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Wow 2018 

Hi fellow Ulysseans 

What happened? One moment I am doing a nice leisurely ride to Hogsback on 10th December 2017 

and WHAM its 2018. 

A happy New Year to you all and may health, wealth and happiness be your partners this year with 

many miles of safe travelling and lots more great camaraderie. 

As you all slowly kick into the year and shake off the dust of 2017, things have been passing relatively 

slowly. In fact, the sudden acceleration through this year is expected at any moment. 

To date I have no events to advertise but keep your eyes peeled for our Whatsup Group for the dates 

for the rides and club nights. Remember to book for Ulysses National Rally – THIS year in May. It 

promises to be a fun bash with an expected 22 members attending from East London chapter alone. 

It could be quite a trip to remember. 

With not much happening and no stories received for publishing, the newsletter is a short one. I will 

try make up for it with a little bit of waffle. 

Take care and ride safe 

Terry 

PS Guys and Dolls, this newsletter is for all of us to enjoy. News of relevance, rides, proposed trips 

and experiences would be greatly appreciated. 

The chief contributor this year was Rodney Hiles and for this I am most grateful. 
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Terry von Berg 

It was of great sadness I learnt of Terry’s death. He had had a cancerous tumour in his head 
removed early last year. He subsequently had a stroke towards the end of the year with a final 
stroke that proved fatal now in January. 
He was president of the Durban Ulysses chapter for a number of years. When I was in Durban 
with the chapter, he replaced Kevin Templeton as president and served with much dedication. 
During his time, the Chapter grew in leaps and bounds – from gathering in a little room at the 
German Club in Westville, for meetings, to using the hall at the club (over 100 members). 
Auriol joined and was welcomed by one and all – Terry and Carol (Caz) being most welcoming. 
The fun and rallies shared will never be forgotten. Terry and me had epic breakfast run dices 
through the twisties that had Auriol squirming in dread, the chases down the M13 and haring 
around the Midland Meander were true moments of us being real adrenalin junkies. Carol 
rode her own bike and followed at a more sedate pace. At rallies he would always be one of 
the last standing. Terry was very popular with the biking fraternity, not only in Durban, but 
throughout the country among those who knew him. 
I was always used to being the only Terry around but, when I arrived in Durban, the club grew 
to include five Terrys - Terry Heath, Terry Donnelly, Terry McGee, Terry Neuper and Terry von 
Berg. The other club members learnt never to shout at the club “Terry do you want a drink?” 
as we would all chorus “Yes please”. 
 
Caz, take care and we know just how close you were. Also your near 40 years marriage a 
testimony of your shared devotion. A poem for you as follows: 
There are times when the world is against you, there are times when nothing goes right. 
When a dark cloud seems to surround you, and you can’t get through to the light. 
There are rough bits of road on all journeys, for it couldn’t be smooth all the while. 
And when the going gets tough, it’s hard to work up a smile. 
But when thinking of all your misfortunes, think too of how you are blessed. 
Don’t brood on the worst that has happened, and fail to remember the best. 
 

 

  

 

 

 

 

Carol – love of Terry’s life 
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Run to Hogsback – 10 December  

Sunday morning we gathered at the Beacon Bay rendezvous as usual. A sum total of seven bodies -

come on guys!! (we’ll excuse you this time Deryck). There were Neville and Jenny Potts, Vernon and 

Rae Hensburg, Peter Twissell, Geoff Willmers and yours truly – four Hondas and two BMWs. It was a 

ride distance of some 280km in total but what a magnificent ride it was. The weather was perfect in 

temperature with no sign of the predicted rain. We passed through King William’s Town without 

incident and proceeded along the road towards Alice. As the road unfolded so did my memories of 

when I rode the area off-road. The old motocross track across from West bank in KWT, the route we 

followed to Hogsback via Ntaba Ndoda (hill of the chiefs) and the Amatola Basin that lies across the 

hills below the mountains, the Sandile Dam and so on. Dimbaza – once a thriving Industrial area in 

the old Ciskei – stood derelict and forlorn as most of the buildings had been plundered and/or fallen 

into a state of disrepair. I worked in Dimbaza for eighteen years. 

Passing Middledrift, the maximum security prison on the right also seemed devoid of life. The 

countryside was dry with a smattering of green in places from obvious light showers. Here and 

there a purple hue of colour from wild flowers gave additional colour to the orange aloes and odd 

bit of scrub. We turned off just before reaching Alice (a town, now now guys) and wound our way to 

Hogsback. Overall the road was good and void of the many potholes we have come to expect. I 

mean, the potholes were there but not many to write home about. Climbing up the mountain, the 

last two kilometres were winding, bumpy and canopied with trees. There was a little traffic as well 

as the inevitable few animals to be careful about.  

On arrival we dismounted but Peter Twisselli was struck with a major problem. Both his earplugs 

had gone so deep into his ear canal that they appeared to be irretrievable. Jenny came to the 

rescue. After some careful manipulation and careful probing, she extracted both and we no longer 

had to shout in the stillness of the quiet village so that Peter could hear (not sure it made a 

difference though).  

The restaurant was quaint and had many interesting little artefacts. The food was very reasonably 

priced and very tasty. The air was cool but the warmth of our lively banter kept us warm to the 

cockles of our hearts. 

Once done we headed home at a sedate pace. In KWT I stopped to visit my parents and then 

returned to Gonubie alone.  

It was a super ride and a great way to end the Ulysses breakfast runs for the year. 

 

Inspector Jenny investigates             

“The Missing Plugs” 
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Geez Vernon, this one sticks its head out!! 

 

 

 

 



 
5 

  

 

 

This actually happened to an Englishman, in 
France, who was totally drunk. 
  
A French policeman stops the Englishman's 
car and asks if he has been drinking. 
With great difficulty, the Englishman admits 
that he has been drinking all day, that  
his daughter got married that morning, and 
that he drank champagne and a few bottles 
of wine at the reception, and many single 
malt scotches there-after. 
  
Quite upset, the policeman proceeds to 
breath test the Englishman and verifies that  
he is indeed completely hammered. He asks 
the Englishman if he knows why, under  
French law, he is going to be arrested. 
  
The Englishman answers with a bit of 
humour,  
"No sir, I do not! But while we're asking 
questions, do you realize that this is a British  
 car and my wife is driving on the other side?” 
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A Group of guys, all turning 40, discussed 
where they should meet for lunch. 
Finally it was agreed that they would meet at 
Wetherspoons in 
Uxbridge because the waitresses had big 
breasts and wore mini-skirts. 
Ten years later, at age 50, the friends once 
again discussed where 
they should meet for lunch. Finally it was 
agreed that they would meet 
at Wetherspoons in Uxbridge because the 
waitresses were attractive. 
The food and service was good and the beer 
selection was excellent. 
Ten years later, at age 60, the friends again 
discussed where they 
should meet for lunch. Finally it was agreed 
that they would meet at 
Wetherspoons in Uxbridge because there 
was plenty of parking, they 
could dine in peace and quiet with no loud 
music, and it was good 
value for money. 
Ten years later, at age 70, the friends 
discussed where they should 
meet for lunch. Finally it was agreed that 
they would meet at 
Wetherspoons in Uxbridge because the 
restaurant was wheelchair 
accessible and had a toilet for the disabled. 
Ten years later, at age 80, the friends 

discussed where they should meet for lunch. 

Finally it was agreed that they would meet at 

Wetherspoons in Uxbridge because they had 

never been there before. 
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Well guys, enjoy your 2018 and keep it safe. 

Terry 

 

January 2018 

  Club Night 

Future Events 

To be notified in due course 

 

 

 

BIRTHDAYS 

January 2018 

8th Rodney Hiles 

21st Paul Goldacre 

22nd Geoff Willmers 

30th Jenny Moss 

31st Jeff Mee 

February 2018 

5th Julie Willmers 

6th Foxy Wardle 

19th Pedro de Abreu 

22nd Ken Heath 

Please notify me if any dates have 

been missed 

  

 

In case you forgot your current committee 

           President:  Geoff Willmers 

           Secretary:  Julie Willmers 

           Treasurer:  Tony Moss 

    Road Captain:  Neville Potts 

Other members:  Jenny Potts 

                                Dirk Stoffberg 

                                Egbert Oosthuizen 

                 Scribe:  Terry Neuper 


