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Patriot Games!

es, ‘er Majesty’s
fighting forces of
the two-wheeled,
personalised
transport for
the use of, type
decided to put
on a Bank Holiday rally on a
bigger scale than anything they
had done before. I’ve always
had a firm belief that, despite
the idiocies emanating from
Whitehall and the top brass, the
British forces are the best in the
world and will always triumph.
If you don’t believe me, just look
at the last thousand or so years
of history. Thus it was that even
though many cynics said that
putting on a first major rally on
an August Bank Holiday weekend
in south Wales (known for its
inclement precipitation) at the
end of the wettest Summer on
record was asking for trouble, I
(and quite a lot of others) didn’t
listen. I just knew it was going
to be an absolutely wonderful
weekend.

And the Patriots didn’t let us
down, they had arranged with
God to make the last weekend
in August not just dry, but a
scorcher! The ride down to
Monmouth was hot and hectic,
but it was such a joy to be able
to luxuriate in feeling the Sun
on your face instead of hail. The
choice of Monmouth showground
was a good one - lush green
fields set amongst rolling hills
in an area just made for biking
with lots of interesting towns and
historic places within easy reach.
Everyone you met on site was
not only beaming because of the
good weather, but they were also
impressed with the efficiency of
the way the rally was organised.
It all felt so easy - a clearly signed
gate with lots of queuing space
off the road, well defined spacious

dfall in you ‘orrj
/ rrible
? Improved, giant-sjzeq

camping, accessible loos, sensibly
laid out stalls, a good sound
system with a stage that could
be easily seen and a really well
stocked bar that didn’t run out of
beer. What more could you want
after a miserable Summer?

By the left, tent up, two
three, beer in, two three, recce
camping area for friendly bikes
and people two three. And
what a lot there were just lying
around chatting over a beer and
looking at each other’s bikes.
I saw a very minimalist matt
black Triumph triple with twin
headlights and ‘flat bars, several
bikes and trikes sporting Welsh
dragons and the cutest XS650
done up as a tribute to the Ace
Café, called ‘Chequered Past’.
It was absolutely stunning so I
hunted down its owner, Tiny,
and arranged to do a feature on
it for you lot at some point in
the future. And then it was time
for another beer, so I wandered
over to the bar where I found
myself chatting to some bloke
about what he’d done to his 1200
Bandit. After a while his mate
came over and we carried on
chatting about bikes until one of
them said that they had to watch
the time. I asked why and they
said something about getting
the stage set up. I asked if they
were the sound crew and they
explained they were the Friday
night headline band — the Tygers
of Pantang! Fair enough, their
music is good, but this was the
interesting bit - Craig told me
he has a Speed Triple and the
aforementioned Bandit. It’s in a
GSX-R frame with a ZXR seat
and forks off an 1100 something
(I did know what, but the piece
of paper I scrawled it on became
a bit beersotted as the night
wore on and that, and other
information was permanently

lost). Dean, the other band
member, told me about all

the fun he has on his 916 and
streetfighter Bandit (again details
obeerterated). He also told me
how he got started on early Yams
including a LC250 and he said
the only way to ride was flat out

all the time. Then the two of them

joined their mates on stage and
played the same way through an
absolutely blistering set, which
ended the evening on a real high.

When I staggered out of my
tent the next morning it was to
an amazing sight - a mist-filled
valley with the Sun filtering
through the clouds to give all
the tents and bikes a strange
eerie glow. After the usual greasy
fry-up to kill off the last of the
alcohol a few of us went into
Monmouth - a beautiful old town
totally buggered up by some local
planners with one of the worst
one-way systems I’ve ever seen.
The place is relatively small and
it was totally gridlocked! Never
mind, we found somewhere that
did nice food and walked around
the market where there was a stall
selling the products of the local
microbrewery - would we like to
buy a gift box of three ales? Does
the Pope shit in the woods? Is the
bear a Catholic?

Then back to the site for the
custom show all neatly laid out
with military precision so that
every bike and trike was seen to
best advantage. There were some
really stunning vehicles to choose
from and the judges’ choices
proved very popular with the
crowd: Best Rat — Matt’s panzer
bike; Best Trike - Beejay’s VW;
Best Paint — Lorne’s VN800; Best
Streetfighter - Des’ gorgeous
CBX; Best Chop — Stuart’s
Harley Deuce; and finally Best in

Show went to the bike I’d drooled
over when I first arrived. It turned

out that everyone else had too.
Take a bow, Tiny, for your XS650
‘Chequered Past’.

Then it was time to get some
food down in order to provide a
nice stomach lining for the beer.
A few hours later the mighty
Saxon took to the stage and were
just as amazing as they ever were,
they blew us away with their
power. The last thing I remember
seeing before I staggered from

the beer tent was a human in a
sheep costume with a gigantic
pink male organ ... or it may have
been a sheep on its hind legs with
a human mask on. Well, we were
in Wales.

One last thing. I think too
many people take our service
personnel for granted - we forget
that were it not for those brave
people who put their lives on the
line on our behalf we wouldn’t
have the freedoms we enjoy.

So it was gratifying to see that

the crowd donated a whopping
£1000 to the Combat Stress
charity and, even more amazing,
the Patriots Vice Pres works for
Bibby Distribution. His boss
reached deep into his pockets and
doubled it to £2000. Three cheers
for that man!

And that was it, a fantastic
first year for what is destined to
be one of the must-do events in
the biking calendar. Thanks to all
the Patriots especially Martin for
making it such a great weekend -

you can fall out now ‘til next year.
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