
Our fearless club VP and 

newsletter publisher Tracy 

sent out a request recently 

asking for photos of club 

members and their first bike. 

Hopefully with them on said 

bike. Well I did an exhaustive 

search for all old photos and, 

as you might have guessed, 

found none. I suppose itõs 

because my mother (God rest 

her soul) was the picture 

taker in our house and she 

wasnõt all that happy about 

my brother and I taking up 

two wheeled locomotion. All of 

the bumps bruises and 

scrapes that we suffered from 

falling off those low power 

machines probably cast a pall 

over her enthusiasm for 

motorcycling. Back in those 

days, we rode only in the dirt 

and fell down in the dirt. Now 

that I look back on those 

days, it was a blessing that 

my worst crash occurred right 

in my own back yard. Low side 

from a front wheel slide. But, 

back to Tracyõs request. I was 

able to search out pics of my 

first two bikes. The first was 

the venerable (you meet the 

nicest people on a Honda) 

HONDA 50. Of Course we all 

remember that bike as being 

òThe most popular motorbike 

design in historyó. Well I never 

really thought that is was, but 

maybe I was wrong. 

After tearing up 

the Honda 50, 

my dad gave me 

a previously 

owned but still a 

powerhouse, 

Honda 90. The 

Honda 90, at 

7.5 HP could 

really tear up 

the yard.  

Continued on 

page 2. 
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WANTED!  

YOUR 

CONTRIBUTION!  

 

Youôve heard it before 
and Iôve written it so 
often, I can do it in my 
sleep.  This newsletter 
is not published by a 
team of elves in the 
dark of night..  If it is 
going to continue, I 
need contributions 
from our members. 

Please send me copy-
ready info.  Links to 
websites and/or your 
endorsement of a fun 
event are not easily 
transferrable. 

The weather is nice 
and Iôd rather be 
riding too.  Please 
help by submitting a 
little something by the 
15th of the month.  
Thanks in advance, 

Tracy 



I installed a large sprocket and a knobby 

tire on the rear wheel and it could 

compete with the best junkyard dirt bikes 

in my neighborhood. Could even give you 

a wheelie, if you wanted to impress the 

other kids. But then my buddy Leeõs dad, 

a general contractor, embarrassed all of 

us by purchasing his son, now my arch 

nemeses, a Honda SL350. A REAL dirt 

bike with a REAL motor. I was awe- struck. 

It was metallic gold with duel upswept 

pipes and could run rings around anything 

that the neighborhood kids were riding. It 

could REALLY tear up a lawn! I was 

probably around 10 years old at the time 

but Iõve never forgotten that machine. I 

always wanted a Honda SL350 for my 

own but never got one. A few years ago I 

came upon one for sale. Not very y 

expensive, but I couldnõt do it. 

Somewhere through the years, that bike 

SHRUNK! It was no way the monster 

machine that I remembered. Did HONDA 

bend the Time-Space continuum? Or 

maybe I just got a whole lot bigger than 

back in those days. 

All this brings me to another story. We 

had an impromptu meeting of the MARS 

brotherhood in April and I got into a 

discussion with our own Bob Davis. He 

had purchased and ridden home a sweet 

KLR650 that he wants to slog in some 

dirt. He asked if I had any interest in 

playing in the mud with him. No Way, I 

said. To which he replied, òThen why did 

you buy a dirt bike?ó  A DIRT BIKE? My 

BMW R1200GS Adventure, a DIRT BIKE?  

 Yeah maybe it is. But Iõll tell you the truth. 

It all goes back to that 

Honda SL350 from my 

childhood. I always 

wanted a big dirt bike to 

ride with Lee from all 

those years ago and now I 

have one. Itõll kick the 

tires off of a Honda SL350 

any day. Sure itõs 40 some 

years later, but Lee 

(Council Rock High School Class of 1975) 

if youõre out there, Iõm ready to tear up 

some lawns! 
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Next Meeting                                              

June 13, 2009 

Michaelõs Restaurant 

1000 Churchmanõs Road 

Newark, DE  19702 
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Meeting Minutes  Tracy Novacich 

As you know, our meeting was cancelled 

last month since several of us were 

scheduled to ride to Deep Creek.  Mother 

Nature was in a fury that week, I had a 

family obligation, and our non-refundable 

hotel called to tell us the pool area was 

not available therefore they would 

graciously allow us to reschedule. 

Since it was our normal MARS meeting 

weekend, we held an impromptu lunch at 

Mackieõs Oven. 

Given the short notice, I was surprised to 

arrive and find eight motorcycles and one 

very nice car in the parking lot.  Over a 

freshly prepared lunch, we enjoyed each 

others company and discussed a myriad 

of topics.  Davisõ new toy,   Bill Bordaõs 

sporty-to-the-max car, Alex Kaukerõs ever-

increasing riding experience.  Whereõs 

Matt?  And whatever else came to mind. 

All in all, it was a nice little lunch with 

friends. 

Look for more lunch meetings to be held 

in semi-exotic locations in the near future. 

It Works For Me   Dave Cowgill  

Sun Glare   Since buying a bike with a full fairing and windscreen, Iõve used a dark smoke shield on my full face helmet, 

leaving it in the ôupõ position to act as a sun visor, as I always wear safety glasses. Later, I added a ôsun blockerõ strip to the 

BOTTOM edge of the shield, again, leaving it in the ôupõ position. This gives a darker, denser sunshield, which is very helpful 

when headed East early in the morning, or West late in your dayõs ride. 

 My latest upgrade is the addition of a òSuper-Visoró  add-on sun visor that attaches to the top edge of the face shield 

with double-face tape. Youõll see these advertised in most cycle magazines (they go for about $12) and they work really well. 

After about a yearõs use in daily commuting, the original adhesive strips on my first one gave up, but they were easily replaced 

with some 3M strips from Loweõs or Home Depot. Clean the area well with rubbing alcohol and let it dry before applying. 

Personal Hygiene   When riding out in ôthe booniesõ, facilities for you or your co-rider can be difficult or impossible to find. 

For that time when caught short, a little advance planning can be greatly appreciated, and gain you some valuable ôheroõ points. 

Place a almost-used-up roll of toilet paper, along with some foil packets of ôhandi-wipeõ towelettes crammed in the cardboard 

tube, in a small zip-lock bag. This little life-saver can be tucked away in a fairing pocket, tank bag, side bag, backpack, or 

wherever.  Even after a couple of seasons, it can be ready if ever needed. It sure beats grabbing a handful of the wrong leaves!  

What works for you?  

Drop a quick email and it will be posted in the next newsletter.   Tracy@Novacich.com 
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Membership & Treasury Report   
Tracy Novacich, Mike Vayo 

As of May 30th, we have a total of 75 MARS members. 

If you are reading this and have not renewed your 

membership, time has run out.  The Google Groups mailing 

list and roster will be updated and only members who are 

up to date will be included. 

If you are uncertain of your status, please get in touch with 

Mike or Tracy. 

With the current dues collected in addition to our 

advertising monies, our treasury contains $2,356.11. 

Club Ride with Bobaji -  Sunday, June 6th  
 

Come out on Sunday, June 6th to Frawley Stadium just before the 

Blue Rocks Game and meet Bobaji and his person, Van, as they 

continue their òNeutered...and Lovinõ Itó shelter tour. 

If youõve not yet heard of Bobaji, the side car dog, take a moment 

to visit his web site to see videos and read the blog.  

www.bobaji.com 

Bo has logged over 30,000 miles as a side car passenger and has 

been spotted often in and around the Philly area.  . 

Plans are not yet finalized but after a meet and greet at the ball 

park, we will escort Bo and Van as we hit the happening hot spots 

of Northern Delaware. 

Complete details will be emailed later in the week via Google 

Groups.  Meanwhile, please contact Tracy if you plan to attend. 

Tracy@novacich.com 
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Girls Get Away Report  Trish Kauker 

As my husband can attest to, women are 

somewhat telepathic. At least Tracy must 

have been when we picked the dates for 

our Girlõs Weekend Spa Ride. We kept 

checking the weather reports and it only 

seemed to confirm more rain to come. 

Thursdayõs report finally showed a break 

in the rain and some sun on the horizon. 

We were ready to go. 

 

Friday morning started with breakfast at 

the Marsh Road Diner with me, Tracy and 

Candace. From there we went north to 

New Britain, Bucks County and picked up 

my sister-in-law, Elaine. She led us on 

some great back roads to meet up with 

Wanda and Regis in Quakertown. After 

the introductions were made, we topped 

off our tanks and headed out. Tracy led 

the group along some fabulous roads 

(planned by Matt) and several hours later, 

we arrived at our destination, The 

Mountain Laurel Resort in the Poconoõs. 

We arrived to find Kelly, who drove from 

Harrisburg, checking in and unloading her 

gear. 

 

Once we unloaded and checked in, we 

scoped out the resort and decided to 

enjoy a glass of wine and then eat at the 

restaurant on site. The meal wasnõt bad, 

but certainly not worth writing home 

about. Candace and Kelly were providing 

plenty of fodder about some of their best 

MSF class students and mishaps. We 

were all having a great time and 

afterwards we went back to the rooms for 

some more wine and story telling. 

 

Saturday morning we started for the 

breakfast buffet and a òlittleó coffee. Now 

I am the type of person that rolls out of 

bed and immediately heads for the coffee 

pot. It helps to get my eyes wide open and 

makes me feel a little human. I had been 

up for almost an hour and half without a 

cup of coffee by the time we reached the 

buffet. If I could have had it intravenously, 

it would have helped. After copious 

amounts of coffee, we headed out for a 

ride and some sight seeing in Jim Thorpe, 

which we got a brief glimpse of when we 

came through on Friday afternoon. The 

weather was perfect and the roads were 

great. We spread out and to see various 

stores and sights and agreed to meet 

back for lunch. Hereõs were the story gets 

interesting. 

One of the shop owners had suggested 

the Flagstaff Restaurant at the top of the 

mountain. He even gave us the directions 

to get there. The roads were not well 

marked and were not necessarily what 

you would refer to as primary roads. As 

we came around a hairpin curve, going up 

a very steep road, Tracy suddenly had 

something go wrong with her òbeeó and 

pulled over. It didnõt take long to 

determine the 

malfunction, her 

chain had 

popped off. 

Candace 

immediately 

jumped in and 

saved the day. 

òItõs just like a 

bicycle chainó 

she said as she 

put on an old 

pair of gloves 

and had the 

chain back on in 

no time. We 

were all very 

impressed with 

her quick 

thinking and her 

mechanical 

abilities. She 

was our hero for 

rest of the day! 

Lunch was great 

and we were able to look out from the top 

of the mountain and see the valley of Jim 

Thorpe and some beautiful scenery. 

 

We headed back to the hotel later that 

afternoon to begin our scheduled spa 

treatments and to meet up with Kris, 

Gwen and Anna. They had taken most of 

the day to get there and were ready for 

some treatments as well. The spa was 

really luxurious and the treatments 

ranged from facials and massages, to the 

hot tub and sauna.  We were relaxed and 

ready for some fun. Given our dinner 

experience the previous night at the 

hotelõs restaurant, we decided to go to 

the Power House for dinner which was 

about 3 miles away. The meal was 

excellent and Regis provided us with 

some hilarious stories of her days as a 

State Trooper. All in all a really nice time 

and we were ready to head back to the 

hotel and enjoy a glass of wine or 2. 

 

We agreed to meet early on Sunday 

morning to see what could be done to 

tighten up Tracyõs chain which still looked 

a little too loose. We had no luck in 

loosening the bolt to make the 

adjustment. The BMW Anonymous Book 

was consulted only to find out the 1 

person listed in the area had a 

disconnected phone number. There were 

no dealers near by and none of the local 

mechanical shops were willing to help 

out. There was a local Truck Stop with a 

mechanic on duty. Tracy, Candace and 

Kelly went over to enlist the help of the 

mechanic and his tools. Once they 

returned, we all loaded up and prepared 

for the ride home. Kris, Gwen, Anna and 

Elaine decided to take the back roads 

home and the rest of us headed for the 

turnpike to slab it home. 

The òGirlõs Weekend Spa Rideó was 

officially over and I can honestly say that 

we all had a really great time. I know I 

speak for all of us when I say THANKS to 

Matt for planning some great riding roads 

for us on the way up. We had a blast! 

Elaine, Regis, Trish, Candace, Tracy, Kelly, and Wanda overlooking Jim Thorp, PA. 


