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their morning beverage. Flip Banando
soon arrived. George was riding the
pride of Tupperware, his Pacific Coast.
Bob, Dan, Flip and myself were all on
VFR's (the best motorcycle ever built,
IMHO J).

After a short visit, we departed for our
first destination of the day, Ortega Hwy
and The Look Out restaurant. The ride
up Ortega was picture perfect. No real
traffic to speak of, and only one CHP
officer on duty to keep us honest.

At the Look Out, the view was SPAC-
TACULAR! Clear skys, snow capped
mountains in
the back-
ground, and of
course, lot's of
cool motorcy-
cles to look
over. Charlie
Golding
arrived on his
beautiful blue
BMW boxer.
After some bench racing, we mounted up
for the next leg of the day’s journey. We
were heading to Fallbrook, via the back
roads.

As we headed east on Ortega Hwy, down
the hill towards Lake Elsinore, I couldn’t
help but gaze out (quickly) at the view, it
was breathtaking. At the stop sign, we
turned right onto Grand Ave. Not really a
picturesque ride, but it is the most effi-
cient way to get through the Lake Elsi-
nore valley, and onto the back roads to
Fallbrook.

At the end of Grand Ave., we turned right
at the "T", and start to climb the hill, past
the track homes, and on towards the high
plateau where the state parks begin. Soon
we were heading down the steep section
of road that leads to the valley below. As
I looked out towards northern San Diego

county, I could see a low marine layer
filling in several of the distant valleys,
again it was a spectacular sight to see,
yes it definitely was a perfect day for
riding.    

As we winded are way through the citrus
orchards and horse farms of the tranquil
valley, the road invited us to enjoy the
days ride…(a nudge is as good as a wink
to a blind bat! Monte Python lines aside,
I think we all know what Tink’s talking
about, ahem—ed.)

Too soon we found ourselves in Fall-
brook, complete with stoplights and all
the typical clutter of a small town. After
few miles of town riding, we turned left
over the 15 freeway, and left again onto
Old Hwy 395. As we ran through the
gears, we all too quickly reached the
posted speed limit, and settle into the
saddle for the short sprint to The Oaks
restaurant in Rainbow.

The Oaks did a
fantastic job of
filling our
human tanks
(stomachs) with
large helpings of
breakfast foods.
Charlie told us
about his High
Alpine Adven-
ture, Edelweiss

Tour he took this year, and Bob remi-
nisced about the New Zealand tour he
and his wife took a few years back with
Tom Van Beveren of Free2Wheel Maga-
zine fame. We indulged in some more
bench racing, talked about who's going

to Laguna, pay the check (thanks HERC
for picking up the tab), and prepared for
the ride to our day’s final stop, the gas
station. 

So ended another perfect riding day in
paradise. You’ve gotta love living in
Southern California. A great day, a great
ride, with great HERC friends… life is
good.

January Café Ride
Photos by Brian Tinkler

Club members Brian “Tink” Tinkler,
George Richardson, Bill Olsin, Erich
Schulz, and friends attended the January
Cafe ride led by Tink. 

They met at a local Starbucks in Tor-
rance and intended to ride to Oji for a
pizza lunch. They took PCH to hwy 23,
that led to Santa Paula, but then found
the road to Oji closed. They ate at the
Santa Paula airport cafe then headed
back along the same route but detouring
slightly to visit the Rock Store on Mul-
holland Drive. 

Despite the forced change of plans, the
weather looked great for riding and
everyone said they had a great time. Hey,
a day in the saddle of a motorcycle beats
most things no matter where you ride.

                                    Flip, Bob, and George 

relax with cups of coffee before the ride.
Tink, Bill, Erich & partner, and George 

under sunny skies.

Another cup of coffee but this time at the Look 

Out on Ortega

Sidecar hack with 

passenger at the 

Rock Store
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Baja 1000, 2004
The adventures of a Honda

Pit Crew
Brian Tinkler

“Honda pit 4, Honda pit 4,” the radio
crackles, “this is Honda Relay calling
Honda Pit 4.” It's nine o'clock Thursday
morning, November 18, and we're stand-
ing on the side of the road at marker
"km66" south of San Felipe, Mexico,
setting up Honda pit number 4.

The 37th running of the BAJA 1000 has
already started. Johnny Campbell, riding
his Honda XR650 number 1x, was the
first entrant to leave the starting line at
6:30AM back in Ensenada. We are
expecting Johnny to arrive at Honda Pit
4 (race mile 223) around 10:00AM.

Three of the Pit 4 crew members are nov-
ices. Doug McIntyre, Pete Meier, and
Brian "Tink" Tinkler, all volunteer
HERC members, are working under the
leadership of Baja veteran racer Fred
Wing, and his wife Gina.

We get a heads up from Honda Relay that
Honda Bob, a sighter at km44, says
Johnny just passed his location, which
means we have about twelve minutes
before the Honda 1x bike comes roaring
into Honda Pit 4. But first, we'll need to
pit Mike Childress, riding 3X, who's cur-

rently running three minutes ahead of
Johnny.

Butterflies are flying in our stomachs as
we see 3X turn into Honda Pit 4, it's our
first chance to spring into action. Tink on
the gas can drops in to fill the bike’s fuel
tank, Mike waives off the air cleaner
change, it's just twenty five seconds from
wheels stopped to wheels start, and 3X is
out of Honda Pit 4.

Less than four minutes later, here comes
1x. Johnny hits the kill switch as he
enters the pits, leaps off and hoists the
bike onto the bike stand where we'll per-
form a full service, change both wheels,
fill with gas, change the air cleaner, and
check the oil. Fred's on the rear wheel
like a bull dog after
a fresh bone, Doug
wrestles with the
front wheel, Pete
drops down on the
left side of the
XR650 and rips
the old air cleaner
out of the air box,
puts a fresh cleaner
in, then snaps the
cover closed. Tink
springs in to action with the gas and then
runs around to the right side of the bike
to check the oil.

There's trouble on the front wheel! The
impact gun will not loosen the axle!
Doug grabs the hand ratchet and socket
and attacks the axle. It's a struggle but he
finally gets the axle loose. Wheel out,
wheel in, but there's another problem, the
front brake pad has dropped out of the
caliper. Johnny takes over (we had been
coached to expect Johnny to take over
should there be a problem). Johnny gets
the brake pad back in, then hoists the
wheel into position. Then yet another
problem, the axle will not go back in,
“Fred get me a hammer” Johnny yells
out. After coaxing the axle back in with
the hammer, the axle is torqued down.
Johnny mounts up, kicks the bike to life,
and roars out of Honda Pit 4 on his way
to another Baja 1000 victory.

No time to wonder or worry about the
front wheel trouble, before we know it
another bike comes roaring into Honda

Pit 4. For the next three hours we're mov-
ing like fire walkers to keep up with the
sea of motorcycles as they roar in and out
of Honda Pit 4. By one o'clock we've ser-
viced 39 of the 40 expected motorcycles.
Honda Relay advises us that number
302X was DNF (Did Not Finish) at mile
7, barely out of Ensenada, so with that,
we're finished for the day. We sit down
for a bite of lunch and entertainment, as
we watch the first of the Trophy Trucks
roll by.

Epilog: Team Honda's Steve Hengeveld,
Johnny Campbell, and Kendall Norman
won this year's 37th running of the
Tecate SCORE Baja 1000. The XR650-
mounted team was the first vehicle to
cross the finish line, completing the

Ensenada-to-LaPaz
race in 15 hours, 57
minutes and 37 sec-
onds, with a speed
average of 63.505
m.p.h. The win was the
fifth for Hengeveld
and the eighth straight
for Campbell.

Second overall in the
motorcycle division went to

the KTM team of ex-American Honda
Service shop technician Chris Blais, and
Kellon Walch, Andy Grider and Scot
Harden, who rode a KTM 700 LC4 spe-
cially built for this race. The team fin-
ished about 25 minutes behind the
winning Honda crew.

BattleTrax
Or how to have fun in a parking 

lot without even trying.
Carl Pulley

When I was a tearabout 16 year-old, rev-
elling in the freedom from school, flush
with my $45 weekly wage, and enrap-
tured in the independence of owning my
first motorbike, I used to hang around
parking lots! Despite graduating from
high school, working a full-time job,
paying rent, and generally having the
responsibilities of an adult, there was not
much for a young person to do for enter-
tainment where I grew up. So, unless it
was a Wednesday or Friday night when
the village youth club was open, my
friends and I would tear about on our

Doug, Pete, Tink, Gina, & Fred.

Johnny Campbell’s 

winning 1x XR650R 

Action in the pits, desert style.
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mopeds, go to the chippy (fish & chip
shop), and hang out in the parking lot,
where we would mess around popping
wheelies. On occasion the police would
move us along for the infraction of loiter-
ing with intent. For what intent they
never said, we presumed it was for trying
to have some fun.

Fast forward a couple of decades and on
February 26th, George Richardson, Jim
Spicher, Dave Oventhal, and I found our-
selves having fun in a parking lot, but
this time no cops were insisting that we
move along.

What we were doing in the parking lot of
Veteran’s Stadium in Long Beach was
participating in BattleTrax. Long Beach
BMW, a dealership that sells BMW cars,
motorcycles, and Minis, hosted the
event. The day started at 7:30 AM when
registration began. The aforementioned
motorcycle miscreants, joined by Kent
Olson and his son, new club associate
member Adam, met at the BMW dealer-
ship with about 100 other motorcyclist
for breakfast. Then we all headed out to
the stadium for the competition to begin. 

Of all the motorcycle
riding events I’ve
attended, the BattleTrax
event brought together
the most diverse group
of riders I’ve seen.
There was a good mix of
male and female motor-
cyclists, riding every-
thing from pocket bikes
to luxury touring behe-
moths, small capacity
dirt bikes to liter sportbikes, supermoto
racers to cruisers. Dave and Jim took
race-prepped XR100s, George rode his
XR250, and I was on my Triumph Sprint
ST. Kent and Adam rode on their road

bikes but as Kent wasn’t feeling very
well, he decided not to ride in the event.

The name of the
event, BattleTrax, is
a bit misleading as it
sounds like some
anachronistic medi-
eval event brought
into the 21st century.
I had visions of joust-
ing on motorcycles,
wielding battle axes
and shields! The real-
ity was completely
different however. The event included
two competitions, one was quickest
time, the other bracket or target racing.
There were two small, tight and twisty
tracks laid out with chalk lines and
cones, one each for the two events. Dur-
ing the morning and early afternoon we
had open practice and were encouraged
to ride both tracks. Each run of which
was supposed to be timed but there were
problems with the wireless timing lights,
which the organizers figured was due to
the proximity of the Long Beach airport
and radiowave interference.

While we practiced, a band played, ven-
dors plied their wares, free water was
passed out, and the Ruff Riders stunt
group practiced for their lunch time per-
formance. Lunch was by Wahoos and
was delicious. The Ruff Riders were
spectacular if a bit disorganized. They
are one of the many street-stunt groups
that have flourished in the past few years
since the infamous Star Boys hit the

scene with their
fur covered bikes
and less-than-
legal antics. It
was a strange
contrast to see
these guys pop-
ping wheelies,
and performing
stoppies, burn-
outs, etc., with
nary a helmet or
other protective

gear, while a representative of the MSF
was trying to educate riders about safe
riding practices. I told you the event was
diverse!

After the afternoon practice the quickest
five riders got to race against each other
with two timed runs apiece. The group

consisted of three
supermotos, a
CB400F and a
VFR700. Each guy
had his cheering sec-
tion and as they
dipped and dove
around the cones a
cheer or a sigh went
out as they would
clear a difficult sec-
tion or hit a cone.

Times were in the 30 second range--yes
it was a tiny track. There a tense final
runoff between two of the supermoto
mounting riders but after one of them
highsided and sustained a possible bro-
ken collar bone, the other took the first
place trophy.

The rest of us competed in the target rac-
ing contest. The premise of this event
was that you stated a completion time for
the course and then attempt to get as
close as you could to that time with an
aggregate of two runs. As the timing
lights were problematic some of us
didn’t get times for our trial runs and so
it was very difficult to pick a realistic
time. Nevertheless, after the chalk dust
had settled, two of the four HERC mem-
bers who participated won podium posi-
tions. George Richardson gained third
place and Jim “Mr. Consistency” Spicher
won first place and received two three-
day tickets to the MotoGP at Laguna
Seca. Jim also won a pair of sunglasses
in a raffle! Not a bad outcome from
spending the day having fun in a parking
lot.   

                             Carl getting a phone

number,  not really, just a time slip.

BattleTraxers Carl, Dave, Jim, & George

3rd place winner George 

with his XR250R

Jim & Dave          

queueing to race.
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HERC Racers Win!
Erik Orre

Our members are award winning in the
CMRRA (California Motorcycle Road
Race Association). During the long 12
race series in 2004, our own president,
Dave Oventhal tied with fellow HERC-
ster Jim Spicher for 1st place in the Ama-
teur Formula-50 class. Both
accumulated 357 points during the sea-
son in this class. In the Thunder Division

2 class, Jim Spicher came in 2nd for the
year, only 6 points out of 1st place. In the
hotly contested Vet's 25+ Division 2
class, Dave Oventhal came in 1st for the
year edging out Spicher, 360 points to
345. Overall, combining points gained
from all classes, congratulations to Jim
Spicher for being able to carry the #3
plate with 1,044 points. To learn more
about this organization, go to
www.racecmrra.com

Off-Road Thanksgiving
Photos by Bill Boyer

and Doug Toland

As is tradition with Bill Boyer and his
family, he Doug Toland, Steve Dyer, Ana
Ewing, Fred & Gina Wing, George Rich-

ardson, Lauren Ansley, and their families
and friends enjoyed the holiday by
spending time together off-road riding in

the Red Mountain area of the Mojave
Desert.

They ate lots of great food, prepared by
Bill and Diana Boyer, had a big fire blaz-
ing at night--over which they made
smores, and even a fireworks display,
that was until the police showed up and
said they could continue but without the
sky rockets.

Many people rode thought the desert to
Randsburg where Doug’s boys enjoyed
chocolate milk shakes. It sounds like
everyone had a great time with great peo-
ple. Now that is certainly something to
be thankful for.

Benly Update
Erik Orre

Here is an update of my "gray market"
Honda Benly I bought at the Yokohama
motorcycle auction in May 2004. I was
able to get the bike registered and street
licensed at the CHP. They said that any
gray market motorcycle 50cc or less can
be street licensed here in California. It
doesn't matter if it's 2-stroke or 4-stroke.
It doesn't matter if it's old or brand new.
They never even attempted to check the
lights, brakes, horn, etc.

This bike is rated in Japan at 288 MPG at
18 MPH (with most likely an under-
nourished, light weight kid on board). I
was very curious to see what kind of
mileage I could get out of it with high
speed (obviously the term “speed” is a
relative term. ed.) riding to and from
work.

On 12/10/04, after several days of wet
weather and several more days of a bad
cold, I once again rode it to work/para-
dise. I was still on the very first gallon of
fuel this engine has ever consumed on
US soil.

Living only 8 kilometers (5 miles) from
work, yet needing 12 kilometers (7.5
miles) to reach the 160 kilometers (99.5
miles) mark I took many detours on the
way to work so I could roll the odometer
through the magic 160 kilometer mark.
When I roared into Honda Town the
odometer clicked 161 kilometers to the
gallon with gas still remaining! Trans-
lated, this equals 100+ MPG!

Yes, I have achieved the impossible
dream and attained what few, if any can
claim. Heck with the hybrid cars every-
one is talking about. Let them match my
triple digit MPG rating!

This 100 MPG was not done by being
gentle and kind to the little 49cc 4-stroke
but by flogging the mill in all 4 gears of
its' rotary transmission with 193 pounds
of Erik on board, and yes, I did (only
once!) click down from 4th to neutral to
1st and momentarily lock up the massive
rear rubber. A side benefit is that with a
41 MPH top speed I am rarely in jeop-
ardy of a speeding ticket.

Some folks bench race by stating they
have gone faster for longer periods of
time on bigger and better bikes. I say
nuts to them. The answer to life is also
the answer to riding: Go slower on small
bikes. More time to enjoy the scents, the
scenery and that massive SUV tailgating
and flashing the highbeams at you on
Crenshaw Blvd. during rush hour!

Payoff to Erik
by George Richardson

Ladies and gentlemen, I am making this
note as a payoff to Mr. Orre on a "bet.” I
had bet that Erik would not get 100mpg
due to his immense size, riding such a
small, diminutive little motorbike. I had
told him that he had no chance of break-
ing 100mpg also due to his willingness to
wring the wee out of the tiny little motor
at EVERY occasion. BOY, I thought I
had a lock on winning that bet.

However, I was proven wrong. What a
poor judge of humankind I was. What a
poor judge I was as well of the willing-
ness of the little-honda-that-sips-very-
small-amounts-of-petrol to drive into
that crowded urban network of streets

Bradley, Doug, & Brandon Toland.

Dave & Jim battle on mighty XR100s.

Ana, Lauren, 

and Bill.
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and byways on mere sips and sniffs of
refined dinosaur juice. Just think of how
broke and defunct the grand Petroleum
Giants like Mobil and Exxon and Stan-
dard Oil would be if EVERY ONE rode
one of these odd little devices! Erik, I
applaud your efforts, achievements and
abilities. I was wrong. There, you have
your bet pay off.

Name that Bike
Competition Results

You may recall the competition I ran in
the last issue of the newsletter in which I
asked for the best responses, factual,
witty, non-sensical, or otherwise, to the
question of what is the bike featured as
John Petas’ coffee table, seen below.

I received eight entries that I passed onto
John and Richard North to judge. Being
the gentlemen they are, they ensured that
each person received a prize. Robie Heil-
bron and Alex Zemlin won first place,
Here are the entires/winners in no partic-
ular order:

From Brian Tinkler:
I think it looks like a single cylinder
BMW, see photo below:

From Fred Wing:
Simple!!! It's an Ariel Square "1"!!!

From Alex Zemlin:
The humorous part about this is that this
is a facsimile of the first motorcycle I've
ever owned. A 1954 R25/3 BMW.

It has the Roundel on the tank as well as
the knee pads which on the left side actu-
ally covered the tool kit compartment.

Earlier models had Earls forks along
with one of the first swingarm frames
(Plunger ) but the later bikes had the tele-
scopic forks. It was a single cylinder
250cc with a whopping 13 HP and would
go faster in third than in 4th gear ( 60mph
vs 55mph ).

The later models ( R25/5 ) had 18 HP and
must have been appreciably faster.  And
yes, I wish I still had it.

I bought it for the 50 Mark which back
then (1972) was about $15 and then
restored it and rode it till I moved to the
U.S.

From Rob West:
"Rebel Without A Cause" Based on a
James Dean theme, and old Dean motor-
cycle movie stills.

From Art Ridgway:
Although not very explicit to a given
marque, definitely British heritage dom-
inates her. Hints of Italy are more sub-
liminal. Mostly Ariel'ish I would say, not
simply by virtue of the distinct box top
end, but moreover by the circular tank
logo which contains a shield which, were
it not for the "arms" protruding from the
upper right and upper left corners, could
very easily reflect the Ariel logo. The
petrol tank has knee knockers shaped
much like a BSA or Triumph as well as
Ariel. The heavily valanced fenders, fork
sliders (in lieu of fork gaiters), and bat-
tery box exposed beneath the spring solo
saddle further reflect British imagery of
the 50's era. Oddly, there is what appears
to be a drive shaft emanating from the
rear section of a very longish primary
cover. Interesting there are not one, but
two primary cover filler caps, with ever
so slight the appearance of a possible
drain port or primary chain adjuster cen-

tered beneath. Most unusual is the solid
frame combined with a rear shock which
has no evidence of upper frame support
other than the rear fender - that would
require the fender to be a stressed mem-
ber of the frame itself . The "driveshaft"
has no evident forward pivot point, and if
the rear hub is to have been sprung (as a
50's speedster could have been), then
why the rear shock? The rear suspension
is very confused. Wheel rim diameters
are identical, so it is difficult to place this
hybrid into a British twin category of the
era, for they typically shared conven-
tional 18" rear, 19" front wisdom. The
Triumph Trident and BSA Rocket-3
shared identical front and rear wheel rim
diameters of 19", but they would not
appear before 1969, plus as they were tri-
ples, this model does not present that
image anyway. No instruments are visi-
ble, but there is hint of either a Britax or
Lucas ammeter atop the headlight
nacelle. Handlebar shape is definitely
not British, nor is there any characteristic
of the handlebar grip one could relate to
as being of British heritage; Gran Tour-
issmo grips were in vogue during that
era. Using a magnifying glass it is evi-
dent this is a single cylinder model, with
the exhaust trailing down the left side of
the chassis; a long tapered megaphone
perhaps? No footpegs, or shift pedal are
evident. The brake pedal, if there is one,
would be on the other side, of course. My
name for this hybrid? An Ariel Blighten-
ing. If you rearrange the letters to "Ariel
Blightening", among other bizarre things
you can derive "beating in-hell rig", "in-
line gig blather", "tiring hinge label",
"bare leg lining hit", and "a lighter gin be
nil.”

From George Richardson:
This is a little known ITALIAN motor-
bike, brought out after the war as cheap
transportation to the populace who could
not afford better. It, unfortunately was
not reliable and actually did not function
very well, and it caused more fights in
families than transportation!

The model name is the O-Y-U.  Yes, the
O-Y-U.

Oh, Why You bring a this cheap motor-
bike into our house?
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Oh Why You a pushing that thing?

Oh Why You a spend a more money on
your collection of bad parts than our
family?

Oh Why You don't do a something useful
with that evil concoction, like a make a
TABLE out of it or something .

From Robie Heilbron:
This is obviously one of only remaining
examples of the "Bolshevguzzial 365"
left in the world. The Bolshevguzzial
was commissioned by non other that
most famous of Stalinists, Nikita
Khrushchev, for his entry in the 1964
Manx TT. Designed to compete in the
350 class, the Bolshevguzzial was pains-
takingly assembled by the dedicated
communist workers who cared not for
their own pay scale but only to bring
glory to Mother Russia by winning that
most prestigious of motorcycle road
races. The Bolshevguzzial was to be the
ultimate expression of post-war Soviet
motorcycle technology. Unfortunately
the Russians never possessed any motor-
cycle technology of their own so they
wisely copied the best pre-war designs
from the west. Notice the Moto-Guzzi
inspired shaft-drive, the Ariel derived
square-two engine layout, and the ultra
modern BMW styling cues.

This meticulously crafted motorcycle
was hewn from the finest Soviet iron and
steel available, in the hopes that Mr.
Khrushchev would vanquish his capital-
ist competitors from the west. Curiously,
aluminum was in short supply at the time
in Russia, due to the Soviets all consum-
ing race for space, so pistons from a
Jawa-CZ dirt bike were sourced from
Czechoslovakia, and hastily assembled
into the engine. The engine ended up dis-
placing 365 cc, an obviously an illegal
configuration, but one that Mr. Khrush-
chev figured he could explain away in
the unlikely chance that he were to actu-
ally win the race and a technical inspec-
tion were to reveal the actual engine
capacity.

Sadly Premier Khrushchev was ousted
from power by the then rising commu-
nist star Leonid Brezhnev and poor
Nikita was never able to realize his fond-

est boyhood dream of becoming the first
Russian to win the prestigious Isle of
Man Junior TT road race. 

In the hopes that one day they could
recoup their investment and manufacture
the bike for Soviet consumption, the
Kremlin summarily mothballed the two
finished Bolshevguzzials. Sometime
after the fall of the Berlin Wall this
example showed up at auction some-
where in Germany and was sold to an
American collector who, having obvi-
ously good taste in furniture design,
commissioned a one-off coffee table to
commemorate Mr. Khrushchev's Manx
TT dream.

From Joel Breault:
This motorcycle table is truly eye-catch-
ing design. 

Little known fact is this was an actual US
model prototype made in the early 50s
and 60s from a number of European
motorcycle design influences of the day. 

Being from New Jersey -as John also is-
(Mr. P started his Honda career in Cherry
Hill, N.J. don't you know) this is how it
all began: You see in the early days
BHGF (Before Honda Got Famous)
most cool bikes came from the East. Not
the Far East but from East: east of New
Jersey, which is England and Germany.
Other bikes came from the West but that
was like Pennsylvania or Wisconsin or
somewhere. Real bikes like Beezers and
Triumphs, Matchless and Zundaps came
from over there and most euro company
US bike HQ's were right near where I
lived. People from New Jersey just know
this stuff.  So this is a Euro-US post war
'Merican model.

Look close and you will see a lot of early
BMW influences like the front and rear
flared fenders, shaft drive and hula hoop
frame.  This was all the rage on the R-
something bikes from BAY-Em-VAY in
the post war years.  The Brit influence is
the Ariel Square four looking motor.
Powerful for its day and cool-looking,
too.  The massive headlight is also
English design and probably the thought
of world famous Mr. Lucas -also known
as the Prince of Darkness for his weak if
ever working electrical systems of the

day. Fuel tank is from a Rudge. At least
the knee pads are for gripping the fuel
tank at speed appear to be. Capacity is
Beemer-big.  Tank logo is all new but has
elements of future BMW and has some
hints to side ways poking out cylinders. 

After the prototype was built it was
bronzed -just like a pair of baby shoes-
and made into a coffee table. Why you
ask? It's just what people from New Jer-
sey do in the winter while they wait for
spring riding season to begin. 

1951 Honda Dream
E-Type 

Only July 15, 1951 Kiyoshi Kawashima
tested the Dream E-Type, for which had
designed the engine, by riding it over the
Hakone mountain pass. It was the first of
the many great advances in 4-stroke
technology that has led Honda to become
the predominant motorcycle company in
the world.

Find out more by visiting Limitless-
Dreams.

Ecetera!
Primer for the

Beginning Motorcycle
Do-It-Yourselfer!

Submitted by Richard North

HAMMER: Originally employed as a
weapon of war, the hammer nowadays is
used as a kind of divining rod to locate
expensive parts not far from the object
we are trying to hit.

MECHANIC'S KNIFE: Used to open
and slice through the contents of card-
board cartons delivered to your front
door; works particularly well on boxes
containing seats and motorcycle jackets.

Kawashim-san 

riding the E-Type 

again in 1991.
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ELECTRIC HAND DRILL: Normally
used for spinning steel Pop rivets in their
holes until you die of old age, but it also
works great for drilling mounting holes
in fenders just above the brake line that
goes to the rear wheel.

PLIERS: Used to round off bolt heads.

HACKSAW: One of a family of cutting
tools built on the Ouija board principle.
It transforms human energy into a
crooked, unpredictable motion, and the
more you attempt to influence
its course, the more dismal your
future becomes.

VISE-GRIPS: Used to round
off bolt heads. If nothing else is
available, they can also be used
to transfer intense welding heat
to the palm of your hand.

OXYACETYLENE TORCH:
Used almost entirely for light-
ing various flammable objects
in your garage on fire. Also
handy for igniting the grease
inside a wheel hub you're trying
to get the bearing race out of.

WHITWORTH SOCKETS:
Once used for working on older
British cars and motorcycles,
they are now used mainly for
impersonating that 9/16 or?
socket you've been searching
for the last 15 minutes.

DRILL PRESS: A tall upright machine
useful for suddenly snatching flat metal
bar stock out of your hands so that it
smacks you in the chest and flings your
beer across the room, splattering it
against that freshly painted part you were
drying.

WIRE WHEEL: Cleans rust off old
bolts and then throws them somewhere
under the workbench with the speed of
light. Also removes fingerprint whorls
and hard-earned guitar calluses in about
the time it takes you to say, "Ouc...."

HYDRAULIC FLOOR JACK: Used
for lowering a motorcycle to the ground
after you have installed your new front

disk brake setup, trapping the jack han-
dle firmly under the front fender.

EIGHT-FOOT LONG DOUGLAS
FIR 2X4: Used for levering a motorcy-
cle upward off a hydraulic jack.

TWEEZERS: A tool for removing
wood splinters.

PHONE: Tool for calling your neighbor
to see if he has another hydraulic floor
jack.

SNAP-ON GASKET SCRAPER: The-
oretically useful as a sandwich tool for
spreading mayonnaise; used mainly for
getting dog-doo off your boot.

E-Z OUT BOLT AND STUD
EXTRACTOR: A tool that snaps off in
bolt holes and is ten times harder than
any known drill bit.

TIMING LIGHT: A stroboscopic
instrument for illuminating grease build-
up.

TWO-TON HYDRAULIC ENGINE
HOIST: A handy tool for testing the ten-
sile strength of ground straps and brake
lines you may have forgotten to discon-
nect.

CRAFTSMAN 1/2 x 16-INCH
SCREWDRIVER: A large motor
mount prying tool that inexplicably has
an accurately machined screwdriver tip
on the end without the handle.

BATTERY ELECTROLYTE
TESTER: A handy tool for transferring
sulfuric acid from a car battery to the
inside of your toolbox after determining
that your battery is dead as a doornail,
just as you thought.

AVIATION METAL SNIPS:
See hacksaw.

TROUBLE LIGHT: The
mechanic's own tanning booth.
Sometimes called a drop light, it
is a good source of vitamin D, "the
sunshine vitamin," which is not
otherwise found under motorcy-
cles at night. Health benefits
aside, it's main purpose is to con-
sume 40-watt light bulbs at about
the same rate that 105-mm howit-
zer shells might be used during,
say, the first few hours of the Bat-
tle of the Bulge. More often dark
than light, its name is somewhat
misleading.

PHILLIPS SCREWDRIVER:
Normally used to stab the lids of
old-style paper-and-tin oil cans
and splash oil on your shirt; can
also be used, as the name implies,
to round off Phillips screw heads.

AIR COMPRESSOR: A machine that
takes energy produced in a coal-burning
power plant 200 miles away and trans-
forms it into compressed air that travels
by hose to a Chicago pneumatic impact
wrench that grips rusty bolts last tight-
ened 40 years ago by someone in Sin-
delfingen, and rounds them off.

PRY BAR: A tool used to crumple the
metal surrounding that clip or bracket
you needed to remove in order to replace
a 50 cent part.

HOSE CUTTER: A tool used to cut
hoses 1/2 inch too short.

 


