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Wrapping up the Summer

Coming Events

by Skip Trautman, CD

August 2014





02 T Breakfast Meeting
8-10 S Campout by the Lake
16 Dinner Ride
28 T Business Meeting

September 2014
 01 Labor Day
 06 T Breakfast Meeting
 12-14 Ch. T Appreciation
weekend
 17 Dinner Ride?
 28 T Business Meeting
 26-28 Fall Fiesta

AUGUST 2014

Hi All,

Skip & Teri Trautman
Chapter T Co-Directors

It is with great sadness that I inform you of the
passing of Verl Yaden. He lost his battle with cancer today July 29th 2014.
He was Sue’s brother and Lonna’s companion. He was 81, and he will be
missed.
Well we have made it through another summer of riding and campouts.
Yes, that’s right - summer is almost over and it’s time to relax and reflect…
except for dinner rides, Chapter T Appreciation, Tahoe Campout, Fall Fiesta, Sock Hop, Veterans’ Parade, Thanksgiving, Charity Christmas Runs,
Christmas Parade, Christmas party, Christmas, New Year’s…… And then
of course there is planning for next year! It just never ends.
Just in case you have not heard, Gold Rush 2015 will be in Albuquerque
NM. Start making plans now.
We had a great year with the fireworks booth this year. We did over $8,000
in sales. It was hot and very busy, and for only 3 days of sales I think we
did great. Teri & I want to thank everyone who helped out with the sales.
Thank you for all your effort.
Teri & I will not be at the meeting this Saturday. We will be in Reno. Sue
will be taking over the meeting, so please show her your support… and no
food fights!!!
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Celebrate!
August Birthdays

August Anniversaries

17 Paul Griffin
22 Don Noblin
29 Laura Wakefield

None Listed

September Birthdays

September Anniversaries

03
11
15
21
29

12 Skip & Sue Paquette

Jenny Genesoto
Sue Paquette
Hilda Sanchez
Sam Uriarte
Laura Wakefield
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Coming Events


Aug 02

T Breakfast Meeting



Aug 8-10

“S” Campout by the Lake



Aug 16

T Dinner Run



Aug 28

T Business Meeting



Sept 06

T Breakfast Meeting



Sept 12-14

T Chapter Appreciation Weekend



Sept 25

Chapter T Business Meeting



Sept 26-28

Fall Fiesta (Includes State Staff Meeting)



Oct 04

T Breakfast Meeting



Oct 05

Ride for Kids



Oct 11

L Christmas “Fun Run”



Oct 18

Sock Hop



Oct 23

T Business Meeting



Nov 01

T Breakfast Meeting



Nov 11

Veterans’ Day Parade



Nov 15

T Dinner Run



Nov 27

HAPPY THANKSGIVING!



Dec 06

T Breakfast Meeting



Dec 0?

Olivehurst Christmas Parade



Dec 12

Wreaths Across America Day



Dec 20

Chapter T Christmas Dinner

Satan in Church

Membership Expiration Dates 2014

One Sunday morning, Satan appeared before a small town
congregation. Everyone started screaming and running for the
front church door, trampling each other in a frantic effort to get
away.

Sam & Merci Uriarte

09-30-2014

Soon, everyone was gone, except for an elderly gentleman
who sat calmly. Satan walked up to the man and said, "Don't
you know who I am?"

Ed & Clara Drummond

10-24-2014

The man replied, "Yep, sure do."

Bob & Laura Wakefield

11-12-2014

Satan asked, "Aren't you going to run?"
"Nope, sure ain't," said the man.
Perturbed, Satan asked, "Why aren't you afraid of me?"
The man calmly replied, "Been married to your sister for over
48 years."
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From Out of the Past - August 2007

To Mexico and Back - Six Days Solo
There’s 1,000 miles remaining on my Harley’s rear
tire. I want to take advantage of that prior to installing a new one, which would occur at the
10,000 mile service that would soon come due.
We spent the first part of the summer doing things
for the first time; such as Adrienne’s 50th High
School Reunion, a week in Branson, MO, being
entertained, and a few days in Minneapolis when
the bridge collapsed. Now it’s time for me to do
some things for the last time, such as ride the California Coast Highway to Mexico.
I’m becoming grumpy, restless, and hard to live
with. So on Thursday, August 15th, I packed a
travel bag for five days, and Harley and I headed
south with no particular plan or destination.
I’m riding south on I-5 for the final time. It has a
different appearance to it this time. At Santa Nella,
Hwy 33 connects me with Hwy 152 over windy
Pacheco Pass. I like Casa de Fruita, and Casa de
choo-choo , and casa de motel. We spent a night
there once and rode the train, and other things. I
slowly rode through the grounds admiring all the
history that it exudes, knowing I’ll never come this
way again.
Hollister is near here. There is no need to go there.
Hollister is a ghost town, except on July 4th for the
Motorcycle Rally.
I continued west on Hwy 152/156 to Salinas and
Monterey. Monterey always has something going
on. At this time there is a humongous car show
taking place. It is only Thursday, and I’ve never
seen so many Lamborghinis at one time.
Highway 1 getting through Monterey was nearly
impossible. I waited through the long line in Carmel to gas up prior to entering the mountains of
Big Sur and Highway 1 heading south toward
Hearst Castle, 90 miles away along the beautiful
California coast. As you already know, this is a motorcycle rider’s paradise. It is a beautiful sunny day,
no fog, traffic ain’t bad, and the Harley’s running
great!
Volume XXVIII, Issue 8

When I reached Cambria, I was ready for a break.
Ninety miles of 35 miles per hour curves has taken its
toll. I’m tired and there is no vacancy to be found. I’ll
continue on to a quaint little place on the beach in
Cuyucas where my son-in-law and I stayed. Wrong!
There is NOTHING available this late in the day on
Highway 1 at this time of year!
I finally located lodging in Morro Bay to the tune of
$100! I almost missed out on a taco at the adjacent restaurant. They were closing early for carpet cleaning.
This is the last time I’ll get to see Morro Rock or visit
Morrow Strand where, as a kid, I rode my Cushman
Scooter and my BSA 125 motorcycle on this beautiful
sandy beach. You can no longer ride on the beach, but
they do permit dogs on the beach.
Friday, August 17. After touring Morro Rock and
Morro Strand for the last time, I contemplated heading
home. The coin toss determined I would continue
south. I continued south on 101 past San Luis Obispo.
At Solvang, the antique motorcycle museum was
closed, so all I could do was peer through the window
at all those beautiful old bikes.
In the Santa Barbara area the traffic was terrible and
smoke from a fire in the Santa Barbara Mountains was
hanging low over this beach city. One minute we’re
traveling 80 - 90 mph, and suddenly we are stopped
bumper to bumper.
Now I’m closing in on Oxnard, and start looking for
lodging. I spent a lot of time looking for a place to stay.
I finally found a Vagabond for another $100.
Saturday, August 18. This is the day of Chapter T’s
dinner ride to the Driftwood Inn. I’m absent, so
Adrienne went without me. I made it through the beach
towns on Highway 1 to and through L.A., arriving at
Oceanside near San Diego and got shut down at 1630
hours (4:30 for you civilians). I have to mention that as
I was riding through the city of Laguna Beach I saw lots
of eye candy, as all the girls were in their bikinis walking
right down town because the highway was the main
street through town.
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Continued, page 5
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Mexico and Back, continued from page 4

Here I am again, at a ratty Travelodge (which
should have been condemned) to the tune of 130
bucks! The days of $50 motels are gone. After I
got to my room, many lookers came in after me.
Now I’m past the point of no return. I’m less than
100 miles from the Mexican border.
Sunday, August 9. After an early start, I proceed
south on I-5 from right outside my motel door. On
this Sunday morning I head south searching for
the end of Interstate 5. An hour and a half later I
reached the end, parked the Harley in the lot at the
last USA exit. It cost $7 to park the bike and $8 to
ride the shuttle bus across the border to Tijuana,
Mexico.
I can say with certainty that this is my last trip to
Mexico. The shuttle bus runs every half hour. One
can stay as long as you want and catch the next
bus back to the good old USA. I’d had enough
after only a half hour, so I caught the next bus
back.
It took the whole time waiting in traffic to clear
customs. No passport was needed as rumors have
it. Only my California driver’s was required. The
inspector asked my country of origin and what am
I bringing back. My easy answer was (1) the USA,
and (2) a couple of post cards and a bottle of water.

north. By 8:30 p.m., I checked into the Buck Owens
Best Western Motel in Bakersfield, to the tune of
only 80 bucks. At this bargain rate I decided to stay
two nights to rest up from the previous four days of
intense traveling.
Monday, August 20. This was a day of rest and enjoying the warm sunshine, the exercise room, and the
resort atmosphere in general. Monday evening,
brother-in-law George joined me for a game of pool
and dinner. At 9 p.m. a girl named Gari did her show
on roller skates as she sang and visited with the
small Monday night crowd.
Tuesday, August 21. This was an uneventful hot
ride home. Now it’s time to turn my beautiful new
bike in to Holmes for the 10K mile service, a new
rear tire and a wash job. Time and space constraints
required me to omit a great deal of good, fun and
interesting stuff. Such as the fellow “Skooter Tramp”
in Bakersfield who needed help, the girl in Oxnard
with her poodle dog in a bag, and the encounter with
the highway patrol on top of the Grapevine mountain.
I could write a book on the scenic California coast
and the beaches of southern California. You see
what I mean? You really should have been there!
Looking back on how much fun it was, I may have
to do it again.

It’s noon on this beautiful Sunday, August 19th
and the weather is 100°. I get on my bike and head

Mac

Editor’s Note:
Mac recently came across this piece that he had written and shared with us in 2007. It’s
always nice to look back and remind us of a trip that we enjoyed, even - especially - years
later.
We always thank each of you when you submit an article for the newsletter. After all, as
we have said before, this IS YOUR newsletter. We want to hear about your trips, your
special memories from past trips, or anything else you want to share - a good joke, a really
delicious recipe, or whatever.
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From Out of the Past… July 1990

Destination Friendship in Action
Late in the afternoon on June 19, I received a call
from a friend who was at home watching TV. He
had just seen on the news that a Gold Wing had
gone down at the east end of the 10th Street
Bridge. It looked like mine, so he thought it was
me. I kept thinking about this, and wondered who
it might be.
As soon as I could get off work I went home, and
by then Joyce knew about it. A neighbor who
works for Yellow Cab had come over and told her
the bike was at their storage lot. I got cleaned up
real quick and Joyce & I went over to Rideout
Hospital. We stopped at the nurses’ station to ask
about the man.
At first they were a little hesitant to give any information, so I explained that I was the CD of the local Gold Wing chapter, and we wanted to see if we
could assist in any way; then she gave me his
room number.
We went in and introduced ourselves, and he was
really glad we had showed up. He said he was
very lonely and down-and-out. I gave him my
business card and my Chapter T card with my
number on it, and told him that if there was anything I could do, to please call.
He was pretty banged up—both arms were bandaged, and both legs and both shoulders, and he had
a couple of broken ribs, so I told him that I’d go
check out the bike after we left the hospital.

From the Editor

We did go look at it and I wrote down what was
wrong. I called him as soon as we got home and told
him that the bike was secure and under cover. That
made him feel a lot better.
His name is Joe Fair. They’re from San Bernadino.
Seems he was coming down off the bridge, following
a car kind of close because of the amount of traffic.
Oh - his wife suffered only a few minor scratches.
The car in front went over a piece of angle iron in the
road, so when he came up on it, he was too close and
couldn’t avoid it.
I often wonder what would happen if I went down in
a strange town or place. I would hope that someone
would come and offer their help. That’s a lonesome
feeling, not to think of the damages.
If anyone would like to check in on him, he’s in
room 217 at Rideout Hospital.

Al Mazon, CD
Editor’s Note: (July 1990)
Since Al wrote this article, Joe has been released
and has gone home. During his stay at Rideout, Al
& Joyce, Ed Drummond, and Andy all went to see
him. He was very pleased and also was impressed
that a total stranger should be treated with such
care and friendship. GWTA could well have a
new member as a result of this impression.

August 2014

Since that time, a program - Golden Heart Awards - was started to recognize
and award those members who had lent a hand for others. Several Chapter T
members were awarded Golden Hearts for their for their unselfish assistance
to others who suffered some mishap or other misfortune.
I think that award program must have been discontinued, as I haven’t heard
of any Golden Heart Awards being presented for several years now.
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Back to Basics - the Barrel Race
by Jerry Palladino (MOTORMAN) from the Internet

Whenever you mention the words practice, exercise, or even training, it brings to mind something unpleasant. Now, if I say the word “race,”
it seems to have the opposite effect. So let’s
talk about a race this month. And no, I don’t
mean the slow race, as that can get kind of boring.
What I’m talking about is a barrel race, once a
popular event at local bike meets. Haven’t seen
it much lately, probably due to the lack of skillful riders. For those who don’t know what a
barrel race is, here’s how it works.
Set up two cones, cans, rocks, or whatever
you’ve got handy in a straight line about 60
feet apart from the first object.
Have both bikers race toward the first object
and make a complete circle to the left around it,
then head for the second object, make a complete circle to the right and then head back to
the first object, circle to the left and then head
for the start/finish line.

ridemyownbike.com

The trick is to make the tightest, smoothest circles around the objects. The rider who can do this
will win every time.
As you are circling the object,
keep your head and eyes up and
never look down. If you look
down, chances are you will go
down.
Smoothness is the key in this type of race, not
speed. It’s a great way to practice the three techniques, head and eyes, the friction zone, and the
proper use of the rear brake. It’s also a fun competitive way to get in some training. The more
riders you have, the more fun.
Go ahead, give it a try. I’m sure you’ll enjoy it!

_ _

_

_

_

_ _ _

Anybody have some good “Basics” or safety articles to share? Email it to me: genesoto@syix.com and we’ll get it into the newsletter
for you.

Scraps from July Breakfast Meeting
Attendance was a little skimpy. There were a total of 12 of us there. I realize it was a holiday weekend, and everyone was tired from the fireworks stand.
Treasurer Sue gave a brief report on sales, with the notation that we still have to pay the bill, sales tax,
etc. She’ll have a total at Chapter T potluck dinner/5th of July fireworks gathering at Trautmans’
home.
Fireworks stand will be taken down after July breakfast meeting.
Reminder:
Dinner (Business) meeting on Thursday, the 23rd.
Fireworks stand will be taken down after July breakfast meeting.
Check the list on page 3 to be sure you don’t miss any events.
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Just for Fun
FLAT TIRE

COMPUTER PROBLEMS

A man in North Carolina had a flat tire, pulled off on
the side of the road, and proceeded to put a bouquet
of flowers in front of the car and one behind it. Then
he got back in the car to wait.

I was having trouble with my computer. So I called
Eric, the 11 old next door, whose bedroom
looked like Mission Control, and asked him to come
over. Eric clicked a couple of buttons and solved the
problem.

A passerby studied the scene as he drove by, and
was so curious he turned around and went back. He
asked the fellow what the problem was.
The man replied, "I got a flat tahr."
The passerby asked, "But what's with the flowers?"
The man responded, "When you break down they
tell you to put flares in the front and flares in the
back. I never did understand it neither"

As he was walking away, I called after him, 'So,
what was wrong? He replied, 'It was an ID ten T error.'
I didn't want to appear stupid, but nonetheless inquired, 'An, ID ten T error? What's that? In case I
need to fix it again.'
Eric grinned.... 'Haven't you ever heard of an ID ten
T error before?'
'No,' I replied. 'Write it down,' he said, 'and I think
you'll figure it out.'
So I wrote it down: I D 1 0 T

HONESTY
Our teacher asked what my favorite animal was, and
I said, "Fried chicken." She said I wasn't funny, but
she couldn't have been right, because everyone else
laughed.
My parents told me to always tell the truth. I did.
Fried chicken is my favorite animal. I told my dad
what happened, and he said my teacher was probably a member of PETA. He said they love animals
very much. I do, too. Especially chicken, pork and
beef.
Anyway, my teacher sent me to the principal's office. I told him what happened, and he laughed, too.
Then he told me not to do it again.
The next day in class my teacher asked me what my
favorite live animal was. I told her it was chicken.
She asked me why, so I told her it was because you
could make them into fried chicken.

I used to like Eric............

ICE FISHING
A blonde wanted to go ice fishing. She'd seen many
books on the subject, and finally getting all the necessary tools together, she made for the ice. After positioning her comfy footstool, she started to make a circular cut in the ice.
Suddenly, from the sky, a voice boomed, "THERE
ARE NO FISH UNDER THE ICE."
Startled, the blonde moved further down the ice,
poured a thermos of cappuccino, and began to cut yet
another hole.
Again from the heavens the voice bellowed,
"THERE ARE NO FISH UNDER THE ICE."

She sent me back to the principal's office. He
laughed, and told me not to do it again.

The blonde, now worried, moved away, clear down to
the opposite end of the ice. She set up her stool once
more and tried again to cut her hole.

I don't understand. My parents taught me to be honest, but my teacher doesn't like it when I am.

The voice came once more, "THERE ARE NO
FISH UNDER THE ICE."

Today, my teacher asked me to tell her what famous
person I admired most. I told her, "Colonel Sanders."

She stopped, looked skyward, and said, "IS THAT
YOU LORD?"

Guess where the hell I am now...

"THIS IS THE MANAGER OF THE HOCKEY
RINK"
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The voice replied,
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2014 Ride #8
Going to:
Address:

08-16-2014

Mountain Mike’s Pizza
606 J Street, Marysville

Phone:

(530) 743-9991

.

Meet at:

The Home Depot

.

Leave:

3:33 p.m.

Host:

George Mabie

Phone:

.

.

..\

(530) 701-6686

Please RSVP by:

..

07-11-2014

2014 Ride #9

09-20-2014
.

Going to:

.

Address:
Phone:

.

Meet at:

To Be Announced

.

Leave:

.

Host:

..\

Phone:

..

Please RSVP by:
Volume XXVIII, Issue 8
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For Sale or Trade
2000 GL 1500 parts remaining after converting it to a Champion Trike. The bike only had 35,000 miles on it when it
was converted. The bike was white in color. Call Al Mazon 530-742-5423.
CozyCamp for sale: Water and dust tight when closed. Closed is 44” wide x 72” long x 44” high, Overall length 9’5”;
425 lbs. dry. Easily towed by a touring motorcycle or small car. 23 c.f. of padded cargo space; Queen sized bed
area; Solid floor carpeted entry-dressing area; 8’x 8’ awning with zipable screens. Porta-Potty. Cooler & small
battery mount on tongue; Front rock-guard cover. Air suspension with shocks; disc brakes; 10” wheels; 4 corner stabilizers. Asking $2850.00. Optional: Camping gear available. Adrien Genesoto (530) 674-9155 or
genesoto@syix.com.
If you have articles for sale, or are looking for something particular, you can advertise it here,
at no charge for members. Call me, 674-9155, or email, genesoto@syix.com, and we’ll get it listed.
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Did You Know… Smoky Bear is 70 years old this month!
Information from FAMILYMOTORCOACHING, August 2014
Smoky Bear? Yes, you remember him… “Only
YOU can prevent forest fires!” One of the most famous advertising symbols ever. Smoky Bear will be
70 years old on August 9th.
He first came to us in 1944, when the U.S. was involved in WWII… which was part of the reason his
famous slogan came to us. Huge quantities of timber
were required for gun stocks, which alone consumed
50 million board feet. For this our timber resources
were basically in danger from enemies, both man
and nature.
So the US Forest Service and the War Advertising
Council planned a fire prevention campaign to encourage people to be more careful with fire. Originally the campaign did not include Smokey. They
featured such short slogans as “Careless matches aid
the Axis.”
Smokey is the work of Albert Staehle, an artist
working for the Forestry Service.
In the original sketches, Smokey was not shown
wearing pants. Pants and shovel were added later to
improve his image as a real firefighter. The hat was
added to improve his image as a Ranger. He was
named for an assistant chief of “Smokey Joe” Martin, an assistant chief of the NYC Fire Department.
Smokey’s face and personality changed over the
years with his image and popularity. He was credited with preventing more than $10 billion in US forest fire losses. He became so popular that he was
recognized from Canada to Mexico. In Mexico he
was called “Simon el Oso.”

While most animals ran for safety, a bear cub sought
refuge in a tree. Soldiers who had come in to fight
the fire found the cub clinging to a scorched-black
tree. He was severely burned on paws and back legs
and they brought him back to camp, where he was
briefly named “Teddy.” It was only natural that he
would be renamed “Smokey,” after all the Smokey
posters all over the country.
The cub was taken to the spot where they had found
him and photographs were taken which were key to
the development of the Smokey brand. The blackened desolate landscape made a profound statement
about the ravages of a forest fire and the survival—
or lack thereof - of the forest creatures. Smokey was
then returned to the Ranger who had been caring for
him, and after recuperation was flown to the National Zoo in Washington, DC., where a sign declared,
“A gift to the school children of America.”
Upon his death in 1976 his body was flown to New
Mexico, where his remains were buried near his
birthplace, at what is now Smokey Bear Historical
Park, about 2.5 hours from Albuquerque.
There is more to the story, but I want to end it with
the following image - which may give you an idea
for a side trip about if you’re going to Gold Rush
2015.

Now, all of this may seem sort of ho-hum, but the
story of Smokey continues. And there is a point to
my ramblings.
Smokey “came to life” in 1950 after a spark or carelessly tossed cigarette ignited a small patch of dry
grass. It was a while before a ranger in a lookout
tower noticed the smoke. By then it was too late.
The forest became a raging inferno.

Volume XXVIII, Issue 8

www.tricountytravelers.org

11

August 2014
July 31 - August 3

First Appearance, August 8, 1944
SMOKEY BEAR

Yuba - Sutter Fair

Skip & Teri Trautman
3679 Bear River Drive

Tri County Travelers

Next General Meeting

Next Business Meeting
All meetings at:
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August 2, 2014
Breakfast
August 28, 2014
Dinner
The Peach Tree Restaurant
1080 No. Beale Road
Marysville, CA 95901
www.tricountytravelers.org

9:00 A.M.
8:00 A.M.
7:00 P.M.
6:00 P.M.

