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Saturday afternoon, February 12, 1998, at the
Brass Monkey Sidecar Rally, after the sun
had gone away (as is evidenced by lack of
shadows), but still dry, before the rain storm
that hit later that night... at which point no
one probably dared to bother with having a
camera out. Photo: Bob Anderson (with only
H-D to show). See the article on page 26.
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By the time this column appears in the
SIDECARIST, the National Rally will
nearly be upon us. I hope to see all of you
there. Since I have been on my new job for
only a year by the time the Rally starts, it
appears that I may have to fly out and back
and my rig will be a rental car special, but I
will be there. Joyce Canfield says it looks
like it will be a large rally and that many
people signing up are not yet USCA mem-
bers. Look for me to be spending some time
in the USCA booth trying to recruit some of
those current non-members. I will gladly
accept help manning the booth.

Since my last column, I am happy to
announce that we have obtained the domain
name www.sidecar.com as the name for our
new Web page. As you may remember, I had
previously registered the name
www.usca.com for the club but I was urged
to try and get sidecar.com from its present
owner who was interested in divesting
himself of the responsibility. A deal was
struck and, although there is quite a bit of
bureaucracy involved in formally transfer-
ring the name, we are now in progress and
will probably have all the documentation
done in the next two weeks (by mid-May).
We have already downloaded the site and
are making changes now. The page will be
jointly owned by the USCA, the Sidecar
Safety Program, and the Side Car Industry
Council. My goal is to create the best single
point of information on the Web for all
sidecaring activities.

We will also have completed the SSP
Instructor course in Virginia, by the time
you read this column. We have a filled class
right now with several stand-bys and one
person auditing the class to help us continue
to improve the class room teaching materi-
als.

Guess the last item on my agenda is to
issue a call for help. I could use someone to
volunteer for the position filling book and
paraphernalia orders. My wife and I tempo-

Flying The Chair
rarily picked up the function in a transfer
from Marilyn Johnson, but my business
schedule does not allow me time to fill the
orders on as timely a basis as I would like.
The work is not hard but does take a little
time once or twice a week. Anyone out there
that would step forward for this project?

That's it for now. Need to get this in the
mail to the editor. Don't forget to do a good
inspection of your rigs every time before
you get ready to take a ride. We want all of
you to have safe sidecaring experiences.
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Lean-out
Back on the classified ad page, one particular ad brings

back a lot of memories.

In 1973, I was working for ROAD RIDER magazine,
and took off on my first big test ride with a dressed out H-D
Sportster. By chance, my route led me close enough to
Mountain Home, Idaho, that I stopped in at CSC Harley-
Davidson, for a service on the machine, and met Clair
Wright.

It would be another nine years before we would cross
paths again. I forget just how it came about, but Clair
contacted me and invited me up for a shop party in May of
1992. Since I had a new FLT Tour Glide to test, I loaded on
my gear and headed the 930 miles up, through some of my
favorite Nevada back roads.

Clair would throw one heck of a party, usually with a
BBQ and band... drawing in motorcyclists from as far away
as Utah and Washington. And however it happened, we
became good enough friends that he'd invite me to spend the
night in his own home. I'd thank them for it all by usually
taking Clair and his wife Jo, out to dinner to calm down from
the hectic day. Next morning I'd hit the road again.

I showed up for the 1983 bash with my Suzuki SP370
dual purpose bike. In 1984, I rode up on my Honda Ascot
FT500. I remember 1984 for several reasons.

Clair had made a special point of inviting H-D CEO
Charlie Thompson, and said he was going to take us to one
heck of a steakhouse. Sadly, Thompson was having serious
health problems and Willie G. showed up in his place. I
remember Willie G. riding in Clair's sidecar, after the shop
doings, to Clair's home, where a backyard BBQ steak dinner
took place. After dinner, Willie needed to get back to his
Boise motel, and we all piled in the shop van to perform
shuttle service. At the Boise motel, a call to Wisconsin,
confirmed that Thompson was in pretty serious health... he
would have to retire only a few months later.

1985 was a poor business year and Clair couldn't get
worked up into the mood for a party. But he did in 1986,
sliding the date back three months to celebrate his 58th
birthday. I was returning from Sturgis on a test BMW K-75,
and made the shindig.

1987 was good enough that the party returned to its
normal June time slot and I rode up on a test BMW K100LT.
In 1988 a flyer and invite showed up announcing the event as
a mortgage burning party. I showed up on my Honda V-65.

Riding home the next day, I was reflecting on the past
invites, how much I enjoyed the hospitality and friendship,
and idly wondering how many times this might happen
again. Little did I realize I had already been to the final one.
That December a letter arrived from Clair, saying he had sold
his entire H-D business to a fellow by the name of Mark
Biernbaum, and it had been moved to Billings, Montana, and
re-named Bear-Tooth H-D.

The following year, December of 1989, a Christmas
card showed up from Clair and Jo, along with a note saying
they were wintering in Yuma, Arizona, and I should come
over and visit. I did. One of the topics discussed was my
possible interest in buying Clair's rig: A 75th Anniversary
Edition with matching factory sidecar. On the 168 mile trip
home, I was giving that some serious thought on that
afternoon of February 9, 1990.

Clair never made it home to discuss the sale of his rig.
Thirteen days later, he died in his sleep in Lake Havasu City,
Arizona, on February 22nd. Clair Wright was born in
Muscatine, Iowa, August 11, 1928. Early on, his only
transportation was a motorcycle, so he rode summer and
winter. His wife said they met in the middle of winter in
Colorado, and he would pick her up on the bike until she'd
had enough and suggested they take her car. He became a
dealer in the spring of 1972. Twenty-eight bikers showed up
for the funeral and escorted him to the cemetery, wearing
black ribbons and representing seventy clubs from as far
away as Spokane. Each put a daisy with a Harley sticker on
the casket.

I think about Clair, his family, shop and rig, every time
I pass by Mountain Home, on I-84. But I never stop. I've also
never ridden the road from Mountain Home down to Elko,
Nevada, again, since that last mortgage burning party a
decade ago. It's a lonely ride, down through Grasmere,
Riddle, Owyhee and Mountain City... especially without an
old friend to look forward to visiting.

I hope Clair's 75th Anniversary rig finds a good new
home and that the owner will enjoy it as much as Clair
seemed to, for the 12 years he called it his own.
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Rally
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Rally
KEYSTONE KAMPOUT - KALYUMET CAMPGROUND

COOK FOREST, PA - PHONE 814-744-9622
“ALL Bikes Welcome” - AUGUST 14-16, 1998

WHERE: Kalyumet Campground - Exit 9 1-80 (Clarion) take Route 68E to center of Clarion
(2 miles) to Cook Forest Road - 9.5 miles to the campground. (RVs, Tents and Motorcycle
campers are welcome. Water/Electric hookups available.)

MOTELS: Make your own reservations:
Days Inn - Rte. 68 & 80 - Exit 9, (814-226-8682)
Clarion Comfort Inn - Exit 9, on I 80 (814-226-5230)
Holiday Inn - Exit 9, on I 80 (814-226-8850)
Super 8 Motel - Exit 9, on I 80  (814-226-4550)

REGISTRATION BY: AUGUST 3, 1998 - NO CATERED BUFFET AFTER THIS DATE
REGISTRATION INCLUDES: Self Guided Tours, Everything Goes Auction, 3 days and 2
Nights Camping - Buffet Saturday Evening, - Doughnuts & Coffee Sunday morning.

DRIVER:$25.00 Under 12 yrs: $10.00 PASSENGER(s): $25.00

“Canadian Registration” please send registration form by August 3 and pay at Kampout in U.S.
dollars.

Kampout T-shirts and Keystone Sidecar Group T-shirts will be available at the Kampout. (Not all
sizes are available in Kampout T-shirts.) Cost of T-shirts is $10.00.

REGISTRATION BY AUGUST 3, 1998 IS REQUESTED
Driver ___________ $
Passenger(s) ____________ $
Under 12 yrs. ____________ $
TOTAL $___

Banquet only $10.00 per person $___

Mail Check or Money Order Payable to: Nancy Stoutis
432 Sinclair Street, New Kensington, PA 15068
Phone #724-339-3643

IF CAMPING MORE THAN 2 NIGHTS, PAY FOR EXCESS NIGHT OR NIGHTS AT THE
CAMPGROUND OFFICE UPON ARRIVAL.
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Event

By Graeme Posker, Overseas Contact Officer,
Sidecar Club of Victoria

In the enclosed photos there is a R.A.C.V.
period BSA road service outfit, a significant
reason for the Auto club's involvement in the Toy
Run, to promote their special policy for motorcy-
clists. For an extra fee above membership, you
can get unlimited towing and emergency accom-
modation.

So from the piccies you would have rightly
deduced that we attended the Melbourne Toy
Run, in fact we were invited with room set aside
for us right near the very front of the Run. The
Melbourne Toy Run is the longest running event
of its type down here. Sydney had its first about
the same time (I was there), but a different club
organised that one from the rest. The Motorcycle
Riders Association was started in Melbourne,
and they have organised the Toy Run down here
ever since. And despite not being the largest city
in OZ, they do have the best turnout every year.
Mind you, Sydney does have three and some-

MELBOURNE TOY RUN

times four Toy Runs each year -- but one really
large one is really impressive. Though I suppose
many runs in the US may dwarf us, after all,
there's only 18 million people in the whole
country. So I enjoyed Melbourn's 20th.

OK, next item, I may have mentioned in my
last letter that I was promoting the idea that the
three active clubs down here join forces and
create a web site for all aspects of sidecaring in
this country (?). While it will take a while for
everyone here to digest my proposal, over the
Christmas/New Year break, another path has
been offered to us through the sport based "Side-
car World" web site. This has been set up by ex-
pat Kiwi Gary Francis of Melbourne, to list the
world's sidecar racing bodies/clubs, teams and
individual competitors of all the sports branches
(road, dirt, trails, etc.). At present he is covering
costs himself, but when he has the thing pretty
well completed he will split up the costs on a
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shared basis. As this
is not a commercial
venture, he does not
think the costs will
amount to much
shared among the
world's sidecar
sports community.
Even though we are
not sports based
clubs, we have been
invited (Perth,
Melbourne and
Sydney) to have
some space on the
site with no signifi-
cant strings at-
tached.

The sites
address is http://
www.geocities.com/
MotorCity /2111/
siindex.html, Email:
swinger@geocities.com.

It's too early to
say when and how
we'll hit the net
though, at this
moment.

Event..
MELBOURNE TOY RUN..
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Event..
MELBOURNE TOY RUN..
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Everything Else

Deadlines
DEADLINE ISSUE
29 Jun.'98 Sep-Oct.'98

07 Sep.'98 Nov-Dec.'98

09 Nov.'98 Jan-Feb. ;99

04 Jan.'99 Mar-Apr.'99

08 Mar.'99 May-Jun.'99

03 May '99 Jul-Aug.'99

28 Jun.'99 Sep-Oct.'99

MPV Award for Doug Bingham
Recently, the AMA recognized our own

Doug Ringham/Sidestrider Sidecars and be-
stowed its MVP Award to Doug and his business.
The MVP stands for either Most Valued Person,
Place, Patron or Publication, in the opinion of the
AMA Board of Trustees, advancing the cause of
motorcycling in America or improving the
enjoyment of motorcycling. Way to go Doug!

New Sidecar Announced
ARMEC Classic C-Sidecar Company just

announced the first production sidecar for the
BMW cruiser, imported from Switzerland. For
more info contact them at (973)739-9470 or 3
Great Meadows Ln., E. Hanover, N.J. 07936.

New Bookstore Announced
Heritage Classic Motorbooks just opened a

new store at 8968 Santa Monica Blvd., W.
Hollywood, CA 90069, open Mon.-Sat.

SRA East 1998 Race Schedule
July 24-26 Shannonville, ON Long Track E. Regional

Sept. 4-7 Shannonville, ON Long Track E. Regional

Sept. 25-27 Shannonville, ON Pro Circuit E. Regional

Info: Gary Greene, 12 Cedar Cres., Borden, ON LOM
1CO, Canada.



Vol 22 Number 4                                   Page 12                                                    Jul-Aug’98

L.A. TO BARSTOW TO VEGAS
Above, the start of the Hough Hack trip from Washington. Below, the editor’s XL600R, back on the first
two-day B to V in 1987, which became the LA to B to V. Back then, few sidecars were involved, and fewer
yet, made it to the finish on their own.
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Run
PA-LA-B-to-V
Rain, Sand, and Ice on a Dual Sport
Sidecar Outfit - by David L Hough

You've probably heard of the Los Ange-
les to Barstow to Las Vegas desert race.
Remember those scenes from On Any Sun-
day: hundreds of bikes roosting up trails of
dust in the chilly sunrise as far as the eye
can see. Well, that version of motorcycling
fell victim to desert preservation years ago,
but the LA-B-to-V ride goes on. These days
it's an AMA District 37 "Dual Sport" ride.
Everyone stays on a well-described route
rather than blasting off across the landscape.
That's the price of admission to the desert
these days, and a good thing.

The LA-to-B-to-V ride has been on my
itch list for many years. Too many years. I'm
at the age when my body is refusing to
honor the promises my brain keeps making.
For example, my right arm doesn't work as
well as it used to. I figured maybe my doc-
tor could prescribe something. He asked,
"Does the shoulder sort of 'click' when you
lift your arm?" "Well, yes it does", I re-
sponded. "And does your forearm hurt if
you squeeze your hand hard?" "Yep." "Yeh,"
the doc responded, "mine does that, too."

So, I figured I'd better scratch that LA-
B-to-V itch by riding the 1997 event, before
I got too old and feeble to do it. As it hap-
pens, I'm also a sidecar enthusiast, and for
the past couple of years the LA-B-to-V ride
has included a "dual sport sidecar" class.
Why not make it a real challenge, and drive
a sidecar rig rather than the typical two-
wheeled thumper. Signing up for the LA-B-
to-V was easy enough.

I had an old R100/Ural outfit running,
but I'd need to make it capable of pounding
it's way across 500-or-so miles of sand and
rocks in two days. I figured the stock ex-
haust system would do, but I definitely
needed fatter knobby tires and a serious
bash plate under the engine, and ...

And then the reality of what I'd bitten
off smacked into the back of my brain. I'd
have to get the rig down to LA. 1,400 miles.
And then get the remains home again. If I
lived in Pasadena, it wouldn't be such a big
deal. But I live 80 miles northwest of Se-
attle. The LA-B-to-V ride starts the day
after Thanksgiving. Up in Oregon and
Washington, we call that time of the year
winter. The pass over the Siskiyou moun-
tains between Oregon and California is
4,310 ft. And every time I tried to find a
short route home from Las Vegas, the lowest
passes I could find were altitudes like
"8,041" and "7,519". I guess you've heard of
the Donner Party?

Well, nothing in life is guaranteed.
Ignore the maps. Let's just prepare the rig,
see if it will get down to LA, try the run,
and see what happens. I located some good
slash-6 hubs to which I could get extra-wide
Sun alloy rims laced with heavy-gauge
stainless steel spokes. An old fiberglass
front fender got sawed, sanded, and molded
into a wider high-mounted front fender
hanging off an added fork brace shoe-homed
into the Unit leading link front end. A light-
weight mini-fairing got dusted off and
repainted, to provide both a rain-basher for
the winter transit, plus a rock-deflector for
the desert. Digging into the junk bin, I
found a pair of Plexiglas hand protectors I'd
made years ago. The wheel carrier on the
Ural was modified to hold both the front
and rear wheels with knobbies mounted. A /
.inch diamond-plate aluminum bash plate
was added. A protector bar was mounted
ahead of the sidecar brake linkage. And two
additional struts were added to beef up the
sidecar-to-motorcycle connections.

The outfit was coming together. And
coming apart. In July, an aftermarket valve
disintegrated, demolishing the left cylinder,
piston, and head. The engine had to be
rebuilt from the crank up to remove all the
shrapnel and check vital innards. Used
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Run..
heads were found and rebuilt. New Nikasil
cylinder kits. New oil pump. New clutch.
While we're at it, new final drive splines,
new wheel bearings, new carburetor dia-
phragms, new...well, you vintage bike guys
know the drill. Do they make little fire
extinguishers for smoking credit cards?
Whether You Think You Can, Or Think
You Can't, You're Probably Right

The calendar kept ticking away. Doug
Bingham called in October to check on my
commitment to the LA-B-to-V ride.

Doug is the owner of Side Strider
Sidecars. He isn't simply a sidecar enthusi-
ast, he's a sidecar fanatic, and he wanted to
be sure I was really going to attempt this
stunt.

"Dave, you are signed up for the LA-B-
to V, right? Well, I found you a passenger.
He's an ex-Israeli desert soldier. You know,
one of those wiry little guys who can sur-
vive on lizards and cactus juice when you
get stranded in the desert. I assume you'll be
trailering your outfit down. Don't wont',
we'll be able to get you and your rig back to
the shop after the ride."

A trailer? I didn't own a trailer. I could
use a passenger. But his comments about
surviving on lizards and getting me back to
the shop suddenly started generating images
of a dark blue R100 outfit smacked into a
rock, Castrol 20-50 bleeding out into the
desert sands. Water jug empty. Vultures
circling overhead. Bleached bones wearing
helmets. I swept the pessimistic images out
of my mind, recalling the old adage,
"Whether you think you can, or think you
can't, you're probably right." I just told him
the truth:

"Doug, I'm planning to ride the outfit
down and back. After all, what they call
"dual sport" these days is what we used to
call 'motorcycling'. I'll carry the offroad
wheels on the back of the sidecar. The rig is
almost ready to roll" I neglected to mention

that I still hadn't worked up the nerve to
explain it all to my wife. But that's another
story, as you married guys know.
PA to LA

With the southbound trip rapidly ap-
proaching, I fiddled with the rig, snugging
down critical bolts, adding dabs of Locktite,
securing the offroad wheels, checking the
engine oil, repacking the tools and spares in
the trunk of the sidecar. Even after all my
years of travel, I still fret before every trip.
Mercifully, the dock wound down, and it
was time to hit the bricks. On the night
before departure, the satellite pictures
shows bad news. A giant storm is blowing in
from the Pacific, and there is no way to miss
it. I'll have to splash my way south until I
can break through the front. Well, I can do
that. I've got lots of rain riding experience.

The next morning I'm off, wearing full
insulation and serious raingear over an
Aerostich Darien suit. I look like a big
yellow Michelin man. The storm is getting
even bigger, and howling inland about as
fast as I can make southbound progress. At
rest areas, I stop to blow hot air up my
sleeves. I'm putting down the miles, but I'm
really getting beat up by the wind buffeting,
especially the turbulence from long-haul 18-
wheelers.

By Eugene, I've had all the fun I can
stand for one day. I find an economy motel
with a nearby restaurant, stoke up on a late
dinner, and zonk to sleep. In the middle of
the night I'm awakened to rain slamming
against the windows, and I peek out to
check on the rig. It's parked where I left it,
but in the yellow glare of the streetlights, I
can see the rain beating on the sidecar nose,
and rivulets running off the fairing. I
chuckle at my paranoia. The bike isn't going
to dissolve. And it would take a serious
thief to steal a motorcycle in a cold drench-
ing rain.
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Run..
If you can't run with the big dogs, stay on
the porch.

The next morning, I suit up with the
serious raingear again, and then when I gas
up I have to dig down through it all to find
my wallet. I re-stow the wallet in a breast
pocket that's easier to get to with clammy
hands. On the freeway, truck traffic is heavy
and competitive, drivers all rushing to beat
the storm over the mountains. If I try to hold
anywhere near legal speeds, most of the
trucks pass me, drenching the outfit like I
was inside a dishwasher. There's no time to
sympathize with a wintertime motorcyclist.
If you can't run with the big dogs, stay on
the porch.

It angers me to get hosed down by
every passing truck. SPEED LIMIT 70 the
sign says. TRUCKS 55. What a joke. Here I
am pushing 75 on a slick upgrade, and
there's a big Kenworth turbo rig gaining on
me in the left lane. I've had enough. I snick
down to fourth, bring the tach up to 5,000,
and pull ahead. At 80, I'm barely staying in
front. And I've got to hang off in corners to
stabilize the outfit. Eventually the Kenworth
passes me at 85 on a downgrade. What am I
doing out here?

A few miles north of Grants Pass, I
suddenly break out of the front, and the
temperature soars to 40F, but I'm suspicious
it's a sucker break. The shortest route south
is over the Siskiyous on I-5. But if the storm
catches me up at 4,000 feet, it would be
miserable. I make the quick decision to turn
off at Grants Pass, and take the longer,
twistier route south. But after getting beat
up by wind turbulence, and dicing with the
trucks, I wonder if my arm will give out on
the coastal curves. It's still a long way to
LA, and the desert ride.

I dodge in and out of showers as I push
the rig through the tight turns of the Red-
wood Highway and on down the coast, but
at Willits, the front catches me again, and

the engine is complaining of the abuse. It
wants to die at idle, a sign that the exhaust
valves have lost clearance. I call it quits and
find an almost-vacant motel where I can
haggle the price down a few dollars.

A valve adjustment on an airhead only
takes about 10 minutes, but the engine
needs to be cold, and there's always some
residual oil that drools out of the valve
covers. After dinner, I pick up a stack of
real estate magazines to lay under the en-
gine. Next morning, the left side is a snap,
but with icy-cold fingers, I keep dropping
the nut for the right front valve cover stud. I
have to squat down on my knees between
the bike and sidecar, holding a flashlight in
one hand. The sprinkling rain makes my oily
fingers slippery, and I keep dropping the nut
and having to chase it in the oily paper. But
finally it goes together, and I pack up the
bike.

With only a few rainbow traces of oil
left on the asphalt, I'm on the road again,
continuing the journey to San Francisco and
points south. But the storm doesn't give up
without a fight. Just a few miles south of
Willits, I run into a deluge just as I reach a
construction zone covered in slippery mud.
The temporary concrete lane barriers form a
storm channel full of muddy water, and it's
hard to see anything through the dripping
faceshield. I'm relieved to be on three
wheels rather than two.

South of Petaluma, the rain finally
tapers off, but traffic increases to six lanes
wide and 20 knots faster. It seems strange to
be on dry pavement again. Nearby drivers
stare quizzically at my yellow raingear. The
Golden Gate bridge is always a beautiful
sight, but it's especially welcome today
because I can see the edge of the front right
over San Francisco, and blue sky to the
south.

I work my way through San Francisco,
and follow Highway 1 down the coast. It's
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Run..
the first enjoyable day of the ride, and I'm
tempted to stay on 1 all the way south to
LA, but my right arm suggests that it would
be smarter to take 101 instead, straighter
and faster. I turn inland towards Salinas, but
before I get to the freeway, I see a narrow
secondary road, and decide to see how far
south it takes me. It's a farm road, with
frequent patches of mud tracked onto the
pavement from nearby fields, but they don't
bother me on the sidecar rig, and it's enjoy-
able having the road to myself. To the west,
the setting sun puts on a spectacular show of
orange and red. As a photographer, it's a
gorgeous scene. As a motorcyclist, I know
the brilliant sunset is reflecting off storm
clouds. Finally, as the sun disappears behind
the Santa Lucia Mountains, I click on all the
clearance lights, and jog over to 101.

Traffic is light on 101, and the few
truckers seem to less aggressive after dark.
In return, I flash my high beam to signal
passing truckers that I'm dear of their trail-
ers, and it's safe to pull back in front of me.
Some wink their lights "thanks", and I
imagine that they are the older guys, like
me. The boxer engine seems to be happy at
a steady 70, and drumming along into the
flat nighttime blackness, it's a relaxing but
increasingly chilly ride to Paso Robles.

By mid-morning on the third day, the
outfit finally pops out of the pea-soup fog
and over the Santa Ynez crest, and down a
twisty grade to Santa Barbara. Welcome to
Southern California. Palm Trees. Sunshine.
Billboards. Stretch limos. Rippled pave-
ment. Gas up and keep moving. Everyone is
in a hurry, and as a general rule, you're not
OK.

Finally, the Side Strider shop in Van
Nuys. Stretch the legs and relax the tired
throttle arm. War stories. Adjust valves. Top
off the oil. Change wheels. Attach the roll
chart holder. Stick on entry numbers. Doug
Bingham is putting the final touches on a
newly-assembled outfit composed of a

vintage Honda 250 scrambler married to
two-thirds of an old Side Strider sidecar. But
the Honda needs a license, and that requires
an inspection. How do you get an unlicensed
sidecar outfit to the license department?
Easy. Get some guys to lift it up on top of
your camera platform sidecar, and drive it
down. Hey! It's Southern California!
Friday Morning 0330

Up and dress. Get on the gear. It's time
to hit the superslab for Asuza, just across
town. Well, 60 miles across "town". I've had
a nice family dinner with the Weinberg
family on Thursday, and Alex is ready to
passenger on the LA-B-to-V ride. We've
never ridden together, but we just hop on the
outfit and take off, as if we'd been doing this
for years. I guess it's like musicians who
have never played together before, but know
all the same rifts.

It's eerie motoring along the almost
vacant freeway between Pasadena and
Azusa, hours before dawn. The few vehicles
we see are motorhomes with trailers and
pickup trucks, all loaded with dual sport
bikes. They all pass us—a sign of things to
come. We go through the check-in formali-
ties in Azusa, load the roll chart, and then
check out, heading up a canyon road into the
San Gabriel Mountains.
LA to B

The route to Barstow is over wildly
varying terrain. Mostly single lane dirt. 4-
wheel drive stuff. A veteran later described
some of the sections as "technical". I guess
he was talking about those steep uphill soft-
sand/gravel/rock sections, hanging on the
side of a cliff.

OK, I lost the route in the middle of day
1. At speed on a washboard road, I could
barely see the roll chart, and the odometer
was a meaningless dusty blur. I lost track of
which section we were in. I was more inter-
ested in missing the big rocks. To add some
complexity, there had been a late route
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change, and I had been too lazy to cut and
paste the revised section into the roll chart
before loading it. I figured we could fake it,
following the crowd. But we stopped to
assist a sidecar outfit with a fractured water-
cooling elbow, and fell behind. Then we
missed the turnoff and continued up the
Angeles Crest highway.

I figured we could just make a little
"end run" and merge with the official route
down the road a piece. I didn't realize we'd
be up at 7,000 feet for 30 or 40 miles in the
wrong direction before we could get down
to the desert again. Eventually, we caught
up with the pack and rolled into Barstow for
a well-deserved dinner, a short soak in the
hot tub, and a few hours sleep. In spite of
the energetic ride, my arm was doing fine.
In fact, I swear it was getting better.
B to LV

Day two started before dawn in
Barstow, with warm bodies trying to melt
frost from cold saddles, and riders trying to
get icy engines to fire. It would be hours
before the low winter sun would melt the
frost from the shadows. Alex and I found an
all-night restaurant for a quick breakfast,
put on our insulation, and rolled up to the
check. "Are you that guy who rode your
bike all the way down from Seattle?", the
incredulous checkpoint worker asks before
checking us out. "Well, no, that's not quite
true." I respond. "Actually, I rode down
from Port Angeles, which is about 80 miles
the other side of Seattle." "Man..!" he re-
sponded, "You're my freaking HEE-RO!"

By noon we were basking in the sun at
the lunch stop. OK, we cheated here and
there. It takes a lot of energy to wrestle a
sidecar rig at speed over a bumpy trail, or
through a boulder-strewn sand trap. After
the first three or four sections, I was getting
bushed. Alex and I mutually agreed to take
the "bail out" route for a while. We figured
to make some miles on pavement, and then
intercept the final section before the lunch

stop. On the LAB-to-V ride, there's no
penalty for taking bail-out routes. The
checks are just to keep track of everyone.

As it turned out, that decision allowed
us to avoid a nasty section, and join the
official route on a paved side road, so we
rolled into the lunch stop just like everyone
else. I'd like to say it was a wise decision,
but it was really dumb luck. The section we
missed had some steep hills with bottom-
less rock-studded sand. In deep sand, you
need to maintain at least 40 mph to stay on
top. That's awfully hard with a sidecar rig,
when you're also trying to swerve between
the rocks.

After fueling up at Searchlight, we had
our energy back and a full tank, so we
decided to follow the rest of the route into
Las Vegas. The final sections were ideal for
the hack, and we made good time, except
for stopping briefly to tie up the rear fender
after the brackets tore off the subframe. By
late afternoon of the second day, we rolled
out of the desert and into the glitter of Las
Vegas, covered with dust and sporting big
grins.

On the LA-B-to-V, there are no awards
given for fastest, and no points deducted
for taking bail outs. It's a ride, not a race.
But let me tell you that most of these guys
ride seriously, and ride hard. It's no over-
statement to say that veteran dual sport
riders cross the desert at freeway speeds.
On one wide, relatively smooth road, we
were doing an honest 80, and a two-
wheeler came dancing on by.

Well, the LA-to-B-to V part of my ride
was completed. I was pretty impressed that
the old airhead outfit had made it through,
without throwing a rod, bending any
wheels, breaking any spokes, or having a
single flat, especially considering we had a
half-ton of machine and riders completely
airborne on several different occasions. No
vultures. No skeletons. Now, all I had to do
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was switch back to the street wheels, figure
out how to get over or around the Sierras,
and pilot the rig 1,400 miles north. The
weatherman on TV said it was flooding in
Los Angeles.
LV to PA

Rather than take the shorter but higher
altitude route north through Reno with
another storm brewing, I decided to take the
longer but lower route south to Barstow,
where I could pick up route 58 to Bakers-
field over the Tehachapi pass, a modest
4,064 feet in the clouds.

It would have been less of a problem
riding home if I hadn't pushed the bike off
the jack in Las Vegas changing back to the
street wheels. The final drive came crashing
down to the pavement, and I wasn't quite
fast enough to get my clutch hand out of the
way. The instant pain and blood told me it
was serious enough, and rather than look at
it, I wrapped a handkerchief around the
finger and completed the change. Alex's
wife, an ex-nurse, bound the wound back
together, and suggested I get to a hospital.
But I was reluctant to waste any time wait-
ing around in a doctor's office. I needed to
beat my feet home as quickly as possible, or
else park the outfit and fly home. I decided
to head for Barstow, and if it was too pain-
ful to ride, at least I'd be that much closer to
LA and the Side Strider shop. I snipped a
finger off a spare glove to allow the bandage
to poke through, loaded the bike, took some
Ibuprofen, and motored out of Vegas with a
throbbing dutch hand.

At Barstow, Bakersfield seemed doable.
At Bakersfield, I turned onto Highway 99, a
superslab where I didn't need to use my
clutch hand except for gas stops. After an
overnight stop somewhere south of Sacra-
mento, I knew I could ride it the rest of the
way home.

1,445 miles in 3 days back to Port
Angeles. Bandages changed every morning.

Valves adjusted one more time, before dawn
in front of a nameless motel room. Over the
Siskiyous at 20F on dry pavement. A final
morning departure before dawn in ice fog.
North to Portland, across the Columbia
River to Washington at a toasty 40F, and a
few hours later, the 3:50 p.m. ferry from
Seattle to Bainbridge Island. 80 more miles,
and I'm home. Not as fast as your average
Iron Butt rider, but fast enough to beat the
storm.

LA -B-to-V? Been there. Done that. Got
the T-shirt. Got the scars. Brought home a
souvenir desert rock, too, a nice 2- incher
that stowed away between the bash plate
and the frame. And-my ailing right arm?
Well, I swear it feels better after the ride
than before. Maybe I'll get my doctor to
prescribe dual sport rides as therapy. Can I
deduct this as a medical expense?
So, What's It Like Out On The Desert?

Don't let anyone tell you the desert is
flat. Of course, the first half-day of the LA-
BLV ride is through pine forests high in the
mountains. The roads twist and turn, some-
times at dizzying angles and cambers. Once
over the San Gabriels, you drop down to the
high desert, which is amazingly complex.
Single-track roads go in all directions, and
huge parcels of land are set aside for gov-
ernment gunnery ranges, troop training,
deep space tracking facilities, and wildlife
preserves. When you see a 50-mile wash on
the map labeled °devil's playground",

that ought to give your a clue. Desert
doesn't mean "flat", it means "dry". And
even if it's a comfy 70F under the winter
sun, nighttime temperatures will quickly
drop down into the 20's.

With no trees to block the view, you
can see about 10 miles to the horizon. Ten
miles of desert road is a long way. When
you finally spin and bounce your way up to
that rocky outcrop that was just a blip on
the horizon 15 minutes ago, suddenly there
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is another spectacular vista. Another ten-
miles of windblown undulating rifts and
canyons stretching out before you, dotted
with countless sagebrush, tumbleweed, and
rocks, peppered with plumes of dust mark-
ing other riders on the trail ahead. Riding
swiftly through this landscape, the aware-
ness creeps into your consciousness that this
is big country. You've been riding fast for
several hours now. And as much ground as
you've covered so far, there is that much
again to reach food, shelter, and fuel. It
would take you a long, long time to walk
out of here. It's comforting to know that on
an organized dual sport ride, there's a sweep
truck coming along.
Dual Sporting

For those who have yet to discover the
pains and pleasures of a dual sport ride,
perhaps I can offer some suggestions.
Today's "dual sport" really means a contem-
porary four-stroke single dirt bike with long
travel suspension, except it also has a li-
cense, DOT approved tires, lights, and turn
signals. Yes, give it a try. But if you don't
have much dirt experience, you probably
don't want to jump off the deep end of an
organized ride such as the LAB-LV. These
riders are serious, knowledgeable, skillful,
and friendly. But they are also fast.

You'll get much softer introduction by
just messing around on some dirt roads,
with no pressure to hurry. Find a buddy of
similar experience level, borrow a couple of
modest-sized dual sport machines, and just
go exploring at first. The newer dual sport
bikes such as the Suzuki DR-350 are power-
ful enough for novices, and light enough to
pick up when you fall down. You can take
your roboboxer 1100GS on dual sport runs
if you wish, but weight is a definite liability
when the going gets rough. Who knows?
You might like "dual sporting" enough to
add a smaller machine to your stable.

And when you're ready to crank up the
wick to "event" speeds, get some serious

body protection. The veterans wouldn't
think of riding fast without knee guards,
hard boots, elbow pads, chest protector, and
armored gloves. And lots of them also add a
water bladder such as the Camelback. Such
protective gear is all available at dealers
who sell dual sport bikes, and also through
the offroad catalogs.
Sidecar Dual Sport

Yes, it takes about twice the energy to
drive a sidecar outfit fast on "technical"
roads, but the risk of a spill is much less
than on a two-wheeler, and it's a blast han-
dling a rig. If you're really curious about
sidecar dual sport, consider offering to
passenger for an outfit. You can get some
serious exposure to dual sporting, with very
little risk or expense. If you're interested in
being a passenger on the LA-B-LV ride,
contact Doug Bingham at Side Strider.
Before the event, you can ask for some
coaching about passenger tactics.

If you have some sidecar experience,
you might consider building a dual sport
sidecar outfit. The old R100 airheads are an
acceptable machine for sidecar use. Of
seven rigs which started the 1997 LAB-to-V,
Three finished with no major problems. Two
of the three were R100/Ural rigs. But an
airhead rig is a bit on the heavy side. My
R100/Ural with driver, passenger, and
emergency gear, weighs in the vicinity of
1,050 lbs. That's a lot of weight to hammer
over washboard roads, or get airborne. But
if you're just puttering around in the desert
with no schedule to keep, you can take it
slow and easy and have a good time.

For more information about the LA-B-
to-V ride:

District 37 AMA Dual Sport, 3550
Foothill Blvd., Glendale, CA 91214. Phone
(818) 249-2141. Internet http://www.
motorsports-network. com/off-road.

Doug Bingham is at Side Strider (818)
780-5542.
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By Ed Johnson
The Northern Illinois

Sidecarists have supported this
guided ride for the past 13 of
its 20 year existence.

15,000 riders showed up
for this year's ride on Decem-
ber 7, 1997, collecting 28,000
toys.

The United States Marine
Corps, recognizing this as one
of their most important events
nationwide, sent a full colonel
to observe the parade, and to
give out awards one week later
at the wrap-up meeting of the
Chicagoland Toys for Tots
committee.

From news reports, the
Marine Corps fell short nation-
ally, of the number of toys that
they needed to collect to fill
the needs of the poor this year.

CHICAGOLAND TOYS
FOR TOTS RUN
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By Ed Johnson

Again this year we held a joint
Christmas party with the North Ameri-
can 40+ Touring Riders, on December
14, 1997. This is the first time that we
have celebrated this holiday affair at
Harner's Restaurant, in North Aurora,
Illinois. We will be back, and have al-
ready reserved the restaurant for next
year. Actually, the restaurant was closed
at this time to all but our group.

The total attendance was 53. Present
from the N.I.S. were: Joe and Judy
Buchholz, Gail and Babs Dunlap, Jim
and Donna Fousek, Ron and Pat
Gardner, Rich and Marilyn Hansen, Gert
Jackson, Bob and Joan Janick, Ed,
Marilyn and Jeanine Johnson, Kurt and
Teresa Liebhaber, Bart Perry, Al Roach,
Jim Rubens, Rob, Debbie and Andrea
Wentzel.

Bob Janick, NA+40, Illinois Leader, Photo: Rich Hansen, NIS

The prices were reasonable, the
service excellent and the food unex-
celled. The N.I.S. and the NA+40T.R.
combined our parties because so many
of each group are also members of the
other group. Also, with a larger contin-
gent we were able to get a much better
site for our combined Christmas party.

The annual general meeting of the
N.I.S. is held at this time. It is the only
business gathering each year. Our
thoughts have always been, the less
formality the better. The officers retain-
ing their positions are: Ed Johnson,
President; Terry Strassenburg, Vice
President; Marilyn Johnson, Secretary/
treasurer. One change was made: Gary
Kraus was dropped from the board of
directors, and Tim Collburn was ap-
pointed in his place as a Director-at-
large.

SIDECARIST’S CHRISTMAS



Vol 22 Number 4                                   Page 25                                                    Jul-Aug’98

Event

L to R: Mike Kneebone, Jim Fousek, Teresa Liebhaber, Donna Fousek, Jim Zikuda, at the
Rosemont Motorcycle Expo booth.

By Ed Johnson
As they have for the past 17 years,

the Northern Illinois Sidecarists hosted
a breakfast in conjunction with the
Motorcycle Expo, Rosemont, Illinois,
Saturday, January 17, 1998. 130 at-
tended. It was held at the Great
Expoteria, a cafeteria, in the same build-
ing as the Expo Center.

Many local motorcycle clubs sup-
port the event. Tickets for the show
were sold by Mike Webster, VP of the
organization sponsoring the show. This

eliminates standing in long lines to buy
your tickets at the windows.

A two dollar discount was allowed
on the admission tickets.

The United Sidecar Association
sponsors a booth at the Motorcycle
Expo. It is manned by the Northern
Illinois Sidecarists working under Kurt
Liebhaber, the booth manager.

Relevant material is passed out for
the USCA, the USCA SSP and the N.I.S.

CHICAGO EXPO
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By Ed Johnson
The Brass Monkey Sidecar Rally is the

second oldest sidecar gathering that I know of in
our country. Doug Bingham's Griffith Park Rally
sidecar event being the first. The 3rd Wheel
Sidecar Club, Minnesota, began having their
rallies in the mid-1970's. It was not until 1979
that the United Sidecar Association had its first
national sidecar rally. Local sources in the Chi-
cago Region BMW Club, tell me that a local man
that moved to Arizona, Art Jacobson, was the
founder of the concept that is the Brass Monkey
Rally. A John Gelles is also noted as an early
member of the first rallies. [Art, and George
Hays, one of the original founders of ROAD
RIDER NEWS, were jointly responsible for the
start of the Brass Monkey -- ed.]

Which brings us to the present, who is the
main man now, and who has been since 1977, in
the perpetuation of the Brass Monkey Rally? It is
Dave Tenpenny. Dave has lived in Tucson,
Arizona, for 27 years and pays the bills working
as a lineman for the local power company.

The annual event this year, was held in Vail,
Arizona, in the vicinity of Tucson, on the prop-
erty of David and his wife Donna. It is a 160 acre
piece of land in the foot hills of great natural
beauty. A trailer is their temporary living quarters
until they can build their permanent home there.
A motorcycle campground is also projected for
the property.

Annual Brass Monkey Rally or Muddy Monkey in Arizona
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A brief history of the rally
would be that the originators
received their inspiration from
accounts that they had read
about, describing winter sidecar
rallies held in Europe. These
hardy people would drive up to
the mountains on snow covered
roads, gather in these miserable
conditions, imbibing to hide
their distress. To use a term
now in use, macho!

The first annual Brass
Monkey Sidecar Rally was held
in December of 1973, in Flag-
staff, Arizona. The second was
in Sedona, Arizona, in Decem-
ber of 1974. The third was in
Idyllwild, California, in Decem-
ber of 1975.

In 1977, Dave Tenpenny
attended his first at
Wickenburg, Arizona, and
began his sponsorship, of
course with the help of others
such as Jack Zollars, of the
event from then to now. [If it
seems like there was a gap of a
year from 1975 until 1977, it
can perhaps be explained that
the original December event,
was delayed two months, to the
February time frame -- ed.]

1977, Wickenburg, Arizona.

1978, Idyllwild, California.

1979, Sedona, Arizona.

1980, Borrego Springs, Califor-
nia.

Rally..
Annual Brass Monkey Rally..
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1981, Idyllwild, California.

1982, Prescott, Arizona.

1983, Laguna, California.

1984, Payson, Arizona.

1985, WarnerSprings, Califor-
nia.

1986, Lukeville, Arizona.

1987, Palmdale, California.

1988, Parker, Arizona.

1989, Death Valley, California.

1990, El Golfo, Mexico.

1991, Joshua Tree, California.

1992, Bullhead City, Arizona.

1993, El Golfo, Mexico.

1994, El Golfo, Mexico.

1995, Needles, California.

1996, Mulege, Baja California,
Mexico.

1997, Death Valley, California.

1998, Vail, Arizona.

As you can see, basically
the rally is held in California
one year, and then the next year
it is held in Arizona. The
exceptions are Mexico and the
Baja. As was mentioned: "As
the rallygoers attending get
older, the local becomes
warmer".
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Annual Brass Monkey Rally..

A man and his toy.
Dave’s ‘65 BMW R60/2 with

Steib sidecar. Changes include
a larger ‘72 motor and nine
gallon Heinrich gas tank, oil

cooler, external battery case, a
Butler English fairing, Italian

4-brake drum shoe, other
mods from the ‘60s.



Vol 22 Number 4                                   Page 30                                                    Jul-Aug’98

Advt



Vol 22 Number 4                                   Page 31                                                    Jul-Aug’98

INSTRUCTOR CORNER
By David L. Hough

SSP

Over the past three years, we've been working
hard on the Sidecar Safety Program to improve the
curricula, instructor training, and instructor communi-
cation. We're also trying to make sidecar training more
visible to state motorcycle training programs, we're
starting to share information with foreign sidecar
organizations, we're making sidecar information
available to the Motorcycle Safety Foundation, we're
cooperating with the sidecar industry, we're trying to
figure out how to obtain grants to help fund training for
those with physical disabilities, and we are continuing
to cooperate with national motorcycle organizations
such as GWRRA who want to include sidecar and
trike training in their "safety" programs.
Driving A Sidecar Outfit

Our textbook, Driving A Sidecar Outfit, had been
out for about a year now, and we've made it available to
individuals, to sidecar businesses, and to sidecar
instructors. We're talking with a couple of book
distributors about including this book in their catalogs.
Driving A Sidecar Outfit is a multi-purpose book,
serving as a source of information for the new sidecar-
ist, the curricula for our two SSP training courses, and a
textbook about sidecars for those in the motorcycle
safety industry.

While this book is most helpful to sidecar
novices, even old sidecar dogs might learn a few new
tricks from this book, which goes for $19.95 plus $3
S&H. Individual copies can be ordered from SSP
Treasurer Tim Colbum.

Note that Tim has a new address: 453 Tamarack
St. Park Forest, IL 60455. His telephone is still the
same: (708) 747-0480.

Even if you happen to know everything there is to
know about driving sidecars, we suggest you obtain a
copy of Driving A Sidecar Outfit to loan to potential
sidecarists who ask you questions about the differences
between riding a two-wheel motorcycle and driving a
sidecar rig. Loaning them a book ensures that you
haven't forgotten something important, if you're
counseling someone about sidecar driving skills. For

those USCA sidecar veterans who have been procrasti-
nating about ordering a copy for your library, we're
planning to have a box of books at the USCA National
rally in Missouri. We'll pay for the shipping, so you can
pick up a copy for $20. (OK, $19.95 if you've got the
change) And if you're in the sidecar business, this book
can save you a lot of time repeating the same old
lecture over and over. We urge anyone who installs
sidecars or delivers completed rigs to a new owner, to
provide a copy of Driving A Sidecar Outfit to the
sidecarist, even if they claim to be sidecar "experi-
enced".

We have heard lots of horror stories about
motorcyclists who think they can switch seamlessly
from their two-wheeler to a sidecar outfit, only to
stagger back from across the street with shaking hands
after a short panic-stricken journey through the nearest
fence. Do your customers a favor and give them a copy
of this book to read while you're doing the installation.
Sidecarist Training Courses

Until a couple of years ago, sidecar training
focused only on the experienced sidecarist. Our "old"
Sidecar Safety Program provided a combination of
sidecar engineering and advanced driving tactics. Our
"new" courses include both a "Driving A Sidecar" class
for novices, and an "Advanced Sidecar Driving" class
for experienced sidecarists. For motorcycle safety
instructors, our sidecar courses are now more aligned
with the Motorcycle Safety Foundation approach of
one "learn to ride" class for novices (MRC/RSS), and a
separate class for experienced riders (ERC).

Because of the significant differences between
riding a motorcycle and driving a sidecar rig, we
assume that a person with little or no sidecar experi-
ence is a sidecar novice. The experienced motorcyclist
can wade quickly through motorcycle controls, but
soon encounters new learning experiences as the clutch
is eased out on the practice "range". We've received
some flack from people with motorcycle experience
who think they need a special "abbreviated" course
because they already know how to ride a motorcycle.
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But the truth is, a lot of their motorcycling habits need
to be unlearned in the process of learning to drive a
three-wheeler.
Sidecar Instructor Training

As we have upgraded and better defined our
training, it's time to upgrade our sidecar instructors, and
better define instructor certification. Since we're all
volunteers, we need to be careful to avoid making
impossible demands on instructors, but if we are to
provide training that is recognized by state motorcycle
safety programs, we've got to have both well-docu-
mented instructional materials, and well-trained
instructors.

Two steps in that direction are to train sidecar
instructors to teach the Driving A Sidecar curriculum,
and to make the switch from the "old" Sidecar Safety
Program to the Advanced Sidecar Driving class. Over
the past three years, we haven't placed a big red X on
the calendar for switchover date after which sidecar
instructors are required to teach the new stuff. What
we've tried to do is provide training opportunities for
both current instructors and new instructors. Once
you've taught either of the new courses, you'll appreci-
ate that there is better information, and the range
exercises are much easier to set up and coach.

Our initial instructor class for Driving A Sidecar
was in Mariposa, CA in June, 1997. By the time you
read this, the Instructor class in Sterling, VA will have
been completed. Our plan is to do one additional
Instructor course in 1999, somewhere in the Mid-West.
After that course, the SSP will no longer certify courses
other than Driving A Sidecar or Advanced Sidecar
Driving, until other courses are officially adopted, or
the "new" courses revised.

If it isn't obvious, we can't control what anyone
teaches about sidecars. Even with the current sidecar
courses, there are lots of people teaching others to drive
sidecar outfits, their "curriculum" being whatever pops
out of their brain at the moment. The only way in
which we can effect what is being taught is by certifica-
tion. That is, the SSP can certify that an instructor has
been trained to teach a specific course, and that the
course being taught is essentially what was developed
by the SSP.

Instructor Certification
Since the beginning of the Sidecar Safety Pro-

gram, instructors who completed the instructor training
courses were given certification with no time limit.
That was an acceptable idea at the beginning of the
program, but the result is that we have a large number
of sidecar instructors on the SSP database, most of
whom are no longer active. By comparison, MSF and
state-trained motorcycle safety instructors receive
certification for a limited time period. Instructors who
fail to teach the minimum number of courses (or
training hours) are relegated to assistant instructor
status, and eventually they lose certification.

We don't want to be quite as strict with sidecar
instructors, since sidecar courses are typically less
frequent. But we now provide certification for five
years. Starting with the Mariposa SIP, we issued
instructor cards for a five-year time span. We haven't
defined the minimum teaching requirement within that
five year period to receive a certification renewal, but it
should be obvious that from here on out instructor
status won't be permanent, and that instructors who
don't teach won't be renewed automatically.

While we don't want to just "cancel" anyone's
SSP certification, we can't allow instructors to just step
up and teach the new courses without getting updated.
The catch 22 for instructors who don't take an update is
that they will still have their original "timeless" instruc-
tor cards to teach a course which is no longer available
through or certified by the Sidecar Safety Program.
Instructor Updates

The next opportunity for a sidecar instructor
update is at the USCA National in Missouri, July 23-
24, 1997. This course is a special update for current
sidecar instructors, and will focus on the Advanced
Sidecar Driving course. If you aren't registered for this
instructor update but wish to be, immediately contact
Chief Instructors David Hough or Jim Dodson to see if
you can be included. Update fee is $90. Course
participation is limited to currently certified SSP
instructors. Additional details about this course were
included in the May-June Sidecarist.

We are looking for a venue for the 1999 instruc-
tor course, with an eye towards Illinois.
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If you have any concerns about instructor training

or certification, feel free to discuss your ideas with SSP
Chief Instructor David Hough (360) 452-0901 or
pmdave @tenforward.com.
Instructor Communication

If you remember ancient history, we had a chat
during the USCA National in Wisconsin Dells, at
which there was concern about some way to communi-
cate what was happening in the SSP, and some way for
the SSP to hear what was happening around the
country. The immediate idea was a column in The
Sidecarist, and this Instructor Comer column is the
answer to that idea. Since then, we've discovered that
with better information we can make things happen
more quickly. So in addition to the Instructor Corner in
The Sidecarist, this same information is updated and
sent to SSP VP Ed Bettinger (970) 8827604 who sends
out an SSP Instructor Newsletter to those who are
really interested in the latest information. "Really
interested" translates into "willing to cough up some
postage". If you want the latest info soon after it

happens rather than waiting a couple of months for it to
appear in The Sidecarist, contact Ed.

Motorcyclists With Disabilities Project
The SSP realizes that motorcycling is one sport

which has not provided access for those with physical
limitations. Sidecars are an obvious way to make
motorcycling accessible to those with physical disabili-
ties.

We've leaned on Larry Lehr (Georgia Sidecarists)
to spearhead this project. We'd like to have some
special wheelchair-accessible training rigs available, for
instance. That takes money, both to build the outfits
and maintain them, and to either transport the rigs to a
training site, or help handicapped riders get to the site
where the rigs are. Since the motorcycle industry isn't
offering any financial support, we are considering
grants. If you have any ideas, we need them. contact
Larry Lehr. (770) 9282111.
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Coming Events
June 26-28, 1998, 17th Sierra Sidecar Spectacular, Mariposa, California. Info: Sierra Pacific Sidecarist, 390

Hallson Lane, Ben Lomond, CA 95005. (408)336-2476.

July 8-14, 1998, Holiday Rally near Kragero, Norway, 180 km Southwest of Oslo. Info: Sigurdur Bjarnason,
Lobergsaleen 1, N-5032 Minde, Norway. Tel.+47 55 29 08 08.

July 10-12, 1998, Northeast 3 Wheelers 2nd Annual Family Campout, Chamberlain Lake Campground, Route
197, North Woodstock, Connecticut. Info: Don or Alma Nolin, 102 Linden St., Hyannis, MA 02601 or
(508)771-2261.

July 11, 1998, Show and Ride at Delta Rehabilitation Centre, Snohomish, Washington. Info: Jaxon Bradley
(360)568-6109.

July 18-19, 1998, 2nd Annual Ural Homecoming, Seattle, Washington area. Info: Tom Spear, (800)832-2845.

July 23-26, 1998, 20th USCA NATIONAL RALLY, 01' Mac Donald's Farm, 15603 County Rd. 344, Savannah,
Missouri. Info: Ron or Joyce Canfield, 5201 Cook Rd., St. Joseph, MO 64505. (816)232-2726.

July 24-28, 1998, Bigfoot International Sidecar Rally, Ponoka, Alberta, Canada. Ponoka is approximately half
way between Edmonton and Red Deer. Info: Jerry Kotanko, 6115 - 216 St. R.R. #11, Langley, B.C. V2Y 2N6
CANADA. (604)534-6473.

August, 1998, Canadian Sidecar Owners Club National Rally? No formal information received as of our 5-4-98
closing deadline so all we can suggest is contacting CSOC Secretary Gail Clarke: (613)443-9027.

August 2-9, 1998, Black Hills Motor Classic, Sturgis, South Dakota.

August 14-16, 1998, Keystone Kampout, Cook Forest, Pennsylvania, Kalyument Campground, I80 Exit 9, Rte.
58E 12 mi. Make your own plans with the campground by calling (814)744-9622. No organized events or
meals, just tire kicking and camping.

August 30, 1998, BMW/Sidecar Picnic and Pot Luck, Rowden Park, Lapeer, Michigan, 1:00p.m. (North on M-
24, across from Hospital, look for water tower). Bring a dish to pass. Info: Mid-Michigan BMW Touring Club,

6300 Church St., Marlette, MI 48453. (517)635-4865 Tom.

September 4-7, 1998, Mirror Lake Unrally Campout, south of Kaslo, B.C. Canada. Info: Jerry Kotanko, 6115 -
216 St. R.R. #11, Langley, B.C. V2Y 2N6 CANADA. (604)534-6473.

September 18-20, 1998, So-Long Summer Sidecar Campout, Muscatatuck County Park, North Vernon, Indiana.
Also Sidecar Safety Course, reservations required. Info: Fred Hunteman, 15 Daniel St., Mooresville, IN 46158,
or (317)831-8105.

Autumn Rally and Annual General Meeting, Hemsedal, Norway. road 52 between Bergen and Oslo. Info:
Sigurdur Bjarnason, Lobergsaleen 1, N-5032 Minde, Norway. Tel.+47 55 29 08 08.

September 25-27, 1998, Ears Across The Border, Concrete, Washington. Info: Jerry Kotanko, 6115 - 216 St.
R.R. #11, Langley, B.C. V2Y 2N6 CANADA. (604)534-6473.

October 2-4, 1998, 7th Annual Invitational to benefit S.A.F.E  (Sidecar ldvancement Foundation for :duration) at
HACK'D magazine ieadquarters, Buckhannon, West iirginia. $20 per person Pro rempore membership to
S.A.F.E., [nc., RR5 Box 533A, Buckhannon, UV 26201.

October 24-25, 1998, Griffith Park Sidecar Rally, Los Angeles, California. Info: Doug Bingham, Sidestrider,
15838 Arminta St., Unit 25, Van Nuys, CA 91406 or (818) 780-5542.
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Classifieds
Classified advertisers should use the classified ad

form, regularly found on page 38, or make a copy of it.

Using the ad form gives an ad 150 characters and
spaces, and the advertiser name, address and phone
number are included for free.

Ads just typed on a sheet of paper, usually tend to
run close to double length, and are returned to either be
edited to space by the advertiser, or additional payment.

1st Time Ads
For Sale:
1993 Honda GW Asp w/Champion Escort sc. Beauti-

ful CA red, low miles. Extras too numerous to list,
include pwr lean & EZ-steer. $14,000. Call anytime.
Paul Graybill, 220 St. Annes Pl., Lompoc, CA
93436. (805)7334646.

1985 Wineberry Goldwing Interstate with color-
matched EML GT 2 (double-wide) sidecar, Earles
type front end, integrated brakes, 22K miles,
$8,400.00 Steve Woodward, 17308 NE 13th P1.,
Bellevue, WA 98008. (425)746-6860. stevewoo-
ms@msn.com

Two Stoye sidecars from Leipzig, Germany. Steel
bodied 1937; Aluminum bodied 1958. Attachments
included, please call for details. Johathan Hayt, 3524
Heron Cove Court, Bonita Springs, FL 34134.
(941)498-0898.

1978 FLH 75th Anniversary Edition 1340 cc, low
miles, matching sidecar, black with gold mag
wheels, many extras, $12,500. All original parts
included. Joanne Wright, 160 Alturas Dr., Mountain
Home, ID 83647. (208)587-3456.

1986 SEi, 55K, bkrest, flboards, CB, trip computer,
fuel inj, hitch, prog springs. Color matched Cham-
pion sic + small cargo trailer, $8,500. Call Jim,
(717)872-2919. James H. Eckenrode, 439 Manor
View Drive, Millersville, PA 17551-2015.

2nd Time Ads
For Sale:
1981 GL1100, 27K w/'94 Velorex 562E sidecar. Less

than 1K on sidecar. Tops + spares included, $3500
or BO. Pictures available. Richard Renzulli, 59 Glen
Terrace, Lakewood, NJ O8701. (732)367-3964.

1977 Honda 750A Hondamatic w/Velorex 562E
sidecar. Windjammer fairing, new tires, looks and
runs great! 18K miles on bike. $2250.00. Bud
Miedema, 7290 Iris Avenue, Hanover Park, IL
60103. (630)837-3652.

1972 Red Dale Trailer, sleeps 5, dinette, stove, furnace,
gas & electric lights, electric brakes, everything
folds up, the back folds down to load your m/c.
$1,200. Patric Blackman, 1460 Willard Rd., Birch
Run, MI 48415. (810)6872312.

GL1500 Honda, 36,000 miles, new tires, brakes,
Watsonian s/c, garage kept, $8,500 firm. William
Neumann, 6110 Silver Oak Dr., Fort Pierce, FL
34982. (561)461-7256.

1980 Harley-Davidson FLH with factory sidecar. 260
original miles. Police bike serial number
(9H313XXJ0). The finest unrestored bike and
sidecar available. Dealer installed CB, AM/FM cass,
runs perfect. Appraised $25K to $28K. $19,000 08
serious offer Jack, (805)255-6522  24508 Lyons
Ave., Newhall, CA 91321.

1995 BMW R100R Classic wiEscort sidecar, 5K mi.,
Russell Daylong seat, Unit leading link fork, heated
grips, windshield, bags, Throttlemeister. $12,500
firm. Ed Johnson, 703 First St., Manhattan, IL
60442. (815)478-5609.

For Sale or Trade:
'94 V-Max EZS outfit, the best of everything, forks,

wheels, etc., mid twenties or trade BMW R1100 or
Triumph Tiger, also '92 K75, $4,400 or BO . Stan
Vorgias, 10005 Fair Lane, Union, IL 60180.
(815)923-2521.

Wanted:
Calif. III sidecar. Must be off 1500 Goldwing. Call Ells

after 4:00p.m. (724)662-3341. Ellsworth L. Moury,
889 Scrubgrass Rd., Mercer, PA 16137.
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Classified Form

DEADLINE ISSUE           .
11 Mar.1996 May-Jun 1996
06 May 1996 Jul-Aug 1996
01 Jul  1996 Sep-Oct 1996
09 Sep 1996 Nov-Dec 1996
11 Nov 1996 Jan-Feb 1997
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