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Thunder In The Rockies! 
Rocky Mountain High 
By Traveler 

our pipes 
are crack-

ling as you 
descend down 
a 17% grade... 
you're feeling 

the boredom of hundreds of miles of flat 
Kansas prairie...the heat of 105 °  tempera-
tures...the wind is burning from hours of 
80+ mph riding and you're experiencing 
camaraderie while exploring new places 
with new friends. These are the ingredi-
ents of a successful ride. A bit of 
rain...some strong winds...a few dirt 
roads...some night rides and 3,000 miles in 
six days -- all combine to make this ride in 
the Rockies tough, challenging, rewarding, 
and one of those "rides-of-a-lifetime". 

It started with bar talk one night after a 
HOG meeting: 

"Ya doin' Sturgis?" 
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"No, Man...Sturgis is lame. I think I'll 
ride the Rockies this year." 

The Rockies? What's out there?" 
"Just some of God's greatest creations for 
bikers!" 

Hey! Maybe I'll go witchya!" 

"This ain't a ride for a novice, man." 

"Oh, yeah?" 

Alittle planning, 
pre-ride, 

some mechanical 
preparation, and 
then on Thursday 
morning, 19 

June, Rob "Mow Man" Mann, Brett "Mr. 
Clean" Bacd, Jim Janeto, Dixie (my old Co-
Rider) and me headed West to Kansas 
City. We had 
excellent weather and we were making 

good time for the first 30 miles. Then, our 
schedule came unraveled... 

These guys have one bad habit -- they 
like to E4 T S0000 (sigh), we stopped for 
breakfast at a place that had two tour 
buses full of kids being served by wait-
resses who were obviously not from a 
DNA-rich gene pool. Two long hours 
later, we're finally fired up and rolling 
again. 

Rob led most of the way and we all 
benefrtted from his fancy e-lec-tronic 
cruise control. Fourteen hours of saddle 
time and nearly six hundred miles later, 
we pulled into Leavenworth, Kansas to 
link up with Don, Dawn and Mike. Don 
and Dawn had slabs of Kansas spare ribs 
and plenty of beer ready for us. Dessert 
was a shower and a few beers. Then, 
into sleeping bags to get ready for an early 
departure. There were a few arguments 
over who got to sleep where, with Brett 
declared the winner by a TKO. He took 
the recliner so he could lay in the same 
position he rides in. 

 

These guys 
like to sleep, 

too. A six 
o'clock start time 
to them means 
getting up at 5:50 
A.M.! It didn't 

 

matter when they got up, because it 
would take an hour plus to get rolling. I 
think they all set their watches to Pacific 
time. 

We finally got our knees in the breeze 
and headed West on 1 -70. Our group 
grew to six Harleys and eight folks. Half-
way across Kansas, near a little town 
called Dorrance, we stopped for lunch at 
a biker bar called "BIG HINEY'S". Now, 



We arrived at 
Dixie's after 

thirteen hours of 
saddle time, and 
again, just under six 
hundred miles. Af-
ter cleaning up, we 

headed to Smuggler's Bar to meet the 
Colorado riders. It was like some kind of 
High School Reunion as we walked into 
the bar. After two days of hard riding, the 
Colorado folks didn't think we'd show up 
to party, but... we did. 

There to greet us were Gene and 
Maureen ("Mo"), Glenn, Jimmie, Pam, 
Sheila, Donna Rae, Susan, Linda and Mike. 

Now, I discovered Bad Habit Number 
Three: Don't EVEN get these guys 
anywhere near a party. They will go, 
NON-STOP, until the drinks run dry or 
the money runs out -- whichever comes 
first. 
As the group chaperone, it was all I could 
do to get them all out of Smugglers at a 
decent time so they could sober up 
enough to get back to Dixie's. Of course, 

We landed 
at Dishes 
place in 

eo 
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big Hiney's is right in the middle of 
DOWNTOWN NOWHERE, KANSAS. 
Right next to a big, white grain elevator. 
There ain't a lot to do in a town where the 
grain elevator has more floor space than all 
of the public buildings combined. If you're 
ever in that area, stop at Big Hiney's. The 
ceiling tiles there are imprinted with red 
images of peoples' butts. According to Big 
Red (Big Hiney's son), you paint your butt 
red, then sit on a ceiling tile to make the 
impression. Date it, put your name on it, 
and ... VOILA! You're famous. Rob was 
tempted to try it, but Big Red looked at 
him and said, "Sheeeet, Man! I AIN'T 
GOT THAT MUCH PAINT!" Good 
service and food, and they were very 
biker-friendly. 

The temperature was now around 100°, 
and the ladies were pouring water on their 
heads to cool off, We rode across the 
largest expanse of absolutely nothing in the 
entire USA. After a few stops for fuel, soft 
drinks, and some ice cream, we finally 
made it through the kilns of Kansas. 

we only drank O'Doules (or is it, 
"O'Drools"). HONEST! Back at Dixie's, 
it was shootin' pool and consuming mass 
quantities of beverages until the moon 
went down. 

We were groggy the next morning 
(from the thin air at 6,000+ feet). 

Nontheless, we rode over to register for 
the Colorado State Rally. Instead of riding 
the Rally Poker Run, we planned to ride 
our own route. So, fourteen of us headed 
out. It really was THUNDER IN THE 
ROCKIES 

We rode a route to Deckers, Colorado 
and stopped for photo opportunities. 
Deckers is considered the third most sce-
nic route in the USA according to Cycle 
World magazine. This route runs along a 
mountain stream and winds its way up to 
Overland Pass, topping out at about 8,000 
ft. Nice winding roads, and very scenic. 

N ow...the 
Bucksnort 

Saloon is an old 
authentic west 
saloon that sets 

back in Sphinx, Colorado, on a dirt trail in 
a small canyon. The saloon is built on the 
edge of a cliff overlooking a stream. The 
back deck overlooking the stream was 
where the prospectors would go to puke 
when they had too much to drink. Insiders 
know it as the "Pukin' Porch': This is not 
a tourist spot -- only locals and bikers know 
about it. But, somehow, the word got 
out, and the place was full of touristos 
when we arrived. (Insert another two-
hour meal here.) 

\ A e 	split 
V V into two 

groups for the 
ride to Cripple 
Creek. Again, 
we had good 
winding roads as 

we rode the ascent to Cripple Creek 
(about 9,000 ft.). Cripple Creek is an old 
gold mining town with only one active gold 
mine. The other gold mines are CASI- 
NOS. Cripple Creek is now a gambling 
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The Motley Crew (from left to right) Wayne 
"Traveler" Kirkpatrick, Jim Janet°, Brett "Mr. (Jean" 

Baca; and Rob"Mow Man" Mann at the 14,236 
summit of Mt. Evans, CO. 

town with an old, wild west frontier atmo-
sphere. 

Just like Las Vegas, the "Ch-Chingnof 
the slots was alluring. I knew it was time 
to leave when every time I'd ask Brett a 
question, he'd say, " YOU BET": After 
some touristo-ing in Cripple Creek, we 
headed West to Guffey, Colorado, with 
all of our folding money in hand. 

Vou see, 
Gulley used 

to be a com-
pany town for a 
local gold mine 
decades ago. 

The mine played out, the people moved 
away, and all that was left was a bunch of 
old log cabins. About eight years ago, a 
group (herd?) of lesbians got tired of being 
hassled, so they moved into the deserted 
town of Guffey. Today, the town hasn't 
changed much. One new restaurant 
(done in early "Diesel Dyke" decor) and 
the General Store have been refurbished. 
The General Store carries everything 
imaginable, except condoms! Everything 
else remains as it was in the old days...run 
down, yet quiet. Because we were be-
hind schedule, and because we wanted to 
avoid the deer and the antelope (which 
you'll run into on any given evening), we 
didn't stop in Guffey. In fact, because it 
was a town full of lesbians, we went 
through it lickity split (so to speak) on our 
way to Skyline Drive in Canyon City. 

The ride up Skyline Drive is not a 
beginner's ride. The trail is 

paved, but is only one car-width wide -- 

Out to the 
!Buck:snort! 

fictoothVe• 
emckskort... 
Hello Cripple 
Creek! 

fey Ia like no 
other town In 
the 
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Everyone's reluctance eroded when they 
learned that the next stop was Mo and 

Gene's place for steak and 

beer...ye.S... beer! 	Thais right ..free 

beer! (Why does Rob always ask if things 

are, "free"?). 

Mo and Gene Canady are two bikers from 
Colorado Springs. They epitomize camara-
derie and put meaning into the word "hos-

pitality". They hosted us for barbequed 
steaks at their place -- on short notice --

asking no one to help with the preparation. 
These are two super people who grew 
close to everyone on the ride. Don't 
attempt to help them...never try to pay 
them...just enjoy their friendship and hos-
pitality. The only thing they'll ask of you is 
to pass the favor on to someone else 
when you get the chance. Now that's 
biker hospitality -- Harley-Davidson Style! 

After dinner and planning the next 
day's ride, it was back to Dixie's for more 
pool, refreshments and just a very small 
amount of sleep. (The coyotes and prairie 
chickens keep you awake -- not the party-
ing). Funny how, after three days of hard 
riding and little sleep, you can keep going 
on exhilaration. Sunday we were to head 
home, but the general consensus was to 
stay for a second day. It's hard to leave a 
place that's so scenic, has so much great 
riding and such super people. 
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no guardrails, a steep incline, and a 
straight, butt-bustih' 500-foot drop down 
the side. Everyone made it up to the top, 
and we all felt a real sense of accomplish-
ment. After some photo ops, it was time 
to descend this mutha, and I sensed some 
reluctance within the group (editorial com-

ment. No kiddin', Wayne.). 

It was a STEEP DESCENT.  

unlikely as Dolly Parton getting implants. 
After breakfast, we rode to the Garden of 
the Gods. It's a park with tremendous 
rock formations and neat photo ops. We 
even posed for a Japanese tourist who, I'm 
sure, went back with his thrilling story of 
how he got the "Hell's Angels" to pose. 
Of course, when you ride with Mo, she 
takes charge of all photo shoots. I'm sure 
we have some wild pictures. 

We stopped at Pikes Peak Harley for 
obligatory gifts and to say hello to Herb 
and Sunny, the owners. This is one of the 
up-and-coming H-D dealers in the nation, 
and the showroom floor reflects it. This is 
the kind of shop that not only has a very 
wide selection of motor clothes, parts and 
accessories out where you can see them, 
but they do on-the-spot repair work in the 
service department. After getting one of 
the scooters serviced, we finally headed to 
the best part of the whole trip...Mount 
Evans. 

I wanted to ride Mt. Evans this trip, but 
wasn't sure that the level of experience of 
our group, Colorado riders included, could 
handle an ascent and descent on the tallest 
mountain in Colorado. The road is paved, 
but the turns and switchbacks are about 
twice the difficulty of something like Nee-
dles Highway. At 14,000+ feet, hazards 
include mountain goats, Big Horn sheep, 
falling rock, cold, wind gusts, altitude sick-
ness, and SATs (Stupid A** Tourists). 
Gene had ridden it before, but we had 
some riders with us who just didn't have 
the skill to descend from 14,000 feet with 
no brakes. With no guard rails and sharp 
drop-offs of thousands of feet, the last thing 
we needed was some rider to get to the 
top, get altitude sickness, dehydrate, try to 
descend with brakes that went to hell 
because they overheated or had air in the 

lines, and go over the side, hit a goat or get 
hit by an SAT. Perfect way to ruin a good 

bike.  

level at 70+ mph. All passed the test 
except one who we were concerned 
with. But there was no way anyone could 
tell her not to take her Sportster to the 
top of that mountain. After all, she's an 
American Indian and she has more right to 
that mountain than us pale faces. 

We stopped at the base of Mt. Evans 
to top off with liquids. This helps prevent 
altitude sickness, and we needed to put 
more clothes on anyway. The climate at 
the top of any high-altitude mountain is 
often arctic. Now, we're ready... we're 
fired up...we're psyched up...we're filled 
up, and we're dressed up. Gene decides 
to ride with Lorraine into town to get fuel 
while we make the twelve-mile ascent. 
They'll catch up later. 

There were four bikes in the first 
wave. Traveler and a co-rider, Brett, Jim 
and Rob. Only one worry: Mo decided 
to ride with Rob. What! Is she nuts? 
You'd have a safer chance of checking 
your fuel level with a lighter than....oh, 
well. That's Mo. Off we go with Mo 
doing acrobatics on the back of Rob's 
bagger while she took pictures of every-
one. If anyone should get an award for 
this part of the ride, it should be Rob, for 
musding that bagger up and down twelve 
miles of steep, sharp grades, with a co-
rider. 

I think we encountered just about 
every hazard that a biker can encounter 
(except cops) on this ride. Steep grades, 
on-and-off camber hairpin turns, tourist-
fed mountain goats with a death wish, 
badgers (we don't need no stinking badg-
ers!) water flowing across a right-hand 
switchback, falling rocks, snow accumula-
tion, sand in turns, and little-to-no brakes. 
Add to this the loss of power that comes 
with the thin air at 14,000+ feet, and all 
but a fool will realize that this is no Sunday 
ride to the Highland House. 

If we thought 
the ride up was 
breathtaking, 
the view from 
the top was 

We met the Col- 
orado riders for 
breakfast at 9:00 
a.m. I gave up 
trying to get any- 

one going before 8:00 a.m. That's as 

The route toward the base of Mt. 

Evans is challenging at speed. It's a very 
curvy road, but a good measurement of a 
riders skill level. Gene and I decided to 
burn it and get a sense of everyone's skill 

frt. took about 
)may mainfits. 
to "'Arndt tOsot top 



We were-
n't look- 

ing forward 
to the long 
ride home. 
We reflected' 

on the past two days of riding, and I think 
we all agreed, it was orgasmic! Six days 
and 3,000 miles of beautiful scenery, chal-
lenging routes, the constant rumbling of 
pipes from multiple Evos on a downhill 
cascade, and great biker hospitality, made 
this an unforgettable experience. For many 
nights to come, I'll hear the thunder in the 
Rockies as I doze off to sleep. 

Exodus 
By Traveler 

A t 3:45 
on 

a Sunday 
morning, 
you think " I 
wonder if 

Moses got up this damn early when he led 
the twelve tribes of Israel out of Egypt?" 

Twelve Top Cats (one per tribe?) arrived 
at the Dunkin' Doughnuts by 4:30 AM, to 
leave at 5:00 AM on the Second Annual 
Top Cats Exodus and Sunrise Ride. 

Moses (Brother John Kahles) was our Road 
Captain who led us out of Palatine and into 
the Promised Land on Lake Shore Drive. 
Brother John didn't part any waters but we 
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We stopped half way down to check 
brake disks and to see who was running 
hot brakes. I purposely did not use any 
brake for the first six miles so I could make 
a point on descending correctly. I had 
Brett feel the difference between his rear 
disk and mine. Point made. (The fact was, 
I had no rear brake because of air in the 
lines. Not wise to let your co-rider know 
that, though.) Some bikes had hot discs so 
we waited a few minutes and then finished 
our descent. We all congratulated each 

other at the bottom and drank some more 
liquids. Brett said, "Feel my rear disc 
now." I thought that he was pleased that 
he descended without too much braking. 
I grabbed his rear disc and charred my 
hand to the bone!!! Following a few 
choice comments about his mother, I 
asked him what the hell he was trying to 
prove. Brett's reply: "Man, I said DON'T 
feel my rear disc now. I had to get on 'em 
hard because of the bike in front of me" I 
didn't hear him say "DON'T". Duhhh! 

While we thought the toughest part of 
the ride was over, we didn't expect to 
encounter the wind gusts through 
Loveland Pass on the way back. I mean, 
butt-squeezin', forearm wrenchin', white-
knuckle, tank slappin' gusts of wind that 
were so strong that we were actually 
changing lanes. It was tough riding, but 
poor ol' Lorraine, with her light weight 
Hugger and gutsy personality made it 
through O.K. She's now known as "Left-

Lane Lorraine". 
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indescribable. After a few pictures and a 
lot of huffing and puffing on oxygen defi-
cient air, we decided to descend before 
the sun set and the animals came out. A 
quick briefing on how to descend with 
engine power and not use up all of your 
brakes, and we started down. Into the 
first turn we encountered Gene and 
Lorraine finally making it to the top. The 
significance of their ride lies not with Gene, 
but with Lorraine. It was a no-sweat ride 
for ol' Geno, but for Lorraine, it was a 
tremendous feat. I know guys who won't 
tackle Mt. Evans, regardless of what 
they're riding, let alone a little lady on a 
custom Hugger. She rode all the way out 
there, and by God, she was going to ride 

up that hill. Pretty gutsy. 

The good part of this day was that we 
cheated death once again. The bad part 
was that tomorrow, we head back to 
Chicago. After a ride like this, it's all down-
hill from here (no pun intended). 

Our retum trip was uneventful. A few 
showers, some wind, but nothing extraor-
dinary. We stayed in Leavenworth, Kansas 
overnight with Don and Dawn, and then 
into Chicago the next day. We stopped at 
Zook's Harley-Davidson in Des Moines, 
right at Exit 136 on 1-80. They have a 
section for HOG members only. Pool 
table, chairs, etc. It's a good respite from 
the road, and a recommended stop if 
you're heading west on 1-80.  

didn't have to eat any manna either. The 
weather was perfect, the traffic was light, 
the speed was just right for a group our 
size, and we rode a good route. No 
wandering in the wasteland for 40 years. 

Just like Moses, Brother John had some 
help with this ride. We don't know for 
sure but we believe that Sister Chris and 
Brother Hook had something to do with 
laying out the route and providing divine 

wisdom. 

It would not be a Top Cats' event if we 
 didn't have at least one BBB(Big Blue 

Bagger) with us. Usually it's either Saint 
Virgo or the Righteous Reverend Gray 
Ghost. I think St. Virgo stayed back to 
beat off the Egyptians while we escaped. 

Warning: Be careful around George and 
Chris. They have a new accessory on 
their Bagger...an evidence - gathering 
video camera. Extortion or entertain-
ment? Top Cats home videos?? 
Whaddya, got no be life or cable in Lake 

Zurich, George? 

just like Aaron 
helping Ixother 
Moses, Mow Man, 
was thereto help 
Brotherjohn where 
he could. 

twelve bikes, when you're at the front at 
a stoplight? Sorta like the Sermon on the 

Mount. 

Of course, there are no actual pictures 
of the original Exodus and we think 

we know why. Ric Case tried to take a 
group picture when we stopped at the 
Promised Land, and his camera wouldn't 
work. Ric's ancestors must have been on 
the original Exodus. Probably with the 
same camera Moses, as usual, saved the 
day though and took this picture. 

It was good to have Brother Hook and 
Sister Dona riding with us again. And, 
they finally argued!!! Great to see that 
they are, in fact, real married bikers. 

nid you 
Liknow 
that you can 
actually hear 
Rob giving 
directions 
from the 
back of a 
column of 



The Exodus Run Participants 

Adding to this sensory experience is Terry 
Poflick's scooter with some set of pipes on 
it. They aren't obnoxious. They're not too 
loud. Just a deep, mellow growl that can 
turn into a roar in a New York minute. A 
perfect enhancement to riding next to the 
Zookeeper at sunrise. 

Well, eighty + miles and a few hours 
later, we stopped at the Highland 

House for breakfast and then went our 
separate ways. It was a well coordinated, 
well lead, enjoyable ride. Thanx, John. 

Now, the way I figure it, if Moses 
would have had a Road King, he could 
have gotten to the Promised Land a lot 
sooner than he did. He could have 
prayed for fuel instead of manna and 
Sturgis could be held at the base of Mount 
Sinai. I bet the First Commandment 
would have been "Thou shalt not put a 
foreign bike between thy legs!!!" 

UPCOMING EVENTS... 

Our September ride will be a 
progressive dinner ride on the 
21st. We will be meeting at 
Deer Grove Woods at I I :30 
to depart at noon (Route 68 
just east of Route 14 - Entrance 
is on the North side of Dundee 
Road). 

There will be a $5.00 charge 
per person to cover expenses 
for this event. 

RSVP to Dona Tossing 
(847/537-3913) by September 
10th . Come hungry and ready 
for kin! 

Oil Spots 
By Traveler 

Good Lei?  The Harley shop in Honolulu, 
Hawaii has a free catalog and a good selec-
tion of clothes. Their number is 800 554-
2753. 

Publisher.  This edition of ROAR, is being 
published for us by Ms Karlen Sanberg. 
Karlen is not only biker friendly, she's got 
a custom Sportster in her garage. Look for 
improvements in ROAR and don't hesitate 
to send Karlen your articles at 
Hooney@aol.com  

Angel's Ride.  A. B.A.T.E. held a memorial 
ride for Angel on June 28. I'm not sure 
how many Top Cats rode, I don't remem-
ber the weather, I know we left from 
somewhere and arrived somewhere else. 
I just didn't pay much attention to anything. 
My thoughts were on Angel. "Life is made 
up of two parts. In the first, you try to 
make a name for yourself and in the sec-
ond, you try to keep it." Angel has done 
both. Safe saddles, brother. 
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Volunteers. Volunteers are a vanishing 
breed. Just look at any of the Top Cat 
meetings or events and you'll see the 
same faces doing everything. Interesting 
that you'll hear comments at the bar from 
social leeches like "Well, I volunteered for 
blah, blah, blah, but they didn't want me." 
Bull!!! Social leeches are the ones who 
bleed a club by taking and not giving. 
They enjoy all club events and benefits but 
never contribute one bead of sweat. 
They are the first to complain about the 
most trivial issues. Don't be a leech. Do 
something for your club. 

Too Many Harleys?  Yeah. Like too much 
fun? The word on the street is that HD 
sales overseas have been slower than 
projected. Bikes produced for off - shore 
sales are now being distributed in the 
States. If true, look for slightly higher 
availability for new HD's. 

Pikes Peak Hill Climb.  This year we had a 
Top Cat win the 1997 Motorcycle Mas-
ters Class, place second in the motorcycle 
Open Class, and rank seventh overall in 
the annual Fourth of July Race to the 
Clouds. 

%VW. 	 wt..* •o0d 101.0101. yVoIs Havtant C..tromn, 
..we 	— VAW's M.. pie. 141 11+.1 	 lo toke troy 

Clw c.v.!. Wing 	now. 	 rn013.K. wwmon 

Pult 1.6m. To Ar. Cloods “Ien ,wed 

Elkhart Win!!  Experience will always 
kick youth's butt. We've had a second 
Top Cat win a national motor sport event 
within a month. Fritz Schiffmayer, 
number 25, recently took first place at 
Elkhart with his vintage Cobra. Congrat-
ulations Fritz and Tina! Not bad, huh? 
Two national first places by Top Cats. 
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Biker Phil seized the occasion at the 
Promised Land to deliver a sermon. 
Now, you had to be there but, it started 
with "Yeah verily, brothers and sisters, I 
am here today to save your ass... ( I think 
it's soul,  Phil, j.) 

If you ever want a real visual experience, 
try riding beside the Zookeeper (Jim 
Irvine) at sunrise. When the sun comes up 
on that tiger paint scheme, the eyes show 
up first, then the rest of the beast appears. 
Talk about cool 

Pads Alert.  We've known for a long time 
that after-market parts and even 
Screamin' Eagle parts for Harleys don't 
have the quality of the O.E.M. stuff. Talk 
to Bard for first hand info on warped 



Ric Case further stated that after the elec- 
tions there are approximately 12 commit- 

President Mann next highlighted the Chi- 
cago sunrise ride. Unfortunately the clouds 

44+ 
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derby covers and the reliability of custom 
parts. 

Oil T.  Use O. E. M.-recommended 
lubricants. Temperatures on an air cooled 
engine, such as motorcycles, are higher 
than on a water cooled engine, such as a 
car. Automotive oils may be cheaper but 
they may not hold up to the high tempera-
tures of a motorcycle engine. When oil 
overheats, its viscosity breaks down and it 
does not lubricate as well. Best bet: stay 
with O.E.M. lubricants. If you're stuck for 
oil while traveling, use a diesel grade oil in 
an emergency. 

Softail ay.  If you've ridden for a while, you 
know that pre - '95 Softail trip odometer 
knobs rarely stay on. If you have this 
problem and want to fix it forever, remove 
the knob and cover the hole with a 
chrome plug, PN: 56239-93. 

Vintage Iron.  Nostalgic, shiny, solid and 
unique describes Vince O'Leary's new 
toy...a vintage, '67 BMW w/sidecar. This 
thing is in concourse - class condition and 
probably belongs in some collector's mu-
seum. Not Vince, he's riding it around 
town! 

Biker Culture 
How can you tell if a biker is a chauvinist? 
He thinks that "Harass" is two words. 

+ • 4. 
Biker: "Let's go out and have some fun 
tonight Babe." Spouse: " OK, But if you 
get home before I do, leave the kitchen 
light on." 

+++ 
Biker: "I'd like to marry your daughter." 
Father: "Have you seen my wife yet?" 
Biker: "Yeah man, but I really prefer your 
daughter." 

Last Meeting's 
Minutes... President Rob "Mow-Man" 
Mann called the July 29th Top Cat general 
meeting to order at 7:58 p.m. The meet-
ing was held at O'Traina's in Wauconda, 
IL. Rob welcomed all in attendance as well 
as three guests. 

Next Rob asked Sandy Vernon to recap 
the N.I.S.R.A. van dedication ceremony 
which she attended as a representative of 
the Top Cats organization. Sandy said that 
N.I.S.R.A. was most appreciative of the 
Top Cats for the charity ride contribution 
which amounted to $3140.00. This 
money helped purchase a new van for 
N.I.S.R.A. which holds five wheelchairs and 
is lift equipped. Also, Sandy mentioned 
that the Top Cats of Illinois are listed on 
the back panel of the van in recognition of 
our contribution. 

The next order of business was the news-
letter. "Mow-Man" stated that the newslet-
ter will be done professionally beginning 
with the next issue. The cost will be two 
dollars per sheet which includes up to 50 
copies plus postage. For about sixteen 
dollars the newsletter will be done. 
Wayne Kirkpatrick's production dept. 
manager will publish the newsletter. 
Wayne stressed that we still need a news-
letter editor/co-ordinator. Carl 'Virgo" 
Bender reinforced that opinion. Robb 
Scholl our current editor will handle this 
responsibility. All information should be 
directed to Robb. 

Next, Rob Mann informed us that the 
N.I.S.R.A./ Top Cat Picnic has been re-
scheduled to Sunday September 7th. The 
picnic will be held at the park behind 
R.S.V.P.'s in Barrington at 12:00 noon. All 
Top Cats are urged to attend. 

President Mann also mentioned that the 
Top Cats picnic was a great success. The 
picnic was held at Hook and Dona Toss-
ing's home. Jordy Glazov also touched 
upon several picnic highlights including- hot 
dogs, hamburgers, chicken, volleyball, wet 
tee shirts, water balloons and a whipped 
cream fight. Obviously, fun was had by all. 
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5:27 am. However, it was a great ride 
anyway. Thank you John Kahles- road 
captain for leading the ride. 

Treasurer report- 
Dona Tossing reported that we have 
$908.26 in the bank. Dona also asked 
that everyone should check with her to 
verify that their dues are current. Dona 
also has patches and pins and membership 
cards for new members. 

The next Top Cat ride is scheduled for 
September 2 I st and is sponsored by the 
ladies of Top Cats. It is a progressive 
dinner ride. Dona stated that the ride 
begins at 11:30 from the Deer Grove 
forest preserve. Specifics will be in the 
newsletter. There will be five stops with 
five courses. There will be a $5.00 fee to 
cover some expenses. The last stop will 
be at John and Susan Kahles's in Hawthorn 
Woods. 

Ric Case, chairman of the nominating 
committee spoke next. The nominating 
committee consisting of Carl 'Virgo" 
Bender, Terry "Lizard" Kumero, Brett 
"Mr. Clean" Bacci, George "Gray Ghost" 
Lax, Jordan "Jord)?' Glazov, Ric "Ric" Case, 
met last week to formulate a proposed 
slate for the September elections. The 
membership at large was polled by the 
nominating committee members in an 
effort to determine potential candidates 
for officer and board of directors posi-
tions. The proposed slate is as follows: 

For President 
Ric "Ric" Case 

For Vice President 
George "Gray Ghost" Lax 

For Secretary 
Wayne "Traveler" Kirkpatrick 

For Treasurer 
Dona "Dona" Tossing 

For Board of Directors- 2 positions are 
open- 
There are 4 candidates running- 
They are: Robb "Robb" Scholl 

Brett "Mr. Clean" Bacci 
Terry "Lizard" Kumero 
Vince O'Leary 
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These positions can be filled by associate 
members as well as full members. These 
are important positions so please consider 
contributing. 

Next, President Mann stated that all the 
proposed candidates for officer positions 
have accepted the nominations and have 
agreed to run for election. He then asked 
for any other nominations from the floor, 
for and of the officer positions. No nomi-
nations were made. Rob stated that in 
September, when we vote, the officers 
slate will be accepted as is. The vote in 
September will be strictly for the Board of 
Director positions. There are 4 people 
running for 2 positions available. 

For those of you traveling to Sturgis, the 
Top Cats are meeting at the Elk Creek 
Steakhouse, Located off 1-90 at exit 46-
between rapid City and Sturgis at 7:00 
p.m. on Tuesday August 5th for dinner. 

The 50/50 drawing of 450.00 was won by 
Sandy Vernon's Guest. 
The Meeting Adjourned at 8:35 p.m. 

A board meeting was held immediately 
proceeding the general meeting. President 
Mann called the meeting to order at 
8:40p.m. Several membership applications 
were voted on and accepted. 

Kathleen A. Citko- Associate Member-
ship- was voted on and approved. Con-
gratulations Kathy and welcome aboard. 

Christopher J. Burcini- Full Membership-
was voted on and approved- Congratula-
tions Christopher and welcome. 

The board meeting adjourned at 8:55 
p.m. 
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Date  
N Type Dues Paid 

7/2/96 Bacci, Brett Regular $24.00 
Gold $20.00 

8/8/94  Bender, Carl 
12/1/95  Blais, Phil Regular $4.00 

12/5/95 Boand, Bard Regular $4.00 
Gold $40.00 

3/3/95 Case, Richard 
Regular $28.00 

6/28/95 Dorgan, Don 
Regular $4.00 

12/14/95  Ensslin, Charles 
1/29/96  Florian, William Regular $48.00 

12/1/95  Giuntini, Ed Regular $4.00 

3/20/95 Glazov, Jordan Gold $40.00 
Associate $18.00 

2/2/96  Greenberg, Al 
4/22/95 Greene, Richard Gold $36.00 

Regular $4.00 
12/1/95 Hart, Carl 

Regular $44.00 
26/96  Irvine, Jim 

12/13/95 Kahles, John Regular $4.00 
Regular $20.00 

8/15/95 Kaiser, Herb 
Regular $28.00 

6/4/96 Kirkpatrick, Wayne 
Regular $12.00 

10/6/96 Kuetemeyer, John 
Regular $44.00 

2/6/96 Kumro, Terry 
Regular $16.00 

9/3/96 Lax, Jason 
Regular $8.00 

11/17/95  Lax, Eric 
9/3/96  Lax, Christine Regular $16.00 

11/17/96 Lax, George Regular $8.00 
Regular $32.00 

5/7/96  Lipps, Kevin 
11f7/95 Lowery, John Regular $8.00 

Regular $4.00 
12/5/95  Melia, Thomas 
1/27/95 Mann, Rob Gold $48.00 

Regular $8.00 
11/1/95 Oliver, John 

Regular $12.00 
10/1/95 O'Leary, Vince 

Regular $4.00 
12/1/95  Petersen, Raymond 

12/14/95  Pollick, Terry Regular $4.00 

12/1/95 Reid, Tom Regular $4.00 
Regular $44.00 

2/6/96 Schiffmayer, Karl 
Regular $16.00 

9/5/95 Scholl, Robert 
Regular $8.00 

11/5/96  Sezemsky, George 
12/1/95  Shanbrun, Mark Regular $4.00 

11/1/95  Simpson, Jon Regular $8.00 

1/7/96 Snyder, Rell Regular $48.00 
Regular $4.00 

12/5/95 Tapley, Gordon 
Regular $32.00 

5/7/96 Tossing, Dona 
Regular $32.00 

5/7/96 Tossing, James 
Regular $8.00 

11/1/95  Wayman, Gary 
4/2/96  Wayman, Carol Associate $27.00 

12/5/95  Werner, Gordon Regular $4.00 

2/6/96 Wojtas, Vic Regular $44.00 
$877.00 

The following niembeliss owe dues for 1997. 
Please pay Dona as soon as possible. Thanks. 



President  
❑ Ric Case 

Vice President 
❑ George Lax 

Treasurer 
❑ Dona Tossing (Martin) 
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BALLOT 

Secretary  
❑ Wayne Kirkpatrick 

Board of Directors  
Please Vote For Two 

❑ Brett Bacci 
❑ Terry Kumro 
❑ Vince O'leary 
❑ Robb Scholl 

Top Cats 
6I 8 S. Northwest Highway, # 218 
Barrington, Illinois 60010 
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