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Celebrating 105 Years

The San Francisco Motorcycle Clubh oist is 105thanniversargelebration on Saturday August 29th, 200®.annual

Garage Saieill gartthe day at 8an©ur members will be ctegy out thai garages and selling gloves, clothing, jackets, bikes,
parts tools, and accessoriflsyoudbemn ew t o t he sport i tds a Cdroesaetr wagrvatom ng
hot dogs and beverages.

From 2pm until 6pm viéebpkn the clubouse to oumembersaipportes, guests, and th&amiliesT h e r edbd,Big b e f
Wheel racegiams,and movies. At 8pm tti&FMCwill re-openthe clubhouse doors for an evening of fellowsinig
dancing, featuring a live band.

On Sunday August 30th the celebration will continue with our Road [@aptags on a ride north to Limantour State
BeacHincludingaBBQ at 1pn). Theclubhouse doorwill open at 9arand theide leaves at 10aiBed he Road Ca
web site at http:Mww.radcaptim.net for more details.

A commemorative photograph will be taken as a keepsake for all the riderscipadeparshort final ceremony will take

place at the SFMdub house at the end of the ridehe 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 @joht itsehistory, its present, and
future.

Q&A with the Vice President:0 S1 i m6 Jim Hooger hyde

When did you start riding and how many bike have you owned? have pictures of myself in diapers sitting inside the
frame of my da# BSA. We lived on a cerrand | used to wear his helmet and sit on

the fire hydrant pretending to ride through the intersection. I'm told my brother §
wore the wheels off an awful lot of Big Wheels as well. | started riding on my o
around 10 years old but rode on the tang before that. As far as how many bikes
I've owned... | have no idealoA

How did you find out about the club? Patrick Bowen

Why did you join? There were a few different reasons but the history was a hugs
reason at the time | turned in my appticafThe other reason was | came in after &
meting on a T hWhers'dtheyshufilaoadd ga?d love shidgfbaard
The r es p oMelsywu'revreotsa.fucking niember so you don't get a fucking™ .

in what happens to the clobuse ormaythingini t . We cut sihebau p ‘
Wantasaymwh at happens aThasealedthbdeale? Joi n

What's next for you in your racing careerNext is toenjoy my number one plate fi
the year and break 200mph on the salt. I'm also going to get back to dirt track raCing

again because that is what real motorcycle racing is alPdiitiatbar banging and tire rubbing is good for the soul. And
I'm suremy orthopedic surgeon misses me.

What motorcycle related injuries have you hadYou're kidding, right? Here's the short list from top to bottom. Collar
bone, scapula (shattered is more accurate), sternum, lots of ribs over and over, both wristkreeeldzmdsth ankles a
few times, and a few different bones in my feet.



Have your injuries affected your approach to riding/racing?njuries haven't but time and maturity have.

What's the best part of the club for you'he best part for me is how wellinded it has become over the last ten years.
What can the club be doing better?The club is headed in a fantastic and positive direction. We should just stay the cour
As the Rae CommitteeChair, what are your goaldor 2009?The goals for theace committee have always been to find
ways to support the spoithe goals for 2009 are to keep the Lodi event going another year and to expose more people t

racing.Lots of motorcyclists have neveeh to a race of any kind afitisay most have naielwhat dirt track racing is.
That makes me very sad but what can you do other than try and expose them to it and hope that they enjoy it.

Trip Report: Mi keds Sky Rancho Adventure
Her eds an ex c eepopfromBafathat includerl sene8&MC mémpers, friends, and family:

oOne Fire, TwoFat s, and a | Ghocl(Fard Diesel Peckup),riadillbXt kiR650), Clay (Honda BH0),
Ryan (Honda XR250) and Kalle (KLR 650) left the club house after the Thursday night meetmgaEhe pliave to
Tegai® uncle's house but that fell flat 2am all stopped at a Motel 6 just north of Builow. 6am wakeip callDennys
and on the road at 8am. A quick visit with T@@yeaold grandma in Long Beach and tloerto Tega® uncle's house.
Highlight d the Friday overnight stay was tiieV8V beetle with 600,000 miles.

Saturday morning on the road at 8@mol, nowto leave the trucksbem d wi t h t h e «Fordlwithgearon o
and an extra bikeHere we pick upean (1999 KTM LC4Next stop

the border at Juana. Right? Nop&. h e b e a d backitire I@dalksy
(the ubeistrong mtal cable) and tire turns inwkd. Sean spots it and |
the group exits at the next off ramp. What we thought was a bad se:
into a tube change. Back on the road to get a spare tire antRigbes.
Nope. Tube blows a few miles dotre freewayNe w p | a ns
bike on the back tailgate of the truck, put Clay in the truck and drive
get the tire and tube¥vhat waso be a 10am meeting in Tijuana with
Casey (BMVB50), Brian (KLR 650) and StephanZPB0), now looks
like al2pm meeting in Ensenaddo t i me t o f kstuckCl
in the truck with Chuck and Ryan for the dass the border and bad
traffic in TijuanaHighway 1 south to Ensenada after some confusio
Fishtacos at 2pm and a meptwith Stephan, Casey, and Bridre plan
i s to sdgSkyRarh thahight.eCBuck comments that we ha
four hours of light and@nehour drive. Kaf  k n oswvsongrbet &
doesn't comment. After an hour drive cexi8l westandseveral military
checlpoints Chuck gets pulled over ByederaleNo Ticket = No
Problem.The bikes are riding ahead on a nice country highillayare
green and laegooulders define the landscaplgen someone notices
flames coming from Caséy
exhaust. He's moving fast with
burning debris trailinddis bag has caught on fire from the B&l@khauipe. As

4 the bag burned Cageylothes flew. Not a problem as las @oing 60mph but more
exciting when he stoppeithe fire was stomped out and Casey gathered up what was
left of his crispy clothinglhis all takes time. And the turn off to Mike's Sky Ranch
from Mex 3 was taken after datks a 21 mile drive on @oké to opoord dirt road.

oNever ride after dark in Mexdidbiey always say.

Lacking better judgment the group of nine hietai$he darknessA few notables on

4 the road. Jack Rabbits like to follow the light of your bike while yoBuides take

on the spookylgw of night wonders in the dark, but then become clear as you
approach at a high rate of spd¢dlle had been to Mike's Sky Ranch before so he led.
Three stops were made at intersections to gather the Gheupad i®okd to

opoord as were the skievels of the riders after a day of rigitg toomuch silt on

the road. Some riders dismounted aey tlecamtired from picking up their bikes. Kalle vitatsro bothered by riding in

the pitch darkiothe climb to Miké& since he had some memory of thefriom last year. But others had the opportunity to




ride an unfamiliar 20 miles of dirt road in the Mexico backcountry in thA deskchallenge to the mind, and for some, to
the body.At the last fork all gathered to talk of dismounts, swimmutdjinza and star gazing. Kalle looked at the AAA
map and estimated the Ranch was just a mile Nmpe. Three miles of slow going but a great Nleuldhave been nice

t o h av esUbeaDakaPld@attlight but the KLR bulb was fin&kalle commentethat Mike's will be just after the
water crossing on the left. "Water Crossing?" a few commi€aliecassured all that it would be smodtittuas, but with
three miles of poor road, thoughts ran wild.

8pm all arrived at Mike's Sky Ranch ($60 eachimgiigted dinner and
breakfast). The courtyard (where you park your lelle)350 bikes. The
place was full but withur reservations Mike was expecting us. Everyor
talked on and on of the thrill of overcomingriie And the element of
darkness sorhew male the challenge extra special.

Sunday morningA leisurely 11pm departure down the road from wherg s
we came and everyone commented that it was a great road to ride int& 2=
daylight. Then East to San Fel/
this year than in the past years). We stayed at El Capitan in San Feli
on John and CarydsShéeyoger ecoimm
friendly ($50 night per room) plus a pa@lter, fishtacos and drinking for
most; the next day the adtge continued south toare dirt and fun.

The 0SFMCHo n o r Rol I 6

A bit of history from the Library in observance of Memorial Diag:walls of the San Francisco Motorcycle Club's club
house are often described as a museum, rich in treasured mothistringBut, like much in history, the facts and
meanings of individual items can become obscure oveOtimapproaclisto single out an individual item, try to uncover
what it is, and then try to determine what more it means.

Qchathing is théd&SFMC Honor Rafl poster, framed andihging next to the Road Capdiadhair. At first glanceitan

old listing of names rendered in fine penmanship. What exactly is it? Research reveals that the existing haatedroll was
out of respect to memisawhojoined themilitary service in World War Il. Agtitime more than half the ciib

membership was enlisted in the war effort, with the remainder active in the Civil Defense Messenger Corps. We all prc
already know thabdsenamesnarked with a gold star signify that the member gave their life in service to our country. Th

and now, an organization, and a mot or snothihgaunusublu/tatterpda y i
OSupport @asterisTackedagttse évall nearfront door; many clubs support their veterans, some clubs are
wholly composed of them; groups |ike the Patriot yGuart

"Hoo-yah!" was heard in thelzlast summer whenth®or o s pect Bob o0Santadé Hanssen w
Nam veteran.

What more does it mean? This respectful tradition actually started within the Club going back to 1917, at the brink of tt
United Statéinvolvement iWworld War I. Moreover the SFMC was one of the first clubs to do this, and was held up as a
example to other clubs. The following is from the periddiitatcycle and Bicycle Illdstedefiugust 2, 1917

OFrisco Riders Called to Colors

San Frano®, Cal- Many members of the San Francisco Motor Cycle Club have joined the colors, among them
being E. Angwin, Engineer Corps, Chas. Payson, Signal Corps, A. Dragish, Medical Corps, and E. Costa and E
Stevens joined the Wireless Operators Resergelublis creating a roll of honor and they intend to enter all these
names on this roll. This is a splendid idea and

Here are a few related citations from the same era:

0San Francisco Club El ection

San Francisco, CalAt the election of the San Francisco Motorcycle Club, held June 21, the following officers we
elected: Director, Geo. Mein; lieutenant Chas. Payson, M. Moore and Dr. M. Tracy. E. D. Stevens has resignec
his offices as lieuemt because of military duty. Mr . St édven:
Motorcycle and Bicycle lliukthated 917



oOMeyer Drawn in Draft

San Francisco, Cal., AugdXharlie Meyer, viggesident of the San Francisco Matdes Club and the real

backbone of the club, was one of the first men drawn in the selective draft. Meyer expects to be called to the c
and preparatory to becoming a soldier has resigned his position with the Reading Standard Motorcycle Co., anc
taki ng a two OdveoterkysledandvBicycla Hilustgust2®) 1917

OFrisco Boys Safe in France

San Francisco, Cal., Seg@MAcable received here a few days ago announced the safe arrival in France of J. Hoel
V.J. Brannon and A.C. Jalon, formerly with the Firestone Tire & Rubber Company. Just before these boys left f
the front the Firestone company gave a banquet in their honor at one of the local cafes. H. G. McEachen, of the
advertising department of the Firestone Tire & Rubimapany, was toastmaster.

E.J. Angwin, formerly with the Motor Sale Company
arri ved diMotordysleaandBieyclé |l Septemper 13, 1917

o mvicg, buhhasilang served assan exeanpidte atherd. Senee of their names are

So the Club not
the existing 0SFMC Honor Rol |l 0.

enshrined on

ONever doubt that a small group of thoughtful, <co
t hat esMagarebhMead 0O

Ride Report SFMC Street Iron

Friday, May 15th, NoorT.oday seven of us, (Cliff, Darrell, Greg, Jen, Papa, Santa, and Tina), would make the quest to tt

Stonyford Rodeo Grounds to rally behind our Dual Sport riding Brothers anevBisteosild be challenging the 300 miles
of gravel, dust, and Acura eating waterways prepared by the

- Oakland Motorcycle Clul®ur adventure, though tied to paved

' road, would offer us with our own brand of excitement and

sometimes surpriséfter dicing throgh midday city traffic

withoutincidentwe crossed the Golden Gate Bridge and routed

ourselves towards Stinson Beach and the Shéfiglweay

Darrell was the first to tire of the cruising speed and set his own

pace. One by one the others passed and fdllagvever distant

taillight until we stopped in Bodega Bay for our 1st fuel stop.

Darrell would be our official fuel stop/butt break guru with a 100

miles range on his tanko one would complain even though the

rest of us could near double his fuel raAdlevas googaking

the long sweepers and tight curves that make up the coastal road

and it wasn't until thdighwayl116 turnoff at the Russian River that we had our 1st breakdown in communhicaifitmat

turn the Jenner twoff, however Jennerastually a couple of miles down the ra&dll, seems Greg took my verbal

instructions literalland didii choose to double check the provided written instraciind so wound up in the town of

Jennemunching on a ttip sandwiclwhile the rest of usese tooling down River Road towards Santa Rosa.

It wasn't until we reached Calistoga, that we pulled over for gas and made a phone call to find Greg's whereabouts. No
answeedbut a voice mail was left, and we continuddigimvay?9 towards Clearlak&®hen we arrived in Clearlake, there

was Greg waiting at the intersection of 29 and 53. He told thd kisrgiadicious lunch and povdepleted celphone and

was sure we were the ones who were lost. Wanting to keep the pace going, and demyihgtign avéusoldiered on with

the promise that the best meal to be had was waiting for us in Williams at Louie Cairo's Steakhouse.

With the different riding tempos we divided into two groups. It wdaiglway20 where we stopped for some road work

that was going on. Santa struck up a conversation with a Flag Person and photos were taken showinghigiavdyendly
workers California haghis point would also bring the confirming message that Cliff's BMW wasn't up for the entire ride.
Seems Cliff had be having an ongoing battle with his clutch cable and several strands welyfitagitigne we reached
Williams, Cliff hadefinitelydecided he would be heading délighways and back homéown to 6 rides, we sat down

at Louis Cair@ for an excelte meal and libation with everyone's belt being loosened a notch for comfort.



The next leg was ifighways to Maxwell for a gas/beer/ATM stop and then the last 40 miles of the day toyfardto
Rodeo GroundsTiming was perfect as we aijest at duls, but with enough light left to set up our tents. With beers in
hand and greetings exchanged with our dirt brethrease¢kie to a few hours of stetling, and a concert of the Mark,
Mike, and Frank Band\n after concert fireworks show was proviglethe Moto Bros. and the night was complete. Sweet
dreams and a 5:30am Remus wakallypould come way too soon.

Saturday, May 16th 6:30am: All the dirt riders are scurrying around, getting their roll charts, getting sound ciregked, anc
last minutenairtenance | spent my time gathering my gear on the bike and at 6:58am the Official SFMC Photo was take
With that bit of business done, we were off for what would be a 400+ mridegute would be to head north to Red

Bluff using only secondary roaai®] some got to be very second@nye road was to have a section of hard packed gravel 4
miles long. It turned out to be a little spooky when we passed a farm that had a string of wild boar and coyotenheads stt
fence posts with the even spookiendaaf dogs crying in the back grouhh one wanted to investigate why, so we stayed
the courseBY the time we had reached Red Bluff we had officially traveled 12 miles dn eddluff, we stopped at

the Cowgirl Cafe for some rib stiéigrub andhen it was off for the real reason of the trip.

A single roadHighway36) that ha140 miles of curves and zero stop signs. Yes. hiyate to hold back the grdup
enthusiasno take a single photo of the sigmat was the last time | saw thamtil | reaclkedthe western end bfighway
36. | found the group huddled around thighway36sign Greg in the prone position from the exhausting experience.
Another photo and off to find a gas station as Darrell is now on

fumes.We had no luck finding gas ierfbridge or Ferndale, and

so had to backtrack to Fortuna for a Techron monwith all

tanks full, the next adventure would be the Lost Bagstay

Canopies of trees, gave way to ocean overlooks, and then to

pastorafields, all the while the roaddtiig and turning and rising

and falling until one last long sweeper dropped us down on the

coast where the crossing of a buried train boxcar bridge had us

sharing the roadway with some grazing chttlee interested in

their midday snack than what weewslingtheygave us a clear

road to get us to Honeydew.

At Honeydew, a choice must be made to either take a left and go

thru the Petrified Forest, or if you go south, and some believe this

is the legitimate Lost Coast Road, and this is why we took it, be

preparal to go over some crazy soft gravelchliacks About 10

miles worth.Poor Santal know I'm getting a lump of coal this

year.But not to worry, he piloted his blue YamaSled without

hesitatiorthrough the mess and once on the hard stuff was

claimirg the leadFinal legvould start in Leggett where we waved to Darrell who had pulled over for mibreagashen

we reached the coast that we would stop for a scent of oc@&anrait.hadeoined the group at this point and we made the
last 22 rites together and a final left turn brought us into the parking lot of the Best Western Motel.

Rooms were gotten, a little freshening up, and we located the evening's pavtassivguantitie®f beer and pizza were
consumed and at some point Cadeyusowe could still party, but not in his rodie got the hint and each headed off to
their own rooms and dream land.

Sunday, May17 6:30am: Awakened by the same Remus alarm clock, a quick shower and down to the lobby for some
continentabreakfastSeveal members are already there chowing down the bagels andNoadfifee. to sit idle though, as
another SFMC Group Photo must be tak&imout half the riders are gone but a nice shot was taken regat@ed@am

the Street Irogroup, minus Greg, hded southGreg would do a couple of hours in touristieexploring Ft. Bragg.

TakingHighwayl would turn out to be a good decision at least weatgeas temperatures remained ddwokstock
however became another issDae deer poised on the of the road, another bounding acrossoidd left to right, and
then a wild turkey, missed by maybe 3 feet, runs and then takes flight rigltfimé&onhad to duck to miss that bird.
And somewhere there is a Cadillac driver who is lessgpgwlith my passing style.

In Gulala we stomguifor gas and Darrell asked that we stop again at Lucas Wharf in Bodega Bay Wée Idiccand |
ordered the Fisherman's Stéiwvas great but if you order it, either be very hungry or plan on shiaralgt of food.
When we were done with our food we ambled back outside to ouiThiéeswas an overload of Harley riders outside
asking where we were going, where we had beérinatbandled the PR buzz and everyone left snBlau on the road



