
May’s Medicine    
(As published in May’s edition of Nacelle) 

 
 
Late March, early April, feels like that moment you are sat on the runway, with the jet 
engines starting to scream, ready for take off, to send you on holiday to your chosen 
destination.  In other words, little has happened this month on a club level, but much is 
about to descend on us in the coming month.  
 
We have had the requisite meetings, plus a couple of ride outs that I was unable to attend 
due to rather unwelcome work commitments.  
 
The one meeting I did attend was our monthly meeting at the Royal Oak, which was most 
enjoyable as it was enlivened by a couple of prospective members who ventured out from 
East London to join us.  Sadly, one of their number was a BMW rider, so had to be disabused 
of the notion of being able to join the club as he was “Triumphless”.   Might we look again at 
the criterion for membership and accept folk who are keen on the Triumph marque but 
don’t actually own one, or indeed, a bit of one might be allowed to join? 
That apart it was a well-attended meeting and most arrived on motorcycles so making the 
car park feel more like a bike park.  
 
As a postscript, we now are about to have the weather to get out on motorbikes and the 
pandemic is less of a thing, but now fuel is becoming an issue of expenditure.  I would be 
more likely to whine about this, were it not that we are still living in peace and comfort - in 
marked contrast to those suffering the hell of Mariupol.  So, as the numbers tick over at the 
pump, I thank the Lord that by an accident of birth I am not a Ukrainian.  May they be 
delivered soon from their suffering. 
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