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(An account of three geriatric old farts and their journey to the Buff and back.)

Epic journeys don’t just happen and our trip to the Buff and back was no exception.
After months of planning Juls and I had finally ticked off all the boxes on our list.
Accommodation, the servicing of our amazing Blackbirds (Sorry guys, I will never stop
singing their praises), acquiring new kit as some of mine had shrunk and all the other
little things you must do to ensure an event free trip both on the road and at home while
we were away.
We had acquired a 6-sleeper holiday flat near the rally site and had extended invitations
to friends to join us. Peter and Sue prefer to camp and Terry and Auriol were unable to
join us due to other commitments the following weekend.
So, on a misty Friday morning Juls and I departed in a roar of thunder for the Buff. We
had decided to do everything differently this year. Normally we went King, Peddie,
Grahams town, PE, Petropoort, Plett and finally Mosselbay, a route that our trusty
Blackbirds could do in their sleep. So, this year we were going the coastal route via the
back road to the Kidds Beach turn off.
The backroad trip was uneventful except for mist and the rising sun that reduced our
visibility to zero. With the sun in our eyes we crawled along with the white line on our
right-hand side as a guide as we could not see further ahead than our front mudguards.
Eventually we arrived at the intersection, and found our “man in red” waiting for us.
Terry waved and followed us down the coastal road as we now opened
the taps to make up for lost time. To be perfectly honest I was
concerned that Terry had sneaked away without telling Auriol and
that we would be hunted down by the police and arrested for
kidnapping him. Human trafficking is a crime you know.
Fortunately, Terry was astride his trusty Honda VFR and could keep
up with us. Julian was in the lead and set a blistering pace-if that were possible as the
roads were crowded with holiday traffic and there were road works and lots of monkeys
watching the passing parade.
Arriving at Port Alfred we saw the petrol station was full of bikers (Geoff and co,
having a smoke break) and decided to continue to Alexandria where we filled up. The
roads were slightly better thereafter and we whizzed into Nanagha for breakfast. A
quick rooster koek and a coke and we were on our way, dodging the holiday traffic and
moving closer to our destination. We topped up at Rademakers and then followed Terry
as he wanted to show us a “lekker place” in the Titsikama forest where we could have
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an early lunch.Unfortunately, the roads were
crowded with cars towing caravans and trailers
and it was a frustrating bumper to bumper trip
until we turned off the N2 just after the
Petropoort and drove down into the Titsikama
village and stopped outside Marylin’s Diner
turned out to be a splash of colour in the green
forests and it was full. Fortunately, we were able
to find a shady table outside and gratefully

stripped off our kit and ordered
something to drink. I know this is an
adult newsletter but while I ordered a
nice filter coffee, my two wise men “icky
and sticky” ordered beers. This set the
trend for the rest of the weekend, but of
that I will tell you later.Marylin’s Diner
was a theme type of restaurant and
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featured 50 & 60’s décor consisting of old
motorcycles, cars, jukeboxes with music of
that era and memorabilia of Elvis and

Marylin. (For those of you who don’t
know who they are, you should not be
reading this newsletter as you are too

young!)

We ordered lunch which was a generous

tasty portion of food and reasonably
priced. We just chilled, enjoying the
ambiance and watched the foreign
tourists in their funny safari outfits. The
music brought back happy memories
from our youth and featured a lot of
Elvis, but we did not mind as the King is
the King. This is a place worth visiting
on your trip, only please don’t ask Terry
for directions as he first led Julian and I
down the garden path and back until he
found the correct turn-off.
After they had a few more beers we
headed out on the very congested roads
on route to Sedgefield our next designated petrol stop, where we met up with Peter and
Sue who were on their usual “honeymoon” ride. Most of you know just how frustrating
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those fluctuating speed limits and hidden speed cameras are in that area all the way
down to Mosselbay. Well, try doing this trip on a superbike in bumper to bumper rush
hour traffic. Fortunately, we had wonderful overcast weather so it was not hot, but
upon arrival at our accommodation we were sopping wet and exhausted following our
harrowing traffic ordeal.
Our accommodation was fantastic and we had a marvellous view over the bay and the
rally site, so we could unpack and refresh ourselves before we rode down to the rally
site.
The rally was in full swing when we
arrived and Juls and I went to get our
pre-ordered T-shirts and badges while
poor Terry had to join the long que and
wait to get in. Juls and I decided to take
a walk about while we waited for Terry.
There were the usual clothing and
equipment stalls, as well as our favourite
food stalls. . . . . . Traai Maai Pie, Kobus
se Gat, Kudu Burgers, Egyptian
Schwarma and many more tempting
stalls, waiting to fill our hunger pangs. There was a new stall selling fresh oysters but it
was not well supported at all. I suppose somebody forgot to tell them that bikers have
other ways of getting into a girl’s pants!

TERRY

5

6

Having lunch at the Sea Gypsy

Club sundowners

Ken 16 Buffs

Terry 22 Buffs

Sue and Peter 15 Buffs, Juls 13 Buffs

A Be
DA PRESIDE
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JULLIAN IN WONDERLAND

40 Buffs

(Wonder what’s for supper?)

The “Terrible Twins” Sean and
Deryck. Unfortunately, Sean passed
away at the end of last year,
otherwise the two of them would
have been the only people who have
attended all Forty Buffalo Rallies.
Our very own Deryck was
honoured at the award ceremony
with the only 40-year badge in
existence. Well done Deryck.
Dee, Sean’s widow with Terry
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We spent the late afternoon and evening meeting up with old friends, had the
traditional cold one with our Ulysses club members and then a bite to eat at Kubus se
Gat (a large rooster koek with BBQ lamb
sosaties) and then hit the road back to our
accommodation.
Trust me sleep came easy to these weary
travellers and we had a good night’s rest
until Terry woke us at sparrow as he was
now making a block buster video of Julian
and I sleeping.
I awoke to find Terry hobbling around with a sore back, Julian with a stiff neck and
back and yours truly with severe back pain. It must have been the beds!
It was a beautiful morning and after a hot shower and a good cup of coffee, we mounted
up and headed down to the “Point” to find a good vantage place to watch the mass ride
and eat some breakfast. We found a spot that was serving a breakfast buffet and had a
good vantage point to watch from.
Terry, still in video mode climbed up a wall and sat like humpty dumpty videoing the
mass ride. The holiday makers and fellow bikers had turned out on mass to watch and it
became very crowded. I think more than half of the bikers chose to watch the ride
instead of participating but even so it was a very big mass ride with a couple of
thousand bikes taking part.
After the ride had past us we mounted up and followed
the ride to the Garden Court Casino to view the
Concourse de Elegance bikes. Then it was off to the Sea
Gypsy Cafe at the harbour for lunch with Pete and Sue.
The Sea Gypsy Café serves delicious sea-food dishes and
has become
a favourite
eating place
for us. I had the calamari and chips, in
fact we all had that dish because it is so
lekker.
(Julian got rid of his back pain by
downing 7 shooters with his beers.)

While we were eating, some rough bikers arrived for lunch. If you thought
we were rough and tough, by comparison to these guys, we are practically
saints! They decided to go to one of those coin operated machines that has a
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grab hook that you lower and try to catch a teddy bear or a watch. Well this one was
full of “Minions” and when these guys had used up all their money and failed to get
even one, they picked up the machine, turned it upside down and shook it until all the
minions had fallen out. They then gave their girlfriends one each and handed out the
rest to customers and waitresses.
After lunch, we went back to our lodgings for a sleep (we are after all old farts you
know) before the evenings events.
In the late afternoon, we returned to the rally site and sat around watching the
shenanigans of the passing crowd. Obviously, the big attraction was the lucky ticket
draw with the main prize being R 135 000.00, but as it was the 40Th Buff, it was also to
honour our friend and fellow club member Deryck as he received his special one of a
kind 40Th Buff badge.
Supper was rooster koek with BBQ Spare Rib on it. It was so lekker I am salivating as I
write this story. As usual the bands were superb and we rocked along with them as they
played the songs of our youth. Last year we noticed that most the bikers were younger
than us, but this year the old farts won hands down. Ulysses was even the best
represented club at the rally.
The prize giving was a quick affair with
wonderful prizes being handed out. The
sponsors had come to the party with
weekends away at choice hotels along the
Garden Route and Cape Town. None of us
won the main prize but in the end, we were
all winners as it was a tremendous Buff and
the Lord gave us amazing weather for
weekend. All too soon it was home time and
we headed off for a good night’s sleep before
the long trip home.
For the first time in a long time we did not get up too early. We had decided not to rush
back home, so we took a leisurely ride with Sedgefield being our first fuel stop. As it was
a long weekend the roads were not congested and the traffic cops were sleeping in for a
OVER
MOSSELBAY
change. We stopped at Humansdorp for a Wimpy BreakfastSUNSET
and to take
a break
as we
were battling with strong cross-winds that were trying to push us off the road.
Very soon, we stopped at Port Alfred for fuel and a refreshment or two. The winds had
picked up even more and together with some stupid cagers who were driving to close to
us, the trip became a little bit dangerous at times.
At the Kidd’s beach turn off, we said goodbye to Terry and wished him well with
Auriols wrath when he got home. Besides a lot of cattle, goats and dogs along the road
we had an uneventful trip back to King and were home at about 4pm.
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For the Blackbird guys the weekend turned out to be rather funny as there were a lot of
Blackbirds at the rally and none of them belonged to the association, so Julian took it
upon himself to “interview” Bird owners and then decide if they qualified to be invited
to join our illustrious group. Sometimes a dirty bike or a shabby biking outfit
disqualified the owner. However, some met Julian’s high standards and we are hoping
to see them at our gathering in De Rust in September.
For those of you who don’t own Blackbirds, you are most welcome to join us for a fun
long week-end. The dates are from the 22Nd of September till the 25Th. For more info,
you can contact me or you can go to our website at www.blackbirdsa.org for more info.
Now for those of you who would love to own a Blackbird we are having a raffle at the
gathering to raise funds for a very worthy charity.

THE CHARITY IS THE FOLLOWING:

The Ride for Orphaned Rhino’s
The Blackbird Association of South Africa has always
come to the fore when it comes to a worthy cause. May
I remind you all of Ride for Smiles in May 2010, a truly
awesome effort by so many people.
Once again it is time to get involved. Now before you all
think "oh no, not another anti-poaching fund raiser",
please read on. This is not the usual thing. This could
make the difference in ensuring that our rhinos don't become extinct, no matter what
happens in the poaching scenario.
It is common knowledge that we are losing our rhino to poaching at a rate that cannot
be sustained. This year it is estimated that we will lose over 1400 adult animals. This
figure does not include natural deaths, it is strictly from poaching. The figure has been
fairly steady for the past 3 years, with a slight reduction last year. However at the
current rate rhino’s in the wild can only survive another 6 years, if we're lucky.
So, we have 2 options to avoid the inevitable:
1) We get poaching under control (I have my doubts as to this being achieved.)..or.......
2) We have a plan B.
Our plan B is to make sure that we find and retrieve as many baby rhino that have been
orphaned through poaching as we can. This is not an easy task, simply because these
little ones only last about 3 days in the wild without their mother’s milk and protection.
Once found, they are usually in very poor shape through dehydration, wounds received
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from attacks by predators and even worse, the poachers that killed their mothers. In
addition, their stress levels are through the roof causing dangerously elevated levels of
endorphins that can shut down their major organs.
To save them, it takes instant action, huge know how and medication as well as "trauma
management". “Care for Wild”, have become world experts on the above and they have
about 35 happy and healthy baby rhinos at the orphanage.
Once our stocks of wild rhino are depleted, it is only these little guys who can become
the breeding stock of the future. They are kept in an extremely safe environment,
unfortunately the security arrangements cannot be made public for obvious reasons
suffice to say that under the circumstances, they are as safe as can possibly be expected.
It costs in the region of R8500 per animal per month to feed and treat them and if we
take security costs into account, this figure jumps to approximately R15,000 per animal
per month. All funding at the moment, is derived from the private sector, both business
and individual, but with the current levels of poaching, the numbers Care for Wild will
have to care for in the future will only increase.
We are at a crossroad. If we don't save every baby, we simply won't have the blood line
variety mix (diversified gene pool) we will need in 6 years’ time and all we will be doing
is delaying the point of extinction by a few years.
This effort by BASA is not about raising money for anti-poaching which seems like a
very deep pit. It's about backing a constructive plan which is already a going concern,
to ensure our rhino's will never be extinct.
We must do this. So, who wants to be in for the ride of your life? Come on guys, you
don’t have to own a Blackbird to support this wonderful cause, join us now and help
promote this fund raiser.
ALSO, we are having a raffle at the gathering where you could win the 2005 fuel
injection Blackbird pictured below.

12

13

14

Carol, a blonde city girl, marries a Cornish dairy farmer.
One morning, on his way out to check on the cows, farmer John
says to Carol,
'The insemination man is coming over to impregnate one of our cows
today.
I drove a nail into the rail above the cow's stall in the barn.
You show him where the cow is when he gets here, OK?'
So then the farmer leaves for the fields.
After a while, the insemination man arrives and knocks on the front
door.
Carol takes him down to the barn.
They walk along the row of cows and when she sees the nail, she
tells him, 'This is the one...right here.'
Terribly impressed by what he seemed to think just might be
another ditzy blonde, the man asks,
'Tell me lady, how did you know this is the cow to be bred?'
'That's simple; by the nail over its stall', Carol explains very
confidently.
Then the man asks, 'What's the nail for?'
She turns and starts to walk away and with complete confidence,
says over her shoulder, ......
'I assume it's to hang your trousers on.'
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A BMW for sale. Owner buying a Porsche. For pictures of this
lovely looking bike, contact Rodney Hiles.
As per our telecon today. PRICE R90K

MOTORCYLE BMW BIKE, CA105096
LFX472W REG NO.
ENGINE NO 26082159
2009 BMW K1200 GT, MK 11
MILEAGE; 35 000 km
INCLUDES TOP BOX AND 2 SIDE PANNIERS.

Kind Regards,
PETER KIRKMAN
KIRKMARINE CC
+27 22 461 22 79
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Club evenings are really great. Besides chatting about forthcoming rallies, rides and trips
(the guys mainly), we share beers and toots. The resultant camaraderie creates a firmer
friendship and appreciation for your fellow members. The above pics were taken at a recent
club night.
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EVENTS

BIRTHDAYS

March 2017

March 2017

30 – 2nd Black Rock Rally Gonubie

1st Egbert Oosthuizen

31st Club night

26th Janet Carnell

April 2017

27th Wharton Smith

2nd Ride Eagles Ridge Stutterheim

28th Murna van der Merwe

14-17th Easter Weekend

29th Rae Hensburg

27-30th Africa Bike Week – EL

April 2017

28th Club night ??

3rd Peter Twissell
4th Marinus Proudfoot

In trying to accomplish copying, pasting, inserting etal the gaps are for the square
words I deleted in trying to accomplish the letter.
Hopefully all will improve as time goes by.
Regards
Terry
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