CAFÉ RACERS REVISITED
Over the past few years we have seen a resurgence of the café racer craze. Basically
the riders remove all unnecessary weight from their bikes so as to go faster. When the
Harley guys removed all unnecessary weight, they found that when they removed the
mudguards they got extremely wet when it rained. When they removed the large fuel
tank they could only ride short distances before having to refuel. Fortunately here in
South Africa our Harley riders, trailer their bikes on long trips to avoid that little
problem and to keep the mileage low for when they sell their hogs down the road.
Imagine the newspaper advert if honesty was enforced. “For sale a 2012 Harley
Heritage soft tail, in mint condition with only 2000 kms on the clock and 80 thousand
kms of safe “trailering.” But I digress. . .
Fortunately on other makes the idea was to cut down on weight so as to make them
go faster and preferably to do the “Ton” 160 kph (100 miles per hour for those of us
older folks.) BUT in doing so the idea was to make sure that the bike was still safe,
could stop and handle even better than the stock bike. In the old days they also
started to streamline the bikes to imitate the racing bikes that they saw dicing on the
tracks. However money was in short supply and there were very few custom part
manufacturers, so most mods were carried out in the kitchen or the garage. The look
of the average Café Racer was OK but very few were ever spectacular.
That all changed a few years ago as money, custom shops, specialised workshops, and
amazing home-workshops and the latest manufacturing techniques and equipment
caused the Café racer landscape to change overnight. Bikes have always been art on
wheels and years ago I did an article on Motorcycles as Art, but I have to say the
latest Café Racers are absolutely beautiful and many of these bikes have been made at
home by very talented people and of course others in specialised workshops. They are
poetry in motion even when they are standing still. Here are pictures of a few of my
favourites that I have collected over the past year.
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EVEN A
BLACKBIRD?
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NICE TRIUMPH BUT I DON’T LIKE THE OIL TANK!
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How it works......... IN THE USA
John Smith, an American started the day early having set his alarm clock
(MADE IN JAPAN) for 6 am, While his coffeepot (MADE IN CHINA) was percolating, he
shaved with his electric razor. (MADE IN HONG KONG) He put on a dress shirt (MADE
IN SRI LANKA), designer jeans (MADE IN SINGAPORE) and tennis shoes (MADE IN
KOREA)
After cooking his breakfast in his new electric skillet (MADE IN INDIA) he sat down
with his calculator (MADE IN MEXICO) to see how much he could spend today. After
setting his watch (MADE IN TAIWAN) to the radio (MADE IN INDIA) he got in his car
(MADE IN GERMANY) filled it with GAS (from Saudi Arabia) and continued his search
for a good paying AMERICAN JOB.
At the end of yet another discouraging and fruitless day checking his DELL Computer
(made in MALAYSIA), John decided to relax for a while. He put on his sandals (MADE
IN BRAZIL ), poured himself a glass of wine (MADE IN FRANCE ) and turned on his TV
(MADE IN INDONESIA ), and then wondered why he can't find a good paying job
in AMERICA
AND NOW HE'S HOPING HE CAN GET HELP FROM A PRESIDENT MADE IN KENYA

Yesterday after shopping in our local supermarket, I was in the queue at the Check Out,
and heard when the young cashier suggested to the much older lady that she should
bring her own grocery bags, because plastic bags are not good for the environment.
The woman apologised to the young girl & then sighed, "We didn't have this 'green
thing' back in my earlier days."
The young clerk responded, "That's our problem today. You folk didn't do enough to
save our environment for future generations."
The older lady said "Ah yes you're right -- our generation didn't have the "green thing"
in its day." She sighed then continued:
Back then, we returned milk bottles, lemonade bottles & beer bottles to the shops. The
shops then sent them back to the plant to be washed, sterilized & refilled, so those
same bottles were used over & over, thus REALLY were recycled. But we didn't have
the "green thing" back in our day.
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Grocery stores put our groceries into brown paper bags that we reused for numerous
things. Most memorable was the use of brown paper bags as book covers for our
school books. This was to ensure that public property (the books provided for our use
by the school) were not defaced by our scribbling’s. Then we were able to personalise
our books on their brown paper bag/covers. But, too bad we didn't do the "green
thing" back then.
I remember how we walked up stairs because we didn't have an escalator in every
store or office building; walked to the grocery store & didn't climb into a 300horsepower machine every time we had to go 200 yards.
. . . But she was right. We didn't have the "green thing" in our day.
Back then we washed the baby's nappies because we didn't have the throw away kind.
We dried clothes on a line, not in an energy-gobbling machine burning up 220 volts.
Wind & solar power really did dry our clothes back in our days. Kids got hand-medown clothes from their brothers or sisters, not always brand-new clothing. . . . But
that young lady is right; we didn't have the "green thing" back in our day.
Back then we had one radio, in the house -- not a TV in every room. And if anyone did
own a TV, it had a small screen the size of a handkerchief (remember them?), not a
screen the size of a football pitch. When cooking we blended & stirred by hand coz we
didn't have electric machines to do everything for us. When we packaged a fragile item
to send by post, we used layers of old newspapers to cushion it, not Styrofoam or
plastic bubble wrap. Back then, we didn't fire up an engine and burn gasoline just to cut
the lawn. We used a push mower that ran on human power. We exercised by working
so we didn't need to go to a health club to run on treadmills that operate on electricity.,
, , , But she's right; we didn't have the "green thing" back then.
We drank from a tap or fountain when we were thirsty instead of using a cup or a
plastic bottle every time we had a drink of water. We refilled writing pens with ink
instead of buying a new pen, & we replaced the razor blade in a razor instead of
throwing away the whole razor just because the blade got dull. But we didn't have the
"green thing" back then. Back then, people took the bus & kids rode bikes to school or
walked instead of turning their mothers into a 24-hour taxi service in the family's
expensive car or van, which cost what a whole house did before the "green thing"..
Oh and we had one electrical outlet in a room, not an entire bank of sockets to power a
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dozen appliances. And we didn't need a computerized gadget to receive a signal
beamed from satellites 23,000 miles out in space in order to find the nearest leisure
park.
. . . . But it so sad this current generation laments how wasteful we old folks were just
because we didn't have the "green thing" back then? . . .
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A man asked a waiter to take a bottle of Merlot to an unusually attractive woman
sitting alone at a table in a cosy little restaurant.
So the waiter took the Merlot to the woman and said, 'This is from the gentleman
who is seated over there'..... and indicated the sender with a nod of his head.
She stared at the wine coolly for a few seconds, not looking at the man, and
then decided to send a reply to him by a note. The waiter, who was lingering nearby
for a response, took the note from her and conveyed it to the gentleman.
The note read: 'For me to accept this bottle, you need to have a Mercedes in your

garage, a million dollars in the bank and 7 inches in your pants’.

After reading the note, the man decided to compose one of his own in return. He folded
the note, handed it to the waiter and instructed him to deliver it to the lady.
It read: 'Just to let you know things aren't always what they appear to be, I have

a Ferrari Maranello, BMW Z8, Mercedes CL600, and a Porsche Turbo in my several
garages; I have beautiful homes in Aspen and Miami , and a 10,000 acre ranch in
Louisiana .There is over twenty million dollars in my bank account and portfolio.
But, not even for a woman as beautiful as you, would I cut off three inches.
Just send the wine back.’
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A Priest's retirement speech
A Priest was being honoured at his retirement dinner after 25 years in the parish. A
leading local politician and member of the congregation was chosen to make the
presentation and to give a little speech at the dinner. However, he was delayed, so the
Priest decided to say his own few words while they waited: Thank Goodness we
Catholics have a wonderful sense of humour!
“I got my first impression of the parish from the first confession I heard here. I
thought I had been assigned to a terrible place. The very first person who entered my
confessional told me he had stolen a television set and, when questioned by the
police, was able to lie his way out of it. He had stolen money from his parents;
embezzled from his employer; had an affair with his boss’s wife; had sex with his
boss’s 17 year old daughter on numerous occasions, taken illegal drugs; had several
homosexual affairs; was arrested several times for public nudity and gave VD to his
sister.
I was appalled that one person could do so many awful things. But as the days went
on, I learned that my people were not all like that and I had, indeed, come to a fine
parish full of good and loving people.”
Just as the Priest finished his talk, the politician arrived full of apologies at being late.
He immediately began to make the presentation and gave his talk:
“I’ll never forget the first day our parish Priest arrived,” said the politician. “In fact, I
had the honour of being the first person to go to him for confession.”
Moral: Never, Never, Never Be Late
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I mowed the lawn today, and after doing so I sat down and had a cold beer.
The day was really quite beautiful, and the drink facilitated some deep thinking.
My wife walked by and asked me what I was doing, and I said 'nothing'.
The reason I said 'nothing' instead of saying 'just thinking' is because she then would
have asked 'about what?'
At that point I would have had to explain that men are deep thinkers about various
topics, which would lead to other questions.
Finally I pondered an age old question:
Is giving birth more painful than getting kicked in the nuts?
Women always maintain that giving birth is way more painful than a guy getting
kicked in the nuts, but how could they "know"?
Well, after another beer, and some more heavy deductive thinking, I have come up
with an answer to that question.
Getting kicked in the nuts is more painful than having a baby, and even though I
obviously couldn't really "know", here is the reason for my conclusion.
A year or so after giving birth, a woman will often say, "It might be nice to have
another child."
On the other hand, you never hear a guy say, "You know, I think I would like another
kick in the nuts."

A man was on a bus minding his own business when the gorgeous woman next to him
started to breast-feed her baby.
The baby wouldn't take it so she said, "Come on sweetie, eat it all up or I'll have to give
it to this nice man next to us."
Five minutes later the baby was still not feeding, so she said, "Come on, honey. Take it
or I'll give it to this nice man here."
A few minutes later the anxious man blurted out, "Come on kid. Make up your mind! I
was supposed to get off four stops ago!"
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FEBRUARY
5Th Julie Willmers
6Th Foxy Wardle
19Th Pedro de Abreu
22Nd Ken Heath

MARCH
1St Egbert Oosthuizen
27Th Wharton Smith
29Th Rae Hensberg
30Th Dalene Kerr

An elderly, tough old Chelsea Pensioner once told a young female tourist that if she
wanted to live a long life the secret was to sprinkle a pinch of gunpowder on her
oatmeal each morning.
She did this religiously and lived to the age of 101.
She left behind 14 children, 30 grandchildren, 21 great-grandchildren, five great-greatgrandchildren and a 40 foot hole where the crematorium used to be.
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“(THE SCRIBE HAS SPOKEN!)”

Hi guys. It’s amazing how time flies when you
are having fun.
Not much happening in Feb, but March is full
of promise. Terry, Juls, Dale and myself are off
to the Buff. We will be leaving from the 1 Stop
just outside King at 6H30 am, so if you want
to ride with us, be there or let me know so we
can wait for you.
Stay on two wheels, Ken.

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!”

Ulysses Office
Julian Middleton: 011 675 0004 Cell 082 464 6456
E-Mail: info@ulyssessa.co.za

‘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!
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A woman and her 12-year-old son were in a taxi. It was raining and all the prostitutes
were standing huddled under awnings.
"Mum," said the boy, "what are all those women doing?"
"They're waiting for their husbands to get off work," she replied.
The taxi driver turns around and says, "Geez lady, why don't you tell him the
truth? They're hookers, boy! They have sex with men for money."
The little boy's eyes get wide and he says, "Is that true Mum?"
His mother, glaring hard at the driver, answers "Yes it is."
After a few minutes the kid, thoughtfully, asks, "Mum, if those women have babies,
what happens to them?"
She said, "Most of them become taxi drivers."

Husband: My wife is missing. She went shopping yesterday and has not come home....
Sergeant: What is her height?
Husband: I'm not sure – a little over five-feet tall.
Sergeant: Weight?
Husband: Don't know - not slim, not really fat.
Sergeant: Colour of eyes?
Husband: Sort of brown I think - never really noticed.
Sergeant: Colour of hair?
Husband: Changes a couple times a year. Maybe dark brown now - I think.
Sergeant: What was she wearing?
Husband: Could have been pants, or maybe a skirt or shorts. I don't know exactly.
Sergeant: What kind of car did she go in?
Husband: She went in my truck.
Sergeant: What kind of truck was it?
Husband: A 2015 Ford F150 King Ranch 4X4 with Eco-boost 5.0L V8 Engine special
ordered with manual transmission and climate controlled air Conditioning. It has a
custom matching white cover for the bed, which has a Matching aftermarket bed liner.
Custom leather 6-way seats and "Bubba" floor Mats. A trailering package with a gold
hitch and special wiring hook-ups. DVD With full GPS navigation, satellite radio
receiver, 23-channel CB radio, six Cup holders, a USB port, and four power outlets. I
added special alloy Wheels and off-road Goodyear Wranglers. It has custom running
boards and Indirect wheel well lighting.
At this point the husband started choking up.
Sergeant: Take it easy Buddy, we'll find your truck.
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PERHAPS YOU’RE PARENTS MADE USE OF THESE PRODUCTS?

EXPLAINS A LOT HEY?
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