The 27th Dreirad Treffen September 2019
Fadungen Southern Germany

First I must apologise for not writing this sooner but my computer threw a wobbly and I had to wait for my Daughter to come through from the capital to remedy the problem, then I went on holiday and time just seemed to pass by.

The start of my problems were just 10 miles from home, up till that point everything had gone smoothly. I booked the crossing through Newcastle to Ijmuiden travelling with Tom, and had arranged a stopover at Leverkusen near Koln before travelling onwards with Paul Williams.

I left home with plenty of time to meet Tom at Innerleithen for an early lunch but as I entered Cumnock just 10 miles into the trip I noticed that my charging system was showing low volts. The Sparkbrite lamp was hovering between Green and red, a kind of orange. At the top of the hill in town I stopped and checked out the wires and earths…just a cursory wiggle then was back on the throttle. On reaching the lunch stop being early I had the bonnet up and did a more extensive investigation and came to the conclusion that the battery could be the faulty component…electronics don’t fail normally. A local informed that Halfords had a branch in the next town, Galashiels, so when Tom arrived I was closing up and getting organized. An early lunch and coffee and we were off Tom leading to Halfords where a new battery a 063 was bought and fitted in quick time, then off we went to Newcastle Tom in the lead and me watching the Sparkbrite  alternating with the road.
On arrival at the ferry I confirmed to Tom that there was little or no improvement with the new battery, should I quit or push on…push on says Tom so we duly booked on and were loaded in quick time.

The crossing was uneventful other than Tom  thought we were overcharged for dinner in the restaurant. Down on the car deck the car started first go and the light went to green but on the dockside we stopped to fiddle with the wires etc. then fueled up and set off for Leverkusen. Out on the motorway the light kept flickering but the engine was running well and the miles were clocking up, the light decided to change to red again so at the lunch stop I checked the engine earth and cleaned all the terminals with a file, nice and shiny, before moving the earth closer to the ignition system. Back on the road and progress was good but when we turned south to Koln I noticed that the Northbound traffic was very heavy and static at times( we’ll not use the same route back home). Undeterred we pushed  on and made Pauls’ house at 5.00 ahead of schedule and after a few drinks and supper we retired to bed. The weather had been glorious all the way from Ayr and we were in good spirits irrespective of the problems.

Friday saw us on the road to Fladungen with Paul as point and Tom as TEC, and progress was unhindered as we bowled through Germany on cross country roads and a mix of Autobahn. Coffee stop complete we pressed on and stopped for lunch at a wayside hotel that was getting ready for a Funeral Tea but they were happy to serve us and suitable refreshed we continued to the Treffen Hotel meeting up with familiar faces and their cars. My problem was still present  and I was always thinking of what could be the cause and the solution, “when your standing in the forest it can be difficult to see the trees.”

However between changing the batteries I had been able to keep going and Tom was ever encouraging to keep going “it will be ok”. We also met with the other British entrants both of whom had catastrophic failures on route to the ferry, had called rescue services and got home them at breakneck speed had managed to catch a ferry and proceed to the event in their daily cars.
The hotel was first class and we duly settled in having a beer and meal, the evening passed quickly.
Saturday morning came quickly and after breakfast our organizer got us in line for the departure, the organizer was travelling with his wife in a friend’s car and travelled at a suitable speed for the convoy to follow. Once out in the countryside the speed did not really increase but the weather was glorious and very hot for us west coast people, our skins are more suited to being waterproof. Various stops were made along the way with a special stop at lunchtime, at a Glider Airfield, where it was a fend for yourself at the many cafes, not like previous events where the meals were organized and included in the entry money. But you could argue that we had paid no entry money so that was ok. After lunch my car failed to start so I had to push it out of the parking space, uphill then bump start down out of the car park. The next stop was close to the old East/West border and we walked along a trail to view the remains of the fence, guard tower etc. before going for an ice cream, then a quick run back down hill to the hotel. By now the light was on most of the time and my concerns were rising should I leave the car at the hotel then return with my trailer????
 The plot for Sunday was a shock!!!

The Organizer announced at Saturday dinner that he was going home in the morning to fix his car and by using Sat Nav we could proceed to two scenic points. Now being British I did not fully understand what was said or indeed it’s implications. I was too wrapped up in problems of my own, by now both of my batteries were low in charge however over dinner it transpired that David Q had a battery charger with him so both batteries were taken to my room and duly put on charge, that would give me a duty and stand-by as required.

Sunday morning dawned and I got my battery installed and the car was running sweetly, but the light was still red. I carried on following one of the German cars that had taken over the role of Point and the day again was very hot, the route took us to view a Steam Museum in Meiningen, only to find that it was not open, our original organizer had thrown us a wobbly, so we pressed on to visit the Simpson Museum in Suhl where we spent a good hour looking at cars , bikes and other items associated with the East German manufacturer. Then it was find a café for lunch and ice cream before returning by a different route to the hotel. Battery out and put on charge for the run home. 
At this point emails started to announce that there was some discontent regards the organizer who had buggered off. By Monday evening the emails had blown into a serious matter and the nett result was the organizer resigned from the German Triking Group. Heigh ho.
I had other problems on my mind, how to return the 400 miles to the ferry then continue another 150 to my home in Ayr. Axel from Veitwiess close to Koln suggested that Tom and I accompany him and Hilda to his house/workshop to effect any repairs and thus we set off on a German tour using only backroads…a great route buzzing along through country roads skimming towns  stopping for coffee and lunch on route. The plan was in fact to spend a night on  route however finding a hotel with two singles and a double was proving harder than anticipated. The use of the mobile phone is great and soon Hilda had located a hotel, the problem was locating it we had a few blind ends before we located a lane running through fields, then down a tight alley hairpin bend and there it was hidden from view in a lovely location in a glen. The mileage passed the 200 mark and still I concluded that we were still a long way off getting to Axel’s before dark. They had beer and Snitchel so that was good, the bed comfy and the breakfast adequate cereal and cold meats etc. In the morning we crossed the Rhine south of Remagen on a ferry and pushed on. Back on the road all was well until my car gave a bang and stopped, by this time the volts were low(voltage was being monitored by a plug in volt gauge in the cigar lighter) reading about 10.5 volts. Pulled in to the side of the road and swapped the batteries over and we were off again and duly reached Axel’s Home where we settled in to the workshop, with the cars in the yard we were able to go through our collective problems mine the recurring problem, and Tom’s trying to sort out his rear lights he had had a short causing wires to burn out and the loss of his brake lights the air turned blue as Tom contorted to get into his boot holding a torch in his mouth and trying to light the workzone whilst manipulating tools etc…you should try it some time, lucky he did not swallow the torch.  Using our camping gear, Axel had camp beds so we were quite comfy, also a shower in workshop.

Next morning we had an option a day off or to continue to Amsterdam or to go to Dusseldorf to a car showroom/saleroom, that specializes in classic and vintage cars. We opted for the trip to the car showroom and Axel drove while we took in the views. The showroom was something else, built in an old railway maintenance workshop it is semicircular and had many salerooms offering a huge variety of cars some with eyewatering prices. Back at the workshop we prepared for the run over to Amsterdam the following day. Me I tried to charge the batteries but only one would hold a charge was this the original problem???.
After a good breakfast we set off using A roads through Germany and then into Holland, I spent my time watching the volt gauge, a sudden dip after about 50 miles proved to be just that a dip! Then we sped on to Amsterdam having coffee and lunch at stops by the roadside, the route was interesting with visits to towns that would have been bypassed had we opted for Autobahn. Getting to the outskirts of Amsterdam the voltage started to drop into the 11volt region but we plodded on and made the ferry with an hour to spare. While Tom was loaded early I had to sit on the quayside wondering if the car would perform or fail to start. No problem duly started and loaded, now I was on the home run, if it conked out now I could phone AA home rescue and sit back.

The return sail was uneventful and we duly unloaded in Newcastle, I was among the early cars off so had to await Tom outside the docks, then we fueled up and set off for home, the car was running very well and taking hills in it’s stride then the Border moors loomed and after crossing the first summit the car coughed and the engine stopped , dipped the clutch and coasted to the bottom of the hill. Now I was without a spare battery  and the spare one in the car was flat, so rather than buggering about out came the mobile phone and a rescue was organized. No point in Tom waiting so he sped off for Edinburgh and I sat on the grass. While the “Home” service of the AA works very well it is a bit long winded, they have to ascertain that the car is in fact broken down ie. Send a mechanic, well I managed to avoid that step by saying it was a special ignition system with parts not readily available. The first recovery truck took me back to Newcastle then across to Gretna where it was unloaded. Then the second truck took me to Hamilton, then the third took me home so it was teatime before I was able to put the car in the garage.

While sitting in the navigators seat in the first recovery I realized that I could of effected a repair and got me home,” remember when in the forest it’s hard to see the trees” Tom’s car uses the same battery and it was fully charged, had we swapped batteries we might have had to bump his car but by the time we parted my battery would have been charged to allow me to make home.

Was the Treffen worth it….oh yes there is no doubt about that.

My problem was a bit of a dampener but I got home so that was a success, albeit it was always knowing at my mind, with me thinking of causes and solutions. At least I now have a fully serviced electrical system nice clean contacts etc.
The choice of the Organizer was a mistake…he had volunteered to do the task without having experience in attending events or assisting in organizing an event albeit he was “Audi savey”. He did not even have a trailer to hand should anyone require it.
Will I be at the 2020 event in Deventer in Holland…oh yes I will as long as I’m in good health, these are fun events to run about with like minded people in similar trikes with engines of all sizes. Good company and an organizer who is competent and there will be a rescue trailer if needed
Morals of this tale is to carry spares, but how many do you attach, tow a trailer with one of everything. No, but take what is reasonable and trust on madam luck to get you home. When going deep into Europe it is best to travel in convoy so assistance can be shared, even if its to give words of comfort.

What was the problem…the rectifier/regulator a sealed electronic unit had gone wonky and #110.00 later it is running again, I also bought one for a 1000cc Guzzi Le Mans and it was only #27 and it’s the same unit!!! So it is now the spare.
                                  Keep three wheels turning
