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WORDS BY MARIO BRAZZA

PRESIDENT'S
REPORT

2020…. WHAT A YEAR! Probably one 
a lot of people will want to forget, 
COVID 19, lockdowns, not being able to 
see loved ones overseas and all round 
general crappyness; my thoughts are 
with anyone who has been affected 
by it. But I’m about the positive, we’ve 
been relatively lucky and live in this 
new normal with most of our freedom 
still intact (I have family back in the UK 
who have been in lockdown for months), 
we’ve been able to enjoy festivals, 
parties and best of all being able to get 
out and ride up and down the country 
on the wonderful machines we all own.

This last year also saw some big 
changes for the club with the biggest of 
all being after eight years the big man 
(well, not so big now) Horace stepping 
down from top man of the club. I’ve 
thanked him before but I want to thank 

him again for all the work he put in 
over those years along with his lovely 
wife Lisa.

It’s that time of year and at the 
end of the month (27-28th) we’ll all 
be heading to Waitomo for our AGM, 
KiwiPaka is our place of choice where 
we will be able to do it all in one 
location, accommodation for everyone, 
a ride around South Waikato in the 
afternoon then dinner and breakfast 
before we all head home. Go to the 
IMOC website where you can book 
everything in one go. Big shout out to 
Gary for his design and implementation.

As with every AGM, the current 
committee members will be standing 
for re-election, including myself. 
These positions are open to any paying 
member of the club; if you feel like 
this is a bit of you and you want help 

out with the running of the club, then 
this is the time. There are two vacant 
positions: Vice President and sadly 
Debbie has resigned from her role as 
Ride Co-ordinator - thank you Debbie 
for your time and efforts during your 
time on the committee.

Sticking with being positive I just 
want to send well wishes from myself 
and the club to Christiaan and Tony and 
Robyn Schuts. I won’t go in to detail as 
it’s not my place to, but we wish you 
all the best on your road to recovery. I 
spoke to Robyn recently and was asked 
to say ‘They are very humbled and feel 
the love from everyone and appreciate 
their kindness.’

That’s it from me, enjoy the rest of 
the magazine and see you out there.

Ride hard, ride safe!  
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THE AGM IS ALMOST UPON US. It’s 
going to a superb opportunity to mix, 
mingle and ride. If you haven’t done so 
already, get your accommodation and 
meals booked and we look forward to 
seeing you there.

New to this AGM is the IMOC 
“Good Bugger” award. This award 
represents an opportunity to recognise 
members who have gone the extra 
mile to help others out. The committee 
already has some great nominations. 
If you know someone who fits the bill, 
please email their name and what they 
did to membership@imoc.co.nz.

Also up for grabs are all the 
committee positions. As an example, 
the current Club Secretary has openly 
declared they would not be upset 
and to the contrary, welcome any 
new blood wishing to take on such a 
prestigious and time honoured role 
as Club Secretary. The Secretary went 
even further, promising to buy this 
person a beer (or two) to celebrate 
their successful overthrow. We also 
have vacancies, such as the Vice 
President’s position. To encourage 
non-Aucklanders to join the party, 
the committee have even learnt new 
technologies such as Zoom and Skype. 
Get involved and remember the 
immortal (almost) words of JFK “Ask 
not what your club can do for you, but 
what you can do for your club”.

Last point relating to the AGM (I 
promise). The committee anticipates a 

number of rides heading to the AGM. 
Some rides will be direct a route but 
I for one love trying different routes. 
After all, nothing beats a new route… 
am I right? I will be joining a bunch 
seeking the long way around. Keep 
your eye out on the Facebook page 
and IMOC texts for more information 
closer to the time.

Moving on from AGMs to the club 
magazine – a “thank you” is next 
in order. Autumn’s version of the 
magazine is already 40 pages long and 
this is due to the amount of content 
we have received from IMOC members 
across NZ. Well done to those who took 
the time to contribute.

Lastly we have a problem… a good 
problem. The club is awash with 
funds. The Club Secretary’s proposal 
to embezzle the funds received no 
support. Instead we’ll be beefing up 
the membership renewals with some 
IMOC branded gear. This will see 
delays around new cards being issued 
until the branded stuff arrives, but on 
the plus side, you’ll get some goodies.

One more thanks before I sign 
off. Brian Hewitt organised a well-
supported ride to Parakau for lunch 
a couple of weeks ago – thanks mate. 
It was a great day, other than getting 
slowed down by Terry Parlane heading 
home.  At least I got to use the tread in 
the middle of my tyres.

That’s all for now folks.
Go well.   

 
COVER  NZCMRR Pukekohe 2021.  

Photo by Terry Parlane.

WORDS BY DARYL WEST-HILL

COMMITTEE
REPORT
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NEW MEMBERS
IMOC is delighted to welcome the following new members to the Club

Paul Palmer

South Island - Nelson

Tom Rush
Waikato

Peter Robinson
Bay of Plenty

Kevin Arnott
Waikato

Carl Dell
Auckland

Andre Cettina
Auckland

Leo Jones
Bay of Plenty

Trevor Willmot

Auckland

Andrew Foot
Waikato

Steve Allan-Wright
Auckland

David Thomson
Wellington

Jason and Tasha Meldrum
Bay of Plenty

Stephen Huata 
Hawkes Bay

General consensus is that most 
Life Insurance people are pushy, 
self-interested product peddlers, 
with little interest in understanding 
the client’s personal or business 
situation. 
At Elan Brokers (now with twice 
as much listening power) we are 

different. Our primary goal is to 
listen to clients and suggest a 
solution which meets their needs 
and not ours…
With 30 years in the Insurance 
Industry, our knowledge in the 
field is extensive. Our clients are 
varied – from advertising through 

to zoologists, from mums and dads 
through to CEOs of publicly listed 
companies.
For help with Life, Medical, Trauma 
and Disability Insurance, talk to us.
Happy to listen and most 
importantly, be there at claim time.

Contact Richard or Oliver Pykett
Richard 021 991 900
Oliver 021 506 350
Office 09 268 4140
Freephone 0800 435 260
Web elan.co.nz
Facebook Elan Brokers

The Experts in Life, Medical,  
Trauma & Disability Insurance
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PROFILED 

Where were you born: Port Elizabeth, South Africa.

Relationship to IMOC: A member thanks to my wife, who 
sorted my membership as a Christmas present.

Occupation: Police Officer

What did you want to be when you grew up? Helicopter 
pilot

If you could invite three people to dinner, dead or alive, 
who would they be? Nelson Mandela, Freddie Mercury, my 
Dad.

What wouldn't you leave home without? Phone and 
wallet.

What is your favourite destination? Anywhere with water, 
the beach, lake, river etc.

Who would play you in a movie? James Franco.

What's the best ride you've been on? Track day at 
Hampton Downs or Clevedon through Kawakawa Bay, 
Orere Point to Kaiaua.

What's the worst ride you've been on? Anything in the 
rain.

Three words that best describe you? Outgoing, sincere, 
witty.

If you were a bike, what would it be and why? Suzuki 
RGV500 – a bit old school but lots of grunt and always 
ready for some fun. 

What is your secret vice? Too many to list? 

People would be surprised to know that: I had 3 knee 
surgeries by the age of 22. Don’t do sports, they’re bad for 
you.

Favourite Quote: Whether you think you can or think you 
can’t, you’re right – Henry Ford.

TIM WELLS

IMOC MEDIA PACK
2020/21 Magazine Advertising Rates 

Please find our advertising rates for 2020/21. If you have any 
questions or queries, please do not hesitate to contact Gary 
by email on gary@richandco.co.nz 

Regular Advertising Rates

Double page spread  ............................................................ $200

Full Page (Single) .................................................................. $110

Half Page  ................................................................................. $80

Quarter Page  ..........................................................................  $50 

Specifications (depth x width in mm)

Trimmed Page Size  .................................................... 297 x 210

Full Page Type Area  ................................................... 262 x 180

Full Page (with bleed)  .................................................303 x 216

Double Page Spread (DPS)  ......................................... 420 x 297

DPS Page Type Area  ................................................... 360 x 262

Double Page Spread (with bleed)  ............................ 426 x 303

Half Page Horizontal  .................................................  180 x 131

Half Page Vertical  ........................................................  90 x 262

Quarter page Horizontal ............................................  180 x 66

Advertisers are invited to submit advertorials to be published 
in our magazine. These need to be purely informational about a 
specific product or service. The written content should be no less 
than 500 words and must be accompanied by quality photographs 
and/or graphics. 

Rates above are effective from January 2021
All artwork to be emailed to gary@richandco.co.nz  
If artwork is too large for email, go to www.wetransfer.com and 
upload the files to gary@richandco.co.nz 
Payment is due 20th of the month following invoice.
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MULTISTRADA
950S ROAD TEST 

EAST CAPE
RIDE REPORT

PHOTOS BY BRENT TOPINE   |   WORDS BY RICHARD PYKETT

That’ll do pig, that’ll do…

&
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IS THIS 2020 950S MULTISTRADA 
the best motorcycle I’ve ever ridden? 
Improbably, quite probably.

I had talked to a couple of owners 
and hoovered up all of the published 
road tests, ever mindful of the hacks’ 
gushing prose (no doubt heavily 
influenced by the nightly orgy of aged 
single malt, smoked salmon and wall 
to wall BJ’s) before plonking down my 
entire National Super for the next 
two years, via Kent Osborne from 
Wellington Ducati Dealer, Motomart.

Just got back from an epic four day 
gentle 1,500 km canter (yeah right…) 
around the East Cape with a handful of 
GOM’s (Genteel/Gummy/Grumpy Older 
Motorcyclists?) and Karen (better half 
of Leo Freidlich). 

I am ‘ow you say, Gobsmacked’ 
to quote John Malkovich as ‘Pascal 
Sauvage’ in Johnny English 1.

Fat Bastard on board, numerous 
undies and socks for any unplanned 

geriatric incontinence events over the 
next four days and enough space left 
over in the panniers to have me also 
contemplating packing an old Morrie 
Minor cylinder head and a couple of 
discarded disc rotors from the Audi.

Sickle was pretty much run in after 
1,500kms and had been serviced by 
the excellent Hamilton Motorcycles in 
preparation for the trip.

Some last-minute defections in 
terms of rider numbers from the 
Auckland departure point, but five 
of us (Brian Hewitt, Xen Zambas, 
Neville McGrath, Paul Wilkens & 
myself) pushed off around 10:30 
the day after Boxing Day from BP 
Southern Motorway, heading to Opotiki 
for the night. The usual back road 
wiggly route taking in Mangatawhiri, 
Kopuku, Morrinsville (via Quine Road), 
Matamata (where we picked up Brent 
Topine on his MV) and then across the 
top of the Rotorua Lakes to Opotiki. Just 

350kms, pretty much dodged the rain, 
but taxing enough to warrant some 
serious rehydration that evening.

Digs for the night were the Eastland 
Pacific Motel where we were also 
joined by Mark Tarrant and his partner 
Vera – in a car this time rather than 
shredding rubber down to the canvas 
on the Aprilia. Also caught up with 
Leo Friedlich and partner Karen Scott-
Matheson on their Guzzi, joining us 
from New Plymouth.

Bit of pre-dinner preloading, 
manoeuvring around the motel exterior 
to avoid the quite heavy showers, 
which by now had caught up to us. Xen 
and I drinking wine and eating aged 
Gruyere to try in vain to lift the tone. 
Only place open for dinner on a Sunday 
night in Opotiki was the very confused 
Masonic Hotel – an Irish bar with 
largely Indian food. With the last trip 
and the lingering afterburn of Rogan 
Josh ringing in my ears and nether 
regions, I plumped for the Filet Mignon 
which unsurprisingly came served on 
naan bread with lashings of spicy dahl. 
To be sure, to be sure. ‘Would Sir like a 
Guinness with that?’ asked the waiter. 
I overheard Neville asking if they had 
anything on the menu with a bit less 
goat in it. ‘Well we have goat, goat, goat, 
egg, chips and goat? That doesn’t have 
much goat in it…’ I looked around and 
couldn’t see any Vikings anywhere, but 
you get the picture.

Back to the road test. 
Reflections on the MS (aka ‘The 

Pig’) for the day? Well it’s surprisingly 
quick – even with just 113hp and porky 
me perched on top of it. It’s happy to 
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pootle around under 4,000, but when 
you grab a handful and run it out to 
7,000 and a bit more in 4th or 5th, it 
has a wave of torque which makes the 
pace pretty darned rapid. But by far the 
most impressive thing is the handling. 
At that stage I hadn’t messed with any 
of the suspension settings and was just 
running it in the default Sport mode 
and single rider. I think that the ‘rider + 
luggage’ setting jacks up the suspension 
and given that I’m fairly short in the leg 
department, the last thing I need to do 
is make it taller. I did notice however 
that it was slightly wallowy when 
pressing on and flicking side to side.

Bit of a slow start the next morning 
as Xen’s gorgeous Panigale 1299 S 
Anniversario had a flat battery, so 
was jump started by the Motel owner, 
but only after all of us had comically 
tried to push Xen up and down the 
road outside to bump start the bike. 
Even in 3rd gear we struggled to get 
the massive pistons over TDC. There 
are probably diesels around with less 
compression. Eventually we were all 
running and mindful of the rain and 
the Concert traffic heading down to 
Gisborne, we elected to go straight to 
Hicks Bay, rather than running down 
through the Waioeka and anticlockwise 
around the Cape.

Only 147kms to the Hicks Bay Motel, 
but Xen (Panigale) and I had an epic 
run together to Waihau Bay where we 
stopped for coffee, both of us grinning 
like a couple of demented Cheshire 
cats. Paul Wilkins on the other 950s 
Multistrada and I then pushed on for 
the digs for the night at Hicks Bay – 
both of us clearly focused on the ride 
and completely missed the signs for the 
motel, getting to just about Te Araroa 
before we realised. No matter, we now 
knew the road going back the other way.

Brian and I mooched around the 
defunct Hicks Bay Wharf with Brian 

keen to explore the rotting supports 
and broken rail tracks, despite the 
threat to life and limb and the large 
‘Keep Out’ signs. Xen and Neville, 
clearly not being fans of rotting and 
rusting shit or rail tracks, decided 
they were going to backtrack towards 
Opotiki and then see who could ride the 
most slowly heading back to the motel.

Lodgings in Hicks Bay were at the 
1960’s replica Billy Butlins cabins – the 
Hicks Bay Motel and Lodge, perched 
high above Hicks Bay. On seeing the 
cabins, I immediately vowed to join 
the Escape Committee and tunnel 
out. Figured nobody would notice my 

riding trousers oozing gravel in the 
exercise yard tomorrow – particularly 
after the Indian the night before. 
Happily the cells were not that bad 
(I’d been upgraded) and the bed was 
clean and comfortable, although the 
broken vertical venetians did allow 
the streaming light of day to rudely 
awaken me prior to 6:00 a.m. Urghhh… 
Given that it was a full hour before the 
kitchen opened for breakfast, I foolishly 
thought I might follow Chopper’s Track 
down to the beach. Amazingly, I did 
make it both there and back, although 
needed hyperbaric oxygen for two hours 
in recovery post the exertion. ‘I really 
must lose some weight’ I thought as I 
tucked into the full English breakfast.

Brent had a ride down to the old 
wharf early the next morning before 
breakfast and got a very arty shot with 
the sunrise.

Multistrada thoughts on day two: 
Pressing on with Xen and Paul to Hicks 
Bay did expose the softness of the 
damping, so with some advice from 
Paul the next day, I delved into the 400-
plus settings that the dashboard offers. 
Elected to go up one level of stiffness 
at both the front and the back. Made 
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all the difference, although the road 
to Gisborne from Hicks Bay is very 
beaten up from the logging trucks and 
it was bloody windy. Quite unpleasant 
in places, but made much more bearable 
with the heated grips on low. Luxury!

Gas up for the benzene-bereft in 
Tokomaru Bay, Tolaga Bay for a coffee 
and an apple muffin, fuel up for the 
rest of us in Gizzy, thread through the 
Rhythm and Vines concert traffic and 
then on towards Matawai for a pie at 

the store. ‘The worst pie I’ve ever had’ 
declared Brian as it proceeded to haunt 
him all the way to Opotiki and beyond. 
Apparently Maketu Pies are not what 
they once were.

However, acid reflux turned out 
to not be Brian’s only issue. Brian’s 
Ape abruptly went into ‘limp’ mode 
trying to pass a vehicle prior to 
Matawai, which was a bit of a concern 
as he normally likes to max the V4 just 
alongside the driver’s window and then 
bang a shift through for maximum 
aural pleasure. We all know he loves 
a bit of aural pleasure. It turned out 
that he had been using his DIY Alibaba 
heated grips for the first time around 
the coast road and the heat had melted 
the glue on the twistgrip. Neville always 
carries 400 assorted cable ties with him 
as he is normally on one of his Guzzis, 
so 395 cable ties later, we were back on 
the road to Opotiki.

Heading the pack away, I was 
unleashed up through the Waioeka 
Gorge road. Dry and largely bereft of 
traffic, Neville ‘on the level’ and I had 

quite a good dice to Opotiki, with the 
stiffened suspension on the Pig giving 
another level of confidence. I can’t 
believe that I’m already pretty much out 
to the edges of the Pirelli Scorpion tyres!

More running repairs to Brian’s 
errant twistgrip in Opotiki with yet 
more cable ties and some superglue 
and then an uneventful (for those who 
hadn’t stuffed our faces with Maketu 
Pies in Matawai) sedate ride across the 
lakes and into Rotorua.

Digs in Rotavegas was just up from 
one of the Covid lockdown gaffs at the 
‘Sport of Kings’ Motel where several 
of the group proceeded to get naked 
and had some sort of encounter in 
the communal spa pool. I meanwhile 
decided not to participate, remembering 
my high school physics lessons and 
Archimedes’ Law of Displacement 
Pertaining to Portly Motorcyclists. 
Instead I elected to explore the ‘piss 
cutter’ capabilities of the Pig’s panniers. 
I’m happy to report that a full 15 pack 
of Heineken can be stuffed into the left 
hand jobbie and that the right hand 
one, despite being severely notched 
for clearance on the muffler, will still 
take several packs of salami, more aged 
cheese, some delicious butterscotch 
Californian Chardonnay and two apples.

Dinner on Eat Street at Wholly 
Smoked, where luckily for Neville, it 
turned out to be Indian owned and he 
could again enjoy something without 
much goat in it. The rest of us opting 
for the 11 hour slow cooked Angus Goat 
Brisket special. I’m completely unsure 
how we ended up with two rounds of 
Strawberry Margaritas, but suspect 
that the aforementioned community 
pool activity had a bearing. I saw 
people secretly passing around Harley 
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brochures and asking ‘Pornstar’ Paul 
about advanced moustache care. It was 
time to go.

Early start the next morning and 
Brian and I elected to walk the 2.4km 
to the usual Rotorua breakfast haunt 
- Lime Café at the other end of Fenton 
Street. Thankfully it was all on the flat 
and I needed just coffee and poached 
eggs, rather than oxygen after the 
brisk walk.

Local Geoff Stowe joined us on his 
latest love – his V11 Guzzi Sport and 
whilst he and the others discussed PTO 
settings and optimal ploughing speeds, 
Brian and I Ubered back to the motel to 
check out. However Brian made the fatal 
mistake of asking the driver what the 
significance of the gold dangly thing was 
hanging from his mirror. Apparently it 
was not there to completely distract the 
driver and obscure his vision, but in fact 
was an effigy of his God who amazingly 
did keep us safe as we made several 
unscheduled laps around roundabouts, 
as the complex explanation of the Deity’s 
multiple genders unfolded. Probably 
drinks Strawberry Margaritas too…

Geoff led us out of Rotorua around 
some of his local goat tracks which had 
been miraculously cleared of all goats 
(presumably by the local restaurant 
association) but were still an accident 
waiting to happen around every corner 
due to the complete lack of visibility 
from the 10 foot high elephant grass. 
Thankfully the roads opened out as we 

ploughed our way (see what I did there?) 
towards Whakamaru, Kihikihi and then 
Te Awamutu for a coffee. Geoff peeled off 
along the way and we misplaced Brian, 
leaving just the four of us to head north.

I bullied the other three to follow 

me through Pirongia and Te Pahu 
towards Raglan, peeling off on Ohautira 
Road through Waingaro to the start of 
Highway 22. An epic run in the lead of 
the group with a big thumbs up from 
two sport bike riders waiting at the 
Highway 22 end, as I came larruping 
from pannier to pannier through the 
final two turns to the intersection. 
Bloody epic!

Regrouped and then a brisk run up 
through 22 with Nev and Xen peeling 
off for some cheese at Mercer and 
Paul and I carrying on to run through 
Runciman Road and onto the motorway 
north. Paul still with another 90 
minutes or so before enjoying a beer at 
home in Marsden Point.

Just under 1,500kms, tyres scrubbed 
to the edges and a grin I just about need 
surgery to remove.

The perfect Ducati for NZ roads and 
more than a day trip?

Absolutely, in my book!
Please don’t mention this to my 

Panigale and 749s.
Big thanks to Brian for organising 

the trip and everybody else for putting 
up with me.   
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datoracingparts.com
sales@datoracingparts.com
Contact Aaron 027 873 0413

At Dato Racing Parts, we are 

motorcycle and track day junkies 

who, after years of trawling dealers, 

suppliers and online stores, decided 

to create our own online store 

focusing on the best parts and 

accessories. We have hands on 

experience with most of the parts 

we sell – having tried and tested 

options from most of the major 

manufacturers.



THE YEAR IS 1985, my Dad, Rod Wells 
is in the market for a new bike. He 
walked into Roma Guzzi in Cape Town 
and sees the bike which he knows he 
must own. A 1985 Moto Guzzi 850 Le 
Mans MKIII in red and black. 

As all enthusiasts do, a running log 
of services is started in a folder along 
with receipts and manuals. The first 
entry, “22/03/1985, take delivery of 
bike”. For the next 33 years this running 
log is continued with oil changes, valve 
clearance checks, tyre replacements 
and appropriate pressures noted.

The Guzzi was enjoyed for touring 
around Cape Town, Durban, Port 
Elizabeth and everywhere In between 
as well as some more rapid rides over 
Chapman’s Peak in Cape Town. The 
scraped underside of the footpegs 
tell the story and show this bike was 
ridden to within an inch of the limit, 
but never over. 

Fast forward to 1989 when I was 
born. At the tender age of one or so, 
while in the car at traffic lights my 
first word is spoken. “BIKE!!” Seconds 
later, sure enough, a bike pulls up next 
to us. This marked the start of the next 
generation of bike lovers in my family.

Growing up at the race track, 

watching Dad race his 500cc super 
single Honda once a month would only 
intensify my love for bikes as well as 
giving me some bloody good memories 
as a youngster. 

This Guzzi would go on to be my 
first ride on a motorbike. As all fathers 
do when their kids reach the age of four 
or five, I hung onto Dad for dear life as 
we accelerated to what felt like 200mph. 

Looking back it was more likely 20mph. 
As I got older, going on the back 

of the Guzzi with Dad would become 
a regular occurrence. The length of 
ride increased, as did the speeds, but 
we swore to never tell Mum the truth 
about the speeds reached. In order to 
keep the bike looking like new it was 
never ridden in the rain and after every 
single ride it would receive a warm 

ME AND 
MY BIKE

WORDS BY TIM WELLS
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wash to ensure any dirt or bugs were 
cleaned immediately.

In my early teens Dad told me that 
when he got too old or weak to ride 
a big bike like the Guzzi it would be 
passed down to me. As a teen I only 
saw the good side to this situation, I 
get this Guzzi which I had grown up 
riding on the back of and admiring in 
the garage, great! I failed to realize the 
consequences of getting the bike. 

Once I reached the age to get a 
license and bike of my own it wasn’t 
long before I got my first bike, a 
ZXR250 making 45hp and revving out 
to 19,000rpm. Still behind Dad, but 
now following on my own bike we 
would regularly go for rides together, 
watching my hero and learning as much 
as I could from him as we went. We 
went on many rides over the years and 
conversations always turned to bikes. 

In 2015 I was fortunate enough to 
become a Police motorcyclist. Part of 
this was completing a two week rider 
training course which included one 
week on a closed runway, learning slow 
sleep bike control and cone work. We 
also covered high speed aspects which 
included ABS braking from 180kph to a 
stop. All the training was based around 
road craft. Following this the student 
became the teacher with my Dad always 
asking about ways to improve. Counter 
steer was something he never got his 
head around. 

In 2016 my Dad was diagnosed with 
gall bladder cancer at age 60. Never 
letting anything stop him from riding, 
cancer included, he decided to buy a 
touring bike. Having ridden a BMW 
Police bike I couldn’t rate them enough, 
so he found himself a BMW RT1150 to 
tour with his wife and friends. Having 
vowed to never own a touring bike he 
quickly swallowed his words and fell in 
love with this well balanced tourer for 
two up riding while keeping the Guzzi 
for solo outings of a much faster pace. 

In 2016 my now wife and I tied the 
knot. With no classic car in the garage 
in which to arrive at my wedding, there 
was only one option: my groomsmen 
and I would arrive by bike. Triumph 
Daytona, Ducati Multistrada, Honda 
Firestorm and a Moto Guzzi 850 Le 
Mans MKIII, all happening to be red. 
One by one we made a rather loud 
entrance to what would be an amazing 
wedding. 

Two years of chemo started taking 
a toll on Dad and the tables turned. I 

now piloted the BMW with him on the 
back hanging on for dear life. Although 
not riding, he refused to get off the bike 
regardless of a now terminal diagnosis. 
A few weeks before he died we saddled 
up for a morning ride from Hamilton 
to Raglan. This route was a regular for 
both the Guzzi and BMW. The bike knew 
where the apex of each corner was, 
where each bump and blemish in the 
road hid. Arriving in Raglan we enjoyed 
a milkshake overlooking the ocean. 
Little did I know this would be the last 
ride I got to enjoy with my Dad. 

Dad realised his BMW and Guzzi 
were just too heavy and big for his 
failing body so he did what any lifelong 
rider would do, bought a smaller, 
lighter bike. The KTM RC390 was 
just the ticket. A light, peppy single 
with performance he compared to a 
previously owned RD350. I was tasked 
with running it in as fast as possible so 
he could give it a decent squeeze when 
he was able to take it for a ride. A few 
late night outings in the days after he 
took delivery meant we managed to get 
several hundred kms into it. 

Only one ride was to be had on the 
KTM, with his last being only days 
before ending a two and a half year 
battle with cancer. On his return from 
this ride, although completely drained 
of energy to the point he lay down to 
sleep still in his riding gear, he was a 
happy man, smiling ear to ear. 

In March 2018 my Dad died with 
his wife and two children by his side. 
Having owned his Guzzi for 33 years it 
was truly his other child and love of his 
life, along with his wife of 33 years. His 
casket would be led to the church and 
cemetery by his much loved Guzzi and 
BMW, while other friends joined the 
procession on other Guzzis, Ducatis and 
a few Japanese brands. 

Having inherited this immaculate 
Guzzi, I know every time I ride it I’m 
not alone. No doubt Dad’s coming along 
in spirit for the ride too. 

Now leading a slightly slower life in 
my hands while I learn the bike and get a 
feel for such a foregone classic compared 
with what I’m used to. The practices 
from the 80’s remain: a warm wash after 
every outing and an up-to-date running 
log of any work carried out. 

Having recently had my first son 
in 2018, this Guzzi has, for a second 
generation, been the bike to introduce 
a young man to bikes. The sight of a 
bike lights up my son’s face. The sound 
of a V twin, especially an old pushrod, 
air-cooled one sends shivers down our 
spines and fills our hearts with love, joy 
and memories of the man who started 
this in 1985.

Although he is too young to know, 
this bike will one day be handed down 
to my son. The third owner will be a 
third generation of the Wells family and 
hopefully many more to come.  
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COULD IT BE THAT IT’S ALREADY 
been six years since I ticked one off my 
bucket list by racing my Ducati ST4 916 
at Wanganui?

In an IMOC rider profile I had 
somehow mentioned I’d be happy 
to race someone’s bike, and Graham 
Jenkins actually offered an F3 Hyosung 
650 to try. Even letting me ride his F2 
GSX600 and the Frost BMW F1 S1000RR 
after I’d crashed his F3 (cold old tyres, 
turn 3) (article written in the mag back 
then) which actually fixed my sore 
back!! At this time I realised how fast 
and serious these racing guys are. I did 
ok, mid-field, as a heavier and much, 
much older rider than these young guns 
trying to get a GP ride. You’ve gotta do 

three meetings before you can ride a 
street circuit.

My great old ST4 Ducati, then 16 
years old, factory standard, 45,000 km, 
totally reliable was the only wof-ed 
bike in the whole event. It had mixed it 
and surprised many fully leather-clad 
R1s, RSVs, GSXs etc. on the Coro loop, 
but was no match on a track with these 
lightened high powered race bikes. 
Power to weight really does matter!

So recently when I spied an ad on 
TradeMe for a Bimota YB8, a light went 
off and I thought “Well Post Classic 
racing will be more gentlemanly 
and less expensive to be a little 
competitive.” And these Bimotas should 
handle well and be fast without mods, 

good strong motor, Brembos... so if I 
don’t crash it too badly the bike’s value 
should increase while I have fun. I 
bought it while I could, as they rarely 
become available (only 252 made).

I’m still waiting for my shed to be 
built, so with nowhere to keep or work 
on it, I asked for help to store it for 
a couple of months. A gallant IMOC 
member obliged. Then while collecting 
an 800 kg rock for a sculpture 
commission from Taranaki, I got word 
of yet another friend suffering the 
consequences of a cancer diagnosis. 
The Pukekohe Classic Festival ad, which 
appeared next on Facehook after the 
sad news triggered a “F*** it!! - Better 
just go for it.”

BUCKET LIST
CLASSIC FESTIVAL 

PUKEKOHE 2021
WORDS BY ALLAN WILLIAMS  |   PHOTO CREDIT CHAOTIC PHOTOGRAPHY NZ
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I found I could still make a late 
entry on the day; I changed the coolant, 
got a new wof and spent the night 
outside with a drill press, drilling holes 
in calliper bolts and sump plugs. Oil. 
Got some numbers made by my brother, 
renewed my race licence and loaded up 
the van.

Friday was spent getting the 
documents in order and scrutineering. 
First timers need the fairing off to 
check lockwires, etc. I was allowed 
to leave the indicators and number 
plate on, but was asked to remove the 
headlights and mirrors, and wire up the 
sidestand (your knee touches down at 
the hairpin). Just ahead of hot Ducati 
superbike of Shane Graves.

Friday’s long sunset was enjoyed 
from the van bed. Saturday – no practice, 
just Qualifying for 15 minutes. First 
time racing at Pukekohe, new bike with 
suspect rear shock, no tyre warmers, 
three year old Racetec Metzeler tyres 
and real race superbikes blasting past on 
one wheel. Jeez, what have I done!! My 
bike is lurching and wobbling horribly 
over the hill and on turn one, so I feel 
I am an embarrassment to Bimota. I 
feel inadequate, but still at least I’m out 
there!

Pleased to see a face I know in Xen, 
out on his Bimota SB6R, but it’s not 
running at all well. He still qualifies 
ahead of me in 26th on grid to my 30th 
(out of 35).

Race one; shit, OK ...REMEMBER 
COLD TYRES first lap. I push as hard as 
I dare in the warm-up lap, trying to get 
as much heat into the rubber as I can. 
Near the back of the grid, too soon the 
lights go out, I get a good start, the YB8 
hooks up, lifts a wheel just so and I’m 
flying past six or more bikes into the 
first corners. REMEMBER COLD TYRES, 
and now I’m in the middle of a big pack 

of fast guys (all on warmers) hoping I’m 
not gonna get run over if I go down.

Onto the straight, a couple of guys 
zoom past under brakes, but I’m kinda 
staying with them in the chicane. She 
lifts a wheel out towards the hairpin, 
THIS IS FUN. Still a bit slow through 
hairpin, again she lifts on way to the 
hill. I’m still a bit chicken over the top 
as it bucks and snaps scarily, and heads 
towards the grass…. 

Turn one is still unknown to me, 
I try and match the guy just ahead, 
but again it wobbles badly and I lose 
some ground, but make it up again in 
the next turns (she’s good on these 
tighter ones), tyres seem OK, no fade on 
brakes. No-one is passing me yet, I get 
a good run out of railway and crank it 
up to red line for the first time. She’s 
pretty bloody quick actually (149 bhp, 
supposedly).

At around 220-240 it gets into a 
massive tank slapper, I think I’m dead! 
Instantly shut off, back brake on, finally 
it settles, but I’m way past the braking 
zone, straight ahead - luckily there’s a 
run off, through the wiggle woggle and 
back on track; I lost another couple of 
spots. I hold on there, with caution and 
ease off the power at 220 next time.

There’s the flag, YAY I’m still alive 
and there’s no-one close behind. That 
was great!!!

SO HOT in these leathers (my 
girlfriend takes great pleasure in 
pouring cold water down my pants!). 
It’s SO DAMN HOT I didn’t even want a 
lunchtime shag.

Desperately try adjusting the rear 30 
year old Marmacheesy shock, with help 
from many competitors, but it seems 
it must have gooed up holes in the 
adjusters because it’s all hard and slow 
to rebound, or nothing at all, bouncy. 
Came in 25th. 

Next race similar, getting steadily 
faster, but still horrid over bumps. 
Gear linkage pin fell out, so l stopped, 
thinking I’d get in the way with one 
gear. Still, no damage, not too slow! 
‘Kiwi fix’ link pin with small scavenged 
bolt and wire (removed fairing again, 
and again when I dropped a fastener 
into it).

Sunday Race 1: decided to set the 
shock right off, hoping it couldn’t be 
worse! Another good start sees me up 
a few places, again wishing I had tyre 
warmers. Not too bad over the hill this 
time, bouncy but at least predictable, 
turn one is still hairy though, braking 
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later and finding no fade yet (don’t 
know what pads are in it). Finish better, 
getting used to it. Tyres looking good, 
all melted to the edges. Getting some 
movement on power out of chicane and 
hairpin, yay.

Ride up the road to gas up (handy 
having a wof). Next is the Roger Freeth 
Trophy Race; I was thinking of sitting 

this out, as it is 8 laps and not for 
points, but “Hell, might as well” since 
I’m now having fun. The grid position 
doesn’t change with my improving 
results, so I’m still at #30.

Another good start and no mistakes 
means I come in 18th. Time is 1:22 and 
the top guy comes past me like I’m 
stopped (and I’m probably doing 230ish). 

He’s doing 1.09s (rumours of 180bhp and 
$60k engine bills, $5k shocks and new 
tyres every time - at least I hope so, or 
I’ve got no excuses left).     These guys 
are really, really fast. Pre 82, Pre 89 and 
Pre 95 superbikes and F1 all combined.

Ah well, it’s great fun, a wonderful 
place to watch the racing. I feel like 
I’m riding pretty good, a bit timid, but 
ok. The bike is running well, I’ve way 
underestimated the quality of the Post 
Classic Scene.

Such a nice lot of guys and ever so 
helpful. Last race, Xen, still severely 
hampered by bad fuelling, offers me 
his grid spot directly ahead of me (he’s 
a true sport and/or he’s not keen on 
me ripping past again, missing his 
stuttering steed by millimetres).

Getting used to it a bit more, I finish 
15th into low 1:21s, feeling pleased. My 
personal great supportive pit girl and 
I stay for the prize giving and what’s 
this? A podium for IMOC: 3rd Pre 95 
in the Freeth Trophy (and a plaque to 
come)
AND 
2nd Pre 95 Formula 1 cumulative points 
for the weekend.

Truly a sense of achievement and 
satisfaction. Now I need a shock, tyres, 
paddock stands, pads and warmers. 
Who said it’s not gonna cost much?
Cheers, Al Williams
Bikes keep you young … yeah!!!
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PREPARE TO BE AMAZED
Browsing your new website should give you 
thrills – just like when that new Ducati arrived! 
If your new site isn't giving you goosebumps, 
then you'll need to call Gary at Rich&Co. He'll 
make sure your adrenalin keeps pumping on a 
daily basis. In addition, it won't damage your 
bank account in the same way a Ducati does!

Call Gary today on 0277 673 718
or visit our website richandco.co.nz



NZCMRR PUKEKOHE    2021 PHOTOS BY TERRY PARLANE
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REBIRTH
OF A RED BIKE

WORDS BY NEVILLE MCGRATH

I HAD BEEN LOOKING for an original 
Moto Guzzi Le Mans 850 for a couple 
of years and had come close to buying 
one in the UK that turned out to be just 
boxes of parts, and another in the US 
that would have been a real bargain, 
but I let it slip through my fingers 
due to my own ignorance and anxiety 
over long distance transactions via 
the internet.  So after a couple of false 
starts and many hours of searching 
I found an ad on an obscure web site 
in California which, from the photos 

and description, seemed to be exactly 
what I was after - an unmolested 1977 
Le Mans for sale by the original owner.  
The resulting email exchange with 
the owner provided the bike’s history 
along with a load of more detailed 
photos convincing me this was one I 
shouldn’t let go.  I had a work trip to 
Europe coming up in a few weeks and 
convinced the guy to hold onto the bike 
so I could stop over and take a look and 
probably buy the bike if all was in order.  
When I got there the bike was exactly 

as advertised, almost 100% original (he 
had installed BUB pipes and Monroe 
shocks) and he had not even cleaned it 
up for the sale!  The deal was done as 
soon as he started it up - I was now the 
owner of a 1977 Moto Guzzi Le Mans 
850.  At the time I mentioned that I 
might do a restoration on it – he looked 
at the bike and looked at me and said 
“what’s to restore?” and he was right. 
It was in perfect used condition with 
just 37,000 miles on the clock and a nice 
patina for a 30-year-old bike. 
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When the bike arrived in NZ 
several months later, I cleaned it up 
and sorted out a bunch of maintenance 
tasks before getting it VIN-ed and 
on the road here. My first few rides 
highlighted some issues that needed 
immediate attention – the brakes 
were not great and there was little or 
no damping in the front suspension.  
The old Brembo callipers had chrome 
plated steel pistons that corrode and 
could cause problems with sticking, so I 
dismantled and rebuilt these with new 
anodised pistons, replaced the seals, 
etc.  The Guzziology recommendation 
on the front suspension is that the 
original damper units are little more 
use than screen door closers and should 
be replaced with aftermarket ones, so 
in went a pair of FAC dampers and I 
added a fork brace to lend a hand to the 
skinny old forks.

Guzziology is a massive tome 
written by Dave Richardson who 
worked on Guzzis for several decades 
– the book is basically a brain-dump of 
everything Guzzi, and is an invaluable 
tool to owners of these bikes.  
It’s not a 

workshop manual but does have a load 
of information for working on Guzzis, 
all the tips and tricks along with 
details of interchangeable components, 
upgrades and so much more! 

In subsequent years I upgraded and 
replaced a few bits, including the tired 
Munroe rear shocks which I changed 
for new ones from Ikon, and the BUB 
headers and pipes which came off and 
were replaced with standard headers 
and Lafranconi Competizione pipes.  
The ugly headlight that causes the 
‘goggle eyed’ look and was standard on 
Le Mans sold in the USA was replaced 
with a more aesthetically pleasing one.  
I also fitted a pair of Tarozzi rearsets 
to change the angle of the rider’s legs 
from the pretty much straight up and 
down aspect of the standard pegs to 
a posture that is more aligned to the 
angle of the body forced by the low 
clip-on bars. Not sure this helped much 
because they also raise the feet quite a 
bit, which is unnecessary because the 
standard pegs don’t normally scrape, 
and if you are that far over the feedback 
may be a good thing!

The bike had been totally reliable for 
six and a half years, but just before the 
Tattley Rappet Guzzi rally at Tutukaka 
in October 2014 I had to replace the 
rear gearbox seal because oil was 
escaping from the back of the gearbox 
and running through the swing-arm 
and coming out the now overfull rear 
drive unit.  That job turned out to be 
reasonably straight forward but also 
somewhat time consuming - ‘crabbing’ 
the frame, removing and replacing 
the seal and putting everything back 
together took a couple of days in the 
week before the rally.  I took the failure 
of the seal to be a sign (excuse?) that 
the now 37-year-old bike could do with 

a birthday before other components 
gave up.  Earlier that year I had just 
happened to buy a set of new Gilardoni 
950 cylinders and pistons as well as a 
second-hand camshaft that was waiting 
for an opportunity to be exchanged 
for a new, higher performance ground 
one.  I had also accumulated some other 
bits over time including a full set of 
stainless nuts and bolts from eBay for 
a T3 / Le Mans (turned out to be more 
T3 than Le Mans) and a new side-cover 
to replace the worn out and broken 
right hand one, new bikini fairing and 
screen, etc.  When I bought the bike, 
it came with a new / original left side-
cover so with all this stuff I had the 
start of a restoration on hand already!

Right – must be time to get stuck 
in and “restore” the Red bike.  I had the 
black Le Mans 1000 which would keep 
me happy on the road, so no reason 
not to do this.  My objective with the 
restoration was to come out with a Le 
Mans that was as good as it could be 
without any radical change, keep things 
original where possible and any changes 
should be reversable back to original 
– I didn’t want to twin-plug the heads 
for example, which would be a sensible 
but irreversible change.  A Production 
Race Kit was available for the early 850 
Le Mans which consisted of a hotter 
cam, larger carbs, a sump spacer and 
race exhaust.  That’s pretty much the 
standard configuration of the later Le 
Mans 1000 Mk iv and v so I knew there 
would be no problems with increasing 
the output a bit.  Apart from obtaining 
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a potential lift in performance I was 
also hoping the HMB cam would reduce 
or eliminate the occasional “pinking” 
that had bugged me from the start.  The 
larger capacity 88mm Nigusil coated 
bores should provide a slight increase in 
torque and will conduct heat better and 
potentially wear less than the original 
steel lined cylinders.

THE STRIP
It’s amazing how easily a bike comes 
apart.  You basically just start taking 
bits off until there’s nothing left 
except the bare frame.  There were no 
surprises fortunately – nothing stuck 
or was too hard to remove.  To start the 
process, we winched the bike off the 
ground with a block and tackle above 
and support from a jack below, and 
mounted the frame on a small stand 
that another IMOC member welded 
up for me a few years ago.  With it 
supported on the stand and held steady 
with the block and tackle I removed 
parts and took a bunch of photos that 
proved invaluable when I finally put 
everything back together.  All bolts 
were bagged and labelled and the parts 
placed into cardboard boxes to be 
degreased and cleaned later. Each piece 
was inspected for potential replacement 
or repair, building a list of parts that 
would need to be obtained before the 
rebuild.  The motor and gearbox were 
separated, and the clutch removed – 
the plates were in great condition after 
80,000 km but the splines they slide 
on were not.  Unfortunately, the old 
“small spline” hubs were not available 
so I needed to order a whole new clutch 
set-up with plates and hub in the later 
“large spline” configuration.

While labelling all the connectors 
on the wiring loom I noticed how stiff 
and stained it was with some tired 
connectors and damaged wires so did 
some research and found you can get 

brand new looms for these old bikes 
from a few places for reasonable money, 
so that went on the replacement list 
along with all the external rubber bits – 
the list was growing!

The seat had been replaced by 
the original owner under warranty 
when the first one cracked (a common 
problem with the early seats) and he’d 
immediately had it covered in vinyl, 
so I knew there was an original Le 
Mans seat under the cover.  It was easy 
enough to get the cover off but took 
days to pick the last bits of old glue off 
the foam rubber seat.  No matter – I 
was rewarded with an original seat in 
unused condition (you can actually buy 
these new again now but at the time 
they were unobtainable).

The frame and all associated metal 
parts were cleaned and taken down the 
road to Arkro Powdercoaters who did a 
fantastic job with a matt black coating.  
I also ended up taking the wheels 
to Arkro as well because they were 
somewhat tatty. These were cleaned 
and coated in a silver grey with a clear 
finish to make them easier to clean, 
hopefully.  I asked the guys at Arkro if 
they knew a mechanic who would be 
able to recondition the engine for me.  I 
could probably have done that myself 
but wasn’t sure I had all the tools, or 
that I would know what I’m looking at 
as far as wear and tolerances, etc.  Steve 
at Arkro put me onto Dave Morrow of 
Morrow Engineering a few doors down 
but Dave wasn’t interested in taking 
on anyone else’s engine, although he 
had built a show-winning McIntosh 
Suzuki from scratch himself, and what 
an interesting guy to talk to!  People 
in the motorcycle community are so 
helpful – Dave asked a racer mate who 
recommended Warren Bridger who 
works out of his garage in Henderson 
on pretty well any type of bike – from 
race engines to daily commuters.

Warren dismantled the engine and 
gave me back boxes and containers of 
bits with the message that there was no 
reason to strip the motor as everything 
was still good.  Too late – and as it was 
all apart now it would be stupid not to 
replace bits that had some wear such 
as valves and guides, big-end shells, 
bearings and seals.  We agreed that I 
would source all the bits and he would 
put it back together along with my new 
barrels, pistons and the cam that I had 
by now ordered from HMB in Germany.  
He also told me that Bob Mead was the 

man to go to for engine balancing.  
Bob required most of the moving 

engine parts including clutch and 
flywheel, crank, pistons etc – but 
he was busy with work from regular 
customers, so it would be a while until 
he could get to my job.  After a couple 
of months, I got onto him again – then 
a few more weeks until Bob fitted in 
my work just before Christmas that 
year.  Unfortunately, at just that time 
Bob got sick and had to be dragged off 
in an ambulance to hospital – I felt a 
little responsible for some of the stress 
he was under.  Bob finally called to say 
the job was done and it would cost what 
he had estimated.  When I picked it up 
he showed me what was required to 
balance the crank successfully – it was 
so far out he ended up welding a chunk 
of Mallory metal (tungsten, which 
weighs about twice what steel does) to 
the crank counterweight rather than 
go through the laborious job of drilling 
the hardened steel of the counterweight 
to insert plugs of Mallory. There was 
obviously more work involved than 
Bob’s initial estimate so I topped the 
payment up a bit, but I’m sure the real 
cost should have been somewhat higher.

I had dismantled the gearbox and 
got the bearings out after cooking 
the cases in the oven (don’t tell Anne!) 
which caused a couple of bearings to 
drop out immediately, and the others 
fell out when I pounded the case on a 
bit of wood.

24 IMOC | MOTOCICLISMO   AUTUMN 2021



Everything was apart now, so I took 
the empty engine, gearbox cases and 
covers along with the sump and spacer, 
rocker covers, heads, carbs, final drive 
case and disc rotors to Kevin Sanderson 
in Drury who vapour blasted everything 
to bring it up better than new!  I had 
had the gearbox and front cover of the 
Black Bike vapour blasted a few years 
ago and I’m a convert – there may be 
other options but vapour blasting is 
a fantastic solution for restoring old 

aluminium bike parts and they don’t 
seem to get as grubby or corrode after 
several years’ use.  Vapour blasting 
uses glass beads with water, so I spent 
quite a while washing the bits to ensure 
there were no left-over beads in any oil 
passages. 

Amazingly you can buy new 
almost everything needed to restore 
these 40-year-old bikes, and if it’s not 
available at the moment, chances are 
there will be a run within six months 
and the unobtainable part will be widely 
available again for a while.  Guzzi parts 
are generally not stupidly expensive 
either.  After a few internet shopping 
sessions, I had all the required parts 
for the engine rebuild so it was back to 
Warren once again.  When I got the new 
cam from HMB they had mentioned 
that it is important to get the squish 
right in these engines, particularly with 
the larger bores which introduce larger 
flats at the side of the pistons.  I had 
discussed this with Warren and passed 
on the requirement that the squish be 
1.2mm but also that I didn’t want the 
compression ratio to be any higher than 
the original 10.5 to 1.  Unfortunately, 
Warren did not have the equipment to 
turn down the cylinders and when I 
picked up the re-assembled motor he 
told me the squish was 2.8 to 3 mm.  
Bugger!  I was determined to get this 
right, so off to an engine rebuilding 
shop recommended by Bob Mead.  No 
problem with the squish, they said – but 
were not so enthusiastic about keeping 
the compression ratio at 10.5.  Seems 
this is an unusual request and took 
quite a bit of working out, so this task 
that I had thought would be bread and 
butter for these guys ended up costing 
heaps for a couple of days of their time! 

Now I had the motor back with all 
the right tolerances, but they mentioned 
it would be worthwhile checking the 
clearance between valve and piston 
which I did with plasticine and figured 
there was possibly enough clearance but 
it could do with a little more.  Reluctant 
to use the expensive machine shop 
again, I took the pistons down to a 
local engine shop who machined out 
the valve indents in the pistons a little, 
which cost me the equivalent of a couple 
of cases of beer – that’s more like it.

In the meantime I had all the 
bearings for the frame, swing-arm 
and gearbox, and had prepared the 
steering head, etc. (cleaned off the 
powdercoat over-spray because I had 

not thought to blank these off before 
getting the coating done) but had been 
procrastinating on actually fitting the 
bearings.  Then my wife brought home 
a load of dry ice from a job she had done 
and I was forced to get cracking and 
install the things.  With the bearings 
cooling in the dry ice for an hour or so 
I heated the gearbox case with a heat 
gun and dropped the bearings in – like 
magic – all but one of the bearings 
dropped straight in.  The one reluctant 
bearing finally went in with some (a 
lot of) persuasion.  The steering head, 
swing-arm and wheel bearings all went 
back without a problem.  I’m sure the 
dry ice made a difference.

With the bearings in there was no 
excuse not to re-assemble the gearbox.  
This bike had always suffered from an 
annoying false neutral between second 
and third that I wanted to resolve.  
Guzzis are renowned for false neutrals 
– Gutsibits in the UK even sell a t-shirt 
printed with “What do you mean you’ve 
only got one neutral?”!  There is a great 
essay on the Internet by Pete Roper on 
how to re-shim the gearbox to resolve 
this problem.  Apparently, the original 
assembly process is often not as precise 
as it could be and the selector drum 
has too much play.  It’s easy enough to 
resolve this with shims, the hard part 
is determining which end of the shaft 
to apply these to.  After adding the 
required shims, you have to re-assemble 
everything and test that it shifts OK.  All 
pretty straight forward until it comes 
to the shifting exercise.  On the gearbox 
itself the shift lever is a short, right-
angled thing that offers no leverage and 
is almost impossible to use to actually 
shift gears.  It was hugely frustrating to 
try and change gears with this thing and 
nothing I tried seemed to help – as far as 
I could tell I was now able to find neutral 
between EVERY gear EXCEPT first and 
second!  F@ck.

Vince Burrell in Christchurch is a 
Guzzi expert, mostly self-taught while 
successfully racing his own Guzzi and 
working on these bikes full time for the 
last few years, and has done quite a few 
gearboxes.  I didn’t want to finish this 
rebuild only to find that I’d stuffed up 
the gearbox somehow, so I boxed it up 
and sent it down to Vince who opened it 
back up, checked it out and confirmed 
all was good and I had it back in a week.  
Apparently, Vince has welded a long 
pipe onto a splined shift lever so he can 
get all the leverage needed to easily test 
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the gear changes.  
Great – all the parts were now 

ready to go back together, so better 
get the engine and gearbox mated up 
again.  The new clutch was installed 
– then removed because I thought 
I’d done something wrong, and 
re-installed (maybe twice ☹).  This 
pretty much became the story of the 
rest of the rebuild – almost everything 
was installed three times.  The first 
time was normally perfect and really 
satisfying.  Then I would find that 
something else needed to have been 
fitted first or the thing I was so 
pleased about didn’t actually work in 
that position.  The second time was 
often frustrating, manipulating the 
part that had fit so well the first time 
to try and get it just right again with 
whatever other bit that had been left 
off previously now causing interference.  
The third time was generally because I 
could now see how it should have been 
done in the first place, or to re-position 
the bit that had been causing the 
interference. 

The task of putting it all back 
together was daunting.  While the 
motor and gearbox seem to be the 
core of the bike, there are so many 
other bits it’s hard to know where to 
start.  Warren Bridger had told me 
that he likes to get the wheels attached 
to the frame first so it already looks 
like a bike, but this is a Guzzi – you 
can’t fit the rear wheel without the 
swing-arm and the engine needs to 
be in place before the swing-arm can 
be fitted.  So, I left the frame hanging 
from the ceiling in the workshop like 
some garage artwork for far too long – 
contemplating how to go about the job 
and putting it off because that was the 
easier option.  Procrastination is my 
middle name.

The incentive to finish the job came 
in the form of a job offer in Australia 
– I just knew that if I took the job 
and moved to Aus. the bike would end 
up as a collection of bits in boxes in 
storage, parts would go missing and it 
may never have come back together.  
I turned down the job for a bunch of 
reasons and got stuck in.  The motor 
and gearbox mounted to the frame 
reasonably easily, and with the front-
end fitted it did start to look like a bike 
again.  Reassembly wasn’t fast – a lot of 
the bits I thought I’d cleaned up needed 
more work.  Everything needed to be 
fitted correctly (three times) and don’t 

forget to tighten all those bolts as you 
go!  There are just so many parts, it 
takes ages!  

The new wiring loom was identical 
to the original and I was pleased to 
have labelled all of the connectors on 
the old loom when taking it apart.  The 
original headlight operation passes the 
full current through the lightweight 
handlebar switches, which is a worry, 
so I created a somewhat complex relay 
system that fits inside the headlight 
bucket and switches power direct 
from the battery… much better.  I 
took Dave Gale’s advice and wrote a 
short description of the workings of 
these relays and stuck it in with them 
so I should be able to figure it out if 
necessary, in the future. Much the same 
as commenting your code in computer 
programming! 

That set of stainless fasteners I’d 
bought years before was only about 
60% of what was needed.  Some of the 
bolts were not right for the Le Mans, 
and others were just not included.  
Fortunately, The Bolt Shop is only a 15 
minute walk from home, and they have 
a huge range of fasteners that can be 
purchased in any quantity. I must have 
spent hours travelling between home 
and the Bolt Shop for one of these, 
three of those, a couple of them and 
another one of these.

All those photos I took when 
dismantling the bike were helpful, but 
quite often the bit you have in hand 
is not actually shown clearly in any 
of the pictures. There were a lot of 
unnecessary close ups of easy stuff and 
not enough pictures that showed larger 
views to see how components fitted 
with the other stuff around them.  A 
bit of trial and error generally sorted it 
out, it just took more time.

My other bikes have heated grips 
which I really can’t do without in 
winter because I suffer from a problem 
where my fingers lose blood flow and 
turn numb when cold.  I felt heated 
grips on the Le Mans were a necessity, 
but didn’t want to change the (new) 
original style hand grips or have wires 
dangling from the grips and upset the 
simple aesthetics with an ugly control 
panel.  Back to the internet and I found 
a system from CoolRide in Germany 
that have heaters that insert into the 
handlebars and heat from the inside.  

With the clip-on bars the wires 
would run out the end along with 
the standard switch wires and I was 

sure I could hide the 
simple control switch 
somewhere.  Bloody 
great!  They come with 
special, fast setting 
heat resistant epoxy so 
there is no option for 
trial and error – they 
need to be installed 
correctly because there 
will be no easy way to 
get these things out 
again

I had seen photos 
of a Le Mans with the 
louvre type moulding 
on the side panels cut out and a metal 
grill showing through and thought 
that looked great, pretty much as if 
that’s what the original designer had 
intended. 

  At some point a pair of new 
fibreglass reproduction side covers 
had come up on TradeMe for $100 so 
I snapped them up and now had two 
pairs, so could afford to muck about 
with one set.  These reproductions look 
the part but are a little rough and need 
some work with a Dremel to tidy up the 
thick fibreglass resin to get them to 
fit properly, so a few days were spent 
sorting them out ready for painting. 
The front and back guards were badly 
stone chipped and rubbing them down 
was going to take days so I got them 
blasted which may not have been the 
best idea as they are relatively soft 
plastic and they came out very rough 
so still needed work before being ready 
for paint.  

Brian Hewitt put me onto Simon 
of Auto Touch who did a great job of 
prepping and painting the guards, 
bikini fairing and side panels for a 
reasonable price. 

When the rear brakes wouldn’t bleed 
properly, I found the problem was with 
a Hell braided steel brake hose I’d had 

26 IMOC | MOTOCICLISMO   AUTUMN 2021



made up a few years earlier (actually 
five years) but the guy I got it from was 
no longer in business and the old phone 
number on his invoice went through to 
Neil Allport Motorsports so I took the 
part out to them and Neil Allport sorted 
out the fitting at no charge – great 
service!

I could go on about the challenges 
of fitting the exhaust (three times of 
course) while trying not to scratch 
the superb ceramic HPC coating, or 
threading and re-threading (three 
times?) the wiring for the Dyna 
ignition, bleeding the engine oil feeds 
to get pressure, repurposing the stupid 
‘brake fluid low warning light’ to work 
as an ‘indicator warning’ and so on, but 
let’s just cut to the chase – a bit over 
five years after stripping this bike it 
was finally together are ready to run.  
Woohoo!

This is now a brand new, forty-
three-year-old bike.  The now new 
engine had never been run so I was 
expecting that there would be some 
challenges getting it going.  New 
battery fitted (thanks Brian), fuel on, 
choke, press starter and whammo – it 
rips into life on the second turn of the 
crank!  I couldn’t believe it.  It died as 
soon as I turned the choke off (mixture 
screws were all the way in) but it ran 
with a bit of throttle, so off down the 
motorway and back, dump the oil 
(which is now mixed with assembly 
lube) and re-fill ready for a proper ride.  
Now it had had the first heat cycle I 
re-torqued the heads, adjusted tappets, 
tuned the carbs and checked things 
over to make sure nothing was going 
to fall off before the first shake-down 
ride.

A few days later I was off up 
Highway 16, through Woodcocks Rd 
and on to Sandspit to visit a mate. On 
the way back I found out why it’s called 
a shake-down ride when, coming over 
the hill towards Kaukapakapa I went to 
change gear only to find the lever had 
swung down, limp as a limp thing.  Shit 
– hope it’s not serious.  As the bike was 
running OK, I stuck with the gear I was 
in and nursed it through to the parking 
area by the fire station.  On inspection 
it was obvious that one of the clips 
that hold the linkages from the rearset 
lever had fallen off.  Now I remembered 
that Dave Richardson recommends 
in Guzziology that these Tarozzi clips 
be secured with wire or tape as they 
have a tendency to come loose and fall 

off!  Fortunately, I had a collection of 
nuts and bolts with me (as always) and 
could replace the pin with a short bolt.  
OK – so what else had shaken loose?  
Looking forward I found that both nuts 
on one header pipe had also dropped off 
(that would be what I felt hit my boot 
earlier and hoped it was a stone) but 
to my astonishment, the header clamp 
had not dropped down and scratched 
the ceramic coating and the half-round 
packers between the header flange 
and clamp were still there.  Great, just 
needed a couple more nuts from my 
collection and I was good to go again.  
That will teach me to torque the nuts 
up properly.

That’s it – job done, and it only took 

five and a bit years!  Don’t ask what it 
cost, because I wouldn’t have a clue.  I 
do have most of the receipts but have 
never added them up and probably 
never will.  Buying bits and having work 
done over an extended period provides 
the illusion that it’s not costing a lot, 
and doing much of the work myself has 
kept some costs down and been very 
satisfying, if sometimes frustrating.  
I’m really happy with the outcome and 
welcome the compliments from others 
who appreciate what’s gone into it, but 
it’s just a bike, made to be ridden and 
hopefully enjoyed for another 40+ years 
after this rebirth.  
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IT’S NOT EASY JOINING a new crew 
for a ride, especially when the riders 
have a rep for uncompromising swift 
tours.  I mean, they were mostly on 
Italian bikes so I was bound to see them 
on the side of the road at least once or 
twice in four days, but I didn’t want to 
be the only Brit rider, turning up late 
and holding up the group.

As first impressions go, arriving 
at the departure point, as they were 
readying to leave was not great. I nicked 
most of Horace’s coffee before realizing 
that that wasn’t going to be enough, 

and dashed off to order my own, wolfed 
it down - frying my uvula - and then 
saying ‘ready’ like some addle-headed 
twat, added another nail in the coffin of 
my respect.

Nic and Horace had assembled a rag 
tag half dozen IMOC members plus me 
for an East Cape loop over 3 days. Nic 
Lourens on his Aprilia, Mark Tarrant 
on a noisy 790, Liam Venter aboard 
a veteran DR650, Winton on a shiny 
BMW R9T, Alan Greenslade on a lovely 
Stelvio, Horace on his Griso and me on 
the Speed Triple.

Off we set. First impressions were 
good, and it was clear that the main 
road was not the path to be taken – 
ever. Zipping off the motorway at Island 
Block road I realized that corners were 
to be taken at standard speed. That 
is, the standard you were at - before 
you entered. The first corner had me 
wishing I’d stayed home. The second 
had the heart rate rising and by the 
third I was grinning my head off.

Instantly lost, we seemed to zip 
one way then another, whizz down 
quarry roads and then pop out at the 

IMOC
EASTCAPE RUN
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back of previously glimpsed lakes, and 
zip through windy hillocks and then 
zip out in some mythical town called 
Morrinsville. (Look, I lived in the South 
island for thirty years, and never had 
a girlfriend in some strange out-of-
the-way-town like you others). I liked 
the look of Morrinsville, good pub, a 
café or two, but ‘zip’ - gone! Looming 

skies threatened and we stopped in 
Matamata for the first of the road pies 
that would pass my lips and add a kilo 
to my arse, and two to my gut, in the 
next 3 days. We shed a member of our 
party here, whose name I didn’t catch, 
and off we blazed to gas up. The journey 
through to Okere Falls between Rotoiti 
and Rotorua had us take the left turn 

off the Mamaku Hills down Oturoa 
Road to Waiteti on the lakefront. Black 
swirling clouds threatened and as we 
proceeded past Hamurana down came 
the fat drops, and we were soaked in 
seconds. The rain continued till we got 
into wet weather gear - too late! Always 
too damn late and we cooked ourselves 
in humidity till we got to the lunch stop 
at Okere. Cute staff, good coffee, great 
food, undercover too, as the rain passed 
and didn’t return. Leaving Okere we 
lost Liam, something which became a 
constant for three days. 

He turned left, we turned right. 
Somehow inexplicable, he ended up 
some river valley, doing gravelly things 
and turned up at the end of the day 
dirty and happy. 

Winding past the lakes on the way 
through to Opotiki was a joy, the sun 
came out, we dried off, everyone was 
on holiday, the water was blue and 
sparkling, faces grinning everywhere. 
The speed was great. I was enjoying 
riding with the crew immensely. It’s 
great to have blind trust in your party, 
knowing that they are all hugely 
capable and experienced. It was my 
belief, so shut up.

The long runs into Horace’s home 
roads were invigorating, and I hoped 
someone had a detector. Opotiki is a 
funny wee town, still semi-depressed 
in spite of the tourism boom. The Motel 
was comfortable and Alan, Horace and 
I were happily ensconced opposite the 
early bird café. There’s a weird ‘no mans 
land’ feel about motels at the end of a 
day's riding. 450k’s or so, and you are 
tired but you can’t go to sleep, its too 
early for dinner, and yet you aren’t 
riding, you’re just on ‘pause’.

I’m too old to go to bars and pick 
fights at pool tables, or drink with the 
locals and end up boozed and in trouble 
with no clothes dumped at the end of 
some gravel road in the hinterland. 
(Where’s that story? Ed.)

It’s also not exactly on the coast so 
you can't walk to the beach for fish and 
chips. 

We ate at the Indian Restaurant 
called Kashish, inside an Irish pub 
called the Masonic, and were served 
by a young local lass, who was Irish in 
exactly the way Murupara is Gaelic. 

I had the Moroccan chicken salad. 
I kid you not. All while being regaled 
by Nic in his best South African accent 
about RRock RRebbits. Surreal and 
hysterical.
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The lost Liam turned up, having 
traversed the coast and explored 
riverbeds. On walking home, he 
demonstrated the basics of knee-drag 
cornering on a street sculpture of a 
Penny Farthing. 

Back at the motel, I discovered the 
Ventura pack that attached to the rear 
seat, was not as waterproof as claimed. 
Fortunately it was 40 degrees and 
everything dried in minutes.

I snored. God knows how the 
housemates put up with it. 

Breakfast early at the nearby café 
and off we head into the most glorious 
morning, passing navy blue seas, glowing 
greenery and white picture perfect curls 
of clean surf. Glorious flowing roads 
opened to bushy vales and lush fields. I 
stopped after crossing the Motu River, 
absolutely transfixed by the beauty 
of the place and the lack of traffic. 12 
people were fishing the outflow along 
the thrusts of sand and dimpled purple 
waters. It was paradise. White Island 
way offshore was having a steamy white 
cloud morning, and it looked benign and 
pretty at that distance.  That it was so 
recently the scene of many deaths was 
furthest from mind.

We rode on, in endlessly gorgeous 
bays, and around headlands and passes. 
My neck was buggered from turning 
to my left all the time. We came to the 
old white steepled church on the point 
above Waihau Bay. I forget its name, 
and we stopped for a photo, and sure 
enough as we were there, Liam roared 
past us and missed us waving at him to 
stop. Gone, till the end of the day again. 

From there we encountered almost 
no other people on the roads and swift 
journeying saw us all arrive safely at Te 
Araroa. 

At this point Mark turned back for 
home. Winton went off ahead of us and 
decided to keep going and we did not 
see him again on the trip.

From the top of the cape Nic, 
Horace, Alan and I, negotiating the 
endless roadworks and gravel surfaces 
until a much-needed coffee, lunch 
and gas stop at Te Puia Springs then 
onwards we pressed on to Tolaga Bay. 

 The place was abuzz with holiday 
makers, walkers, bathers and families.

Originally, we had planned to do the 
loop complete on this day from Opotiki 
to Te Araroa to Gisborne and back to 
Opotiki through the Waioeka Gorge.

Wisely Horace and I had decided to 
stay on in Gisborne, Liam also joined 
us and we were billeted to Horace’s  
friend’s house. Nic however was keen to 
return to Opotiki and complete the loop 
that day and he safely accomplished his 
task.

Liam discovered that his bike was 
leaking oil, badly enough to require a 
top up and regretted playing in those 
river gravels, as his oil cooler was holed 
and needed repair. Next morning, we 
left him with instructions that we were 

going to stay with some friends of mine 
in Rotorua for the night. We did wait 
for an hour before deciding it might 
take most of the day to fix the problem 
locally. Finally it was just Horace and 
I experiencing the sheer joy of the 
Waioeka River Gorge. Horace, because 
of the amazing roads, and me because 
as a fisherman, I have never seen 
more exciting promise-filled water. 
Kilometres of it. This time my neck 
nearly twisted off my shoulders, and as 
we roared along I had to force myself to 
watch the road.  

The road through the Waioeka has 
to be one of the great traverses in this 
country, it’s not terribly long, about 75 k’s 
but I am very glad I didn’t attempt it after 
the whole coastal arc the day before.

Once we had reached Whakatane 
I noticed my chain needed some 
attention, Horace said he knew just 
the place he had bought his first two 
motorcycles from there almost 36 
years ago, Underwood and Wilkins. 
We had a chat with the owner Richard 
Underwood who was the acting 
workshop manager, while we tried to 
fit into the smallest office in the world. 
He slotted us to the schedule and sent 
us away for coffee. Thirty minutes later 
when we returned the bike was sorted 
ready to go. They fixed my bike within 
the hour and free of charge. There is a 
lot to be said about small town values 
and businesses that do the Mahi. I could 
not speak more highly of the place than 
to recommend them heartily to every 
passing motorcyclist and local. It's 
guys like this; passionate, committed, 
interested, and cheerful that make this 
country amazing. 

That afternoon we retired to a 
friend's farm and sat under the trees 
dining alfresco while horses wandered 
among us, and glimpses of pretty water 
appeared through the overhanging 
leafy oaks. 

We hit the café early next morning 
and somehow Liam caught up with 
us. We split up at the turn off for 
Matamata, Horace and Liam took the 
opportunity to visit with their friend 
that has got a “touch of the Cancer” as 
Horace would say.  

I wended my way home alone, happy 
with my riding and my bike, feeling 
pleased that I hadn’t let down the side 
amongst the Italian aficionados. 

Thanks IMOC. It was a freaking 
blast.  We truly live in paradise.  
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GOT INVOLVED IN A SOCIAL MEDIA 
discussion recently on another forum, 
about derestricting a Ducati Monster 
LAMS bike and, as the conversation 
spiraled inexorably towards ‘what oil 
do you recommend’ and ‘you must be a 
poofta if you use the rear bake’, I bailed. 

The comment I made which seemed 
to trigger a couple of posters was 
that by fiddling with the throttle 
restrictor plate, you ran the risk of an 
antagonistic insurer finding a way to 
decline a claim. 

I was soundly ridiculed for 
suggesting that one should insure one’s 
bike before venturing onto the roads. 
Especially so when I suggested that 
you might, if unlucky, end up wedged 
in the side of a brand new Bentley, you 
horrifyingly being sans insurance. In 
such a case, your life is probably going 
to take a fairly swift and prolonged 
adverse financial turn.

Let’s get this out of the way up 
front – yes my social media profile 

states that I am an ‘Insurance Bloke 
at Elan Brokers’. However I know very 
little about Fire & General Insurance 
(we don’t sell it) and what to do if in 
fact your uninsured Monster is wedged 
in the side of a three week old $600k 
Bentley. For the last 35 years I’ve been 
helping people sort out their Life, 
Medical, Trauma and Income insurance. 
The dark side of insurance…

However that doesn’t mean that 
I’m bereft of knowledge or experience 
in the area of F&G – I had a panel and 
paint shop for 10 years and happily 
married the girl from State Insurance 
Papakura who sounded just so nice over 
the ‘phone. Also I’m sixty bloody five 
now, so have seen a bit.

This experience was called to bear 
a couple of years back when I was 
trying to buy some bits for my Audi 
from the local dealer. The young parts 
guy was hobbling around, clearly with 
significant pain, so being the nosey 
kind of guy I am, of course I asked what 

he had done to himself.
Well it turned out of course that 

he had snotted his uninsured Monster, 
sailed over the bonnet of a Prius and 
buggered himself up from a musculo-
skeletal perspective, as he landed on the 
pavement several metres away.

He spent three nights in hospital, 
was off work for three weeks and of 
course the bike was a total loss – not 
of course that he was insured… Our 
conversation was nearly six months 
down the track and he was still 
recovering. As for the bike, well it was 
under a tree decomposing at his rental 
property. As he relayed the story to 
me, it was clear that he was a dickhead 
for having no insurance, but also that 
he absolutely should have been able to 
lodge an uninsured third party claim 
against the Prius driver.

The scenario was that he was riding 
to work up the Great South Road in 
Greenlane – northbound towards the 
Audi Dealer in Newmarket. It was just 

IT WILL BUFF 
OUT…

WORDS BY RICHARD PYKETT
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before 8:00 a.m., it was raining lightly and the traffic was 
banked up. My guy was riding in the bus lane at probably 
30-40 kph. As he drew level with the driveway entry for 
Greenlane Toyota, a Prius suddenly appeared in his lane from 
the right. The driver proceeded across the lane oblivious to 
my guy on his Monster, no doubt intent on getting his Prius 
to Service on time.

The car appeared so quickly that my guy basically had no 
time to react (under one second to avoid, by my subsequent 
calculations) and he ended up snotting the Prius absolutely 
plumb centre of the left front wheel - the absolute worst 
place to hit another vehicle with a motorcycle. No give 
whatsoever.

The impact ripped the front from the Monster and fired 
the hapless rider over the top of the bonnet area, raking his 
legs on the bike’s bars as he went over. Luckily the bike didn’t 
quite follow his arc and fell short.

Ambulance arrived and my guy was carted off to hospital 
with abrasions and significant ligament damage, a tow truck 
arrived to drag the remains of the Ducati onto a truck and 
eventually a cop arrived to sort out the paperwork.

Problem was that my guy was groggy in hospital, the 
wreck had been swept up and towed and all that was left, it 
seems, was the guy in the Prius.

Whose company car, of course, was insured…
The report filed by the cop stated that the accident was 

‘contributory’ by both parties and therefore blame could 
not be apportioned. This meant that my guy had not even a 
lacerated, wobbly leg to stand on when it came to having a 
crack at the insured party. As I’m wont to do with stuff that 
is just bollocks, I saw red.

Number one, my guy was perfectly entitled to be in the 
bus lane – it wasn’t a ‘bus only’ lane. Secondly the guy in 
the Prius failed to give way or ascertain that the way was 
clear to cross the lane. And thirdly, the cop involved didn’t 
understand the road rules.

It took me probably three months to get to speak directly 
to the cop and clearly he was an idiot. Not sure if he didn’t 
like Indians (my guy) or motorcyclists, but his ruling meant 
that my guy had lost his $12k bike and the extortionate $900 
charged by the arse towing firm who had further irrevocably 
damaged the wreck.

When I confronted the cop with the legality of my guy 
being in the bus lane, doing less than 50kph, the physics of 
the Prius’ ingress into his lane, normal reaction times, etc. 
… the cop relented and changed his accident report to hold 
the other party at fault. You can’t argue with physics or an 
obdurate Yorkshireman.

My guy was paid out the full value of his bike and for the 
towing and extortionate ‘storage’ costs.

Had he been insured, the insurer would have picked up 
the case, argued with the cops and sorted the whole thing out 
behind the scenes. This would have also meant that he would 
not have lost his no claims bonus. He also wouldn’t have been 
out of pocket for six months.

So don’t be a dick. By all means ride your bike around 
without ever touching the rear brake, but don’t ride it around 
without at least Third Party Fire and Theft.

And of course if you need Life, Trauma, Income or 
Medical cover, happy to listen to your story. Unless of course 
you are a dick and don’t insure your bike.  



RIGHT FROM MY MID-TEENS I 
became keen on motorcycles of the 
dirty kind. 

Living in Hamilton, I would remove 
the muffler of my 1972 SL125 Honda and 
head over to the banks of the Waikato 
River. Riding for ages amongst the 
poplar trees and steepish sandbanks. 
The unmuffled four stroke made it feel 
like I was riding a TT500, but it must 
have annoyed the hell out of locals in 
the area.

I left school at the end of 6th form 
in 1979, taking up an automotive 
apprenticeship with Fairview Motors, 
the local Ford dealer, where I had 
worked in the school holidays since I 
was fourteen. My primary motivation 
at the time was to earn money to be 
able to go moto-crossing. I lived and 

breathed MX for the ensuing 5 or 6 
years and made many good friends in 
that arena. 

My first MX bike was a pretty tired 
second hand, less than competitive 1975 
Suzuki RM125S and I spent most of my 
time at the back of the field but loving 
every minute of it. I next stepped up 
to a 1976 Suzuki RM125A followed by a 
1979 Suzuki RM125N. 

My first brand new, pre-ordered 
bike was a 1982 Honda CR125R. I had to 
wait a number of weeks after its arrival 
to ride it, as I had broken and dislocated 
both my wrists on a double jump at a 
Pukekohe circuit on my Suzuki. 

I next made the move to the 250 
class and bought a 2nd hand 1983 Honda 
CR250R, which was well used by one 
of Auckland top riders at the time. I 
later had the opportunity to test ride a 
CR500 (air-cooled) and was blown away 
by the power. That got me hooked on 
an Open Class bike. I ordered the next 
year’s (1985) model from my Hamilton 
sponsor, Boyd Honda, the first water-
cooled Honda CR500RF and a serious 
weapon. I spent that season all over 
New Zealand following the circuit and 
ended up with the No.10 plate for the 
open class at season’s end, with more 
than my share of hole-shots on the 
water-cooled weapon.

Staying fit for moto-cross with 
cycling and running and with a 

background in swimming, I decided 
to give Triathlon a shot and did pretty 
well in my first down the Waikato 
River. That was a pivotal point for me; I 
threw dirt bikes away, bought a decent 
Italian bicycle and spent the next 30 
plus years full-on competing at Elite 
level in Triathlon and Ironman events 
around the world.

Fast forward to 2011-12 and I bought 
a low hour Suzuki RMZ450 and dabbled 
again in the dirt, but this time more 
organised trail rides in the upper North 
Island, which I really enjoyed. Lots of 
riding without the intense MX circuit 
pressure.

I then moved to Auckland in 2013 
after a marriage split and started fresh 
up here.

A couple of guys at my new work 
had road bikes, one being a Ducati 748R. 
This got me interested after a couple 
of plays on their bikes. I already had 
an affliction with Italian, in my 20’s 
owning a handful of Fiats and a Lancia 
Delta, which kept me busy with break-
downs and maintenance, but I loved the 
style and unique points of difference of 
these marques. 

Early 2016 I started looking on 
TradeMe and a 2000 RSV Mille came 
up for auction in Wellington. One 
owner from new, with only 21,000 
km travelled. A UK immigrant who 
had brought it out to NZ in 2006, only 

ME AND MY BIKE
WORDS & PHOTOS BY WAYNE SHACKLETON
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selling as he was moving to Spain and he couldn’t take it 
with him. I placed a bid that I thought would get well and 
truly beaten, but ended up owning it and having to justify to 
my partner Shadi it was a genuine mistake.

I really had very little real experience on big road bikes. 
It had always made me a little scared, once riding a CB900F 
from Hamilton to Raglan and constantly worried someone 
else would hit and kill me. Right from my first ride on 
Millie I felt at home; torquey predictable power with loads 
of engine braking and confidence-inspiring handling. The 
surge of power and thrill of riding that an open class MX 
bike gives you, without the body bashing and need for 
cleaning of muddy bike and gear afterwards.

I joined IMOC and started riding regularly with the 
group on a Sunday and really started to feel like I had been 
on one for years. Two years in and the thought of a Gen2 
in the garage started in my head. I found a White Lion on 
TradeMe in Christchurch, which the owner ended up pulling 
just before auction end and sold locally. I was gutted, but 
almost two days later a 2007 low km RSV Factory came up 
here in East Tamaki. The next night I went around and saw 
it. The owner had a brand new RSV4 in the garage and the 



black and gold Factory looked just as 
new in this immaculate and orderly 
carpeted garage. I tried to hide my 
excitement and knew I had to buy it. 
After some light negotiation we agreed 
on a price which swayed more to my 
favour and I left beaming with pickup 
of the new steed later that week.

I had initially thought I would 
sell Millie and that was the pretence 
and justification to Shadi for the new 
purchase. But it was she who said ‘why 
don’t you keep both?”, as by now there 
was some affection within the family 
for the old girl.

Between the two I have now 
travelled some 40,000 km, which is 
really only from the IMOC rides and 
occasional commutes to work. If I had 
to sell one it would be very hard to 
choose. Even though they are basically 
very similar, they each have their own 
unique characteristics. Just when I 
think I prefer the Gen2, I ride Millie 
and grin from ear to ear. There’s a real 
rawness about the Gen1 and she’s noisy 
like my old SL125. For my capital outlay 
of both these bikes at less than half of 
a new RSV4, I don’t think I could get 
much better bang for buck and with the 
option to choose a different steed when 
I do venture out.

I have loved owning these two Apes 
and riding with the IMOC crew, only 
regret… I wish I’d done it earlier!!  
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THE MAGAZINE TEAM are always struggling to find 
fresh new content for your magazine. We're looking for 
interesting stories about bikes, an adventure you've had on 
your bike (or even a rented one), a bike review or any other 
bike related stories you have.

Content from all over New Zealand would be wonderful 
and it would be awesome seeing some people contributing 
content from ALL the regions – Whangarei, Wellington, 
Tauranga, Invercargill, Christchurch, Whangerei, Bay of 
Islands. Come on guys and girls, seems like the only people 
who are interested in contributing to the magazine are 
people from Auckland.

So no, this is NOT an Auckland magazine by any means. 
It is a National magazine, but most of the content is put 
together time and time again by the committee members 
and a few other members who get tapped on the shoulder to 
write an article.

So, if you would like to contribute a story, article or any 
other content to appear in your magazine, please email 
gary@richandco.co.nz with your story. Please supply a Word 
document (or similar text file) along with as many high 
resolution images as possible which relate to your story. 
Generally speaking, a story is ideally about 1600 - 2000 
words long. It can be shorter, but not less than 500 words 
(which is about half a page) and can be accompanied by one 
or two photos.

If you're keen on advertising, or know of someone who 
would like to, please email me if you have any questions. 
You can see pg 7 of the magazine for the rates and other 
advertising details.

TIPS TO WRITING A GOOD STORY OR ARTICLE
Writing a story is a little like riding a bike; you can study 
the highway code (or read articles telling you how to write a 
story) for months, but nothing can prepare you for the real 
thing like getting on the bike and hitting the open road.

Now that I’m done thoroughly mangling that vague 
metaphor, let’s get down to business. You know you need to 
start writing a story for the magazine, but you don’t know 
how. In this article, I’ll show you how to write a great story 
in five simple steps that people will actually want to read.

READY? LET’S GET STARTED.

HOW TO WRITE A BLOG POST IN FIVE EASY STEPS 
[SUMMARY]:
Step 1: Plan your story by choosing a topic, creating an 
outline, conducting research, and checking facts.
Step 2: Craft a headline that is both informative and will 
capture readers’ attentions.
Step 3: Write your story, either writing a draft in a single 
session or gradually work on parts of it.
Step 4: Use images to enhance your story, improve its flow, 
add humour, and explain complex topics.
Step 5: Edit your story. Make sure to avoid repetition, read 
your post aloud to check its flow, have someone else read it 
and provide feedback, keep sentences and paragraphs short, 
don’t be a perfectionist, don’t be afraid to cut out text or 
adapt your writing last minute.
You're done! Email it to gary@richandco.co.nz and we'll 
check it for typos and grammar before it goes to print.

CONTRIBUTE  
TO YOUR MAGAZINE
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HELP US UPDATE OUR 
DATABASE

Have your contact details changed?
Our database needs to be kept up to date. If your email, phone, address or  

motorcycle collection has changed, there's a real easy way for you to update it!

HAVE YOUR CONTACT DETAILS CHANGED RECENTLY?
If any of your contact details have changed - even in the last 
year - there's a possibility that our database has the incorrect 
information for you. 
Well, our clever committee member has created a really easy 
way for you to update your details online.

HERE'S HOW TO UPDATE YOUR DETAILS
1. Open up the website www.imoc.co.nz
2. Scroll down about halfway and you'll see this on the right 

hand side of the Home page:

3. Click on 'Update my details'
4. That will take you to this page:

5. Enter the email address that you used to sign up to the 
Club with. Even if this is no longer your email address.

6. Press 'Search'
7. A window will pop up and it will have all of your details. 

Please go through all of the fields to ensure the correct 
information is there.

8. If your email has changed, you will see at the top of the 
page a note that says: 
If the email or any other non-editable information does 
need to be changed please make a note in the 'comments' 
field at the bottom of this form including the info you 
want to change, and we will make the change for you.

9. If you need to change your status regarding the Printed/
Digital version of the magazine, changing your email 
address or any other field that is not editable, just 
explain what you want in the comments and our trusted 
committee member will sort it for you.

10. Once done, press the button 'Update'.
11. This will send you and our committee an email to say 

that this person has made changes to the database. It 
will also state the usual 'Did you make changes to your 
information...' so it is secure and you'll know if it has been 
tampered with.

MAGAZINE EDITORIAL AND ADVERTISING
If you would like to contribute a story, article, advert or any 
other content to appear in our magazine, please email  
gary@richandco.co.nz with your enquiry, or if you're 
submitting an article, please supply a Word document along 
with high resolution images which relate to your story.

Advertising rates can be seen on page 7 of this magazine. 
If you're keen on advertising, or know of someone who would 
like to, please email gary@richandco.co.nz

BECOME A RIDE 
LEADER/COORDINATOR
If you'd like to become a ride coordinator in any region 
across New Zealand, contact Debbie Tapper on  
imoc@imoc.co.nz or call her on 021 433 227 to register your 
interest. Believe me, your email or call will be very well 
received! 

Alternatively contact your area coordinator. If you're 
unsure who this is, visit https://www.imoc.co.nz/contact 
and all the information is there.

We need ride coordinators all over NZ, so your help would 
be appreciated. There's nothing tricky about it. All you 
need to know is the route you'll be travelling. That's it!

All you need to do is tell everyone where you're headed and 
appoint a tail-end Charlie so no one gets lost and you're on 
your way.
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WANT TO ADVERTISE IN 
MOTOCICLISMO?

SELLING 
YOUR BIKE?

Advertise your bike in the Classified 
section of your magazine with photos, 
detailed description and appeal to an 

audience of over 300 readers who are 
your perfect target.

Any member wanting to list a classified 
advert for their bike gets a quarter 

page free. If you'd like a larger sized 
advert, please enquire for pricing.

Send your photos and description of 
your bike to gary@richandco.co.nz

Excellent rates, great coverage in print and online. 
Email Gary to discuss at gary@richandco.co.nz 
See advertising rates on page 7.


