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MEETING
ANNOUNCEMENT!

Saturday, December 20, 2008, we will be
meeting at Karl's Cabin restaurant in Plymouth,
MI. Karl's is located on Gotfredson Road, just

north of M-14. From I-275 / I-96 take M14 West
towards Ann Arbor. Gotfredson Road is exit # 15.

The meeting begins at 8:30 AM
However late arrivers are always welcome!

NAME
CHANGE or

NOT?
What’s your opinion?
Do we need to change
the name of our
organization, or stay
the HSTA?
Your next
STAReview issue,

Vol. 27, No. 7 * 2008, contains a ballot for you to
use to express YOUR opinion.
Ballots must be returned to George Perry, HSTA
Treasurer by US Postal Service to arrive prior to
December 31.
It’s up to you, the membership, to decide.
Please take the time to consider this important
question and mail in your ballot expressing
your opinion.

There will be ballots available at our meeting
on the 20th for those who want to vote then.

GOIN' TO ALABAMA
WITH A "BANDAGE" ON MY KNEE

by Tom Sullivan, TN HSTA Member

One of my favorite sons, Jason Trobridge who
credits me for helping him see the motorcycle
racing vs. earning a living forest for the trees,
talked me into going to a Southern Enduro Riders
Association SERA "Gobbler Getter" National
event near Maplesville AL. I had not been to one
in at least ten years, plus, I just turned 60 so I
figured I would be the youngest in the Master's
Class and the win would be like taking candy
from a baby. After driving 5-1/2 hours to get there
and 5 hours back (we had a trailer tire blow-out
on the way down), I was beginning to remember
how brutal they can be. I should have known I
was fixing to attend the equivalent of a Nascar
race when I saw that everyone at the event was
either in a motor home or a fancy travel trailer.
We, however, Jason, Scott Branson, Jay Nichols,
and myself had a box trailer fully equipped with a
plywood floor and sleeping bags. It was hot when
we left Saturday, so Jason figured we would not
need his heater. However, when the sun fell
behind Perry Mountain on the west the
temperature dropped like a brick and I was
starting to regret my decline of Chris's, Frank's,
and Jeff's offer to bunk out on the floor of their
motel room.

After a tasty grilled chicken and pasta dinner
around a camp fire prepared by Jason and Scott,
we headed for bed. Fortunately, Jason had a nice
mummy style sleeping bag for me, and he donated
his army cot to the old man, but as the
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temperature dropped and
dropped it got impossible to
sleep from being so cold. No
matter which way I turned
and twisted there was always
one spot that Jack Frost
would find. After awhile Jack
Frost found his way into the
bag and everything was cold.
Then the beers we had
around the camp fire started
to complain about being so
cold and wanted me to take
them outside for a walk to the
designated area in front of
Jason's truck. However, the
last thing I wanted to do was
leave the last halfway warm
thing I had, the sleeping bag,
step over all of the shivering
bodies in the trailer and go
outside. After hours and
hours of trying to ignore it,
my bladder pain eventually
got more painful than the
stinging air temp and I had to
leave my one holdout to
freezing to death, find my
clothes, try to tie my shoe
strings with a full bladder,
and find my way out of there.

Much to my surprise when I opened the door the
sun was just coming up, so I stayed up in hopes of
finding a camp fire. After walking around on the
frozen grass, my feet started to hurt, then my
fingers started to sting even through my gloves.
Just about the time I started to give up I spotted
someone throwing gas onto a big pile of logs and
I made a bee-line there. Turned out to be the
owner of the property and he jokingly said, "Hey,
this is my fire!" It only took seconds for several
other tent or bike trailer victims to find the fire,
and before long the fire was completely
surrounded by shivering rednecks. Jay eventually
joined me and soon the BBQ stand started selling
coffee and hot sausage and biscuits and things
started looking up.

While Jay and I were thawing out around the fire
they sounded the horn for the rider's meeting. The
most important thing I heard was the first half was
posted by "orange" arrows and the last was posted
with "blue and black". It was only around 7:30
now, so we still had about two hours until we
started on our 88 and 89 minute rows.

Scott had battery problems when he left Memphis
on his 450X Honda. When he finally got it started
it sounded real lean. We turned and poked every
knob we could to richen it up, but were only
successful with running the idle up so it would not
die. Knowing the engine was not right, Scott had
no option but to ride it, being he had so much
invested just to get there. Chris, Frank, Jeff, and I
were on row 88. Scott, Jason, and Jay were on
row 89, one minute behind us. I probably should
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have picked row 90 instead of 88 because I knew
Scott would catch up to me, Jason, I was not sure
of, and Jay only when he is on his game.

We topped our tanks off because the actual
mileage to the first (official) gas stop was 42
miles. We elected not to put gas at the emergency
gas stop on account of all us had at least three-
gallon tanks, which should get us to around 60
miles.

When the card flipped on my row I got the hole-
shot and was hero for about one minute until I
heard Frank, Chris, and Scott competing with my
exhaust noise. Being the fine outstanding citizen I
am I gracefully pulled over. I believe in the old
saying, "If they are fast enough to catch you, they
are fast enough to take you out". As Chris
mentioned earlier, he went to a lot of trouble to
impress me with his pass. I'll give you a 10 on
style, and a 1 on execution, Chris. The course was
perfect. Not too tight and not to loose.

I tooled along at a pace that I felt I could do the
other 99 miles on, catching some and giving way
to others, like Jason, who finally caught and
passed me too. About two or three miles into it
my back wheel locked up. I tought I killed my
engine, but upon restarting it and putting it in
gear, the engine died again. I hopped off and
discovered a stick caught between the
countershaft sprocket and some stupid pick-up,
way too close, in front of it. After backing it up
for about three feet it finally came out and I was
on my way again. Everything was cool and I was
having fun again until I noticed Scott, off to my
right, nursing a steaming engine. I had hoped that
my suspicions would not come true about his bike
being lean and running hot, but it unfortunately
came to pass.

At this point, to tell you the truth, I could have
swapped places with Scott, given him my bike,
and been happy just to limp his tongue dragging
Honda back to the pits and call it a good ride. This
became my 2nd mistake. My first was not
recommending that Jason go ahead and bring his
heater. I rode, rode, and rode for what seemed like
forever! The course got handlebar banging tight.
First gear, slipping the clutch, turning the bars
quickly just to miss the next tree was the order of

the day. The announcer at the rider's meeting said
they would combine a gas stop with a lunch stop
at mile 42. However, mile 42 came and went and I
was beginning to think I had missed the gas/lunch
stop all together and was running the 2nd half too!

The only thing that kept me from knowing that
horrific thought was I was still seeing orange
arrows. Mile 52, then 62 came without a glimpse
of civilization. My only bright spot was hoping I
would run out of gas and then I could quit,
guiltless.

Around mile 64 I started seeing what looked like
the staging area. Sure enough, I was back at the
truck with Jason and Scott, who I figured would
be there, and, wait a minute; what is Jay doing
back so soon? Did he pass me too? I asked them
what day this was, being I had ridden for days it
seemed. Sure enough, Scott's bike was too lean to
keep going. When I asked Jay what his story was.
He just looked at me and said, "houred out".

My 3rd mistake was not answering "no" when
they asked me if I was going to do the 2nd half.
For some stupid reason I figured all of the other
60 year olds in the Masters Class would have
houred out or just quit by now. Jason said, "If
you'll do the 2nd half I will too! We wolfed down
a half of a peanut butter and jelly sandwich and
were on our way. Since Jason caught me on the
first half, I figured I would blitz it as long as I
could until he caught me again. I put in a good 30
minutes at speed until reality set in and I realized I
was only 30 minutes into the estimated 3 hours
that it would take to finish the 2nd half. I backed
it down to a cruise mode until mile 70, a crawl
mode at 80, and a survival mode at mile 90.
Thank God I started seeing false images of finish
flags because they at least gave me a little hope of
the end of this marathon insanity, even if they
were not real. After getting leg, then finger
cramps for what seemed like hours, I finally,
finally, FINALLY came to the real end. They
wrote down my last score and pointed me towards
the clubhouse where more club members removed
my score-card from the bike and pointed me
home.

Scott and Jay were sacking it out on the cots next
to a three-legged dog when I got there. According
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to Scott, the dog just showed up with a, "Hay
man! You mind if I join you guys in a nap, look
on his face". As I was trying to gather up any last
ounce of energy to change clothes, Jason showed
up about 10 minutes later with a shell-shocked,
gray skin, sunken eyeballs look on his face and
stated, "It only took me about 2 miles into the 2nd
half to realize I had made a BIG mistake!"

While Scott and Jay packed everything up Jason
and I noticed that they were hanging up the score-
cards, so we walked up to see how we had done in
anticipation of bringing back some gold in return
for blood. But, much to my surprise I could not
find my card near the front of the Master's Class.
Only when I discovered that it was way down in
12th place did I suddenly come to my senses and
realize what magnitude of talent this SERA
Enduro Series contained. Even guys older than me
beat me by 100 points! Forget my naive illusion
that most 60 year olds are on the couch. There are
some tough a$$ dudes in this series! They don't
call it the Master's Class for nothing!

Needless to say, Jason, who had a similar
education, and I left the clubhouse with our heads
hanging down and our tails tucked between our

legs. Frank gave me a silver lining to the
end of a cloudy day though. He stopped
me and said, "Man, when I get your age
I hope I'm one-eight the rider you are". I
told him that since he was already twice
the rider I am, I was sure he would be.
Thanks Frank, you are a class act!

Well, this experience has shown me
once again that they don't give
motorcycle trophies away cheaply and I
should be proud of every motorcycle
trophy I have. When you win one you
deserve it! All of those other guys would
not be there if they didn't think they
were good too.

If I could back up the clock, I'd back it
up to the point where I saw Scott fanning
his steaming motor. Then, I would swap
bikes and helmet numbers with him and
tell him to KICK the other guys’ asses in
the Master's Class.

GPS and TRACKING
DEVICES

AN INEXPENSIVE ALTERNATIVE
By Bill Webb

Two of the most common reasons a person may
want a tracking device that transmits its location
would be to facilitate stolen vehicle recovery or to
facilitate family members sharing the whereabouts
of one of the clan that is traveling. Jan and Don
come to mind…

Theft recovery tracking devices are typically
pricy. For example, LoJack costs a one-time fee
of about $695.00, it only works in more or less
26-states, it never provides any tracking
information to the owner, it is not readily
transferrable between vehicles and it is only
activated if a vehicle is stolen. There are other
pricy systems—some of which include added
cellular type features--such as OnStar, which costs
about $200.00 per year and is easily disabled by
someone stealing your vehicle. BMW, Lexus and
Mercedes also have systems that cost about the
same. An insurance company review of such
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devices can be seen at
http://www.edmunds.com/ownership/audio/article
s/128786/article.html

Then there are dedicated GPS tracking devices
that cost in the $200.00-$500.00 range with
various different ongoing fees. See for example
http://www.brickhousesecurity.com/gps-car-
tracking-vehicle-logging.html
Some cellular phone companies, such as Verizon,
will provide real-time tracking services for a
monthly fee of about $10.00; the service only
works with certain cell phone models and the cell
phone being tracked receives a text message each
time a position request is recovered from the
telephone. So each time a position report is
captured, a text message fee is involved.

So, how about a GPS tracking system that only
costs $40.00 per year, with an equipment purchase
cost of about $25.00, which in-turn provides real-
time position information, updated every five
seconds, available through an Internet portal. If
you have a cell phone that can access the Internet,
you can also obtain the position of the GPS
tracking device location information. Interesting?
Here are the details…

1. Obtain a compatible cell phone. See
http://www.instamapper.com/phones.ht
ml Having a Scottish ancestry, I opted
for the least expensive option, the
Motorola i425. I purchased a previously
owned i425 on Ebay for $10.00 ( a new
i425 is about $40.00), also bought on Ebay
a new battery for the i425 for $6.00 and a
Boost mobile sim card starter kit for $6.00
(which included a $5.00 airtime credit).
Total equipment investment: $22.00.
These phones have also been observed
for sale on http://detroit.craigslist.org .

2. With the equipment in hand as outlined
above, follow the simple “STEPS” to
activate the cell phone, install the free
GPS tracking program, etc., that are
published at
http://www.instamapper.com/diy.html
When activating the phone, do not

select the “web access” option which
costs .35 cents per day—it is not
necessary.

3. Set the i425 so the tracking software is
always running and starts on cell phone
boot-up. See
http://forums.instamapper.com/viewtopi
c.php?id=576

In my case, I hard-wired a fused cigarette lighter
plug into a glove box of a car in which I wanted
to use the device—same for the motorcycles. In
this manner, the unit can operate 24/7 without any
intervention on my part and the extremely low
voltage draw keeps the unit fully charged.
Likewise, with this setup, the unit can be easily
moved from one vehicle to another.

Aside from the initial equipment cost of less than
$25.00 as outlined above, the ongoing cost is
$10.00 every three months to recharge the Boost
Mobile SIM card. As an aside, you have a
second cell phone which you could use in a pinch,
the per minute cost is 10 cents, however, there are
presently no per-minute costs associated with the
phone pinging its GPS position to you.

If you are not “technical” and would like me to set
this up for you, we would have to negotiate some
Karl’s Cabin breakfast purchases…

A special thanks to Tom Sullivan and Bill
Webb for the articles featured this month!

REMEMBER........
It doesn't pay a reward, but your articles will
be appreciated by all your fellow members
and your local editor AND you will earn points
toward the SMOTY Award!
If nothing else - you'll get to see your name in
print, somewhere other than on the Post
Office bulletin board!
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MICHIGAN SQUADRON
RIDING EVENTS

2009

One of the traditions of the
Michigan Squadron of the HSTA is to organize a
few events each year specifically for our State
Squadron. These events are not sanctioned or
official events of the HSTA, but are limited to
those who are current members of the HSTA.
The full 2009 schedule is still in development,
however there a couple of events that have been
scheduled. Others will be posted here as the year
unfolds.

MoArk Adventure 2
April 15–19, 2009
Missouri / Arkansas

Mark your calendars –
This event is a “curve-chaser’s” delight. Three
days of riding (1100 tire shredding miles) in the

Ozarks, to start your riding season out.
Further details and hotel information will be

available soon.
Event Organizer : Gregg Mitchell

MI_HSTA@ voyager.net

May 17 – 23, 2009
Ironhorse MC
Lodge
Stecoah, NC

A Michigan
Squadron

Hallmark - May in the Smokies! For the first time
- Ride Headquarters will be at the Ironhorse
Motorcycle Lodge in Stecoah, NC. We'll be riding
on the best roads found in Western NC, North GA
and Eastern TN for five glorious days.

Currently there are 38 people with reservations at
the resort (subject to two of them getting their
membership applications in for the HSTA – Jim
Juranich and Joe Naparano).

The Ironhorse MC Lodge has guaranteed us all of
the space available up until the end of January.
There are plenty of spots left at this time and we
will soon open this space up to HSTA members
from other squadrons.
If you want to attend this event, DO NOT
DELAY making your reservations any longer.
RESERVE NOW to insure you have a spot.

To learn more about this event and how to make
your reservation, point your browser at the
following link
http://ironhorse.mi-hsta.com

H
E
A
D
S

U
P !

December 20, 2008 – Saturday
Michigan HSTA Monthly Meeting
Karl’s Cabin Restaurant
Gotfredson Rd., Plymouth, MI
8:30 AM

January 2 - 4, 2009
International Motorcycle Show – Novi, MI

Saturday January 3, 2009, 5PM
SMOTY Awards Dinner
Karl’s Cabin – Plymouth MI

June 21 – 24, 2009
STAR 2009
Staunton, VA
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Reservation forms for this, our National Meeting
Event are available in your STAReview VOL. 27,
No. 7*2008, and online at the STAR web site
http://star.ridehsta.com/
The Event Headquarters, Stonewall Jackson Hotel
has only 128 rooms, so if we have a “normal”
turnout for this event, I expect that many people
will find themselves at one of the nearby overflow
locations.
The sooner you register, the better your chances
will be for getting a room at the headquarters
location. So RESERVE NOW!

MEMBERSHIP INFO

Welcome to the HSTA
Please join me in welcoming the following

new member(s) to the Michigan HSTA Squadron:

Rich Kisler – Ann Arbor
Diann Shott - Pinckney

For the individual(s) listed below - this will be your last
Michigan Newsletter if you don't renew within the next
30 days AND advise me with a call or email. If you
feel this information is in error - call me. If you wish to
renew and need a form, let me know and I'll send you
one or print out the copy at the HSTA Website --------

www.ridehsta.com

We're going to miss you if you don't renew

Pat Miller – Ann Arbor
Bill Preininger – Farmington Hills

Our policy regarding "Prospects" is to provide them
with a "local" newsletter for 3 months following their
introduction to the club. Under those guidelines this

will be the last newsletter for the following individual(s):

Jim West – Pleasant Lake

If you have decided to join the HSTA, please let
me know so I can continue sending your monthly

newsletter to you.

Current Squadron Membership – 113

The HSTA Michigan Squadron and Newsletter
belong to you - the Membership. Both of them
can only be as good and as interesting as you
make it --- so take the time once and awhile and
contribute. If you've got something to say about a
ride, your bike, perhaps a trip you’re planning -
whatever -- send it in for the newsletter –
To:
Gregg Mitchell - MI_HSTA@voyager.net

SMOTY Awards Dinner

Our second Annual “Squadron Member of the
Year” awards dinner will be held following the
International Motorcycle Show, on Saturday,
January 3, 2009.

All Michigan Squadron Members and their guests
are invited to attend. We’ll be gathering at Karl’s
Cabin in Plymouth at 6:00 that evening.

We’ll be recognizing those members who have
managed to attend all of our monthly meetings,
those who have attended the most events and of
course our Squadron Member of the Year.

Reservations are required and must be
submitted prior to December 20, 2008.

Reservation forms will be available at our
Saturday meetings beginning in October and a
copy will also be posted in the “files” section of
the Yahoo Group site. In addition, I will email a
PDF copy of the reservation form to anyone who
requests one by email to my address –
MI_HSTA@voyager.net

I’ll be looking forward to seeing all of you there!


