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FEATURED

EVENTS

We want to list your motorcycle event in DelMarVa, Delaware, Maryland, Pennsylvania, Virginia, West Virginia and D.C.
Send the details to mjmpublishing2017@gmail.com and add us to your mailing list.
Event listings are free and may include an on-line listing. Event details may change so we encourage you to call ahead.
Check out our On-line calendar at WWW.MOTORCYCLETIMES.COM for updates and additional events!
(We reserve the right not to list an event at our discretion, without explanation.)

REMEMBER, WE CAN’T LIST ANY EVENTS WE DON’T KNOW ABOUT!
YOU HAVE TO LET US KNOW TO LET THEM KNOW!

THE BIG ONES!
MAY

2018 BIKES TO THE BEACH SPRING RALLY
MAY 3 - 6TH
OCEN CITY, MD
https://oceancitybikestothebeach.com

JUNE
Americade Touring Motorcycle Rally
June 4–9, 2018
Lake George, New York
http://www.americade.com/

Myrtle Beach Bike Week – Spring Rally & Rides
May 11–20, 2018
Myrtle Beach, South Carolina
http://www.myrtlebeachbikeweek.com/

Laconia Bike Week 2018 Motorcycle Rally
June 9-17, 2018
Laconia, New Hampshire
http://www.laconiamcweek.com/

Ohio Bike Week
May 26—June 4, 2018
Sandusky, Ohio
http://ohiobikeweek.com/

Ride Your Motorcycle to Work Day
June 18, 2018
Celebrated across the U.S.
http://www.ridetowork.or

ROLLING THUNDER 31 SUNDAY MAY

27TH 2018!
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SATURDAY, MAY 5

MAY EVENTS

Full Throttle Sisterhood
International Female Ride Day event
Saturday, May 5, GROVE CITY, PA
www.fullthrottlesisterhood.com or
(724) 971-6507
Lets’s Ride 1000 for Make-A-Wish
Foundation.
Saturday, May 5, 2018 - Sunday, May
6, 2018. Let’s Ride 1000 conducts
certified Saddle Sore 1000 motorcycle rides for charity. 100% of proceeds go directly to the charity. This
event will benefit the Make-A-Wish
Foundation as we will ride to Hell,
Michigan. This Saddle Sore 1000 is
called the “Almost Heaven to Hell”
Ride. Check out will begin at 4am on
May 5, 2018 and riders will proceed
on a predetermined route to and
from Hell, Michigan. The entire 1000
miles must be completed within 24
hours. All rides are certified by the
Iron Butt Association. More details
available at Facebook.com/letsride1000.
Wheeling
WEST VIRGINIA
(740) 223-8488 - John Osborne
Letsride1000@att.net
Www.facebook.com/letsride1000
Spring Thaw Rendezvous On The
River 2018
Saturday, May 5, 2018 12:00 PM to
7:00 PM
Tri-Boro Sportsmen, 21st and Canal
Street, NORTHAMPTON, PENNSYLVANIA, 18067
(484) 239-1998 - Hammer www.facebook.com/
events/128883651144518/
6th Annual Chris Yung's Poker Run
Saturday, May 5, 2018 8 AM. Join us
on this day to ride in memory of our
fallen friend Officer Chris Yung.
www.motorcycletimes.com

Proceeds to benefit the families
of fallen Law Enforcement Officers
and Chris Yung Memorial Fund for
Education and Special Needs for
Officer Chris Yung’s three children.
Olde Towne Cycle, 68 Cool Springs Rd
Fredericksburg, VIRGINIA, 22405
(540) 424-2235,
brian@oldetownecycle.com
Salty Dawgs Poker Run. Saturday,
May 5, 2018 from 9AM to 4PM
12th Annual Salty Dawgs Poker Run
for Portsmouth Fisher House. Bike
Show, Live Auction, Gun Raffles,
vendors, 50/50 and Poker Run. Eagles
Nest, 1723 PARKWAY DR. Chesapeake, VIRGINIA, 23320 (757) 4620711 - Clint scootdad3@gmail.com

SUNDAY, MAY 6
BLESSING OF THE BIKES DRIVEN BY
THE SPIRIT. Sunday, May 6, 2018
from 11A to 1P. Hogs and Heroes MD
Chapter 5 & Renegades Classics of
Annapolis, 3188 Solomon’s Island Rd
Edgewater MD 21037 (202) 320-9700
edwardpwilson@hotmail.com
24th Annual Richmond Riders Poker
Run. Sunday, May 6, 2018 from 9AM12:30 PM. Our 24th annual event
supporting the Pediatric Brain Tumor
Foundation and the Ride for Kids
program. This year’s event will begin
at Richmond Honda House.
As always, our poker run features
a tour through some of the best
roads Central Virginia has to offer.
At each of the end points along the
way, you’ll draw cards to make your
poker hand. The end point for this
year’s event is Mission BBQ, located
at 5440 Glenside Dr. Food will be
available for sale in the restaurant
and outside, we’ll hold our “awards
ceremony” where we’ll award prizes
for best hand and worst hand. As always, we’ll also have plenty of great

door prizes to give away, too.
http://www.richmondriders.
com/2018-poker-run/
Honda House - 7906 West Broad St.
Richmond, VA 23294. (804) 389-3052
Jeff Pollard toytaco99@yahoo.com
www.richmondriders.com/2018-poker-run/
Spring 2018 Charity Poker Run
Sunday, May 6, 2018 1:00 PM
Poker Run ending at Paul Goad's with
a meal and tour of his classic car collection. Proceeds benefit the American Cancer Society. Grover King Post
1115 VFW, 701 W Stuart Dr Hillsville
VIRGINIA, 24343. www.facebook.
com/events/454474354955074/

FRIDAY, MAY 11
5th Annual High Pass Boogie. Friday,
May 11, 2018 - Sunday, May 13,
2018
Hosted by Eurosport Asheville and
Frontline Eurosports in Salem, VA
The 2018 High Pass Boogie is a charity motorcycle community event benefiting the Blue Ridge Parkway Foundation. A full weekend of Southern
VA's best motorcycle routes for both
on and off-road riding. As in years
past, there will be two on-road
routes and one dual-sport route for
motorcyclists of all abilities, and on
all different brands of bikes. The
High Pass Boogie welcomes all riders
to celebrate and honor the treasure
of the Blue Ridge Parkway together
as a community. Willville Motorcycle
Campground, 1510 Jeb Stuart Hwy
Meadows of Dan, VIRGINIA, 24120
info@highpassboogie.com
www.bmwmoa.org/events/EventDetails.aspx?id=1079757&group=

SATURDAY, MAY 12
Ride Virginia Habitat for Humanity

Poker Run - 11th Annual. Saturday, May 12, 2018 9:00
AM.
The RIDE VIRGINIA Poker Run is an annual fundraiser to
engage motorcycle groups as well as local bikers who
want to support Habitat.
Riders drive a designated route and draw playing cards
at each planned stop. At the final destination, riders play
their hand of poker and a cash prize is awarded to the
best AND the worst hand.
Habitat ReStore - Fredericksburg
2378 Plank Road Fredericksburg, VIRGINIA, 22407
mwilson@fredhab.org
fredhab.org/events/poker-run
Parkersburg Drug Awareness Run. Saturday, May 12,
2018 from 10:00 AM to 6:00 PM. Parkersburg WV Elks
Rider Club. This is our inaugural Drug Awareness event
from Parkersburg City Park. Prizes, 50/50, Food & Drink,
T-Shirt & Photo Sales and More $15 Rider - $10 Passenger. Benefits: Parkersburg PD Dare Unit, Purchasing
Narcan for 1st Responders and the ELKS Drug Awareness
Program. Parkersburg City Park, 1920 Park Ave. Parkersburg, WEST VIRGINIA, 26101.
Contact Phone (740) 541-3085 - Bill "Hawk" Leuschel
Contact Email hawkleuschel@yahoo.com
Annual Fish Fry and Poker Run
Saturday, May 12, 2018 8:30 AM
Battley Cycles, 7830 Airpark Rd, Gaithersburg, MD
20879. battley.com/CUSTOMER-CORNER/Event-Calendar
Unorganized Riders Motorcycle Show. Saturday, May
12, 2018
10A- 4P Ride to Rahway,NJ for Hot Rods and Harleys.
Texas Road House 4463 Southmont Way Easton,PA.
18045 (610) 691-6668 - glennjohnson2@verizon.net
Ride To Remember. Saturday, May 12, 2018 9:00 AM
Join Us For A Scenic Ride Through Pungo & Sandbridge,
VA & Knotts Island, NC. Ends at Blue Pete’s Restaurant Virginia Beach. $10/Rider - $5/Passenger. 100% Of The
Proceeds Benefit Our Local Veterans Assistance Programs
GEICO, 1345 Perimeter Pkwy, Virginia Beach, VIRGINIA
23454. www.cvmavirginia27-1.com/events/2nd-annual-ride-to-remember/
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MOTORCYCLE TIMES PRODUCT REVIEW

FOR THE RIDE OF YOUR LIFE! GUARANTEED!
Well, I’m just going to go right ahead and recommend this product. I’ve tested it out at numerous
trade shows over the last several years, you know, Timonium, Progressive, Ocean City and so
on. Every single time I have been pleasantly delighted. In fact, at one show I went ahead and
demonstrated it to passersby because Peter was so busy taking orders and answering questions! I
even have two of them of my own! One for my office chair and one for my Kawasaki Voyager.
On first glance you immediately see these are well made. They are unexpectedly heavy too; But not
because they contain a gel. They are made with a dry visco -elastic polymer. Butt Buffers use a core
that was originally developed for hospitals to prevent bed sores. They re-engineered it to work for
motorcyclists. It works by eliminating pressure points that develop when your foam seat begins to
get compressed. Soon, your own weight pressing your butt against the seat impedes blood flow
and numbness sets in. Then it begins. Pain, shifting in the seat, numbness, pain, shifting... well, the
dry polymer core in a Butt Buffer never fully compresses. This provides uncompromising balance
to your ride and removes pressure points that develop from sitting for long periods. No pressure
points equals no soreness and no numbness. The polymer in a Butt Buffer is also designed to improve
circulation. The result? You never feel numb or sore. The Butt Buffer works by simply eliminating
those pressure points that cause all that. Butt Buffer is available in several sizes and colors. Go to
www.buttbuffer.com and mention this ad for an amazing 10% off plus free S&H!

Valuable coupon
Mention this CODE “mt10sh” and get 10% off
Plus free shipping and handling!
Order now www.buttbuffer.com

•
•
•
•
•
•
•

A FEW FACTS ABOUT BUTT BUFFER SEAT CUSHIONS
Smoother ride
• Easy to clean
Significantly reduces shock and road vibration • Does not support bacteria
No soreness on long trips
• Hypo-allergenic
Never leaks (unlike air and gel cushions)
• Fungus resistant
Always retains original shape
• Fire rated as self extinguishing
Will not freeze
• Reliable and long lasting
Unaffected by water and hydrocarbon oils
• Tons of custom styles

as low as $55.50!
Plus take off 10% and get free s&H!
www.motorcycletimes.com

MAY EVENTS - continued
FRIDAY, MAY 18
9th Annual Rock, Roast and Run for
Little Ones. Friday, May 18, 2018 Sunday, May 20, 2018. Registration
9:30 a.m. Saturday and rideat 11:00
a.m. $15.00 for the driver and $5.00
for each passenger. Union County
West End Fair, 1111 State Route 235,
Laurelton PA, 17835. (570) 932-0464
iftinglittlelives@yahoo.com
CVMA 27-3 6th Annual BASH. Friday,
May 18, 2018 - Saturday, May 19,
2018. Super event with a 80-mile
Poker Run through historic Virginia,
Live Bands, Food, vendors, Beer
Truck. Kicks off on Friday, 18 May,
4 pm to midnight. Saturday, 19
May 2018, 7 am, Poker Run 1000
am through approximately 3 pm;
live bands throughout the day until
midnight.
https://www.combatvet27-3.org/
battlefield-bash/pre-registration/
Ed Allen's Campground, Lanexa,
Virginia, 13501 Campground Lane
Lanexa, VIRGINIA, 23089
cyberdoc39@gmail.com
www.combatvet27-3.org
The Fox Run III. Friday, May 18, 2018
- Sunday, May 20, 2018
Adventure, Camping, Friendship &
Motorcycles for all Women. Lancaster County, PA.
foxrunco@gmail.com
www.thefoxrun.co

SATURDAY, MAY 19
Spring Into Gear Poker Run.
Saturday, May 19, 2018 from 9A
to 4P. Come ride with Mid-Shore
Chapter of ABATE of Maryland,
Inc. All welcome. Sign-up from
9a-9:30a. Ride through DelMarVa

area to Steve's house in Easton for
food and drink! Easton Royal Farms,
7655 Ocean Gateway, Easton, MD
21601. (410) 820-6446 - Steve OR
abatemidshore@gmail.com OR
abatemidshore.wixsite.com/midshore/18-springintogear
4th Annual Nianne's Ride for the
Kids.
Saturday, May 19, 2018 8:00 AM.
Ride ends at Cole HD with Food, Live
Music, Door Prizes and More. $20
per Person includes meal & door
prize ticket
All proceeds benefit area Foster Kids.
CFC, 119 Brick St Princeton
WEST VIRGINIA
10th Annual Pig Roast. Saturday,
May 19, 2018. Pig Roast with all the
Fixin's - fun for all riders at one of
the first events of the season! Steel
Steeds Motorcycle Campground,
1095 State Route 405, Milton, PA,
17847
www.facebook.com/
events/248804932316490/
Bikes in Bath (Nazareth Bike Fest)
Saturday, May 19, 2018
1P-7P Bike Show, Vendors, Beer Tent,
Music and Lots of Fun!
Benefits VALOR. Vendors Wanted Call 610-759-9188 . Previously Nazareth Bike Fest now at New Location.
Allen St, Bath, PA 18014. (610) 759-

9188 - Cynthia
www.nazarethchamber.com/event/
bikes-in-bath/
Tensley Cup Poker Run. Saturday,
May 19, 2018 For Folds of Honor.
Registration 10 - 11 am. at Severn
inn Annapolis, MD. Live music, food,
games, beverages. Register $35 bike,
$25 passengers. Severn Inn Annapolis, 1993 Baltimore Annapolis Blvd,
Annapolis, MD 21409
OUTLAWED JAMBOREE IN THE
WOODS May 19. 9 great bands. 11a
to 11p rain or shine! Gates open
10a. Uncle Bob's Concert Park. 565
Kirk Rd, Elkton, MD 21921 410-3923195
2018 Child Abuse Awareness Ride
Saturday, May 19, 2018 12:30 PM
Host BACA Eastern Panhandle Chapter of West Virgina. 100 Mile Ride,
Multiple Stops, Prize Drawings and
After Party, Gun Raffle, Live Entertainment, Vendors and More. $15
Rider - $10 Passenger.
O'Connell's Irish Pub, 126 Kelly Rd
Martinsburg, WEST VIRGINIA
25401. bacawv@yahoo.com

SUNDAY, MAY 20
O'Neill's Auto Body 7th Annual Benefit Ride. Sunday, May 20, 2018 9:00
AM. To benefit the Humphreys Family, a local family Registration begins
9a - Cost is $20 per bike. 200 patches
for the first 200 bikes registered! KSU
O'Niell's Body Shop, 131 Jalyn Drive,
New Holland, PA, 17557. (717) 3548001 or carla@oneillsautobody.
fRenegade Classics Spring Party- RESCHEDULED FOR Sunday, May 20,
2018 from 10:00 AM to 4:00 PM.
Annual Spring Party music, food, ven
May/June 2018
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MAY EVENTS - CONTINUED
dors, tattoos, and more! Renegade Classics of Annapolis,
3180 Solomons Island Rd, Edgewater, MD 21037
(410) 956-7433 - Lois or Ken
42nd Annual May Day Poker Run. Sunday, May 20, 2018
10:00 AM. Four Seasons Motorcycle Club Poker Run. Food,
Drink, Games, Pins, & Prizes Registration 10am till 12 noon
$15 per Person $25 per Couple A Portion of proceeds go to
Local Charities. Boston Market - Prices Corner, 3130 Kirkwood Wilmington, Delaware, 19808
www.fourseasonsmc.com/events.html

SATURDAY, MAY 26
2018 East Coast Thunder. Saturday, May 26, 2018 from
10:00a-4:00 PM
The Hogs and Heroes Foundation
Annual free concert Rolling Thunder/Memorial weekend
with 3 live bands, vendors, giggy's bbq, peoples choice
bike/car show and in-house poker run. Old Glory HarleyDavidson, 11800 Laurel Bwie Road, Laurel, MD 20705.
Contact (240) 832-5148 - Andrew Mutchler or
Hogsandheroes@yahoo.Com Or
www.hogsheroesfoundation.com

Ride your bike on the Right Tracks !
It’s Safer and More FUN than you can imagine !
From street rider to racer, our programs and friendly
coaches will teach you how to handle the curves !
Have FUN at the track day, improve your skills with
hours of instruction and quality track time !
We proudly conduct our track days and schools at
Summit Point Motorsports Park, WV, one hour from
DC and Baltimore, and NCBIKE in Garysburg, NC !

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

MONDAY, MAY 28
Memorial Day Parade. Monday, May 28, 2018 9:00 AM.
If you ride, you are more than welcome to come join
us in the Marietta Memorial Day Parade. Start Line Up:
9:00am - KSU: 11:00am. Donegal Intermediate School,
1177 River Rd Marietta, PA, E17547 www.facebook.com/
events/143264646381404/

Speed of Life Photography

May 5
May 6

Sat
Sun

NCBIKE, Garysburg, NC
NCBIKE
+ Racing School

May 13
May 14

Sun
Mon

Shenandoah
Summit Point

May 19
May 20

Sat
Sun

Nelson Ledges, Ohio
Nelson Ledges

June 17
June 18

Sun
Mon

Shenandoah, West Virginia
Summit Point + Racing School

June 30
July 1

Sat
Sun

NCBIKE
NCBIKE

July 4

Wed

Summit Point, West Virginia

Mother’s Day
+ Racing School

+ Racing School

Learn to ride smooth, safe and fast !

Go to MotorcycleXcitement.com
Roger Lyle 301-933-2599
May/June 2018
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JUNE EVENTS
SATURDAY, JUNE 2
2nd Annual Operation Blue Line Ride.
Saturday, June 2, 2018 10:00 AM.
VFW POST 475 in Newark, Delaware.
Registration 10:00 am - Kickstands up
at 11:30. $20 rider $10 for passenger.
We take a leisurely ride thru De/
Md ending at the VFW POST 8185 in
Port Deposit, MD. PARTY begins with
entertainment, food, raffles, 50/50s
and of course a lot of fun! Our goal is
to help out C.O.P.S. again this year!!
Please help us support this cause
and double our proceeds from last
year! VFW Post 475 100 Veterans Dr,
Newark, DELAWARE 19711
www.facebook.com/
Events/2028370290766286/
6th Annual “Ride In” Motorcycle
Show. American Legion Riders Post
537 Saturday, June 2, 2018 from
12:00 PM to 6:00 PM
Bike Show Classes -Stock – Custom
– Touring Custom - Sidecar \ Trike Antique (1987 and Earlier) Awards
for 1st & 2nd Place plus People’s &
Commander’s Choice.
Registration $15 12 noon- 3pm
Judging Starts at 3:05pm
Pig Roast / Beer Garden / Vendors
/ Raffles / Live Music by Whiskey
Kreek, Drive Train
Cheap & EZ . Proceeds Benefit Local

www.motorcycletimes.com

Veterans Charities. Admission $2
donation – free with ALR 2018 Gun
Raffle Ticket purchase.
Col. Jacob Morgan American Legion
Post 537, 4499 N. Twin Valley Road ,
Morgantown
PENNSYLVANIA, 19543
(610) 724-8650 - Mike Lightcap
post537alr@gmail.com

You can join us for our monthly
breakfast and ride out of Dover,
Delaware. We enjoy riding to
interesting destinations and
invite you to share yours with
us. All are welcome.
Email for more information

emanonriders@yahoo.com

FRIDAY, JUNE 8
ABATE of MD 35TH ANNUAL STATE
PARTY. Friday, June 8, 2018 - Sunday,
June 10, 2018. Join us for our
annual party at the foot hills of the
Mountains at the Alleghany County
Fair Grounds. RV hook ups available,
ample tent spaces. Modern Showers
& rest rooms. Food, refreshments
available. Scenic roads. Weekend
$40.00 for card carrying Motorcycle
Rights Member or $45.00 for non
Members. Saturday Day Pass is 20.00.
Alleghany Fair grounds 11490 Moss
Ave, Cumberland, MARYLAND 21502.
(301) 247-5733 - John Robinson or
defendercycleworks@yahoo.com

SUNDAY, JUNE 10
IDBL Sport Nationals. Friday, June 8,
2018 - Sunday, June 10, 2018. Motorcycle Drag Racing, Maryland International Raceway, 27861 Budds Creek

MEETING ON MAY 6TH
JUNE 10th IS OUR DART
RUN!
SEE AD ON PG 23
Meeting at 9am, breakfast
and ride after.
Diamond State Grill
913 S. DuPont Hwy
Dover,De 19901
emanonriders@yahoo.com
Proud members of the

JUNE EVENTS - CONTINUED
Rd, Mechanicsville, MD, 20659
(301) 884-9833 www.raceidbl.com
7TH ANNUAL Capitol City Biker Bash 2018
Thursday, June 7, 2018 - Saturday, June 9, 2018
Brought to you by Go Mart and Mountain Dew at Haddad
Riverfront Park along the banks of the beautiful Kanawha
River. The city closes all four lanes of the Kanawha
Boulevard for Motorcycle enthusiast to have easy access
to Charleston and enjoy West Virginia's wonderful winding
byways, rockin music, fabulous food and to see dear old
friends as well as make cherished new ones.
The Capitol City Biker Bash is partnering for a fourth year
with HospiceCare. Haddad Riverfront Park Kanawha Blvd
East, Charleston WEST VIRGINIA, 25301. (304) 444-4165
samantha@capitolcitybikerbash.com
www.capitolcitybikerbash.com/
Knights of the Fallen 2nd Annual Operation Red Line Poker
Run and Ride In Bike Show. Sunday, June 10, 2018 from
8:00a-6:00p. Live Music, Food, Vendors for all and all ages.
Money raised is to help the local Fire Department and
Fire Fighters. Singerly Volunteer Fire Department, 300
Newark Ave Elkton, MD 21921. (410) 490-7433 - Joker or
j.babylon0429@gmail.com

SATURDAY, JUNE 16
Larry Fischer Flag Day Run. ABATE of Delaware, Inc NCC
Chapter.
Allinvited, sign in @ Cheny's On The Pike. 10A- Noon. $10
per person, $15 per couple. Donnie 302-354-7878 or Lee
302-419-4611

SUNDAY, JUNE 24

2018 Hammer Down for Habitat. 10:30 AM - 4 PM. 4th
Annual Hammer Down for Habitat Motorcycle Run and
After Party. All proceeds from this event will go directly to
help create affordable homeownership opportunities in
Kent County, Delaware. ESCORTED RIDE! The After Party
will include; Music, 50/50 raffle, cash bar, food available
for purchase and more!
Chris @ 302-526-2366 or email ccooper@
centraldelawarehabitat.orgWW

BOOK REVIEW
TRIUMPH MOTORCYCLES IN
AMERICA
Lindsay Brooke and David
Gaylin
Foreword by Peter Egan

The first thing you will notice about
this book other than the beautiful
cover is its size. It's what some call a coffee table
book. However it will most likely spend more time
in your hands than on any table. This is a very
complete history of the Triumph motorcycle and it
has bits of information woven throughout that will
keep you very interested indeed. The photography is
done up just as well and documents the motorcycles
as they evolved over here across the pond and in
Canada too.
Did you know Triumphs have a rich history
here in the USA that pre-dates World War II?
Triumph motorcycles; the Bonneville, the Trophy,
the Thunderbird, the Daytona, the Tiger and
more have spanned decades and earned lifelong
undying loyalty. It's documented for you here.
Motorcyclists love the style and sound and love
the performance. They especially love having the
ultimate in coolness. Hollywood went all out with
motorcycles and Triumph's were a lot of them. Even
Steve McQueen said
they were his favorite!
Marlon Brando, Clint
Eastwood, James
Brolin, Evel Knievel,
Paul Newman, Dean
Martin, Sonny and
Cher, Angelina Jolie
and even The King, Elvis Presley himself all rode
Triumph's at one time or another or in one show or
another. In fact even "The Fonze" of tv show Happy
Days fame rode one. That's Cool!
Lindsay Brooke and David Gaylin are established as
Triumph historians, that is a given. Between them
I counted six motorcycle books. You can ind them
on Amazon and buy them. And you should. You will
be happy when you do. In fact, some of these have
already made my Christmas list! - Editor
May/June 2018
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FREE
CLASSIFIED
ADS !
www.motorcycletimes.com
YOU CAN BUY OR SELL
MOTORCYCLES
ATV'S UTV'S
PARTS & ACCESSORIES
100% FREE!

www.motorcycletimes.com
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Karma
Cycles
Cambridge, MD
Book your appointment for
FREE Spring Safety Inspection
571-201-7661

Inspections for HD bikes only.
Available while appointments last.

410-901-3150

2934 Ocean Gateway (Rt. 50), next to Comfort Inn
• 2 and 3 Wheel Training
• Convenient Locations
• Fairfax, Manassas, Woodbridge, and
Fredericksburg/Stafford
• Easy Registration by Phone, Email and Online
Must Preregister To Guarantee Your Spot!
• MSF Rider Courses
• VA DMV Skills Test Waiver
• Licensing
• Skill Refresher Classes
• Advanced and Closed Course Total Control
Class
• On-Street In-Traffic Hands and Feet On Training
• Private Lessons
Mention This Ad For A Discount On Your Classes!
Apex Cycle Education is Maryland’s, Virginia’s and
Washington, DC’s Leading Source for
2 & 3-Wheel Motorcycle Safety Education and Training.
Apex is Certified by the Motorcycle Safety
Foundation(MSF), Evergreen Safety Council (ESC), and Total
Control Training.
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ROLLING PHYSICS PROBLEM
Big Cycles, Rough Shifting
GREG SHAMIEH

Last winter, the weather in Maryland went from 81 degrees one day to 28 the next. Ordinarily,
being a good motorcyclist, I’d see the change of seasons coming clearly from a distance. The seasons
- in my memory - ran in big, slowly moving predictable cycles, like a Swiss watch, or maybe more
like the Big German Motorcycle of the cosmos. Fall turned into winter, and you could feel it coming
slowly, you were ready for it, and so one’s motorcycles were always properly winterized -- clean oil,
charged batteries, and a full tank of fresh fuel juiced up with STA-BIL fuel stabilizer. Ordinarily.
In the case of the 17 Second Autumn, however, one day you’re riding in your perforated
leathers, and the next day, you’re shoveling snow. My 1973 BMW /5 – being unfaired – is the bike
that gets ridden the least in the wintertime. It gets the parking space in the rear of the garage back
by the workbench, and without a combination of fortunate events overlying a freak sunny day, it’s
the least likely to see the road during the winter.
This winter that combination of fortunate events didn’t happen. Well over half of the space
in Shamieh’s Shop was filled with the chassis of Homebuilt Teardrop Camper Version 2.0. It was big,
it was in parts, and it was immobile – making getting machinery around the shop more challenging
than normal. So my oldest, favorite motorcycle – one I’ve ridden since I was a very young man –
spent a long dull winter trapped in the back of the garage.
We’d been putting on some concentrated work on the Teardrop, and so the huge immobile
thing became a huge mobile thing, and came down off the jackstands and rolled out into the light.
And as soon as it was on the chocks out on the driveway, I sprinted back inside and rolled the /5 out
after it. Being Modern, Nearly Apocalyptic Climate Catastrophe Maryland, when I’d had to run a
short errand (in a car) that morning, I’d had to run the windshield wipers for a few seconds to clear
off a 50/50 mix of heavy pollen and light snow. After wrapping up the day’s chores, I grabbed my
helmet and headed out to the driveway to see if my inattention to my Alloy Girlfriend’s needs was
going to be suitably punished. I used my small portable air compressor to air up the tires. I opened
the tank to check the state of the fuel load – there was clearly some varnish stank in evidence, but
I’ve seen these old boxers start and run on worse.
At times like these, I’m glad I’ve been slowly upgrading all of my machinery to Absorbed Glass
Mat type batteries – they have slower self-discharge rates, more cold cranking amps and more
reserve than any other powersports batteries I’ve ever used. I was going to need all of them here. I
pushed in the /5’s funky ignition pin, opened the fuel petcocks, and pushed down the engine’s choke
lever. I pressed the starter button and went through about twelve compression strokes on an engine
than normally starts on the second one. I let up and gave the old girl a rest. I pressed the starter a
second time and ‘whoop-whoop-whooped’ though another dozen strokes without so much as a pop.
I started to grow just the least bit concerned. I needn’t have. - Continued www.motorcycletimes.com

- CONTINUED On the third attempt I got about 10 strokes in before the big boxer fired – it was a little smoky,
and a little stumbly – but it was definitely and deterministically alive. I backed the choke lever off to
about half and let the engine warm while I fastened my helmet and put on my gloves. Unlike more
modern, multi cylinder carbureted motorcycles -- I’m talking to you, Japanese 600cc Supersports
-- for which this would be instant death by clogged pilot jets, “Your carburetor overhaul is right
this way sir…” – the big boxer and its ancient Bings just kinda gave a big wet dog shake, and just
shook it off. So I just gassed it, and the old girl pulled hard heading down the Jefferson Pike. After a
winter of being parked, the /5 ran like an old motorcycle that was glad to be alive again – loads of
torque combined with long travel suspension made for one big whoosh that felt we could just keep
accelerating forever.
I’d probably spent more than my fair share of time parked, this winter, as well. With the
afternoon sun quickly setting, what started as a ride in the mid-40s quickly changed into a ride in the
mid-30s. The wind coming in under my cracked open visor felt like razor blades. My knees, covered
only in a pair of canvas cargo pants, burned briefly, then disappeared from feeling entirely. It was
cold. It hurt. I loved it.
So of course, the next morning, when I raised the garage door again, it was 80 degrees. By the
end of the afternoon, it cleared 87. Again, at the end of the day, it was time to ride. My daughter’s
friend was going to bring by his brand new KTM 390 Duke, and we’d planned to take a little loop
around The Valley. The machine gun report of the high tech high RPM single made obvious his
timely arrival. The 390 Duke was a serious looker. Bright orange trellis frame, white rear shock visible
through the structure, and swoopy radiator shrouds that extended well forward around the fork
legs made for an absolutely arresting appearance -- narrow and nimble from stem to stern, kind of
like Dirt Bike meets X-Wing Fighter. It sure looked like a bike that could go around corners, and as
Cam and I carved Maryland 17 up to Burkittsville, he proved that it absolutely could. It was the first
time – despite him having been around for a while – that he and I had ridden together, and it was
heartening to see good cornering lines and following distance discipline in my rearviews.
We carried good speed in the corners, big throttle on the straights. The air felt sweetly tropical,
and visors needed to stay closed because of the mass of insects that filled the air. It was a perfect
summer ride. So of course, the next morning, when I raised my garage door, it was 40 degrees and
sleeting. Look, I’m nothing if not grateful. At least we’ve survived another winter. As motorcyclists,
we can all be glad when the season changes to Spring. Or Summer. Or maybe some more Winter
again. I dunno. I may not have the hang of the cycles of the season, these days, but as long as the
Slash 5 starts and I have the right jacket for the day, I’m just glad to be riding.
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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2017 KAWASAKI Z900
www.motorcycletimes.com

MOTORCYCLE TIMES RIDE REVIEW
2017 Kawasaki Z900
Mark McGhee

I did not jump at the chance to ride this bike.
This winter; which is like a bad guest that will
not go away; has been hard for me. My back
and knees specifically. I really do not know
what I did to earn such complaints from them,
yet here they were acting up like a bad guest.
Then this bike was there, and I was there
and then it kind of happened at Diamond
Motor Sports in Dover, Delaware. Couldn't
have been easier, really.
As I walked around taking in all the little
bits that are finished off so
nicely and the flawless coat
of Metallic Black Spark on
Black as per Kawasaki's usual
methods of producing Jewell
like motorcycles I found myself
being drawn in. Having practically given up
the street sport scene - gulp - decades ago,
for my own good - I truly imagined i was over
those kinds of need. But I was wrong. Boy
was I wrong! So wrong.
Kawasaki says this bike epitomizes the
ideal super naked bike". Furthermore,
"Every twist of the throttle is rewarded with
crisp, exhilarating acceleration and an ultralightweight chassis lends itself to spirited
sport riding." And " Designed for maximum
riding pleasure, this sublime balance of power
and handling make the Z900 exceptionally
exciting and easy to ride." So far it looked like
they were right. I began to want to start it up.
I gingerly loaded my sore and stiff self upon
the thing, half expecting it to slap me away.
It's mean and wicked cool looking from any
angle. I was mildly surprised the bars were
still about where I remembered they would
be, placing my upper body weight forward
but not resting on my shoulders. It seemed

fairly comfortable. A foot on the peg also
felt ok, not such a radical bend in the knee
as I remembered from days past, yet high
enough to provide insane levels of cornering
clearance. The instrument cluster was
attractive, simple, uncluttered. I liked that.
Controls were the standard arrangement,
except the clutch! It has such a light pull I
checked to see if it even worked! It felt lighter
than some hydraulic clutches. It's a slipper
clutch, allowing you to rapidly downshift
without suddenly becoming a street bound
flat tracker pitching it sideways in a turn. And
that is about it for the tech stuff. Sure, it has
better front and rear suspension than many
bikes. Brakes too. And a trellis style frame.
Plus TBI type fuel injection and electronic
ignition. However the whole feel of the bike
is a plain, no nonsense kind of a ride. I liked
that too.
So I turned the key on, watched the gauge
cycle through it's brief routine and hit the
starter, The thing 'burbles"
to life and just sits there.
It's smooth. A couple gentle
twists on the throttle tells me
it's as eager to run down the
road as it looks. So I pull in
the clutch, snick it into gear and drive away.
Just like that. This bike is very streetable. I
like that.
Once away from the traffic I found a couple
places I could ride the Kaw into some
corners and change lines at the apex, tap
the brakes, downshift and throttle out of the
curve all in one smooth series of moves
designed to unseat the beautiful, powerful,
muscular beast I was astride. Alas, my efforts
May/June 2018
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RIDE REVIEW Z900 - CONTINUED did not break it's composure. I didn't try to
wreck it, but more importantly, it didn't try to
wreck me. And yes, I did like that too!
The chassis, suspension and brakes are
solid and taught, communicating everything
to me in a most polite and confidence
inspiring way. It is not a ready, set, go track
bike but the low price combined with a few
easy mods
make me think it could easily become one.
Ordinary pavement repairs and imperfections
are swallowed up yet are allowed to be lightly
felt through the bars, pegs and seat contact
areas. Bumps and minor patches just feel
small and rounded not hard edged at all.
The fork is a 41mm unit offering rebound
and spring adjustments. The rear features
stepless rebound damping and an adjustable
spring. For stock items,
they communicate well, with
some room for improvement
if you need (want) that little
extra edge. Otherwise just
experiment with the settings
until you find what you need.
Then there is the motor. Actually measuring
943cc and packing an 11.8:1 compression
ratio shows off it's racing heritage. It's rated
at 125 hp and 98 lb-ft! Letting it warm up a
little gave me the chance to walk around and
listen. Not just to the exhaust, but the motor
itself. As a retired mechanic I hear things in
them that others take for granted. This one
is quite mechanically. That is a sure sign of
a quality build. Revs are instant and smooth,
and the return to idle is very similar and the
bike is uncaring about it all. It promises to be
a lot of fun. I like that too.
On the road, it delivers on that promise.
Pulling away with the light clutch and a small
bit of throttle feels just like it should and
www.motorcycletimes.com

even at parking lot speeds the bike is stable

not wobbly and the throttle is smooth not jerky.
On the highway the big 900 is cruising along in
6th at what must be just below the torque curve
because no down shifts are needed to blow right
by slow traffic. If you keep that up, it soon hits the
horsepower and things just become little dots in
the mirrors. I like that too.
When it comes time to slow down or stop; and
there will come a time for that; The brakes are
more than comfortable doing it. Once again, I'm
thinking just a few easy mods and you'll have
track level stopping power on
demand. As they are, a little or
a lot it's up to you, and the feel
is very good. You can sense
what the brakes are doing with
the contact patch and the road
beneath. Twin 310mm semi floater rotor with
matching 4 piston calipers will make stopping
as much fun as going if that is what you desire.
The rear brake is "just" a 220mm disc and single
piston caliper. I've owned street bikes whose
entire braking system wasn't even that good! The
tires were just fine for everyday use and offered
good traction at all times.
So overall, I liked it. Not just because I'm a
gear head and it is feature packed. Not just
because even though it's heavier than it's direct
competition it doesn't really feel like it. Not
because of just the motor, just the brakes, just
the suspension, just the fit and finish. I just like it
because of just all of it, even though I didn't think
I would like it this much.
Taken for the package it is, at the price point it
is offered this is a very complete, capable and
fun motorcycle. The style is subjective. You might
really love it, I might really not. Going, stopping,
turning, these things it must do well for most
everyone and it will do that. And yes, I like that
too! Mark
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BIKER BILLY COOKS WITH FIRE
Never Too Old to Ride
Text and recipe by Bill Hufnagle
I am sure that this title agrees with all my readers, at least with their hopes and ambitions. As I thought about
what to write this month, I remembered my recent birthday. Birthdays make folks of all ages think about life and
mortality, but for bikers, besides all the other stuff, we think about riding—what was our first bike, how many years
have we ridden, and how many more years can we ride. Along with these thoughts come many memories, too.
I remember a long-passed friend who was approaching the difficult acceptance that, through age, his legs
just couldn’t hold up a full-dress Goldwing anymore. There was some black humor among his riding buddies as that
happened. Imagine if you can a half-dozen guys on big bikes rolling into a restaurant parking lot. One of them keeps
riding around in circles without stopping while the other five rapidly park, dismount, and then start chasing him on foot.
It looks like an episode of the Keystone Kops! When they finally corral him at a slow speed, they have to literally catch
the bike as he stops, kick down the side stand for him, and help him off the bike. It took a couple of weekends of this
before my friend got a sidecar, but he rode with us till he passed away.
Around the same time, I had another friend, also in his eighties, who had been a racer and successful HarleyDavidson dealer; he rode a Screaming Eagle Road Glide, if my memory serves right. The reason I am a tad uncertain
has less to do with how many bikes he had and more to do with his riding style. Did I mention he was a former racer?
Well, “former” didn’t really apply. Although he was fifty years my senior, he could ride circles around me and most
everybody I rode with. Don’t get me wrong: he was not reckless; he was just a riding machine, fast reflexes and great
skills with no signs of slowing down. Back then I was in my early thirties, and I hoped I would be like my fast friend
when I got to his age.
I am not anywhere near that old yet, but accumulating birthdays makes me think about the future. As with
all of life’s challenges, if you approach them with a good attitude, you will find some humor in dealing with them. I
don’t see any signs of slowing down as I catch my stride in my early sixties. It is just a number, not who I am or how
I feel. When the day arrives, decades from now,
Diabolic Eggs
heralding that I might need a third wheel, I will
have many choices. Not just a sidecar—trikes
and wild three-wheelers like the Can-Am Spyder • 6 hard-boiled eggs, cooled and shelled
are available these days, so imagine what will be • 1 scallion, ends trimmed and minced
possible twenty-plus years from now?
• 1 teaspoon dried cilantro
But no third wheel for now; in fact
I
• 1/2 teaspoon ground cumin
am in the early days of restoring a mid 1970’s
• 1 teaspoon dried parsley
Harley-Davidson Aermacchi dual sport. I am
• 1/2 teaspoon black pepper
looking forward to exploring the unpaved fire
roads around my Western North Carolina home. • 2 tablespoons ranch dressing
Yes, I plan on never being too old to ride as we
• 1 teaspoon spicy brown mustard
head into the heart of another riding season. In
• 1 canned chipotle pepper packed in adobo sauce,
fact, on this beautiful spring morning the forecast
minced
is for the mid-sixties, so I am outta here to ride in
• Salt
the mountains on my Buell. Keep your wheels
turning and enjoy the ride, I believe it will keep
you young at heart.
www.motorcycletimes.com

BIKER BILLY CONTINUED

Diabolic Eggs
Ordinary deviled eggs just don’t do it for me, kinda like riding a bicycle. So I took this tired
old appetizer and did a rebuild on it. Just like an old Harley fresh from the restorer’s shop,
these eggs will take your breath away and give you new ride--a fast ride, that is, to get a cold
drink of milk.

Diabolic Eggs

1. Cut the eggs in
half lengthwise,
place the yolks in
mixing bowl, an
a small
d set the whites
aside. Add the sc
cilantro, cumin,
al
li
on,
parsley, black pe
pper, ranch dres
and chipotle to th
sing, mustard,
e egg yolks and
mix well with a
smooth. Season
fork until
with salt to taste.
2. Spoon the yolk
mixture into the
hollow part of ea
white; there shou
ch egg
ld be enough yo
lk
filling to form a
dome on top of ea
small
ch egg white. Ser
ve cool, not cold
most flavorful pr
, for the
esentation.
Makes 12 Diabo

lic Eggs

Column copyright Bill Hufnagle 2018. Recipe reprinted with permission from “BIKER BILLY’S HOG WILD ON A
HARLEY COOKBOOK”, published by Harvard Common Press, Boston copyright Bill Hufnagle 2003.
Surf Biker Billy at - http://www.bikerbilly.com
Watch Biker Billy on You Tube at - http://www.youtube.com/user/BBCWF
Follow Biker Billy on Twitter at - http://www.twitter.com/Biker_Billy
Join Biker Billy on Facebook - https://www.facebook.com/BikerBillyCooksWithFire/
Read the Blog at - http://www.bikerbilly.com/blog/
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BOOK REVIEW
Tim Notier sent me this book to review. He introduced it by stating
that "Adventure can come in many forms. You may not have to
cross oceans, or the borders of foreign lands to achieve a sense of
accomplishment and wonder. Along the way you may find out a little
more about yourself, and the ones you love. Join us on our test run
to see if we can rely on what we can pack onto our motorcycle".
I found myself reading about a couple in Chicago who buy an adventure type of
motorcycle with the idea of taking a trip around and through the Rocky Mountains
on it. They quickly realize why they are called adventure motorcycles! The journey is
well told in good but plain language, describing beautiful scenery and "interesting"
characters befriended along the way. The story ranges from making you laugh to
making you wish you were there to see the land for yourself. Many things you may
never expect on a trip such as this beside the rains and other weather just kind of
happen to them. Overall, like most of us doing something like this, they were not
ready to do it but convinced themselves they were. They had prepped thoroughly!
What could go wrong? Buy it and read it and find out! You'll also find out what went
right! You can find it on Amazon. Mark
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RACING THE 500 GP’s
GARY SEMICS TELLS HIS STORY
PART TWO

From my last blog entry you know the Le Touquet French Beach race didn’t go so well,
but it did get me to Europe with all expenses paid, a good amount of start money, a clothing
sponsor and $3000.00 to sign with them. I do remember the $3000.00 to sign with Motocross Marketing and I think the start money for that first Le Touquet French beach race was
$1200.00. In those days that wasn’t too bad. Now the plan was getting to the Honda of Germany importer and picking
up my two stock 480cc Hondas, spare parts and a truck as Fred had told Graham Noyce would be waiting for me. I
called Honda of Germany and spoke to the secretary. Fred couldn’t be found at the time. So I told the secretary of my
train schedule and asked them to pick me up at the train station, she said okay someone would pick me up.
Next I’m on this train with all these stone-faced people. I mean if they would have smiled or looked at me, or
anyone, I don’t know what would have happened because no one ever did. It was weird, everyone was so serious and
kept to themselves. But, I was looking forward to getting to Germany and I would survive the train ride. Well, when I
finally arrived at the train station in Germany it was a totally different social atmosphere. It was some kind of holiday
and everyone was drunk. The entire train station was full of loud, obnoxious, drunk people. I looked and looked but
there was no one there to pick me up. I finally figured out how to operate a German pay phone and called Honda. The
secretary, who answered the phone this time knew nothing about me and she said Fred wasn’t there. I wasn’t going to
hang out at this German train station party so I went out front and caught a cab to Honda. Luckily it wasn’t very far.
The cab driver dropped me off with my riding gear and suitcase and there I was. I went inside and there wasn’t anyone
around. They must have all left early because of the holiday. I finally found a secretary who escorted me to the race
shop. There I found Fred. He made up some story about not knowing when I was coming. He wasn’t in a position to
give me anything. He would have to talk to the president of Honda of Germany who didn’t even know anything about
me yet. I’ll just refer to him as The President. My friend Graham turned out to be some kind of manager, right? LOL.
Fred said he talked to Graham but there were no detailed plans made. That’s not the same info I had been getting. The
President wasn’t going to be there for several days so I would have to meet with him later. Again, must be that holiday
party thing.
In the meantime, Fred introduced me to one of the German Honda Team riders, Manfred Schäuble who was a
really nice guy and I was very lucky to have his help. Manfred lived by himself in an apartment and was training and
practicing for the coming season. He did most of his practicing on his own, so he was glad to have someone to practice
with. Manfred only had one practice bike but he would let me use it, too. The weather had turned freezing cold by now
but Manfred knew where the good practice tracks were. We were to take turns doing practice motos on his bike. For
a few days it was snowing and there was about a foot of snow on the ground so we drove south in search of a place to
practice. After a few hours of driving we arrived at a track but it was still covered with snow and there were frozen ruts
under the snow. It was impossible to have a good practice there. Manfred stayed optimistic and said he knew of another
track further south. We drove until dark and checked into a motel for the night.
Here we are, somewhere in a frozen Germany looking for a practice track. I don’t even know if Honda of
Germany is going to help me at all. The President is on vacation and Fred doesn’t know if he can he do anything. I just
have to wait it out and see what happens.
In the meantime, I need to get some seat time in and get in better shape, so it’s just Manfred and me in a motel.
Manfred is so serious about his training that he’s doing these gnarly calisthenics in the room. I’m still sick with this
upper respiratory infection so I’m saving all my energy for riding, if we ever find a track that’s not frozen and covered
with snow. Then Manfred said something to me that got my attention. He said he knew some girls in this town that
maybe would come over. Hooyea! Manfred called them and was talking in German on the phone and says they will
be coming over. A little while later they arrived and all of a sudden cold, snowy, frozen Germany didn’t seem so bad!
One was a friend of Manfred’s and the other was her friend. They were both very nice and friendly and we had a great
evening together. The next morning Manfred and I were heading south again.
Continued - 28 -
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500 G.P.’s - continued We finally arrived at a German army training grounds which had a sandy motocross practice track. Parts of the
track were frozen and lightly covered with snow but because it was all sand it could still be ridden. Manfred had been
there before so he went out to work in some lines on the track and do the first practice moto. After Manfred finished
his practice moto it was my turn. I don’t remember exactly how long our practice motos were that day but I’m sure they
were between 30 and 40 minutes. The GPs back then were still two 40-minute plus two lap motos. I did my practice
moto and felt pretty good while riding, but after I stopped and waited in the cold truck while Manfred was doing his
second moto I could feel the infection still had a pretty deep hold on me.
I can still remember the emotional feeling I had when I walked the short distance from the truck to the track
in order to give Manfred the half way signal. The feeling of how strongly the odds were stacked against me. I was in
Germany with nothing but my riding gear, the deal I thought I had with the German Honda Importer was not there
and I felt weak, sick and cold down to the bone. I had been sick for over six weeks now and my conditioning was weak.
Sweating during the practice motos and then sitting there in the cold truck wasn’t helping. But at the same time I had an
even stronger feeling of commitment to what I had set out to do. I felt that no matter how difficult this seemed somehow
I was going to do it. I felt that someday I would tell my grandkids about it. I don’t mean to sound corny, but that’s how I
felt.
I got back in the truck and waited for my second turn to moto the clapped-out 480 Honda around the frozen
sand track. After we did our two motos I told Manfred that it would be good to go back out one more time and do
another short moto, 10 or 15 minutes. I sure didn’t feel like riding anymore but I thought it would be good practice, so
we both did another short moto because who knew when we’d get to ride again. Then we loaded up and headed for a
restaurant. Now you have to remember we were in the German countryside, it’s not like America where you have chains
of restaurants. It was great being with a local, he knew right where to go for some good places to eat, and I was starving.
We had a great meal and a little time to relax before heading north, where I was hoping to get some good news from The
President.
Manfred spoke good English, so we talked and told race stories on the long drive back to Honda. Manfred was
in a bad motocross crash a few years before this. He endoed and landed headfirst into the face of a jump. He hit on
his forehead and bent his neck back so hard that he broke two vertebrae. He was lucky not to be paralyzed, but he did
always have a stiff neck. He couldn’t turn his head very far so he had to twist his 6’, 180-pound frame to look to the side.
He also had an injured ankle that was still bothering him. Manfred knew of my problem with being sick for so long and
he wanted to stop and see his Sports Medicine Doctor on the way back. He said he was a good doctor who specialized
is training bicycle racers and that he should be able to help me also. We stopped to see this doctor and after he cared for
Manfred he examined me. He said that he had seen the same thing before in some of his bicycle racers and that it could
take six months or an entire season to get over it. It was a deep-seated viral and bacterial infection combined together
and it was in a low-grade state, meaning that my immune system had fought most of it off, but not all of it. The lowgrade part was the part that was difficult to get rid of. As soon as I would get really tired and run down, the low-grade
infection would grow and I would get really sick all over again. And that’s exactly what had been happening. Complete
rest was the best thing I could do for three weeks or however long it would take, but he and I both knew I couldn’t do
that with the GPs only about a month away. He gave me some strong injections of a drug called beleglobin (not sure of
spelling, sounds like be-le-glo-bin) and some of the same in pill form to be taken three times a day after a meal. Then
after another month I would have to get the injection again and more pills. By that time I should be all healed up. This
drug helps the immune system fight off the infection. It’s not an antibiotic; it’s more of a natural immune booster. I had
to keep my training down to a minimum, just racing and a little practice on the bike and that was it. Manfred got his
ankle taken care of, and got stocked up on energy bars and sports tape and we were on our way again. It turned out that
the doctor was right. I did as he said and it was the middle of June when I was completely well again. That was a total of
five-and-a-half months from when I first got sick back in the middle of January.
We arrived back to Manfred’s apartment, and found out that The President was back at Honda, but I still couldn’t
meet with him yet. There was going to be some kind of annual party at a big, old German-style motel for all the people
from Honda of Germany. That is where I would get to meet the president. These Germans loved to drink beer and party.
What happens at this party is pretty funny.
Continued - 29 www.motorcycletimes.com

500 GP’s - continued By the time Manfred and I arrived the president was already lit. I know I’ve been saying this but I have to tell
you again, those Germans love to drink beer and party! Anyway Fred introduced me to The Pres and explained the
situation. It was clear to me that this was the first time he heard anything about me. I’m thinking why did Fred tell
Graham to have me come over and everything was ready to go. Or did Fred even tell Graham anything like that? It
didn’t really matter at this point, I was there and I had to try and get something going so I could stay and race. There
was nothing much confirmed that night, although I had some small sign that I would get a chance to race some German
International Race coming up the next weekend. I guess I was lucky to meet The Pres in such a good mood. The rest of
the night was a wide open beer drinking party, not for me though, I’m not much of a beer drinker in the first place, and
with being sick it sure was not a good time to try to be.
Finally Manfred, who was not into partying either, and I went up to our two little single beds in our motel room
and turned in. Suddenly I woke up and could tell there was somebody doing something beside my bed. Then I found
that it was this huge German guy who had taken his pants off and proceeded to sit on the side of my bed and tried to lay
back. I’m thinking what in the world is going on? I’m pushing on his back with both hands as hard as possible but I can’t
hold him and he lies down on my little single bed. By this time I’m yelling for Manfred who had gotten up and turned
the lights on. This guy is already asleep and snoring to boot. He was so drunk that we couldn’t even get him to wake up!
So after some thought we decided to carry him out into the hallway. This guy had to weight at least 250 pounds. Manfred was at the foot of the bed and I at the head. We grabbed each end of the blankets and lifted him off the bed using
the sheets as a way to carry him. As we were straining to carry him we started laughing so hard that we had to set the
big guy down twice, the second time was halfway into the hall. Just then the big fellow sat up, looked around for a few
seconds and walked down the hall in his underwear, never saying a word. That was so funny! We made sure to lock the
door this time and went back to sleep.
In the next day or two I found out that one of the German Honda team riders had hurt his ankle and wouldn’t be
able to ride for several weeks. This is how I would get a chance to race the coming weekend. I would get to temporarily
use his bike, mechanic, and box van to practice once during the week and race the coming weekend. The deal was that
if I did well The Pres would consider helping me but if I sucked there was no help. It was about midweek when I got to
go out with the mechanic and test the bike. This was a 1982 CR 480 modified production Honda. The track was frozen
solid. There wasn’t any snow on it but the ground was frozen. Where there was water, like in the ruts and berms, the
water was frozen. It’s a good thing I grew up in Ohio where I had experience with these types of conditions. Thank God
for those winter Harescrambles. This was the first time any of the Honda people, except Manfred, had seen me ride. I
could tell the mechanic and his friend were anxious to see me ride. So I go out for the first time on the track and just as
I got out of their sight, the big bore got away from me and I went down. It was on a downhill off-camber corner and the
rear wheel just barley missed the frozen rut. When the bike slid out the gearshift snapped off against the frozen ground.
So there I was making my way back to the truck for repairs already. After the mechanic replaced the broken shifter I
was back out on the track to get some practice in while getting used to the new bike. After riding the seizing choppedout Kawasaki from the Le Touquet race and Manfred’s clapped-out practice bike, this was the first time in a long while
that I was on a good bike. It felt great and it didn’t take long for me to become comfortable with the bike and practice
track. I could sense that the mechanic, who was a really nice guy, was feeling better about the situation and he was more
enthused and smiling.
As we arrived at the racetrack Sunday morning it was no surprise to me that the ground was still frozen. At least
there wasn’t any frozen water on the track. This was an International German race. Many of these International races
would take place across Europe for a few months before the GPs would start. These international races were a way for
riders to get some good racing in and make some start and prize money, to boot and test themselves and the equipment
before the real races got started (the GPs). For many years in Europe the promoters would pay the better riders start
money to get them to attend their races. The good riders had agents that would bargain the start money amount. Of
course, the better you were, the more start money you would get. Most agents worked for 10% of the money they made
for the rider. I didn’t have an agent yet but someone from Honda graciously arranged that I would receive $250.00 to
start this race. That was a minimal amount but there was pretty good prize money too.
As practice carried on, parts of the track were starting to thaw, making it slimy on top and still frozen
underneath. The track never did thaw that day as the temperature stayed low and the sky remained cloudy. I gated and
rode well in the first moto, placing forth or fifth, I can’t quite remember for sure.
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500 GP’s - continued The mechanic and crew were pretty happy with my performance. In the second moto I believe I was in third, and
close to the leaders when towards the end of the 30-minute moto the rear shock shaft broke and I got a DNF. Oh well, at
least I rode well and had their attention now.
Back at Honda of Germany that week I had an official meeting with The President. This time it was actually in
his office, not at a party. He knew the details about the race and was interested in helping me out, but of course there
were budget problems that always seem to be there when a company comes across an unplanned expense. So The Pres
would try but he wasn’t sure what he could do and that was how the meeting ended. In the meantime I could continue to
practice and race with the same bike, mechanic and box van until the injured rider could return. Well at least for a while
that was a huge improvement from where I was last week.

Check back next issue as I do my next international race
in Holland. Will I ever meet up with Graham in Belgium?
- Gary -

MANY MORE TRAINING VIDEOS AND RESOURCES ON OUR
WEBSITE!
GO TO: GSMXS.COM NOW!
www.motorcycletimes.com

- LETTER FROM THE EDITOR IT IS TIME
Now is the time for all good people to come to the aid of motorcycling! Ladies and gentlemen and
everyone in between, lend me your ears, your attention and your throttle hand!
The season of our contentment is upon us. Riding weather crouches at the door awaiting our short
trips to work, the hardware store the grocery store, wherever it is we go and for whatever we do
when we get there. Yes, riding weather is going to swoop down upon you when you least expect it.
Maybe you'll have a briefcase in hand or a nail gun or a stethoscope. But it will happen and chances
are you will not be prepared for it. You'll be driving in a truck or car or at work taking someone's
pulse when the sphygmomanometer, also known as a blood pressure gauge but is loads more
fun to say, will turn into a tachometer and you find yourself blurting out something like "Doctor, this
patient is redlining! I'm afraid he's going to blow a valve! Get me a feeler gauge STAT!" Or, "Your
honor, my client admits he was "speeding" and doing "Stopies" however VROOM VROOM" and
suddenly you're running around the courtroom steering imaginary handlebars and shifting gears that
just are not there. Oh, it's going to happen. There is no cure either.
Fortunately there is a treatment though, and it's just what you think it is. You simply have to go for
a ride on your motorcycle. No one knows how long you will be gone or how far you will travel, yet at
exactly the proper half way point you will turn around and ride right back to whatever it was you just
had to get away from. Unless that Judge has you in for an evaluation, then you aint goin nowhere!.
Luckily, cheap treatments abound nearly every weekend in the form of Poker Runs, Rallys, Charity
rides, and so on. Then of course there's the old " I need something at the hardware store, be back in
a few"....and of course you end up at the hardware store 155 miles away because that was the only
place that had something to fit your excuse that no one else had!
Beyond all this, there are other reasons to ride more. When people see more motorcycles they
naturally "see" them more too. By getting out on your bike you send a clear message that we are on
the roads too. Most people truly do not wish us any harm, and when they see us they know it is time
to watch for us. The other drivers? You watch for them.
Besides, if we don't all get real active with our hobby, or passion or whatever it is to you, if as a slice
of the population we let it die out, instead of supporting it and the dealers and shops and the people
who work in them, what could possibly take its place? I mean something you can do in public, wise
guy. It is no secret that motorcycling in general is in a slump. It can only be in a slump because of
us, and the lack of more of us. If we want to keep it alive we have to get out there and do it. We
have to bring people into it, raise our children with it as a normal sport, or hobby which it is anyway!
Yes, now is the time for all good people to come to the aid of motorcycling. Now if you'll excuse me
I've gotta go VAROOM! (shift) VAAROOOOOOM! For real, on an actual bike, Your Honor. - Ed
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- ALWAYS A HEADWIND Syd’s Cycles
Legends of the Past, Legends of the Present
Legends of the Future
Text & Photos by Robert H. Miller, www.backroadbob.com

On a recent, chilly, January day I had the privilege of meeting and speaking with Malcolme Tunstall, son of
legendary Ducati dealer, racer, and tuner Syd Tunstall. It was only a few days before his father’s memorial service – an
event I regretted not being able to attend. Malcolme and I talked at length about the early days of Ducati racing in the
United States while he fielded sympathy calls from well-wishers spanning California to Italy. His recalling of the early
Ducati days flashed me back forty years to the ‘70s when I attended many AMA races where Syd and Malcolme had the
only Ducatis in the field. I’d like to think I may have been one of the first people since his father’s passing that he could
talk to that had been there back in day. I’d also like to think our brief encounter took his mind off his sorrow if only for
an hour or so. He recalled his early days at far-flung race tracks serving as gofer and later pit crew for his father and
his own later accomplishments racing Ducatis. He was very proud of his father and what his father had accomplished
and he was especially proud of the accomplishments of his Ducati racing son. It was ninety minutes I will never forget.
Syd’s obituary can be found here, http://www.legacy.com/obituaries/tampabaytimes/obituary.
aspx?pid=187920589, but volumes could be written about him. That’s true for all legends. The shop website is https://
sydscycles.wordpress.com.
On January 7, 2018 a legendary motorcyclist, racer, and tuner passed away peacefully at his St.Petersburg, Florida home. Sydney “Syd” Tunstall had the stuff legends are made of and anyone who was involved in AMA motorcycle
racing in the past fifty years knows we lost
a motorcyclist who was involved in motorcycling not for money, power, or prestige,
but for the love of the sport and the people
in it. Syd was born in Derbyshire, England
and spent his early working years repairing
bicycles until his brother’s motorcycle
needed repair and Syd’s career began as
a motorcycle mechanic. In 1958, at the
height of British motorcycle popularity in
the United States, he emigrated to New
York as a British motorcycle repair specialist and fell in love – with a Ducati 175
Sport. He described it as the most beautiful
motorcycle he’d ever seen. In 1964 he
was lured to a large Florida motorcycle
dealership with an offer he couldn’t refuse.
He took his wife, “Mrs. Syd” and his three
children along with that Ducati 175 Sport
to a motorcycle race at Sebring where he
won the 125-miler and was surprised when
in 1965 Ducati named one of their models
the “Sebring”.
The Ducatis of the ‘60s and ‘70s were considered fragile, finicky machines with their exotic “Desmo” valve actuation, highly-tuned engines prone to breakage when raced, and slow-handling frame geometry, but with light weight
and steady steering. Compounding the problems was the always-present language barrier when calling the Italian company looking for parts that were forever or never arriving on a slow boat from Europe. Unless you were there, you will
never understand the patience and persistence required of early Ducati aficionados in the United States.
Syd went on to win many races and championships with his Ducatis including a 1979 AMA Amatuer National
Road Race Championship when he was 51 years old. Through trial and error he learned how to make Ducatis more
reliable while increasing their horsepower and this knowledge is what drew Ducatisti riders and racers from around the
world to his little shop. His ability to tune Ducatis for the track became legendary back when they were a cult bike and
when owning a Ducati required extraordinary dedication.
Later on, Syd’s son Malcolme, who had grown up in the unassuming, cinder block shop, took over most of the
dealership’s duties and went on to win a 2006 AMA F-750 and F-Vintage Superbike National Championship tuning a
Ducati 750 with a chassis designed by Syd and ridden by Peter Politiek, Jr. - continued next page www.motorcycletimes.com

- ALWAYS A HEADWIND - continued Malcolme’s son John has followed in his father’s and grandfather’s
footsteps on the very same #39 Ducati 750 flat tracker that sits at
the front of the jumble of motorcycles crammed every which way
onto the dealership’s showroom floor. When you walk in, there’s
just enough room to sidle up to the counter, order your parts, turn
around and, on your way out, open the same door you came in because when it’s open, it blocks the showroom floor to shop counter
pass-through. The dealership looks like it hasn’t changed, inside
or out, since it was founded in 1979. On the counter are dusty old
and shiny new AMA Number One plates, trophies, and plaques spanning over
fifty years along with old black and white photos of many long gone fellow motorcycling legends pictured at long gone race tracks across the United States. Old
Ducati gas tanks, seats, and bodywork hand from the walls and ceiling like unfinished Old World Dutch masterpieces. The masterpieces completed by Syd, Malcolm, and John sit crammed together on the showroom floor and span decades of
racing. Their Ducati 450cc roadracer is just a jewel of a motorcycle. Their latest
creation, a Ducati 750cc V-Twin flat track racer has an adjustable frame to quickly accommodate short, half-mile, and mile tracks. It’s a signature Tunstall innovation typical of the ingenuity of all mechanics when there’s more necessity than
money. Even today, the race bike transporter is a plain white van.
If you want to know what garages have looked like since the dawn of the motorcycle, wander through
Syd’s shop. Except for the modern electronic equipment, it could be right out of the 1930s or 40s. It’s
comforting for an old motor head to know that fellow mechanics, tuners, and machinists have been
trying to solve the horsepower/handling dilemma since motorcycling’s earliest days. It’s hard to believe so much Ducati racing history in the United States came out of this plain, tiny shop. It just goes
to show the will to win is the most important ingredient in racing success.
Syd unpretentiously built a legendary Ducati racing dynasty that continues today. He came to the
shop every day right up to the end. Mrs. “Ivy” Syd, who was alongside her husband for sixty-five
years, continues overseeing the dealership now run by Syd’s son and grandson. Happily, the words
“Syd’s Cycles” will continue to echo track side for many years to come. One feature of early Ducati
history in the United States was the presence of pioneers like the Tunstalls, later the Leonis, and even
later the Ferracis who brought their entire families to the track. Intentional or not, by necessity or not,
the era of sitting in the stands alongside the racers’ children and wives, who most often were holding a
clipboard and a stopwatch, is over and never to be repeated. Sad, isn’t it?
Update – On March 11, 2018, Malcome’s son John Tunstall suffered a serious head injury while
competing in the AMA Vintage Flat Track series at Volusia County Speedway during Daytona Speed
Week. A fund for his family’s medical expenses has been set up at http://www.amaft79.com. Give if you
can. I did.
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THE WRITE GRIP
Where to ?
Stevie Lynne
1-Do you want to go for a ride? 2-Where to? Luckily the answer to question 1 is almost
always an immediate “yes”. However, getting an answer to question 2 can be a bit trickier. It’s
similar to asking someone what they want for dinner. If you’ve ever argued with your family over
that decision you probably already know what I mean. And if you are riding solo, there are still times
question 2 could be hard to answer. It’s like the options become overwhelming. If you’ve ever made
your closet resemble a ransacked crime scene while you argue with yourself over what to wear,
you surely know what I mean! My fridge is once again getting pleasantly wallpapered with flyers to
remind me of nearby events, rides, and rallies now that spring is here. However, when some free
time comes along where a ride is certain but the destination is not, how do you answer the question,
“Where to?” This year, I’m finding solutions as well as new roads by taking part in a season-long
run.
The 2018 Marble Run, to benefit the Frederick County Chapter of ABATE of Maryland, Inc.,
is underway and wraps up with an After Party on October 6th in Frederick. This scavenger hunt of
sorts is simple: buy a book, ride to the participating locations, keep track of your marble colors in
the book, have a good time at the party, and see if you win a nice chunk of gas money! While cash
would be nice, I think the biggest payoff of this run is the adventures I’ll have, discoveries I make,
and people I meet along the way. There are marble stops in Maryland, Virginia, and West Virginia,
some at places I already know and make a point to ride to often. Yet some are at cool spots that I
didn’t even know were there. For example, I pass through the town of Lovettsville several times a
year. Turns out there’s a great coffee/tea/shake shop just around the corner and off my usual route,
that I might not have found out about if I hadn’t ridden there to score a marble.
In addition, it’s my opinion that anyone who rides a motorcycle should be involved with and
support a motorcycle rights organization like ABATE. Are you unfamiliar with ABATE (A Brotherhood
Against Totalitarian Enactments)? Having been a member of the organization in three different
states now, I can tell you it’s made up of a group of women and men who fight hard for our rights
and freedoms as motorcycle riders. I encourage you to find out more about ABATE in your state,
find a chapter meeting near you to attend, and join! If in Maryland, see www.abateofmd.org. Also,
try your luck on the Marble Run for a chance to win at the After Party. There will be live music from
regional classic rock favorites Special Delivery, a good time with others in our riding community, and
the knowledge that you’re helping to protect our rights on the road. Because freedom isn’t free.
Stevie.

Stevie rides a Heritage Softail, is an ABATE member, and resides in the Capital Region of Maryland. Originally 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.
www.motorcycletimes.com

MAN CAVES - IN THE ZONE!
GEOF UYEHARA

The cave, the place where we all begin. Perhaps it’s not really a cave. Books
have been written about the space, the place that defines our identity. Man
caves, tea time, riding alone at sunset or perhaps taking a lap around the
lake on a 1948 Harley or on a smoky orange BMW 900. Riding two up or solo on a Honda 750.
A 2300 cc Triumph. Track days. Lots of folks love to take their Fireblades or Ducati's to track
day. Others want to ride a Jawa on ice. Everybody has that special place where they find solace
and their inner self. Let’s start with the garage. I don’t have one. I keep my cycle in my walk out
basement with my other matching cycles. I don’t want to call it a man cave. Some might. I prefer to
call it an indoor outside space, bringing nature inside. Ok. So I don’t have a garage. My cycle world
is not smaller because of it. Physical spots for man caves abound, but for many it’s the search or
the ride that really finds us in our zone. Walden Pond is one idealistic representation by Thoreau’s
vision for part of the search. Some folks want a flat in a high rise, others just a motorcycle. Others
have to have a Moto Guzzi Ambassador or café racer, or a Russian bike, and for the Mods a
Lambretta in town or at the beach. There are a thousand ideas for finding ones place in all of us.
Riverside, Norton, BSA, Honda, Yamaha, Husqvarna, Bennelli, Laverda, Indian.
Describing to someone where you want to be, or perhaps what you are headed toward is a task
we all have to endure. Some people don’t believe they are there, others are exactly sure. Our minds
eye can trick us into thinking we have arrived yet there is still more to see and learn. There are
those who think they can’t have a niche and those who do. We all look for a space to call home.
I once met a man who said he and his bike were not qualified to be in a classic cycle show. He
had recently purchased a vintage Harley Pan Head, but it could have been a JH Two-cam 1928
Harley in the early stages of restoration and he felt it was below the viewing quality and standards
of his fellow motor head buddies. I said he was part of the large group of gear heads and artists
and a host of other lovers before he had even purchased the machine, because he had vision. We
all have our desires and ideas that we save and cherish that put us into a frame of mind that helps
us carry on. Finding your own groove is often a long road as we travel at our own pace, but buy a
wrench or believe in an idea and be there to learn. It might not always be the right place or tool but
the experience can be stored for use at the right time later. Where do you park your cycle? Where is
your cave?
Attitudes:: Restoration, Racing, Custom Group rides- More, each a different cave.
Books/places on line to see stuff about Man Caves.- look up Man Caves on line:
motorcycle man caves, Harley Davidson Man Caves, Industrial Man Caves, Ferrari Man Caves
Motorcycle Workshop Man Caves, Woman Caves, Walden by Thoreau.
Geof
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Two Tire Tirade
A Short Ride Is Better Than No Ride
ROBERT HUNT
Last weekend I took a jaunt into the mountains for a quick motorcycle escape. I wish I had time for
a weekend getaway but a short ride is always better than no ride. It would be phenomenal if we could all
take off on our motorcycles every weekend towards spectacular far off exotic destinations, unfortunately this
is not always a feasible option. The great thing about the United States is that every state has a plethora
of cool places to visit. Many of these getaways are just a short ride from our homes. Colorado is filled with
fantastic nearby places to visit; the trick is finding these secret hideaways. With today’s technology, I tend to
use the internet to find interesting sites. You may have to do a little data mining through your favorite search
engine but your next destination is normally just a few mouse clicks away. My internet exploration led me
to Guanella Pass which is located about an hour outside of Denver, Colorado. After a little research on the
web, I found the pass will take me above 11,000 feet in elevation into the mountains. Nothing like a high
altitude ride in snow covered mountains to relieve the anxiety caused by the chaotic nature of life.
Guanella Pass has 22 miles of wicked blacktop filled with radical curves, nasty
switchbacks, steep inclines and never-ending cliffs. The route sits on top of an old wagon
wheel trail which connects two old silver mining towns. The dirt road has been recently
paved from start to finish which makes for an extraordinary riding experience. While
traveling the scenic pass, you can almost smell the history of this old trail emanating from
the roadway.
The route up and through Guanella Pass was nothing short of
amazing. As I rode through the hair pin turns, I tuned out the world and solely concentrated
on the path set before me. I did not want to miss one spectacular mountain view nor slide
precariously on ice residue from the melting snow pack. Going up to the summit of the
pass from Georgetown, CO we saw three different mountain lakes. On the surface of each
pond, the sun reflected the mountainous landscape off the water which only served to
heighten the beauty of the ride.
On top of the mountain pass sits Mount Bierstadt which peaks at 14, 065 feet. The splendid
precipitous mountain projects high into the heavens from the earth and is a regal scene to observe. From
the top of the pass it’s only a 3-mile hike to the summit. If you are in a mood for a climb start your assent
early so you can be back down safely before the afternoon storms hit. Mountain riding in spring can be
a precarious adventure. There are a few tricks one must abide while riding in the mountains above tree
line in Colorado. First always be prepared for mountain storms which can produce rain, sleet and snow
all year round. Second, always wear sun screen even if it’s cloudy. The sun could bake red off a lobster
in the mountains, so sun block without remorse. Third, always drink water at high elevations to prevent
headaches. Lastly, when you depart on your cycle, try to leave the world behind and just focus on the ride.
Let the mountains take you to your own adrenaline filled nirvana.
From the summit down to Grant, CO we followed a rushing stream which was
running strong due to the spring melt. Along the entire route are areas to pull off and
take photos, enjoy the scenery, hike and camp. It’s a ride where one goes to get lost
in their environment. When the ride came to an end, I almost turned around to do it
again. As I got off my bike and removed my helmet, I felt truly refreshed and vividly
alive after my short trip over Guanella Pass.
www.motorcycletimes.com

Two Tire Tirade - continued -

There is so much to worry about in today’s society; no matter where we look, we see
ugliness and gloom. That is why it is so important to grab onto some sort of hobby, activity
or passion that can provide a therapeutic action to relieve us from the tensions of the world.
I love motorcycling, it provides an emotional response that uplifts my disposition to a higher
place. If you love to motorcycle then do more of it.
For me more riding equals a better life so when I have an opportunity to take a short
trip, I jump on it and enjoy the journey.
Robert Hunt

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 2013 Honda Interstate but has never met a bike he didn’t like.
Rob is married and has two teenage 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
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BACKFIRE

Snippets of motorcycling lore
Basic high school level principles of physics are apparently lost to an
amazing number of bikers among us. There are riders out there who don’t know
about counter steering. Even some who have been riding for years claim the
idea is lunatic. Others, who do believe and are aware that they counter steer
when riding beyond walking speed, decry it as witchcraft because they don’t
understand the mechanics of this natural phenomenon and cannot explain it.
There was, however, at least one skeptic from this latter group who was
challenged by his riding buddies to disprove their own theories why counter
steering worked, or not. So, he decided to find out firsthand what would happen
if he steered in the direction he wanted to go around a bend at cruising speed.
He did. And we know what happened.
Of course, it did not help him. He still does not understand it and still
cannot explain what happened. High-ending to the ground did little to enlighten
him.
There is, of course, an endless array of bad advice in motorcycling
lore about how to ride and much of it flies directly against basic principles of
physics. Nowhere is this truer than when such advice concerns counter steering.
We all heard about putting more weight on the left foot peg to go left and body
steering, pulling the left handlebar to go left; or is it pushing the handlebar. Oh
yeah, we heard them all. And all are likely to result in our skeptic’s high-ender
to the ground.
But there is hope. Keith Code’s A Twist of the Wrist series explains it
well in videos. Perhaps those tempted to repeat our skeptic’s antics should take a
look. (Al Karasa)
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