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For those of you who are wondering how all this coalesces into some ñsix degrees of Kevin Ba-
conò, here is the story: Stay with me, it gets kind of interesting: A mechanical oddity I discovered 
a few months ago, turned out to be a journey back in time, when technology did not cloud up the 
landscape, ABS meant ñabdominal musclesò, plastic was mostly on kidôs toys, and the world of 
motorcycles was roaring along a road of leather, metal, rubber and sheer courage. But our story 
begins in this time, here in San Diegoé.. 
7 pm, 14 August 2010, Clairemont California  
I had just pulled the last bolt from the transmission case of my restoration project: VIN# 6147992, 
a 1978 BMW R100/7. The gear box and engine casing cracked apart, and I slid the transmission 
back, and hefted it out of the frame and onto the workbench. Looking back at the engine, I saw 
something very unfamiliar: it wasnôt in the Clymerôs manualé.it wasnôt in any of the literature I 
have read about this bikeéit was as if cyber-rats had gotten into my clutch and chewed away at 
my flywheelé.. 

                                  

What the hell? Ah well, log on to the BMW MOA forum, post some pictures, tell my story and see 
what this might possibly be. Over the course of several days, and the normal online sleuthing 
that comes with a restoration project like this, my best guess was the flywheel modification was 
most likely done by San Jose BMW, back in the day, back when this bikeôs home was probably 
somewhere north of here, as evidenced by her previous ownerôs home in San Juan Capistrano. 
(Continued on Page 3) 
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SDAMC Mailing  

Address:  
 

SDAMC  
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Monthly Meetings  
Are held at: 
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On 

The Second Monday of Each Month  

At 7:00 p.m.  
 

Arrive early and join us for dinner!  

Herald Policies & Editorial Statement  

   The Herald promises to provide an interesting forum for all 

antique, vintage, and classic motorcycle related information 

and will attempt to do so in a timely manner.  Since we pub-

lish bi -monthly, please present any items for publication 

early enough for inclusion.  We accept no responsibility for 

items furnished after the deadline.  

   As a volunteer staff, we expect other members to help by 

providing items from time to time.  We have a large club 

membership base with a varied interest in all aspects of mo-

torcycling and, as such, we believe all members have stories 

of interest.  

   Let us hear from the garages, sheds, and shops of the mem-

bership.  This publication will remain viable only with the 

help and consideration of all.  Our Editorial phones and e -

mail addresses are available.  We look forward to publishing 

your stories . 

SDAMC Charter  

The San Diego Antique Motorcycle Club is a non -profit mutual benefit corporation organized 

and dedicated to the preservation of antique motorcycles, and in furtherance of such purposes, 

the sponsorship of antique motorcycle rides, exhibitions and related activities, and the encour-

agement of social, fraternal and educational activities among its members and the public, 

with membership open to all persons having an interest in antique motorcycles.  
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Editorial Disclaimer  

IDEAS AND THOUGHTS EXPRESSED IN THIS NEWSLETTER REFLECT ONLY THE VIEWS OF ITS EDITORS AND 

CONTRIBUTORS.  IF YOU  HAVE ANY SUGGESTIONS TO IMPROVE THE APPEARANCE, CONTENT 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 EXPERIENCES.  THEN WE ALL LEARN.  

  Please send your contributions to any of the editors listed above.  
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2011 SDAMC Ride Calendar  (check SDAMC.Net website)  
 

 

Jan 
JANUARY 15, 2011 SATURDAY    BARRETT JUNCTION RIDE 
JANUARY 30, 2011 SUNDAY                 Mod & Rockers   (Ton-Up Club Event)                                      
Feb   
FEBRUARY 20, 2011 SUNDAY                      PAST PRESIDENTS RIDE.  
Mar  
MARCH 27 2011 SUNDAY                         DESERT FLOWER BORREGO RIDE            
Apr  
APRIL 30, 2011 WEEKEND                      IDYLLWILD. (over night) (MEMBERS ONLY). 
May   
MAY 15, 2011 SUNDAY.                                CLASSIC   MOTORCYCLE  RIDE. 
Jun  
JUNE 2011 TBD.                                 Car (and MC) Event, Eastlake Village Walk  
JUNE 18, 2011 SATURDAY.                                T-SHIRT RIDE 
Jul   
JULY 3, 2011 SUNDAY                                      ALPINE PARADE 
JULY 17, 2011 SATURDAY                        GARAGE CRAWL. (MEMBERS ONLY)  
Aug  
AUGUST 7, 2011 SUNDAY                         NATIONAL CITY HERITAGE DAY 
AUGUST 8, 2011 MONDAY                                 POT LUCK NIGHT 
AUGUST 27, 2011 SATURDAY                    CLASSIC MOTORCYCLE RIDE 
Sept  
SEPTEMBER 24, 2011 SATURDAY                    FIELD TRIALS DAY  
 Oct  
OCTOBER 15, 2011 SATURDAY                        OCTOBER FEST RIDE 
Nov  
NOVEMBER 7, 2011 SUNDAY                   Hanson Dam (Non Club Event) 
NOVEMBER 24,2011 THURSDAY                 THANKSGIVING DAY RIDE  
Dec  
DECEMBER  4, 2011 SATURDAY                       CHRISTMAS PARTY 
DECEMBER 2011, TBD                                   PACIFIC BEACH PARADE 
DECEMBER 10, 2011 SATURDAY                        YEAR END RIDE 
 

Another hint was a Laguna Seca Raceway camping wristband affixed to the fairing strut,  dated 
 April 15

th
, 1989. But the journey through time didnôt stop there:  Oh, sureé that year, two hotshot 

F-14 Tomcat pilots shot down two Libyan MIGs, the Exxon Valdez spilled 11 million gallons all 
over Prince William Sound, and one man held his ground and stopped a Chinese tank in Tianan-
men Squareébut Iôm talking about something REALLY important: 
Holy CrapéReg Pridmore might have been the one who made the modifications to the flywheel 
on this bikeé 
Ah, who is Reg Pridmore, you ask? Well, I know many of us already know the answer to that, but 
others may not. So, to answer that question, at least in the context of this little tale, weôve got to 
go back a little further. Back to the Seventies: Get on your bell bottoms and puka shells, people. 
Say  ñright onò, and ñgroovyò for me. Leave your cellphones, laptops and cable TV behindé. 
Come on back with me: when Farrah Fawcett was the hottest woman on the planet, Jimmy 
Carter was managing the country into the ground, albeit with the most honorable intentions, Two 
Soviet Yankee submarines sat off our coasts with enough nuclear firepower to wipe out every city 
within 1600 miles, and in Florida?: Ah, Florida is where the important stuff is happening. Two nar-
ratives were unfolding 450 miles apart.  (Continued on Page 7) 

Elvis, Jimmy Carter and Superbikes,  (cont)  
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       From The Pres. 
It is hard to believe that 2010 is almost gone, and in less than a few days we will be 
toasting 2011.  

This issue will be the last official of oh 10  and looking back it has been a pretty good 
year for the club. We said good bye to old friends and hello to new ones. The club calen-
dar had a lot to offer with new events and our old favorite rides. The Board of Directors 

is working on even more new rides for 011.  
When you read this there will be a few new Board members, we will be tipping our hats 

to the exiting few; Nina Pacelli, and Ron Caudillo will be ending their multiple terms as 
BOD. Also Phil Blackburn has stepped down. We will miss their camaraderie and the en-
ergy they brought to board.  

This yearõs Christmas party was a great success and I believe we had a record atten-
dance!  Now that we have a new schedule for the Herald we should have Christmas 
party photos in the January edition.  

Well I am not one to ramble on so I think itõs time to wish everyone a Happy New Year 
and I hope to see you out on the road soon.  
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The Moto Guzzi  

A  ƳƻǘƻǊŎȅŎƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǎǘŀōƭŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ŜŀǊƭȅ тлΩǎ aƻǘƻ DǳȊȊƛΣ ǘƘƛǎ 

ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŘǊƛǾŜ ǎƘŀŦǘ ōƛƪŜ LΩŘ ŜǾŜǊ ǊƛŘŘŜƴ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ 

British bikes and my 1940 Indian that I was use to riding this bike was a Cadillac 

of motorcycles. Also compared to my other motorcycles this bike was trouble 

free, with the exception of having a bad battery, this bike never left me 

stranded. 

9ǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ aƻǘƻ DǳȊȊƛ ōǊŀƴŘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊƭȅ мфнлΩǎ ƛǘ 
was new to me at this time, (circa 1973) this transverse mounted, shaft drive, 
ōƭŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŎƘǊƻƳŜ ǘŀƴƪ ōŜŀǳǘȅ ǿŀǎ ǇǳǊŜ Lǘŀƭƛŀƴ ǎŜȄ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ 
motorcycles it was like piloting a barge up the street, however I would love to 
have another one back in my stable today. 
 

                                                                                       - Virgil Foreman 
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Motorcycling Changes Lives  
 (and sometimes for the better!)  

 
On just about any day, you can pick up any handy local newspaper and find at least one motor-
cycle-related article.  Typically, the article describes the pain and suffering brought on by our be-
loved two-wheelers.  On the ñflip sideò, there are rare occasions when motorcycles cause positive 
shifts in the space/time continuum.  This is what happened to me. . . 
 
I admit it.  I set no scholastic records during my high school career.  Like many other bright-but-
unmotivated teenagers, I was relegated to the local junior college.  In my case it was Grossmont 
College, or as we used to say - the University of California at Fletcher Hills.  I liked college a hel-
luva lot more that I liked high school.  For instance I could actually park my bike on campus 
knowing that shit wouldnôt be stolen from it.  Back in high school, someone was always screwing 
around with the parked motorcycles.  I recall that factory-supplied tool kits were a particular favor-
ite of my schoolôs thieves.  I once calculated that a tool kitôs half-life was precisely 3.7492 school 
days! 
 
Back in the early 1970ôs, data processing was considered one of the hottest growth industries.  
(It still is today, but you have to live in Bangalore, India!) The potential seemed limitless, even for 
an unmotivated/lazy guy like me! I just needed to get in on the ground floor. 
 
Nobody told me that the ñground floorò actually entailed spending semester after semester learn-
ing how to fold, spindle, and mutilate those infernal IBM punched cards!  Those of you who are 
too young to remember punched cards and keypunch machines do not know how lucky you are! 
 
In those days, the lines of computer code had to keyed into punched cards, and the completed 
card decks had to be fed into the computer.  A typical program might require a few hundred me-
ticulously punched cards.  Since the data entry process was quite time-consuming, the finished 
card decks were extremely valuable to the author.  If you had the misfortune of dropping a card 
deck, you were pretty much screwed because it was almost impossible to properly resequence 



the cards.  The card decks were held together by rubber bands, and special cardboard boxes were 
used to carry the card decks. 
 
By November 1973, and Iôd already squandered 4+ semesters screwing around with these ridiculous 
card decks.  All the while, a local vocational school had been pelting the airwaves with TV commer-
cials touting how their graduates that had gotten ñgreat jobsò in the local computer industry.  Hmmm. 
. .  I toyed with the idea of attending one of these vocational schools but their tuitions seemed pro-
hibitively expensive, and they definitely lacked the prestige of a diploma from a ñrealò college or uni-
versity. 
 
One morning, I was running late (as usual) for my 8 a.m. class.  I bungeed my precious card box to 
the seat of my ô72 Suzuki TS250 Savage, and hauled-ass to school from my home in Lemon Grove.  
The trip included a short stretch of Hwy 94 through La Mesa.  While on the freeway, I heard a loud 
BANG, almost like a gunshot.  In the first few seconds, I made a quick visual inspection of the en-
gine and front of the bike.  Nothing seemed amiss.  When I turned my head to look behind, it looked 
like Charles Lindberghôs ticker tape parade!  My precious punched cards were all fluttering in the 
f******g breeze like f*****g confetti! 
 
After pulling over to the shoulder, I inspected the f*****g remnants of the f*****g bungee cord.  Evi-
dently, one of the f*****g metal hooks had pulled free, allowing  the f*****g card box to fall onto the 
f*****g pavement, casting the f*****g punched cards to the f*****g four winds.  All of my  f*****g class 
projects were destroyed.  I was f*****g ruined.  Another f*****g semester down the f*****g drain! At 
that time, there was no such thing as backing up your programs onto a convenient flash drive or 
floppy disk (they wouldnôt be invented for a decade or two).  Even if convenient file back-ups had 
been available, I probably would have been too lazy to do them.  Despite the post-traumatic shock, I 
got to school that day, though I didnôt attend any classes that day.  What was the point? 
 
That afternoon, I rode down to Old Town to visit that vocational school whose TV ads I had been 
seeing.  After a tour of the campus, they gave me a programming aptitude test.  I wasnôt aware that 
if you had a temperature of approximately 98.6 degrees Fahrenheit, and had a pulse, you were a 
born computer programmer!  As an added bonus, government-insured student loans were available 
to anyone whose IQ was higher than Forest Gumpôs!  I then went home and discussed the situation 
with my mom. 
 
The next day, I enrolled in the vocational school, and dropped all of my classes at Grossmont.  Six 
months after that, I had graduated from the school, and Iôve been serving (kind of) the needs of the 
Southern California data processing community ever since.  Thatôs over 36 years of undetected 
crime!!! 
 
Had that episode on Hwy 94 not occurred, my life might have turned out just the same, but I kind of 
doubt it.  Iôd probably still be floundering at some public college, trying to satisfy the General Ed re-
quirements for some degree.  I choose to believe that the Hwy 94 affair significantly altered the tra-
jectory of my life.   Perhaps it was one of those Jungian ñsynchronicityò events where the motorcycle, 
the freeway, the bungee cord, the TV ads (and those f*****g punched cards) all converged to change 
my life for the better. 
 
                                                  Ron Caudillo 
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Elvis, Jimmy Carter and Superbikes (cont)  

Two stories that would not reconnect for another 34 years. Well, 34 years, 5 months and 9 days, 
but whoôs countingé. 
 
March 5

th
, 1976, Warrington Middle School, Pensacola FL. 

Itôs showtime! I was Elvis Presley, complete with microphone, sequined outfit and screaming fe-
male fans( my fellow classmates and chorus members). Our teacher, Miss Casey (who I had a se-
rious crush on), banged out ñHeartbreak Hotelò on an old middle school piano and I gyrated my 13 
year old hips on the stage of the auditorium of the ñWarrington Rocketsò. We kids were the ñbi-
centennial chorusò, and we were putting on a musical for the school, capturing 200 years of 
American History with such timeless songs like ñHalleluiah Iôm a Bumò, ñAt the Hopò  and ñThe Age 
of Aquariusò(hey, come onéit WAS the 70ôs after all!).  So, as my little adolescent story of pubes-
cent adoration was playing out on that day, something very, very interesting was happening to the 
Easté. 
Daytona FL, March 5

th
, 1976 

 

Steve McLaughin was in a bit of a quandary: Maybe this wasnôt such a good ideaéDid BMW just 
buy him off?  The R90S he was running kept breaking down, and had been laid down previously... 
Maybe Helmet Kern and the guys at Butler & Smith just wanted to keep him off ñPopsò Yoshi-
muraôs Z1, and let his racemate, Reg Pridmore get all the glory. He had done well with Kawasaki, 
but the Z1ôs high speed wobble and BMWôs smoother handling, along with some good old fash-
ioned greenbacks got him on the team for this race. Such was the situation for Steve when he and 
Reg Pridmore rode BMWôs R90S ñSuperbikeò at the Daytona Speedway in Daytona, Florida. 

 

Reg Pridmore(163) and Steve McLaughlin (83)  
Soéwhile young Kurt Kohanowich tried his best to imitate the King of rock and roll, Reg Pridmore 
and Steve McLaughlin raced wheel-to-wheel throughout most of the very first AMA Superbike pro-
duction race. The announcer proclaimed that Pridmore was the winner, but a high-speed finish 
line camera proved that McLaughlin won the race by mere inches, a debate that is better left for 
mornings at the Waterfront, or after meetings in Giovannis, for sureé 
Pridmore went on to win the A.M.A. Superbike Championship in 1977 and 1978, and retired in 
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Elvis, Jimmy Carter and Superbikes  

1979. Renowned for his riding technique, He published ñSmooth riding the Pridmore Wayò, and 
now runs the CLASS Rider school in Santa Paula California, and spent many days teaching riders 
até.yep, Laguna Seca, the same place where the previous owner of a certain R100/7 spent two 
fun filled days camping in the California sunshineé  

  
I donôt know if Reg actually did the work on my flywheel: Iôd like to think he did, but that fact is ob-
scured by time right nowébut this journey back in time is important in that BMWôs victory shocked 
the racing community: BMW actually WON something and put the airhead on the map with the 
amazing R90S. It helped them increase production of many other bikes, including one, Serial # 
6147992, manufactured almost exactly 2 years later, in March 1978. 
And so I end my little time travel back in my garage, with the guts of one fine motorcycle slowly 
coalescing, morphing back into a machine that was created long ago: a machine that was not 
tested 100,000 times inside a computer modeling simulation before it hit the track. A machine that 
was designed with slide rulers and drafting paper. In my very garage I own a piece of time itself;  

 

Whenever the urge strikes me, I can go back to Daytona, or Pensacola or wherever. All I have to 
do is look at the bike: See the lines, ask myself the who/where/what and whyôs that give it shape: 
Who built this? Where has this bike been? Why the hell did someone drill a million holes in the fly-
wheel?! Events, memories, people and places  surround its very existence. It really is a miracle 
when you think about it. Hell, if I look close enough, I think I might even see a Lava lamp or a Billy 
BeeréOr maybe just endless stretches of California roadway, and many happy miles.  Itôs almost 
time to get her back out there, and add a few more memories with the SDAMC, and the hills of 
San Diego. 
Kurt Kohanowich 
Clairemont CA, January 2011 
Sources: 
http://www.historicsuperbikes.info/default.asp?page=background 
http://www.motorcycleclassics.com 
http://www.motorcyclespecs.co.za/model/bmw/bmw_r90s_ama_racer.htm 
http://www.classrides.com/ 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Reg_Pridmore 
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