SUMERSET MEMORIAL DAY
The day started of beautifully as we gathered around the table at Maccas. We all got there just in time for our usual relax and talk shit till the clock stuck 8.30am, then that’s it, we were off on another adventure around our great state. First stop Fernvale, I decided that we would head out through Greenbank and on to the motorway so we could avoid the tolls because every time we mention tolls Gringo little ears pop up and all we ever hear from him is “our diggers fought for this country and they didn’t fight so we could pay tolls” , we pulled into Fernvale about 9.40am for a 20 minute stop. On pulling up there, Mt Lindsay Branch was already there and Redlands pulled up not that much after us. Somewhere along the way Keith turned off and headed home, but he had a good excuse, the stitches on his head were irritating him from his helmet. The usual old farts had to walk to the toilets to relieve there bladders and the rest of us stood around talking shit like we always do. Then 10.00am hit and we were off again. There were a lot of bikes out all heading to Somerset Dam (you would think something was going on) quiet a few cars flashed there lights at us but I don’t think they were saying hello, but we took the first turn off and avoided what ever they were flashing us about. On arrival to Somerset we noticed that there must have been Something on as there were bikes everywhere. Most of us pulled up and parked ok but as usual the only Goldwing on the ride needed a rest so Diesel decided to let it lay down on the grass, problem was Cathy was still under the bike and I don’t think that was her idea of fun with a bike on top of her. But Diesel found help from fellow Ulyssians to right the yellow wing back on its wheels, he must have been embarrassed as he decided after that to come and park with the rest of us. A few of us were in need of a drink so we made our way to the food van and joined in the queue, problem was by the time we were served and made our way to the service a few of us missed it. So of we went again on the bikes for a nice ride to the Kilcoy Hotel for lunch, we ordered and waited, it seemed to take forever to get our food but we had time to bag Diesel for his mishap. Whist we were waiting for our food we had heard that the cook was a bit hung over so we were dreading what we were getting for lunch,   we didn’t have to wait much longer then our lunch was served and as usual it was good, every time we go there we are never disappointed. So after more of talking bullshit we headed of back to the highway for a stop at the BP at Morayfield where we would say our goodbyes and feed our 2 wheeled steeds. A few of us went home via the inner city bypass, just so Gringo didn’t have to pay the toll and some went over the big coat hanger. All in all a top day spent with good friends we managed 307klm for the day. 
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