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An epic tale
$ Treasurer’s Report $
Does anyone remember the end of
this line in a song from the 70’s or
80’s - “…. in the year 2525…..” ??
It came to mind (remember who’s
yakking here) as I was thinking of
the New Year; 2010.
The chapter vault is down one
LARGE check for the Christmas
banquet – but there is still money in
the saddlebags.
Time to start gazing at the old iron
and get “her” ship shape for our first
local road run the end of May. Tom
and Sherri’s Ranch has a new dance
floor so polish your boots and spurs
and get ready to swing your partner
around till the fire burns out.
Head ‘em up; move ‘em out!
Adios my amigos

By John Crawford
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Chapter web site: www.evergreenamca.org
Chapter email: amcaevergreen@gmail.com

President Deem: To Much To Do !!!!!!!
Our fearless President was last seen roaming the isles of the Silverdale Home Depot with a
dazed look in his eyes. It seems that he has 47 projects going and one of them was finding his
way out of the store. Usually he just finds the place where he leaves all his money. I heard he
did make some progress at the new ranch: the kitchen and family room floor are done! He’s
still trying to get organized out in the new shop, but one of these days we will be able to pay
Tom and Sherri a visit when everything is done.
So, the long and short of it is: he’s got better things to do than write a President’s message.
I’m sure he has you in his thoughts though.
And Now, From the Editor

It’s January and that means more than “Happy New Year”, or, “thank you very
much, the holidays are behind us!” It means that your annual dues are due. The
Chapter tax of $12 per year is now payable and the sooner you get it into the
Secretary, the happier the Treasurer will be. And then, your Christmas dinner will
be “paid forward” (if the vault is still full). What a deal!
Your newsletter has had many submittals from member’s this time around
including photos from Patti Palmer, an epic tale from John Crawford, short subjects
from Norm Gerlich, Vaughn Smith, Peter Mafteiu, John Crawford and others I do
not intentionally forget to mention. Bottom line: thank you one and all, it is so good
to have so much to work with when putting this thing together. I can’t possibly use
it all at once, but I will keep all submittals in the file for future use.
Another thank you from the Chapter goes out to Jerry Chinn and Justice Beitzel for
the fantastic accommodations for our annual chapter Christmas dinner. Jerry helped
us with a discount rate for his Georgetown Ballroom, plus took care of getting his
caterer to set up a massive meal of ham, turkey, mashers, yams, green peas, rolls,
salad, stuffing, gravy, cranberries and pies. All we had to do was show up. About 31
members and guests were there to take part in the food and great camaraderie this
annual event provides. Jerry even entertained us with a tale of his childhood days
living above his parent’s restaurant accompanied by a live performance of the
original jukebox from that restaurant as backup, playing a tune that helps to bring
back memories from that wonderful time. Photos of the dinner are included on
page 11.
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“Motorcycle Chums Downeast”
by John Crawford
The summer riding started for me this season in late May with a trip to the Olympic Peninsula of
Washington to join up with good friends in the Evergreen Chapter for a few days at Tom and
Sherri Deem’s place near Silverdale for some good times, scenic local rides to places like Gig
Harbor and a few other places I had not been to before, and plenty of good food and camaraderie.
The big trip though, began a few days later. I packed my ’48 Chief with the recently installed 4
speed gear box, designed by Frank Byford and manufactured at his Bellingham machine shop, in
my van and hit I-5 South. First stop this time was Portland, Oregon for an over night stay in
Carlton to visit Jane Edmiston, as I have been doing for so many years when I would enjoy a stay
with Ken and Jane. My destination the next day though was Sacramento and Doc Spocket - Rich
Ostrander’s place, as for the second year now we were hauling our bikes cross country to do what
Dinah Shore used to say.....
“See – the –U.S.A .- in – your – CHEVROLET!”...
Last year at this time we travelled across the continent with bikes in the back of his Chevy pickup
for the Antique Motorcycle Club of America Catskill Mountain Road Run in New York, followed
by the Rhinebeck Swap Meet. I’ve never had anything but a great time on AMCA Road Runs since
I started back in the early ‘80s in Colorado, when they were known as “DJ Runs”. Richard and I
first met at one of these back then, and have been to many of them since. I try to get to two AMCA
Road Runs each summer now if I can, and look forward each time to great riding, scenery, and
seeing old friends as well as new.
After taking in the Fort Sutter Chapter’s last club meeting for final planning of the Dixon, CA swap
meet later in the month, which unfortunately Rich would have to miss for the first time, we packed
for our second cross-country sojourn. We loaded my Chief, his recently finished and unique
custom Sportster, which was once a new stock 883 he bought years ago and is now built around
the inspiration from the psychedelic paint theme on the peanut tank, and a Knucklehead bob-job
he built for pal Lenny Miller on the truck and bike trailer along with clothes and gear for the three
of us. Lenny would fly back East and meet up with us in four days.
Last summer we travelled east on I-80 mostly and returned on I-70. Our plan, as last time, was to
drive each day until about 8 or 9:00 in the evening, staying overnight in KOA Kabins. This time
we would travel on I-70 once we got through California and Nevada and into Utah on Highway
50. We left Sacramento early on Sunday morning June 7th and made it to Grand Junction, Colorado
the first night. After enjoying the scenery of the Rockies and enduring the boredom of driving
across Kansas, we were in Kansas City, Missouri the second night. After driving through
America’s heartland farm country, we looked forward to the third night, where we were guests of
Jimmy and Sheila Howrey at their cozy home in rural southeastern Indiana. Here we enjoyed
barbequed steaks, plenty of cold beer, and fireflies in the evening! Last year at Rhinebeck, Jimmy
proudly showed for judging his recently acquired and very original orange with maroon striping
1913 Flying Merkel, earning an AMCA Senior award. This year he showed us the rest of his choice
stable of bikes which includes a late Indian Four and a ’36 Knucklehead among others. Jimmy and
Sheila would be joining us shortly at Rhinebeck. The following afternoon we arrived in
Frenchtown, New Jersey, across the Delaware River from Pennsylvania, at our friend Larry
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Harris’s home to unload for the journey that would start the next day. Lenny arrived after flying in
to Philadelphia, and Larry’s brother Dave joined us the next morning. This year Larry rode his
recently acquired BMW R75/6, Dave was on his ’49 Panhead, and as mentioned Rich had his
Sportster, and I rode my ’48 Chief. After a good cafe breakfast in the village of Frenchtown, we left
Thursday morning for a ride on back roads through rural New Jersey, Pennsylvania, and New
York. Our destination later that afternoon was our motel that is located not far from our favorite
vintage diner in Redhook, N.Y., and is a few miles north of the Duchess County Fairgrounds in
Rhinebeck, N.Y., home of the 2009 AMCA Rhinebeck Grand National Supermeet from June 12 –
14. The Old Rhinebeck Aerodrome and Museum is just across the road from the fairgrounds.
This third annual big event is a consolidation of former smaller Chapter meets and is organized
and hosted by a coalition of members from the Big Sandbar, Seaboard, Yankee, Colonial, Empire,
and Hudson Valley AMCA Chapters, with Dan Henke as Chairman. This year, as last the Meet
featured The Motorcycle Timeline, a showing of participant’s bikes organized chronologically in
year of manufacture from 1974, the first year of the 35 yr. old AMCA eligibility requirement, to the
oldest. The entrance fee was waived for entrants, and this year pre-registered entrants also
received a very nice embossed 4-colour tin display sign with the AMCA logo, the six sponsoring
Chapter logos, and a description label to identify the motorcycle in the time line. A very popular
attraction for the first time this year was The California Hell Riders and their ‘Wall of Death’
Motordrome, with free shows every hour by the two male and one female wall riders. After calling
the crowd, as was done on the circus midway, a rider does stunts on a Sportster on rollers, on the
platform outside. Then, the audience climbs the stairs to watch the show around the top edge of
the motordrome. The young riders perform on their Indian 101 Scout, the favored choice of wall
riders from the beginning, a Harley two-stroke ridden solo by the attractive young lady and later
beside a go-kart driven by the third rider. The highlight though, was the rider sitting side-saddle
style, on his Indian 101 Scout, and then grabbing the cash from the out-stretched hands of the
audience and stuffing it in his shirt as he roars round and round near the top edge of the wall.
We enjoyed good weather during three days of fun, parts hunting and seeing the sights at the
meet, good home-cooked style food at the diner, and evening fun at the motel parking lot. If you
plan on going, you should allow at least an additional half day to see the vintage planes at the
Aerodrome and maybe have a ride in an open biplane.
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California Hell Riders Motordrome

Jim and Sheila Howrey joined us in Rhinebeck, with Jim’s Knucklehead in the trailer as did Bob
Lohsen, another friend from New Jersey, who trailered his early Shovelhead. They would join the
rest of us for the next adventure – “The Motorcycle Chums Out East” and our trip to the Maine
coast. We left Rhinebeck behind and set out on more country back roads on our route that (Road)
Cap’n. Dave Harris had planned for us. Last summer I saw the village of Woodstock, New York
for the first time during the AMCA Catskill Mountain Road Run. I was working to pay for my ’61
VW convertible way back when the Woodstock Music Festival was on and couldn’t be there. (I
later sold it to get my first motorcycle.) So, I was a little surprised when a local I talked to told me
that Max Yasgur’s farm was 95 miles away from town. He told me in general where Bob Dylan
and the Band’s famous house known as ‘Big Pink’ was, but also said that it was hard to find, made
even more difficult since it had been repainted! Anyway, our first destination on our 2-day trip to
Maine was Woodstock, New Hampshire this time, where we stayed at the Autumn Breeze Motel.
This was the first endurance test, as most of the 230 miles of back roads through New York,
Vermont, and in to New Hampshire on this day were paved with a patchwork of old repaired
potholes and frost heaves. This made me think about how much an Indian rider in the 50’s must
have appreciated his new Chief with hydraulic forks on roads this rough or worse. We passed
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many other riders who were heading to the annual races in Loudon. Our route on this day took us
past countless very old stone barns and colonial homes and buildings along the way. Another
common sight is the centuries old village cemetery beside the road that is on the edge of town, if
not right in the middle. The rainy weather we encountered made me glad I had both the new
raingear I had bought recently, and that I had put on the windshield. The intrepid Lenny, on the
other hand was on his bob-job Knuck with no front fender, and was lacking adequate rain gear. He
tied a handkerchief across the fork legs to deflect some of the tire spray, and soldiered on.
Monday, the second day on our way to our destination, brought more pastoral scenery, colonial
architecture, and intermittent rain. The rain and fog in the morning meant we had to forego our
planned ride up the steep and narrow route up Mount Washington which has been a part of the
fun on Road Runs here in previous years. It also diminished our chances of seeing a moose on the
side (hopefully) of the road. However, when we stopped shortly after passing the “Welcome to
Maine” sign on the right side of the road, Lenny, who was at the rear, told us we should have
looked to the left instead of at the welcome sign, and we would have seen a moose! After 220 miles
or so of riding on this day, we were through New Hampshire and across Maine, the weather had
improved to dry riding by mid-afternoon, and we arrived in the small town of Belfast on the coast
by late afternoon.
The headquarters for the ‘Downeast Road Run” hosted by the Yankee Chapter was the Belfast
Harbor Inn across the bay from the town of Belfast that had “Welcome Antique Motorcycle Club”
on their sign. We checked in and then drove around the bay to town for dinner and a taste of local
brews. No lobster yet though, as that was yet to come.
Since the Road Run didn’t start until Wednesday, we had a day to ride and see the sights where
ever we chose. I rode with Jim Howrey and a few others towards Bangor. After lunch at a roadside
tavern, we headed into town. Someone at the tavern got directions, and we found our way to
author Stephen King’s estate in Bangor. His home is a large colonial mansion with three headed
dragons and spread-winged bats in the ornate brick pillar and wrought iron fence and gateway in
front (see photo).

Stephen King Estate - Bangor, Maine
6

I didn’t count, but the Bangor Daily News had a front-page story on the B Section of the
newspaper about the event that stated we had 155 members and 110 motorcycles signed up. On
Day 1 we enjoyed a scenic route towards Deer Isle and Stonington and points in between. One of
the soon to be common beautiful features at this time of year we saw along side the road this day
were the large clusters of wild lupines and the colorful rugosa roses in bloom, in addition to more
aged stone buildings. Tourism is obviously an important part of the economy here, especially
when the famous fall colors are present, there are antique shops and stores everywhere, and it is
not hard to find lobster for sale! I can’t recall the name of the restaurant, but the seaside place
where we had a good lunch featured complementary fresh from the oven baskets of corn bread
that they kept bringing! You do work up an appetite, digest what you eat quickly, and are quite
ready for the evening toasts, from the shaking you have to endure from the patchwork, winter
frost heaved back roads we travelled that were even rougher than in Vermont. Someone remarked
that evening that to live here year round, not only do you have to enjoy cold, snowy winters, but
you have to get used to the effect on the roads. The population of the whole state is only about
600,000, the size of a medium to large size city elsewhere, which does not provide enough tax
revenue to tear up and repave the secondary roads. No broken spokes though, that I heard of
anyway. I’m glad I wasn’t riding a rigid frame Chief, like our friend and third generation Indian
rider Don Schmidt from Long Island, N.Y. was.

Day 1, Maine coast (L – R) Lenny Miller, Dave Harris, Richard Ostrander,
John Crawford, Don Schmidt, Larry Harris
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Day 2 had us travelling to Port Clyde with a lunch stop and visit at the Owls Head Transportation
Museum first. As the forecast was for rain on the third day, and the most scenic riding along and
near the Maine coast was planned for day 3, we had to decide if we should switch routes. We
opted for the planned route and Museum visit that was paid for in the Road Run fee for entry on
this day. We got there, had another day of fun, and got back to the motel just ahead of the
rainstorm. As forecasted, it lasted through day three, so we did a ‘plan B’ and did some sight
seeing by car on the route to the quaint seaside port and resort of Bar Harbor (locals say “Bahh
hahh-bawh”), Acadia National Park and back. Some folks also found their way to the Seal Cove
Auto Museum. Our plan was to return to Belfast and the have the obligatory lobster feed at
Young’s Lobster Pound, Dock N’Dine Seashore Lobster House. First stop was the convenience
store for a purchase of some local bottled brews, as this is a BYOB establishment. When you order,
you either point at the live lobster you want in the tank, or tell the clerk what size by weight you
want to eat, and you pay by weight. They put it in the boiling pot, then serve it to you whole with
some melted butter, and you enjoy eating it at a picnic table in the loft above. It was a fitting
conclusion to three days of fun “down East” that was enjoyed by all.
For the return ride, we hoped to get back to the motel in Redhook, N.Y. this time in one day on a
more direct route, despite the rain that was forecast, and arrived, for most of the return trip. This
way took us through the town of Bennington, Vermont. We drove by the office of Hemmings
Motor News, with the familiar black and green vintage pickup truck parked in front.
Unfortunately, the rain worsened for the last stretch, when twilight, steady rain, and road spray
made seeing much farther than a few feet in front of your nose difficult. Later, this was more than
what Lenny had bargained for, as he didn’t see the turn in to the motel through the front tire spray
of rain, bugs, and road grit.
He had us worried for a time as he hadn’t showed up, but did finally make it, arriving in an
understandably bad mood. After getting warm and dry we got a good sleep, and by the next
morning his usual cheerful self was with us as usual. He had been through much worse before this
ordeal. The last leg of our travels was the return ride to Frenchtown. The only mishap of our
travels occurred here when Larry’s trusty BMW got a rear flat tire. We soon were under way again
after we unloaded Bob’s bike from his trailer and put Larry’s on. Bob rode his bike and Larry drove
Bob’s truck and trailer into Frenchtown. (Bob would ride this Shovelhead by himself to the Oregon
coast for another Road Run and back to New Jersey in a month or so, but that’s another story.)
There was still time for a quick trip to the local malt shop and burger drive-in. After we had
everything packed for the return trip West, we enjoyed a fine farewell dinner that Larry’s wife
Doreen had prepared for us, and we saw a different species of low-flying fireflies that evening! We
made it back to Sacramento with only two wrong turns along the way, a visit to the AMA Hall of
Fame and Museum off I-70 in Pickerington, Ohio, and a stop in Broomfield, west of Denver, to visit
a bike builder that Richard wanted to meet.
After enjoying a parting Mexican dinner in Sacramento on the evening of the day that some guy
named Jackson had died and was all over the news (culture shock after being away from most
news media for nearly three weeks!) I left Doc Sprocket’s place at 6:00 a.m. the next
morning.....destination: Hood River, Oregon. After an uneventful I-5N sprint, I made it through
Portland just ahead of the Friday afternoon commuter rush, and was happy to pull in to the
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driveway at John Stanley’s shop in Hood River at 4:45 in the afternoon. I wanted to finish my
journey with this 2-day ride I had heard about in past years, and was finally able to attend a Gorge
Run. I had been to his shop for a brief visit once before, but until this ride with John and Jim
Stanley and Evergreen Chapter friends – Mike and Shaun Brown, Tom and Sherri Deem, and the
other “usual suspects,” I had no idea how beautiful this part of Oregon is, with all the fruit
orchards and other scenery surrounding Mt. Hood, and the Columbia River Gorge. After an
evening ride, and an all day ride the next day, we wrapped it up with good food and spirits at a
classy restaurant that evening.
What a great conclusion to three weeks of fun with Motorcycle Chums – East and West!

DRILL PRESS:
A TALL UPRIGHT MACHINE USEFUL FOR SUDDENLY SNATCHING FLAT METAL BAR
STOCK OUT OF YOUR HANDS SO THAT IT SMACKS YOU IN THE CHEST AND FLINGS
YOUR BEER ACROSS THE ROOM, DENTING THE FRESHLY PAINTED PROJECT WHICH YOU
HAD CAREFULLY SET IN THE CORNER WHERE NOTHING COULD GET TO IT.
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Evergreen Chapter Events
January 30, 2010, Chapter meeting at the Silver City Restaurant & Brewery
2799 NW Myhre Rd. Silverdale, WA 98383, (360) 308-9080,
www.silvercitybrewery.com Time: NOON
February 27, 2010, Chapter meeting, location to be determined.
August 21 & 22, 2010. The 30th annual Evergreen Chapter Swap Meet and Show in its 18th year in Tenino, WA
Open to the public, vendor spaces still just $30

Pellentesque:
Stolen Bike
1958 Harley Davidson “Duo Glide” (Panhead)
Registration: 58FL1923 (Michigan title shows 18FL192)
Title # 169C1920234d
Stolen June 6, 1996, East Point (formerly East Detroit), Michigan
Complaint #96-12146
Please send any information to Peter Mafteiu, (253) 514-8898

Book and Magazine Collection
400+ books on motorcycles and cars
2100+ magazines-U.S. & UK (AMCA, AMA,
VMCC (UK) & VOC (UK).
Prefer to sell the whole bunch.
Contact: Richard (360) 918-8026

2010 Chapter Officers
President-Tom Deem, 415 Riddell Rd. Bremerton, WA 98310
(360)-377-1208 & tdeemon1@comcast.net
Vice President-Mike Taylor, 2225 Riddell Rd. Bremerton, WA
98310, (360) 373-1047 & mtroytaylor@hotmail.com
Secretary-Otto Allison, 6720 N 28th St. Tacoma, WA 98407
(253) 759-3224 & ottoa@w-link.net
Treasurer-Shaun Brown, PO Box 723, Tenino, WA 98589
(360) 264-4210 & shaun@sei-av.com
Editor-Mike Brown, PO Box 723, Tenino, WA 98589
(360) 264-4210 & mike@sei-av.com
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Pan & Shovel Parts
Contact
Tim (360) 754-4346
Or
Bear (360) 264-2696
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Evergreen Chapter Shopping Mall
2006 Swap Meet Shirts, $5.00 ea.
2 small - grey with dark green chapter logo on the pocket
75+/- Evergreen Chapter Koozies, $1.00 ea.
37 Evergreen Chapter penlights, $3.00 ea.
2008 Swap Meet Shirts, $10.00 ea.
2 small black
4 medium black
2 medium tan
3 large black
2008 National Road Run Shirt, $10.00 ea.
1 XL long sleeve grey with black lettering

SOLD, IT’S GONE!

Evergreen Chapter long sleeve shirts (members only)
3 large, @20.00 ea.
1 XL (large logo), $20.00 ea.
2 XXL (large logo), $25.00 ea.
2009 Swap Meet Shirts, $20.00 ea.
1 medium tank, black
10 large, sage
7 large tank, black
9 XL tank, black
2 XXL tank, black
Pick up at a meeting or other chapter event, or pay for shipping $5.00 ea.

Next meeting: January 30, 2009, Noon
Silver City Restaurant & Brewery
(360) 308-9080
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Editor, Evergreen chapter
PO Box 723
Tenino, WA98589
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