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Stark Indian Museum Tour and
Temecula Wine Tasting — October 4, 2008

A coupleof yearsago,t he
Club madet hejourney tothe
Stark Indian Museum upinPer-
ris. Bob Jensen, volunteeredto
coordinate another visit. Bob
made several att emptstoget in
contact with Bob Stark, withno
success. Thank sto the help of
Glen Gerdes, Bob J. was able
coordinateour visit. We leftthe
Wagon Wheel restaurant with
about adozen bikes, and headed
northto Perris. Barband | were
pulling up therear inthe SAG
truck. Perrisissort of agritty
working-classtown, andt he
Stark “compound” isnest led

somewhereint hemiddle. Besides
their largeho use, the Starkshave a
building cont ainingtheir Indian motor-
cycle collection, another buildinghous
ingt heir restorationoperation and parts
warehouse. In themiddleisafair sized
paved landing strip that they useto fly
their variousRC-airplanes. Bob Stark,
whose family has beeninvolved with
Indiansfor aimost ninety years, wasa
gacioushost, and we spent almost a
hour di scussing t he various bikesint he
collection, aswell asthe history of In-
dian. T he museum had amezzanine
containing alarge amount of Indianlit-
erature and memorabilia.
After checkingoutt he bikeson display,
we ventured over tothe shop wherea
couple of bikes were under going rest o-
ration. Oneof themwasareally cool
three-wheeler that was receiving itsfi n-
ishing touches. Nice. ..

continued on page3...

Our gracious host, Bob Stark. . .




SDAMC Officers

President:

Virgil Fore man 858-279-7117

vmforeman @aol.com

Vice President:

Gene Smith 619-445-8616

porkwan @cox.net

Secretary:

Randy Gannon

Treasurer:
Daryl Nelson 619-443-1586
wooferg@yahoo.com
Member ship:
Rick Callou

SDAMC Board of Direc-
tors:
Ron Caudillo 619-938-9732
roncaudillo@h otmail.com
Gordon Clark Sr. 619-482-6700
4gordon @cox.net

Nina Pacelli
Tim Spann

Editorial Staff:

Ron Caudillo 619-938-9732

Monthly Meetings
Are held at:
Giovannis Restaurant
6133 Balboa Ave,San Diego
(the corner of Clairemont Mesa Blvd and Ruffin Rd.)
On
The Second Monday of Each Month

At 7:30 p.m.
Arrive early and join us for dinner!

SDAMC Mailing Add ress:

SDAMC

C/O Daryl Nelson

13450 Hwy 80 Bus.#101
Lakeside, CA92040

Herald Policies & Editorial Statement

The Herald promises to provide an interesting forum for all
antique, vintage, and classic motorcycle related infarmation
and will attempt to doso in atimely manner. Sincewe pub-
lish bi-monthly, please present any items for publication
early enough for nclusion. We acceptno responsibility for
items furnished after the deadline.

As avolunteer staff, we expect other members to help by
providing items from time totine. We have alarge dub
membership basewith avaried interestin allaspects of mo-
torcycling and as such, we believe all members have stories
of interest.

Letus hear fromthe garages sheds, and shopsof the mem-
bership. This publication will remain viable only with the
help and consideration ofall. Our Hitorial phones and e-
mail addresses are available. We look forward to publishing
your stories.

SDAMC Charter

The SanDiego Antique Matorcycle Club is anon-profit mutual benefit corporation organized
and dedicated to the preservation o antique motorcycles, andin furtherance of such purposes,
the sponsorship of antique motorcycle rides, exhibitions andrelated activities, and the encour-
agement of social, fraternal and educational activities anong its members and the public,
with membership open to all persons having an interestin artique motarcycles.

Editonal Disclaimer

IDEAS AND THOUG HTS EXPRESSED IN THIS NEWSLETTE R REFLECT ONLY THE VIEWS OF ITS EDITORS AND

CONT RIBUTORS.

IF YOU HAVE ANY SUGGE STIONS TO IMP ROVE THE APPEARANCE, CONTE NT OR ANY OTHER

PART OF THE HERALD, PLEASE LET US KNOW. ONE OF THE BENEFITS OF OUR CLUB IS THE SHARING OR
EACH OF YOUR IDEAS AND EXPERIE NCES. THEN WE ALL LEARN.

Please send your contributions to any of the editors liste d above.

page?2




Stark Museum andWine TastingTour (cont)

| had an opportunity to eavesdrop ona conversa-
tion that Bob Stark was having with Bob Rattazzi.
Bob R. was receiving some assistance regar ding his
Harley project. Bob Stark had worked asan aeronaur
tical engineer in theearly daysof the American space
program. Predictably, inthosedays, launch sitesafety
measureswerep retty loose. At one Cape Canaveral
launch, Bob and acoworker had parked their car liter-
ally yardsfrom thelaunch pad. Not surprisingly,
when the missile blasted off, not only did it scarethe
crap out of thetwo engineers, it also scorched the hell
out of thecar’spaintjob! Bob Stark isa gentlemen of
such vast experience, and he could keep us enthralled
for hourson end.

After, departingthe Starks, we gassed up, and One magnificent Indian Four!

pumm=  headed south on 1-15, towards Temecula. W e
headed east from |-15, throughT emecula sWine
Country, and arrived at the Stuart CellarsWinery
at around lunchtime. Uponour arrival, wemet up
with a contingent of wivesthat choseto driveup
by car. Bob Jensen’s wife Fran, and his daughter
Karen put together areally nicewinetasting and
lunch for the Club. We had an o pportunity tot ry
anumber of Stuart’swines. T hey tasted great,
and went well wit h the sandwiches.

By thetime things wrapped up at thewinery,
theweather was starting t o get cold and blu stery.
Each of us sort of went our separat e ways home.
T herideshome were unevent ful, with t he excep-
tion of one Harbison Canyon rider (who shall re-
main nameless) that r an out of gas.

Thank s again to the Jensen clan for all of the
hard work t hat t hey expended ont he outing.

Therestoration of a customer’s tri ke nears compl etion. . .

Shortly bef ore our departure from the Stark Museum. . .
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Borrego Springs Overnighter — October 18-19, 2008

For thefirsttimein afew years, t he Club journeyed t o Borrego Springs, with an overnight stay at
StandlundsResort. The Foremans, Virgil and Pam, and the Nelsons, Daryl and May, headed over Friday
afternoon. T he rest of usleftfrom Packard sin Ramonaon Saturday morning. We headed east viaOld
Julian Highway, and made a brief stop at Santa Y sabel. From there, we headed nor th via MesaGrande
and got to downtown Borrego Springsbeforenoon. We had lunch at Carlee’s, and then headed to Stand-
lunds. Most of uswereforcedto makea quick detour to theliquor store.

Shortly after our arrival, anumber of us decided to make aquick pilgrimageto thelron Door bar in
Ocotillo Wells. Once you get to “downtown” Ocotillo Wells, you take aside road south f or about aquar-
ter of amile, until youreachthelron Door. It would be charitableto call thisbar a“ dive’, but it did have
character. The entire interior, wallsand ceiling, was covered with onedollar bills. | especially likedthe
toilet seat nailed tothewall with a sign reading “ Asshole of the Month” with some guy’ s photo inthe mid
dle!l. Asl said, the place had charact er! | did make a seriousfaux pas by ordering a non-alcoholic beer.
Some soused local ook ed me up-and-down, and gave meone of those“What a pussy!” expressions. |'ll
never makethat mistakeagain. After finishing our drinks, we headed out of the bar, and got to do alittle
dual sport riding. Sincethe parking area was nothing morethan semi-deep sand, we had the pleasure of
trying to turn our bikesaround, with droppingthem. Mercifully, weall survived that ordedl.

It had been awhilesince | waslast in Borrego Springs, so | was surprised to see all of theiron sculp-
turesthat dot the surrounding highways. T he sculptures were created by Ricardo A. Breceda, of Perris.
Each depictssome sort of prehistoric animal that might have roamed around Borrego Springsafew zillion
years ago.

Most of usspent the afternom lounging aroundthepool, eating and philosophizing (with asmall
amount of drinking!). Inthe evening, the whole crew had areally great dinner at ThePaimsHotel. Since
| have recently been so deprived of beauty sleep, Barband | turnedinearly. | have noideahow late some
of our more hard-core brethren stayed up. ..

Sunday morning, most of theearly birdswerein thebreakfast room, partakingof the complementary
coffee, juice, and cereal. Bar b, never really a morning person, hadn’t even gotten out of bed by thetime
that thefirst ridersleft for home. When wewerefinally ready to leave, everyone else had already left.
We decided to head south t o Ocotillo, and then west on |-8. We must have made great time on our way to
Ocotillo because a number of our group had stopped at the infamous Lazy Lizard bar. Barb and | pulled
in, and discoveredthat everyoneelsehad also just arrived. After alittle liquid refreshment (non-alcoholic,
of course), we all headed west on 1-8 for home.

If you haven't beento Borrego Springsina while, it’s worth thetrip simply to seethe prehistoric ani-
mal sculptures. Yo ucan't miss‘em!

Ron Caudllo




2009 SDAMC Ride Calendar (check SDAMC.Net website)

1/31 Sat Campo Train Ride
2/15 Sun ClassicMotorcycleRide
3/1 Sun Ex-Presidents Ride
4/25-26 Sat-Sun |dyllwild Overnignt— MEMBERS ONLY!
5/9 Sat Full Moon Ride
5/24 Sun Around Ou World Ride
6/27 Sat T-Shirt Ride
7/4 Sat Alpine Parade Ride/ BBQ
7/18 Sat Garage Gawl—MEMBERS ONLY!
8/30 Sun Tiddler Ride
9/26 Sat ClassicMotorcycleRide
10/17-18 Sat-Sun Standlunds Overnignt—MEMBERS ONLY!!
11/26 Thu Turkey Day Ride
12/13 Sun Pacific Beach Parade
12/26 Sat Year End Ride
2009 SDAMC Events Calendar
2/28-3/1 Big 3 Swap Meet
8/10 Pot Luck—MEMBERS ONLY!
9/??7? El Camino SwapMeet
9/??7? Del Mar MotoExpo
10/?7?7? Coronado Speed Fest
111 Hansen Dam Ride
12/5 SDAMCHoli day Party—MEMBERS ONLY!'!
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Godspeed, John Mulrean

“Uncle Smaochie’ was cantankerous, grouchy and opinionated. He also wasa helluva guy:
John would give a fellow vintage bike person the shirt off his back. He was a mgjor player
in DAMC for years back when Ellen and | joined in 1990. He was a heavy-lifter back in
the old Dl Mar days, quick to get his hands dirty. Hewas a gaod shadetree mechanic, eager
to wrench for anyone with a problem. His krowledge of Brit bikes and his parts supply were
endless. Heand Donna worked tirelesdy on the Cachuma Rally, afavorite project for him.
Anyone that atended any of these NorGal events knev and respected his hard work and
dedication.

Some foks leave a holeinlife that will be dfficult tofill. I might rot dways haveagreed
with Johnbut it never stopped me from respecting him and I'll miss hispowerful "lift-me-
off-the-ground"” bear hugs. Godspeed, 'Uncle Smaochie.” Youwill bemissed and never re-
placed.

Sadly, Joe and Ellen Michaud

One Curious Motorbike Meeting. . .

Gere Smithand Ray Leebolt recently held animpromptu motorbike meeting on afamiliar
portion of LyonsValey Road. Atapproximately 8:30AM, they were headed for the Dulzura
Caf e for breakfast . No alcohol was involved. It wes alleged, by those nvolved, that Mr.
Leebolt was in the lead and decided to pull off the road andstop to discuss their next desti-
nation. Mr. Smith unaware of this event, was happily rounding the corner, accelerating up
his favorite merge lane. It was at this point thet the crash bars of Mr. Smith's bike encoun+
tered thehardbags of Mr. Leebolt's ike. Despite 20-30 feet of gpplying all binders, smoking
al tres, andlocking dl whees, thebike continued to go sideways and the meeting took
place. (Ray'shike previously had only top opening panniers, but now they conveniently
open fromall sices...) Ray did make contact withhis windscreen and also the pavement re-
sulting in thebruises you would expect witha lad of his Size becominga projectile. Thebike
had to be towed to the shap and was foundto have over $5,000worth of damage toit.

Gene woke upflat on his back in the ditch, with norecollection of anything after the
sound of the impact. There wasno real damage to him or h's bike except for the crash kars
which have been replaced. Both partiesand their insurance companies agreed they were
both at fault and wouldshare the lgbility for the damage to the bkes and their egos.

Both parties were found later inthe afternoon, sharing a ptcher of beer at The Finn Springs
Inn. They were joined by Mr. Bob Rattazzi and Mr. Merle Clements who hadalso been in
attendanceat the meetingearlier n the day and agreed with the aforementioned verdict:

All partiesagreed tha it could have been alot wor se.

All partiesagreed to ridetogether another day.

All partiesagreed to have another beer.
PS. Ray's bike is till in the shap, so as some of you at The Waterfront roticed, heisriding
Gene's Road Kingand Gene is riding his Deuce...no further meetingsare planned...

Marlys Smith
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VOCNA Velocette Rally—2008

Theweather could not have been any better for a motorcycleride, mostly blue sky and aslight chill intheair, aper-
fect morning for aride.

Theevent thisweekend wasthe VOCN A (Velocette Owners Club of North America) Rally. Thisclub very rarely
makesit way downto San Diego. T hey hold a lot of their ralliesin Northern California, Oregon, W ashington and
they have been spott ed in Canada, so the San Diego visit was special and amust for me to attend. And | even talked
Ninaint o joiningme.

For t hosewho arenot familiar with the Velocette brand of motorcycle, they werebuilt from 1904to0 1966 in England
(yest hey leak oil, a lot.) They wereafamily owned businesst heir entire history. The more famous and recognized
models weretheohc KSSMK VIII. Thismodel won many | sleof Man TT eventsand set some serious speed records
in the late 1920’ sand early 1930’ s. Later on there were ot her modelslikethe Mac andthe MOV. T hesewere push
rod modelsversathe K series, which were overhead cam modd s.

In the 1960’ sthere were several modelst hat were used by the English police: t he LE modelsand the model that |
own,t he Valiant, which look slikeasmall BMW. If you have ever watched any old filmswherethe“ bobbies’ were
ridingmotorcyclest hey might have been riding one of these.

Ninaand | met upwiththe Rally at the Lake Henshaw Resort. Out in front of the restaurant there were several parked
Velocettes, aMac, acouple of KSS, a Venom and what looked like a scrambler model; very cool. Within afew min-
utes we met Sam, who came down from Canada, and several ot her riders, Craig and John, John and Clay, Zumaand
TomRoss. Tom and | had actually talked several timesin the past; he helped melocat e partsfor my Valiant.

After along whiletalking shop and kickingtirestheride captain gave usarideroute map. Theroutewasall too fa-
miliar. Ride from the lake down Mont ezuma Grade; meet up at thecircle in Borrego Springs; takethelong way
around t o Scissors Cro ssing; and up Banner Grade to Julian for lunch.

Ninaand | had other ride plans so we bid theriders a safe ride. W e watched them kick their Velocettestolife and one
by one, they headed off towardstheir destination.

My riding buddy and | saddled up and headed up East Grade Road towardsth etop of Mt. PAlomar wherewe had a
late breakfast at Mothers'. Lifeis good.
Virgil Foreman
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My Lucky Day. . .

Thiswasthesummerof....well let’s just say | was about 7 or 8 at the time. Welived in Santa Cruz Califor-
niaabout ablock away from the beach. When | wasn’t in school | was at the beach |eaning how to ridea
surf board or hangig out with my neighbor, who lived behindus. He had asmall, probably rome made no-
tor bike. Thereason | sayhome madeisbecause| remember it stated by pulling on acord.

We lived in aduplexand my family had the frontof the unit which was an the street. In the back, wheie Mo-
tor Bike Mikelived, there was alarge ditt areawhere we would park the cars. Next door there was alarge
empty lot. This iswhere Mike would let me ride the motor bike around ard around in circles and sonetimes
inthedirt ot next door where there were mounds of dirt piled pretty high. | guessthat was my first off road
experience.

Onthispartiaular day, let’s call it Surday, | waskicking up the ditt and dust, and forsome strange reason |
decidedon my own to venture out flom the dirt trackand try the paved street. So down thedriveway |
headed with Mike chasing meas| pickedup speed, and pulled away, probably at all of 10 or 15miles per
hour - anyway much fasterthen | was used to. | nmust have been asight, this little kid with hishairflappirgin
the breeze, no shirt, noshoes, ard more then likely a huge smie on my face, all of which was about to
change. Thedriveway waslong enough thd | wasreally flying as| passed the frant of my house. | can still
hear my nom yelling at meto siop. Thiswas just enowgh of adistracton for methat | didn’t seethe car om
ing downthercad inmy diredion.

Thereal teror camewhen | realized that | was about to ride up onto the paved road and | needed to a make
decision whid way to go, left or right, and | neaded to makeit fast! It wastoo lde. Just as | found myselfin
the middle of the road there was the sound of rubber screeching and ahom blarirg and as| looked up, all |
could seewasthe front burrper of this big car just afew inchesfrom my face. Lookirg back at this now | be
thedriver prdoably couldh't see me by thistinme becausethebikewasn’t very tall. Theonly way | could go
wasstraight ahead andtha’ swhat | did.

Straight across the stre | went, smashing into my neighbor’ smailbox and krocking it over with my heat. |
had aknot on the top of my head for months. Then through the white picket fence ard into her rcse bush, fi-
nally coming to rest in the middle of her yard. Before thefirst of mary tearsfaund their way down my fae,
my mother, Motor Bike Mike, the old couple in the car (who looked like they were on there way to churdh)
and Mrs. Henderson, tre Rose Bush Lady, were starding over me with alook of amazement an their faces -
that isexceot for my mother. | knew that ook and | knew | was in big trouble. | amsure | was haping for a
broken leg or an arm, any injury other then the rose thornstha had impaled themsdvesall over my body,
anything that would defusethe wrah that was heaced my way .

The next few moments are alittle foggy.All the adults were taking amorgst thensel ves all the while staring
at me. It wasn’t long before my momgrabbed nme by the ear and hauled my sorty assacrossthestreet ard
into the house where, in hermoment of motherly fear of Iasing her son, she grabbed my father’s belt ard be-
gan to beat me within an inch of ny short motor bilke riding life.

After themaher/son bonding experience, agoad dose of merarodirome ard alecture out doing what |
amtold to do ard to NEV ER get on that bike ayain, life returned to a nornal childhoal summer.

That isuntil one day my momi sbrother Uncle Lucky drove up the street on this big redshiny mdorcycle he
caledhis sguaw......
Virgil Foreman
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The Long and Winding Road —
The Trials and Tribulations of Black Mariah. . .

Prologue:

Being somewhat of a military aviation buff, | cameto read about a famous Canadian fight er pilot of WWI named
Raymond Colli shaw. Besides do wning 60-or-so German planes, Colli shaw was noted for his black-painted Sopwith
triplane which he named“ Black Maria’. | suspect that he probably pronounced” Maria’, like“Mariah”, as inMariah
Carey (whoever sheis!).

Whilel wasin high school (Go Matadors!), | came to consider myself aNort on man. Of course, | needed to usethe
term “man” kinda loosely. Most of y ou old-schoolersshouldrecall Norton’sT & A-based marketing campaign, featuring
abevy of stunning estrogen-based life for ms. Besi des being obvious chick magnets, t he Commandos were actually f or-
midable bikesfor thetime. | knew that eventually | would own one. My preference was the jet-black painted beauty,
with the sexy gold pinstriping. | was pretty surethat I’d soon be beating the hot chicks off with astick. Theonly ques
tion was how soon I’d weigh enough to kick the engineover. At 105 pounds soaking wet, | could scarcely budgethe
Norton’s kickstarter! If | ever waslucky enough to get aCommando, it would be black, and I’d call her “ Black
Mariah”.. .

A.D 1995:

Almost twenty-five years had sped by, but | never got over my Norton Commando infatuation. Atthispoint inmy
life, | had finally got to where | had amodicum of discretionary income. That itchto get aNorton got worse and worse
with each passing day. Inthe pre-Internet days, searching for old bikes, parts, and literature was much more difficult
than itistoday. Inthe Union-Tribune classifieds, | spotted an ad for apair of 1975 Commandos somewherein Lakeside
for 500 bucks. | drove out to the seller’ shome (ashack at the end of somedirt road), and immediately spotted t he
skeletal remains of thetwo bikessittingin theyard. T hey were such abject pieces of shit that | didn’t even get out of
the car before departing.

A coworker of mine, Brad Holt, had recent ly begun racing ol d Bultacos in AHRM A (American Historical Racing
Motorcycle Association) flat track events. We spent way too muchtime bullshitting about mot orcycleson company
time. Brad had several issuesof theorganization’smonthly newsletter. Of particular interest weretheissues' classi fied
ads. Sure enough, some guy named “Ron” (asure“ red flag” if ever there were one! ) had alow mileage’ 75 Mk 111 Com-
mando in Wisconsin. Despite the obviouslogistical problems with buying a bike long-distance, | gave Ron acall. Ron
seemedto know alot about Nortons, and the bike appearedto beapretty good deal. He mentioned that hismain intereg
wasinvintagemotocrossracing. He wasreally into Maicos, and since | t oo had been into Maicos, | knew that he had to
beacool guy. Ron mentioned that he’ d betraveling to the next AHRMA racesin acouple of weeks. T heraceswould
beheld in Steamboat Springs, Color ado, and he’ d willing to t ruck the Norton, along with hisM X bikesto the races. |
told him that I meet himthereto check th e bike out, and possibly purchaseit.

Along the way, Ron gave me aquick run-down on t he Norton’ shistory. Nowadays, people get all misty-eyed,fanta
sizing about finding a pristine Commando Mk Ill oraTriumph T-160. T hetruthisthat backin1975, NVT (Norton-
VilliersT riumph) had warehousesfull of t hese bikesthat they couldn't give away, especially after the factories closed
their doors. The poor Norton-Triumph dealers likewise couldn't unload t he bikest hat were gathering dust in their show-
rooms. In Black Mariah'scase, it happened to bethe last Commando of a dealershipin ThreeRivers, Wisconsin. Real-
izingthefutility of tryingto sell t he bike, the shop owner relegated Black Mariah to his mother's basement, whereit sat
(with zero miles) for about eight years.

At somepoint, thedealer soldthevirtually brand-new biketo Ron W., who proceeded to put about 10,000 mileson
the bike. Right after he bought the bike, herodeit to an INOA (International Norton Owners Club) nat ional event, and
came away with aBest of Show trophy. Ron W. stated that he was selling the bike since he hadn't beenriding it much
lately. Getthis. Hesaidthat he preferred riding hisBSA A65! That'sgotta bea first!

Some people might call it “synchronicity”, but thingswerefalling into place so quickly, that it wasstartingto get
scary. | hadaP.O.S. mini pickup at thetime. T hedriveto Steamboat was about ninet een hours each way, and t he odds
of thetruck making it were about 50-50. With a $4,000 cashier’ scheck inhand, | set off for Steamboat right after work
on the Friday beforethe AHRMA weekend races. Ron and | planned to meet at his hotel on Sunday morning. By driv-
ing al night, | wasableto get to Steamboat (all bleary eyed!) late Saturday afternoon. | pulled into the hotel where Ron
was staying, and parked next to alarge enclosed trailer. As| wasgetting out of the truck, some guy was wheeling a gor-
geous Egli- Vincent out of hisenclosed trailer. Over the next couple of years, thisguy, abig- bucks hog farmer whose
name| don’'t recall, was the subject of numerous magazine art icles. continued on p age 10
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The Long and Winding Road .. . (continued)

T hiswas before cell phones, so | wasalittle uptight about being ableto find Ron, but it only took afew minutesto
run himdown. T hebikewasin very good, bordering on excellent, unrestored condition. Sure enough, the bikewas the
delectable black and gold. With my background being dirt bikes, | had only ridden big street bikes afew times, and |
had never riddenaNorton. Therefore, | wasreally excited when it cametimefor thetest ride. Ron started the bike (it
only took acouple of kicks after the obligatory “priming” kicks!), | hopped on, and wason my way. After about a quar-
ter of amile, the bike stalled when | pulled upto a stop. | could not get the damn bikerestarted! Steamboat’s at about
5,000 feet, so by thetimethat | got the bike pushed back to the hotel (it wasall uphill), | wasready to be put on life sup-
port!!! It turned out that | wasoperating the carburetor chokelever inthe wrong direction, thereby flooding th e engine
after it had warmed up. Ultimately, the money changedhands, the bike wasloaded into my P.O.S. pickup, and | was
headed back to San Diego.

I think I may havedriven alittletoo fast on my way to Steamboat since | was so anxiousto get my hands on the
Norton. Onthe returntrip my pickup really started torun poorly. By thetimel gotto St. George, Utah, thetruck
wouldn’t restart after gassing up. | did asm uch troubleshooting asy ou can do 500 milesfrom homewith very few tools.
After about ahalf anhour of futility, thetruck restarted (barely), and with grim determination, | patiently nursed the
truck back to San Diego.

Over t henext coupleof years, | spent a signifiant amount of effort gettingtheNortondialedin. British vertical twins
have their virtues, liket heir “coolnessfactor”, and their “ loverly” exhaust sound. But let’sfaceit-they werepiecesof
shit comparedtot heir Japanese contemporaries. Sol spent no effort trying to keep the Norton’ sbullshit stock equip-
ment just for the sake of keepingit original. (I planned onrunningthe hell out of thebike!) Instead, | concentrated on
improvingthe bike'sreliability and performance. For example:

Thedua Amal carb swere deep-sixed, and replaced by asingle 34 mm Mikuni. (Quick techtip: whenyou buy a
carburetor, make surethat themoronthat assembled it hasput thecorrectslidein. It’sdifficult totunethe bike
when aleft -hand slide has been installed in aright-hand car b body!)

| dumped t hearchaic Lucas points ignition, and installed areliable Boyer-Bransden electronic ignition.

The missized, stock Lockheed front brake master cylinder was replaced by aNissin master cylinder.

The stock front brake disc wasreplaced by withacool, 12" full-floater from RGM Engineeringin Old Blighty.
A guart z-halogen headlampr eplacedt he stock, “glow worm” headlamp.

The stock“black cap” mufflerswere swapped for classic “peashooters’

| installed aset of genuine Craven panniers giving amodicum of cargo carrying capability

Braided brake and ail lines wereinstalled.

A cool Earl’soil cooler wasinstalled.

Norman Hydefork brace(not worththe troublée)

Ultimately, | got the biketo wherel couldtakeit pretty much anywhere. When | attended Hansen Dam events, |
would simply ridethebiketo and fromtheevent. Two hundred miletripswere pretty much routine. Thebike wasn’t
quite up to Jap bike reliability standards, but it was damn close! At freeway cruising speeds, Commando really are as
smooth asany 4-cylinder Jap bike. Amazing!

A.D 2003:

Oncel got her dialed-in, life with Black Mariah was pretty good. She was pr etty much bullet-proofed, and | was
learning to accept some of the Commando’ sidiosyncrasiessuch as theinfamous 19” rear wheel and t heinability to
mount amodern O-ring drive chain. It turned out that the only 19” rear tire sold in the U.S. wasthe super-soft Avon Su-
per Venom. It’sagreat tire, but when Barb and | rodet wo-up, thetire would be thrashedin only 4,000 miles, and that
was whi leri ding slowly! Chains would be thrashed in lessthan 5,000 miles.

| had gotten to the point where Black Mariah was my daily rider. | livein east El Cgjon, and work in Kearny Mesa,
so | wasracking up about fifty milesaday. | worked with anumber of British engineersand | soon becameto be some-
what of aminor celebrity. The coolest thing about riding an ol d bike on a daily basis, isthe way one can get arise off of
Harley riders! It waspretty cool seeing their egos deflate when they realizethat they don’thavethe coolest bikein the
parkinglot. Great fun!

continued on page 11
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The Long and Winding Road .. . (continued)

Along theway, | had gotten the bike to the point it leaked “virtually” no oil. | did have arecurring problem withthe
crankshaft oil seal behind the pointsplate. Oneday, | pulledthetiming cover to replacetheoil seal. T hisrequiredr e-
movingtheoil linesto and fromtheoil tank. Thewholejob was pretty simpleand uneventful.

The next day, onthe way home from work, | wasriding eastbound on | -8. Aswas my norma modus operandi, | was
inthefast line, going about 80 mph. All of the sudden, the bike started to lose power, asthough it was out of gas. T his
was really confusing since |l had just gassed up, but | switched to “reserve’” nonetheless. Noimprovement! A few sec-
ondslater, | hadlost so much speed that | had to pull inthe clutch, and coast to ahalt on the shoulde, next to the center
divider. | don't evenwant to think about what would have happened had | flamed-out about a mile earlier, wherethere
was no s houlder bet ween the number one lane and t he center divider.

W ith cars and trucks whizzing by, literally inchesway, | triedtorestart t he engine. Theenginecrankedf or afraction
of asecond, and t hen wouldh't budge. At thispoint, | theorized that my battery had suddenly gonedead. | thentriedto
kick the bike ov er, but the kick lever wouldn’t budge aninch. | dismounted, and saw amajor puddle of oil beneat hthe
engine... OH SHIT!'! 1!

By a stroke of luck, atow truck wasjust completing atire change about 100 yards away. | wasableto get his atten-
tion, and through a brief sign lan guage conversation, he agreed to pick meup. Thetow truck wasone of thosetilt bed
jobs, and the driver winched the bike up t heincline, when | walked besi de the biketo keep it upright. Ev erything was
cool until I got to wherethetilt bed was covered with spilled engine oil and coolant. | almost fell on my ass, trying to
keep thebike upright. Hefinally got the bed horizontal, and t hen did a half-assed job lashing down the bike. A hundred
buckslater, we arrived home.

Oncel got the bikeint o the garage, | realized what hap pened. The bottom-lineisthat | botched theoil seal replace-
ment from the day before! Even though the hose clampswere cinched down, somehow one of the oil lineshad come
loose, and t he engine had been starved of oil. It was obviousthat what felt like an engine running out of gaswas actually
theengineseizing up. | wasso pissed off at myself that | didn’t have the stomachto evenlook at the bike.

After spending about t wo weeks saying to myself: “ | am the cause of my own experience” (along with v arious other
1970’ s pop psychology aphorisms!), | startedthetear -down/post-mortem process. Oncel got the head off, | could see
that both cylinder bores were scored. Not t oo badly, but I’ d definitely have tore-borethe cylinders, and slapin some
new pistonsandrings. Just asl| was patting myself on the back, | realized that | could have also t weaked the hell out of
the bottom-end! GULP!!!

With alittle persiasion (ablock of wood to tap on the piston crowns), the barrel came off. After eyeballing the con-
necting rods, and by spinningthecrankshaft, | wasconfident t hat the bottom-end didn’t suffer (much) fromtheoil star-
vation. Atthat moment, | wasfeeling pretty good about myself. A couple of new pistons, a borejob, and I’ d begood to
go! | putthe barrel on one of those plastic milk crates, and decided to call it a night.

Did | mention that thistear-down process was performed during one of San Diego’s heat waves? When | got home
from work the next day, | opened up the garage to continue working onthebike. Guess what... That piece of shit plas
tic milk crate (probably from Harbor Freight!) collapsed under theweight of the cast iron barrel. | picked thebarrel up
and found that alarge chunk of one of the cooling fin had broken off. My lucky streak was continuing. .. No sweat, Sal
Peluso, the owner of Kearny MesaWelding (and aformer AMA pro flat tracker), reattached the broken fin. Whilehe
was at it, | had Sal sandblast t hebarrel.

When | got the barrel home, Barbhadn’t yet gotten home from work. T hiswasmy chanceto clean the barrel using
the (I mean her) dishwasher. Likea dumb-ass, | let the dishwasher go through its complete wash/dry cycle. | removed
the barrel from the dishwasher, and found that whileit wasfree of dirt, grit and grease, it wasalso lightly rusted!! | was
too embarrassed to take the barrel back t o Sal for another sandblasting, so | simply used a wire brush, and was ableto
remove about 99% of therust.

W hilethe “Broken Fin Affair” wasgoing on, | had ordered a set of genuine first-over Hepolite pistonsfrom Doris
Chavez, up at British Marketing. Therewasa hot -shot company in Escondido (that shall remain nameless) that adve-
tised heavily asa cylinder boring specialist. Whenthe pistonsarrived, | immediately took them, along with the barrel up
tothisshop. T he pistonswerefurnished with their clearance specifications. When| presented the specsto the machin-
ist, he sort of “ blewthem off”, stating that he worked on British bikes all the time, and that knew exactly what was re-
quired. A coupleof dayslater | got thefreshly bored cylinder and pistonsback. Before | slapped every thing back to-
gether, | performed a quickie valve grind job, and replaced the v alve guide seals.
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The Long and Winding Road .. . (continued)

Since | had the specia wrench and the special socket (y ou Norton guysknow which ones| mean!), thetop-end
went back t ogether without much difficulty. After making thesign of the Cross, and aft er taking a swig of Holy wa-
ter, | started up the old girl. Shesounded great! After letting her idle for about t wo minutes, | decided to take her
around the block. | wasn’'t on theroad morethan thirty secondswhen the engineslowedto ahalt. NOT AGAIN!!!
Sure enou gh, the bikewouldn’t kick over. Just like before, she had siezed. . . | immediately check ed the oil tank,
and found theoil quiteaerated, so| knew that at least the oil had been circulating.

| took the barrel and pistonsto amachinist that | knew was competent, to performa diagnosis. Itturnsoutthat the
“ace” machinist upin Escondido had given me one thousandh of an inch of clearance. Afterreviewingthe factory
specs, wecalculated t hat the pistons needed seven tho usandthsof clearance. No wonder the engine seized after only
about threeminutes! Thismachinist had one of those high-buck Sunnen hones, and was able provide the necessary
clearance. Hesaidthat whilethe piston skirts werealittle scuffed, they were probably okay to reinstall. After so
many screw-ups, | decided to not cut any more corners. British Mark eting sent me asecond set of first-over Hepolite
pistons. By theway, the Escondido machine shop hassince gone out of busines. . .

After the second rebuild, the bike was running great. | spent thefirst week or so terrorizing various Blossom Val-
ley and Alpine neighborhoods, trying to rack up a hundred or so break-in miles. Everythingwascool. T hefollowing
weekend, the club had an ol diesridethat left the Waterfront and then east towards Ramona. Whenwe got to Lake-
side, the bike started cutting out badly. Barb and | were forced to abandon theride, but we were ableto limp the
five-or-so miles back to the house. | was abeaten man! Black Mariah had gott en the better of me. . .

FIVE YEARSPASS. ..

A.D 2008:

Ittook about five yearsto get over t hetraumathat Black Mariah had inflicted upon my psyche. By thistime |
was pretty surethat it wouldn’tt aketoo much effort to get her running, but | just dich’t havethe heart. A better man
than mewould needto get her going. Luckily, f ellow club member, Tim Johnson, wasjust getting hisbike repair
businessgoing so | asked T imto get the bikerunning. A new battery, some minor rewiring, acarb cleaning, and a
new throttle cablewere needed. Timhad donetheimpossible! Black Mariah wasback (with a revengence!).

| got her home, and took her for aspin. | had forgotten how cool it wasto ride an old Brit bike. Life was
good. .. Well, for thefirst tenmilesor so.. . The bike kept cutting out, just likeit had done beforel parked it for
fiveyears! SHIT!!!

| checkedthe battery voltagetothe ignition. | checkedthe wiring. | screwed with the carburetor so many times
that | could disassemble the sumbitch blindfolded! T he bikewould run great for awhile, and then would run shitty.
At one of the club meetings, | wasventing my frustrations. Frank Seckner, feeling pity for me, volunteered aspare
Boyer ignition module (thanksBro!). When | installed Frank’ smodule, the bike had the exact same symptoms.
Since | had aready replaced the plugs, coils, H-T leads, and all of t heignition-related wiring, my problemhadto be
the ignitionpick -up or the magnetic rotor, sincet hey wereonly twoignition components| didn't replace.

| had goneto all of the usud Int ernet sitesto get information on Boyer ignition problems. Ultimately, | dugup
someinformation about a competingignition systemfrom acompany called Pazon. Itturnsout that the founders of
Pazon wereformer Boyer-Bransden engineersthat wantedto improveon Boyer’ sofferings. Accordingto their litera-
ture, the Boy er ignition had a couple of seriousshort comings. First, Boyer systemsrequirerelatively highvoltage
readingst o operate properly. Below acertain voltage, they won’t evenfire. Pazon claimedthat their unit would
function properly at asignificantly lower voltage. Second, in low voltage conditions, like when electric start bike is
cranking over, Boyer ignitionsgot o full advance, which can causethe engineto back-fire. Theseback-firesarep ar-
ticularly bad for Mk 11 Nortonssincethey can break the electric starter’ s sprag clutch mechanism. (Hmmmm. .. So
that’s why my starter wouldoccasionally sound likeit wasgoingto explode!).

Ina week or so, t he Pazon system arrived. T he quality of the unit appearedto besignificantly better t hanmy old
Boyer unit. One of thethingsthat | really liked wasthat the Pazon unit’s pick-up plate had degree markings. T his
madeit really easy to get thetiming spot-on. W iththenew ignition, thebikeran perfectly. Well, | meanthatit ran as
good asit ever did. Sonow I'mahappy camper. Thanks Tim. Thanks Frank.

It's common knowledgethat Nortons, ridden infrequently, suffer from wet-sumping To combatthat potential
problem, | purchased areally slick looking check valvefrom Walridge' sin Canada. It wasa really cool looking part,
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The Long and Winding Road . . . (continued)

half aluminum, and half plastic. In the middlewasaclear plastic section, so that you could make suret hat oil was
flowingproperly. Theinstallationwassimple. Perthe instructions, | let Black Mariahidlefor about two minutes
whilel insured t hat oil wasflowing properly. Just for the helluvit, | peeked down at the valve, and much to my hor-
ror, | found that the valve washemorrhaging profusely. T he f@$#in’ thing had split apart where the aluminum sec-
tion joined the clear plastic section! Obviously, | wasfortunateto not seizethe enginefor athirdtime! 1'll be set-
tling-up with Walridge' sinthe very near future. . .

Now that things have settled down, | decided that Black Mariah neededa new paint job. W hile stately, her black
paint jobisalittle boring. | decided on Ford’'s* Grabber Orange”. | think I’ll havetore-christen her. How does
“Barbie Doll” so und???

Oh, | just remembered. .. | have onelast minor repair to do. There'salittlebit of oil leaking fromt he crankshaft

oil seal behindthepointsplate. . .
Ron Caudillo

The Few, The Proud on Pierre’'s Turkey Day Ride. ..

MOTHER S KITCHEN RESTAUF

Gourmet Coffee
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San Diego
Antique
Motorcycle Club

“ Member ship Application “

Pur pose of Club
The San Diego Antique Motorgy/cle Clubis anon-profit mutual benefit corporation organi zed and dedi cated
tothepreservdion of antiquemotorgy/cles, andinfurtherarceof such purposes, the sporsorship of antique
motorcyclerides, exibitionsand related activities, and the encouragerrent of social,fraternal and educa-
tional activitiesanong its members and the public, with menbership goento all persors having an interest
inantiguemotorcycles.

NAME:

SIGNIFICANT OTHER:

ADDRESS:

CITY : STATE _____ ZIP:
PHONE (H) (W) (C)
E-MAIL ADDRESS: (FAX)

May we incl ude your name, phone numbers and e-mail addressin our ClubRoster sent only to
SDAM C member s?

YES NO NOTE: HOME ADDRESS IS EXCLUDED

Note: THISIS A RELEASE OF L IABILITY. DO NOT SIGN UNLESS YOU HAVE READ AND UNDERST AND THI S
RELEASE. The San Diego Antique Motor cycle Club, Inc. hereafter referred to as SDAMC, Inc, the board of directors and
members shall not be liable or responsible for damage to property or any injury to persons, including myself, during any
SDAMC, Inc. meeting, activity, or event even where the damage or injury is caused by negli gence (except will ful neglect). | un-
derstand and agree that al SDAMC, Inc. members and their guests partici pate voluntarily and at their own risk in al SDAMC,
Inc. meetings, activities, and events. | RELEASE and hold SDAMC, Inc. its board of directors and members harmless for any
injury or loss to my person or property which may result there from. | understand this means | agree not to sue SDAMC, Inc, its
board of directors or members for any injury resulting to mysel f or my property in connection with any SDAMC, Inc. meeting,
activity or ev ent.

Applicant’sSignature: Date:

Annual duesare $5. Plesse make chekspayaleto SDAMC
Mail Application to: SDAM C M ember ship
c/oDaryl Nelson
13430 Hwy 80 Bus. #101
L akeside, CA 92040



