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ELVIS’ KITCHEN 

 

We’d made a conscious effort to have closer ties with our friends in the Stoke 

Chapter. Mark Sutherland was an ex-Hatter that had relocated to the Stoke area 

due to work commitments and then found himself duly elected as Director of the 

Chapter. That’ll teach him not to go to the bar during the AGM. 

Meanwhile, back on subject, a few members of the committee met Mark and a 

couple of other Stokers at Elvis’ Kitchen in Hazel Grove during the winter to 

explore the idea of getting together. Fast forward to May. No rideout planned for 

the 18th, so Jackie our Ladies of Harley rep thought it might be a good idea to 

ask Mark if they wanted to come up to Elvis’ for a burger and a natter. She also 

advertised it to the Hatters, just in case anyone was kicking their heels and had 

nothing to do. A few phone calls to Elvis’ confirmed that we would be coming with 

some of the Stoke Chapter but we couldn’t confirm any numbers. 

A bright, sunny morning gave the hope that a reasonable number might turn out, 

but when we got there, the car park was rammed full of Harleys. A total of 55 

had turned up. Not down at the end of Lonely Street then. 

 

 
 

The staff at Elvis’ did a great job of feeding the multitude, with burgers and hot 

dogs taking the place of loaves and fishes.  

 

The day was too good to waste, so rather than go home, we decided to set the 

Stoke Chapter on their way and have a (soft) drink at the Bleeding Wolf, some 

way south of Congleton. 



 
 

Regular readers will know that a rideout’s measure of success depends on two 

criteria; nobody falling off and nobody getting lost. Whilst fortunately nobody fell 

off, it is my sad duty to report that one of our Road Captains did get lost. No 

names here, because we wouldn’t want to embarrass anyone, but our lost Road 

Captain forgot the golden rule of turning up with a full tank and empty bladder, so 

he stopped off in Congleton to fuel up and didn’t know which way the rest of us 

had gone. A couple of frantic phone calls later and we directed our lost sheep to 

the pub. We still don’t know how much fuel he put in his tank. It may have been 

two gallons or it may have been TWO PINTS, I really couldn’t say. 

 

 
 

JSP 


