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Over the 3 days of what seemed to be a bit quieter WinterSun (a lot of punters probably waiting for Greazefest in August) we rocked out the weekend to bands such The Jets, Chrome Daddies, Satellites, Straight 8’s, Creepers and Satellite V.  Socialising with our Northern friends, who its always a pleasure to catch up with, including Rob & Ros, Marty & Di, Rocker Dave, Dehanne & Steve and of course the Terrible Twins *hey cuties - Riz*.
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The Car Show, Street Stalls and Street Parade also didn’t fail to impress.  The highlight of the cars for mine was a Gold Coloured 1958 FC Holden, radically customised to look like a mini Ford Mercury.  The only telling sign of the true identity was the totally stock dashboard. During the course of the weekend, I received sympathy regarding the bike.  But being a victim of my own stupidity in the past I let it go and saw the funny side of both Rod & Riz, each unknowingly purchasing and, presenting me with a patch from “The Broken Piston Club”.
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Ian and I made a vain attempt to try and get the bike fixed for the trip home after sourcing a Piston, rings and gaskets from a friendly Dave of Classic Bike Tune in Burleigh Heads.  Dave also stayed open longer on the Saturday to hone the barrels and re-cut the valves whilst Ippy & I were drooling over some of the very fine machinery in the work shop – my fave being Dave’s own G12 powered G45 Matchy *now why doesn’t that surprise me*.   Unfortunately, we were to find out on the Sunday morning that the Piston I’d bought was of longer height.  Oh well.  Less time working on the bike was more time enjoying the weekend.  

After packing the bike away in a borrowed trailer from the Sth Tweed Motel (where we were staying) and hitching it to Nowra Lester’s car.  Les and his pal Ray waited patiently whilst we sorted the trailer lights.  Finally it was time for the off!  Les and Ray heading to a mates in Coffs.  After a bit of rain, Ippy and I headed to Coffs Harbour as well on the irrepressible Kwacka – who’s only glitch on the trip was a fuel starvation caused by the tank sliding back & pressing on the fuel hose.  Other than this the trip home was event free and I was back in Sydney in the shadows of Tuesday afternoon.

Pondering on the weekend I thought how much easier my life could be with something more reliable like a purpose built Sports Tourer such as a BMW or the like, but for me there just wouldn’t be the same sense of achievement or challenge.  On that alone, I will only do the motorcycle trip again on an old Brit … other than that it’ll be the HR.

Arby.

