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HAIL TO THE CHIEF! 

Ulysses East London Chapter members have voted in a new “President” and committee. 

Sadly our outgoing Chairman Neville, after many years of thankless service (Try and 

guide these old farts through the years) has stood down in favour of a younger person. 

Actually nobody wanted to take up the position of chapter “toilet-cleaner” but 

fortunately Dirk Stoffberg was persuaded to stand for office. (I think that offering to set 

fire to his trusty BMW, spurred him on to greatness.)  

As per national’s instruction and to bring us more in line with other motorcycle clubs, 

the new chairman will be known as the chapter President. He will be assisted by an able 

bodied crew, with Darren Owen filling the vice president position (You may call him    

D-Vice), Tony Moss returns as our trusty treasurer (Known as Baldy), Egbert 

Oosthuizen (respecting your great age I did not think it befitting to give you nickname) 

and Leslie Stoffberg (Mrs President or Pinky) as committee members. Finally, the glue 

that’s holds the club together-young Murna van der Merwe as the club secretary. 

(There is as yet no nick name for you- you have to earn it.) 

To date we have no ride captain, so perhaps one of you slackers would man or woman 

up and volunteer for that position. This is a very important position in the club, after all 

you are the rudder of every breakfast run we do and the final cog in our chapter’s 

wobbly wheel.   

We would like to take this opportunity to thank 

Neville and Felicity for the years they spent 

presiding over our group of misfits. We love you 

guys and trust that you will continue to ride with us 

even though your position of grandparent’s extra-

ordinary has a stronger pull on your time and 

resources than ever before. We must also thank 

Marthinus and Leiza for all the hard work and 

assistance they gave to the club. Leiza was the glue that held us 

together and Marthinus for all the Kia assistance he rendered 

through the years. It is believed (Via Face Book) that they are 

MEXICAN-ENGLISH EDITION 

Marthinus making biltong. Why don t you visit him at home? It should be 
ready just about now. 
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busy doing a food and beverage tour of South Africa and may write a book on their 

experiences in the very near future. 

Obviously we need to thank Baldy for being our minister of finance. Under his strict 

guidance we are still solvent and have a rosy future. Remember that it is imperative to 

ensure that he goes along on every ride as he is the person who will pay your bail if you 

ever fall foul of the law. 

Egbert was our ride captain and ensured that we had many a fun ride and gourmet 

eating experience over the past year. A lot of research and 

time goes into planning an exciting ride calendar and so 

let’s hope that somebody will take up the challenge and not 

leave all the hard work to our committee. 

To Dirk and Leslie, congratulations to you both. Over the 

years you have more than paid your dues and earned the 

position you are now in. Long may you guide us forward 

and may you stay “forever young.” 
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Retirement Planning by Tony da Treasurer  

 

If you had purchased R1,000.00 of Nortel stock one year ago, it 
would now be worth R49.00. 
With Enron, you would have had R16.50 left of the original R1,000.00. 
With WorldCom, you would have had less than R5.00 left. 
If you had purchased R1,000 of Delta Air Lines stock, you would have R49.00 
left. 

 

But, if you had purchased R1,000.00 worth of wine one year ago, drunk 
all the wine, then turned in the bottles for the recycling REFUND, you 
would have had R214.00. 

 
Based on the above, the best current investment advice is to drink heavily and 
recycle. I am passing this information on as a public service . 
. . there is no need to thank me.   

 

THE UGLY DUCKLING   

Three old maids die and arrive in Heaven at the same time.  

When they get there, St. Peter says, "We only have one rule here 

in Heaven:  don't step on the ducks!” 

 

So they enter Heaven, and sure enough, there are ducks all over the place. It is almost 

impossible not to step on a duck, and although they try their best to avoid them, the first woman 

accidentally steps on one.  

 

Along comes St. Peter with the ugliest man she ever saw. St. Peter chains them together and says, "Your 

punishment for stepping on a duck is to spend eternity chained to this ugly man!"  

 

The next day, the second woman accidentally steps on a duck and along comes St. Peter, who doesn't miss 

a thing. With him is another extremely ugly man. He chains them together with the same admonishment 

as for the first woman.  

 

The third woman has observed all this and, not wanting to be chained for all eternity to an ugly man, is 

very, careful where she steps. She manages to go months without stepping on any ducks, then one day St 

Peter comes up to her with the most handsome man she has ever laid eyes on . . . . . tall, dark hair, and 

muscular.  St Peter chains them together without saying a word and walks away.  

 

The happy woman says, "I wonder what 1 did to deserve being chained to you for all of 

eternity?"  

The guy says, "I don't know about you, but I stepped on a duck!"  
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FOOD AND BEVERAGE SECTION! 
“For better digestion – I drink beer.  In the case of 

appetite loss, I drink white wine. In the case of low blood 

pressure, I drink red wine.  In the case of high blood pressure, I 

drink scotch.   And when I have a cold, I drink Schnapps.”  

   

“When do you drink water?”  

  “I’ve never been that sick.”  
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SIGNS OF THE TIMES! 
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ASSHOLE MANIA!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

AN OLD MAN'S LOGIC 

The latest road accident statistics 

worldwide indicate that motorist’s 

texting while driving is the 

number one cause of death on the 

roads.  
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A woman's husband had been slipping in and out of a coma for 

several months, yet she had stayed by his bedside every single day.  

One day, when he came to, he motioned for her to come nearer. 

As she sat by him, he whispered, eyes full of tears, 'You know what?  

You have been with me all through the bad times. 

When I got fired, you were there to support me. 

When my business failed, you were there. 

When I got shot, you were by my side. 

When we lost the house, you stayed right here. 

When my health started failing, you were still by my 

side. 

You know what Martha?' 

'What dear?' she gently asked, smiling as her heart began to fill with 

warmth. 

'I'm beginning to think you're bad luck.... “ 

 

A dentist noticed that his next patient, a nice little older lady, was nervous, 

so he decided to tell her a little joke as he put on his gloves. 'Do you know 

how they make these gloves?' he asked. 

'No, I don't,' she replied. 

'Well,' he spoofed, 'there's a building in Canada with a big tank of latex, 

and workers of all hand sizes walk up to the tank, dip in their hands, let 

them dry, Then peel off the gloves and throw them into boxes of the right 

size.' 

She didn't crack a smile.   

'Oh, well.. I tried,' he thought. 

But five minutes later, during a delicate portion of the procedure, she burst 

out laughing. 

'What's so funny?' he asked. 

'I was just envisioning how condoms are made!' 
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A TRAVELLERS TALE 

One thing we are good at as a club is travelling. Whether it is a 

breakfast run or a full blown tour, we have collectively as a group 

experienced many sights and sounds that are unique and deserve to 

be recorded for those that follow. Through the years as I have 

travelled with you and others, I have attempted to tell the story of 

our trip through the medium of our newsletter and I would like to challenge each one of 

you to share a few stories with the rest of us about your trips and adventures. 

I will kick the ball off with a story of a trip Sharon and I did and hope that the rest of 

you will send me an article or two. Do not worry about the spelling or the grammar; I 

am dyslexic, so I allow the computer to correct my work so that you can read it. Some 

pictures would also help, especially when an old fart is involved. Here is our story 

entitled. . . .  

Klein Karoo Serenade 

The music rose in cadence into a crescendo and then retreated in 

diminuendo into a deafening silence that echoed around the walls 

of the beautiful church. We sat spellbound, mesmerized, trying 

frantically to assimilate what we had just experienced. We had been lifted out of our 

mundane lives onto a plateau high above the heavens. The river of music carried us higher 

and higher imploding as the sun in all its fiery coloured hues retreated below the 

Swartberg Mountains surrounding the picturesque town of Calitzdorp. 

Like all good stories, I have raced on ahead and perhaps before I go too far I should 

backtrack so that you can share this journey with me. Travel articles suggested trying 

Route 62 as an alternative to the garden route, so with our annual holiday approaching, 

Sharon and I decided to explore the road less travelled. The musical “Mama Mia!” was on 

in Cape Town, so we included it in our itinerary on our way to the West coast, splitting our 

long journey at Calitzdorp.  

Departing on an icy June morning, we arrived in the early afternoon at “The Rose of the 

Karoo”. Our gracious hostess, Sandy, showed us to our rooms, and with time to spare 

before supper, she gave us a historical map, suggesting we take a stroll through the town. 

She also suggested that we visit the local Dutch Reform Church for an organ recital. 

By the time the walk-about was finished, I was tired and more interested in supper than 

an organ recital. However at Sharon’s request, I grudgingly agreed.  
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On entering the beautiful sandstone church, we admired the magnificent yellow and 

stinkwood pulpit and the solid oak pews. Curved wooden beams rose up to support the 

beautiful steel ceilings. Noel the organist, welcomed us and seated us where we could 

“truly appreciate the music.” Richard, a geologist arrived and we turned out to be the only 

audience in this church that seats 2000. 

Noel with his flushed round smiling face was an enigma. He wore a priest’s frock yet here 

he was playing the organ in the Dutch Reform Church. He gave us a brief history of the 

Church and the magnificent organ with its’ 1,495 pipes set in seven sets. He then 

proceeded to enlighten us about each piece he was about to play, covering such aspects 

as the composer, theme or history of the music. 

He then proceeded to play, and from the very first notes we were captivated. He played 

with such passion and skill, it was apparent that we were in for the concert of a lifetime. 

There were only three of us yet he played as if he was playing to a packed house.  

His final piece was an excerpt from Handel’s “The Messiah” and one could say the heavens 

opened to receive this magnificent musical offering. The recital ended just as the setting 

sun retreated behind the Swartberg Mountains. 

We were spell bound, unwilling to leave, and the peace that had settled in that building 

transcended all our thoughts. It washed away life’s heavy burdens and instilled a warm 

glow in our very souls. Wow! Who wants to leave when you feel that you have entered 

into the very throne room of God? More! Just one more song, a few more minutes please, 

but it was time to go and to be perfectly honest I don’t believe that anything could surpass 

what we had just experienced. 

Richard invited Noel to join us for supper and when we returned, Sandy with her knowing 

smile did not have to ask if we had enjoyed the performance. The enraptured expressions 

on our faces said it all.  

A fire was roaring in the hearth, as we sat down to Sandy’s delicious supper. Dennis a local 

artist joined us and so began one of the most entertaining evenings we have ever had. 

With a glass of red wine and gourmet food filling our bellies, all was well with the world.  

Noel grew up in East London and at the tender age of fourteen was the official organist for 

the Methodist Church. He then went to seminary and then on to study music at the 

Sorbonne in Paris. Filled to the brim with many interesting anecdotes and experiences, 

Noel, Richard, Dennis and Sandy enriched our lives beyond belief.  

I delight in spending time with the older generation. They have a plethora of life’s 

experiences stored away, just waiting for the right opportunity to share. Herman Charles 

Bosmans, “Voorkamer Stories” pale into insignificance compared to richness of lives well 

lived as these wonderful friends shared their varied and interesting experiences with us.  
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Soon it was over, and it was off to bed with a tot of port to keep us warm.  Back in our 

room as we reflected on this wonderful day it occurred to me that, I too would be able to 

impart from my rich and full life someday.  

The tapestry of our lives is rich in color, each thread painstakingly woven by a loving God 

who knows that each experience down life’s pathway is a learning curve no matter how 

painful or beautiful that will enrich us, but most importantly be there to share with 

others. To encourage and to strengthen them as we all journey through this wonderful gift 

called life. As I drifted off to sleep I reflected on the fact that for the first time in my life, I 

could truly say, “I too have lived.” 

Years later as I write this article, the memories of that wonderful evening continue to 

bubble just below the surface. Yes, Route 62 was amazing, “Mama Mia” was spectacular 

and the West Coast was beautiful, however, in my life’s journey of fifty seven years there 

has never been such a defining moment as that wonderful organ recital, meal and 

companionship that we experienced that cold June evening. It truly is the little things in 

life that can return the greatest blessings.    

 

If you ever ride that way, here is some info to help you enjoy your stay: 

Calitzdorp 

The general architecture of the central village area of Calitzdorp is English-derived and 

its beauty is that of severe simplicity in the so-called Karoo style.  Many of the older 

homes were built as "church houses" (tuishuise) for the temporary accommodation of 

farmers travelling to town for church services. These tiny structures - some of them 

almost doll's houses - are mostly to be found in the vicinity of the DR Church, a national 
monument that has been the main feature of the town for a century. 

Dutch Reformed Church (declared a National Monument in 1991).  (Open Monday to 

Friday on the vestry side, i.e. the southern side.  The key is also obtainable from the 
Museum.) 

In 1855 work was commenced on a church although the congregation only became 

independent in 1873.  Less than a decade later in 1880 the inauguration of the newly 

enlarged church took place but by 1909 this too had become too small and it was 

decided that a new building be erected.  Twenty six plans were submitted and in 1910 
the old building was demolished and work on the present church began in earnest. 

Stone was brought by oxwagon from Swartkop (Vleirivier) and dressed on the building 

site.  The pulpit made of yellowwood and stinkwood is from the previous 

church.  According to tradition it was made in the workshop of A.P. Blignaut's 

Wagonry.  The organ was erected by G.W. Price and Son of Cape Town.  It was a gift 

from the three Potgieter brothers of Rietfontein and Buffelskloof which they imported 

from Hamburg, Germany.  Each brother gave £800 for a total cost of £2,400.  It has 

1,495 pipes in seven sets.  A new electric console was installed in the South gallery in 

1964. 

The pews, shaped like benches, are of solid oak and can seat 2,000 people.  Please note 

the beautiful steel ceiling.  Acetylene gas lamps were in use up to 1937.  The enormous 

vestry table (5.2m) had to be made on site.  The clockwork and bells, the latter cast in 
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Germany, cost £425 and were donated by Mr and Mrs J.J. Grundling.  The cast-iron 
enclose dates from 1899. 

Foundation stone laid on 17 December 1910, inauguration April 1912, neo-byzantine 

with a Marseilles tile roof.  It is a good example of the sandstone architecture of the 

ostrich-era in the Klein Karoo.  Architect W.H. Louw of Paarl, Building contractor J.P. 
Strydom, Supervisory architects J.G. Vixseboxse, total building cost £12,790.  

Calitzdorp, is also known as the Port Capital of South Africa, is ideally situated on scenic 

Route 62, the longest wine route in the world, at the heart of the Klein Karoo, within a 

couple of hours driving time of all the world-class tourist attractions of the region.  It is 

an old village with architectural treasures and more interests than one can observe in a 

single visit. This village is proud of its wine industry that is renowned nationally and 
abroad, especially for its Port.  

(Perhaps we should do a long weekend club ride?)  
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August 

22-24 Diamond rally, Kimberly. 

Keith 083 992 6413 

29-31 Hippo Rally, Richards Bay. 

Gian 082 565 2013 

29-31 Swazi Rally. Barbara 068 

7607 6234 

July 

4
th-

6
th

 Loskop Rally. Jakes 083 769 

7480. 

5
th

 & 6
th

 1000 Bike Show, Germiston. 

Terry 082 697 6058.  

12
th

 Ulysses KZN Day Jol. Trafalgar 

Eric 083 455 9651 

25-27 Gemsbok Rally, Upington. Pieter 

083 261 5811. 

27-29 14
th

 Pongola Cane Rally. 

Pongola. Derrick 083 607 0413 
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The ULTIMATE in Women's Body Piercing... Biggest turn on for guys since the 

invention of the wonder bra!  

 

Men all over the country are urging their wives and 

sweethearts to get this 'chic' procedure. The ongoing cost 

for this piece of designer piercing in the UK now exceeds 

£10,000. Many men feel it is worth it and are prepared to 

pay a much higher price for it!!!  

  

January 2014  February 2014 
 

March 2014 

Su Mo Tu We Th Fr Sa  Su Mo Tu We Th Fr Sa  Su Mo Tu We Th Fr Sa 

   1 2 3 4        1        1 

5 6 7 8 9 10 11  2 3 4 5 6 7 8  2 3 4 5 6 7 8 

12 13 14 15 16 17 18  9 10 11 12 13 14 15  9 10 11 12 13 14 15 

19 20 21 22 23 24 25  16 17 18 19 20 21 22  16 17 18 19 20 21 22 

26 27 28 29 30 31   23 24 25 26 27 28   23 24 25 26 27 28 29 

                30 31      

                       

April 2014  May 2014  June 2014 
Su Mo Tu We Th Fr Sa  Su Mo Tu We Th Fr Sa  Su Mo Tu We Th Fr Sa 

  1 2 3 4 5      1 2 3  1 2 3 4 5 6 7 

6 7 8 9 10 11 12  4 5 6 7 8 9 10  8 9 10 11 12 13 14 

13 14 15 16 17 18 19  11 12 13 14 15 16 17  15 16 17 18 19 20 21 

20 21 22 23 24 25 26  18 19 20 21 22 23 24  22 23 24 25 26 27 28 

27 28 29 30     25 26 27 28 29 30 31  29 30      

                       

                       

July 2014  August 2014  September 2014 
Su Mo Tu We Th Fr Sa  Su Mo Tu We Th Fr Sa  Su Mo Tu We Th Fr Sa 

  1 2 3 4 5       1 2   1 2 3 4 5 6 

6 7 8 9 10 11 12  3 4 5 6 7 8 9  7 8 9 10 11 12 13 

13 14 15 16 17 18 19  10 11 12 13 14 15 16  14 15 16 17 18 19 20 

20 21 22 23 24 25 26  17 18 19 20 21 22 23  21 22 23 24 25 26 27 

27 28 29 30 31    24 25 26 27 28 29 30  28 29 30     

        31               

                       

October 2014  November 2014  December 2014 
Su Mo Tu We Th Fr Sa  Su Mo Tu We Th Fr Sa  Su Mo Tu We Th Fr Sa 

   1 2 3 4        1   1 2 3 4 5 6 

5 6 7 8 9 10 11  2 3 4 5 6 7 8  7 8 9 10 11 12 13 

12 13 14 15 16 17 18  9 10 11 12 13 14 15  14 15 16 17 18 19 20 

19 20 21 22 23 24 25  16 17 18 19 20 21 22  21 22 23 24 25 26 27 

26 27 28 29 30 31   23 24 25 26 27 28 29  28 29 30 31    

        30               

CLUB NIGHTS 



FOREVER YOUNG Page 14 
 

 
 
  

JULY 

6th  Janice Thompson (G) 

6th Graham Thompson (G) 

 28th Wynne Vice (G) 

Memo to our new and old farts 

It is up to you to send me your Birth Dates. It is also up to you to inform me when you 

move from (S) silver to (G) Gold and (P) platinum. (I do not have time to cut off your legs 

and count the rings.) If you are (P) Platinum, you don’t have to do anything you have 

reached the top. Yay! 
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Ulysses Office 

E-Mail: ulyssessa@telkomsa.net 

‘Disclaimer’ 

The opinions of the Scribe are not necessarily the product 

of a sound mind and do not necessarily reflect the 

opinions or values of Ulysses East London or any “Sane” 

person! 

Scribe: Ken Heath 

Tel: 082 710 2534 for verbal abuse. 

E-Mail: heathken@telkomsa.net for any 

contributions, comments etc. (Please….please …please!!!!) 

Lawyers: Legal Wise: “Don’t talk to me, talk to my 

Lawyer!” 

Greetings, you bunch of old farts.  Chilly Willy 
has finally arrived, just in time for you to test all 
your winter clobber. Remember if it fails you 
there is always Old Brown.  

After perusing the photos of the National, I was 
pleased to see just how many old farts were still 
wearing our National Rally golf shirts. Good stuff! 

Please take me up on my offer to publish your 
stories of your trips around our beautiful 
country. I am sure that we could publish a book 
of Ulysses East London’s “Greatest trips” that 
would be a sell-out country wide. 

Well stay on two wheels and continue to stay 
forever young. 

Cheers, Ken. 

 

mailto:heathken@telkomsa.net
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Compliments of Oscar 
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A ten year old girl is jogging on her way home when a big guy on a black motorcycle 

rides up beside her. After riding next to her for a little while, he says, “Hey little girl, 

you want a ride?” 

“No!” says the girl and continues to run down the road.  

The motorcycle rider comes alongside her again and says, “I’ll give you twenty rand if 

you go for a ride with me.” 

“No!” she replies and continues to run down the street. 

The motorcycle rider comes along side again and says, 

“OK my final offer, I’ll give you fifty rand and a bag of 

peppermints if you go for a ride with me.” 

The girl stops and turning to the man screams, “Listen 

daddy! You bought the Harley instead of a Honda, so live 

with it.”  

An Arab Sheik was admitted to Hospital for heart surgery, but prior to the surgery,  
the doctors needed to store his blood in case the need arises. As the gentleman had a 
rare type of blood, it couldn't be found locally, so, the call went out. Finally a Scotsman 
was located who had a similar blood type. The Scot willingly donated his blood for the 
Arab. After the surgery, the Arab sent the Scotsman as appreciation for giving his 
blood, a new BMW, diamonds and US dollars. 

A couple of days later, once again, the Arab had to go through a corrective surgery. 
His doctor telephoned the Scotsman who was more than happy to donate his blood 
again. After the second surgery, the Arab sent the Scotsman a thank-you card and a 
box of Quality Street chocolates. 

The Scotsman was shocked that the Arab did not reciprocate his kind gesture as he 
had anticipated. He phoned the Arab and asked him: "I thought you would be 
generous again, that you would give me a BMW, diamonds and money, but you only 
gave me a thank-you card and a box of Quality Street.” 

To this the Arab replied: "Aye laddie, but I now have Scottish blood 
in ma veins". 

 

  

OOOOPS! 
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Julius goes to America as the leader of the EFF political party and addressed a major 

gathering of Red Indians. He spoke for almost an hour on his plans for South Africa. 

At the conclusion of his speech, the crowd presented him with a 

plaque inscribed with his new Indian name - Walking Eagle.  

 

A very chuffed Malema then departed in his motorcade, waving to 

the crowds. A news reporter later asked one of the Indians how 

they came to select the new name given to Malema. 

 

They explained that Walking Eagle is the name given to a bird so 

full of shit that it can no longer fly.   

 

Strange but true. 

A giant grasshopper, shot in Montana in 1932.  

Waiting for the perfect man. 


