
Forestry Journal 4/1250 www.forestryjournal.co.uk

Pics: Dave Alexander

When Granny McNaught REACHES 
THE wood, she meets the bikers

I’ve hired my wood out to a 
motorcycling club, Jack. Quite 

frankly I’m worried they’re 
wrecking the place

Well, call 
the police

Oh Toby – 
you and 

your money-
making 

ideas

They’re not the sort of 
chaps you want to argue 
with. That little old lady 
– I’m not sure she should 

be going up there

That’s Granny McNaught 
– she can look after 

herself, believe you me

And her 
dog’s never 

far away

Not a simple as that, 
Jack. I should have got 

permission from the 
council and all that…

Just felling a couple of trees. 
We need a bit of space. Why? 

What’s it to you, old lady? Hey! Less 
of the ‘old’

Fang? Come 
here, boy!!

Oh, take no notice 
of Fang. He’s 
just a puppy

Now, don’t savage 
the gentlemen, Fang, 

there’s a good boy. 
Remember you got in 

trouble last time

So, as I was saying, you don’t fell a 
tree like that, cutting it four feet 

off the ground. you have to put in a 
gob and make a back cut. Which way 

do you want it to fall?

There – that’s 
how you fell a 

tree. Now you try

GRRr…

What are 
you doing?
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TOBY AND JACK’S CONVERSATION 
IS RUDELY INTERRUPTED…

And fang’s never far behind

TEN minutes later…

THAT NIGHT AT THE PUB

Is this 
your bike?

AH, THERE 
YOU GO

That’s 
my 

bike!

Er, 
yes

Don’t 
touch 
that!

Hamish 
and I 

used to 
have a 

bike, God 
rest his 

soul. 650 
Norton. 
Is this 
where 

you 
start it?

AArgh !!

UgHh…

Nice machine – got 
a fair bit of poke

Not 
again !!

Hey, whose round is iT? 
Me and Fang are dying 

of thirst over here

MINE’S A GROUSE 
AND A PINT OF HEAVY

IT DOESN’T HIT YOU 
THE SAME AS YOU 

GET OLDER… I’M 87 
YOU KNOW

Granny, ease back. You’re 
drinking these poor boys 

under the table


