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Hey Folks -- One Cool Rally!
Jim and Marilyn, Art and Carol, put on a magnifi-

cent affair for the USCA. Ably aided by other groups
and persons, the Allegheny Sidecarists packaged the
15th USCA National into a smoothly orchestrated
masterpiece of multiple opportunities and simplicity.
There were waitings at times as with any large group
and limited services but didn't you make new acquain-
tances in line? Other minor glitches -- who noticed?
Thank you all for providing us a luscious day or week!

The USCA Board held its annual meeting. Those
who managed to make the rally got acquainted and
discussed a few matters which I'll highlight here.

First off,  we need to reiterate that the United
Sidecar association, Inc., by constitution does not have
any responsible affiliations with clubs or groups. This
is to relieve USCA from any legal or financial respon-
sibilities for the actions of other groups. Clubs or
groups possibly may have "USCA Chapter", "Area",
"Region", etc., in their names, but there is no direct nor
indirect subsidiary relationship.

The last couple of years we sort of lost sight of a
long-running custom -- any sidecar club can have a free
one-time page in the "Sidecarist" for an event flyer. It is
the club's responsibility to get everything on one page,
black on white, clear letters or readable size, and a clear
map of readable size with North indicated. Bob has the
right to reject a flyer that will not reproduce well -- he's
the editor, and must maintain quality in the magazine.

Therefore, get flyers in early -- as soon as pos-
sible. That will give you time to redo the flyer if
necessary, and will give us plenty of time to plan for
your event. Earlier is much better. Note also that Bob's
deadlines are about two months before we get the
magazine, every other month. This means that you pick
the date quite early, get your flyers ready well in
advance, and get one to Anderson as soon as you can.
This is all your responsibility -- please don't blame Bob
or me if you fail to make the deadline and the quality. If
you just make the deadline and the quality is poor, Bob
will at least put the info into his event list for you.

If you can't or don't want to get flyers out early,
you can at least send a summary of the event to Bob for
the event list. This is also free. We'd further appreciate

The Fox Barks
info on any sidecar event you hear of from other
sources -- the sponsors may not knob about us or the
"Sidecarist" That's "Sidecar Event" -- other events do
their own advertising quite well.

We considered the 1994 and 1995 national sites.
For 1994 we're negotiating with a New England group,
with a couple ways to go; there is also a last-stand
option, so there will be a 1994 national. We will
announce the site as soon as we know. For 1995 things
look well for Wisconsin as a site.

The 1993 event made it obvious that the National
has sort of outgrown the one-club capability. The
Board recommends that any group interested in hosting
a future National get in touch with nearby sidecar or
even motorcycle groups for mutual support. Camping/
motel negotiations, food, games, events, vendors, other
items have become major enough for a large rally that
each requires a separate team of one or more persons to
spread the work around and leave everyone sane. The
idea is to make each segment fairly easy for the various
groups, and keep it fun for all. So, your club can do it
too, whatever its size -- just rope in some help!

We are going to put together a small handbook to
help clubs or other groups get started. This is sometime
away, as we gather ideas from established groups.
Meanwhile, our Northeast Regional Director Steve
Clark, has agreed to be a "clearinghouse" for ideas for
the processes. Send your experiences or other ideas to
him. Right now he'll file them away for the manual,
maybe write an article about some ideas now and then.
Mainly, for now, we're depending on you folks for
input -- get your secretary to send in all the steps you
took to get started; or send in how another club took
off. Steve's address is inside the front cover.

The Board also noted that we must increase
advertising revenues to assure solvency. Further, we are
looking to institute a Manufacturers Representative to
work with sidecar companies and related industries to
see how we can help each other.

By and large the USCA seems a good solid
organization, able to continue its mission to assist
sidecaring and sidecarist enjoy their Sport/hobby.
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Letters
THE BINGHAM CRASH
Dear Friends,

Thanks for all your love and support during my
recent stay in the hospital. All those cards and phone
calls - even just keeping a kind thought for me - made
the difference!!

Well, here's the story, or what I know of it. On
Friday evening, May 21, 1993, I was on my way to a
meeting in Burbank, where I was to be the guest
speaker. A little before 8:00p.m., I crashed while driving
my GS1150 Suzuki with one of my sidecars attached.
And I was almost at my destination!

From the police report, an eyewitness was driving
southbound on Interstate 5, right behind me. Witness
Senecal was an on-duty L.A.P.D. officer on route to his
office. He stated that he was driving behind Party One
(me) in the number one lane and that we were traveling
at a speed of 60 mph.

As Party One (me) passed the Penrose offramp,
Party One (me) moved his vehicle into the number two
lane. Witness Senecal reported that it seemed as though
I had hit something in the roadway, but there was
nothing there. Party One (me) lost control of the vehicle
and, as the vehicle went out of control and impacted the
center divider, Party One (me) was ejected and cata-
pulted over the divider. The police report also noted that
"due to the seriousness of the injuries to Party One", the
officer was unable to obtain a statement from Party
One. No kidding!

The report and diagram said I landed 133 feet
from where I first impacted the center divider on the
northbound side of the freeway. That meant I landed on
the other side. The entire outfit (meaning me and the
bike) stopped 130 feet in the center divider asphalt. The
report also stated that the physical evidence included
miscellaneous pieces of motorcycle plus a large amount

of blood and clothing. These reports always use such
graphic tidbits when describing the physical evidence.

I truly believe that the accident happened so fast
that maybe Officer Senecal was mistaken about when
I actually came off my bike. If I came off at impact as
you can see from the drawing, I would have landed in
the middle of the freeway, because a body keeps
traveling in the same direction.

Under those circumstances, I probably would
have been hit and killed by some on-coming traffic.
Besides, a 54-year old man would have suffered more
broken bones after flying that far in the air. It appears
that it must be that I tried to ride it out against the wall
of the divider.

After all the years of professional motorcycle
racing, bumping handlebars with the best, and doing
movie stunt work, I can't imagine that I didn't try to
correct the error. Besides, it wasn't the first wall I've
ever hit. So, it appears I rode it out until I either hit
something or lost it? How else could I land on the
narrow part of the asphalt divider about 133 feet away
from the initial impact. It make sense to me.

Why am I telling all of this? It's because I don't
remember a thing about the accident. I can't remember
being in Holy Cross Hospital for two weeks. It seems
the nurses found me to be quite a likable guy except
for a few escape attempts. Rumor has it I even pulled
out my intravenous tubes. The nurses confirmed these
stories when I went back to thank them all. Funny!
They all seemed to be glad to see me.

So it appears that one part of me was able to
recognize my friends, but, due to the concussion, I
don't remember any of my hospital stay. I Missed the
four days in intensive care, plus the rest of those two
weeks, in spite of the fact that I had sitters with me 24
hours a day. I really can't even remember going home.

over...
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Well, it appears I have a blank period lasting

one month. And I can't blame it on painkilling
drugs because they didn't give me any. I really
wasn't in pain. I guess my system just shut down!

Finally, I began to wake up but nothing
made sense. I didn't even know I had been in an
accident. Everything appeared unreal for a few
weeks. All your visits and phone calls made me
feel good. Once again, thanks!

Well, the end results are that I broke my
nose and cheekbone, lost a tooth, and suffered
one hell of a head concussion. I found out later
that my brain was bleeding that first night in the
hospital. And as one doctor told me, it was damn
close. Miraculously, my brain just stopped
bleeding. I was told that my brain is still swollen
and that is causing some short term memory loss.

There are just a few more things left to tell.
I seem to do fine when I am talking to someone
one-on-one. I might be able to fool you, but I
really had my bell rung! But once I'm talking to
you I might not be able to remember your
spouse's first name. The doctor assured me that it
might take some time for me to recover totally.
So, please have some patience with me.

I love you all!

Doug Bingham #312 Van Nuys, California

SPORTSTER DIVE.
I have a 1992 Harley Sportster 1200 with a

Velorex 700 sidecar attached to it. The Harley
has the standard fork springs and rear shocks on
it. When braking hard, the front end of the unit
dives and I would like to have your recommen-
dations on what front springs and rear shocks to
change to.

Shirley Surek #5179 Burlington, Wisconsin

[Progressive Suspension, Inc., 11129 G Ave.,
Hesperia, CA 92345, most likely will have the
parts for your dealer or another area shop. ed.]

TEXAS & OKLAHOMA CLUB.
In February of this year, a group of individual

sidecarists got together and formed the "Texas Hack
Pilots and Classic Motorcycles". We are a group of
similar interest motorcycle enthusiasts with a common
bond. Our machines are not intended for the fast lane.
We like to take our time and enjoy the view.

Currently we are, I suppose, an un-club. We
have no officers, no dues, no rules, no hassles. We do
have a sponsor with like interests (BMW of Ft. Worth)
and while many of our rigs are BMWs, the group
wishes to encourage anyone with a sidecar on any kind
of bike, to get in touch with us, and/or join with us.

We have our own un-club design, and someone
to print shirts, etc. As far as I can tell, we are the first
sidecar group in Texas.

For more information please call James Marshall
(evenings) at (214)790-8810, or Perry Bushong
(business hours) at (817) 429-2182. Or you can write to
us (please enclose a SASE). To date, we have around
thirty members throughout the state of Texas, and at
least one out of state.

Perry Bushong #659 Texas Hack-Pilots &
Classic Motorcycles 816 S. Sylvania Ave. Ft. Worth,
TX 76111.
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Outfits
BMW-MAZDA Outfits

Bob Pelikan is USCA member #3297. Back in
the spring of 1993, Bob happened by Doug Bingham's
place, and dropped these photos on Doug, who later
sent them down the SIDECARIST.

What you are looking at is the earlier stages of
Bob's home-brew project of building an outfit, pow-
ered by a Mazda Rotary engine.

Recently, Greg TenBrook sent in a copy of the
July, 1993, issue of BMW OWNERS NEWS, wherein
the completed rig is described in word and photo,
beginning on page 45, and it also graces the cover.

Bob began the project construction in February of
1992, with a totaled K100/EML rig and a slightly
damaged Friendship III body from California Sidecar.
These photos show the leading link front end which
later was replaced with a hand built, uneven length,
non parallel wishbone suspension, hanging off of the
sidecar frame.

The forward section of the frame houses a laying
down radiator for the 1982 138 RX-7 engine, which
drives through a 1978 VW bus three speed automatic
transmission. Power, in turn, is directed to OW Rabbit
front hubs, via four-inch toothed belts, with both
sidecar and "bike" rear wheels activated.

What looks
like a K100 engine,
is now a gas tank
with another gas
tank above that, in
the space where the
BMW air box and
injectors were.

More about
this rig in July
1993 BMW MOA
magazine.-- ed.
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Editorial
Lean-out

This is the afternoon of October 1, 1993, as this
issue nears completion. This is also sort of the "sum-
mer that never was", that arrived late for fall. What I'm
saying here, is that our usual southern California hot
temperatures were absent for most of the so-called
summer, but about the time it "officially" ended,
THEN, it got hot. During most of this production
period it has been a situation of hiding in the house
with the air-conditioning on and the outside tempera-
tures in the 90s and 100s.

With this kind of a situation, it is easy to loose
track of the fact that this is the last issue for 1993. The
Griffith Park Sidecar Rally will happen in three more
weekends... probably before this issue ever gets out to
most USCA members.

And then, it will be Thanksgiving and
Christmas, followed by the New Year!

That means, I'd better say I hope you had a good
riding season, and wish you Season's Greeting, because
I won't have a chance to do it again. I just can't feel
much of the mood with the thermometer where it is!

I didn't have a very high mileage sidecar year this
year. I am embarrassed to say that the rig has only been

out of the garage for two short camping trips, so far.
Hopefully, a few more miles will get added to that with
the Griffith Park Rally trip (about 150 miles up from
down here in Lakeside), plus some more local camping
as the temperatures moderate (hopefully).

For some odd reason, I haven't even run up that
many miles on the rest of my motorcycle "fleet", plus a
batch of about six test bikes. That kind of surprises me
as I did get in my usual trip to Minnesota and Sturgis,
South Dakota. But, as I look back over the mileage
logs for the year, I see I fell through on a lot of my
"medium" length trips and even the local afternoon
rides around home territory.

That's nearly depressing when I stop to reflect on
it! That's because I usually measure the years by the
trips, places and miles. As such, 1993, is only being a
so-so year.

Of course, the way to correct that situation is to
get out and do some more riding, which is what I now
intend to do as soon as I get this page slapped together,
make up a dummy copy and get the entire works ready
to ship to the printer.

I hope you can say you had a better year than that.
In any event, I hope 1994 is a good year for all of us.

Photo by Eric Berner
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Rally
15th USCA NATIONAL RALLY
By Marilyn McManus

Seven-hundred plus people (89 of which
were children), 300+ motorcycles -- it turned out
to be the largest USCA rally ever! Good weather,
good times and blessed by God made a memo-
rable event, August 58, 1993.

People began arriving as early as the sunday
before the rally. By wednesday evening there
were over 200 people there.

The rally had many interesting programs.
Mary Wiedl, of Oklahoma City, talked

about "Women in Sidecaring", Friday morning.

Joe Svesko, of Erie, Pennsylvania, held a
forum Friday and Saturday mornings, on new
products and sidecar features.

Bill Ballou, of Andover, Maryland, dis-
cussed his homebuilt sidecar (one which opens
and closes electrically with the push of a button,
has a steerable sidecar wheel, and a sway bar to
prevent the sidecar from lifting on right hand
corners). Bill maintains that a driver should ride
1,000 miles in the sidecar so he can really know
what the passenger feels like while riding, and
then make it as comfortable as he can for the
passenger.

Roger and Brenda Symington, from Que-
bec, Canada, brought their Sidebike (French
designed and built). The performance is compa-
rable to solo bikes on hills and corners.

Thursday evening, Charlie Alsheimer, of
Bath, New York, well-known wildlife photogra-
pher and hunting and outdoor writer, presented a
multi-media slide presentation, "This Is My
Father's World", taking us from Maine to the
Rockies with the beauty of the USA. Charlie was
brought to the rally through the efforts of the
Christian Motorcyclists Association chapter in
Erie, Pennsylvania.

On Thursday, Friday and Saturday there
were two or three guided tours (to the Blair
Factory Outlet, Simpler Times Museum, Drakes

Well, a flea market) as well as four self-guided
tours. Jack Braymer, of Meadville, Pennsylvania,
was the ride captain. The rides were led by
members of the Christian Motorcyclists Associa-
tion.

For kids, Janet Price, of Jamestown, New
York, came to share a two-part story and games
on Thursday and Friday mornings. Saturday
morning ventriloquist, Dan Keefe, also of
Jamestown, brought his rascal, Reggie, and
involved the children in some fun times.
Children's games were Thursday and Friday
afternoon, directed by Aileen Walter and Carol
Haines (Keystone Sidecar Group,

Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania). Saturday after-
noon was the Dog Show hosted by Jim
McManus, Rally Host, and assisted by Pam and
Trevor Quick, of England. Dogs entered the
show handled by a non-family member 11 years
of age or younger.

Winning categories were: the dog with the
waggliest tail, the dog the judges would most
like to take home with them, the dog and handler
having the best time, and the dog which could do
the most tricks.

Jim Dodson, of HACK'D Magazine,
Buckhannon, West Virginia, taught a sidecar
school, with 22 persons enrolled, which took
place all day Thursday.

After Joe's Corner (new products forum) on
friday and saturday mornings, Steve Clark
(USCA Northeast Regional Director), of Long
Island, New York, conducted a sidecar clinic
where persons could bring their sidecars and
questions, for advice.

Even before the rally officially began, we
had some interesting dinner rides, organized by
Cass Svesko, of Erie, Pennsylvania.

Tuesday night dinner was at a delightful
Italian restaurant where the food was good and
the service was with a smile.

Wednesday night we rode out in the country
to the Wayside Restaurant -- an old home oper-
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ated since 1937, by a lady who believes food
should be homemade and plenteous. Our group
filled a good share of the house. Some of us ate
in the kitchen, where we were given extra home-
made bread and muffins and fresh strawberry and
raspberry jam. The homemade pies were sitting
on a shelf, waiting to be devoured. The lady who
owned the home was sitting in a rocker, peeling
apples for tomorrow's apple pies.

Thursday night, 150 of us went to the
Sportsman's Restaurant for an all you can eat
buffet.

Marty Schank's country band, Friday night,
was a fun time. There were fiddlers and two
young girls singing, as well as the adults. A
gentleman from the audience joined the band and
did an exceptional job singing.

The sidecar games on Thursday and Friday
afternoons, were directed by the Keystone Side-
car Group of Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania.

Christian Motorcyclists Association Lay
Evangelist, Hal Fischer, from Cheektowage, New
York, held a Christian fellowship service sunday
morning, for about 20 minutes. He did some
singing and talking -- a nice finish to a nearly
perfect rally. Hal and his wife, Christa, helped us
with a number of things at the rally.

People came to the rally from 28 states,
three provinces of Canada, England and Chile.
The greatest number of people were from Penn-
sylvania (163), then New York (78), Ohio (55),
Ontario (37), Illinois (32), Massachusetts (25),
Indiana (24), Maryland (23) and Michigan (21) --
the top ones.

The furthest distance driven to the rally in
the US, was from Ione, California, some 2,580
miles, by Ed and Bonita Betinger. Bruce Weldl
came the farthest from Canada, some 1,253 miles
from Winnepeg, Manitoba. The oldest passenger
was 87 year old Lena Muldowney, the youngest
passenger was five month old Julie Boglisch
(parents: Glenn and Patti Boglisch). The oldest
driver to the rally was awarded to Lloyd Cowles
(82 years old).

We found out after the awards were given
out, a 91 year old man had driven to the rally.
Unfortunately, his form was not filled out com-
pletely, and we could not tell that he had actually
driven to the rally. We are sorry for some of the
hard feelings that this caused. The youngest
driver was Steve Clark II (21 years old). The long
distance solo award was given to Rodger
Mattson (USCA Central Regional Director), of
Jenks, Oklahoma.

Several other awards were given:

Best touring sidecar outfit -- Richard Lefever,
York, Pennsylvania;

Best owner designed sidecar -- Bill Ballou,
Andover, Maryland;

Best restoration -- Gus Irwin, Norristown,
Pennsylvania;

People's choice award -- Bill Ballou, Andover,
Maryland;

Oldest motorcycle and sidecar outfit -- David
Lucas, Emporium, Pennsylvania (1953
Harley, 1938 Goulding).

Winners of the Sidecar and Trailer
The HitchHiker sidecar was won by Janie

McNeese, of Hemphill, Texas (had an accident
on the way to the rally and wrecked her rig).

The Motorvation trailer was won by Selma
De Vos, of Muncie, Indiana.

Looking back, hosts Art and Carol Massey
and Jim and Marilyn (me!) McManus, spent
nearly a year planning and preparing for the 15th
National USCA Rally, but all our plans couldn't
have taken into account all the extra details that
worked out so well to make the National Rally
the success that we felt it was.

Cycle Mate donated two trailers for registra-
tion and selling. People who said they would
help us really came through in a big way, plus
there were others who volunteered their time and
effort. California Sidecar picked up the tab on
teh chicken barbecue, Friday night.
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Mark and Becky Winneman, owners of

Kalyumet Campground, went out of their way to
make sure things ran smoothly for the rally. The
four of us hosts have very different personalities,
but they blended nicely to put together this rally.
There was unity. I believe that the Heavenly
Father had His hands stretched out watching over
and directing the intangible, uncontrollable
things connected with having so many people
and motorcycles in one place. Thank you to all of
you for your gracious comments to us, and for
the nice notes you have written. This rally will
bring happy memories to your mind for years.

Paul Williams' HitchHiker sidecar for a
Harley-Davidson.

Bill Ballou and his homemade sidecar

Scooter & Ride-by-Side sidecar comination

USCA members at Awards Presentation.
Ed Johnson photo.

1993 T-Shirt. Ed Johnson photo.

1993 USCA National Rally Hosts
(L to R), Jim and Marilyn McManus,

Carol and Art Massey.
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Proud mother,
Kris

Rybacek, USCA
Secretary Al

Roach and Joe
Rybacek, Chief

USCA SSP
Instructor. Ed

Johnson photos.

USCA President Larry De Vos and Selma De Vos.
Chuck & Ardis Foust, manufacturers of

Ride By Side sidecars, Hartland, MI

Left to right:
Beth Mattson,

Rodger Mattson,
Becky

Strassenberg,
Terry

Strassenberg.
Ed Johnson

photo.
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By Jim Krautz
On July 3, 4 and 5th, several sidecarists

braved the rain to gather in St. Regis, Montana.
Those of us lucky enough to get there on the 2nd
or before, were entertained with heavy and
steady rain. I arrived Friday night after 10:00.

We were greeted by Clarence and Jan
Kessler, on their GL1200/California, from Hot
Springs, South Dakota, Marty and Jackie
Bramlette, from Benton, California, with their
Venture/Formula II, and George and Bobbi Kulp,
from Pahrump, Nevada, on their GL1500/Cham-
pion. Bob and Judy Barbley, from Spokane,
Washington, were also camping that night.

Ian and I set up one tent in the rain and
crawled in to try and stay warm and dry. The rain
stopped about 7:00 a.m. Saturday, and spent the
next day and a half, threatening.

Chris and Irene Beckman, arrived on Satur-
day afternoon, from their first long sidecar ride.
Sheldon Fern came in on his Suzuki Rotary with
"Sweet Chariot" sidecar, and decided to motel it
on Saturday night. Mike Phillips arrived with his

Montana Firecracker

Visiting family from Spokane, WA

new ST1100 Honda solo he had been riding for
two days. Jimmy Booker and Billie Leonard,
came on their bikes with Spirit Eagle sidecars.
Ruben and Joan Guerra, from Chandler, Arizona,
arrived with their K100LT/California III ma-
chine. Erich and Helga Kussman, again were
down from Brosseau, Alberta.

Bruce Wilde and Sharon Benoit, were here
from Winnepeg, Manitoba, on their Yamaha
XVZ1300/Vetter Terraplane outfit. Dennis
Bettinger and Cathy Lopez, arrived from
Rathdrum, Idaho, on their Harley rig.

On Sunday morning, most of us enjoyed a
delicious breakfast put on at the local elementary
school. later that day we went to see the local
parade, held every July 4th. Some entered their
sidecars and Dennis Bettinger won first prize in
his class, with his beautiful red Harley/Harley
rig. Sheldon Fern, with Bobby Krautz as passen-
ger, entertained the crowd by driving down the
road mostly on two wheels.

Later that day, two Gold Wings, one with
California sidecar, showed up from Spokane,
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Washington. The wife was driving the rig with a
large black Newfoundland Retriever occupying
the sidecar. Each Wing had a teenage son riding
as passenger. Another couple drove their pickup
and trailer, about 200 miles to see and learn
about sidecars. Later, the husband was seen
driving into camp on Dennis' rig with his petri-
fied wife in the sidecar.

At 5:00 p.m. some went to the local park to
watch the Logging Olympics. The highlights
included Ax throw, Choker toss, and Chain saw
throw for distance.

All were back at the campground by 7:00
for the spaghetti feed, complete with French
bread and cantaloupe. Sue and Jim Krautz, fed
everyone under the canopy. At 10:00 that night,
some went back to the school to watch the
fireworks, while others just sat around under the
tarp or by the fire and talked.

All and all, this small but hardy band
enjoyed the gathering of like minded people
braving the elements. Monday, the weather was
raining on and off as most headed out for home
or some went on to other gatherings.

The Montana Firecracker
By Billie Leonard, Jimmy Booker, and

Bob and Judy Barbley, with
Photos by Jim Krautz

The 3rd of July, 1993, started out like most of
the Pacific Northwest's days have been all summer,
overcast and threatening rain. We left Spokane,
Washington, about 7:00 a.m. that morning and as
we pulled into the gas station in Coeur d'Alene,
Idaho, to top off our tanks before starting over the
4th of July Canyon Pass, the rain drops were
starting to just lightly sprinkle.

We both decided to climb into our rain suits
while still at the gas station. We were standing on
first one leg and then the other, trying to balance
while trying to inch into our suits, trying to struggle
into a rubber suit with outer nylon shell, much to
the amusement of the cashier looking out the
window at a pair of crazy bikers trying to do a
reverse caterpillar act, and not having much luck. It
is nearly impossible to pull on a rubber suit over a
slightly damp set of leathers, but I made my mind
up that I was really going to get into that darn suit
no matter what!

Jimmy finally had to end up helping me into it
after I almost fell on my head trying to get the last
arm on. (I found out later that by turning my suit
inside out, with the rubber out and the nylon in, it
would slip right on, besides that, rubber will kind of
keep you on the seat, while nylon is so slippery that
it is a constant battle to stay on board.)

We rode on from there to St. Regis, Montana,
by way of Idaho's Fourth of July Canyon Pass, and
then over the Lookout Pass, through some very
dense fog, and down the other side into some
beautiful sunshine. We hadn't really needed to put
the rain suits on after all. We managed to ride all
that way and no rain. Just a few drops and then
nothing.

We set up camp with the rest of the
sidehackers and proceeded to have a great time.
There were no mosquitoes to speak of, like last
year, and the weather cooperated with us and only
rained at night, or when we had just returned from a
ride.

There were people at the rally from California,
new Mexico, Winnipeg, Manitoba, Canada,
Alberta, Canada, Oregon, Washington, Idaho and
Montana.

They came on all kinds of sidecars, that
included; the sophisticated California sidecars, the
Sweet Chariot that looked like a black banana, the
Russian sidecar that had a hood that slid forward to
accommodate the loading of a passenger, the three
Spirit Eagles attached to bikes ridden from Spo-
kane, Washington, the Watsonian that sported an
electric leaning device, brought by the Winnipeg
couple.
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We rode to Paradise, Montana, with several
interesting people, such as the man with the Sweet
Chariot sidecar, that looked just like a black ba-
nana, or maybe a catamaran boat without a sail. He
kept us all entranced with his gymnastics while
aboard. He somehow managed to travel with the
sidecar wheel elevated in the air, as much as he had
it on the ground. He especially liked to lift it up
when motorists followed too close behind him.

He would lift it in the air, and they would look
at it and put on the brakes, backing off. He said it
worked every time. We also had a couple from
Winnipeg, Manitoba, that had an electric leaning
device that made the sidecar lean what ever direc-
tion the operator wanted, by just pressing a button
on his bike. Sure was interesting to watch while
following him.

We had a couple that went over for the rally in
their van, because they thought it was going to rain
the whole time of the rally like last year. When we
were getting ready to leave for one of our excur-
sions, we asked them if they would like to go with
us and they said they'd be glad to. We took them

He kept us all entranced with his gymnastics while aboard. He managed to travel with the
sidecar wheel elevated in the air, as much as he had it on the ground.

along with us to Paradise, and while there, we
spotted an old abandoned train depot. It was locked
up, but there were several items of memorabilia
discarded at random behind the depot. Bob Barbley
was riding with Jimmy Booker, in his Spirit Eagle
sidecar, attached to a 550 Suzuki.

Bob started picking up railroad spikes and
other small items that had been thrown away, and
loaded them all into the sidecar as nostalgic trea-
sures. Needless to say, as they left the town, the
sidecar was leaning a little bit more. Ha! I had
Bob's wife, Judy, with me. She didn't pick up much,
so my Spirit Eagle, mounted onto my 400 Honda,
was standing pretty straight. We rode back to camp,
and just as we got unloaded, the rain just poured
down. We had lucked out again!

The next day, the couple from Winnipeg, Bob
and Judy, Jimmy and I, headed for Wallace, Idaho.
It is a very interesting town, having been almost
completely restored to the condition it was in the
1800s. The Jameson Hotel is a great place to tour
and stay in, because it was restored while the
filming of Heaven's Gate took place.
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This film starred Kris Kristopherson. The
hotel was restored by the producers of the film, in
return for being able to use it in the movie. The
owners will let you tour the hotel from top to
bottom, which we all did.

The chandeliers and antique furniture are
exquisite! We all agreed that this would be a
wonderful place to spend the night, and the room
rates were really reasonable. We really enjoyed this
tour immensely. Anyone that wants to take a step
back in history, can certainly do it in Wallace. The
old train depot was moved to a new location when
the freeway was put in.

It has been fully restored and has a train
museum. Not too far away is a mining museum,
right on the main street. Wallace was the last town
to have a stoplight on the freeway from coast to
coast. Years ago, when the freeway was completed,
the last stoplight was taken down and given to the
museum.

The complete history of Silver Valley, the
richest valley in the world, is shown on film at the
museum. Wallace also features another bit of
nostalgic history. It still has a Fonk's 5 & 10 cent
store. We all toured it too, while each of us remi-
nisced back to the "old days".

We rode back to camp, which was about 50
miles to the east, and just a mile from camp, spotted
a beautiful buck deer, still in the velvet (horns), and
two does, eating in a meadow. We paused to drink
in their beauty and continued on to camp.

When we arrived, our camp host and hostess,
Mr. and Mrs. Jim Krautz, and prepared a delicious
spaghetti dinner, complete with garlic bread, corn
on the cob, and birthday cake. It was Mrs. Krautz's
birthday. Upon arriving in camp we had covered the
bikes in case of rain and sure enough, about five
minutes later, the rain started again, while we ate. It
came down in sheets.

Amazingly, it quit about 9:30 p.m. and the St.
Regis fireworks display was scheduled for 10:00
p.m., so we uncovered the bikes again and went
into town. The display was great and surprisingly
enough, for such a small town, very well put
together. We really enjoyed it! We rode back to
camp, covered the bikes and turned in for the night.
It started raining again and rained all night. We
awoke to a sunlit morning and rode to town for
breakfast.

Our camp host, Ed Pierce, was great and quite
a character. When I arrived in camp, he came down
to greet us and told me that he had heard that I

Clarence and Jan Kessler's GL1200/California Friendship rig.



Vol 17 Number 6                                   Page 21                                                       Nov-Dec’93

Rally..

knew quite a bit about sidecars (I wonder who
could have told him that one!) and wanted me to
take a ride with him and help him determine where
a certain thumping noise was coming from. Either
the bike or the sidecar was making a funny noise
each time the tires rotated. he had had it to a me-
chanic and they had been unable to diagnose the
problem. later he came back with the bike and I
hopped in for a ride. I decided to not wear a helmet
so I could hear better, and drooped my head over
the side of the sidecar. First

on one side and then the other. I finally was
able to diagnose it as a bad wheel bearing on the
sidecar. He took me for quite a ride and displayed
the rigs turning ability. It was quite nimble and so
was he, I really enjoyed the ride! I am hardly ever a
passenger, so it was a new experience for me.

Monday, we rode back home and once again

lucked out, it didn't rain until we had the bikes in
the garage and unloaded. Then it rained so hard that
the drops hitting on the garage roof drowned out
our conversation. All in all, we had a wonderful
time, and even though there was rain each and
every day during some part of the day, we didn't get
wet. We managed to go on several excursions and
always returned just before the rain would start.

Oh by the way, I almost forgot, Jim Krautz,
our sidecar rally host, did not ride his bike, it had
blown a head gasket and when he replaced it and
was torquing the nut or bolt down to the manual's
specification, it twisted off, even with the head, and
he was unable to get it fixed in time for the rally.
We really missed him on our side trips and excur-
sions this year, but he was kind enough to stay in
camp and keep things going and semi-organized,
despite the rain. Thanks again, Jim! And thanks to
the Mrs. for the wonderful dinner and cake!

Dennis Bettinger and Cathy Lopez, with First Place Ribbon they won.

(Left to right) Mike Phillips and his new ST1100, Erich Kussman, Dennis Bettinger.
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In the two previous issues, Billie and Bill Stone have made their way via sidecar, deep into
Mexico. In this final installment, they visit the Mayan ruins of Uxmal and Chichen Itza and

describe their return to home. - by Billie Stone

We took a "shortcut" to the Uxmal ruins as
we did not want to go to Merida. People had said
it was a real "tourist trap". The road we took was
very good -- except that it was narrow -- vegeta-
tion and shrubs grew right up to the side of the
road so that Bill could not see what was coming
on the many turns. As I was not driving and
worrying about those things, I thoroughly en-
joyed the many villages we went through. The
people appeared to be rather pure Mayan and
their circumstances seemed better than a lot of
villages we had gone through. Also, each one had
a very large old church in it. I did read that the
one in Mune, is a late 17th century Franciscan
church and was once part of a convent.

Types of fences are also something I notice,
and here again, each locality seems to have a

particular type. In this area before Uxmal, there
were miles and miles of fences built with small
rocks -- rock walls separating the fields. The
same were found in the towns, but in town they
were painted white. Other fences I remember --
small crooked sticks for posts, a living fence
consisting of some type of small tree, palm trees
dividing fields, one made with cement posts,
apparently commercially made as all alike, and
of course the regular fence posts that we all
know in northern Mexico near the U.S. border.

The Mayans pronounce the "x" as "sh" -- so
when we arrived in "Ushmal" we had to remem-
ber to say it correctly. We stayed at a "touristy"
place for two nights, within walking distance of
the ruins. We had to have laundry done and we
did need a little relaxation.

Uxmal flourished between 600 and 900
A.D. In great contrast to Palenque, there was
little water in the region. The people built lime-
stone lined reservoirs to catch and store the water
when it did rain. They constantly prayed to Chac,
the rain god. It is not known why the people left
the area -- it may be that their water gave out
completely, or they may have decided to move to
Chichen Itza, not too far from there.
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We had always understood that the Mayans
were peace loving, but in a recent National
Geographic TV show, they were learning that
they may have been just the opposite and that the
people were disseminated by war.

There were larger buildings and pyramids at
Uxmal. Bill climbed the big pyramid which is
about 130 feet high. The steps are narrow and
very steep. In fact, a chain has been placed from
top to bottom for climbers to hang onto. The
excavation and restoration was not begun until
1929, so a great deal of the work has been done
since then. Bill took pictures from the top of the
pyramid and more "humps" can be seen in the
distance where other buildings still remain
buried. We attended the light show that evening,
sitting on the steps of one of the ruins. As the
story of the Mayan people and their pleas to the
god, Chac, for water was told, over loud speakers
as the colored lights played on the various
buildings.

The next morning, Bill was the center of
attention for the many workers at the hotel, as he

Touring..

packed the sidecar. I counted eight men on the
steps until we drove away.

We stopped at a very clean and nice Mexi-
can restaurant for lunch. We kept hearing little
"pops" and we worried that the little boys might
be playing around our "rig" with guns. Finally, as
we left, we noticed that balloons had been hung
all around the entrance. The sun was very hot
and apparently the heat was causing the balloons
to break!

As we drove toward Chichen Itza -- another
big Myan ruin area -- we traveled on a very new
modern highway. Excellent road signs much like
those in the U.S. But there was a difference --
instead of plantings in the median, they had piled
huge rocks every so often and had painted each
pile a bright color -- shades of blue, red, purple,
green and some were left white --

no upkeep -- the excess rocks from building
the road were taken care of -- and they were I
colorful.

Billie in front of a pryamid at Uxmal
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Chichen Itza flourished during two different
periods -- 550 and 900 A.D., and then between
from 1100 A.D. to the 14th century. There are
many buildings here and one of the most interest-
ing to me was the Temple of the Warriors with
it's many rows of columns.

We also visited the sacrificial pool (Cenote).
These were very deep natural wells. The one we
saw was nearly 200 feet wide and about 117 feet
deep. Human beings and very valuable articles
were thrown into this i cenote to appease the
gods.

We visited Chichen Itza on the day of the
Equinox. This is a very special day there, as the
sun casts a shadow on the big pyramid steps that
appears like a serpent going up the steps. We
arrived at the gate early, in order to avoid the
predicted large crowd that would be there in the
afternoon. We had seen three or four Mexican
Highway Patrolmen near the parking lot when
we went in. They had said "Good morning".
When we came out to leave, they had moved
farther down in the lot and there were now about
a dozen.

Pryamid at Chichen Itza

As we started to drive through the lot on our
way out, one of them stepped out and held up his
hand. Bill stopped and he asked "Is your motor-
cycle a '79?". Bill replied, "No, it's an '84." He
then asked "Is it a 750?" Bill told him, "No, it's
an 1100." Then he asked, "How fast you go?"
Bill answered saying, "70 or 80" -- and immedi-
ately wished he had bit his tongue, but it imme-
diately became obvious that the officer thought
he meant kilometers per hour as he nodded his
head towards the group behind him and said,
"The cops say yesterday when you pass you go
"WHISH" -- as he made a rapid motion with his
hand from right to left. He then said, "Have a
nice trip", and motioned us on.

Our next night was spent in Chetumal, on
the Caribbean Sea on the Belize border. It was
there that I celebrated my 73rd birthday. Bill had
arranged with the waiter to provide a little cake
with a candle. When the cake arrived -- it was
about 12 inches in diameter with one candle on it
-- in the form of a question mark! Typical of
Mexican humor. We shared the cake with a
couple and their two daughters, from England.
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Birthday cake in Chetumal

The next day, March 21st, we started
"home". We drove through areas where a lot of
sugar cane and bananas were grown.

We began to climb into the mountains. The
road was very good, but it was one constant
succession of curves.

Bill drove for four and a half hours in one
stretch that was one curve after another.

Beautiful green country, however. After
crossing the mountains, the vegetation changed
from lush to almost desert brown. Maguey was
one of the main crops along with grapes and
corn.

There would be a section of the road
washed out occasionally in the mountains. These
were marked by placing stones around the hole
or sticking a pole or tree branch up in the middle.

Driving in Mexico is a challenge and as we
learned years ago -- do not drive at night! Not
only were there holes in the road and people
walking on it, but there were all variety of
animals. Burros, pigs, goats, chickens, turkeys,
cows. I felt that they were very road-wise, as
seldom saw a carcass on the road. Of course,
they are probably picked up immediately and
eaten, as food is scarce.

Apparently a good drink is to cut off the top
of a coconut and drink the "milk" through a
straw. While waiting for Bill to get some drinks
for us at one place, I saw a family "sharing" a
coconut.

The Mexican people are very helpful. While
stopped for road construction, late one afternoon
for 40 minutes, it began getting dark. We were
worried about finding a place to stay. A man
behind us, who could talk pretty good English,
told Bill there was a hotel in his town not too far
away. After we got started, he directed us to it
and even went in to make sure that the people
understood that we had to have a "secure" place
for the "rig". In Toluca, we were helped by a
young man who kept stopping near us at red
lights.

He asked if we needed a hotel, what price
we wanted to pay, and then he directed us to a
fairly good hotel -- this was done while stopped
at four red lights.

We stayed in Oaxaca, two nights and would
like to have stayed longer but time was slipping
by. An elderly woman, Donna Rosa, started the
preparation of "black pottery" -- the clay articles
are put in a kiln which is closed up so that the
articles become blackened by the smoke. Then
the surface is burnished. I had two pieces and
wanted to see where she had lived. We took a
taxi the 15 miles out to the village of Coyotepec,
and visited the Dona Rosa museum and several
shops. Dona Rosa is gone now, but her family
continues to make the pottery.

We drove into Guanajuato, looking for a
room and accidentally got down into the two
miles of subterranean passageways which the
town is noted for. We finally did get a room at
the Hotel Santa Cecelia, which is a huge collec-
tion of Colonial rock buildings. This was built as
a home (castle) by one of the managers of the
fabulous silver mine, which operated back in the
time of the Spanish rule there, started in the 16th
century. For over two centuries this was one of
the largest silver mining operations in the world.
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We enjoyed the markets in a number of towns
we stayed in. The biggest one was in Oaxaca.

While eating in Jiminez, we saw two couples
walking around the grounds. The older man was
taking video pictures of the young couple. Later
when I went out to take some pictures of the place, I
met them. They spoke no English, but we managed
to make out that the young couple were to be
married the next saturday and that the man wanted
to take their pictures on our "rig". So Bill uncovered
it and he got on the motorcycle and she in the
sidecar.

We had no problems at the border -- were just
waved through after showing our passports.

We stopped at a rest stop west of Phoenix, and
saw another sidecar rig. So of course, rode up and
made conversation with them. The couple lived in
Phoenix, and were traveling to Santa Barbara for a
rally. The interesting part of the meeting was to see

Touring..

their 21 month old daughter with them. The
mother rode her own motorcycle while the
father had fixed up the sidecar for Kasey.
They said Kasey would wait very patiently for
long periods while they were getting ready to
go, just so long as she was sitting in the
sidecar.

We saw Kasey and her parents at the
1993 Brass Monkey Rally in Golfo de Santa
Clara in February. She even helped "pack" this
time -- putting potatoes in a sack and stashing
them in the sidecar. When the mother came to
pack the tooth brushes -- Kasey had "already"
packed them -- somewhere.

As to our trip last year, Bill describes it
as an ADVENTURE. We thoroughly enjoy
Mexico and the Mexican people. This was our
fifth extended visit to Mexico and Baja. We
have now been in every state in Mexico.

Kasey in the sidecar, with Bill talking to Kasey's mother.
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Another big pryamid at Uxmal as seen from the top of a pryamid

Taking a break in cactus country

Touring..
WE PLAYED IT BY EAR, UNO, DOS, TRES..
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Bill sitting at the top of the chain atop the
Uxmal pryamid

Touring..
WE PLAYED IT BY EAR, UNO, DOS, TRES..

Billie in Uxmal, the Nunnery in the background

Ornate column at Chicken Itza
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Bill in the
Court of a
Thousand

Columns at
Chicken Itza

Black pottery in
Dona Rosa's
Museum in
Coyotepec.

The Hotel Santa
Cecelia, with Bill

loading up the
rig.
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by Martin Filiatrault
The 1993 Sierra Sidecar Spectacular was

held on August 6th, 7th and 8th, at the Mariposa
County Fairgrounds, California. Sponsored by
the Sierra Pacific chapter of the USCA, this
year's rally was as enjoyable as ever. The weather
was perfect for riding; clear skies and tempera-
tures in the 70s and 80s. Even the nights were
beautiful. It was the first time that I recall dress-
ing in short sleeves at 7:00 a.m. and being
comfortable that way until 10:00 p.m. More than
90 vehicles registered over the three days, most
of which were sidecar rigs. Total attendance was
around 150, a respectable turnout considering
that the dates coincided with the USCA National
Rally in Pennsylvania.

I had recently sold my own sidecar rig
(sniff, whimper, sob!), so I elected to drive my
van, towing my Honda 305 Scrambler on my
trailer. That way, I was able to haul all the mis-
cellaneous rally supplies for our illustrious
chairpersons, Alan and Carol Huntzinger. That
allowed them to ride their venerable BMW/Steib
rig, instead of trailering it.

We left for Mariposa on Thursday morning,
to set up and greet early arrivals coming in from
the Bigfoot Rally (which was held in Idaho, the
previous weekend) as well as anyone who may

have been misled by a misprint of the dates in
our regional newsletter. It turned out to be an
interesting afternoon, as our picnic and camping
area was shared by Mariposa townfolk holding a
wake (!) which ran from 3:00 p.m. until after
9:00 p.m. Being good people, they expressed no
objection to our premature presence.

Friday was easygoing with more arrivals,
more set-ups, and a run into La Grange. Only
two rigs made this run; I rode with Alan in
Carol's "office", and Ben Nukoop brought his
two teenagers, Dennis and Yvonne, in his Honda
750-based rig. Our destination was a tractor
museum. This consisted of a large corrugated
steel warehouse filled with hundreds of old
tractors, cars, engines, equipment and miscella-
neous antiques; all in various stages of restora-
tion or disrepair. There was no entrance fee, no
curator, no ropes, no "keep off" signs; just a big
dusty warehouse filled with fascinating old
machinery.

Friday evening I chose to drive up to the
pass about 10 miles east of Mariposa, to capture
the sunset across the valley on film, and then
headed into town for a late dinner before return-
ing to the fairground for the usual tire kicking
and socializing.

1993 Sierra S/C Spectacular

The parade heads through town
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Saturday offered a wide variety of activities.

Aside from the usual rally events, there was a
gemologist's convention sharing the fairgrounds
with us. An amazing selection of beautiful
mineral artifacts, jewelry and other ornamental
creations were available at reasonable prices.

Neil Jameson led the mystery run to
Hornitos and Bear Valley, along roads which in
some places had deteriorated significantly since
Neil had last traversed them, creating consterna-
tion and uproar amongst some of the riders.

Skip Baker was scheduled to discuss his
experiences at Bonneville, for the tech session,
but he never showed up, so we had an im-
promptu discussion with those who were inter-
ested concerning various rigs and their attributes,
advantages and problems.

Roger Vise had originally intended to run
the field events, but due to personal schedule
conflicts he had to bow out, so I volunteered to
give it a shot. One unusual aspect of the field
events this year, was that we had the use of a
bicycle with a sidehack frame attached to it,
which allowed the kids a chance to run the same
course as the adults. it was a lot of fun for the
kids, and great run to watch! And of course, John
Baber and Mark McCall put on a hilarious show
with John's infamous V-Max. I only hope we
raised enough money to pay for the damages...!

I hitched a ride in Neil Jameson's Motorva-
tion sidecar for the dinner parade through town
and up Mt. Bullion. The meal put on by the
California Conservation Corps Boy's Camp was
the best one I've ever had there, and there was a
big turnout for the bike show afterward. It was a
pleasure not having to drive for a change; I was
finally able to enjoy the fantastic view on the
way back down the mountain, including the
tarantulas marching sedately along the roadside.

Later that evening, the awards ceremony
was held. There were four awards for the field
events this year; John Baber actually won for the
lowest e.t.; Mike Kahn won for highest points;
and for worst overall, mark McCall was awarded
a bent handlebar. For best overall in the junior

field events, Chet McCauley won a prize, as well
as a box of twinkies left over from the "Feed
Me!" section of the field events course. In the
long distance categories, Ben Nukoop won for
rig ridden farthest (1,160 miles), Ray Becker
won for farthest solo rider (3,0000+ miles from
Connecticut), and for longest tour, Neil Jameson
beat out Mark McCaw by a mere 28 miles. In
the oldest categories: Eric Grant, 82, was the
oldest rider; Marsha Young, 68 was the oldest
passenger; and Roscoe and Marsha Young were
the oldest; that is, they had the most years com-
bined, for a total of 150.

The oldest motorcycle/sidecar combination
was taken by Bob Whyte. Ralph Navarez was the
youngest rider (almost by default at 35), 23-
month-old Jordan Ohlin was the youngest pas-
senger, and the hard luck award was taken by
little Daniel Boyajeans, who kept throwing up
the night before the rally, and whacked his daddy,
Bo, upside the head with a rock during a rest
stop, giving Bo a mild concussion!

The door prize raffles seemed to go on all
night, mostly due to the fact that many attendants
found it necessary to depart before the awards
ceremony, so Alan had to do a lot of re-drawing.

There were also a lot of door prizes, gener-
ously donated by Alan and Carol, Mary Surber,
Del Ryan, Emery's Honda, Eurotech Motor
Sports, California BMW, Fresno BMW, Vallejo
Harley-Davidson, Pajaro Valley Motorcycles,
Road Rider Accessories, Zoom Cycle, Song Dog
Ranch, the Bigfoot Rally organizers, the Bon
Ton Restaurant, and Rider, Road Rider's Motor-
cycle Consumer News and HACK'D magazines.

We thank you all for your your generosity;
your contributions greatly benefited the rally and
we hope the publicity generated by your dona-
tions serves to benefit you in return!

Sunday morning consisted of the usual
coffee-and-donutfest to provide the energy
required to break camp. A peaceful end to an-
other good Sierra Sidecar Spectacular... Hope to
see you all, and more, next year!
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Part of the North End camping contingent.

Ben Nukoop, with Dennis and Yvonne aboard, followed Alan
 and I (Martin Filiatrault) to La Grange.

Gathering for the dinner ride.
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A small part of the hundreds of contraptions in the tractor museum.

The view of rally participants from the
author's tent.

Barry Bates arrived with a beautiful new
Champion Legend, mounted to a 1984 Harley.
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Mike Weiss checked in on a '45 H-D with a '42
sidecar, undergoing restoration.

Chris Canterbury's BMW/EML Spare Parts
Special.

A unique, homebuilt M.A.S.H. sidecar
mounted on a Honda V65 Sabre, owned by

Fred Hidalgo.

Bill McIllhattan had the frame brake while
trailering his R27/Globe rig.
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Mae Grant
by Billie Leonard

Enclosed, find a picture of. Mae Grant.
She is 88 years young and really enjoys
riding with her daughter, Judy, and son-in-
law, Bob Barbley, of Spokane, Washington.

Bob started riding with his 750 Honda
and Spirit Eagle sidecar just last year, with
his wife Judy. He and Judy decided that they
didn't want to leave Mae home, and after
just one ride in the sidecar, she decided she
really liked riding in it and didn't want to be
left at home. Judy rides two up with Bob,
and Mae is a willing sidecar passenger.

The three of them have ridden on sev-
eral excursions around Spokane, Washing-
ton, and also around the beautiful city of
Coeur d'Alene, Idaho. They are planning a
trip to view the laser beam show on the face
of the Grand Coulee Dam, in the future.

I thought it might just be fun to find out
if Mae is the oldest sidecar passenger
known, or if maybe one of the other mem-
bers knows of someone older, who is a
regular passenger in a sidecar.
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WHITE KNUCKLE TOUR
By Bob Freeman

There was nothing unusual in the fact that
my friend Bud Flynn, ask me to meet him in
Lexington, Nebraska, 720 miles from my home
in Illinois. We've been meeting like this since we
first became acquainted in 1976, at his home
town of Glendive, Montana. St. Cloud, Minne-
sota, Mitchell, South Dakota, Anadarko, Okla-
homa, Sherman Texas, are only a few of the
places we've met to start our annual motorcycle
tour.

The unusual thing this time, at least for me,
was the fact that I would be driving a "rig", a
sidecar, for the very first time! Driving, I'm told,
is the proper term to use in this case.

Like others, I wanted a 1984 R100RT
"Last Edition". But after it became apparent that
BMW would continue the manufacture and
export of the R100RT, the only unique thing
remaining about this model was it's outstanding
paint job, and it's ability to collect dust.

Touring

Jim Barron answering the question: "Is it ready?"

So, as an enviable observer of sidecars for
many years, my R100RT would serve as the basis
for my first "rig" ...a fitting tribute for a "Last
Edition", shall we say! Over the winter months,
Jim Barron at Cycle Werks of Barrington, con-
verted the Beemer to an EML Tour.

Prior to taking delivery of the EML in late
spring, my total sidecar experience was limited
to a couple of miles on a R75 with a beautiful,
but ancient old Velorex sidecar, which was listed
in the "for sale" pages of the local paper. Most
normal people would have given up on sidecars
after this experience... but no, not me! "Persis-
tence", I tell my wife, "is my middle name". (She
uses another word.) Whoever coined the phrase
"a little knowledge is a dangerous thing," sure hit
the nail on the head!

One of the first things I learned was... keep
a firm grip on the handlebars when you roll off
the throttle at speed! Especially if the rig is old,
loose and has no steering damper!
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And the second thing I learned... you will
have to turn right at some time in your life! And
in most cases, you won't fall over.

Bad weather and other commitments had
kept my practice to a bare minimum before I was
scheduled to leave to meet my friend Bud, in
Nebraska, on June 1st. Fact: I had less than 200
miles on the odometer by departure time.  Most
of those miles had been at less than the legal
speed limit. Armed with enthusiasm, and little
else, I set out on "The White Knuckle Tour".

I've never been an "Iron Butt: type of rider.
400 to 450 miles being a typical riding day for
me. With this in mind, and facing the unknown, I
made motel reservations for the first two nights
out, which averaged slightly less than 300 miles
per day. As it turned out, a wise decision.

Several things had become painfully appar-
ent by the time I reached the interstate, some 50
miles from home. First, the front wheel seemed
to have a mind of it's own as it encountered
rutted or crowned sections of the road.

Second, you can't squeeze the handlebars
that hard, and for that long, without the hands
and forearms becoming numb.

Third, this isometric exercise signals the
nerve endings between the shoulder blades to
start screaming, "You're doing something
wrong!". And ...

Fourth, I was going to get wet! Really wet!
The rainstorm seemed to hover over me much
like it does over the character in "Li'l Abner".

The plan was to have breakfast in Rock
Falls, but it was raining hard. So, rather than
remove all the rain gear then have to put it back
on again, I opted for a quick gas stop and got
back on the road. My forward progress was
interrupted about every 20 miles or so, for the
rest of the morning, while I pried my fingers off
the handlebars to restore circulation to my hands.
It was still raining, although not quite as hard,
when I stopped for lunch in Iowa City.

Touring..
Back on the road again, after lunch, the rain

had stopped, but a weather front had apparently
moved through the area, bringing strong gusty
winds from the northwest, the "car" side of the
rig. Well, needless to say, this development did
nothing to restore my already shattered confi-
dence in my sidecaring abilities. Now I was
being moved about in directions I didn't want to
go. I was being sucked along in the drafts of
those fast-moving 18-wheelers, at speeds I
considered unsafe for a neophyte sidecar driver.

My only salvation seemed to be the frequent
highway construction areas where traffic was
forced to reduce speed and stay in single file,
thus reducing my forward motion to something
less than warp speed! Although I was too preoc-
cupied to notice at the time, some positive things
were happening.

At times, I was actually aware that I had the
proverbial "death grip" on the handlebars, and
was able to relax the grip for at least a second or
two. On some smoother sections of the road, I
would actually try to remove one of my hands
from the handlebar, to acknowledge the wave of
a passing cyclist, but soon gave that up in favor
of a huge nodding motion, hoping they would
see it and understand.

I also noticed that the "forced" stops were
less frequent. At times, I could actually make it
from one rest area to the next without stopping.

The motel in Newton, Iowa, was my desti-
nation the first day, and a welcome sight it was.
Although it was a little after 3:00 in the after-
noon, I was ready to call it a day. A long hot
shower, a little "Aspercreme" rubdown and my
arms felt less like the unwieldy clubs that had,
for most of the day. Even the circulation had
returned somewhat by dinner time.

The second day was pretty much a repeat of
the first, with one major exception, the wind had
shifted more to the south. What a remarkable
difference in stability this made! Other than the
regular rest areas, the stops were now mostly for
food or gas. I was almost having fun by the time
I got to York, Nebraska, where I stayed the night.
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On the third day, there were only 117 miles
left to Lexington, where I would meet Bud. I had
planned it so I could have plenty of time to stop
in Kearney, Nebraska, and browse through
Cabela's huge sporting goods store again. When I
did get to the motel shortly after noon, Bud had
not arrived, so I changed clothes and sat around
the pool for a while. This became boring, so I
went to the office and asked for a bucket and
towels, which they furnished, and I washed the
rig. Bud came in about three hours later.

I hadn't seen him since we were in Hot
Springs, last year. He is the Host and Tour Guide
this year. Now I would learn what his plans were
for the tour.

Next day, going west on Interstate 80, with
Bud in the lead on his Harley, I learned why,
although all indications had been I was going
"hell bent for leather", I couldn't remember once
overtaking a single vehicle in the two and a half
days I'd been on the road! The reason... the
speedometer gearing hadn't been changed to
compensate for the smaller 15-inch wheels,
which led to an error of about 10 mph.

The ominous clouds in the southwest made
the decision to stop in Sterling, for the night, an
easy one. While we were stuck in the motel for
two days, it was snowing in the mountains,
enough to close some of the roads, while the area
around us was plagued with rain, hail, high
winds and tornadoes. During a brief lull in the
storm, I got my first ride as a passenger in the
sidecar. This puts the butt very close to the
pavement, I thought!

We left 1-76 at Brush, and went south to
Limon, then US 24 to Colorado Springs. There
was some uncertainty about the road conditions
west of Colorado Springs, so we decided to go
south on 1-25 to Walsenburg, and turn west on
US 160. At 10,850 feet, it's not unusual to see
snow in early June, on Wolf Creek Pass. The
surprise was the amount that had been added to
the winter leftovers. These 'conditions sent us to
the bottom of the bag to haul out warm stuff for
that layered look!

Although the fear of turning right had sub-
sided somewhat, as I crossed the plains, where
eye contact can be made not only to the apex of
the curve, but for miles beyond, it returned with
a vengeance as we got deeper into the mountains.
These fears manifest themselves in several ways.
The eyes riveted to the centerline stripe, unable
to look to the right, and knowing full well that if
you do, the rig will go in that direction without
any input from you. The ability to hold your
breath for however long it takes to negotiate
steeper and sharper curves at little more than a
crawl. And then the sigh of relief as you spot a
few hundred yards of straight level road ahead.

We had both been in the Durango/Cortez
area before, but had never taken the time to visit
Mesa Verde National Park. According to my Tour
Guide, we were in southwest Colorado to rectify
this oversight. Mesa Verde (Spanish for "green
table") was established as a National Park in
1906. It is the only national park dedicated to the
works of prehistoric man. It consists of 52,074
acres, 80 square miles, with more than 4,000
"ruin" sights, including 600 cliff dwellings.
Elevations range from 6,500 to 8,500 feet.

Volumes have been written by the experts
on the life and times of the Anasazi, from a
Navajo word meaning "the ancient ones", but it
is generally agreed that the first Anasazi settled
in Mesa Verde, about A.D. 550. They are known
as Basketmakers, because of their skill at that
craft. Formerly a nomadic people, they were now
beginning to lead a more settled way of life.
Farming replaced hunting-and-gathering as their
main source of livelihood.

They lived in pit-houses clustered into small
villages, which they built on the mesa tops, but
occasionally in cliff recesses. They learned how
to make pottery, and acquired the bow and arrow.
The Anasazi were a stone-age people, without
metal of any kind. They shaped stone, bone and
wood, into a variety of tools for grinding, cut-
ting, pounding, chopping, perforating, scraping,
polishing and weaving. They used the stone axe
for clearing land, the digging stick for farming,
and the bow and arrow for hunting.

Touring..
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The Indians grew their staple crops of corn,
beans, and squash, in fields scattered around the
mesa tops. They worked the soil with a digging
stick and often built check dams along the draws
to conserve moisture. Their only domestic
animals were dogs and turkeys.

 About 750, they began building houses
above ground, with upright walls made of poles
and mud. They built these houses one against
another in long curving rows, often with a
pithouse or two in front.

By 1000, the Anasazi had advanced from
pole-and-adobe construction to masonry.

About A.D. 1100 to 1300, taking advantage
of nature, they started building their dwellings
under the overhanging cliffs of the canyon walls.
Most of the cliff dwellings were built in the
middle decades of the 1200s.

The years from 1100 to 1300 were Mesa
Verde's classic period. The population may have
reached several thousand. It was mostly concen-
trated in compact villages of many rooms. Round
towers began to appear, and there was a rising
level of craftsmanship in masonry work, pottery,
weaving, jewelry, and even tool making. The
stone walls of the large pueblos are regarded as
the finest ever built on Mesa Verde; they are
made of carefully shaped stones laid up in
straight courses. The builders fitted their struc-
tures to the available space. Most walls were
single courses of stone, perhaps because the
alcove roofs limited heights and also protected
them from erosion from the weather. The
Anasazi lived in the cliff houses for less than 100
years. By 1300 the Anasazi were gone! Vanished!
Mesas Verde was deserted!

Fortunately for us, the Anasazi tossed their
trash nearby. Scraps of food, broken pottery and
tools, anything unwanted went down the slope in
front of their houses. Much of what is known
about their daily life comes from these garbage
heaps.

Even if you're not an archaeology or history
buff, the 21 miles from the entrance to the

Chapin Mesa Ruins are worth the price of admis-
sion. All of the park roads are scenic drives with
steep grades, sharp curves, and spectacular
views. And you get one tunnel thrown in for free!
Don't miss it if you're in that neck of the woods!

One of my favorite roads is State Highway
145, which connects Cortez with the little ski
village of Telluride. Starting in the desert country
around Cortez, you can be in the high alpine
meadows at Lizard Head Pass at 10,222 feet, in
little more than an hour. As we left the Dolores
River and started to climb, I remembered how
beautiful it was the last time I came this way. It
was the second week of September, 1989, and
the aspen and evergreens were dressed in their
autumn finery, each trying to outshine the other
before taking their long winter rest. What a big
difference a few months can make!

Today, the fresh snow from the night before,
had reached down to about the 7,000 ft. level,
and there was ice on the road in some of the
shaded areas. I'd planned to take some photos of
14,000 ft. Mt. Wilson, when we reached the
summit, but when I looked at the thermometer
and it read 32.8°, I decided against it. And the
fact that just a few minutes before, in a moment
of inattention, the rig had become airborne on
one of the frost heave sections had some influ-
ence on that decision as well. The photos I had
taken at a lower elevation would do just fine!

At Placerville, we took 62 over Dallas
Divide to Ridgway, then north to Grand Junction,
via US 550 and 50, respectively. The road along
the river from Ridgway to Montrose, is a joy for
any motorcycle rider. Although still as slow as a
snail, I had gained some confidence in my ability
to make a right-hander without suffering the
unthinkable.

One of the better surprises of the entire trip
happened at Grand Junction. It was one of the
few times we hadn't made motel reservations in
advance. My Tour Guide decided on the West
Gate Inn. "A lucky guess," I told him later. "More
like pure instinct," the reply. I'm referring to
Otto's Restaurant at the West Gate.

Touring..
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They feature a varied menu that would
satisfy the most discriminating. The food was
prepared to perfection. And the service... second
to none!

Interstate 70 served it's purpose very well by
getting us to Highway 13 at Rifle. This small
town became the focus of the art world several
years ago when the avant-garde artist, Christo,
draped his fabric curtain across the narrow Rifle
Gap Canyon. This may have been his first work
of art (?) in the United States. His later efforts as
I recall, included encircling several of Florida's
offshore islands with brightly colored material.
Stringing a line of fabric on poles from inland
California out into the surf. The latest "work", at
least that I've heard about, was the hundreds of
huge fabric covered umbrellas placed around and
on the hills somewhere in California.

North on Highway 13, for 120 miles, brings
you to the Wyoming state line. It's a good road
through the sagebrush country, with just enough
hills and curves to make it interesting. You must
remember, however, that this is also "where the
deer and the antelope play"! Another 54 miles of
thunder storms and we were just west of
Rawlins, on I-80. Our play-time was just about
over. Bud, bon vivant, racconteur, and gentleman
that he is, rode east with me to North Platte,
Nebraska, where he turned north for Montana.

At sometime during the trip home, it began
to happen, I don't know just when, but it did. I
became aware that I was no longer gripping the
handlebars with such intensity. I could now
remove either hand for extended periods of time.
If it wanted to dance, I let it lead! It was happy...
I was happy. We had now reached an understand-
ing! I won't try to tell you that after that revela-
tion I got out in the hammer-lane and mixed it up
with the big boys. But on occasion, I would
sneak up behind, and pick off one of the smallfry.

If this experience has taught me anything it's
this... you CAN have fun on more than two
wheels and less than four! And another side
benefit which was unexpected... remember all
the exercise I got squeezing the handlebars mile

after mile, day after day? I can now twist the
head off of a steel bolt with either hand!

Thanks to my old friend Bud for another
good ride. And a special thank you to Jim Barron
for taking on an unexpected task and finishing it
in style!

Touring..

Down in a cliff dwelling
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Touring..
WHITE KNUCKLE TOUR..

At the 7,000 ft. level on Lizard Head Pass.

Bob and Der Beemer relaxing at home after
the first -trip. Photo: Brenda Czaya.

Flynn stopping for an extra layer of clothing
on Wolf Creek Pass.

Entering Mesa Verde with the rig.

Overview
of Cliff

Dwellings
at Mesa
Verde
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SSP
Sidecar Safety Program
By Ed Johnson

Instructors, Jim Fousek and Ed Johnson,
taught a ten member group, at the National
Women on Wheels Rally, at Springfield, Illinois,
on July 10, 1993. The group had nine women and
one support member, a man.

The range exercises were laid out in the
Holiday Inn parking lot. All passed the course,
they were:

Ann Ferrar, New York City, New York; Ann is an
author, writing a book on motorcycling.

Lynn Frisbee, Spamaway, Washington;

Rebecca Hunter, a chiropractic physician from
Elgin, Illinois;

(Front row, left to right) Parker, Hunter, Jennings, Lang,
(r row) Johnson, Nancy Johnson, Peterson, Pldenberg, Lang, Ferrar.  Photo: Donna Fousek.

Nancy Johnson, Oak Park, Illinois;

Fritz Lang, an insurance executive from
Sewickley, Pennsylvania and

Phyllis Lang, a MSF instructor;

Sylvan Oldenburg, a MSF instructor from Silver
Springs, Maryland;

Joanne Parker, St. Milton, Florida;

Laura Peterson, an electronics engineer from
Crete, Illinois.

Margie Jennings, Elgin, Illinois; Margie is the
former head of the motorcycle program at
Northeastern Illinois University, Chicago, and
the first person to embrace our sidecar semi-
nars. She likes the progress we have made in
sidecar training.



Vol 17 Number 6                                   Page 45                                                       Nov-Dec’93

Manufacturers & Services
Business Cards

Rates per year are
$30.00 for USCA members
(include member #) and
$50.00 for non-members for 8
issues. Send in US funds to
130 S. Michigan Ave., Villa
Park, IL 60181.
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Coming Events
World Record Rally 1993
Cot Death (SIDS)

Rally Organizer, Dave John Bailey, of
the Mainland Motorcycle Club, Christ-
church, New Zealand, sends the following
information.

The World Record Rally '93, has two
main aims; To raise money and awareness
for research against Cot Death (SIDS), and
to set a record for the GUINESS BOOK OF
RECORDS, for the worlds largest nonatten-
dance motorcycle rally.

Yup. Non attendance is compulsory. All
rally entrants will receive a commemorative
rally badge, rally pack and have the satisfac-
tion of knowing they were a part in the fight
against Cot Death.

Entry fees and requirements are a bit
different, so pay attention. Cost per entrant:
USA $6.00US; Canada $6.00 Canadian;
Japan 800 Yen; UK PS4.00; all other coun-
tries $6.00US, except New Zealand and
Australia which are $8.00NZ and
$8.00AUS.

All overseas entrants need to enclose a
large, addressed envelope plus two interna-
tional reply coupons available from post
offices around the world. NO postal money
orders.

Entries close 10 December 1993. In-
clude your name, address, date, rally fee,
CDS donation, mention the name of this
publication and send it all to: World Record
Rally '93, P.O. Box 12-246, Beckenham,
Christchurch, New Zealand.

10th Annual Toy Run
December 12, 1993,

The Concerned Motorcyclists of Kern
County will be holding the 10th Annual Toy
Run for the children of Bakersfield and
Kern County which will be held on Sunday,

December 12, 1993, from Kawasaki of
Bakersfield, CA, located at Rosedale High-
way at Gibson Road, to the Salvation Army
delivery site.

All participants are then invited to
attend the 10th Anniversary celebration at
the Kern County Basque Club, 2301 South
Union Ave. Registration begins at 8:00a.m.
The cost for the run is one toy and a non-
perishable food item.

The toy run is open to all motorcyclists,
organizations, individuals and groups,
wanting to put smiles on the faces of chil-
dren who may otherwise have no Christmas
presents or holiday dinner. If you can't make
the run, early toy and food donations are
being accepted by the Toy Committee, and
cash donations are always welcome.

Although sponsored by motorcyclists,
the toy run is open to every one. Pete Bong,
1993 committee chairman observed, "Each
year, more people participate in the run. It is
an inspiration to see how the hearts of the
community continue to open up for the
children".

After the ride to the Salvation Army
delivery site, all participants are invited to
attend the 10th Anniversary Toy Run Cel-
ebration at the Kern County Basque Club. A
special Basque style meal will be served for
a minimal charge and a no-host bar will also
be available. There will also be a secure
area for all motorcycles. The Basque Club
has fenced parking and we will provide
security people on duty during the celebra-
tion.

As always, there will be a variety of
raffle prizes and a 50-50 drawing along with
other 10th anniversary surprises for every-
one attending.

For more information, directions or to
pledge your support for the event, please
call Pete Bonge at (805)8351927 or Mike
Wilkerson at (805)834-8677.
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Classifieds

Your ad
reaches

thousands of
sidecar

enthusiasts
all over the

world.
And it’s cheap.
So send it in.

1st Time Ads
For Sale:
1981 Honda Goldwing with color matched EML

sidecar, always garage kept, original owner,
4,500 miles, $4,800. David Schaffer, 1649
Chinquapin Rd., Holland, PA 18966.
(215)3570386.

Custom sidecar. Harley fiberglass body. Wrap-
around tube chassis. $1,800. SSAE for pic-
tures. Velorex 562 with tandem childs seating.
$700. Bob Darden, 672 Teton Dr., Lothian,
MD 20711. (410)7416068.

1981 Yamaha X51100 with Vetter Terraplane
sidecar. Has tonneau cover. $2,000. Loran
McKelvey, 142 E. River St., Rockton, IL
61072. (815)624-2512.

1974 BMW R75/6, 22K, matched white CA
hack, health demands sale. Call (619)243-
7669. Photos. $2,500. Chet Johnson, 7790
SVL Box, Victorville, CA 92392.

Wanted:
Goldwing with good quality sidecar. Prefer '87

with low miles and matching cargo or easy set
up tent trailer if possible. Stephen H. Muir,
864 Shelan Plc., Kamloops, B.C. V2B 5T4,
CANADA. (604) 554-1706.

I have BMW R60 in good shape. I need good
used Steib S500 since I cannot afford a new
one. J. Landgrebe, Box 80927, Fairbanks, AK
99708.

2nd Time Ads
For Sale:
1989 Honda Goldwing with color matched 1992

Champion Escort sidecar loaded with extras
garage kept 1100 miles $12,900. Evenings
(703)668-6920. Anthony J. Baglio, Rt.1 Box
567, Purcellville, VA 22132.

1991 California Companion sidecar near new, all
fittings $900. Bill Miller, 2410 W. Charleston,
Phoenix, AZ 85023. (602)863-1656.

1989 Harley-Davidson FLH Ultra with Cham-
pion sidecar color matched. $12,000. Geneva
Davis, 136 Deane Ct., Sunset Hills, MO
63127. (314)822-2493.

1986 Harley-Davidson black FLHTC dresser
(Liberty Edition) with California sidecar,
29,000 miles, too many options to list.
$14,000. Day (803)7563918 night (803)756-
1788. Boyd R. Ford, Jr., 4115 Holly St., Loris,
SC 29569.

1985 Moto Guzzi Cal II with custom sidecar.
Hack has 1964 H-D body with full loop frame
like Steib. Good condition. $5,000 firm. Will
separate. Bob Darden, 672 Teton Dr., Lothian,
MD 20711. (410)7416068.

Motorvation Spyder, strut susp., brake, tonneau,
light, black, fuel tank. $1950. Negotiable.
(614)374-4250 The Wark Shop. Painting
available! Bob Wark, Rt. 1, Box 292, Marietta,
OH 45750. (614)374-4250.

Vetter Terraplane car with mounts for 1200 GW.
$1500. California Commuter car $400 with
mounts. Local sale only in So. California.
John Herdeg, 1892 Litchfield Ave., Long
Beach, CA 90815. (310)494-1157.
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Bookshop
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