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The Falls Church Store's Annual Auction will be March 30th, 2019
435 S. Washington Street, Falls Church Virginia, 22046 (703) 237-3400

This is a chance to buy and sell motorcycles, dirt bikes, ATV's, scooters, watercraft, boats, trailers,
mowers, and more. You can find a good starter bike, project bike, or possibly, a collector bike in the
Annual Auction.
APRIL

Ridge Mountains and culminates
NAVY SEAL TRIBUTE RIDE
in Haymarket, VA for a full day
SATURDAY, APRIL 13
of music, food, police motor
See website for details
demonstrations, and various
https://navysealtributeride.com/ vendor offerings. Over the last
eight years, we’ve raised over
FINISH THE RACE MINIS$100,000 to support ODMP’s
TRIES CAR AND BIKE SHOW
mission.
APRIL 20 12-4PM
MAY 2019 RIDE DETAILS
Please see website for details
SCHEDULE (SUBJECT TO
www.finishtherace.org/
CHANGE)
8TH ANNUAL OFFICER
0900-1030 Registration (last
DOWN MEMORIAL RIDE
bikes out 1030)
APRIL 27
1000-1200 Live music & enterTHE MISSION OF THE
tainment — Joe’s Dad
ODMR IS TO HONOR AND
1100 Police Motor demo
REMEMBER FALLEN LAW
1100-1230 Lunch served
ENFORCEMENT OFFICERS,
1230-1500 Live music & enterRAISE AWARENESS OF LINE
tainment — Half Step Down
OF DUTY DEATHS, AND
1330 Final raffle tickets sold
PROVIDE SUPPORT TO THE
1400 Grand prizes announced
OFFICER DOWN MEMORI(must be present to win – prizes
AL PAGE.
must be picked up by 1400)
This event brings together
1425 Tickets re-pulled for unhundreds of law enforcement
claimed prizes
motorcycle enthusiasts and supLOCATION
porters from around the counThe ride will begin and end
try to pay tribute to America’s
at QBE Business Park, 14604
fallen heroes. The ride follows a Washington St, Haymarket, VA
scenic 60-mile circuit through
20169.
the foothills of Virginia’s Blue

MAY

Thunder in the Smokies Spring
Rally May 3, 2019, 11:00am
to May 5, 2019, 3:00pm. 3374
Soco Rd, Maggie Valley, NC
28751 https://www.ThunderInTheSmokies.com

JUNE
3RD ANNUAL SOUTH CENTER
BIKE FEST
JUNE 6-8 2019
We are preparing for the Third Annual
Bikefest weekend. The mission of the
South Central Bikefest is to raise money to help ease the financial burden
of local cancer victims in Southside
Virginia. All money raised through the
efforts of this fun filled weekend are
kept local. The South Central Bikefest
Committee splits the proceeds and
donates it to the Mecklenburg County
Cancer Association and the Barksdale
Cancer Foundation. They in return
distribute the money to cancer victims
in Mecklenburg and Charlotte Counties. The families are issued a check to
help with expenses to maintain victims
needs during treatments. Please come
out and enjoy this weekend as well as
support a great cause in our community.
CONTACT INFO:
m.me/SouthCentralBikeFest
info@southcentralbikefest.org
http://www.southcentralbikefest.org
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Motorcycling is sometimes a dangerous activity. We very strongly
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course. Ride safe!
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ROLLING PHYSICS PROBLEM
Commentary by GREG SHAMIEH

DREAMS OF FLIGHT
I’m generally a pretty happy-go-lucky kind of guy – there’s generally a twinkle in my eye and a laugh
either currently in process or somewhere on the way.
If you’ve taken a good look around you recently, though, that kind of personality has been pretty out
of step with the world around us. I don’t want to dwell too much on the things that are currently wrong with
our society, our culture or our world – these things are enough of a bummer without me constructing and
delivering 90 minutes of Death-by-Powerpoint which covers it all in excruciating detail.
Suffice it to say that there are times when it seems like our fellow man has collectively and completely
lost their bleeping minds, and that the entire fabric of society has just been run through some kind of nitrosniffing, turbo-charged wood chipper.  Economic security seems to be thing of the past – healthcare is a
technical and financial minefield, and housing costs are starting to move out of reach of most people.  The
Internet, which was a technological miracle which was supposed to solve all of the problems of the world by
allowing everyone to communicate with everyone else works pretty well except that for the fact that it seems
to allow everyone to communicate with everyone else and that hasn’t exactly worked out like we thought it
would.  We’re finding out that global potable water supplies are largely compromised by hazardous chemicals
we didn’t previously know existed. Changes in the climate are altering crop and vegetation patterns, moving
or erasing large parts of the animal world, and wiping out fisheries and other marine ecosystems.  Scientists
are currently observing something they are calling ‘The Insect Apocalypse’ which could be the first sign of
collapse of the entire web of life on Earth. Heck, just a simple ride down to the convenience store for a bag
of chips and some Twinkies these days will have one threading in between road raging lunatics randomly
discharging firearms out their car windows and the on-the-corner drive-by’s and drug shootings.
Is it any wonder that I just want to go for a ride?
I’ve been having more than my fair share of challenges these days, and it probably hasn’t been helping
my attitude or state of mind. Heck, there have been more than a few days when my mood has been
uncharacteristically black.
Yesterday though, despite grey and gloomy skies and a thermometer which was fighting hard to get
above freezing, I finally had the opportunity to go for a long delayed motorcycle ride. Given what I’ve just
described, I sure as heck didn’t need any other reason.
pulled on a few thin insulating layers – a merino wool jersey and a technical fleece – zipped and
I
velcro’ed up my beloved Aerostich Roadcrafter, and headed for the garage to awaken my long-parked
K1200LT.  The poor big girl had spent a lot of time sitting – unloved on the battery tender -- for the majority
of the time that Royal Enfield’s INT 650 had been in the garage here.    
Despite the few weeks of layup, the Big Brick fired convincingly on the second press of the starter.
Rolling the LT out of the garage it was quickly apparent the rider would need to make some adjustments
transitioning from four hundred and thirty pounds of motorcycle to somewhere north of eight fifty. Rolling
out of the neighborhood and up the Jefferson Pike it was also apparent that it would take some time to get
meaningful heat throughout the system – tires, oil, gearbox, hydraulic clutch, final drive, shock oil, brakes –
were all running near solid viscosities and utter lack of compliance, of grip. - continued on pg 9 WWW.MOTORCYCLETIMES.COM

NOTICE

NEWS AND EVENTS ARE NOW ONLINE!
GO TO OUR WEBSITE
www.motorcycletimes.com
AND CLICK OR TAP
NEWS

EVENTS

We made this change to consistently bring you
the most current News and Events as you have
requested. This will also ensure more views for
each news item and event in a broader area.
Please continue to send us your events and
local news for consideration.
Thank you for helping us meet your needs.
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ROLLING PHYSICS PROBLEM - CONTINUED I’d rushed warm-up and pressed too hard, too soon on a prior ride – a rapid blast to get medicine for my
daughter – and had found a snapped exhaust header stud lying underneath the bike afterwards for my trouble.
We’d take our time, be gentle, this time, and let things warm properly.
I worked the bike from side to side – working the tires, the wheel bearings – and gently applied the
brakes. As I hit the bottom of the grade, and Brookside Corner, as slow as I was going, there was someone
going slower. Because that person always has a Volvo – though they sometimes have a Subaru – this person
had a Volvo, and was threatening to select road speeds which had the potential to make it challenging for me
to continue to maintain second gear.
As we crossed the bridge across Catoctin Creek, the Pike gains a climbing lane, and my rapid new
friend compliantly selected it, allowing me to gently but determinedly bid them farewell. I was gentle with
the throttle, keeping the butterflies mostly closed, revs down. By the top of the grade my coolant gauge was
finally getting towards operating range – things were looking up.
I did the dogleg at Catholic Church Road and the left onto Brentland. Brentland Road is a tiny, uneven
surfaced farm lane that is far too small a road for a bike this big, which is exactly why I like it. Brentland runs
through the entire width of a very prosperous farm, and I never meet anyone out here that isn’t a cow. It’s a
road that is best ridden bearing some weight on one’s legs, or standing if possible – both ends of the bike will
be working hard to track the surface – and the lines through the corners require smart changes in direction.
Midway across Brentland, a very large Red Tailed hawk pulls alongside, and flies by our side for a few
precious seconds, then peels off and away.  By the time Brentland arrives at Maryland 17, the engine is warm,
the shocks and brakes are warmed, and it’s finally time to ride.
So through the big 90/90, though Coatesville, Burkittsville and up toward Middletown, the pilot
completed recalibration and recertification for the larger aircraft. It never ceases to amaze me how precise the
structure and roadgear of this motorcycle feels. Corner entries, sitting on the side of the tire, and powering out,
even immoderately, always manages to feel as if this entire motorcycle is somehow made of a single piece of
metal.  That quality surprised me on my first test ride, and it’s never gotten old.
Headed up towards Middletown, 17 really opens up, and despite the day’s Second Inconvenient Volvo,
an empty road and a downshift had us entering hyperspace – the shift to top gear didn’t occur until well above
85.   And as it always does, being in the saddle of this motorcycle, running in the power in top gear, serves as
a sensory trigger to play back all of the distant places we have traveled together before –riding like this is as
dreams of flight.  The Hi-Line – US 2 – across Montana. The highways of southern New Mexico. The TransCanada Highway across the top of Lake Superior. Blasting out of Alabama heading home from The Barber.
For no reason I can discern, the sun suddenly emerges. We’ve lived through another winter – today might not
be spring, but I can finally see it from here.
There will be big rides this year.  Journeys that leave this world’s troubles behind, and that allow a quiet
conversation and understanding with no one outside this white Shoei helmet.
Make sure your bike, your gear, your body and your spirit are ready, and willing to receive.
- Greg -

Greg Shamieh is a lifelong motorcycle enthusiast, writer and historian who lives in the Two wheeled
Haven of Maryland’s Middletown Valley. He rides for daily transportation, sport, travel, meditation,
inspiration and illumination. His works appears on the web at rollingphysicsproblem.wordpress.com
and Greg welcomes your comments here as well.
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NEW FORMAT: BRITISH • EUROPEAN • JAPANESE
NEW LOCATION: MOUNT AIRY, MARYLAND

– SUNDAY –

MAY 19
–2 0 19 –

formerly

ВRITISH, EUROPEAN

FEATURED MARQUE:

Ride your bike on the Right Tracks !
It’s Safer and More FUN than you can imagine !

AND JAPANESE

Advanced Rider Training ! Improve your skills with
hours of instruction and quality track time !

CLASSIC MOTORCYCLE

SHOW & SWAP MEET

MOUNT AIRY, MARYLAND
CARNIVAL GROUNDS
ADMISSION: $10 • VENDOR SPACES $40
10:00 am to 4:00 pm • RAIN OR SHINE

We proudly conduct our track days and schools
at Summit Point Motorsports Park in WV
and NCBIKE in Garysburg NC!

Learn to be a racer ! Take our Road Racing School !
Accredited by CCS, WERA, AHRMA

S A N C T I O N E D

FOR ALL CLASSIC BRITISH, EUROPEAN AND JAPANESE MOTORCYCLES BUILT THROUGH 1983

www.classicmotorcycleday.org

From street rider to racer, our programs and friendly
coaches will teach you how to handle the curves !

Have FUN !
Learn to Ride Smooth, Safe and Fast !

photo by Tom O’Connor

Mar 31 Sun Jefferson Circuit, Summit Point, WV
April 1 Mon Summit Point Raceway + Racing School
May 12 Sun Shenandoah Circuit
Mother’s Day
May 13 Mon Summit Point Raceway + Racing School
June 1
June 2

Sat
Sun

NCBIKE, Garysburg, NC
NCBIKE

June 16 Sun Shenandoah Circuit
Father’s Day
June 17 Mon Summit Point Raceway + Racing School
July 4

Thu

Summit Point Raceway Celebrate! ! ! ! !

Go to MotorcycleXcitement.com
Roger Lyle 301-933-2599
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ENGINE PERFORMANCE CONVERSIONS
TRANSMISSION UPGRADES • EXHAUST/EFI TUNING
WIDE TIRES / TIRES / COMPUTER BALANCING
TRIKES • HANDLEBARS • CUSTOM PAINTWORK

Paul: 610-308-1693
f
Tom: 610-405-4917
www.motorcyclepa.com
Our Services:

PA Motorcycle Tours, llc

WWW.MOTORCYCLETIMES.COM

• Guided Motorcycle Tours
• Lodging
• Chase Car
• Meals
• Motorcycle Rental
Arrangements
• Airport to Hotel
Transportation ,if needed

|
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PRIMAL MEMORIES

Do you remember where it all started for you, this two-wheel passion thing? Of course you
remember that first motorcycle ride, as surely as you remember your first carnal experience. Odds
are that you remember your first bike as clearly as your first lover. While those memories of that first
ride and first bike are certainly strong, clear, and close to the surface of our awareness, I believe that
for most of us, those memories are not truly the primal ones, the ones that really inspired our motoselves.
Somewhere, perhaps deeply buried or simply unrecognized by our conscious minds, there lays
a deeper memory. An experience or happening in our lives that came first in the sequence, which
programmed us into the bikers we have grown to be. It is the first line of moto-code in our twowheeled DNA. This often simple, maybe even innocuous experience became the first turn in our
learning curve of self that ultimately brought the bike/s into our garages and landed this magazine in
your hands today. Ponder it for a moment or two. Can you trace it back past the obvious?
I think I may have traced mine back, but the pathway to awareness that I took today came
not from an intended introspection but rather from telling my wife the history of one of the objects
from my past that lives in my garage. Let me explain. My garage is equal to the size of my house;
it is home to my motorcycles and, like yours probably is, is also filled with all those things that as a
packrat I cannot bear to discard. I spent today working in the garage clearing an area for a workbench
and reorganizing my assorted packrat stuff. It was near the end of this process that the awareness of
my primal memory arrived.
Mary, my sweetheart, brought me a cold beverage, and while I took a short break from my
work to talk with her, she asked about an unusual piece of furniture sitting in the pile of stuff I was
rearranging. My father, who was a carpenter, made the item in question; it was designed to custom-fit
in an apartment my parents and I lived in long ago. My father passed away when I was six and my
mother kept it when we moved because it was one of the things he had made. However, it did not fit
in any place my mom lived since I was ten. When my mother passed in 1990, it came to my garage,
and it hasn’t found a purpose in any place that I have lived, either—that is, until today. It carried a
memory revealing a purpose so much deeper than its function as a piece of custom furniture.
During the process of relating the idea and the origin of this object to my sweetheart, I
described my childhood home to her. I told her of the floor plan of this railroad-style flat and where it
was located in the South Bronx. When I described my room, I came across that primal memory. My
bedroom was the last room in the back and its windows faced towards the middle of the city block.
About three blocks from my bedroom windows was the Cross Bronx Expressway, a fifties-style,
sunken highway that cut across the Bronx, connecting the northeastern suburbs and states with New
York City and the George Washington Bridge.
WWW.MOTORCYCLETIMES.COM

That major artery, while not as crowded then as it is today, was busy all day and night with traffic.
The canyon-like structure of the road made the sounds of engines and spinning wheels echo through
the local streets and alleyways and into my bedroom. When I was describing that room and the
sounds that inhabited it, I had one of those moments of clarity that is often accompanied by an
expression of: Aha! Those first years of my life I slept to the lullaby of the road as it played its
constant, almost unnoticed drone over the slumbering city. I realized that the music of engines and the
road was ingrained into me from way before I even saw my first motorcycle. For me, that was the first
line of code that programmed the wanderlust and moto-mania into my soul. Till this day, whenever I
sometimes hear a motor roaring in the distance or the chorus of singing tires and honking horns, I feel
a sense of comfort in those sounds. I reconnect with my Primal Memories.
No biker party would be complete without a few nuts. Since I like honey-roasted nuts, hot nuts,
and peanut brittle, I decided to create something that was the best of all three. Serve these at your next
biker party and your friends will go nuts.

Hot Party Nuts
2 TABLESPOONS SALTED BUTTER
1 TEASPOON CRUSHED RED PEPPER
1/2 CUP ROASTED CASHEWS
1/2 CUP ROASTED PEANUTS
1/8 TABLESPOON SALT
3 TABLESPOONS HONEY

Hot Party Nuts
Preheat the oven to 350° F.
In a small frying pan, melt the butter over a medium
heat. Add the crushed red pepper and stir well. Add the
cashews, peanuts and salt, and stir well. Sauté for about
1 minute, being careful not to burn the pepper flakes.
Add the honey, stir well, and remove from the heat.
Transfer the mixture to a small baking dish and
bake until bubbly and brown, 5 to 7 minutes. Check
often to avoid burning. Remove the dish from the oven
and allow to cool on a cake rack. Cut the nut mixture
into squares with a sharp knife and serve.
Makes 12 bite-size pieces

Column copyright Bill Hufnagle 2019. Recipe reprinted with permission from “Biker Billy Cooks with Fire”, published
by Whitehorse Press, Center Conway, New Hampshire copyright Bill Hufnagle 1995, 2004.
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THE STORY OF THUNDER
BY JOHNNY PAPPAS
Almost fifty years ago, my father and I walked past a BSA motorcycle dealer’s storefront window in
Arlington Virginia on our way to a hardware store. There on display resting majestically on its center stand was the most beautiful motorcycle I had ever seen in my seventeen years. It was a 1968
BSA 441cc Shooting Star. I had seen this model several months ago when it was featured in the 1968
January issue of Modern bike magazine. They did a road test on the Beeza but since the photos that
accompanied the article were in black & white, they didn’t do justice to the bike that was in front
of me. Of course, all of this lusting lasted a few mere seconds as my father, having no clue that the
Shooting Star was fodder for every dream I had since seeing it in the bike mag, beckoned me to get
to the hardware store before they closed. Once inside, my father made a beeline to the back counter
while I quickly u-turned and headed back to the dealership muttering something to the effect that I
forgot something in the car. My legs couldn’t propel me fast enough to get back to that store window! I practically sprinted the two blocks back to the dealership. Finally rounding a corner, I came
to a complete stop right in front of the big single. Standing there with my nose pressed upon the
cold glass, I regaled at the sight of this steel, fiberglass, and chrome man-made wonder. The red and
Ivory painted gas and oil tanks, and sculptured side cover weren’t just pieces of fiberglass—they were
works of art worthy of being in any museum! It’s chrome fenders and headlight sparkled even in the
dim, cloudy, late February afternoon. No other bike on the market had such pleasing lines and futuristic designs (which holds its own even today!). My imagination stoked, I envisioned my whole body
lifting off the seat and my right leg coming down hard on the starter pedal prompting the engine to
roar to life. Oh, this bike was made for me!
My Walter Mitty daydream came to an abrupt halt as a salesman yelled out to me from across the
cavernous showroom floor, “ya like that bike kid?. “Like it? ...I love it!”, I answered back. I hesitantly
asked how much it cost and he replied, “oh this bike will only set you back $800.00. I about dropped
to the floor. He might as well had said it was only $8,000 dollars as I was working as a dishwasher after school and on weekends making two bucks an hour or chicken feed as they called making next to
nothing back then. Unfortunately, I didn’t have enough funds to purchase the bike that day or even
that month! I managed to stutter the words, “do you have layaway sir?” As soon as the words rolled
out of my mouth, I had a visual of the salesman taking me by my shirt collar and throwing me out on
the street while cautioning me not to ever come back. But instead he smiled and said, “for you kid,
sure”. He then told me the bike would be mine as long as I paid for it in full in ninety days. I blurted
out, “Yes sir I can”. He walked away and came back with a sold sign slipping it over the handlebars of
the BSA. I was in bike heaven! My father, having finished his errand at the hardware store, walked by
the dealer display window (perfect timing or maybe not!). Seeing me sitting on my almost newly acquired motorcycle (which to him was analogous to Marlon Brando, the leader of a biker gang, in the
movie, The Wild Ones, drove him up the proverbial wall (or off a cliff!). The old man raced inside to
stop me from entering the dark side. With wildly gesturing hands (the salesman probably thought he
was having an epileptic fit!), proceeded to lecture me about lying to him about going back to the car
and possibly headed for jail hanging out at a motorcycle dealership. The salesman, banding together
with the manager, tag teamed my father into submission. Convincing him I was a responsible teenager who was not going to become an unruly, disrespectful, bike riding delinquent, he relented and
loaned me the required $100 deposit.
- CONTINUED PAGE 22 15

STREET, DIRT AND ATV’S! NEW AND USED!

HOLIDAY PRICING

HOLIDAY PRICING

PARTS AND ACCESSORIES
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- ALWAYS A HEADWIND Text & Photos by Robert H. Miller, www.backroadbob.com

A Grumpy Old Man’s Quest
Or How To Do A Continental Tour The Hard Way
What do you do if you’re a motorcyclist hopelessly aﬄicted with wanderlust, recently retired,
and you still haven’t been on all seven continents?
If you’re a 70-year old Dutchman named Ko , you hitch your new EZS trailer to your old 1978 Honda
CX500 (non-turbo version), add gas and water cans, a few tools, some hard to find spare parts, and
your lifelong companion and traveling buddy Cupi (kew-pee), and you hit the road for a few months
(like 36) and a few miles (try 50,000).
For as long as he can remember, Ko has been bitten by the travel bug, addicted to adventure, and driven by curiosity, but you
wouldn’t know it by looking at him. His appearance is more of a
Dutch school teacher than worldwide motorcycle adventurer.
In the 1960s, he traveled to Communist Eastern Europe. In the
1970s it was to Scandinavia for the Grand Prix races - Finland, Sweden, Norway, with an excursion to the Artic Circle in 1979. In the
1980s, there were organized motorcycle trips in Asia, China, and
Brazil, and in the 1990s Australia and Bhutan - all on small dual purpose bikes.
In June 1996, an opportunity to visit the United States presented itself in the form of a fellow Honda First (Dutch) Turbo Club member who could make shipping arrangements to the East Coast. Did
Ko figure he could find one or two friends to join him? No! He figured he could find enough friends
to fill a shipping container with bikes and gear and he found ten fellow Dutchmen with eight Honda
Turbos, a Kawasaki Turbo, and a BMW willing to go. What ensued was a month-long ride to Disney
World, the Great Smoky Mountains National Park, the Blue Ridge Parkway, Pennsylvania Dutch Country, Niagara Falls, and the obligatory stopover at the Turbo Motorcycle International Owners’ Association’s (U.S.) annual rally in Staunton, Virginia.
Then, in 2005 he began planning completion of his “continental” journey the hard way. Not by visiting all the countries of the European continent, but by completing his motorcycle adventures to all
seven continents, the ones that have roads anyway, and by cruising by boat to the one, Antarctica,
that doesn’t. His journey to complete his continental quest by motorcycle began with a July 2006,
Belgium departure from the European continent accompanied by the only mandatory requirement
for all successful adventurers - a do-anything, go-anywhere, figure-it-out-when-it-happens attitude.
It ended in July of 2009 when he returned to his seaside Netherlands home.
So, what’s it like to physically, mentally, and successfully complete a truly epic motorcycle adventure
without a mechanic, a chase truck, or a camera crew? Let’s have Ko tell us in his own words.
What did you call the trip while you were planning it?
The South America trip. That was the original plan. Then we met in Peru a Dutch motorcyclist (who
was a) motorcycle magazine reporter who came from Alaska on a 32-year old Moto Guzzi. - continued
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A GRUMPY OLD MAN’S QUEST - CONTINUED He gave us the idea to go that far north, which we did. Cupi hadn't been in Japan and Australia so
that was a logical decision, to have a look over there, as well.
How long did it take to plan?
About one year. The boat trip to Antarctica we booked one year in advance. We had to decide which
type of trailer to buy, to find the spares, book the boat to Argentina, get our injections, documents,
etc.
What countries did you visit?
Belgium, (four-week boat trip to) Argentina, Uruguay, Brazil, Paraguay, Argentina, Antarctica (by
boat), Chile, Bolivia, Peru, Ecuador, Colombia, (flight to) Panama, Costa Rica, Nicaragua, Honduras, El
Salvador, Guatemala, Mexico, USA, Canada, Alaska, Japan and Australia.
What were your impressions of South America?
In general, nice and helpful people fairly well-educated, a great variety in scenery (Andes, glaciers,
Pampas, vineyards, cattle farming), not so bureaucratic. We liked South America! We didn't feel
ourselves "unsafe" in South America. Even not in Colombia. Another interesting fact is the Inca civilization. And Bolivia because of its high altitude 4000 m(eters), and the accompanying high altitude
sickness.
Your Impressions of Central America?
We had the impression of a somewhat lesser education. Hectic border crossings - unclear procedures, bureaucracy, corruption, hassles and time consuming. Subtropical, rain forests and volcanoes.
We avoided the capitals in Guatemala and Honduras (because of) robbery and gangs, and haven't
had any problems. For (both) South and Central America, including Mexico, (there was the) Spanish
culture and Catholic religion and Spanish language.
How About Mexico?
Although having a bit (of) a bad name, maybe from older times, we
found it a bit more civilized and more educated than Central America.
For the same reason as the other capitals, we avoided Mexico City.
Great and absolutely interesting Maya and other civilizations.
The USA, Canada, and Alaska?
European style civilization with sometimes splendid scenery and wildlife. In Alaska we met a couple from (the) next village at home - time
for some "alcoholic beverages".
Japan?
Very different (everything) - culture, religions of Zen, Buddhism, and
Confucianism, customs of Pachinko games, sex hotels, very slow traffic, language. Yes, now and then a language-related problem, but in general helpful people proud of
their country.
Australia?
Western/English culture, easy going people, outside the main cities still some pioneer mentality left,
helpful. Immense, vast country/continent. Flora and fauna differ from everywhere else in the world.
Severe climatic conditions. Variety in landscapes from deserts to rain forest and Ayers Rock to Barrier
Reef. Aboriginal culture.
Where did you spend the most time?
Most ridden and most time visited was in Australia.
WWW.MOTORCYCLETIMES.COM
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We drove there 26.000 Kms and stayed nine months. It’s so bloody (sorry) vast!! But we absolutely
liked it.
What was the highlight of the trip?
Antarctica, Machu Picchu, Galapagos (Ecuador) and the Honda Collection Hall at Motegi race course.
In fact, a great Honda Museum. The people at the Museum were quite impressed (with) what we had
accomplished with "their" Honda product. So we had a chat and a photo session. - CONTINUED What was the low light of the trip?
I was nearly drowned. We had to cross an old railway bridge in use as a border crossing between Panama and Costa Rica. Next to the tracks they had positioned some planks. Some bended, some broken
and some loose. Twenty-five meters down (below) was the, fast flowing, river. Rain, as always in difficult situations, made the crossing an even more difficult undertaking. Once, halfway I thought all is
going well! A mistake of course, a split second later I had changed my vertical position into a horizontal one. Luckily, the handlebar was caught by wires positioned at the side of the bridge, this to prevent people from falling off the bridge. And it worked in my case as well. Car drivers, who followed
me, helped me to get back on my feet, get the bike in the upright position again and helped me walking the rest of the bridge. Looking back to this event, I am sure if the lot had "come down" from that
bridge it would have been the end of the journey and most probably of me and the CX as well.
Why do you do this?
Good question, most probably stupidity. Getting away from the everyday life. To find a good portion of adventure with limited amount of risk, although!! (not always). But also to learn and find out
about our world with its amazing differences in landscapes, religions, and cultures.
How did the CX hold up?
We had to replace three alternators, repair the engine output shaft bearing, and replace a rear wheel
hub. We left with 120.500 Kms on the odometer and returned with 210.000 Kms, so 85.000 Kms
more.
As a world traveler, what are your main concerns?
The world we are now destroying at a high speed by our materialistic way of living.
Anyone you'd like to thank?
In fact everyone who helped to make our journey a success. But especially the people who took the
time for a chat, a coffee or an advice or offered a bed or the shed to do a job. And all the motorcyclists we met on the road and who shared their experiences with us.
Where next?
No idea yet. Now we are in the process of upgrading the house a bit. We will see what the future
brings.
What do you call the trip now that it's over?
The best thing we ever did in our life. Luckily we were able to do
it, and fortunate to do it without big problems and in good health.
What more can one wish!!!!!!!
What advice would you give fellow travelers?
Go!!!! Read about traveling in general and bike traveling in particular, indulge in bike travel stories, blogs, etc. Lots is to be found on Internet. And organize as much as possible on forehand (because it’s)
easier at home than on the road. Have all the necessary documents,
maps, injections, medicines etc. And Go!!!
- Bob 19

THE WRITE GRIP
Tired Of Winter? Here’s A Band Aid !

By Stevie Lynne
A winter storm passed through this part of the country leaving everything
coated with an icy glaze for a couple of days. Once the roads were cleared, people gradually got
back to their normal routines. This time of year that usually means I’m commuting to work while it’s
still dark. But a delay after a morning trip to the veterinarian’s with my dog meant driving my truck
across a mountain as the sun was rising. I wish I could have taken pictures because I don’t think I can
describe how truly incredible the view was. All the different hues of daybreak were reflected off the
frozen trees, every branch sparkling as if thousands of twinkling lights had been strung throughout
the woods. It was so breathtaking I’ve thought about it often, trying to make sure I’ll remember
the scene and store it with other mental snapshots of mine. Small moments like this do so much to
soothe the ache of waiting for better riding conditions. Even though I had to constantly watch for
patches of black ice, and it had been several weeks since it was nice enough to get out on the bike, I
realized how much I do love the beauty of all the seasons in the Mid-Atlantic.
Whether your winter downtime consists of a few weeks or a few months, at least it’s a good
opportunity to get the bike ready for when it is riding season. As I’ve mentioned before, there is
value in taking a basic rider course from an organization like MSF. Not only will you learn important
riding skills, but also tips on caring for your motorcycle. Although it’s been quite a while since I
took the class, I can recall the acronym they gave for the pre-ride motorcycle inspection checklist:
T-CLOCS, Tires, Controls, Lights, Oil, Chassis, and Stands. I will admit, I have to search that on the web
to get into the full details of each category. It seems there’s no more room in my brain to store them
between those photos committed to memory and about 1,583,033,206 different song lyrics. Oh, and
of course, riding memories! So even if you have to refer to a list like I do, or you’re so familiar with
your bike maintenance routine that it’s automatic, make sure you take advantage of foul weather
days to give your ride the TLC it needs. Nobody wants to wait out the cold weather only to miss
riding when a nice day arrives because there is something wrong with the motorcycle. The same goes
for finding out there’s an overlooked issue with the bike that leaves you stranded on the side of the
road.
When I first started riding I was guilty of taking off without spending-a minute to look over
even just the basics. During a break on a ride through Luray, my buddy “Skid” was checking out
my bike and noticed some sort of blemish on the rear tire. There was a cut in the tread that didn’t
appear to be leaking air, but he didn’t like it. The tear could have been made by running over
something that day, but because I hadn’t given the tires a simple once over before I left home, I
couldn’t be sure. There happened to be an auto-parts store next door, and he asked me to go over
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and pick up some Fix-a-Flat just to make him feel better in case we discovered I had a slow leak later
in the day. His girlfriend walked with me, and after making the purchase we decided it was time to
have a little fun. I stashed the can in my purse, and asked the cashier for a band-aid so we could
introduce Skid to the latest and greatest in tire repair.
When we got back to the bikes and I appeared to be empty handed, he asked if I’d got the Fixa-Flat. I told him I couldn’t because they were out of it, but they sold me something they said was
better and even easier to use. Brandishing the band-aid and doing my best to stay serious, I explained
how I was instructed to place the bandage over the cut on the tire. Skid took the strip from me,
looked at it, looked at the tire, and back at me, “WHAT?”
“Yes”, I continued. “They said it would work even better if I spit on the pad first. And the best
part is it only cost 8 bucks!” Poor Skid kept staring at the band-aid; he turned it over, inspected
it, and turned it back again. Finally he looked up at me with an expression on his face that was all
too easy to read. He was trying to figure out how to tell me I was the biggest moron on the planet
without making me cry. I couldn’t take it anymore, and burst out laughing, letting him off the hook.
With spring on the way, I’d advise you to invest in a service manual for your motorcycle. Do learn the
basics of bike maintenance and perform them regularly. Do carry a first aid kit in a saddlebag, with
band-aids included. They won’t patch a tire, but could come in handy for minor situations like bee
stings or pulling a friend’s leg!
- Stevie -

Stevie rides a Heritage Softail, is an ABATE member, and resides in the Capital Region of Maryland. Origi-

nally from Virginia, and after living in Pennsylvania for a time, she loves exploring the roads of the Mid-Atlantic and beyond on the Heritage. Stevie was an on-air radio personality for over twenty-five years, and is
happy to be sharing tales as a part of the Motorcycle Times family.
Stevie Lynne receives comments at thewritegrip2017@gmail.com if you enjoyed her column please send her
an email.
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THE STORY OF THUNDER - CONTINUED We drove home that day in stark silence, my father stewing over being won over by shark toothed,
slimy motorcycle salesmen and me lost in wonderland thinking about the day I would pick up my
prized Thumper (the name Brits called large single cylinder motorcycles for the notorious thumping
sound, the motors made).
During the next three months, I cajoled my father (he was well worn down by then!) to drop me off
about every two weeks armed with a can of turtle wax, chrome polish and old t-shirts so I could polish my beloved Beeza which they moved to the floor amidst a dozen other new BSA models. I would
sit there for a couple of hours polishing every inch of my bike. The salesman who sold it to me would
come by and say, “son you’re going to polish the chrome right off of that bike!” to which I exclaimed,
“really?” and to which he replied “nah, but you know It’s brand new!” Then he would chuckle and
walk away shaking his head in utter disbelief.
Three months almost to the day on a warm, May afternoon, I picked up my Shooting Star and anxiously drove it home to Maryland with my father following me. And so began my lifelong love affair
with Thunder (more on the name in a minute).
I had the only motorcycle in high school…I was the prototype for Fonzie. Guys envied me and girls
gathered around in hopes of an afterschool ride as I kickstarted my BSA which could be heard clear
across the teacher’s parking lot (where the principal allowed me to park instead of in the student
parking lot). The school newspaper which always featured a “car of the month” did its first motorcycle article along with a photo of me standing alongside my 1968 BSA. I was enjoying the lime light!
One day two of my friends were walking home from their shift at McDonalds’ when they heard a
sound like thunder - it was actually me riding my thumper a few blocks away. As I came into view,
one of them said, it’s Johnny on his BSA. When I drove up to them, they told me my engine sounded
like thunder. The name Thunder resonated well with me and I christened my bike Thunder from that
day on.
Throughout the years (2018 was a half century!) Thunder has been with me housed in a carport and
then in a garage (the last forty years). The mileage is original (a little under 10,000 miles). Even now,
well past medicare age, I ride Thunder with my wife often on picturesque, winding, country roads
which suits Thunder fine. I hope to ride Thunder for as long as I can kick start him and prop myself
up on the seat because it has been one great ride (and love affair) ever since we first met!
Jimmy Pappas
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UNDER NEW MANAGEMENT

®

ride for kids
MOTORCYCLE RIDE
TO CURE KIDS' BRAIN TUMORS

More kids die of brain tumors than
any other disease in this country.

Ride with us to find a cure.

EASTERN
PENNSYLVANIA
SUNDAY,SEPT. 15, 2019

REGISTRATION OPENS AT 8:30 A.M.
THE EVENT CENTER BY CORNERSTONE
NEW HOPE EAGLE FIRE CO.
46 N. SUGAN ROAD
NEW HOPE, PA 18938

PRE-REGISTER AND SAVE!

ONLINE REGISTRATION: $40
DAY-OF REGISTRATION: $45

EASTERN
PENNSYLVANIA
SEPT. 15, 2019

rideforkids.org/eastpenn
HELP SAVE KIDS' LIVES AND YOU COULD
WIN A NEW HONDA MOTORCYCLE!*

Includes 2019 Ride for Kids T-shirt, ride pin and food at event.
One registration per person. Event is rain or shine.
Any make or model of street legal motorcycle welcome.

Fundraise to fuel the Pediatric Brain Tumor Foundation's
mission and earn even more incentives!

Register and start fundraising at

rideforkids.org/eastpenn

Check rideforkids.org for official drawing rules. Drawing void where
prohibited or restricted by law. Event date, times and location
subject to change. ©2019 by the Pediatric Brain Tumor Foundation.

Thank you to our
presenting sponsor

*Must enter to win. Official drawing rules at rideforkids.org.
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GEOF UYEHARA

HEADGEAR •WIND •PONYTAILS •SNAPS

Rider Rituals. The Fonz is the most famous guy who can stand in front of the mirror and say
Aaaayyy. It's not always that easy for everybody. The Fonz and James Dean both had pocket combs.
Maybe they didn't need them like some folks might but they had combs nonetheless.
Keeping up the appearance of being there altogether we all work on. To stay on top of things
if need be, we have our accessories to cover our tracks. Biker Barbies and Bobs are no different. We
all want to look good. I interviewed a friend recently about her take on biker coiffure styles and she
immediately said one of her friends designs cycle doo accessories and has a company producing the
stuff. Racibabi a designer and producer of cycle and activity head wear and gear says "Be Cool and
Comfortable Under Your Helmet and Look Great When You Take It Off!" With the right head gear for
your adventure, looking great and staying that way is easy.
Biker style and coiffure types can define anybody. The woman in the flick "girl with a dragon tattoo" really had expressive cuts, along with her trusty wonderful Honda CL to get her around.
Some of the futuristic motorcycle movies really went to the edge with biker hairdos, while Bronson
kept it simple with a knit cap and a helmet.
Everybody has their noggin to work with. Long hair, short hair, frizzy straight, none or maybe some. The combover, Gray, black, purple and even stripes are options. Guys with Harley's can
choose their style. Lady Valkyrie riders do the same. That great choice makes everybody a special
character. We all have character. I had a pony tail for most of my regular riding time. I was ribbed by
guys with crew cuts, now I have shorter hair and they have long hair.
Rider hair styles that people love and hate, can be found on folks with or without a helmet.
Some folks insist that there is no such thing as helmet hair others say there is, but either way we all
have to deal with snow and rain and the gloom of night. Each of the situations presents its own challenge. I've ridden in rainy cat and dog days and on ultra-fine ones and had to recover from both. I've
asked around to find out what the best secrets are for before, during and after riding strategies for
keeping your dashing look fresh. Everybody wants to look smart as we go from destination to destination. I've got a bunch of how to stay cool secrets imparted to me along the way from dirt bike riders to guys with minimum coverage, who shrug and say what, and they are all pretty good ideas and
have added to my back pocket of information. The most important secret is to either decide to do
something or not. Some folks don't worry and have thrown away their comb. Example - on a hot day
and the race track is melting hot, it's hard to stay cool. Either way a statement has been made that
we have to live with. Comfort is a first. That secret is a top leader. Keeping your head cool in summer
or warm in the winter keeps riders satisfied and helps preserve the level of activity we are seeking.
Ease of use is another secret of coiffure control.
Bulky and hard to work devices can make getting ready a chore and possibly because of that
are not used often.
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- Continued There are a lot of companies and people making gear for safety and comfort with style added in as an
adjunct feature, but I’ve not yet found a Helmet manufacture who can say their product will preserve
your bouffant or duck-tail. Salon hair designers can offer us a greater individualized look.
Riding styles include Euro, hard rock, lumber jack and the styles that go with it.
The Punk/Mod Rocker schism. The Tough guy look can really depend on who you are trying to impress. Spikes, a fro or nothing at all.
Ladies: The pony tail, The scarf bandanna, Short or long, Spikes, The punk rider, Shaved, Shaved designs, Colors, Detailed, with accessories, Accessories, Jewelry, Pixie.
Gents: Long beards, Shaved, Tied bandanna’s, Half helmets, Full face, Dreadlocks, Gel/No gel, Shaved
sides long top, Ponytail, Combed straight back (long), Spikie, Fro , Braided on top, Man bun, Curley top, Bed head, Greaser. Off season cuts - no spikes in season? A friend said that manufacturers
should make a split top helmet so crazy hair do spikes could be worn with a helmet all year.
Helmet debate statistics separate the crowds. Some folks say helmets will only save your head, and
that they will not save your back, your arms or legs. The secrets of hair style retention with a helmet
or nothing else belie that No Gel, brushes or combs will save you when it’s time to look good.
“Sell your bike immediately” if the issue of style and safety conflict as some say. Although in the
song, "it doesn't matter what you wear, just as long as you are there." And As Fonzie says, Aaaayyy.
- Geof -

NOTICE

NEWS AND EVENTS ARE NOW ONLINE!
GO TO OUR WEBSITE
www.motorcycletimes.com
AND CLICK OR TAP
NEWS

EVENTS

We made this change to consistently bring you
the most current News and Events as you have
requested. This will also ensure more views for
each news item and event in a broader area.
Please continue to send us your events and
local news for consideration.
Thank you for helping us meet your needs.
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Two Tire Tirade
A Vengeful Fire And The Resurgence Of Hope
A Trip To Paradise
ROBERT HUNT
the Town of Paradise alone, the
In Butte County, in the
inferno claimed 38 lives and
foothills of the Sierra Nevada
Mountains sits the bucolic town destroyed approximately 2,000
buildings. Photos and video
of Paradise, California.  The
do not begin to memorialize
location of this town makes it
the severity of the damage
an outstanding destination for
that occurred in this mountain
motorcycling.  The geography
community. When I visited
of the area gives motorcyclist
Paradise in early December,
a diverse selection of terrain to
I was reminded of my time
choose from and a long riding
season to enjoy it.  Routes in the spent Iraq in 2003; the place
resembled a war zone.  The
area offer mountainous curves
town was encapsulated with a
and deep canyons to wondrous
shroud of loss and sadness that
roads entrenched with pine
trees that follow twisting rivers felt overwhelming and was hard
to comprehend as an outsider.
through hill infested ground.
California by its very nature is a Travel restrictions within the
town finally lifted on December
motorcycle friendly place. It’s
the only state in our country that 15th, 2018 more than a month
after the Camp Fire disseminated
legally permits motorcycles to
the town. I witnessed the
lane split, giving motorcyclist
a decisive edge against traffic.   tragic aftermath of this natural
disaster that befell such a proud
The motorcycling community
community and was astounded
is well entrenched in the area
by the magnitude of the damage
around Paradise, which makes
that existed. It was sincerely
sense given all that its location
humbling to witness individuals
has to offer two wheeled
wander through the devastation.
enthusiasts.
th
They shifted through the dust
On November 8 , 2018
devastation of unequivocal
and soot looking for tokens
intensity collided with the Town of their past which may have
of Paradise in the form of a wild survived the scalding wild fire.  
fire which would become the
Unfortunately not many tangible
most destructive in California
items could be salvaged from
history.  This travesty became
the ruins. What could be found
known as the Camp Fire and in in earnest from the ashes was
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resolve, in the form of hope
and faith.  As the fire destroyed
everything in its path, hope and
faith flourished and could not be
stifled.  Those whom survived
the fire may have been bruised
but they surely were not broken.
As I spoke with many, I could
see a divine spark emanate from
their being and this strength
embolden by their resolve to
build a better tomorrow will
never fade away.  The people of
Paradise are filled with hope that
their town will grow and thrive
from the ashes and have the faith
and conviction to propel their
dream forward.
When compared to a broad
perspective of life, motorcycling
is just a microcosm of the world.
Our passion for motorcycling
means little in the far-reaching
scheme of the tragic events
which occurred on November
8th in Paradise, California.
There are more important
items to dwell upon given the
catastrophic event which took
place.  Then I contemplated
the matter and realized that for
many individuals, a motorcycle
is more than just a toy built
upon a metal frame and motor.
Many individuals view their
motorcycles as a fulfillment of

a dream. When our thoughts
reflect upon our cycles, we never
think of them as just material
objects. For true motorcyclists,
our rides become an extension
of our own persona.  They are
life altering tools which not
only provide transportation
but are sublime inspired twowheeled miracles that reduce
anxiety and mental fatigue.
Motorcycles are in their very
nature a figurative shelter in the
storm of life. During my brief
travels through the scorched
remains of Paradise, I saw many
destroyed motorcycles that were
burnt beyond recognition.  The
only remains of these machines
are the twisted frames, gas tanks
and distorted cylinder heads
which were warped to an almost
unrecognizable state.  These
motorcycles may have been
put down by the wild fire, but
their Purpose still lingers in the
hearts of those who loved to ride
them.

The inferno raged through the
City of Paradise extinguishing
all in its path, but dreams can
never be destroyed. In fact, it
will be the power of dreams that
will create a better tomorrow
in Paradise. The strength and
fortitude that will push the rebuilding process forward will be
fueled by hope and faith.  The
actions that will take place in
the recovery process will not
be based upon a large singular
event.  The rebuilding process
will be made up of a billion
little actions that will eventually
culminate into progress. It is
my hope that in some small way
our motorcycling community
will become a part of the healing
process in this bewildered town.
Clean up efforts have begun
in earnest in Paradise, CA but
our national media has lost
interest of this tragic event.  The
reality of the situation is that
reconstruction and economic
recovery will slowly occur

over many years to come.   As
a motorcycling community, we
can push positive change; not
only in our front yards but on a
national scale.  Clubs and Riding
Associations could organize
charitable poker runs to benefit
those affected by the Camp Fire.  
Some of the best riding in the
country is through the Sierra
Nevada Mountains in Northern
California. If you’re planning
a cross country trip, why
not schedule a route through
Paradise, California in effort to
support surviving local business.
The riding opportunities in
this part of the country are
limitless but what is even
more impressive it the amount
of strength and conviction
found embedded within the
Community of Paradise. Their
resilience is a testimony of the
enduring strength that still exists
in small town America.
- Rob -

EDITORS NOTE: Rob Hunt has been riding since 2001 when he bought his first Yamaha for $800. He has been addicted
to riding ever since. Rob currently rides a 2018 Royal Enfield Himalayan but has never met a bike he didn’t like.
Rob is married and has two teenaged sons and works as Unit Manager in the corporate sector. He received his B.A.
in History from Buffalo State College and loves to combine his interest in history with his passion of riding and writing about the experiences. After college Rob volunteered for two years with AmeriCorps National Civilian Community
Corps. After a tour in Iraq with the United States Army, Rob started writing and began scribing his own blog which
primarily focused on the joy of Riding Motorcycles. Rob has been to every state in the continental United States and his
current goal is to ride to Alaska in the next two years then go to and ride Hawaii on a motorcycle rental.
You can read Rob’s blog at: twotiretirade.wordpress.com Ed.
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REFLECTIONS
“FIRST GEAR”
By Jack Applebaum, CMA

Come celebrate our first 100 years. Or as we like to
call it, first gear.” That was the “catch line” in some of the advertising for Harley-Davidson’s 100th
anniversary party. Harley Davidson was commemorating the arrival of 2003 and the company’s
continued existence. Harley had been thru much, and their accomplishments are notable given their
humble beginnings in a tiny wooden shack. Their analogy to the shifting gears of a bike can also
serve as a cautionary note and a lesson to all who ride.
What comes after first gear on most motorcycles (all bikes that I know of)? Stop and think
about it before you read on. Second gear? Well, not exactly. You pass through neutral when you
shift from first to second on a bike. If the shifter throw isn’t quite right, if you get sloppy as you pull
away from a light, or for other reasons that I don’t have mechanical knowledge to explain, you just
might inadvertently end up in neutral instead of second. The result is a lot of noise signifying nothing
(borrowing from Shakespeare). Well, the result is no power to the rear wheel, and you’re coasting. A
mentor of mine once told me that “if you’re coasting, you’re going downhill.” He meant it, of course,
metaphorically (“what’s a meta for?”). When I fail to shift properly as I first start out, I’m slowing
down when I need to be going faster. At the least, it’s embarrassing. It can be dangerous.
I think there’s a spiritual lesson here for us as well. The CMA (Christian Motorcyclists
Association) has accomplished a lot from its humble beginnings in its service to the motorcycling
community. We are cautioned in the Bible that “If you think you are standing firm, be careful
that you don’t fall” (1 Cor 10:12, NIV). If you’re in neutral and slowing down while coasting, you’ll
eventually fall if you don’t brake and put your feet down. The Bible also says “…let us run with
perseverance the race marked out for us” (Hebrews 12:1, NIV). Now, I’m not advocating that
everyone races their motorcycle, but God certainly intends for us to keep moving forward and to
effectively use the power available to us.
To go is important. Someone once said that eighty percent of a ministry is
showing up. That’s the mission of the CMA and many other biker evangelists. It’s
not about accelerating, speeding, or just cruising. It is about getting it “in gear”
and keeping it there while serving in a ministry that shares the Good News of Jesus
Christ.
- Jack WWW.MOTORCYCLETIMES.COM

We appreciate the support
of our advertisers. Please
support them and let them
know you saw their ad here
in Motorcycle Times.

BACKFIRE

Snippets of motorcycling lore
Before the bicycle, the draisine was all the rage; sometimes referred to as
“dandy horse” because some dandies used it; later known as velocipede. It
was patented by Baron Karl Drais in 1818 and called Laufmaschine (running
machine), and that’s exactly how it was ridden, like a scooter with both feet
providing power from a sitting position straddling the machine.
Then, pedals were added and we had bicycles in a bewildering array of
ideas how to do it. Next major stage of development produced a selfpropelled bicycle and then the motorcycle we know today. But who was the
first to motorize the bicycle and turn it into a motorcycle? Answer: nobody
knows. Forget Daimler and Benz. So many experimental ideas were tried
simultaneously by so many self-styled inventors that it is impossible to say
which of them was first. Steam was the dominant power source for vehicles
of all kinds, but for various technical reasons never succeeded in practical
application to bicycles. Can you imagine a steam engine on a bicycle?
When it comes to internal combustion engines in motorcycles, however, we
have a “culprit”. Although Nicolaus Otto and Eugen Langen of Germany built
the first motorcycle powered by such an engine, it was not their idea. Credit
goes to an Italian named Giuseppe Munigotti. He patented the first internal
combustion engine specifically designed for motorcycles in 1879. His creation
was rendered only on paper, and was never built, but his concept was sound
and copied by others for many years to come. In fact, the basics of his concept
are still with us in the motorcycles we enjoy today. (Al Karasa)
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Harley-Davidson Certified Technician

2934 Ocean Gateway (Rt. 50), Cambridge, MD 21613

Parts
Service
Repair
Customization
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