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MEETING
ANNOUNCEMENT!

Saturday, November 22, 2008, we will be
meeting at Karl's Cabin restaurant in Plymouth,
MI. Karl'sislocated on Gotfredson Road, just
north of M-14. From 1-275/ 1-96 take M14 West

towards Ann Arbor. Gotfredson Road is exit # 15.

The meeting beginsat 8:30 AM
However late arrivers are always wel come!

No, it'snot d§avu
you’ re experiencing.
We did go through all
thisjust afew months
ago. Unfortunately

= there were not enough
= ballots cast to qualify
asavalid vote (we
needed 25% of the membership to vote and fell a
few votes short of that.

S0 .... Onceagain --

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
Y OUR opinion. Do we keep the current name of
our organization, albeit with little or no reference
to the “Honda’ moniker — in other words, simply

the HSTA, or do we come up with a new name all
together? If you have not received this issue of the
STAReview yet— you will very soon. They were
mailed out on November 5.

It’sup to you, the member ship, to decide.
Please take the timeto consider thisimportant
guestion and mail in your ballot expressing
your opinion.

There will be ballots available at our meeting on
the 22" for those who want to vote then. If you
do, you'll need to have your membership number
with you.

Very Slippery -
When Dry!

By lan Orr

My friends had been telling me for years this was
going to happen. | didn’t listen. | didn't haveto—
| was always careful! | knew all about risk
management, staying within my comfort envelope
and never pushing limits. And | got it al wrong
on a small, two lane road in southeast Kentucky.
Pain spiked through my entire body, whether |
moved or not. With every breath | could tell
several ribs were bruised, if not cracked. Worse
yet, | wasn't getting any sympathy from my
friends. “You should know better”. “Told you!”
“Serves you right”. It was a game we played
almog every day —look where you want to go, go
as fast as you can and then pull up short just
before reaching the car, barking your head off to
show it who was boss! | figured the guy on the
little red two-wheeler would change direction
when | ran at him. | figured wrong.



An early morning ride down a narrow, twisty back
road had four of us following a pickup truck at a
safe distance. We were taking it easy, letting
ourselves and the day warm up gradualy. A
medium-sized black Lab suddenly bolted down
the left side of the road and darted out to bark at
and chase the pickup truck. Either satisfied it had
chased it away or sensing a new target the dog
turned, only to find Gregg Mitchell’s motorcycle
mere inches away. It apparently miscalculated
Gregg's speed and ran head-long into his front
whedl, leaving tufts of hair snagged in the front
brake rotor, amost knocking the bike to the
ground. The hapless dog tumbled under the front
of the bike and proceeded to get rolled like a cigar
between the underside of the fairing and the
ground. | was glad, for both the dog and Gregg,
when it was g ected sideways from underneath the
fairing kicking, yelping and scrambling. | think
Gregg, his motorcycle and the dog would be a lot
worse for wear if it had gone under his back
wheel. The last two riders in our group saw the
dog rocket up a steep embankment, likely leaving
the chase for another day.

Michigan’s October Hazard ride has been the end-
of-the-year organized riding event for the past
four years. This year the weather was perfect,
with adl-day sun and seasonally average
temperatures starting in the low-40s and reaching
mid-70. The menu was typica Michigan HSTA -
fare. Day one we ride, eat, eep. Day two we
ride, eat, sleep. The ingredients were the same on
both days — plenty of deserted, twisty, back roads
mixed with mounds of tasty food, folded into a
pillow-topped bed by late evening. The
participants this year included Rich Casper, Keith
Danielson, Lee and Dawn Herndon, Chuck
Martell, Kelly McCrysta, Chuck and Tery
McKinney, Gregg Mitchell, Mike Osmer and
yours truly.

Riding the roads around Hazard, Kentucky
requires an extra dose of attention. Closing radius
turns are rare, although sightlines in corners are
sometimes limited due to heavy forestation.
Rollercoaster roads, with those blind hilltop
moments, are even rarer. What gets your

attention?  Suddenly finding both wheels are
diding as you brake for a turn, or worse, as you
crest a hill, on the brakes, sliding and see nothing
but the HUGE, steel, tailgate on a back of a semi-
trailer. The culprit is coal-dust. It filters out from
under the tailgate at the back of the big coal-
hauling trucks. Asthe trucks barrel aong the rush
of air across the top of the open trailer creates a
Bernoulli affect and lifts the dust up, where it
collides with the fast moving ar and ends up
being deposited behind the truck. Same result.
The fine particles settle on the road surface and,
more often than not, leave no evidence of their
presence until you try to speed up or slow down
on top of them. With the dry weather this year we
were fortunate it was only very dippery. Every
one of us paid extra attention, especially when we
saw the Trucks Entering Ahead signs, so despite
some unique dlide-induced corner lines we al
arrived back at the hotel safe and sound.

Asisthe case on Michigan Mostly rideswe
occasionally find areally good road. Onceina
long while we find a great road. Thisyear we
found one of the best roads. Ever! There were no
coal trucks. Therewere very few houses, save for
an occasiona farmhouse. A few milesin and all
the painted lines disappeared, along with the
corner speed advisory signs. It came down to just
you, your bike and your ability to simultaneously
gauge the road AND match your skill to your
speed. At timesit seemed like riding the
corkscrew at Laguna Seca, in both directions,
endlessly, corner after corner after corner. Of
course roads like this don’t get identified in print
—lest it turnsinto the zoo-like Deals Gap. Those
of uswith it identified on a GPS route are sworn
to secrecy. There’ s only one way to find out
whereit lies. Seeyou next year. Sametime.
Same place.

Michigan Fall Tour

By Bruce VanVoorhis

Four of usdid aMichigan “color tour” over three
days Oct 20-22 that wereally enjoyed, so |
thought I’d summarize the highlights for your
entertainment and future trip planning. Perhaps



this might encourage a resurrection of the “ Tip of
the Mitt” ride.

There are never any guarantees on weather this
time of year, and in hindsight it would have been
nicer aweek or so earlier when temperatures were
inthe 70’ s and color was at peak, but we picked a
time that worked for us and took the plunge in
spite of iffy forecasts. Our goa was to catch at
least good color, find some interesting roads, and
enjoy spending afew days together.

Besides me, our group comprised Jim Robinson, a
long time HSTA member, Bob Harris, who
recently joined, and Rich Kisler, a prospect who is
now sucked in. We had an al-European fleet,
with my Ducati ST3, Jim's Moto Guzzi EV1100
Jackal, Bob's Triumph Speed Triple and Rich’s
BMW R1150RT. Each machine hasits own
unique character and position on the sport/touring
continuum, all quite capable. Rich was anew
face to the other guys, although he and | have had
many trips together. Jim, Bob and | have taken
short trips together, Bob and | teamed up for

MOB in September, and all three of usalso are
members of Metro Triumph Riders with our
vintage Brit bikes. Not surprisingly we werevery

compatible and our conversation at stopswas a
highlight of the trip.

The general ideawas to do a clockwise circle of
the Lower Peninsula, hitting Lake Michigan north
of Muskegon, following the coast amost to
Mackinac, heading back south through the state
and national forests of the east side to West
Branch, then home from there the fastest way.
Except for that final blitz on 175/23 we wanted no
major highways. At the core were two of my
favorite Michigan roads, M 22 on the Leelanau
Peninsula and M 119 from Harbor Springs to
Cross Village. Beyond that it wasfill in with
small roads that looked like they might be fun. |
planned a base route, subject to on-the-fly
adjustments and group input, using alow tech,
analog AAA map, supplemented by checking
higher-tech Google for details that were a bit
fuzzy. AAA maps get down to pretty small roads,
about as small as we wanted to plan for, but they
aren’'t aways named and the transitions can be
vague. For most of the trip this worked great.

Day 1—To Manistee
Thiswasthe day to get “Up North” with aslittle

boredom as possible. Three of us met at Bob'sin
Plymouth, headed
west on North
Territorial and
picked up Rich
along the way. It
was mid-40's,
partly cloudy, not
too bad. We
followed thisto
M52, then after a
~ littlejoggle
continued west on
E.and W.
Territorial al the
way to US127 (I
hadn’t realized
there were so
many

" Teritorials).
From there NW

. through Rives



