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I have now added some new pages to my site covering our trip to Newport in 

South Wales and also updated our trip on the ToroTrail with some Youtube vide-

os.  They can be found here 

 

http://sites.google.com/site/tinytravelstheworld/trip-06---wales 

http://sites.google.com/site/tinytravelstheworld/Home/trail-espana 

 

Tiny  

Just a few things:- 

 

Open Day on  

15th May.  Big 

thanks to everyone 

who helped out 

and turned up, it 

turned out to be a 

very productive 

event in terms of 

recruitment of 

new members into 

the club. 

 

Here are a couple 

of pictures taken 

on the day. 

 

A big Thanks to 

Steve for setting 

up the use of Bur-

ton Nurseries for 

the event. 

 

...and Iôve been 

asked (at the 

Council meeting) 

to delete mention of ride outs on the events page, after Charlie's accident.   They 

are not cancelled, but all the regular riders know where to turn up and at what 

time.  It might change if there is a run out starting at a different time/place, or if 

there is going to be a run out which is to be done in accordance with the IAM 

guidelines. 

See you out and about - Pete 

http://sites.google.com/site/tinytravelstheworld/trip-06---wales
http://sites.google.com/site/tinytravelstheworld/Home/trail-espana
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Kent Advanced Motorcyclists are riding around parts of the country to celebrate 

30 years as a solus motorcycle group.  They were the first to do it in the IAM, 

with WAM becoming a separate group in itôs own right around 1982, having bro-

ken away from the Wirral Car group which was formed in 1979/1980.   Anyway, 

we are thinking of joining in the run with them on the 13th June, and plan to join 

them at Crossgates, and ride up to the Cat & Fiddle.  I think more detail will be 

available at the June club night, but here is the itinerary from the Kent lot.   

(perhaps optimistic for timings??) 

 

0800 leave Bristol Cribbs. Travel to Merthyr Tydfil via Severn Bridge M48, A48 

then A470 Merthyr Tydfil follow A470 to Newtown. 

 

We are Meeting Congleton Advanced at Crossgates. There is a station there and 

refreshments. We are hoping to be there for 1000 and then onto The Cat & Fid-

dle for about 1400. There is a Carvery available from 1200 until 2100 
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Triumph are holding an event in September [ see below ]  

 

Does anyone fancy going?   It helps if you ride a Triumph, but you donôt have 

to!!!   Discuss at the club night.   If there is interest, Iôve got a great route to Mal-

lory Park!! - Pete 

 

About The Event 

September 18th 2010 is the date that all Triumph fans need to put in their diaries, 

as this is the day that we celebrate 20 years since the successful re-launch of our 

iconic brand.  A packed day of entertainment is being lined up for Triumph Live, 

a new festival which will take place at the Mallory Park race circuit in Leicester-

shire, with factory tours scheduled to take place at our headquarters in nearby 

Hinckley.   We promise a few exclusive additional surprises for fans making the 

trip to this special event and our party will carry on long into the night, with a full 

programme of live music planned ï with a big-name headline act due to be an-

nounced very soon. 

ADULTS - 

Ã24 when 

you buy 

online, Ã29 

on the gate 
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June 2009.  

Timôs Trip Report for WAM ï The Bali/Sulawesi volcano and 

jungle experience. 
 

.....Continued from Last month........ 

 June 16th 2009, Poso and Tentena via Napu. I was looking forward to the ride, 

but this exceeded my expectations. I was amazed at how the jungle covered lower 

slopes of the mountains opened out into an upland, grassland plateau area of Lore, 

with hardly any people around. The mountain peaks rise to over 2000m. I rode 

past Mount Nokilalaki, near Palu ï see plan, which rises to some 2355m. There 

are a few villages in Napu and everyone is very friendly. Some of the gradients on 

the trip were extreme. For some kilometers I labored uphill thruô the jungle in first 

gear. I was horrified when I looked 

down at the fuel gauge to see that it 

registered empty ï with no sign of 

life around! Luckily at the top of the 

slope there was an even steeper gra-

dient down, [see photograph 3], and 

the gauge then indicated half full 

[empty?]. At the bottom of this slope, 

luckily, there was a village called 

Desa [Village] Sedoa, see plan, 

where I could take on fuel from bot-

tles and have a drink of coffee in a 

roadside ñwarongò or caf®. Thisis in 

Kecamatan [District] Lore Utara, 

Kabupatan [Region] Poso.One of the 

problems with step thruôs is that the 

fuel tank is positionedunder the seat. 

This involved unstrapping my lug-

gage to fuel up. Most locals ride two 

up, [at least!], and often use back-

packs and sling the cargo over the 

frame in front of the rider. I did not 

care for this method because of the discomfort of riding legs splayed apart and the 

difficulty in lashing the cargo down securely. The step thruô frame size is funda-

mentally too small for most Europeans -although it is much more user friendly for 

the generally smaller Asians. The descent down into the lowlands is impressive 

with steep, unsurfaced roads disappearing into the tall trees. Under the canopy it 

can be quite dark, with huge contrast to the overhead sun ï in this area which is 

only a few miles South of the Equator. I stopped briefly in Poso to see Family 

friends and refreshment before riding on to Tentena, by the North end of Lake 

tƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘ оΦ WǳƴŜ мсǘƘ нллфΦ aƻǘƻǊπ
ŎȅŎƭŜ ǊƛŘŜ ƛƴ /ŜƴǘǊŀƭ {ǳƭŀǿŜǎƛ ŦǊƻƳ 
tŀƭǳ ǘƻ ¢ŜƴǘŜƴŀΣ Ǿƛŀ bŀǇǳ ŀƴŘ tƻǎƻΣ 
ƻƴ ммлŎŎ IƻƴŘŀ .ƭŀŘŜ ƳƻǘƻǊŎȅŎƭŜΦ 
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Poso, arriving there at 18.00, just as it was quickly going dark and starting to rain, 

with a power cut on. I met a Family friend for a few, most welcome beers, having 

covered 277km in 11 hours during the day. I felt really weary and saddle sore, but 

elated with the ride and the fact that I had seen an area I had longed wished to 

visit. The following morning, Wednesday, June 17th 2009, I inspected a small plot 

of land which we have purchased near to Lake Poso in Tentena. I then rode on the 

87km to my home village of Ensa, via Taripa and Tomata. See plan. Tomata is a 

village which was provided with a gravity, spring fed water supply by myself and 

others working for Care Canada in 1981. I was really happy to see that it is still in 

use and indeed my young family there now make use of it. See photograph 7. In 

those days it was a real 

adventure to get there 

from Poso in a 4WD 

Land Cruiser. Nowa-

days the road is main-

ly surfaced and the 

bridges and culverts 

constructed and align-

ment greatly improved 

by major earthworks 

and jungle clearance. 

Ensa is about 12km to 

the East of Tomata on 

the road to Kolono-

dale. See plan. I ar-

rived in Ensa at 15:00 

from Tentena and To-

mata. My Mother in 

Law was rather sur-

prised, to say the least, 

as she did not know I 

would be ópopping inô 

ï from England. Actu-

ally I thought that she knew I was coming as we had sent advance signals to Indo-

nesia. It seems that in this remote area the message had not got thru!. But, no 

problem, and there was a happy reunion all round. One of the first jobs to be done 

was to assist my Sister in Law, Elle, to clean the plastic hose pipe to the spring 

some several hundred meters away - so that we had running water. Some years 

ago we hadpurchased the pipes and these simply follow the contours of the ground 

winding thruô the village and under the raised, wooden, houses. Periodically the 

low points need flushing out ï no wash out valves ï and the sections of pipe simp-

ly pull apart releasing any debris. I was encouraged to work quickly and not to 

tarry under the tall, coconut palms. At this time of year the fruit drops suddenly 

tƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘ тΦ WǳƴŜ мфǘƘ нллфΦ ¢ƛƳ ǿƛǘƘ {ƛǎǘŜǊ ς 

ƛƴ - [ŀǿ ƻƴ ŀ ǘǊŀƛƭ ōƛƪŜ ƳŀŘŜ ōȅ άYŀƛǎŜǊέΦ {ǳǊǇǊƛǎπ
ƛƴƎƭȅ ŦŜǿ ǘǊŀƛƭ ōƛƪŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǎƻƭŘ ƛƴ LƴŘƻƴŜǎƛŀΦ 
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Please note ALL observersé 
 
 

ALL  OBSERVERS MUST keep both their 
IAM and  WAM group membership current 

for group insurance purposes.  

and if one lands on you, it would not be a health benefit! The small trickle of wa-

ter, running under gravity all the time, looks insignificant, but it fills up a large 

tank and is absolutely vital for the Family. Similarly the flicker of lite from a 

small candle is vital after dark as there is no reliable electricity in the village. This 

latter fact means that, whilst beer be sold in Ensa, it is not cold and oneôs sun-

downer drinking pleasure is reduced. I was really grateful to my Brother in Law, 

Asi, when on the second evening ï unprompted - he made the 24km round trip to 

Tomata, where electricity is more reliable, to purchase a slab of ice. Chunks of ice 

were hammered off to cool the beer. It is hard to describe the inner peace and sat-

isfaction that I have in the village. I guess it is due in part to the fact that it is such 

an arduous journey from 

England and the environ-

ment so totally different 

that one can really relax 

with the Family. Since 

leaving England I have not 

seen or heard any news in 

newspapers or television. I 

do not care one bit. I have 

a short wave wireless, but 

reception of the BBC 

World Service is poor 

currently, so I do not both-

er. Early one morning, 

with the village of Ensa 

still shrouded in mist I 

went to the once a week 

local market there with 

Elle. This is very colourful 

with all manner of produce 

and products. Asi took me 

tƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘ сΦ WǳƴŜ муǘƘ нллфΦ ¢ƛƳΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ 
ōǊŜŀƪ ŦǊƻƳ ƳƻǘƻǊŎȅŎƭƛƴƎΣ ƛƴ 
ǘƘŜ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ƻŦ 9ƴǎŀΣ /ŜƴǘǊŀƭ {ǳƭŀǿŜǎƛ ς ƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ 
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to show his kebun, or small plantation, where he grows various crops, including 

dry land rice, cocoa, oranges and other assorted fruits and vegetables. There is a 

pondok or small wooden house there, used to rest in during the midday heat. I sat 

there taking in the scene, a beautiful landscape of plantations, fields and moun-

tains beyond, before dozing off. Asi returned with a geroba or cattle pulled wood-

en cart. We trundled back to the village in this, the cattle sometimes knee deep in 

mud, whilst we bounced around in the creaking and groaning cart. The pace is 

pretty regal and the cattle need to be encouraged to pull.  Much to the amusement 

of the villagers I had a go at driving. See photograph 6. I even managed a full 180 

degree turn. All too soon it was time to leave Ensa. I rode gently back to Tentena, 

on Friday, June 19th 2009, admiring the views and sucking in the unpolluted air at 

numerous rest and photographic stops. I stayed two nites in Tentena waiting for 

my Father in Law and Brother in Law, with his Daughter, to arrive on the overnite 

bus from Ujung Pandang in South Sulawesi ï where they had been on a hospital 

trip. This journey took 17 hours. We had something of a Family reunion in Ten-

tena when they finally arrived. We were able to enjoy ï cool ï beers together at 

the Caf® Ongga Bale - built out over the Poso River on wooden stilts. I took time 

out to go to visit the construction of a significant hydro electric power project at 

waterfalls on the Poso River, just to the North of Tentena at a village called 

Sulewana. With mixed feelings I noted the construction of pylons to carry the ca-

bles ï recognizing the importance of a reliable power supply whist regretting the 

visual intrusions which are inherently necessary. On the Sunday morning, June 

21st 2009, at first lite at 06.00, I set off alone, after a coffee - but no time to cook 

the breakfast rice, on what was to prove to be probably my most challenging day 

ever riding a motorcycle. I was heading from Tentena back to Palu via the Bada 

area around Gintu and then the Gintu/Gimpu trail via Moa and on thruô Kulawi 

Northwards into Palu City. Sunday is not an ideal day to travel in this area, as 

most folk attend church and there is little activity or movement. Heading West-

wards from Tentena I soon reached Tonusu, where I turned right, into the moun-

tains, off the road around the West side of Lake Poso leading Southwards to Pen-

dolo. The road twisted upwards very steeply and I was soon surrounded just by the 

jungle and clouds. No one was around nor was there any traffic. No one to turn to 

for help if there were a problem. After a couple of hours thus I began to see one or 

two folk by the side of the road or in their ñkebunò. Several vehicles came in the 

other direction ï always a good sign that the road ahead is open and not blocked 

by fallen trees or the road subsided away. As it became warmer the clouds melted 

away. I reached a high point in the road and then ahead I saw below a wide plat-

eau area of open country, surrounded by mountains. This is the area around Gintu, 

known as Bada. I descended down to the plateau, looking for a place to fuel up 

and eat breakfast. I saw some petrol in bottles for sale by the side of the road. I 

filled up and took stock of my situation. This was virtually the end of the line as 

far as 4 wheel traffic could go. From nearby it was the jungle trail, but where did it 

start? I asked if there be any warong, knowing that it would be very unlikely here. 
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The folk from whom I purchased the petrol invited me into their own house and 

kindly gave me egg and rice and coffee. This is part of the culture here in Bada. 

They did not ask for any money nor did they necessarily expect it. However folk 

are poor here and I left something ñfor the anak anakò, or children. An enterpris-

ing chap on a motorcycle offered to guide me to the start of the jungle trail, as 

long as I bought him some petrol. I readily took up his offer and we set off. From 

past experience I know that local knowledge and assistance is vital in these situa-

tions. We soon reached the wide Lariang river near to Gintu. On the other side is 

the village of Lengkeka. A bridge abutment was in place, but we did not ride up it. 

Instead we turned off and rode by the side of it to the river itself. The bridge deck 

had not been constructed, nor did it seem that at any time in the near future there 

would be further activity. I was not quite sure what would happen next - as I had 

not anticipated a river crossing here, [my plan indicated a bridge was in place!]. 

The river was too wide and deep to transit with the motorcycle ï nor would it be 

practical or safe to place poles thruô the wheels and hire 4 men to lift the bike 

across. My guide shouted out loudly and after a time someone appeared on the 

opposite bank and I noticed a small raft on there. There was an outboard motor 

attached and it came across to my side. See photograph 8. A short, bowed, narrow, 

timber plank 

was rested on 

the raft - bob-

bing around in 

the current - and 

the river bank. It 

was quite steep 

and I knew what 

I had to do next, 

but dreaded it. I 

had to fire up 

my machine, 

take aim and 

ride, taking care 

not to stall or 

ride off the edge 

of the plank. 

Remember to 

brake hard once 

on the raft to 

avoid riding 

right across it, 

into the river. [A 

little like the famous scene in The Italian Job movie where a car was trying to 

drive on to the ramp of a moving vehicle]. This was as far as my guide took me. 

tƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘ уΦ WǳƴŜ нмǎǘ нллфΦ wƛǾŜǊ ŎǊƻǎǎƛƴƎ ōȅ ǊŀƊ 
ƴŜŀǊ DƛƴǘǳΣ /ŜƴǘǊŀƭ 

{ǳƭŀǿŜǎƛΦ ¢ƘŜ ōǊƛŘƎŜ ŀōǳǘƳŜƴǘǎ ŀǊŜ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ 
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Once off the raft on the other side I was on my own again. Coming off the raft was 

very slightly easier than riding on to it. At first the trail was reasonably wide and 

level and not really a problem for riding, especially as I had been blest with dry 

weather so the track was not too slippery in most places. Eventually I reached the 

village of Tuare, 6km from Lengkeka, which itself is 4.5km from Gintu  It was at 

this point that things began to change dramatically. The ground around began to 

close in as I entered a valley at the edge of the plateau area and the vegetation 

changed to jungle. The trail became very narrow and twisty with numerous chang-

es in elevation. I saw no one. I began to wonder if it was wise to proceed ï espe-

cially as I had received very mixed local reports about the condition of this trail. I 

thought to myself, ñItôs only 45km from Tuare to Lempeleroò, [near Gimpu], 

which is where the jungle trail opens up again and 4 wheel vehicles can reach. Not 

wishing to be defeated I carried on. The trail required me to be ever more physical 

with the bike to progress. It was all first gear work and the bike had to be lifted, 

leant over to get under fallen trees, see photograph 9, and paddled along up very 

steep, slippery and stony slopes. To my right was the mountainside and to my left 

a very long drop 

down to the Lariang 

River- glimpsed from 

time to time thruô the 

huge trees of the jun-

gle. It was quite dark 

and damp and humid 

under the canopy and 

I was soon dripping 

with perspiration. 

Being less than a 

meter wide it was no 

place to fall off. It is 

unlikely that one 

would be easily 

found in this unfortu-

nate event as you and 

your machine would 

be swallowed up by 

the jungle. In any 

case rescue would be 

virtually impossible to the impenetrable nature of the vegetated slopes. The most 

tricky part was safely riding the incredibly steep descents, with loose stones and 

mud surface. Braking too hard would cause the front end to lock up and slide side-

ways, with disastrous results. This fact focused the mind somewhat! I took care to 

weigh up each situation before engaging first gear, steering around obstacles and 

trying to avoid braking.  Invariably at the bottom of each descent would be a rock 

tƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘ фΦ WǳƴŜ нмǎǘ нллфψCŀƭƭŜƴ ǘǊŜŜ ǘǊǳƴƪǎ 
ƻƊŜƴ ōƭƻŎƪ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǳǘŜ ǘƘǊǳΩ ǘƘŜ ƧǳƴƎƭŜ ƛƴ /ŜƴǘǊŀƭ 
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filled stream and an almost impossibly sharp and steep left turn up an equally 

steep slope to the one just descended. I preferred the ascents though. A long as 

you could keep going and not stall or begin to slide uncontrollably backwards you 

would prevail. All this effort was rewarded though with spectacular views of the 

jungle, which few would ever see. See photograph 10. After several hours of ardu-

ous travel along the trail, seeing no one, I eventually saw folk in their kebun. I had 

reached the jungle village of 

Moa. How relieved I felt. It had 

taken me 9 hours of hard, physi-

cal riding to cover the 101km 

between Tentena and Moa. 

There was to be, however, a vi-

cious sting in the tail for me near 

Moa. The suspension bridge 

over the river was broken and it 

was clearly not due for repair 

soon. See photograph 11. I 

looked, with dismay, at the boul-

der strewn river. I knew I could 

not manhandle the bike across 

myself. Even if I had been able 

so to do, the steep, slippery bank 

on the other side would have 

defeated me. I waded across the 

river, leaving my bike, to go to 

the village for help. A man ap-

peared from a thatched hut, the 

village was clearly desperately 

June 2009. Timôs Trip Report for 

WAM ï The Bali/Sulawesi volca-

no and jungle experience. poor, 

with no services, and I explained 

my predicament. I doubt if Indone-

sian was his mother tongue. How-

ever, he waded back across the 

river with me and somehow the 

two of us managed to cajole the 

bike across and up the opposite 

bank. I thanked him for his efforts 

and gave a small consideration. I 

am always careful with river cross-

ings as usually it is necessary to 

tƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘ млΦ WǳƴŜ нмǎǘ нллфΦ {ǇŜŎǘŀŎπ
ǳƭŀǊ ǾƛŜǿǎ ƻŦ ǇǊƛƳŀǊȅ ƧǳƴƎƭŜ ƛƴ /ŜƴǘǊŀƭ 
{ǳƭŀǿŜǎƛ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ DƛƳǇǳ κ Dƛƴǘǳ ƧǳƴƎƭŜ 
ǘǊŀƛƭΦ 

tƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘ ммΦ WǳƴŜ нмǎǘ нллфΦ .ǊƻƪŜƴ 
ǎǳǎǇŜƴǎƛƻƴ ōǊƛŘƎŜ ŀǘ ŀ ǊƛǾŜǊ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǊŜπ
ƳƻǘŜΣ ƧǳƴƎƭŜ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ƻŦ aƻŀΣ ƛƴ /ŜƴǘǊŀƭ 
{ǳƭŀǿŜǎƛΦ 

Continued next month...................... 
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WIRRAL ADVANCED 

MOTORCYCLISTS 

Diary of Events   

 
www.w-a-m.co.uk/diary.htm 

 

**************** 

June 

8th Club night  - - IAM Examiner ï Provisional  

13th - possible run out with Kent and Congleton 

Advanced Motorcyclists - see info in magazine [page 4] 

**************** 

July 

13th Club night 

 

***************** 

August 

10th Club night 
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Wallasey 
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