led me to his cottage and there she was, having a 
cup of tea and chatting to his wife.  I dragged her out – time was pressing and we had a boat to 
catch.  I pressed on even faster and when I got to the entry sign for Knutsford there was no sign 
of father or the Bantam.  Again, what to do?  Where was he?  Had he broken down?  Had he 
taken a wrong turning and got lost?  Had he stopped for petrol and I’d passed him?  I decided I 
wasn’t going to miss that boat and father would have to look after himself, so I pressed on.  
About a mile down the road I spotted the Bantam outside a cafe with my father inside.  “Oh, I 
knew you’d find me” he said nonchalantly.  I don’t remember what I said!  We were now 
caught up in heavy traffic and arrived at the dockside with minutes to spare.  My outfit was the 
very last to be craned aboard. 

We enjoyed the week on the Island.  The weather was good and the racing excellent.  It was 
the year Geoff Duke achieved the first-ever 100mph lap – and then the timekeepers discovered 
they’d made an error and it was only 99.99mph!  We managed to get the Bantam’s speedo 
needle off the clock a couple of times coming down the mountain, although I didn’t dare try it 
with the sidecar outfit. 

The journey home was quite uneventful, apart from being seasick on the night ferry. 

By the way, the Bantam, reg VMT 235, ended its days as a training machine on the Club’s 
Training Scheme.  Anybody remember it? 

William (Bill) Casling 

Watch a short clip of the race at: 

http://www.britishpathe.com/video/world-
of-sport-duke-wins-senior-t-t 

 

[The pics used to illustrate this article are 
sadly not the actual bikes owned, and the real 
hard-core bikers amongst you will have 
noticed that it’s an S7 rather than an S8 that 
is used here – Ed.] 
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Caption competition 

Winning caption: 
 
As you can see, Douglas Penfold Farqhuar Chaney is 
sporting the latest in support stocking technology …. 
Stripes!! 

Best of the rest: 
 
Doug was taking his mid-life crisis rather too literally 
 
'Poop Poop' went mister Toad, 'I want one with a 

motor in it'……. 

I know the goggles are a bit over the top, but you 
should see the speed this thing goes! 
 
Toad [of Toad Hall] was rather enjoying his motoring 
ban 
 
Hmmmm, yes I think I can fit an engine into this…… 

 
 

 

June’s picture … 

 

 

Send your suggested captions to me at: 

a.whitaker@nhm.ac.uk 

 

 

mailto:a.whitaker@nhm.ac.uk

