
Monsoon Madness 

 
A sort of collective craze gripped the bike hashers of the New 
Territories on Saturday, March 30, 2013 as the monsoon came 
down from the north, bringing clouds, squalls and rain. A bike hash 
had been announced five days earlier in honour of a fleeting visit to 
these shores by Pete Northam, but the leader, Steve Reels, 
promptly disappeared for the week to the wilds of northern Hunan, 
leaving everybody, including Pete, with an is-it-or-isn’t-it-on 
question mark. 

Come Saturday morning it was cool and overcast, with rain 
forecast for the afternoon, “heavier later”. But in a move 
reminiscent of the glory days of Gower, Gatting and Gooch, The 
G-Men stepped up to the plate and Pete “Go West” Northam, 
Adrian “G-Spot” Brock-Hollinshead and Steve “Golden Balls” 
Reels proclaimed they would ride. In the alley behind the Bobby 
London, 19 other riders joined them: Hamish Low, Bruce Fox, 
Andy Yates, Lisa Evans and Kieran, Jacky Chan, Carl Pearse, 
Douglas Yeung, John Lane, Ruth Hunt, Sheila Asmurf, Andy Moss, 
Mike and Carol from Fugro and the entire Moss clan: Fe, Jessica, 



Joanna, John and Juliette. 

As we gathered for the group photo the rain started – but it was 
just a short shower, and the 22-strong group strung out along the 
Tai Po nullah, past Tai Wo and Hong Lok Yuen and on to the Kau 
Lung Hang pagoda, where KY Lam was seen getting her bike out 
of the car. The arrival of the chasing Jim Gibson brought the group 
to 24. 

Up the railway line, past Cow Pat and through the back roads to 
Lo Wai and the old Fanling villages, where Kieran and John Moss 
attempted to hijack the ride onto another route. But Reels, who 
clearly had no idea where he was, steadfastly instructed Evans to 
lead the way to Sha Tau Kok Road, from where the route went 
past Suen Douh Camp and San Wai walled village and on to the 
Water Authority Road along Ng Tung River. 

As we approached the Lo Wu pipes Yeung took a nasty fall and 
grazed his knee. The rain intensified, so it was a relief to get to the 
dining hall at Ho Sheung Heung – next to the temporary bamboo 
opera theatre – for beers, hot coffees and egg sarnies. 

At this point the Moss clan, Yeung and Gibson, sensing the 
impending monsoon gloom, bailed out on the direct route back to 
Tai Po. The other 17 continued along Sheung Yue River, over 
Fanling Highway and into the tardis of Tong Kung Leng, where it 
once again became apparent that Reels hadn’t the slightest clue 
which way to go. Again, he valiantly delegated leadership, this time 
to Pearse, whose wife hails from these parts. It was 4.30 and the 
lights were already on under a dismal, louring sky. There was no 
other word for the rain now but “heavy”; however, spirits were 
inexplicably high. “I’m loving this,” said Sheila, “it’s just like riding in 
Scotland.” 



On a dirt track Evans inhaled something or other that led to a five-
minute coughing fit, but there was no lasting damage and the pack 
regrouped at Cheung Lek before the swooping ride out to 19th 
Hole daipaidong and sustenance, but the planned stop was 
abandoned in favour of a dash back to Tai Po before it got too 
dark. An exhilarating spin past Experimental Farm was followed by 
the tricky single-track paths of Target Valley, and then disaster 
struck. The pack fractured into two groups. The lead pack of nine 
carried on with Brock-Hollinshead leading the way to Police 
Tactical Unit and the cycle tracks of Fanling, while I waited at a 
junction for the backmarkers, which included the youngest (Kieran) 
and oldest (Lane) riders on the tour. After a couple of minutes I 
went back to look, but there was no sign of them, and with the 
intricate maze of paths there was no way of knowing where they 
were. What I hadn’t told anybody was that I didn’t know the way 
out myself, and was relying on someone with local knowledge to 
show me. The tracks and paths were now streams, and I 
glissaded these watercourses for ages before emerging onto the 
Fanling cycle tracks. There were several messages on my phone, 
and I could recognize Evans' voice, but it was strangely garbled. It 
sounded as if hysteria had set in. I couldn’t understand a word of it. 
Oh my god, lost in Target Valley under darkling clouds. Muffled 
screams emanated from my phone. And then I remembered that I 
had Lam’s car keys in my pocket, and she didn’t have a raincoat 
and was soaked and cold. Doghouse! 

I rode back to Kau Lung Hang as fast as I could. There was the 
car, but no sign of KY Lam. Was she still lost? Had she gone on to 
Tai Po? “They’re all in the daipaidong mate,” said Fox as he 
whizzed past. The daipaidong! I hadn’t even thought of that. And 
there they were, well into the beer, Evans still with her phone 
muffled in a plastic bag. 

Lam got in her car, Evans and Kieran went home and Yates, Lane, 
Hill and I rode back to Tai Po and the rendezvous at King’s Belly. 



Full route clocked by Brock-Hollinshead at 37.6km. 

What else? Oh yes. It was on to Yuen Long and curry at Shaffi’s 
courtesy of Roger Zimmerman. Great end to a memorable ride. 

The gallery. 


