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 Memories are made of this….  

The Editor takes a ride down memory lane to the 2012 European HOG Rally 

It was in September 2009 that my great friend Richard Garlick, who earlier that year had discovered the joys 
of Harley ownership, having been for many years a lover of all things BMW and would take the greatest pleasure 
in knocking all things Harley Davidson and my particular love of the marque until by chance he was passing 
Oxford Harley Davidson and was looking for a 50th Birthday present for himself. He had been to the Triumph dealer 
who had shown little interest in selling Richard a Triumph America for cash and so he popped his head through 
Oxford HD door and was warmly welcomed. He left an hour later with a Dyna all sorted. 

 
The BMW would be for touring and the Dyna would be customerised with lashings of chrome. The Dyna required 
a service, and a loan bike was a Ultra Limited, that quickly replaced the BMW and Richard soon immersed 

himself into all things Harley, become 
a Road captain and all the things I never 
expected of him. 

 
Some 6 months later a Road Glide CVO 
sat resplendent in Oxford's showroom 
this was too much for Richard and a deal 
was done, the Ultra went and the Glide 
took pride of place. We had some great 
rides together before Richard was taken 
ill and diagnosed with a type of 
Leukaemia, after successful treatment 
Richard returned to the Harley fold and 
we had some amazing rides together. 

 

 
 
 
 
 

 
My riding buddy, Richard Garlick with his Road Glide which 9 months 
later would become mine. My Street Glide is behind the Road Glide 

 

 
and that became our regular trademark when we rode together.

I recall one particular ride in France where 
curve followed on from curve and we rode 
together in perfect harmony for mile after 
mile a bit like the Red Arrows wing tip to 
wing tip. It is an amazing feeling to have 
complete confidence in each others riding 
ability to be able to ride at speed together 
on clear and empty roads. As we pulled 
into the hotel some hours later we were 
compelled to do the ‘Wild Hogs’ salute, 

 

That evening as we had a few beers and recalled the days ride our thoughts turned to Portugal and the European 
HOG Rally in Cascais in June 2012, and we decided that it was something that we would do, just the 2 of us 
as we hated motorway riding and we would meet up with the rest of the Oxford Chapter when we got there. 

 
Unfortunately, a few months later Richard’s illness returned. I would ride down from Yorkshire regularly to see him 
at the John Ratcliff Hospital in Oxford and we would talk about all our plans, which always involved riding our 
Harley Davidson’s to some far flung part of Europe, In September 2011, Richard’s illness got the better of him 
and he went into a coma from which he never awoke. 

 
Without wanting to go into too much detail, Richard wanted me to have his CVO Road Glide, it had less than 
4000 miles on the clock. He did not want anyone else to ride it apart from me and so it was that Richard (in 
Spirit) and I decided to ride to Cascais on the CVO Road Glide for the European Rally. It was our pilgrimage and 
one of those in my life that I can truthfully say ‘Memories are made of this’ 

 
Richard and I had worked on the route so my plan was to ride those same roads, some of which we had ridden 
together in the past. Our decision had always been to ride through France, down through Bordeaux country 
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and up over the Pyrenees into Spain taking advantage of the beautiful roads from Pamplona including the 
NA700, NA132-A, NA743 and the NA721 to Leon before making our way via Zamora into Portugal and onto 
Cascais without a motorway in sight. 

On my many trips to France I am always on the look 
out for weird and zany hotels, such a hotel was the 
Hotel de France in the centre of Boulogne-sur-Mer the 
largest walled city in France so I am told, Victor Hugo 
once stayed in the hotel and its probably hasn’t 
changed since then, owned buy a South African 
couple the hotel has seen its best years. The Hotel was 
my first stop a warm welcome was always assured plus 
good home cooking. Unfortunately, the cost of 
making the hotel fit for purpose meet all the EEC 
regulations was prohibitive and the owners fell foul of 
the local mayor and the last time I stayed there it 
was all secret squirrel stuff. I had to stay as a friend 
they still charged me though! 

 
 

I can really appreciate why several 
members of the Iceni Chapter have 
opted for the Road Glide rather than 
the Ultra Limited. For me it was always 
the better bike, not in looks but in 
handling it was supreme, It just loved to 
go around corners as if on rails and you 
could throw it down on a round- about 
and it would simply pick it self up 
again. I had so much fun on this bike. 
Why don't I have it now? After having 
its 45,000 mile service by a Harley 
Davidson dealer up North on my way 
up to Scotland it caught fire and was 
just too badly damaged for me to have 
confidence in it again. 

 
Back to memories…I had originally 
planned to do this trip on my own but 

 

a PEMC friend of mine was keen to explore all 
things Harley, joined me for the trip. 

 
As he was with his wife he preferred to ride 
the motorways so we would catch up at the hotel 
each night for dinner. This worked fine until a 
hotel stop outside Leon, leaving in the morning 
we ended up on a new motorway, and this was 
not Richard and I had planned as there was a 
great bit of road that we both wanted to ride 
together. I know it sounds weird but I often felt 
that Richard was riding with me and as I 
continued this became more acute 

 
When we stopped at a service station to refuel 
I split from my friend agreeing to meet up at 
the hotel that night. Unfortunately for me I fell 
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into the Garmin POI trap, as I had failed to delete the hotel in Leon. My old Tom Tom would have done this 
automatically. I knew roughly where I wanted to 
go, so ignored the sat navs constant interruptions, 
until I found the road that I wanted to ride. What 
of course I should have done is delete all the 
way points up to that point.  I was having such a 
fab time riding the most brilliant of roads that it 
was not until the afternoon and seeing the 
signpsot for Leon that I realised that I had been 
riding in ever decreasing circles. I still had well 
over a 250 miles to get to the hotel and realised 
I would not make that night, particularly as after 
all day in the saddle in the heat I was feeling 
too tired to continue I found a hotel in Burgos for 
the night. Leaving the hotel early the following 
morning I had no alternative but to take the 
motorway to Cascais as it was still some 400 miles 
away if I was to get to the Rally that night. 
Checking into the HOG approved hotel, after a 

 
shower I walked down to the rally site. I have 
never really been a rally fan and this   to   me was 
a big disappointment. I thought it would be a 
great gathering of everything Harley, 
unfortunately the ‘open to all’ meant just that, 
and there was little that made your HOG 
membership distinctive having to dodge scooters, 
and various forms of 125s and sports bikes! 
But the real reason why I was there was to ride 
in the parade that would meet at the Estoril racing 
the circuit the following morning. The last time I 
had been there was in my Formula 1 sponsorship 
days with the great Ayrton Senner and JPS Lotus. 

 
 
 
 
 

it would be fun to revisit the circuit as 
well as a moving and memorable one 
particularly as I had Richard’s favourite 
tracks loaded onto the ipod! 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Ready for the parade run, my cut was constantly being photographed as 
I was still wearing my Hong Kong chapter colours at the time 

I had got to the circuit early so I was not 
too far from the front. It was a grey and 
humid day. All the HD and HOG senior 
bods were at the front just behind a 
double decker bus with Cascais senior 
civic officials and guests on board. The 
parade was a 26 KM ride that took us 
through not the most beautiful 
countryside. You had the feeling that the 
route had been designed to show of 
Harley Davidson to the most spectators 
and this was done at barely 20mph so 
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you can imagine the heat that was finding its way 
up from the Road Glide’s Screaming Eagle 1801cc 
engine. 
There were guys on Sportsters, revving their engines 
releasing clouds of black smoke and as we slowly 
made our way around the insides of my legs was 
getting hotter and hotter to the extent it was becoming 
painfull. Had it just been me I would like many others 
pulled over to the side particularly as the cavalcade 
seemed to get slower but this was Richard’s ride and 
there was no way I was going to chicken out. 
Eventually we reached Cascais and the end. I thankfully 
pulled away from the group and made my way to 
the hotel. Stripping off the inside of my thighs were 
red from the heat. I dread to think of the state of 

 
 

older bikes there, with all the popping and 
banging a few rebuilds would have been called 
For. Showered and feeling a bit more refreshed 
I made my way down to the rally site to enjoy 
the evenings entertainment. 
The following morning it was to head for home, 
this time taking a different route back with time 
to explore the Picos mountains some 20Km 
inland from the North Spanish coast. This was an 
area that Richard had ridden before and when 
we planned the ride he had selected 
thetypesofroadsforour‘Red Arrows’ formations. 
Unfortunately on this occasion the weather 
decided not to play ball and we were surrounded 
by thick fog, mountains, winding roads with 
many hairpin bends doesn’t really go well 
together as I could see little ahead or to the 

 
side of me, thankfully the sat nav helped here 
because I could see when a bend was coming 
up. Never the less I was delighted as I rode 
down the mountain to see a blue sky and the 
temperature rise as it was a tad chilly up 
there. 
The ride back was pretty uneventful, although 
there was always the mixture of superb roads, 
quaint villages and everything else that makes 
riding abroad so much fun. 
My last hotel stop has always been one of 
my favourites situated in the lovely village of 
St Leonard des Bois run by a lovely couple 
Didier and Theo, unfortunately they sold the 
hotel and moved to the south of France and 
those of you on the Tour De France will have 
the opportunity to experience Theo’s brilliant 
cooking. 
This was a ride that Richard and I had planned 

and one that we were looking forward to, Richard never made it but we rode it together and just as at his 
funeral service I raised our ‘wild Hog’ call to the heaven’s. Yes memories are made of moments like this 


