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SFMC Turns 105 

The SFMC will celebrate its 105th anniversary on Saturday August 29th and Sunday August 30th. 

Starting Saturday at 8am we will host our annual Garage Sale. Our members will 
clean out their garages and sell gloves, clothing, jackets, bikes, and bike parts. If 
youõre new to the sport, itõs a great way to get geared up for a song. We'll also be 
serving hot dogs and beverages. From 2pm until 6pm, weõll open the clubhouse 
to our membersõ and supportersõ families for food, Big Wheel races, and movies.  
At 8pm weõll host an evening of dancing and fun accompanied by a live band. 

On Sunday August 30th the celebration continues when our Road Captain, 
Tucker, will take us on a ride north to Limantour State Beach; followed by a 
BBQ at 1pm. The ride leaves at 10am from the SFMC clubhouse. (Doors open at 9am.)  Online, check out 
http:// www.roadcaptain.net for more details.  A commemorative photograph will be taken as a keepsake for all the riders who 
participate.  The members of the San Francisco Motorcycle Club hope that everyone will take this opportunity to attend one 
or more of these functions and learn more about the Club, its history, its present, and its future. 

  

Q&A with the Treasurer: Mark Jordan 

How long have you been riding?  Let's see... The first time I ever rode a motorcycle on my own was about 28 years ago. 

What did you start to ride?  A friend of mine in the neighborhood had a CT90 that we would sneak out of his garage after 
school and ride around in the fields and on the levies around Stockton where I grew up.  We were all big into our BMX bikes, 
so of course we just couldnõt help ourselves when it came to the possibility of riding a 
real motorcycle.  We beat the crap out of that little bike, but it just took it and liked it, 
being the Honda that it was.  We were just lucky nobody got seriously hurt... we had no 
helmets, no gear, just shorts, t-shirts, and tennies.  Anyway, from there, I continued to 
ride friendsõ bikes until I could afford to get my own, when I was 17, a Suzuki GS500.  
I still can't believe my mom let me have it! 

When did you join the Club?  2002. 

How did you hear about the SFMC?  Well I moved to SF in 2001, and my buddy 
Max Perez, Vampire Max as some around the club know him, introduced me to the 
club. 

You ride Street and Dirt. Where did you start? Which do you prefer?  Yeah, we 
pretty much only rode that little Trail 90 on the dirt...  Which do I prefer... thatõs a good 
question.  I like them both, but for different reasons.  But my favorite ride of the year is 
the Sheetiron 300, so I guess that says it all really!  Beer never tasted better than after 
the end of a hot Sheetiron. 

Being a Treasurer is a lot of work. Why did you run for that office?  I was just 
looking for a way to give something back to the club, and Treasurer felt like a good fit to me.  I had served on the finance 
committee for a couple of years before being elected Treasurer, so I had a good feel for the clubõs books already.  Plus Tegan 
did such an awesome job putting systems in place that being treasurer is probably a lot less work than it would have been just a 
couple of years ago. 



 

As our Treasurer, what goals do you have for 2009?  To end the year with more money than we started with!  Seriously, 
beyond that, I hope to continue improving the bookkeeping for the club.  The club is growing in members and revenue, and 
as it does so, the finances and record keeping become even more critical.  It will be important to make sure that there are 
systems in place, so that when a new treasurer is elected, the books are kept in the same way.  My goal is to continue to build 
an accounting system that is as transparent as possible, so that all members can be confident that they know how the club is 
making money, how much it is making, and where itõs being spent. 

Where do you think our club can improve?  I think the club is doing pretty well actually.  We have a strong membership, 
and for some crazy reason, people still want to join!  So I think we should just keep up the good work, while we make sure we 
continue to plan ahead for the future needs of the club, things like clubhouse maintenance, and the preservation of our 
archives. 

What's the best part of our club?  There are so many things I like about the club.  It's great to be among such a talented and 
dedicated group of riders.  I love the fact that people in this club go on some real two-wheeled adventures.  Alaska, Mexico, 
South America, Asia, Europe, Africa, and on and on.  I have really found it inspirational, and because of that, I've done rides 
that I might not have ever considered before I joined the club.  Basically my life is different and better because I'm a part of 
the club. But to me, the top thing about the club is the way we support the kids.  It's great for the them, and I personally 
believe that it is the best thing we can do towards guaranteeing another successful century for the SFMC. 

Whatõs next?  Let's get that Curtiss of ours out to the Legends show... 

  

Scribbles from The President - Tegan Hetzel-Dobbins 

As many of you know, Iõm doing my first track day at the end of this year.  I have been riding for about six years now and 
have been wondering for a while what it would be like to ride on a track, fast. 
So I booked two days at Thunderhill in the Novice Class with Zoom Zoom, 
over Thanksgiving weekend.  I am starting to research what parts my bike will 
need, what I will need, and what I should be wearing.  I plan to get leather 
pants made from Zooni leathers, where several members have had suits made.  
From what I hear from those members who have done track days in the past, 
itõs a great experience.  You come out with so many new skills that you become 
a better rider. There are actually quite a few members who have done track days 
in the past and are starting to tell me how much fun they had and how much 
they learned. I am really looking forward to seeing how fast I can go on my 
bike, especially through the turns. Itõs going to be so much easier to try out new 
techniques without having to worry about cars and other distractions.  So, if 
any of you have ever thought of doing a day at the track, maybe joining me on Thanksgiving weekend would be a fun time to 
do it.  We should see how many members we can get wearing colors on the track!  

See you on the trackéin my mirrors. 

  

From the Library - The Ace on the Wall 

The left rear corner of the clubhouse is covered with posters and photographs of 
racers and award winners from the 1920s through today.  Among them is the 
image of a khaki-clad character in front of a World War II era airplane, an image 
that would be at home in any military or aeronautical museum.  How did he find a 
place in the òracerõs corneró?  Maybe this photo documents the origins of the 
persistent myth - that a generation of thrill-seeking World War II pilots went on 
to become wild-riding motorcyclists?  Nope.  This photo reminds us just how 
sensational and clichéd that legend is because, in this case, an able motorcycle 
racer went on to become a great pilot. 

Cyril òCyó Homer of Sacramento was born in 1919, he rode a motorcycle for the 
first time in May 1939 and six days later entered his first race - finishing second to 

Sam Arena in the SFMC-sponsored races at Neptune Beach in Alameda.  Over the next two years he raced extensively in 



 

Northern California, alongside fellow members (and frequent champions) Jack Cottrell and Ernie Holbrook.  In 1941 he won 
the Northern California Championship at Sonoma.  After returning from the Nationals he enlisted in the Army Infantry, and 
was later accepted as a cadet in the Air Corps.  In 1943 Lieutenant Homer arrived in the Pacific theater, assigned to the 80th 
Fighter Squadron, the "Headhunters".  Apparently Cy had a slight hitch in his stride, the artifact of a racing injury, and, though 
he was only 24 years old, some saw his arrival as a signal that the Army was digging to the bottom of the barrel - bringing in 
broken down men as reinforcements.  That impression quickly changed.  Homer racked up six confirmed aerial kills in 1943, 
three of them in a single battle, and became one of the fastest to earn the distinction of òAceó.  In 1944 he added nine more 
(along with five òprobableó kills and three òdamagedó.)  The plane in the photo is his 
second P-38 Lightning, òUncle Cy's Angeló, and displays decals indicating 16 kills 
(though the officially confirmed record stops at 15); his first P-38 flew under several 
names ð òCotton Dusteró, òaVaó, and òLittle Nelló. 

A few of his contemporaries described his skills as follows: òCy Homer of the 8th 
Group was really goodñbut he practiced a lot.  He would do Immelmanns or 
something until he could do them perfectlyó; and, òI remember the first day I came 
into the 80th Fighter Squadron. I was a new pilot thinking I was pretty good. All of a 
sudden a P-38 came over on the deck and the pilot rolled it right over on its back and 
headed straight up. I asked who that was and one of the guys said 'That's Cy Homer, 
heõs just checking out that new P-38.' ó; another said, òCy Homer was simply the best 
pilot I ever saw (and I was a test pilot at Wright Field with Chuck Yeager).ó  Cool 
under pressure, one story tells of a pilot radioing his fear that he couldn't make it back 
to the base, because he was down to his last 25 gallons of fuel.  Homer radioed back, 
òDon't worry about it, I only have 20.ó  Both pilots made it back. 

By then end of 1944 he'd been promoted to Major and was the Commanding Officer 
of the 80th squadron.  While stationed in the Pacific he met and married his wife, 
during leave in Sydney Australia.  Later he commanded the 36th squadron, and returned to the states in the spring of 1945.  Cy 
Homer was decorated for flying over 25 combat missions and also earned the Silver Star.  After the war he returned to 
Sacramento and to motorcycle racing - participating in local races including those at the Bayshore track in 1946.  He worked as 
a mechanic until his death in August 1975, and Cy Homer Road near the Sacramento Airport honors his name. 

  

Trip Report:  Sheetiron 300 - Stonyford the Second Time Around ð by òThe Perfect Guestó Lisa Hom 

Readersõ Digest Condensed Version: I ate dirt for three days.  It was the best dirt Iõve ever had. 

Addendum to the original condensed version:  We arrived at Stonyford somewhere around 4pm. The drive was uneventful. 
Well, nearly so. We lost the grill from the barbeque somewhere on I-5.  Ha. The solution was easy enough ð stop at a store 
and get a new one.  Once Kalle and I arrived at the campsite, we set up the tent, had something to eat, hung out with everyone 
who was already there. We parked next to Jen and Dave.  Jen lent me her chest protector. Great fit.  Brian had lent me his 
sonõs, but turns out Iõm smaller than his 13 year old!  

On the drive up, I remember thinking about all the dust Iõd be eating and wondering how hot it would be. The temps were 
perfect, not as hot as last year. I was prepared for the heat and relieved that it was tolerable. We had a bonfire this year ð last 
year it was so hot, no one was inclined to start one ð sure didnõt need it.  

As many of you are aware, I detest camping (at least, I used to. Now I simply donõt like it muché)  However, as I mentioned 
to Gregg and others, the fun and adventure I get out of the events that include camping far outweighs the discomfort served 
up by camping.  I really look forward to all the activity in spite of the camping involved.  I can hardly believe it ð Iõm actually 
happy!  

Kalle had me suit up and òpracticeó riding two up around the camp. The pillow I made worked really well ð it protected me 
from the metal òluggageó bracket at the back of the bike and allowed me to sit a bit farther back, which gave Kalle more space 
up front. I discovered on the practice run that the brackets on the sides of the bike made my legs bow out and made it difficult 
to keep my footing on the pegs. Kalle offered to remove the brackets, but arenõt the brackets to keep things away from areas 
on the bike that can burn? The choice was obvious, so we kept the brackets on.  

Went to the reservoir with the intention of swimming. Too murky for a sissy like me. I waded. Kalle and John dove right in 
and swam like fish. I envied them the cool water but that kind of water makes me cringe.  



 

Brought a canister of 100 glowsticks.  As a guest without a ride of her own, I decided on glowsticks for entertainment, while 
the rest of the camp talked about their bikes, bike parts, repairs, resources, previous rides.  Outlined the tent and Kalleõs bike, 
shared the glowsticks (bracelets and necklaces).  Also, supposedly had a kit that, once put together, would make a glowstick 
baseball cap.  Would have been great if it worked.  It came with three sizes of sticks, none of which had enough to make the 
required circles and connections.  Strange. I guess thatõs why it was at the 99 
cent store?  Anyway, made a very nice star òlampó out of the connectors and 
tossed that in a tree. The rest went on the Kalleõs bike.  Kalle took me for a 
ride around the campground (for a one-bike parade as I overheard someone 
say). I enjoy being silly. 

Everyone was surprised / happy / really supportive and encouraging about my 
going on this ride two-up.  Thank You So Much!  Frank said I looked pretty in 
my gear!  Tina said she would be too afraid to go two up (with her as a 
passenger).  Jason thought it was great that I was going.  Some folks at the 
OMC thought Kalle and I might be the only ones going two up.  As the ride 
progressed, we learned there was at least one other couple (and they told us 
they were taking the hard splits) and a father and son team.  Heard later that 
the couple that took the hard splits got a flat tire and ended up getting back in the dark. Bummer, but what an adventure to 
return with. We took the easy splits ð that was plenty for me for a first time.  

Slept really well. The best Iõve slept while camping and actually the best sleep Iõve had in weeks. Go figure. Kalle had a lump of 
something under him and didnõt sleep too well (I know that feeling well in reference to camping.) I woke up pretty excited, a 
little anxious about the ride. Would I be able to handle it? I knew I would one way or another because thatõs what I had 
decided. I was really looking forward to going and experiencing the actual Sheetiron 300 (emphasis on the 300). That number 
was all at once challenging, overwhelming and enticing.  

After some tossing and turning, we heard John head out.  Kalle and I got up after a bit and suited up and off we went. I had 
some worries, but I really wanted to do this!  The first part, quarter? half? mile trail really scared me!  It was rough and bumpy 
and full of jaw-jarring ruts. My right foot slipped off the peg at one point. I donõt think Kalle knew. I managed, barely, to keep 
my balance and hold on to Kalle without interfering with his steering. It was difficult to brace myself in anticipation of dips, 
uneveness, etc., because I wasn't able to see the road unless I craned my neck to one side - a difficult position to hold for long. 
Thoughts going through my head: Am I going to get thrown off the bike? Am I going to land on my head in a ditch? Is the 
whole 150 miles going to be like this? Iõll never make it if I have to stand up like this all the time. Iõll get too tired and fall off! 
Lots of times, Iõd be looking at places and think that would be a long ways to roll down ð itõd be hard to get me out of there; it 
would really hurt if I fell off now with all those boulders and trees, etc. It was pretty funny later. I had only had a vague idea of 
what to expect. So, I learned that there are òsmoothó parts alternating with the rough parts. I could òrestó and sit down 
sometimes! What a relief that was.  

Stopped to take off some layers. Some of the riders waved as they passed us. Some stopped and asked if we were okay or 
needed any help. One stopped to check on us and said a rancher ran up and threw a bucket of parts at him! Fortunately, the 
parts just rolled off and onto the ground and the rider was okay.  

Heard someone say with a smile there was lots of estrogen. Looked around and there were four or five women on their own 
bikes who had taken a break and all happened to stop at the same place. One of them was Jen. Jen was happy to see another 
woman who had the same bike and went over to talk with her. 

Rode along, concentrating on being a good passenger, enjoying the air, watching the other riders, eating dirt and being good to 
myself by not falling off.  

The terrain began to open up. Fist size stones became more numerous. The dreaded Acura Creek! Having spent many hot 
hours there for last yearõs Big Adventure, I recognized every rock. Just kidding! Kind of felt that way, though. Anyway, the 
area was looking very much the same. My eyes immediately went across the water to the other side where the faithful Acura 
had spent three days. Yes, the memories came òfloodingó back (just had to say that). Kalle and I had already discussed how we 
would make the crossing this year. He would ride across alone and I would walk through the water. Kalle easily made it across. 
Just like that. It was so anticlimactic after last yearõs consequences! I took a movie of the historic event. I was wearing my 
swimwear under my dirt gear. I had been looking forward to a swim, but we were crossing earlier in the day this year and the 
weather was much cooler in any case. I decided I would leave my above waist dirt gear on, forget the swim, put my trusty surf 
shoes on and forge ahead. It would probably look like I was crossing in my underwear, but that was just too bad. I started to 
unbuckle my boots and an open jeep drove up. Kalle hollered from the other side to hitch a ride with them. They agreed to 



 

give me a lift and I swung up onto the jeep and hung onto the bars on the outside. This was all so effortless! Then Kalle said 
he wanted to cross again. I donõt believe in tempting fate and put in my two cents, which, due to inflation (deflation in this 
case?) was worth less than nothing. He crossed back, kicking up a large flume of water this time. Honestly, I was afraid to 
watch. So now we were on opposite sides of the creek again. One more crossing for Kalle. He got to the other side, turned the 
bike around andéit wouldnõt start. And it wouldnõt start. And it wouldnõt start. I wasnõt going to say anything. I figured if we 
gave the bike a few minutes it would start (positive thinking). Chances are, it would start. And it wouldnõt start. And then it 
started! Yay!  Off we went. Got some nice photos of other SFMCõers crossing before we departed. 

Next up was lunch at Strawberry.  Long line to wait in, long line to pay, plenty of good folks to trade stories with.  Pet a goose. 
Saw a cat. Saw the cutest ever scruffy little gray dog. Looked longingly at the above-ground pool. (Kalle told me later the water 
didnõt look too good, anyway.) Freshened up in the restroom (What a treat! Fresh, running water!). Back on the bike and off 
again.  

Paused at a bridge. Saw my cousin Greg (yes, the one that I see more often at motorcycle events than family gatherings ð what 
a kick). There was a rider down at the bridge. Lots of witnesses. Rumor was that the rider was driving recklessly. Broken 
femur. Kalle and I arrived shortly before the ambulance. 

Got to a gas station. Time for another break. Sat in the shade. More SFMC members & friends spotted us and stopped also. A 
group of us decided to take a bailout to Ft. Bragg.  

The air was getting cooler! That meant we were nearing Fort Bragg. It was a really refreshing 70 degrees (felt like 52 on the 
bike to me, so I put my fleece on when we got to the luggage pick-up). Got to the meeting place. Took our photo by The Sign. 
I smiled and waved at OMC Tracy The World Record Holder. She did not wave back. Oops, I forgot I had my helmet on and 
sheõd never seen me in dirt gear. 

Saw Dave and Jen. They were staying at the hotel directly across the street from the luggage pick-up lot. That was smart. Plus 
there was a hot tub at the hotel! Kalle and I had a few miles to go to get to the place we would stay at. It was a nice ride. 
Wouldnõt have seen as much of the town otherwise. Fort Bragg looks like a nice place to spend a few days and explore. Will 
keep that in mind for another visit.  

The hotel was decent. Kalle and I had a room with a view of the ocean and pier. Our room was upstairs from Tina and Mike, 
in a separate building from the main part of the group. Kalle and I went to check out the indoor pool but didnõt get a chance 
to use it. Walking down to the other building, we passed a small house on the property. It was really cute and had a nice view, 
too. It was rented to some bikers ð their gear was laid out on the couch in the living room window. We took a look over the 
fence opposite the house and there was a cemetery. Didnõt see Tegan or Chuck there taking photos, by the way. 

Got to the room where the group was trading stories, lounging and waiting for the pizza to arrive. Kalle and I had already had 
pizza and some kind of dough sticks earlier. Everyone in the room was hungry. I went back to the other building to get the 
leftovers to share. I was really tired and it made me sloooow. I took so long, by 
the time I opened the door to go back downstairs Kalle was coming up the stairs 
to see what I was up to! He took the food and I stayed in the room and took a 
nap.  

In the morning, took the traditional family photo with Papa, grabbed some vittles 
from the main office, got on the bikes and headed back to Stonyford.  

Came up on Mike O with a flat tire.  He said it was his second flat. Along with 
Frank, Mark J, Ethan, we stopped to give moral support and we all had a slug of 
Mikeõs fine Irish whisky, and, surprise(?) yours truly included. It was fun to see 
Mark J's eyebrows go up. I had no idea the stuff was so good! Used for purely 
medicinal purposes, of course. It was most fortifying.  

Continued along, enjoying the scenery, and getting better at keeping my balance. 
We next came up on Tegan sitting on her bike to hold it up while Chuck worked on the flat. Kalle gave Tegan an umbrella to 
use. OMC sweepers came by (I think their names were Tim and Mike) with some after bolts and advice. There was lots of 
good discussion on fixing flats. Frank, Clay, Mike O and Mark J made an appearance and visited for a bit.  

The journey was uneventful for awhile until we came around a bend and there was a small group on the roadside working on a 
tire. Why it looked like Mike O, but it couldnõt have been. I mean, who would think anyone would have three flat tires in the 



 

same trip? Must have been a lookalike. There were several other familiar faces. They looked like Clay, Chuck and Tegan. 
Others stopped by, too.  And the Mike lookalike had all the same tools and a bottle of Jamesonõs! Sweeeeeeet!  

The tire repair took some time. It was discovered that the rim strip was missing from the tube. Kalle came up with the idea to 
use the old tube as a liner, which proved to be a success.  The last pair of OMC Sweepers came by. It was getting late. We 
decided to take the quickest / safest / best roads back to Stonyford, in case any problems arose. Somehow the story about 
The Acura came up. This happened on and off throughout The Sheetiron. Kalle and I were asked for our picture two or three 
times.  I felt like a minor celebrity. It was fun and funny. The most 
common comments we received were, òOh, so that was YOU?ó and òI 
heard about that!ó  Came across a really scenic area ð 180 degree 
unobstructed forest view. Took a photo with Clay, Kalle and Mike O. 
Canõt really see much of the scenery in the photo, but itõs a nice photo.  

After we returned to camp, we learned Jen had broken her wrist, managed 
to drive out on her own, and Dave had driven her to the hospital in 
Eureka. Heard the other couple that we met (the couple who took the 
hard splits) had a flat tire and finished their ride in the dark the night 
before. 

Having virtually no water at the camp, the thought of a plunge into the 
reservoir sounded good. Headed over there with then-guest, Thayer, and 
John S.  Joined up with Mike O, Phil, and Clay. 

Since last year, Iõd been scheming how to get around as many of the things as I could that I found to be uncomfortable about 
camping. One in particular, the lack of water at Stonyford. This year I was prepared. I brought five gallons of water, an old 
bath mat and a watering can and solar heated the water during the day. Still couldnõt get myself to go for a swim in the lake, 
but I sure was going to get my shower! Kalle helped with my makeshift shower and then he, John S., and Thayer also partook. 
(No, it wasnõt a group shower or anything, OK?).  John said he could wash òthe planktonó from the lake out of his hair, and 
Thayer expressed how nice it was to have fresh water. Kalle especially liked having the bath mat to stand on, saying it was 
òluxuriousó. 

On the morning that we left, before sunrise, way before, a four-note bird decided to repeatedly (and repeatedly and repeatedly) 
make its four-note call. They were a lovely four notes, if only they had been later!  

We had had a great barbeque the night before. I scrounged around for leftovers. Found sausages in an open pan that had a 
little bit of spiderweb. Picked up a sausage and briefly discussed food safety with Phil. Made no mention of the spidersilk. 

Another new experience, eating that sausage. A year ago, I think I would 
have starved rather than eat that sausage, let alone one with web on it.  

Kalle and I packed up the tent and equipment. Spent some quality time 
with John S. and still-a-guest Thayer. John is quite the bike camper pro-
packer!  

Kalle and I had a quiet and delicious breakfast at Granzellaõs. What a 
contrast to the immediately previous days. But we did reminisce over the 
adventures and fun we had with everyone. Not knocking the time spent at 
the Sheetiron. Not at all.  

While waiting for the tire fix when Tegan was on her bike under Kalleõs 
blue (of course) umbrella, Tegan asked something along the lines of if I 
would ever buy a dirtbike. At the time, I said no. And I had felt so certain. 
After the trip, I realized after last yearõs Sheetiron (The òAcura 

Sheetironó) I wasnõt sure Iõd even want to come back and I was so certain at that time that I would never want to try 
dirtbiking! Three years ago, I never considered trying for a motorcycle license, riding a scooter on my own or thought Iõd have 
three helmets! In the light of what has passed, Tegan, I now change my answer to, òWho knows? Weõll have to see.ó 

  


