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President’s Report 

 
Hello and Happy New Year to all Port Stephens Ulyssians 

 
This is the beginning of what should be a big year for our branch, as it’s 
our 10th birthday. 
 

The registrations for the Meet and Greet are coming in fast with numbers getting close to 100 
already. 
 
Natcom have decided to hold their May meeting at Soldiers Point to coincide with the Meet and 
Greet and to help us celebrate our birthday.  
To make things easier for Leo could you please get your registrations and money in as soon as 
possible? 
 
One of our members did alright out of Santa; Ewan McJohnstone has been seen riding the long 
way round on his new Beemer. Does this mean Jack is slowing down now that he is riding an old 
mans bike? 
 
On a sadder note, The Ulysses Club has lost another great member,  
Bill Seers, Dearnley Medalist and President of the Orange Branch for 16 years, he will be 
missed. 
 
We have a new editor for our newsletter, Bob Lucas, so be nice to him or you could end up hav-
ing embarrassing pictures or stories put in the news. 
 
I hope to see you all on Friday night for the first meeting of the year. 
 
Stay safe and keep the shiny side up. 
John Evans 
 
  

Member of the month January 2009 



 
Secretary/Treasurer's Report 

 
 
Hi Everyone, 
 
DIARY DATES: 
 

Relay For Life is on Sat 7th & Sun 8th March at Tomaree Sports Complex. This is a 
great community event. 
Eve has offered to be our team leader. 
We need registrations by 21st Feb ($11.00 per head) to get early bird discount. For 
this you get a polo shirt. More info at the meeting. 
 
Our Meet & Greet 15th, 16th, 17th May.  Registrations are coming in at a steady rate, 
can you please think about getting yours in if you are coming, to save a last minute 
rush. 
 
INTERESTING INFO. 
 
Natcom are looking at having a Funeral Protocol. 
 
There are approx. 28889 financial members, and membership #52856 was issued on 
the 3rd Dec. 
 
As at the 4th of Dec. there had only been 836 registrations received for the Penrith 
AGM. 
 
The 2012 AGM will be held at either Mildura or Locker Valley (Ipswich) 
 
25 year Membership Badges will be complimentary to members attaining this level 
of membership. 
 
NEXT MEETING. 
30/01/09, 7.30pm at Soldiers Point Bowling Club. 
 
Hope to see you all there, 
                                         
LEO. 



MINUTES OF MEETING  
28/11/08 

 
Opening time:  7.30pm       
 
Apologies: as per attendance sheet: 
 
Presidents Report: 
� John spoke about the sad passing of Ian Rawlings. 
� Cancellation of the Tablelands Way Ride  
� Gold Coast Branch is having a lot of internal trouble. 
� This is Jack’s last newsletter, we are looking for a new newsletter editor!!! 
� We had 15 bikes at the Old Salamander Shopping Center for the Breast cancer / 

Prostate cancer awareness day. 
� Crook’s house warming was a great day. 
� Reminder about the Bush Rangers Meet & Greet 31stJan – 1st Feb 2009 
� Christmas Lights Ride leaves Paul’s Corner 5.30pm 4th Dec. 
� Toy Run 7th Dec, leaves Paul’s Corner at 8.30am sharp. 
� Our Meet & Greet is going really well, we have 42 registered already. 
� The International Day for people with Disabilities is on Wed. 3rd Dec. at Ngiota 

Center Little Beach, they are looking for people with bikes to take the disabled for 
rides. 

� John spoke about an article in the paper re motor bike seats causing impotence. 
� Last Thursday’s Ride 27/11/08 organised by John Beddoe was a great ride, 13 

bikes. 
� Karen Dixon has finally turned 40 and is a legal member.  
 
Secretaries /Treasures Report:  
Birthdays: Nov; Dec; with a special mention of Jackie turning 50!!! 
Membership Expiring Dec 2008 ... well I totally got that wrong!! 
Christmas Party Sat. 13th Dec need helpers, names taken. 
Cross Dress night for the 10th Jan has been postponed. 
Relay for Life 7th & 8th Jan, Eve offered to be the team leader more information next 
meeting. 
Bank Balance: $898.22 
 
Business arising from previous minutes: 
Nil: 

 
 



General Business:  
 
Jack asked if there was any members interested on doing a ride 16th 17th 18th Jan to 
Thredbo for a Jazz Festival. 
Alan Ford spoke about our branch getting a Natcom approved flag.   
 
Raffle Prize Winners: Cathy Hoffman, Jodie Freeborn 
 
Fines:  lots!!!! 
  
 Meeting Closed: 8.30pm 
 

 
Thredbo Blues Festival ride 

 
There was movement in the Lucas house earlier than usual on Thursday morning (as far as Marilyn was concerned, any-
way) and the excitement of the forthcoming trip to the Thredbo Blues Festival mounted.  Had brekkie, attached panniers, 
locked house and mounted up … and the bloody engine stalled!  Folded side stand up and tried again, with the same result.  
Found the side stand spring had come adrift … blast!  Off with gloves, unlocked house, into garage, grabbed multigrips, 
reattached spring, put multigrips away, locked house, donned gloves and tried again.  Same thing occurred … damn!  Re-
peated the whole exercise (but left multigrips in top box this time) and headed a little quicker than legal to Paul’s corner to 
find Alan and Sue, and Trevor and Sue already helmeted and ready to go … but Lucas’ hadn’t had time to fuel up yet, had 
they?  Finally departed Paul’s Corner at 0801 - not bad, considering! 
 
Had an easy trip down to the twin servo’s where I received my warning from Big Al: “You were late this morning … don’t 
let it happen again!”.  Had a relaxing cuppa there before following Trevor down the freeway to catch up with Brian and 
Jackie at a servo on Pennant Hills Road … but Trevor went straight past, didn’t he, and we all ended up stuck at major 
traffic lights beyond our destination.  After waiting on the red for an eternity, Lucas’ executed a highly illegal “U”-turn 
over double lines in front of the lights, followed by the others, and returned to the servo 
to say g’day to McCallum’s before heading south, bit like the Pied Piper of Hamlyn. 
 
The day grew hotter as we headed south, and by the time we stopped for lunch at Pheas-
ant’s Nest we were looking for an air-conditioned bar … but there was none at the servo.  
Had an uneventful ride from there to Goulburn until trusty leader Al (the bloke with the 
GPS) went straight past the Post House Motor Lodge where we were supposed to spend 
the night.  Booked in and excitedly donned our cozzies, then found the bloody pool was 
MT due to the current drought!   
 
Executed Plan B, and the lads headed off to the Exchange Hotel to sample it’s wares, and to source supplies for the ladies.  
Just enjoying our 2nd cold one when “Bluey” Ireland (the local bar-fly) fell in love with big Al, sat down at our table, and 
vowed he’d known Al from his “previous life”.  Al immediately went into denial and feebly rejected the passionate ad-
vances, but Bluey was not to be deterred, and sat there holding his hand at every opportunity and recounting early stories 
of his tough times in the boy’s home, then the boxing ring, etc.  Eventually Brian (who coincidentally was yet to shout) 
decided it was time to move on.  There were tears in Bluey’s bloodshot eyes as he gave Al a knee-trembling hug, and we 
headed out into the relief and freedom of the sidewalk at last!  Grabbed some take-aways from the local liquor store and 
back to the girls for Happy Hour in McCallum’s room. 
 
Friday morning Lucas’ led the way on an interesting inspection of the back streets of Goulburn before Brian suggested we 
really didn’t want to go to Crookwell just yet, so headed south through town, till group confidence again waned, and Al 
was appointed leader with his GPS … bringing us back onto the highway exactly where Lucas was headed  (talk about 
doubting Thomas’)!   
 
Came into Queanbeyan (which we shouldn’t really have been in, according to Brian … but Al had the GPS!) and signalled 
to Al that we wanted to stop for coffee.  OK, signalled Al, then proceeded to head through Queanbeyan past every bloody 



café and servo till we were out on the open plains once again.  Finally pulled him up 19 Kms further along the track at the 
solitary servo in Williamsdale (in fact, the servo is Williamsdale!) where we were able to make our own coffee on their 
machine, as long as you didn’t want cappuccino.  Must have made the manager’s day, getting 8 people for drinks, pies and 
a coupla hat sales in that little joint! 
 
Somehow found our way from there to Cooma, and settled in for lunch at the East End Café, a 
popular biker’s spot, complete with bike photos on the walls, and a “Ulysses Welcome” sign out 
front.  Bob had a big red thing nobody had seen before, and Little Sue and Jackie decided on fruit 
pancakes.  Despite recommendations from the owner about sharing one between them, Jackie was 
adamant she had to have her own.  When they arrived they were the size of dinner plates, piled high 
with fruit, cream and ice-cream.  Jackie’s eyes lit up, while Sue’s face showed obvious signs of 
stress and anxiety.  Needless to say, neither one finished their serving, despite much encouragement 
and some assistance from their friends! 
 
Down the track to Jindabyne (without losing our way … gettin’ better!) and waited there for Jack and Eve, and Big John 
and Gail who were supposedly about an hour behind us.  Rang Jack after an hour, and found they were relaxing in a pub at 
Cooma, while we sweltered in the heat at Jindabyne!  Jack needs more lessons from Tony re expected protocol etc, now 
that he’s riding a Beemer!  (Guess he probably needs a little felt hat too, instead of the one that he wore all weekend that 
reads “F#ck off bear, Jack lives here”!).  They finally arrived, and we travelled 
the 30 Kms to Thredbo to- gether with temperatures thankfully dropping.   
Dropped the girls at our Woodridge unit, and we stalwarts went into town to 
procure whatever liquid re- freshments were available and affordable.  Found 
cask wines were around $9/ litre, and beer about $7/carton overpriced, but realis-
ing a true medicinal need to rehydrate, we were compelled to buy a small pre-
scription … around $300 worth, I think. 
 
Back to the unit and relaxed and rehydrated, with master chefs Trevor and Bob 
cooking a magnificent BBQ while Marilyn and the girls presented a coupla really 
great veggie bakes (eat yer heart out, Ramsay!).  Not a lot of energy left in the 
mob after the ride, so a reasonably healthy night was had, with Jackie opting to sleep on the lounge 
rather than with her hubby (some bedrooms were smaller than others, eh Brian!). 
 
Spent Saturday (after breakfasting to the gentle snoring of Jackie) wandering around the village en-
joying the various artists and eateries, and the Johnstone’s and Lucas’ took a chair lift to the top of 

the mountain, much to the delight of Marilyn and Eve.  Ate out during 
the day, and gradually broke into smaller groups as the older members 
tired and meandered back to the unit for “bye-byes”.   
Young Jack and the Lucas’ soldiered on into the evening enjoying the 
festival atmosphere until entering the Terrace Restaurant, where they 
were initially refused admittance, and ultimately departed when the 
manager told them to leave or he would call the police.  Really bug-
gered a beaut night, and it was disappointing to Marilyn and myself that Jack couldn’t be-
have himself in a more proper manner, instead of “bludging” and “free-loading” … 

 
Sunday morning while some slept on, the more adventurous (goodonyer Gail and 
Eve!) headed out early in a beautiful atmosphere to Jindabyne, then through Smig-
gin Holes, Perisher Valley and Charlotte Pass to have a look at Mt Kosciusko.  De-
spite a compelling temptation, and our 
youth and fitness, no-one actually vol-
unteered to do the 18 km return walk to 
Australia’s highest peak - choosing in-
stead to head to Charlotte Pass chalet 
for coffee, where Jack and Bob demon-
strated their incredible riding versatility 

on a couple of the Ski-doos parked outside. 
 
Back to Jindabyne and stocked up with more tucker and medicinal fluids at a 
more reasonable price, and back to the festival for the afternoon.   
Jack, Bob and Big John were almost seduced by a coupla beautiful Jim Beam 



girls at The Pub who became infatuated with their mature good looks and fit bodies, but resisted their primal urges and 
sent the girls on their way somewhat broken-hearted … such are their high moral standards! 

In the evening the “home cooks” repeated Friday night’s effort for another beautiful 
meal, and we settled down to some real home-grown entertainment.  Music was 
provided courtesy of the Blues CD’s that had been purchased at the festival, ably 
accompanied by big Al on air guitar,  Bob on the spoons, and various other artists 
dancing, riding the horse (sorry Marilyn, but it was you on all 4’s that got you 
mounted by Eve!), giving brown-eyes (there you go again Jack!) and generally be-
ing pretty disgraceful.  But what a great night! 
 
Said hooray to the Johnstone’s and McGrath’s at 0730 on Monday as they left to do 
the 700 Kms straight home, while Ford’s, McGarry’s, McCallum’s and Lucas’ departed about 9 and 

headed along the much slower Alpine Way (apart from the 25-40 Kph corner advisory signs, it was generally 60 and 80 
Kph speed limits), stopping for photos at Murray 1 Power Station before pulling in to Khancoban for morning tea … yeah, 
and Al went straight past the Town Centre turnoff once again!   
 
Then onto the Khancoban-Cabramurra Road, which became even more windy and narrow than earlier, and provided spec-
tacular views over the valleys, waterways and catchments areas such as Tumut Ponds.  Unfortunately, the altitude, steep-
ness, and narrow windy road was a little “over the top” for a couple of our passengers (eh, Sue and Marilyn?), and led to a 
mutiny along the way, with poor old Al being relegated to a non-leading position for that section.   
 
Confusing and/or lack of signage at Cabramurra promoted Al and his GPS back to the lead, which subsequently saw us all 
gathered on the lookout on a “No Through Road”.  Good old Bob used his infallible Cootamundra instinct (the same one 
that drew scepticism at Goulburn) to find the way out onto the road to Cooma (even though we were really looking for 
Kiandra), and we were eventually able to throw a left onto the Snowy Mountains Highway towards Tumut.  The tempera-
ture began to rise from that time as we descended, and by the time we headed into Talbingo for late lunch (original desti-
nation Tumut), it was pretty damned uncomfortable.  I was saddened to see that Talbingo (where I almost moved to live 
and work in 1970) appears to be almost a ghost town now, where it was a thriving community back then and in the 80’s!  
Sad also to see such poor water levels in huge catchments like Jounama and Blowering dams! 
 
Back on the track and through to Tumut, but the servos that Bob remembered were no longer there.  Bob left the group at a 
corner while he went to recce the Wagga road, finding a servo just round the corner.  Marilyn advised over the intercom 
“here they come”, so we turned in and got fuel.  Still no fellow travellers, so Bob tried to phone them, but signal kept drop-
ping out.  Headed back to the corner, couldn’t see them, and deduced they must have headed onto the Gundagai road to 
wait (as they had sufficient fuel to get to Gundagai).  Out along Gundagai Road, but no sign of them.  Pulled over and 
made another coupla phone calls (to stupid bloody message banks) when we heard the familiar clatter of the Harley, and 
they all soared by, one by one, giving various finger gestures as they passed ... 
 
Got through to Gundagai OK, and was informed there that Marilyn and I could apparently be both classified as legally 
blind … everyone had been still waiting where we left them in Tumut, other than moving under the shade of a tree, when 
we rode past them onto the Gundagai road!  Guess we have to cop a coupla demerits for that … 
There was a motel next to the servo, it was getting late, and everyone was hot, tired and 
a little emotional (and some of us, fairly thirsty!).  Jackie and some of the other older 
members reckoned we should stay the night, and attractive as the suggestion was, I 
reasoned that if we did, we’d have a 600 Km ride the next day.  It was reluctantly 
agreed to push on to Yass, another 100 Kms up the track. 
 
Arrived at the Swaggers Motor Inn on the way into town, buggered and dehydrated, 
right on 5 pm.  Booked in, stripped off and hit our mini bar fridges with no regard as 
to what it might cost, as once again we were cheated out of a swimming pool!  Bob 
and Al were first showered, and up to the motel bar 
with the others not far behind.  Incredible how all the woes of the day just evaporated 
there with the beaut company present, and we had a most enjoyable time in the bar  and in 
the dining room, where we had a very tasty dinner (absolutely massive steaks!).   
As we returned to our rooms the Ford’s and Lucas’ decided they would travel straight 
home the next day, while McCallum's and McGarry's were in favour of splitting the trip 
and spending another night out. 
 
Tuesday morning Lucas’ and Ford’s had brekkie at 7, and found the others had decided to 



go the whole way also, although as they were having a later breakfast, we headed off around 8.  Big Al took  off while 
Marilyn donned her gloves, and by the time we turned into town we could see no sign of them.  Chucked a “U”ey and 
headed back along the way we’d come in the day before.  No sign of them there either, so headed up the highway to the 
northern entrance to town.  Nup, not there either …  Took off up the highway, exceeding the limit, and finally caught up 
with them about 15 Kms later.  Fairly quick, is our young Al! 
 
Made good time, and arrived at Pheasant’s Nest for an early morning tea in the gathering heat.  Some mug (must have 
been on drugs!) came over and went into raptures about the Harley, which put Al into another world … wouldn’t even ac-
knowledge us or Sue, while the other bloke was there!   
Pushed on up the highway (Al doesn’t stop for much!), and hit the twin servo’s for an early and healthy lunch at Oliver’s, 
before splitting up and heading home in the stinking heat, arriving right on 3 pm with 1,743 Kms on our clock since leav-
ing. 
 
Removed our rear wheel next morning to get the new tyre fitted (was supposed to happen the 
day before we left, but thwarted by arrival of grandkids for the day), and found to my horror 
that it was down to the canvas in 3 places!  Must have really fallen apart on the way home (I 
imagine due to the load on the back) …  so I guess our luck isn’t all bad! 
 
… particularly when we’ve been fortunate enough to meet up with such a beautiful group of 
people as we have in our short time with the Port Stephens Ulysses Group, and to be able to enjoy so much fun and laugh-
ter, and incredible weekends away such as the Thredbo Blues Festival.   
 
Thanks guys, it’s a privilege to be your friends! 
Bob ‘n Mas. 
 

 
 

Bob’s bullshift corner 
 

Dunno how I got stuck with this newsletter thingo … all I was doing was the simple Thredbo 
ride notes, and somehow Mr Evans managed to turn that into a full-time job! 
 
With the short notice given, don’t expect it to be as polished as Jack’s refined product, as I 
started from “ground zero” on Wednesday, without even the proper software for the production.  
Please bear with me … I’ll get there eventually, especially once I get these photo file sizes 
manageable!   
And as Jack would probably say, if you don’t like what I’m doing, then keep quiet or be prepared to do it your-
self! 
 
Having said that and got your attention, no, I don’t intend to be as out-spoken or offensive as Jack was, or as 
long-winded during meetings.  I’ll continue to be my usual quiet, courteous self, and save my long-windedness 
for the newsletter, where I don’t have to defend what I say!  (and note that I only use two S’s in the middle of 
“Ulysses” on my letterhead … dunno why Jack used three?!). 
 
And speaking of Jack, I must express my appreciation here for his efforts with the newsletter and his soapbox in 
the past.  I know from my “previous life” that although these things may look simple to the final recipient, they 
are usually quite time-consuming, and frustrating at times, trying to get things done and distributed by the dead-
line.  Thanks Jack, I’ll do my best to continue your good work. 
 
Cheers 
Bob 
 
“When I die, I want to go peacefully like my Grandfather did, in his sleep -- not screaming, like the pillion on 
the back of his motorbike ...”  



Australia Day at Little Beach 
 
Yep, a few made the effort, despite the inclement weather (Brett and Jennifer also fronted).  Lucas’ RentaCrowd 
friends Graham Scanlan and Janice Martin came all the way from Wallerawang (Lithgow Ulysses Group) on 
their Suzuki 1500 Intruder, and will be back for our Meet & Greet in May.   
A beaut BBQ breakfast of bacon, eggs and home-grown tomatoes (thanks Leo!) was had, and we really enjoyed 
the billy cart thrills and spills (goodonyer, Dennis!) and fine Cappuccino by the boats in the Marina.    
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Jacqueline Scocco 
Champagne Colours 
Shop 12, Austral St Shopping Centre 
NELSON BAY 
Ph 02 4984 3332 
10% off all hair services to Ulysses members and their 
guests.  Always service with a smile. 

Auramist Lodge pet boarding, see Rob or Lisa 
Ph 02 4982 6304.  10% discount for members. 
 

John Beddoe financial services & advice 
Ph 02 4965 1547 
 

Jack Johnstone security system installation & service 
Ph 02 4982 4921, mobile 0410 424 921 
 

Dennis Mahoney leatherwork 
Ph 02 4981 0553 
 

Maddy Cesti mobile massage 
Ph 02 4984 9264 
 

Doreen Easthope seamstress 
Ph 02 4982 1876 
 

Phil McTaggart telecommunications installation 
Ph 02 4982 1666 

These people support us.  Do the right thing and support them! 

150a Salamander Way 
Salamander Bay  
02 4919 1488 
0419 618 397 

merilynevans@exemail.com.au 
10% off for all Ulyssians 


