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Well, here we are at the end of June, writing
for the September/October issue of THE SIDE-
CARIST.

The National Rally is a thing of the past and
hopefully a good time was had by all who at-
tended. For those of you who did not, we saw a
changing of the guard so to speak, with a transfer
of responsibility from Jim McManus, our Vice
President of the last 10 years, to Al Olme, and
the change of Central Regional Director from
Beth Mattson to Joyce Canfield. As we did
verbally at the rally, we also wish to thank in
writing, both Jim and Beth for their years of
service and dedication to the USCA. Your efforts
have been appreciated by both the Board of
Directors and the members. We sincerely hope
you do not "just fade away", but stay with us as
Members of the Board, Emeritus, and active
USCA members.

You also know that the position of President
of USCA is open for election following the same
procedures as this last election. While I have
enjoyed being your President, I feel that I need to
devote more of my time to my wife Joyce, whom
many of you have met. Joyce is totally disabled
with a variety of medical problems. As a result of
her medical problems, based on advice from her
specialist, she lives full time in our home in the
Blue Ridge Mountains of North Carolina, while I
continue to live and work in the Washington,
D.C. area.

Due to her need for assistance, I hope to be
able, over the next several months, with the help
of the company I work for, to transfer my func-
tions and be able to work from NC on most of
the things I do traveling as necessary out of
Charlotte or Tri-Cities.

I have had a tremendous balancing act over
the last two and a half years trying to get our
home built and Joyce re-settled plus handling
Joyce's Social Security Disability claim, her
Workmans' Compensation Claim and her Civil
Service Disability application while trying to do
my regular job. As a result I have not had the
time to devote to the USCA that I sometimes feel

Flying The Chair
I need to do. Hopefully there are some members
out there who would like to work with Al Olme
and the Board of Directors to keep this organiza-
tion moving forward into the future. Let us hear
from you.

I want to also thank the California Sidecar
Company for their excellent tour and lunch for
the attendees at the National Rally. A great time.
Thanks too, to the vendors who attended the
Rally.

I don't know if I made it to the Rally with
my sidecar or not. The frame, torsion bar assem-
bly and axle are at Motorvation right now being
repaired. I think it speaks very highly of their
product since my sidecar is 18 years old and was
used as the Sidecar Safety Demonstrator in
Virginia for nearly five years until we got state
support and rigs. If I made it, you got to see the
only Candy Tangerine and House of Kolor Black
Pearl rig that I know about.

I'm awaiting my 1964 BMW R-27 debut
soon from the restoration shop. I have it entered
in its first Antique Automobile Club of America
competition in September. I hope the wait has
been worth the effort.

The editor asks me to remind you that we
are always on the look out for articles and pic-
tures involving you and your sidecar. Don't worry
about spelling, grammar or punctuation. Editors
take care of those things for you. We continue to
feel that your news journal needs to be about
USCA members. The only way it can be, is if
USCA members pitch in to tell other members
about themselves, their rigs and what they do.
Modifications, improvements, fixes, what works
or doesn't, neat places to ride to and see, etc.

As the days are getting shorter and the
leaves will begin falling in October, we want all
of you to stay warm and safe and above all, keep
driving those sidecar rigs.
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Lean-out
July 21st, 2002. 8:00a.m., sunny and nice

Sometimes you don't get to do every-
thing you wanted, but get away with part of
it, and need to be grateful that you got what
you did.

The last two days are a case in point. A
lot of events were going on for July 19-
2021, and one of them was an IBMC (Int'l
Brotherhood of M/C Campers) campout
down at Cascade Locks, Oregon. Originally,
I had thought about riding over to Nelson,
British Columbia, for the Bigfoot Rendez-
vous, then Cascade Locks was announced.
Top that off with an x-sidecarist couple
scheduling Cascade Locks, which just so
happens to be when George Kulp turns the
calendar on another 70-something-years
birthday. When we get friends up in that age
bracket, we need to attend as many of those
celebrations as we can. Problem was, back
on June 16th, I pushed my luck working on
my knees too much and the right one retali-
ated by puffing up and putting me either on
crutches or couches... preferably with the
knee elevated with a heat pad. Bah.

I had to back out on a H-D service
down in Vancouver, WA, that I had sched-
uled for the 18th. Rescheduled it two weeks
later for July 2nd, figuring I'd be better by
then. Not by much. I loaded the crutches in
the sidecar and went down for the service,
enjoying a nice sunny day.

Two weeks later, with Cascade Locks
approaching, it is still mostly couches and
crutches. The good part is, we were forecast
to have a stretch of good weather and I
could hobble a bit without crutches. But no
way could I camp. At this point, I'd had
several nights where I couldn't even sleep in
a bed... I had to be semi-upright on the
blasted couch, with the heat pad going on
that elevated knee.

It's only an 85 mile ride down to Cas-
cade Locks. Worst part is jumping on the
super-slab from Longview, WA to Vancou-

ver, where most of the people are ignoring
the 70mph speed limit. I don't like pushing
the rig that much so I get over in the truck
lane where most of them pass me but I pass
an occasional one myself.

Just before Washington stops and you
go across the big I-205 bridge into the
craziness of the Portland International
Airport traffic, WA Hwy 14 exits and takes
you east through Camas and Washougal.
Past there, most of the traffic is gone and
Hwy 14 turns into a delightful little motor-
cycle road, winding up and down through
the forest, along the cliffs at Cape Horn and
then back down by the Columbia River past
Bonneville Dam.  Then, after only a couple
dozen miles from Washougal, comes the
turn off for the toll Bridge of the Gods,
across to Cascade Locks, Oregon.

"Fifty-cents for your bike", the lady
said, "and your lady in the sidecar goes for
free". No added charge for the crutches
bungied across the back seat.

That was Friday the 19th. We got to
visit with George, as well as some other old
time IBMCers. George was up from
Pahrumph, Nevada. Verne was up from the
Los Angeles, area, but did it via South
Dakota, where he met up with his pal John
Williams, out of Illinois. Later, they'd be
headed back for Nebraska. Another fellow
was in from Michigan or Wisconsin. An-
other came in from Utah and then a quiet
old guy came in from Nebraska. I was defi-
nitely at the "whimp end" of the distance
traveled list. Not to mention they were
camping and I wasn't.

The rig went the 85 miles back to the
barn that night, next day to be determined
by how well the knee had handled the day,
the ride and the night. At one point on the
road home, the knee was complaining
enough, that I questioned a return ride. But
it was doing good enough after a night's rest
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(and a few pain pills), that I was able to get
out the next morning and pick up an appro-
priately insulting birthday card for an aged
old coot. Back down to Cascade Locks,
same story as the day before, except this
was Card Presentation Day. Ever notice how
other people like to look at YOUR birthday
card, especially when they know who it is
coming from?

We did the visiting routine again until
mid-afternoon when it was time to head for
some lunch and then on home. The favorite
establishment in Cascade Locks was full
with a late lunch crowd, so it was back to
Washougal and in for a Mexican dinner.

This may be my last issue as editor.
Looks like various people are out for
"change". Just know one thing, I'm not a
part of it, even if they try and call me an
"executive editor". I'm not. It's their move
that goes against my better judgment and
they do it on their own. All I can do is wish
USCA good luck, thank the members who
have helped out, and watch what happens.

Lean-out..

Note:
Bob pulled the exact same stunt on earlier

USCA BODs.  He is a very willing worker but
insists that the Sidecarist be done exactly HIS
way or not at all. When he was asked to be part
of an production team he also up and quit even
though his duties would have been lessened and
he could focus on doing what he really does best
- meeting and greeting folks and driving and
telling of his exploits.

It is indeed sad when the tree cannot bend.
In a storm they are the ones that get broken.

Added - Hal Kendall - January 5, 2006
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Letters
LACK OF
REPRESENTATION.
Dear Editor:

Just received my May/June issue and could
not agree more with the "Lean-out" article. I went
to the International Motorcycle Show here in St.
Louis, Missouri, this year and again was disap-
pointed at the lack of representation of certain
manufacturers, as I drive one of the makes not
there, I was angry.

It seems to me that if bike makers, AND
sidecar makers want to sell their products, these
shows are a great way to get their product out there
in front of the very people they are trying to sell
them to. Although I feel my rig is great, I still like to
look at alternatives. I also feel that this would be the
best way for the USCA to get noticed. Set up a
booth like the AMA does, hand out literature to the
families that go through, and don't forget, this is a
great way for handicapped individuals to either get
started riding or to start over again.

As an aside, about myself, if it had not been
for a PBS special outlining the Ural operation and
their importation of that rig, I would not have been
able to get back into riding. I am a combat wounded
disabled veteran (in fact I have the first Purple
Heart Disabled Motorcycle plate in the country),
and had thought my riding days were over. My wife
would kid me that she would only OK my riding if
I got training wheels, lo and behold my prayers
were answered. I looked at trikes, but did not like
the handling characteristics, so I was glad to find
the Ural. It handled like a motorcycle, albeit some-
what different, but I was able to ride and didn't have
to worry about my legs giving out and falling over
at stop lights/signs, which is what stopped my
riding in the first place. That rig was a great way to
start, since then I have graduated to a Moto Guzzi,
but I still have the Ural sidecar.

Thanks for letting me get that off my chest,
see you at the convention.

C.W. Scherer #6347 St. Louis, Missouri

RUSSIAN STYLE FUEL
GAUGE.
Dear Editor:

I am not a great artist, so I hope you can
decipher the sketch. (next page)

This low cost rigged-up fuel gauge gives me
much peace of mind while doing longer trips. The
fuel level is easily read from the operator's position.

Hope this helps a "buddy".

John Rau #6454 Metamora, Michigan

[I have in the past, used a similar set-up to
what you suggest. Last variation on this was on a
small-tanked CB650 Nighthawk where I hooked up
a spare tank on the bike rack, "T"d it into the main
fuel line and had to add your suggested front part as
a vent to eliminate vapor lock.

I'm not sure of the year of your Ural, but I
know on the earlier versions, they had a very small
reserve amount. My 1999 model has roughly a
gallon reserve.

And if memory serves me right, somewhere
back in the 1970s, I think someone even tried to
market a similar "gauge" that ran up the rear upper
portion of a gas tank. Liability insurance probably
killed them off.

Myself, ever since about 1966 with a YDS-3
Yamaha, I have taken care to learn very early in
owning a machine, exactly what it holds (as op-
posed to published figures which are sometimes
wrong), and what part of that is main and reserve.
Yes, gas sloshes around so you get a bit of variance,
but it is helpful to understand how your particular
bike operates (they are rather hard to push... I have
dim-wit experience).

From this, I work up a chart for each machine,
based on a range of miles per gallon it can get, and
a copy goes right in the front of my log book for
that machine. For extended trips, the chart also goes
on my maps in the tankbag.

 I'll include the one from my Ural here:
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Letters..
mpg 3.9m (km) 1.0r total (km)

2080 (128)20 100 (161)

2288 (141)22

2496 (154)24

26104 (167)26 130 (209)

28112 (180)28

30120 (193)30 150 (242)

Actually this is a bit more complicated chart
than for my other bikes because of the odometer
and trip meter on the Ural reading in kilometers,
and my brain not readily thinking in kilometers but
in miles... so I have a couple of extra columns to
quickly translate kilometers into miles at the 0.62
figure.

This chart was worked up during break-in, at

which time the average mpg was 26, so I gave it a
range of 20mpg up to 30mpg. In fact, the machine
has exceeded 40mpg and the average is now higher.
I could make a new chart. But for now, I'll explain
the simple workings of this chart and 26mpg.

At 26mpg you are cruising along, and if you
have re-set your trip meter when you last gassed up,
as the trip meter hits 167 kilometers, you should be
about ready to flip the fuel valve to reserve. This is
actually 104 miles and if you were to continue
driving at the same speed under the same condi-
tions, you would presume to travel another 26 miles
before you ran out of gas. That would be a total
range of 130 miles or 209 kilometers.

However, if you are expecting that 26mpg
average and you run onto reserve early at only 128
kilometers, the chart tells you you have only been

John Rau’s Fuel Gauge
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Letters..
getting 20mpg and your range has been decreased
by 30 miles... you better start looking for gas. Or,
more to the point, if it is 40 miles to the next gas,
you may be thinking hard about turning around and
heading for that gas pump you passed some 10
miles back. If there is no gas station "back there",
that tells you to get real serious about backing off
the throttle and easing your rig along to try and get
the best mileage you can, in hopes of that reserve
amount going as far as possible. The ultimate
salvation from this situation is having the two
gallon jug of gas in your trunk, like I do in my rigs.

Determining actual tank capacity is as simple
as draining the tank (through the fuel tap), then
refilling it. If you have some distance to travel to a
local gas station, you should have a pre-measured
gallon of gas to add back into the machine. If you
are very close to a station, I prefer to work with a
quart of gas, which figures out to 0.25 gallon. The
reserve portion gets a bit tricky. If you are so lucky
as to hit reserve in sight of a gas station, pull right
in and top up, and figure the difference between
known total capacity and what you have just added.
The other way is to have along some pre-measured
gas, run the tank onto reserve, note the mileage or
kilometers, then continue riding until you run the
tank out, note the mileage again, add the pre-
measured fuel, continue to a pump, note the mile-
age again, fill up, figure an overall mpg average
including the pre-measured gas, then back-figure
the fuel used to get from run-out to fill-up... which
gives you actual reserve.

I said measure total capacity via the fuel tap,
because some bikes can't use all their fuel via the
fuel tap. My KLR650 is an example. The published
specs are 6.1 gallons, but it runs out at about 5.5
gallons. Leaning the machine WAY over gets some
trapped gas, but even using that, I've never been
able to get more than 5.75 gallons in that tank.

Thanks again for your fuel gauge tip -- ed.]

FROM TWO WHEELS TO
THREE: A URAL SOAP
OPERA.
Dear Editor:

While I have been looking at sidecar outfits
from the sidelines for at least 20 years, it took a
mini health crisis to move me from a conventional
motorcycle to a sidecar outfit. I am 54 years old and
have ridden motorcycles on and off since 1964. In
late 1997 I purchased a 1976 BMW R90S and over
the next four years drove it all around the prairie
states, about 30,000 miles altogether. I took up
endurance riding and completed three low-level
Iron Butt events (1,000 miles in under 24 hours) in
two riding seasons.

In mid-July 2001, while returning from the
Aerostitch factory in Duluth, to my home near
Kansas City, with two riding friends, I passed out in
the 90+ degree heat at a rest area north of Des
Moines. Two days later, after a cardiac catheteriza-
tion revealed a congenital arterial plumbing prob-
lem, the doctor spoke: loose weight, reduce blood
pressure, take medication, live longer, and don't
ride your motorcycle over one hour at a sitting. This
diagnosis and riding proscription mandated a
change of riding style.

I followed the doctor's instructions and in a
matter of weeks had the weight and blood pressure
moving in the right direction. I thought I could
eventually evade the one-hour ride time limit, but
both my wife and doctor were adamant. If you have
ever owned an R90S, you know what a waste of
good machinery this portended. Finally, acknowl-
edging that after 31 years together my marriage
meant more to me than a particular motorcycle, I
decided that now was a good time to sell the
Beemer and buy a Ural sidecar rig.

There is not an active Ural dealer within 200
miles of where I live, so for a couple of years I had
been monitoring an internet discussion board
provided by the motorcycle's importer. It didn't take
me long to make a dealer selection that I later came
to regret. I bought my Ural from a dealer whose
specialty seems to be delivering, not servicing,
motorcycles. My wife figured this out the day we
went to pick up our Ural. It was in early March, the
coldest day of the winter in that neck of the woods.
Despite having three months' notice of our delivery
day, the dealer had not completed the pre-delivery
servicing of our Ural. We were at his shop six hours
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Letters..
vice the promised two, waiting for the motorcycle
to be prepped.

We made it home the following day and as the
weather warmed, began breaking in our Ural. My
wife and everyone else who tried it really enjoyed
riding in the sidecar. After learning some of the
basic skills of three-wheel driving, we began to
venture farther away from home on northeast
Kansas back roads, just the kind of roads the Ural
handles so well. I drove the rig in a local St.
Patrick's Day parade, "borrowing" a teenage lass
from an overcrowded Ford Model A rumble seat to
ride in the sidecar. I was beginning to experience
the much-touted UDF (Ural delay factor). When the
rig developed an oscillating speedometer and later a
sand-clogged fuel petcock, my internet dealer was
right there with helpful e-mail hints and encourage-
ment. Corrective actions were simple and we were
quickly back on the road.

My Ural world collapsed around me on 6
April 2002. Accompanied by my son on his 2002
Triumph Sprint ST, I was driving the Ural with an
empty sidecar to the local Triumph dealer for his
500-mile service. On a cool Saturday morning (38
degrees F) at 50 mph and with approximately 800
miles on the odometer, my engine emitted a brief
mechanical cough and then stopped running. It did
not seize, it simply went dead. After standing on the
side of the road for an hour and riding in a flatbed
truck for another hour, my Ural and me were
deposited in our driveway by AAA, much to the
bemusement of our neighbors.

What I initially believed to be a dead coil or
electronic ignition module turned out to be far more
serious. The camshaft (timing) gear had utterly and
completely failed. The web of the gear was cracked
in five places. All the teeth from 4:00 to 7:00 on the
six-inch-diameter gear were stripped, dropping
chunks of metal and a large quantity of filings into
the crankcase. The oil filter had trapped some of the
larger bits and pieces, but the oil coming our of it
"glittered" in direct sunlight. It was suggested by
everyone who viewed the damaged engine that the
whole bottom end had been contaminated by the
metal filings circulating in the oil stream.

The Ural importer agreed and assured me that
mine was the first 750cc motor to suffer this
particular failure. On 23 April, a new, bench-tested
engine was dispatched by commercial truck from
the great Pacific Northwest to a freight terminal
near my internet dealer. After several e-mail ex-
changes with my dealer that had grown increasingly
contentious as time passed, I thought the end was
near and I would soon be back on the road. When
the replacement engine arrived at the freight termi-
nal, I e-mailed and later called my dealer to sched-
ule the engine's installation in my Ural. I was
dismayed to learn that my dealer had closed the
shop for four days and gone somewhere (to a Ural
rally in South Carolina, it turned out). I already
knew from previous e-mail exchanges that as soon
as the shop reopened he was leaving for the North-
east for several days. This set of circumstances and
my growing frustration spelled the end to what had
already become a strained relationship.

After a few angry telephone conversations
with the Ural importer over the next two days
(when on rare occasion a human voice actually
answered the telephone), I found another geo-
graphically closer, authorized Ural dealer to replace
my engine. The importer sanctioned the warranty
work and arranged to have the replacement engine
trans-shipped to this new dealer. Exactly four
weeks to the day and almost to the hour from the
initial engine failure, I delivered my Ural rig to the
new dealer for engine replacement. To make things
easier for the mechanic and protect the sidecar from
accidental damage during movement and repair, I
had removed the sidecar tub. It was held on with
just four bolts in the front and four in the rear.

While I was waiting for decisions to be made
regarding my engine, I installed an electronic
device in the brakelight circuit that caused the
brakelight to blink intermittently when the brakes
are applied. I also installed a seatbelt in the sidecar,
primarily for child passengers and their nervous
parents. During the initial movement of the sidecar
rig from the dealer to my residence I had foolishly
covered my open-top trailer with a plastic tarp. The
flapping of the back edge of this tarp in the air
stream caused it literally to beat the paint off a
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Letters..
palm-sized area of the sidecar fender over the
course of several hours. So I took this opportunity
also to remove the fender and send it to the painter.
During this process I discovered that the people
who build Urals use two bolt sizes for all sheet
metal work. I later replaced these bolts with stain-
less steel hardware when I reinstalled the fender
and sidecar tub.

While I was waiting for my engine to be
replaced, I learned that another Ural owner had
suffered a similar timing gear failure on his way to
the South Carolina rally. Just as with my engine, the
Ural importer was providing him a new engine
under warranty and installing it at their east coast
warehouse facility. While two failures of the
camshaft (timing) gear in the 750cc engine may not
constitute a trend, I would encourage all owners of
this engine to check their oil closely for "glitter" on
the dipstick and in the crankcase at changes.

Two weeks after he received the replacement
engine for my motorcycle, my original dealer
shipped it to the dealer whom I had selected to
install it. The replacement engine arrived at the
installing dealer 23 days after it left the distributor
in Preston, Washington, and 40 days after the
original engine failed. Finally, on 25 May, I made
the six-hour 380-mile drive to the installing dealer
to pick up my motorcycle. I drove home the same
day, elated that I could start driving my sidecar rig
once more. I spent that evening reinstalling the
fender and sidecar tub and reacquainting myself
with the Ural. I drove my rig around with the
sidecar empty for a while the next day and then
began giving rides to my wife, our daughter, her
husband, the neighbors, their kids, and so on. Over
the next two days I drove the Ural rig almost 100
miles. Life is good!

This whole experience taught me several
things. The first is that I should have been more
discerning in selecting a dealer. I did not consider
how problematic it would be to rely upon a dealer
almost 600 miles distant. He may be the best and
smartest Ural mechanic between Pittsburgh and
Portland, but if he is not at his shop when you need
work done, that proficiency does not matter. I
should have purchased my Ural from a dealer

geographically closer to my home.

The second thing I learned is that no one cares
as much as you do about your broken motorcycle.
Not your riding buddies, not the dealer, not the
distributor. Your wife wishes you had not tapped
the family savings account to buy a Russian motor-
cycle and reminds you of that fact frequently. Your
buddies will keep riding on weekends and tell you
how much they missed you. The dealer expects you
to accommodate his tight schedule, notwith-
standing how far you have to drive or other extenu-
ating circumstances The distributor wishes you
would work out your communication problems
with the dealer and not contact them direct.

The last thing I learned is that in the end it will
get better and your motorcycle will be repaired and
put back in service. Six weeks down time may
seem like forever in the life of a motorcycle you
have owned for just 10 weeks and 800 miles. Two
or three years from now I am hoping it will be just a
funny story at a sidecar rally.

James F. Gebhardt #6451 Leavenworth,
Kansas

GET MY NAME ON HELP
LIST.
Dear Bob,

I'm a new member of the USCA. I would like
to get my name on the "help list" the next time it is
published.

Name City Phone

Tom  Carlsbad, NM 505-885-5250

Help? Y Friend? Y

Thanks,

Tom Hansen #6456 Carlsbad, New Mexico

[This is the best we can do until next year's list
comes out. I've forwarded your information to Al
Roach, our Membership Registrar -- ed.]
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Travel
NEVADA CITY, MONTANA

By Bob Anderson
The first time my friend Darwin Richards

and I had toured together in Montana, was the
Summer of 1970, following US 89 from
Canada down to Yellowstone National Park.
Darwin was on his BMW R60/2 and I was on
my TR-6 Triumph.

In the three decades since then, we'd both
covered a lot of miles in Montana, but never
riding together. Myself, I'd ridden circles
around Nevada and Virginia cities, but never
been there, always on the way to somewhere
else.

Darwin and I were going to do Virginia
City in 1999, but last minute concerns post-
poned the trip. He took care of matters in his
home of Laramie, Wyoming, and I stayed close
to the SIDECARIST office in Rainier, Oregon.

The Summer of 2000, turned out to be the
year we finally got to see Virginia City. Some
maps only show Virginia City, on Montana

Highway 287, between Twin Bridges and
Ennis. This is fairly remote country, comprised
of high mountain valleys, ranches and small
communities, bordered by Butte, Bozeman,
Yellowstone and the Idaho line.

We were headed east from Twin Bridges
on Highway 287, when I started realizing that
the landscape had made quite a change. Farm
and ranch fields had been replaced with
mounds that went on for miles. I wasn't sure at
the time, but my mind told me this looked like
the remains of a huge dredging operation,
similar to those I had seen in Alaska. As it
turned out, I was right.

Literally miles of these dredging tailings
had gone by when a collection of old buildings
loomed up, along with rusted and weathered
railroad cars and a railroad station-looking
building proclaiming "Nevada City, Elv.
5,625".
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It all looked like it was worth a look. And
it wasn't even on my map. We pulled the bikes
into some shade, parked and started looking.

Back in 1863, Bill Fairweather found the
first "color" on Alder Creek, on May 26th.
Word spread and the gold seekers poured in.
The gold in Alder Creek was so extensive, that
tents and cabins went up for miles, in the area.
Virginia City was plotted and grew, as did
Nevada City and Ruby. At one point the entire
area was also referred to as "Fourteen Mile
City".

Nevada City had a population of 1,800 by
1864 and by 1865 it had grown to 10,000
people. It didn't matter, Virginia City became
the Capital City in 1865.

Sources disagree on gold production, one
putting it at $30-40 million in the first five
years and another stating $70 million in four
years. Anyway you look at it, that's a lot of
gold. But it didn't last. By 1895, Virginia City
only had a population of 600. Nevada City also
dwindled away, the story being that the re-
maining residents used the lumber from aban-
doned building to heat their homes in the cold
Montana winters.

Where the prospectors had moved on to
better diggins, the Chinese took over panning,
being satisfied with lesser results. But even
they eventually moved on.

Then it was Ruby's time. From 1900-
1922, Ruby maintained a population of about
500, and a succession of gold dredges that
worked the valley floor of Alder Creek, taking
out another $10 million in gold. The first
dredge was the Maggie A. Gibson and operated
for five years.

In 1946, Montana State Senator Charles
Bovey, headed a restoration project to bring
Virginia City back to life as a functioning
museum, and by 1968 that was pretty much the
case.

Travel..
NEVADA CITY, MONTANA..

Nevada City was another matter. Not as
much was left of the town. Buildings were
brought in from other locals, and new ones
were constructed to resemble old ones. There
was never a railroad to Nevada or Virginia
cities, but old cars and an engine were brought
in to be representative of the era. The closest
railroad had been the Utah & Northern, reach-
ing Dillon in 1880 and eventually Butte.

These days, there is a tourist railroad that
operates between Virginia City and Nevada
City. Open air cars and a would-be steam loco
with a Ford engine in it.

But that's what these two towns are
about... tourists. Most of the tourists are up the
hill at Virginia City, eating in the various
establishments, prowling the curio shops or
riding the stage coach or fire truck.

Life is quieter down in Nevada City. For a
modest fee, you can tour the reconstructed
section of town. Other parts you can wander at
your leisure. We noted one open eating estab-
lishment and if you are a player piano or
orchestra buff, there is an entire building filled
with the contraptions. Just hope you don't have
our luck and be there when some yuppi mom
hands her kid a pile of quarters to play about
five noise-makers at once.

After a quiet saddlebag lunch on a bench
on the porch of the station, we rode the bikes
on up to Virginia City to snoop a bit more.
Lots more people up there and we didn't stay
very long. I was glad we rode into Nevada City
first.

If you like historical old towns and can
handle some amount of tourism thrown in,
you'll probably enjoy a visit to these old
places. For provisions, lodging or gas, Ennis is
your best option in the area.
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Travel..
NEVADA CITY, MONTANA..

To left, Nevada City offers an
interesting collection of buildings

from the 1800s.

Below, west of the main townsite,
this ornate old home was

undergoing a restoration in 2000.

Lower row, no railroad reached
Nevada City, but a collection of old
cars is on display, along with this 0-

4-0 saddle-tank engine.

Dredges like the Maggie A. Gibson,
took out the final gold.
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Travel..
NEVADA CITY, MONTANA..

"A ghost town now but once one of the hell roarin' mining camps that lined Alder Gulch in the
60's. It was a trading point where gold dust and nuggets were the medium of exchange where
men were men and women were scarce. A stack of whites cost twenty the sky was the limit and

everyone went heeled. The first Vigilante execution took place here when George Ives,
notorious road agent, was convicted of murder and hanged."
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Rally
MOLLY & DAD'S SIDECAR TRIP TO GRIFFITH PARK

By Lloyd Reeves
We don't always get to attend Doug

Bingham's Rally as it usually takes place the last
weekend in October. Up our way that is the same
time as the Baywood Octoberfest and often
Halloween, two events my kids love. So when
my 10 year old daughter "Molly" found out that
"Mr. Sidecar" had moved the rally up one week-
end early, her eyes lit up. She had gotten her own
tent for her birthday and was anxious to use it.
My other daughter "Wynn" had a soccer game
and would prefer that I trade the sidecar in on a
limo (preferably one with a hot tub in the back).
So she and Mom got to spend a weekend to-
gether.

As soon as school let out on Friday, Molly
and I packed our rig, a Sportster with a Watso-
nian GP700. We had plenty of room since it
would be just the two of us. After a good nights
sleep and breakfast, we took off. Our first stop
was in Buelton for some gas and junk food. The
weather was great, so one more gas stop just
outside the park and we were there early.

Doug was still setting up so we picked out a
prime spot and set up our two tents. As soon as
Molly was satisfied with her new tents location,
we signed up and made sure she got a T-shirt
(which she wears proudly). First thing on her list
was to have fun. Up one parking lot to the bike
rental spot we went. For just $5 she rented a cool
little three-wheeler which she pedaled down to
the rally and cruised looking for small bikes.
Molly has saved up $200 of her own money over
the last two years in hopes of getting her own
motorcycle some day. Her favorite bike by the
end of the day was a 50cc lime green "Twist &
Go" scooter that one of the importers had on
display. That evening we ate the diner provided
at the rally which was neat, as we shared one of
the few tables with custom candle holders. It was
wonderful weather. Most surprising was that
Molly actually hung while we all BS'd about
bikes.

This rig was a big hit with Molly.

We woke up early Sunday morning as bikes
kept arriving. I let Molly pick out what ever she
wanted from the catering truck. Her breakfast
was going well until a young mom showed up
with a mini-bike rig with a three year old in the
sidecar. She had to check that out right that
minute. After about five minutes of drooling,
another fellow showed up with about three Taco
mini-bikes and she lost track of time again.
When it looked like she had started to settle
down, in comes an old Indian rig built for two
midget clowns. This rig you can not use the front
brake as it releases the sidecar from the bike!

We took a break from the bikes and walked
to the Merry Go Round. Cheap thrills for a buck.
The big challenge was taking pictures of each
other while the horses kept going up and down!
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Rally..
MOLLY & DAD'S SIDECAR TRIP TO GRIFFITH PARK..

As we headed back to the rally,
a custom Gold Wing Trike
rolled in with all kinds of
Gargoyles on it. Molly had to
pose with that one so she could
prove it was not just some story
she made up when she went
back to class. Molly's friend
"Jorden" arrived in her father's
Gold Wing rig and the two of
them headed to Molly's new
tent where they happily played
for an hour and a half, freeing
up the "Dads" to look around at
all the great adult sized rigs.

After lunch we said
goodbye

to "Mr. Sidecar" and
headed back up the coast. We
made one more stop at
"Najogui Falls". The last time
we were there, Molly was about
one year old and I had hiked
back with her in one of those
infant back pack rigs. This time
at 70 pounds, she did her own
walking. It is only about a 10
minute hike to the falls and I
recommend it to anyone with a
spare hour heading north
towards Buelton on Highway
101. We did one more gas stop
and made it home to Baywood
before the sun set. What a great
weekend! Thanks Doug!

Dad on the MerryGo-Round at Griffith Park.

A three-wheel rental bike for crusin' the rally at Griffith Park.

Molly's first tent with our rig in the right side background at
Griffith Park.
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Rally
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Rally
A CURE FOR CABIN FEVER

By Tom Morse, Photos by Gordy Carlson
Mid Mich BMW Touring Club held their

annual Awards Banquet at the Lapeer Commu-
nity Center on February 9, 2002. The banquet is
the first big club event of the new year where
club members shake off the cobwebs of winter.
Various awards are presented from the past riding
season. High miles, average miles, sport miles,
event attendance, grand tour and certificates of
appreciation are awarded.

The dinner was catered by Peacock Alley
and what a spread they put out! Roast beef,
baked chicken, mashed potatoes, veggie plate,
dinner rolls, greenbean casserole and strawberry
cheese cake for dessert. Served buffet style,
everyone had more than enough to eat.

The mileage awards were presented to Jerry
Lubbers (high miles), J.C. Csutoras (average
miles) and Jack Cross (sport miles). The Grand
Tour award was won by Tom Morse. (Note: a list
of objects was passed out to members and you
had to have your motorcycle in a picture taken of
the object.) Awards of appreciation went to Hedi
and Tom, Kentucky Weekend, John and Barb,
Color Tour, Sam and Jo, Torch Lake Rally. For
attending the most events, Dave and Sue Rudski
won a nice plaque. Door prizes were donated by
BMW Motorcycles of Detroit, BMW Motor-
cycles Grand Rapids and members of the Club.
One of the most interesting door prizes, won by
Tanya Csutoras, was a model sidecar, with Bert
and Ernie from the Muppets.

After all the awards were presented, the
members kicked back and told stories of last
year's rides and places visited. The planning of
next riding season was discussed at length, with
two major rallies the main topic. The National
Sidecar Rally and the BMW Motorcycle Owners
of America Rally are the same dates.

Barb shows off her door prize.

Elmer Knapp, 80+ years, still riding GL1500/
Hannigan sidecar rig.
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Rally..
A CURE FOR CABIN FEVER..

Photos: Clockwise from upper left; Tanya with Bert and Ernie. President Choice Award, Pat
Blackman 12 years plus, Treasurer. Cliff and Bev Lamie, Camping Out Award. Dave and Sue,
Events Award. Jack and Liz, Sport Miles. Left to right, Pam, Norma K., Sue and Norma, on

the Banquet Committee.
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Rally..
A CURE FOR CABIN FEVER..

Jack Putman
receives Duct
Tape Award

from President
Lloyd Elmer.

John and
Barb receive
Color Tour

Award.

 J.C. Csutoras
receives

Average Miles
Award.
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S/C Literature

Technical Specifications:
Weight 85 kilos

Length 194 cm's

Width 82 cm's

Height 65 cm's (plus directional)

Capacity 150 kilos

Besides building and selling sidecars, Doug
Bingham of Sidestrider (see the ad in the Manu-
facturers and Services page), is a collector of
sidecar literature and articles. That's where this
Bender Sidecars brochure came from, although
this first page is a combination of the front and
back of the original brochure. Although not
dated, the BMW would seem to put the time
frame in the 1970s.

Little Points:
The reverse-roll of the body metal on the cowl
is certainly a minor point. However, it is
typical of the finest coachwork and will
prevent water from entering the passenger
section. The windshield holders are mounted
under the arm rests and are of cast aluminum.

The back cushion is bolted to the body metal
behind the seat so it cannot be stolen. The
rating for the JM 130 of 500 cc's and up is
ideal.  However, the 350 cc bike is very
adequate.

Bender, Sidevognsfabrik, GI. Hanevadsvej 6, DK
2740 Skovlunde, Denmark

Phone -- 02-94 07 20

Bender Sidecars
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Bender Sidecars..
S/C Literature..
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Rally

Photos:

Top, It was Lloyd
Reeves' bright idea to
invite us to Morro Bay

for the Crusin' Car
Show. this is his H-D
Sportster/Watsonian.

Center, Doug
Bingham, right, and
his pal Russ motored
up on thisTriumph/

Watsonian.

L left, Show and Shine,

L right, Ed Ohlin's rig
provides a convenient

rest for his son.

S/C RALLY AT MORRO BAY
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Rally..
S/C RALLY AT MORRO BAY..

By Neil Jameson
Folks have been moping about the

Sierra Pacific Sidecar Club not holding a
Mariposa rally any more. We had worn out
all the roads in Mariposa, even though folks
like Bob Goodwin say they never get tired
of Yosemite, and we're ready for some new
scenery and something different to do.

We held what will be our new annual
spring rally at Morro Bay, which is on the
Central Coast of California, just above
Santa Barbara. It will be the first weekend
in May.

Thanks, Lloyd Reeves, for a really great
idea! The rally was in conjunction with the
Crusin' Morro Bay hot rod and motorcycle
show, which is a three-day event that in-
cluded a lunch barbecue, a treasure hunt, a
T-shirt, merchant goodies, a cruise on Morro
Bay on a paddle-wheeler with hors
d'oeuvres and cocktails (the weather was
absolutely perfect and we saw a whale and
an otter) for the price of the entry, plus we
had our own sidecar dinner ride and a group
sidecar Show N Shine at the event. We
camped a short distance away at the Morro
Bay State Park group campsite. (Some
moteled it.) The event was our kind of
family-with-dogs style, with lots of food
vendors, great vehicles to pursue, tons of
shopping and poking in antique stores.
There are wonderful rides in the vicinity to
such places as Hearst Castle, Paso Robles
over gorgeous Highway 46, and the quaint
town of Cambria. T-shirts from the Car
Show had a sidecar on them.

Just like always happens at Mariposa,
the show kind of folds up Sunday noon. But

they award tons of trophies so it's worth it
to wait till then, because two of our sidecar
members received awards in competition
with 400 hot rods -- Kevin and Connie
Kelly from Sunland, for their immaculate
1948 Harley-Davidson EL with the original
sidecar, and Paul and Bernie Hoeke, for
their 1989 Harley-Davidson with Liberty
sidecar. Congratulations to them both -- but
if there had been a hard luck award, it
would have gone to Paul and Bernie, whose
rig pooped out just south of King City on
their way back to San Jose. Some in-laws
and outlaws came and rescued them with a
trailer. Thank heavens it was only May --
King City can get up over 100° in the sum-
mer.

Next year we plan to have a service
club come in and do a barbecue for us on
Friday night, and we'll plan a dinner ride on
Saturday night. We can also cook in the
campground. This rally will be quite differ-
ent from Mariposa, but that's the whole
purpose -to have something new and differ-
ent and interesting and possibly entice new
participants.

We are also working on a late summer/
fall rally in the Northern part of the state,
north of San Francisco like Guerneville/
Healdsburg on the Russian River, and Roger
Vise is going to revive the Oyster Barbecue
near Petaluma. Rah! We're still open for
more and new ideas, and Marty Filiatrault
has suggested a doings on his property near
Redding -- way north -- which could easily
be reached by those folks from Oregon and
Washington and BC. Watch this space, as
they say.

Photo shoot over.....



Vol 26 Number 5                                   Page 25                                                   Sep-Oct’2002

Rally..
S/C RALLY AT MORRO BAY..

Kevin and Connie
Kelly and their 1948
H-D EL/H-D. What a

beautiful piece of
machinery.

Alex Weinberg and
daughter Rachel

came up from
Westlake Village.

Vince Silvera of
San Francisco and

his BMW GS/
Sputnik.
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Rally..
S/C RALLY AT MORRO BAY..

 Gorgeous
color-matched
GW/Hannigan/

trailer.

Paul and Bernie
Hoeke with trophy
before their H-D/

Liberty broke
down.

We rode out to
Last Stage West
Bob-A-Cue for

dinner.



Vol 26 Number 5                                   Page 27                                                   Sep-Oct’2002

Rally



Vol 26 Number 5                                   Page 28                                                   Sep-Oct’2002

Profile
REPORT FROM THE 'STAN

By Bob Smith
Think of a land far away where a person who

owns an outfit (even an old one) is fortunate indeed. A
land where for the most part there is (for those not
living in the few large towns) no running water, no
indoor plumbing, very little electricity, no refrigeration,
and any fresh vegetables your family receives you
grow in your back yard. A country where people in the
city and country towns carry on most of their life
activities within very close distance of their homes.
Kyrgystan comes to mind, a former Soviet republic
that became independent in August of 1991.

My daughter Sarah was a Peace Corps volunteer
in the small Kyrgyz town of Tash-Dobo, about 50
kilometers south of the capitol, Bishkek, in this most
financially strapped of the 'stens. She was there from

June of 2000 through October of 2001 when she and
other "PCV's" in the region were evacuated because of
the attack on our country of September the 11th.

While she was in country she would keep Dad up
to speed on the local motorcycle and sidecar scene,
mostly by email, the telephone being unreliable or at
best "simplex" (like ham radio transmissions) which
was very confusing.

Unattached motorcycles she said were rarely
seen, sidecar outfits being much more common. In fact,
she said they were the primary motor vehicle for those
who could afford transportation of any kind. She said
most of the outfits were very old Soviet era Ural
production, and utilitarian in use.
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Profile..
REPORT FROM THE 'STAN..

I have enclosed two photos, one of Sarah with a
group of her high school students to whom she taught
English (using Russian as a common language), and
more to the point perhaps, a picture of a typical Ural rig
taken in the town of Balykchy in late summer of 2001.
The outfit is typical, Chair on the right, and appearing
quite old with evidence of much heavy use. The
climate there is similar to that of South Dakota and
sidecars see year round service.

They are used for transportation, cargo hauling of
any description, and frequently with the chair removed
as a flat bed hauler for whatever is too big to carry
otherwise. And there is a lot of such work to be done,
for remember the garden, no indoor plumbing, and
don't forget to go to the town water source to get all that
you use in buckets to bring home. There really is not
much leisure time for people who live in the 'stans.
Learning anew from my daughter what we already

know, that we in North America (my wife is Canadian)
are fortunate indeed.

I asked Sarah if she ever saw an outfit "hopped-
up" or customized in any way. She said you have to
remember that this is a part of the world that is about
80 or more years behind the world that we know here. I
guess customizing your sled is something yet to come.

Sarah enjoyed her time in Kyrgyzstan, it is a
beautiful alpine country that is mostly either up or
down. There is not much industry, agriculture is for
subsistence, and commerce is mostly local goods and
services. The Kyrgyz people are very proud of their
culture, traditions, and history and they do their best to
insure that every opportunity to celebrate those things is
made the most of. Perhaps sometime in the future if
their land becomes more prosperous they can devote
more time to thinking of fast cars and motorcycles.

Such is progress.
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Travel
BRASS MONKEY TRAVELS
By Pete Bollier

This years Brass Monkey Rally held in
conjunction with the International Brotherhood
of motorcycle Campers took place on the long
weekend of February 16-18, 2002. The location
was River Island State Park Campground on the
Colorado River, 12 miles north of Parker, Ari-
zona.

Dave Tenpenny gets credit for picking the
site and reserving the group area and all felt it
was an excellent choice. This particular stretch of
the river runs through a scenic canyon which
appears to have been built up from sediment
washed down from the Grand Canyon a million
years ago B.B. (Before Bikes).

Eighteen miles north of the rally site is Lake
Havasu, home of the famous London Bridge. Of
course several of us did the obligatory walk over
and then stopped for ice cream cones sold out of
an antique London double-decker bus.

Further up the road but doable in a day from
the rally site is the old mining town of Oatman
on historic Route 66. These days the gold comes
out of tourist pockets and be careful where you
step as the semi wild burros that wander through
town craving handouts don't use the port-a-
potties put out for the rest of us. Oatman will
best be remembered as a stopover on one of the
best stretches of Route 66 for bikes. Go see for
yourself.

We left for the rally on Thursday from
Brisbane, California, an easy 300 miles put us in
Bakersfield, where we spent a night at the Holi-
day Inn compliments of an ex-wife who got us
employee rates. (Don't burn your bridges.) Friday
it was over Highway 58 to Barstow, California.
Barstow was a major stop over in the hey day of
Route 66 and although the freeway now bypasses
town it is still a popular stop. These days the
main attraction seems to be McDonalds. This one
is made out of several old railroad cars and
contains gift and souvenir shops. Worth a stop.

From Barstow we followed Route 66 east.
We stopped for lunch at Rays at Amboy. Besides
being a watering spot for celebrities of the past as
well as dust bowl refugees (Tom Joad would
have stopped here), Amboy has its very own
volcano right across the street.

Needles was our next stop for gas before the
last stretch to the rally site. The town of Needles
was named after rock formations in the area

and is another Route 66 stopover.

We arrived at the rally site about 4:30p.m.
where we were greeted by friends both old and
new. After setting up two tents, one my son's and
the other for me and my wife, we got some
dinner and then it was campfire time.

Campfires are the heart of a rally but don't
put your tent too close if you retire early.

The theme of this rally is camaraderie. No
games, no prizes, just jaw-boning and eye balling
and there was plenty of both.

On the trip home I wanted to pass through
Joshua Tree National monument, but when I
noticed the lack of tread on the rear tire, I elected
to retrace the way we'd come where the asphalt
would be smoother. Our 20 year old Gold Wing
rig (sticker hack) got us home safely, 1,600
round trip miles, and turned over 122,000 miles
in the process.

Happy hacking and we hope to see you all
at the lake Cachuma Rally memorial Day week-
end. Anyone want to ride with us to Oklahoma in
June?

P.S. Don't forget your camera.
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Coming Events
Event listings should be sent to: USCA Coming Events, P.O. Box 132, Rainier, OR 97048-0132.

Mail your event listing in advance of the listed deadline to assure inclusion. We can't include your
event unless we know about it and have the listing on time. Rally organizers for general interest
motorcycle rallies (non sidecar rallies) should specify if specific events and awards are included for
attending sidecars. If not, these are the first listings that get dropped if space gets tight.
=========================================================================
September 13-14, 2002, Hoosier Hacks So-Long Summer Sidecar Campout, Muscatatuck County

Park, North Vernon, Indiana. $5.00 rally fee per registration (individual, family), $12.00 camping
per site, per night. Info: Fred Hunteman, 3331 E. Daniel St., Mooresville, IN 46158, (317)831-
8105 or fhuntemanil prodigy.net.

September 20-22, 2002, Autumn Rally, Hemsedal, Norway. Sigurdur Bjarnason, Lobergsalleen 1, N-
5073 Bergen, Norway. sigurdur.bjarnason@cgey.com.

September 27-29, 2002, Ears Across the Border, Timberline Campground, Concrete, Washington.
Info: Jerry Kotanko, 6115 - 216th St. RR#11, Langley, B.C. V2Y 2N6 Canada. (604)534-6473.

September 27-29, 2002, New England Moto Guzzi Rally, Partridge Hollow Campground, Monson,
Massachusetts. Info: Millie Pease, 809 Kennedy Rd., Windsor, CT 06095. (860)688-1579.

October 20, 2002, Breakfast Ride, Bigfoot Sidecar Club, 10:15a.m. leaving Cruisers Pit stop, 21671
Frazer Hwy, Langley, B.C., Canada. Info: Jerry Kotanko, 6115 - 216th St. RR#11, Langley, B.C.
V2Y 2N6 Canada. (604)534-6473.

October 19-20, 2002, 31st Anniversary Griffith Park Sidecar Rally, Los Angeles, California. Crystal
Springs picnic area. Info: Doug Bingham, (818)760-5542. www.sidestrider. com.

October 25-26, 2002, 19th Annual Sweet Potato Rally, Ocilla, Georgia. Follow the signs to "Emory
Walter's Barn". Adult prior to Oct. 1st, $25. $35 at gate. Info: Carl & Bea Jones (229)423-4659.

By the year 2020, BMW had pushed the Boxer to its limits with 6,000 ccs.
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Classifieds
Classified advertisers should use the classi-

fied ad form, 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 re-
turned to either be edited to space by the adver-
tiser, or for additional payment.

1st Time Ads
For Sale:
1992 Goldwing Aspencade & Cal I sidecar,

75,000 miles, good running, good shape,
stereo, CB, etc. $4,000 OBO. Must sell. Ask
for Mike. (216)924-1048. Mike Bender, 1422
Euclid Ave. #430, Cleveland, OH 44115.

1962 R50/2 BMW w/ Ural sidecar fresh topend
slingers cleaned $7,000. 2000 Ural rig, electric
start, 5K, excellent cond. $6,500. Bill Ferg,
6968 S. Cleveland Rd., Lk. Nebagmon, WI
54849. (715)374-2657.

Wanted/Trade:
Late H-D hack disc brake frame, trade '69 H-D

hack frame + have Cal hack frame for dresser
H-D. Call Ed (209)966-7023. Ed
McConnaughey, 4273 Buckeye Rd., Mariposa,
CA 95338.

2nd Time Ads
For Sale:
1986 K75 w/700 Velorex, 30,700 mi., Unit fork

& subfrm, auto rims w Michelin $6000. all
BMW extras Al condition. Eye condition
requires sale. Seymour Hofstetter, 801 W.
Limberlost DR-206, Tucson, AZ 85705. Ph
+FAX (520)887-9509.

Velorex sidecar, black, universal mounts, $750.
Excellent condition. Bill Neumann, 6110
Silver Oak Dr., Ft. Pierce, FL 34982.
(561)4617256.

Wanted:
Leading link fork for 2000 Ural. Will trade

telescopic fork from same bike. Bavarian
Classic handlebar and mirrors. New. B.O.
(810)724-1610 eves. John J. Rau, 4210 Hunt-
ers Creek Rd., Netamora, MI 48455.
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Classified Form
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