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Made in England run
A small initial group of 2 Ton Up Boys (Arby & Ippy) left the café Martini somewhere around 7:30 am, proving that the ability to leave on time is directly proportional to how many riders there are on the day. 3 more of the clan were picked up along the way in Nth Sydney before heading off to Wollembi for lunch along with other like-minded motorcyclists from the Norton Owners club.

A quick blast through the Comenarra Parkway and up the freeway where machines were opened up by their throttle happy pilots, keen for a burn after a few months since the last group ride. 

By the time we made the Berowra gas station, club numbers had grown to 7 along with about 50 other riders and bikes  - British, Italian and the odd rice burner were parked up ready for the days blast. 

[image: image2.wmf]After a brief 20 min stop the Ton Up freight train headed off up the Old Road ahead of the masses. It wasn’t long before we realised it must also have been the annual “Ground Hog Day”, as hundreds of ‘weekend cruisers’ were out in search of their shadows before winter set in.  A chain reaction was set as the mobile chicanes were systematically carved up by a select few. I think the message was wearing thin by the time all Ton Ups had dispatched the group of about 50 machines before the Brooklyn Bridge, clearly demonstrated by words at Mt White from the cruiser fraternity to one TUB Guzzi rider wearing a leather skunk outfit. Apparently Café Pepé came a little too close to those wide panniers on his way around outside in search of clear road. 

There was however one TUB mechanical failure during the Sunday roast carve up. The Primary chain on a 750- 5 speed decided to lunch itself just before Brooklyn, luckily no holes appeared in the cases, however the associated damage did culminate in a rather severe out flow of cash across the Tas to replace stator, triplex chain and clutch plates. Tough luck Arby! And a big ‘cheers’ to Ian who went back for a sweeper to rescue the failed scoot.

The rest of the journey through Peats Ridge was a rather lightening affair, as Robbie who was chasing a Pantah sitting on the Ton, set a cracking pace and proving that Italian spaghetti makes a pretty good octane booster. There were definitely no slouch awards this day as every TUB arrived at the pub within minutes of each other. A noticeable absence was Baz who was piloting a YZ Yammy in a short track event at Nepean, blowing out the ‘On any Sunday’ cobwebs, and managing a 3rd place overall for the day – Congrats Spanner, you proved that age is no match for experience. (Beauty doesn’t count luckily…) What about converting the Saint to flat track…..I know I’ve got some old nobbies been curing in the shed for a few years ……  

Also absent, and likely to be for some months to come, were John and Nicky who are somewhere in Sicily as part of their overseas extravaganza to see how far a few bucks and an adventurous spirit will take them. John - have you caught up with your uncle at his concrete boot factory yet?  They will both be making it to the rocker reunion at The ACE in London later in the year. Good luck guys and we hope to hear a good yarn or two when you get back.

Back to the run - the selection of bikes parked up at the Wollembi pub was impressive, including a 50’s AJS street scrambler, through a colourful selection of Nortons, to an immaculate and rare 850 MkI Guzz, and of course some rather sexy Trumpys. It was good wandering around the motorcycle crammed grounds, running into familiar faces and meeting some new ones, whilst taking in the atmosphere surrounded by exotic machinery and sipping a beer or three. A couple of casualties were sustained on the day unfortunately (not TUB related), both Italian. One an MHR the other a Paso, bearing testament to the challenging nature of this piece of road, and a reminder that there will always be a corner to test the best.

[image: image3.wmf]As the sun approached the yard arm bringing with it warmth into the old bones (bones that were still thawing from the chilly morning start), it was time to leave the Wollembi and the British bikes for another year, and head back to the City to dream about the next Ton Up run.
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