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MEETING
ANNOUNCEMENT!

Saturday, September 27, 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!

RIDE REPORT
NOLICHUCKY VALLEY RALLY

Erwin TN, July31 - Aug. 3, 2008
By Mike Suchara – IL HSTA Member

You would have loved it. The weather was
perfect during the entire event and I can’t
imagine roads being any better. I’m still
doing that whole “Man, I gotta move there!”
routine again like I did after the T-Ride. It
rained pretty hard the night we pulled into
town so that washed a little gravel out,
though not really enough to matter
much...gravel keeps you sharp, right?
The one really refreshing thing was the lack
of cars. On Friday especially… The roads
were ours! When a car did get in front of us,
most were courteous enough to pull over or
wave us by. Come to think of it, I never saw
a cop the whole weekend except for around
town. There were GPS routes available to us
from Jim Randall before the event via email
and old school paper maps given to us at the

event. Routes named “Double Island”, “Hwy 80
Loop”, “Shady Valley” and The “Sneedville
Route” gave us plenty of variety and a guarantee
to never run out of good roads to explore. Several
routes entered into North Carolina, crossed the
Appalachian Trail and had the Blue Ridge
Parkway as part of the route… which turned out
to be the section with the most traffic especially
on the weekend. There was lots of technical
twisty stuff to be had on these roads, but there
were also a few good sections of high speed
sweepers. Not quite Push Mountain caliber, but
close.
There was plenty of tire kicking and amusing
anecdotes after the rides too. I met a guy, Doug
Pippin who is the one responsible for putting all
these routes together. He’s got two SVs and races
one of them, so we had lots to talk about. There
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were Dual Sport routes as well (for the
Motocrossers like Don Pennington) which
someone said to be really scenic, if not very
technical.
I brought a new recruit and long time buddy Marc
Hogan with to show him what real roads look like
and to get him involved with the HSTA. I’m sure
you’ll meet him on a future ride. To make the
Chicago traffic bearable and to insure we still had
some riding legs left for the mountains, we both
caged the 12hr drive down with a two place
Kendon in tow. (We ended up stopping for a new
tire at WalMart on the way home, but that’s
another story.) I brought my Big Ape (Futura) and
Marc a Kawasaki 650R. It’s his first bike bought
last year with 10k to show on the clock already.
Both bikes behaved perfectly for the entire ride.
Even the Italian electrics.
Actually, the Ape almost called in sick for this
one. The night before the ride I had my forks apart
on my workbench trying to get the Ohlins valve
kit that was installed incorrectly sorted out. Now
you’re thinking “Why would you do major
surgery on your bike right before a ride?” Right?
It’s a bad habit I guess. At least now I have a good
excuse (as opposed to chalking it up to lack of
skill) for lagging a little on the past rides. Turns
out all the compression and rebound stack shims
were mixed up, put in the wrong order and to
make matters worse, the heavy fluid that oozed
out of the tubes looked more like green slime than
any resemblance to 5w fork oil. The night before
the ride as I slid the second fork leg into the
triples I remember thinking, “Well, if I screw this
up I can always peel the numbers off the SV and
ride that.” Thankfully I didn’t have to. I was
happy to find that the front end, even before
turning an adjusting screw, felt waaaay better than
before. Lesson learned…Don’t buy used
suspension parts!
I think the Michigan Squadron would probably do
well to go Nolichucking next year. Not quite as
thrilling as the T-Ride, but close.

Since I won’t be making the Mail Pouch this year,
I might as well send my best wishes to you all
now, for a safe, fun ride. I’m working on making
Barber in October so I might see some of you
there.

Read Report
Investment Biker

By Ray Melosh

I found the book “Investment Biker” by Jim
Rogers to be both entertaining and educational. It
is a well written and easy to read book of Jim’s
and Tabitha, his girl friend, trip of about two and
a half years riding around the world.

Jim Rogers grew up in rural Alabama. After
studying history and politics and graduating from
Harvard. He entered the stock market. Jim became
a real capitalist and did well in the stock market.

Tabitha had just learned to ride a motorcycle. She
was also the one who learned how to keep the
bikes running.

The book is more about the economics of the
countries he travels through than the scenery
along the motorcycle trip itself. The scenery and
architecture are described but not as much as the
economics of the area.

There is much written on how the governments
have held back or helped the economies and the
possible financial opportunities of each of the
countries as they pass through them. The
economic and political material is written so that
anyone can understand it.

The book was written in 1994. In some cases Jim
Rogers made predictions or pointed out
opportunities for the rise or fall of the economics
of the area they were in. Some of these
predictions have already happened or are coming
into being today.

Even though “Investment Rider” was as much
educational material as it was about the
motorcycle trip itself I enjoyed reading it. I
ordered Jim Roger’s book “Adventure Capitalist”
written in 2004. Copies can be found on
ebay.com, amazon.com and other places on the
internet.
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Sometimes You Win
Sometimes You Lose

By Russ Weik, TX HSTA Member

The Boys-in-Blue, surely, have their own stories
about winning and losing. Generally, I would like
to keep that relationship on an as-needed basis.
My need, that is. It may have seemed like the
thing to do at the moment or one of those foolish,
“Hold my beer and watch this,” moments. But, a
few years and many marguerites later I can spin
these episodes better than a political candidate.
Here are a few:

One Saturday afternoon I was taking my
neighborhood friend Mike for a ride on my
brother’s Honda 50. I had the right of way on the
top of a “T” intersection when a car decides to run
his stop sign. I turn hard right to miss him
launching the Honda over a bar ditch and
tumbling about twenty yards into a field. Mike
lands on top of me. The good part was that
behind us watching the whole event was the
Constable. He chased the driver and brought him
back to the accident. The driver’s insurance
company balked at settling the damages, for lack
of contact, until the Constable, again, came
forward and explained how bad and expensive is
would have been had I not chosen the ditch.

One of my co-workers at a production welding
company needed a ride to work because his car
was broken. We could not find a helmet for him,
so he decided to wear his hard hat secured with a
make-shift cord. Half way to work I hear very
loudly, “Tomorrow, get a real helmet.” On my
rear fender was a patrol car.

My close friend and Kawasaki dealer in Twin
Falls, Idaho offered me his first ZX-11 at cost. I
smoked him a check as fast as I could, dumbed-up
a business trip, and jumped on a plane to TF.
From the looks of the rear tire they had
thoroughly broken it in on the test ride. I shipped
my business clothes home and bungeed on a
week’s worth of sox and underwear. I was
headed to La$ Vega$, on a brand new bike. Life

was grand. An hour later I was beside the road
with a Nevada DPS. “I got you at a hundred,” he
said. “I’m sooo sorry, it was too tempting,” I
said. He replied, “If you can get out of the state
without getting stopped again, this is warning
ticket. If you get stopped by another officer, it
will be double.” I became invisible the next 500
miles.

I was on a spirited Saturday ride through some
roller coaster hills in southern Ohio, when I
crested a hill to fine a “black and white” at the
bottom. I weighed anchor and pulled in behind
him. He invited me to sit in the car while he
checked the license and insurance. He asked how
fast the ZX-11 would go? Trying to be light, I
asked him how fast his patrol car would go. He
said 125, and I said I had him by 50. He asked
why I didn’t run from him. I pointed at the radio.

Doc, Kevin, and I were bored riding across
southern Wyoming. We decide to compare our
speedometers for accuracy at 100. Three-wide on
a two-lane road we were hand signaling the
differences in the bikes. We missed the Mickey
Mouse ears coming at us on the horizon until they
turned red and blue. He let us “off” for 85 MPH.
Jim, who had been following us on his Gold Wing
pulled in behind the patrol car, during the lecture.
He couldn’t stand up for laughing so hard. At the
next town I copied all the attorney’s names from
the phone book. All three of them. They
recommended talking to the judge to get the speed
reduced by one mph. That would be only one
point on our license and a hundred dollars less
fine. I called the judge three weeks later to plead
my case. It was going pretty good, until she saw
the officer in the court house. I knew I was burnt
toast when I heard his voice in the back ground, “I
already let them off 15.”

I had seen the police car pull onto the two-lane
about a hundred yards in front of me. I settled
into the 35 MPH limit to wait for his next turn.
About a mile out of town, I crested a steep hill to
find him making a U-turn. I locked both brakes,
let off and recovered from the slide, went off the
road into the grass to avoid a collision, passing
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him and the two cars behind him. He pulled
up behind me. We discussed the events in
his parlor. He said, “I know you avoided a
collision by going into the grass, but I have
to give you a ticket because my boss was
one of the cars you passed.” Together we
looked over his ticket options to find a no-
point citation.

It was a nice summer afternoon in Denver. I
was taking my son for a ride around Cherry
Creek Reservoir when we came up behind
the park ranger pulling a john-boat. He had
the outside wheels on the shoulder and
going very slow. I passed. Immediately his
whirly light comes on. He is obviously
angry about something. He makes us sit on
the gravel while he radios for a policeman.
He tells the patrol to give me a ticket for
passing in a no-passing zone then leaves.
The policeman is a little bewildered but
writes the ticket as directed. The next day I
find the truck, boat, and trailer at the Ranger
office. I take photographs. I plead not-
guilty and get a hearing with a judge. The
day of the hearing the court clerk offers a
half-price settlement. I was stubborn and
declined. “This ain’t right,” I told her. I take my
seat in court. The policeman happens to sit beside
me. We converse a little and he looks at the
ticket. “I remember this. Just sit tight.” he said.
He goes to the judge and has a conversation. The
gavel comes down, “Not guilty.” I’m about throw
in my two cents when both of them give me a
subtle head shake. Through tight lips I muster,
“Thank you, your honor.”

Sunday mornings use to be “play time” on the
Dallas toll roads. Porsches, BMWs, Mercedes,
and bikes would slow down for an automated toll
booth then accelerate hard for a quarter mile or so.
If another enthusiast happened to be beside you, it
kinda sorta became a race. I was riding along on
my CBX enjoying the symphonic exhaust note
when a black and white Crown Vic filled my right
rear view mirror. I gave him a helmet nod as I
checked the chords of decel.

Shortly after the 55 MPH laws were repealed,
Montana limits returned to “Reasonable and
Prudent.” I immediately planned a group ride to
Big Sky country. It was about day ten. I was
leading three bikes east on I-90 to the next set of
mountain roads. Chin on the tank bag, throttle
locked on a hundred, I sensed the presence of
something on my left. I rotated my helmet on the
bag just enough to see a blue Caprice fender with
gold lettering, “State Trooper.” He motions us to
the side of the road. I get my helmet off quickly
so he can see the grey hair. He does a very good
John Wayne, “It ain’t unlimited out here.” After
about ten minutes of inspecting our tires and
riding gear, John, who could charm an angry bull,
ventures, “How fast who you like us to go?”
Everything stood still like before lightning strikes.
“Just keep it under 90” he said as he walked away.

Kevin and I were south bound on Colorado 550
trying to make Durango by dark. We had just
passed a string of cars and were carrying a wee bit
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too much speed for a North bound Chevy Blazer
patrol. I figured, with the cars between us, he
wouldn’t bother on the tight curves. On one of
the switch-backs I saw him pass half the cars we
had passed. I said to myself, “This guy is
persistent.” I waved Kevin on and played the
sacrificial lamb. The ranger waved me to follow
as he sped by going for Kevin. Moments later we
are all beside the road, two of us getting a lecture.
Towards the end of this tongue lashing he said, “I
ought to give you a ticket just for that license
plate.” (XSELR8) But he did not. Not even a
warning. Kevin and I stood staring at each other
trying to unscramble the whole episode. The best
we could figure, the lady in the Blazer was neither
his wife nor fellow officer and he was just
showing off.

These are not all the stories. And, some how, I
suspect there will be some new ones in the future.
At present, I’m twelve months since my last Safe-
Driving class, so I have a cushion.

A special thanks to Mike Suchara, Ray
Melosh and Russ Weik 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!

MICHIGAN SQUADRON
RIDING EVENTS

2008

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.

HAZARDOUS TOUR
Hazard, KY, Oct. 2 - 5, 2008

Event Organizer – Gregg Mitchell

Your LAST CHANCE to ride on a Michigan
Mostly Event for 2008

Join us in Hazard, KY for two or three days of
exploring great roads in Kentucky. For those who
want to arrive on Thursday evening, October 2,
we'll have a choice of four routes to ride on Friday
the 3rd. If you'd like to arrive on Friday -- we'll be
doing more riding on Saturday the 4th.
I expect everyone will be homeward bound on
Sunday. At the present time there 14 signed up for
this trip.

We'll be staying at the following Motel -
Hampton Inn and Suites
70 Morton Blvd
Phone 606-439-0902 for reservations.
Should they fill up, there are other motels nearby
– such as Daniel Boone Motor Inn, Boone Ridge
Rd. 606-439-5896

There will be a Mandatory "Rider's Meeting"
held at the hotel at 9:00 PM, where we'll set up
the riding groups, review the routes and prepare
for the next days ride.

If you want to participate - here's what you do -

1. Make your hotel reservations at the Hotel-
without delay
There is NOT a block of rooms being "Held".

VERY IMPORTANT!
2. Let me know that you're planning on being
there – Maps and directions will be distributed
by email ONLY to those whose name I have on
record as attending

You can contact me at the following:
E-Mail - MI_HSTA@Voyager.net
Phone 248-375-5469 (Home)
248-377-8170 (Work)
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Sept. 27 2008
Michigan HSTA Monthly Meeting
Karl’s Cabin Restaurant
Gotfredson Rd., Plymouth, MI

Sept. 27 2008
OPEN HOUSE – 10:00 AM – 4:00 PM
BMW of SE Mich.
See ad in this issue

Sunday Oct. 5, 2008
Plymouth MI – Chili Cook-Off
Charity Ride
The second largest motorcycle event in the state.

Dec. 13, 2008
OPEN HOUSE
Triumph Detroit Christmas Party

LONG RANGE PLANNING

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

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

April 15 – 19, 2009
MoArk Adventure 2

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.

May 17 – 23, 2009
MMM 11
Ironhorse Motorcycle Lodge – Stecoah, NC
Read all about it and make your reservations early
http://ironhorse.mi-hsta.com

June 21 – 24, 2009
STAR 2009
Staunton, VA
Details and pre-registration information to be
announced soon in your STAReview

MEMBERSHIP INFO

Welcome to the HSTA
Please join me in welcoming the following

new member(s) to the Michigan HSTA Squadron:

Brett Neville - Rochester
Bruce 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

Shane Angove – Sterling Hts.

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):

Steve Giles
Bob Harris - Plymouth

Tracy Lewis - Novi
Dianne Shott - Pinckney
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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 – 107

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
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