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Front Cover:  Venom in front of a haunt-
ed house?  No it’s the Carson Mansion in 
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The Velocette Little Bitch Rally (In Memorial to James Dean),  
Morro Bay, California. 

Sunday July 17, 2022 through Sunday July 24, 2022.  
by VOCNA President:  John Sims 

 JP and I have been making great steps in organizing next year’s rally.  I went 
down to Morrow Bay three weeks ago to check out the hotel, and the local amenities, 
and met with the City Parks and Recreation to find a good spot for out Shine and Show 
on the Saturday.  Blaise has been riding the roads and said that the Parkfield Grade was 
fabulous with a 2,000 foot climb on paved roads.  
 The rally will be held out of the Morro Bay Inn on the South Side of town.  It 
is located about ¼ mile from the Morro Bay State Campground.  We are still in negotia-
tions with the hotel management to get the best deal we can, and we are planning on 
staying at both the hotel and campsite for the whole week with just one night away in 
Carmel Village 
(Tuesday July 
19, 2022). 
 JP has 
been organizing 
a private visit to 
the Talbot Mo-
torcycle Muse-
um and a club 
barbeque on the 
Tuesday 
evening.  We 
have secured 7 
sites at the 
campsite at Sad-
dle Mountain 
Ranch which 
will take 2 pup 
tents and 2 bikes each.  The campsite is located half way up a mountain and it has one 
of the best swimming pools I have ever seen at a campground.  The good news is, there 
should be no problem bump starting the Velo’s on the way out on the Wednesday morn-
ing.      

Picture of Swimming Pool at Saddle Back Mountain 



 
AGENDA 
Sunday July 17, 2022 Welcoming Dinner – Provisionally at the Morrow Bay Inn. 

Monday July 18, 2022 Local ride North to Fort Leggett. A good day to book tickets 
in the afternoon at Hurst Castle.  

Tuesday July 19, 2022 Ride North to Carmel Village via the back roads to Cambria 
and North on the Hwy #1 the Pacific Highway. 

Wed July 20, 2022   Back to Morrow Bay via the flat lands and Peach Tree Road. 

Thursday July 21, 2022 The Tank Museum at Camp Roberts, Parkfield Grade, Park-
field Café, James Dean Memorial Site group picture, and 
Mario Andretti’s private racetrack (Hwy 41) Back to Mor-
row Bay. + Evening ride to San Louis Obispo for market day 
and entertainment. 

Friday July 22, 2022 Pozo and the local mountain roads around to the Paso Rob-
les WWII Fighter plane and Aircraft Museum. Fun roads 
back to Cambria and Morro Bay. Drinks at the local Brewery 
(to be determined). 

Saturday July 23, 2022 Shine and Show – By the Morro Bay Museum next to the 
submarine. 10.00 till 1.00 Food and drinks available from 2 
or 3 local establishments.  

AGM location to be determined. Perhaps the Windows 
Restaurant down town Morro Bay? Party? 

LODGING 
INN AT MORRO BAY 
60 State Park Rd,Morro Bay,California 93442View Inn at Morro Bay on years, Map 
Phone: +1-805-772-5651Inn at Morro Bay form, years, 
  
Fax:805-772-4779 
Email:frontdesk.morrobay@innatmorrobay.com 

For anyone liking to play golf, the Morro Bay State Park Golf Course is one of the 
premium courses in California. 

!4



Hotels in Carmel Village – Under negotiation with Management 

Main Campground 
Cozy campsite offering coin showers & access to restrooms & eateries, in a scenic, 
seafront locale. 
Located in: Morro Bay State Park 
Address: Main St, Morro Bay, CA 93442 
Phone: (805) 772-2560 

Auxiliary Camp site in Carmel Village  
Saddle Back Mountain Campground 
Saddle Back Mountain 
27625 Schulte Road 
Carmel CA 93923 
831 624 1617 

John Sims on the 2018 Rally with Mt. Shasta in the background 
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CONTENTA INN 
20 Via Contenta, Carmel Valley,  

CA, United States 
Tel: 831-659-2298, Email: reserva-

tions@contentainn.com 

Blue Sky Lodge 
10 Flight Road 

Carmel Valley, CA 93924 
Reservations@blueskylodge.com 

831-659-2256 



 As part of the promotion of the club and keeping new members coming in, it is 
important for all the club members to help by adding Velocette stories and articles to 
both the Website and the newsletter. Subject matter articles could include: 

♦ Life (Wife) with a Velocette in the house, 
♦ Trying to get your wife to polish your Velocette, 
♦ Maintenance on your Velocette, 
♦ How fast does your Velocette really go? 
♦ When your wife throws you out of the house, are you happier sleeping with 

your Velocette in the garage? 
♦ Recent Trips. 
♦ What’s the best part about people admiring your Black Stead? 

 Finally, I have been using a new program to prepare and track new route “Ride 
with GPS”.  There is a free download and once the route has been planned, it will give a 
route map and turn left and right directions.  You can also use it to track your travelled 
path, and when you get lost it will show you where you went wrong.  Not that it really 
matters because every one always shows up at the end of the day.  

Fabulous Maps with great directions and milage. 
 Heading down to Lake Casitas for the 38th Melo Velo Rally in Ojai California. 
Hope to see lots of Velocettes. 
Take care and safe riding 
John 
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31st ANNUAL 

NORTHERN CALIFORNIA ALL-BRITISH RIDE 
BRITISH BIKES ONLY 

***NO EXCEPTIONS*** 
 

 
SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 6, 2021 

Ride departs 10:00 AM – 940 Seventh Street, Novato 
 

DO NOT PARK TRUCKS OR TRAILERS IN THE GYMNASTICS CENTER PARKING LOT 
Bikes only at the curb – trucks/trailers use nearby streets or the back lot at the 

shopping center across the street 
 

LUNCH FOR BRITISH BIKE RIDERS AND PASSENGERS 
AFTER THE RIDE, STAFFORD LAKE PARK 

 
Lunch tickets sold at sign-in, before the ride, - $20 

 

 
 

Info: Don Danmeier, 415-898-0330 or dwdsms@novato.net 
and info@bsaocnc.org 

WANTED:  
Trade or Cash.  Poster “Triumph Wins 36th Annual Big Bear Run”.  This old race 
win promotional advertisement from 1957 of Bud Ekins winning.  Other similar 
posters wanted.  Good copies OK.  Anything on Big Bear, Catalina or Greenhorn 
races.  Also “Motorcyclist” mags of 50’s and 60s, and 11 X 11 Triumph brochure for 
1965. 
R.E. Rogers     Rogersr.e.65@gmail.com 
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Eastern News 
by Andrew Harris 

 Greetings from the East, where the blistering hot tarmac melting summer has 
given way to torrential rain.  Oh well. 
 I have been thinking about gearbox lubrication – I have always used the same 
oil in the gearbox as the engine, SAE 50.  However as the gearbox is a separate unit 
perhaps it makes sense to use a hypoid gear oil instead.  Gear oil is designed for ex-
treme pressure applications (hence the EP designation) and the bottles in the bike shop 
promise “smoother shifting”.  Not surprisingly gear oil in a bike shop is double the 
price of gear oil in an automotive outlet. 
 So….does anyone use hypoid oil in the gearbox? 
 Is it better?  Is the shifting truly smoother?  I would appreciate any feedback 
on this, or if anyone has a tribology background feel free to contribute.  I thank you in 
advance. 
 Entertainment on a Sunday morning came when the owner of a 1960-ish HD 
was telling all and sundry how light the clutch lever was, and we should all try it. 
 So I did. 
 My goodness. I thought the cable had seized.  Luckily I had a big breakfast 
and was able to use those calories to heave the lever to the bar.  So what do you think? 
said the owner.  Good isn’t it?  Ah well, humm, well….. 
 I was almost mean enough to invite him to try the Velo but sometimes igno-
rance really is bliss don’t you think? 
 Finally, if the price of spares is getting you down be glad you don’t own a se-
ries A Vincent. Seems the UK owners club has had a batch of Brampton forks manufac-
tured for….six thousand pounds apiece. 
 Yikes! 
 Ride safely and stay healthy, 
 Andrew 

Regarding use of hypoid oil, Jeffry Shadetree minced no words: 
 Traditional time honored technical information sources like the Works owners 
manuals as well as the Red Book and other information tomes of the period indicate 
engine oil to be used throughout the lubrication reservoirs of each bike produced by the 
Veloce company.  GTP may be the possible exception although there have been anecdo-
tal stories of 30wt used in the injection system.  The modern wisdom dictates a continu-
ation of this method due to the chemical composition of Hypoid gear oils reacting with 
the alloys in the bronze bushings causing advanced degradation in fairly short order. 
 There have been rumors that modern bronze bushings may be less susceptible 
to this causation however in this case, no pun intended, the term modern bushings lacks 
the definition of alloy composition necessary to match hypoid oils with full confidence.  
 As noted in Dai’s gear box guide: 

♦ Golden colouring of the gearbox oil  
♦ Wrong oil used causing corrosion of the phos-

phor bronze bushes 
♦ Modern Hypoid oils can attack the bronze 

bushes.  Strip gearbox to check for any dam-
age. 

♦ Check grade of oil and if incorrect replace 
with makers recommended oil either SAE40 
or 50 in hot climates. Replace any damaged 
bushes. 

photo of gold flakes from KTM forum 
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New Member Writes:  
 It was love at first sight.  When the owner kicked the started and he purred, 
smoothly I might add,  I was sold.  The gas was 4 years old.  Obviously MAC wanted 
to impress me.  

 So ‘Big Mac’ made it to his new home prior to the Hurricane.  But he wasn’t 
off the trailer and in the garage before the second photo happened: 
 I signed Mr Bill and myself up for VOCNA and we have been perusing pic-
tures.  I am a native Californian from the East Bay and lived in Kelseyville before mov-
ing East so lots of the pictures were real eye candy for me on multiple levels.  
 My new “job” is reading about Smith’s Chronometric Speedos so I can clean 
it.  (It was in a box with a second engine**). Mr B took the light off and we immediate-
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ly noticed why the headlight needed help.  The wires were neatly wound around inside 
without being attached.  I am positive we will find lots of other “little” projects.  He 
appears mostly original but in need of some TLC, as most Vintage items.  
 It seems we have a new Winter’s Project in store.  Mr B enjoyed “several” 
projects in the past (BSA GS, Norton Atlas, AJS, Matchless, Dunstall Norton, Dunstall 
Triumph and currently a BSA Seeley).  However, I may be doing more than originally 
discussed.  He has caught the Velo disease and adopted a Venom from someone near 
you.   
 We will continue to read previous Fishtail Tales,  handbooks and manuals to 
get these lovely Beasts back on the road.   
“Joei” Bassett     Laughter is The Best Medicine 
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Allan Dow asks: 
 Why would you still 
want to belong to the VOCNA if 
you are handicapped and can no 
longer ride, and don’t even own a 
Velocette any more?  
 For me there are several 
answers.  There are the memories 
of many years of fine, fun Club 
rides and other nice trips on my 
former Velos. 
 Also the memories of all 
the fine people in our club.  It’s 
always a pleasure to see their pic-
tures in the Club magazine. 
 Yes, I think the Fishtail 
West is a fine publication, and I 
look forward to reading every 
word in every issue. 
 Thank you, Lanora, and 
others for doing such a great job 
for the club. 
 I will be renewing my 
membership as usual. 
Thanks Allan! editor 
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Right: Allan Dow, 2017, Cam-
bria, site of VOCNA rally 
Below:  Mavis Shafer, Jim Walk-
er, Olav Hassel 1985



The Almost Ride  
by Chris Wimpey   091821 

 I had an interesting motorcycle ride today. I left in the early a.m., riding the 
Honda CB. Fueled up, then hit Coast Highway, heading north through the beach com-
munities.  Nice riding there, cool weather through Torrey Pines, up into Del Mar.  
 Continued on to Encinitas, where a group ride was leaving from a moto shop 
on PCH.  The proprietor hosts a ride about once a month.  He invariably rides his aged 
Honda GL Goldwing, which is kept in rather shabby condition.  One would swear that 
it is a long-derelict non-runner, given it’s appearance.  The owner is a proponent of 
shabby-chic, and the bike reflects that.  But it did fire up, belching a bit of smoke. 
 The other bikes and riders were an odd assortment.  They all seemed to know 
each other. Not too many, kind of a small ride. 
 There were the ubiquitous Harleys: a new-ish Sportster, with Converse high 
top-clad rider, & a sort of bobber-chopper with very loud exhaust and ape hangers.  The 
rider wore a plaid flannel shirt with overalls, and Vans. 
 There was the older bike mechanic, riding a mid-80s Honda VT500 twin, 
which he had subtly modified into a caricature of it’s former self.  He was a font of in-
formation, knowing pretty much everything about every bike, and very willing to loud-
ly share all that information. 
 A Kawasaki ZX14 was present, laden with every go-fast carbon fiber compo-
nent imaginable.  The diminutive older rider of that enormous beast was quite proud 
that he had crashed and rebuilt the bike, and in the process had “his mechanic” build a 
“race-prepped stage 3” engine.  Whatever that means.  Oddly, he was quite proud that 
he had eliminated the counter-balancer from the engine in order to “maximize horse-
power.”  Maybe it worked, but he says the engine is now “kind of buzzy.” Meaning 
unbalanced and it vibrates.  Smart. 
 Then there was the racer. He arrived on a well-worn Yamaha R3, which had 
obviously been down on both sides.  Wide swaths of paint on the fairing had been care-
fully removed by asphalt abrasion.  Stickers covered some of the wounds.  The license 
plate was flapping around, held on by one orange and one blue zip tie.  No rear view 
mirrors, of course.  At the beginning of the ride, he was squirreling around on the road, 
apparently warming up his tires.  I noted a haze of blue smoke from the exhaust.  I de-
cided that I did not want to be ahead of him, because he seemed like the kind of rider 
who just had to pass everyone.  Probably on the inside of a sketchy turn.  
 I maneuvered into the tail end position to assess the group, and in the process 
made my decision.  We came to Highway 5 and the southbound lane beckoned me.  I let 
the group head east, and I headed south. I just didn’t want that particular ride experi-
ence. 
 As I rode home I reminisced about some really great group rides I had been 
on.  Mostly these occurred in the 1980s and 90s, and a few more recent rides.  Sure, 
there were some odd ducks on those rides, but at least they were interesting.  The world 
would be a less fascinating place without characters like Jim Walker and the Coburn 
brothers. 
 And the bikes were certainly more varied.  I do miss the Ariels, Velocettes, 
Nortons, BSAs, Triumphs, Moto Guzzis, and square case Ducatis.  There was also more 
knowledge among the group, or so it seems.  Riders were more adept, even if the riding 
skills were sometimes slightly marginal.  Again, Jim Walker... 
 The camaraderie was there, and it was definitely more fun.  And entertaining. 
CW 
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MAINTENANCE ! 
by Jeff Ward 

 Stunning scenery often involves challenging roads.  That was certainly true 
this last Lost Coast Velo ride.  Past President Paul d’Orleans had concocted a selection 
of roads and rides to delight and astound the senses.  But they proved a challenge to the 
frame of our aging Venom, especially with two people aboard. 
 My passenger is better described as ‘statuesque” than “petite”.  That, and the 
fact that she learned standing on the stirrups in her horsemanship days, resulted in a 
broken pillion peg mount.  Why is that exhaust pipe making that funny noise? 
 So the Venom found herself in the slings at Walter Mork Sheet metal, waiting 
for the attention of his welder.  Saint Fred had agreed to put her right, as he had before 
on many other occasions.  His welder managed to get the frame lug cleaned up and re-
fastened without removing many 
other parts, and was done in a 
flash. 
 But looking on the bike 
up in the air like a netted fish, I 
had to admit I had  been, maybe 
not negligent , but certainly spar-
ing in my maintenance, and men-
tioned it to Fred.  
 “What should I do to 
improve this bike?”   
 He took in the condition 
of the with a glance. “Oil the 
spoke ends so you can true the 
wheels”.  
 Do others do this?   
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Above:  The editor who is normal size teaches 
Fred, Jeff Ward and Amy Thigpen new dance steps

     I’ve got a lot to learn!



A couple of photos of Jeff Ward’s MSS in the Mork Sheet Metal shop.  Special thanks 
to Fred Mork!  photos by Jeff Ward. 
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Above:  the first three Velocettes to arrive, John Sims on his Venom, Lanora’s MAC 
and the GTP enjoyed a spacious campground. 
Below:  Tim Kenney on his MAC was an amazing host! 
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Above:  Mike Jongblood & Greg examine the GTP.  The saddest quote was “I’ve been 
afraid of the Velo purists.”  Nothing like the GTP to welcome people!   
Below:  Jeff Koskie’s immaculate Venom Cluman did the ride and did not leak! 
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Above: From certain angles the campsite looked orderly… 
Below:  John Sims’ Venom picked up a nail.  Bob, John and John Prideaux (JP) check it 
out. 
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The 38th Ojai Melo Velo Rally,  
October 9th to October 10th, 2021 

by Tim Kenney 
 In 2020 I started planning to host one more Southern California based celebra-
tion of the Velocette motorcycle.  This informal tradition was started , as far as I know, 
in 1981 in Elli Taylor’s yard in Montecito, California where people brought their own 
food to bbq and booze to drink.   
 By 1985 the event was taken over (to the best of my knowledge) by the Peddi-
cords, Pat and his son Terrry.  Somewhere around 1992, after the 10th anniversary, I 
offered to step in and carry forth.  Why?  The joy I had experienced being in the com-
pany of fellow enthusiasts was something I wanted to share with others.  Simple.  
 With the exception of one year hosted by Tom and Zuma Ross, and another 
hosted by Paul D’Orleans, I have organized this joyful event around 28 times.  It has 
been a pleasure to see fellow riders enjoy the event.  It is unfortunate that some of them 
are no longer with us, but their memory lives on with me with every passing year.  
 This year (after skipping a Covid year) I wanted to make the event both as 
easy on my aging body and as accessible as possible to the participants, which I think I 
pulled off.  So, I bring the reader the 38th Melo Velo Rally. 
 Exactly three months prior to the day I was at Lake Casitas making sure I 
could reserve the prime spot I wanted, with a BBQ, a sink and electricity, plus hook ups 
for 4 RVs!  Eight in the morning, when they opened the office, I was first in line. 
Check.  
 Now, what about meals?  Beverage?  The ride? The Art work!  Jane, my 
daughter, and I worked this all out.  Christine catered, Jane contributed common sense 
(and table cloths, and baked apple crumble..and so much more) and I worried incessant-
ly.  To the point of losing sleep.  My buddy Loren updated our Covid delayed art for 
this year, and we posted the art on Zazzle.    
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 Seasoned Oak came from the Ojai 
Winery vineyard in Ojai, wood for the tradi-
tional after hours camp fire came from Gregg 
Gorris’s yard.  
 As we were providing food, I ask 
that people RSVP, and that worked well.  The 
T-shirt orders were another matter altogether, 
as Zazzle decided that we had violated their 
content rules by referring to the Isle of Mann 
with the ‘TT’ reference in the Ad copy saying 
that Velo won in 1926 and 1928.  I contacted 
the department in the Isle, and they agreed 
with Zazzle!  If it is not one thing, it is anoth-
er.  We have since found another site, if you 
are interested in a T shirt, contact me at thrux-
ton71@hotmail.com and I will send you a 
link.  
 I had the site from Friday to Sunday, 
so some of the long distance travelers pulled 
in Friday night, John Simms and our intrepid 
Editor with Jeff.  Three Velocettes already!  
Things were looking up.  
 Saturday brought more people as the 
day wore on, including a person from Ventura who was trying to get a rigid MSS back 
on the road.  He showed pictures.  It had been heavily customized by Von Dutch, in-
cluding a handmade exhaust system. Very funky.  If I had my act together, I would have 
grabbed his name and contact info.  He was a racer and a mechanic for racers and want-
ed to get his MSS back on the road.  He was worried that the Velo crowd would look 
down their noses at it, as it was not properly restored, and I assured him that this was 
not the case.  I mean, look around.  In this crowd, performance is paramount.  
 As the day wore on the keg of Newcastle got tapped and more and more par-
ticipants rolled in.  I looked in that direction a few times, and I was reminded of hum-
ming birds coming to a feeder.  

Then there was the mystery but very tasty Northern California Margarita blend, just add 
Tequila ( a lot) provided by Jeff.  Wonderful.  And Honey… wonderful Honey.  
 Christine set up a ‘Charcuterie’ , using an entire table to offer up a selection of 
fruits, cheeses, vegetables,  sliced meats, and crackers, all artfully arranged to entice 
consumption.  
 Christine did a great job at catering, and one of the high points for me was 
standing at the big giant oak coal BBQ that I started up earlier with really good sea-
soned oak I hand picked out from Adam Tolmak's pile of oak, putting cooked cheese 
burgers on people's plates, with Christine right next to me helping.  It was a great feel-
ing, all these happy people getting fed with good food.  Her MAC and Cheese creation 
was raved over, the salad was good, and the keg of NewCastle Brown was well re-
ceived.  Not to mention the Ojai red.  
 The camp fire was still burning when I retreated to our home… I counted 9 
Velocettes!!  Including Craig Rich, who was close to getting the long distance Velo 
award.  Mike Jongblood wanted to split it… but fair is fair.  
 Breakfast was just as well done, with cheesy scrambled eggs and O’Brian 
potatoes, plus a giant plate of Sausage.  No one complained.  I had gone at 6am to Star-
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Evan and Jane enjoy the charcuterie



bucks and picked up three 'travelers' which are big boxes full of hot coffee with cups, 
cream, stir sticks and sugar.  I also had a electric pot full of boiling water and a tea ser-
vice. Very classy for Lake Casitas.  
 The award ceremony was not very public, but well deserved.  The results fol-
low: 

Worlds Best Velocette:  Jeff Koskie, 1968 Venom Clubman  - immaculate.  
Dee Cameron RIHAPIAW  Larry Luce, KSS 
Long distance Velo  Mike Jongblood, Endurance 
Bob Young Attention to Detail John Sims, Venom  
Long distance, non Velo  Evan & Norma Massaro, Ford Pickup, 
    from St. Helena 
Notes on the name references: 
 Dee Cameron was the essence of riding hard.  Larry just competed in the Bor-
der to Border on this machine. 
 Bob Young was in the printing business in LA, but I met him in Griffith Park 
riding up the now closed back road to the top.  He liked the unit Matchless twins, and 
also Velocettes.  He could make ANYTHING out of a flat piece of metal, and was much 
sought over for replica sheet metal, cars and bikes.  To say he was a perfectionist would 
be putting it mildly.  
 The ride got off at 9am, with Gas at 9:15.  Not as many people elected to ride 
as I wanted, but that was their choice.  One of the bikes that followed my MAC was the 
1968 Venom Clubman from Morro Bay.  What an incredible bike!  Then Mike Jong-
blood on his unbreakable Endurance, and assorted other bikes.  We were going to make 
a pie run on 'The Place' but we stopped at the ranger station at the bottom of 33 before 
Lockwood Cyn road, and the Chris/Barry pair of Miatas pulled in as we rested to tell us 
that there was NO PIE  to be had at The Place.  Chris told Alick that we were looking 
for Pie, and Alick said I never called ahead!!  I actually Did, but I guess I talked to the 
wrong person.  Oh well.  
 We turned around and headed back to Ojai, stopping for a side tour down the 
run to the trail head at the end of the Rose Valley camping area.  Very pretty, and a good 
technical road, full of pot holes and sand and all sorts of neat stuff.  The shiny 68 kept 
up no problem.  
 Then it was the descent into Ojai, and I was off the front, as the ride leader, 
and I didn't really go fast or slow, just my pace.  I pulled into my standard spot to wait, 
and the 68 and Olav on his big Husky Single were very close behind.  
 Finish the descent, and go our separate ways, and the rally was over. 
 I cannot organize this event any more, but would be happy to help anyone who 
Is interested in continuing it.  

Words from Chairman O 
 First of all - Many and Profound Thanks to Tim Kenney (with expert help 
from Jane and daughter Christine) for the 38th Mellow Velo Fellow Rally, held at Lake 
Casitas near Ojai.  Good turn-out, excellent hors d'oeuvres and BBQ, many Velos - in-
cluding the incredibly clean, oil tight, correct and strong running Venom Clubman 
owned by Jeff Koskie of Morro Bay.  He bought this bike from a museum in Sweden 
and it only required new ignition after some 25 years standing.   
 Sadly this could be the last Mellow - it had been the premier SoCal Velo 
event.  In the good-old-days, Velo interest was strong in SoCal and turn-out 
impressive.  Tim kept it going for years and if there is to be a 39th - we will need a 
Committee or such to share the load. 
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Hero to Zero in a second by Gary Roper  
 Some of you are aware that I have been campaigning a Velocette MAC on the 
AHRMA circuit for about a decade with David Roper as rider for the first 5 years and 
me for the next.  My skills as a racer have gradually improved along with my confi-
dence so I guess it’s time to reveal a first hand view of what it’s like to go fast on a little 
rigid motorcycle.   
 This April AHRMA sponsored 2 weekends of racing at Streets of Willow then 
Willow Springs Raceway.  For the uninitiated, the latter is named “The Fastest Road In 
The West” for a reason.  One racer put it this way: “It’s wide open throttle for at least 
80% of the time.  There are 9 curves, but they are FAST curves for the most part.   
 A little history here.  Three years ago I had a bad crash there, breaking bones 
and frame on my ‘26 Indian in practice when the front brake locked in a downhill cor-
ner.  Later that same weekend Dave Roper had a high speed crash on the little MAC 
sustaining a serious knee laceration and nearly destroying the MAC.   
 Meanwhile, back in 2021 and in the wake of the pandemic, I went to great 
lengths to prepare my 2 machines for the double weekend event.  The first was on the 
Streets of Willow, a shorter (1.9) mile track with lots of curves that tended to favor the 
slower bikes like mine.  I got the track down well and went fast.  First race I was able to 
beat my competitors in a last minute drag race for the finish.  Sunday brought a better 
race for me and I was able to best all foot and handshift bikes in my class.  There were 
many tense moments, but my confidence on the Streets kept improving and the week-
end gave me a push to do better on the “big track”.   
 Next weekend I came out putting lots of push into my game.  The MAC was 
geared right with a tall top that hit about maximum revs and probably over 100 mph 
going into turn 8 near the end of the track when I would just turn into the sweeping 
corner at full throttle then shift down to 3rd briefly in turn 9 and back to 4th and full 
throttle down the front straight.   
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 I saw trophies piling in my trailer for the trip home.   
 My lap times were also some of the best in my class so Saturday and the first 
race came with me sitting beside my main competitors on the start line ready to go.   
 Then I saw something that concerned me.  The guy’s bike next to me was leak-
ing a clear fluid from his engine and it meandered back across the rear like water but it 
was FUEL!  A rule in AHRMA is no fuel or oil on the track for any reason and as I 
pointed to it, the rider reached to his fuel tap and turned it off.  To my surprise, he 
stayed in his place and when the green flag dropped, he took off besting me in the 
launch.   
 Our group of riders in the second wave climbed the hill and entered the 
“omega” named for the shape of the turns and I had a very good line that shot me ahead 
toward the guy with the fuel problem.  Little did I know that he was having flooding 
problems and suddenly slowed a bit as I launched the MAC inside him on the next 
curve.  At the same time, he dropped inside to the fast line of the track and next thing I 
know I struck his back wheel and leg with my front wheel.   
 I awoke in the ambulance with the EMT saying “they don’t like us cutting off 
their leathers”.   
 I said I didn’t like it either as they helped me out of the said leathers and pro-
ceeded to place an IV in my arm.   
 The EMT said, :”you got your bell rung.  You were out for awhile.”  
 They were taking me to Antelope Valley Hospital trauma center where I had 
been 3 years earlier.  This time, I was a bit foggy as they wheeled me in, took a CT scan 
of most of me, and brought me into a room.  The doctor arrived and I recognized him as 
the guy some of the staff called “smiley” last time I was there.  As he peered down at 
me with eyes barely showing below his cap and over his mask I, in my tactless fog said: 
“I know you, you are the one they call smiley”.  
 He sort of snorted something about remembering me and told the staff that I 
was OK and to wheel me out into the hallway.  No checking for pain, no neuro checks, 
not even a question if my head hurt.  Well, I guess, someone needed his services more 
than this crazy road racer.  The nurse found a pair of sweats for me and I painfully got 
dressed in the bed in the crowded hallway.  My 
friend Robert had brought my wife Debbie to the 
hospital and they helped me out of the bed and out 
to the car.   
 I haven’t seen my bill yet from the hospi-
tal, but my share of the ambulance is over $1K so 
far.  They did send a survey to see how much I ap-
preciated my stay there.  I guess the concussion 
wasn’t too bad or maybe now I’m just living in an-
other reality.  My rib still hurts and the bruise from 
hip to shin is nearly gone.  
 I have rebuilt the MAC and since travelled 
to Topeka Kansas to race at Heartland with the Indi-
an and Velo.  I will leave that adventure story for 
another time.  Here is a tickler though, it includes a 
U-Haul truck with lots of miles on it.   
 I did have a track exit into grass there but 
was able to hold the MAC up and rolled to a wall 
where I had a good laugh.  
 Anything else? Bring it on.  
 Well, there was more...  
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MAGICAL MYSTERY TOUR 
MISSOURI JULY 2021 

 Back in April I had been chatting to Larry Luce, and he told me about the Vin-
tage Chase, a 1,300-mile ride for motor bikes from 1930 to 1960 around the Missouri 
Ozark Mountains in July 2021.  He had said there would be free food, and on the previ-
ous ride down the East coast they had a stable diet of my favorite barbequed pork.  I 
checked the rally instructions and sure enough, free food. Sign me up! 

 What a blast and an adventure, driving 2300 miles to the other side of the earth 
and riding my little KSS 250 miles a day around an unknown wilderness.  I say wilder-
ness because Cape Girardeau, Missouri, is in between the two civilizations of the East 
Coast and the West Coast.  I even wondered if they spoke the same language.  I later 
found out that they did not understand my English accent and made fun of me.  I guess 
I am an immigrant but I could not understand their Southern accents either.  
 On my way out to Missouri I had to drive across the barren straights of Texas, 
from the high desert to the low desert.  I saw things that I had never seen before, like 
the dust storm that was moving at the same speed and direction as the traffic on the 
freeway, and eventually colliding with my truck and covering my Velo with dust parti-
cles.  Lucky, I put a rag in the carburetor to stop it going into the engine.  Later, I think 
God must have been watching and felt bad about all the grit all over my bike, and put 
some big black clouds in front of me with 60 mph winds, lots of lightening and sheets 
of rain.  The rain was so intense I pulled off the freeway and parked behind a big build-
ing for protection.  A couple of minutes later I looked around and I was completely 
blocked in by other vehicles trying to protect themselves from the storm.  Needless to 
say, my bike was now washed and cleaned with a gearbox full of water.  In California 
you do not need that little rubber seal on the clutch cable, but here in Texas you need a 
lot of rubber things these days.    
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 I arrived in cape Girardeau a couple of days early for the rally, and just as well, 
because I had forgotten the key that I had locked the bike into the back of my Truck.  It 
gave me time to go into the hardware store and buy the cheapest angle grinder I could 
find and a thin cutting blade.  I always thought that the wire locks for motorcycles were 
difficult to break and my bike was theft proof.  After I set up my cutting equipment it 
took all of 5 seconds to cut through the cable and free the bike.  All thief’s need is a 

battery-operated angle 
grinder and they can take 
whatever they want.  
During the rally one of 
the Harley Owners said to 
me that I needn’t worry 
about getting my bike 
stolen since there were 
numerous high valued 
Harleys and Indians on 
the rally, and nobody 
knew what a Velocette 
was!  There were a lot of 
beautiful Vintage Harleys 
and Indians on the Rally 
with just a splattering of 
English and European 
bikes.  

 Tuesday and the start of the Rally was an eventful day.  I missed my start due 
to filling my partially flat rear tire, and I chased everyone into the unknown.  It was a 
magically mystery tour and no one knew where we were going.  All we had was turn 
left, turn right and milage instructions on a roll of paper, and the final destination was 
unknown.  I wondered 
where we were going to 
have lunch and supper 
with all that free food, 
and after an hour of rid-
ing I was getting pretty 
hungry.  I rolled into the 
first lunch spot at around 
12.30 and found out it 
was a “No Host” lunch.  
It was 95 degrees and the 
humidity was giving me a 
shower under my cloths.  
Definitely sticky armpit 
weather.  At around this 
time my rear tire went flat 
and I made it to the park-
ing lot of an auto parts 
store.  I promptly put the side stand down and the bike fell over onto the right side.  Just 
at that moment, like in the superman movies the chase vehicle pulled into the parking 
lot and put my bike on the trailer.  
 It was glorious sitting in the air-conditioned van, drinking cool drinks and 
munching on sandwiches.  It was so nice I even took a nap on our way to the hotel.  But 
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there, I had to unload the bike and fix my flat in the evening heat and humidity.  I later 
found out that we were 
in Branson.  I must 
have missed that while I 
was having my nap. 
 On the 
Wednesday we had a 
nice ferry trip across 
one of the lakes.  Not 
sure where I was so I 
cannot give the name of 
the lake. It’s always 
interesting to see who 
cannot start their bikes 
and have to walk the 
walk of shame pushing 
their bikes off the ferry.  
I was glad that I was 
not one of them.  I had 
previously bought a can of quick start (engine starter), and I immediately became very 
popular with the other riders. 

 Larry and Ella were 
having a good time and 
the Triumph Boys were 
partying.  They were in 
good spirits.  They were 
there led by Paul, the 
Owner of the Triumph 
dealership in Chicago and 
I had the pleasure of 
drinking beer and eating 
Pizza with them on the 
Wednesday evening.  
 The ride ended in Hot 
Springs and we stayed at 
the Hot Springs Hotel.  A 
magical hotel from the 
30’s that had all the 
charms of a historical 
building, with huge en-
trance ways and elegance.  
Larry’s clutch was slip-
ping and he spent a few 
hours on Wednesday 
evening trying to rebuild 
the clutch.  He said that 
the additional weight of 
his wife riding pillion 
caused the clutch to slip 
going uphill.  Anyway, my 
hat goes off to Larry and 

!26



Ella riding two up for 1300 miles on the rally.  I latter named Larry and Ella iron man 
and woman for riding two up, a feat that had never been done on the chase before, and 
later driving back to LA in 2 days (1,800 miles). 
 On Thursday we toured the OZARK mountains.  It was a spectacular, but my 
bike was feeling a bit loose at the rear end.  On inspection I found I had lost one of my 
rear wheel lug nuts, and the other two were loose.  Nothing in the tool box fitted and 
even Larry did not have one.  When asked he said he was riding a BSA and had no need 
for Velocette Spares.  I ended up checking it every 50 miles or so, and decided I should 
probably carry a spare in the future.  Being a Mystery tour, we ended up at Muskogee in 
Oklahoma.  A nice place that reminded me of Austria where the Women, houses and 
gardens were beautiful.  I think it’s a place I would like to visit again, but I would fly in 
and rent a bike.  Perhaps a Harley, so I could feel connected to the local people.  By the 
way, my roommate Dave worked for a Harley dealership and was a great guy. 
 On Friday I was having some trouble starting my bike.  It was running a bit 
rich and the plug was fouling.  When I needed to stop, I found it easier to stop on a hill 
and bump start the bike.  The clutch was working well and not dragging, and a couple 
of times I push started the bike.  Quite easy once you have done it a few times.  The 
country side was spectacular and I never thought I would be riding my KSS in Okla-
homa.  That evening I arrived at the Mountain Home Hotel absolutely famished after 
having no free food all week.  The accommodation was a quaint hotel that had seen 
better days, but it was clean and the toilet worked.  I checked the local restaurants and 
there was a Chinese restaurant, Chan’s Garden a quarter mile up the road which adver-
tise an all you could buffet.  That’s my kind of place.  When I arrived, there were a lot 
of locals and the buffet was spectacular with multiple choice.  It was also shrimp night 
and the shrimp was in abundance.  After 3 platefuls of shrimp, shrimp chow mien and 
shrimp with mixed vegetables, ice cream and fruit Jello, all washed down with lashings 
of coffee and sparking water, I headed back to the hotel.  I’m not sure where everyone 
else went but it was the best meal of the trip, (excluding the meal at my brothers place 
on the way back through Albuquerque, New Mexico).  
 The Saturday ride back to and into Port Girardeau was the last day of the Ral-
ly.  My KSS was running great (other than too rich) and it was good to be doing another 
250 miles.  I did enjoy the roller coaster hills where you would go down 200 feet and 
up the other side.  My KSS was hitting 75 at the bottom and coasting up the other side.  
At the finish we met up at a local gas station and rode into Cape Girardeau in formation 
to the cheering local inhabitants.  This was followed by the first free meal of the trip, 
Popeyes deep fried chicken and French fries, washed down with root beer 
(mouthwash).  I felt gross.  The awards were given and Todd Cameron won first prize 
on a 1934 Velocette KSS, Yahoooooo!  At around this time the sky turned black and the 
Triumph Boys, Larry and Ella and myself started back to the hotel.  We did not make it 
before the rain hammered down and the roads became rivers of water.  The trusty old 
KSS kept running and got me back to the hotel, where Larry and I load the bikes into 
the trucks and headed off to our rooms to dry off.  Several of the other riders were not 
so fortunate and ended up on the chase truck. 
 On Sunday I thanked Jason Sims for putting on a great event and headed out to 
my Brother-in-laws place in Albuquerque New Mexico.  It was nice to see Stewart, 
Charlotte and Genevieve.  He had just bought a new Audi R8 sports car and he let me 
drive it around the fast road circulating Albuquerque.  I think I was more afraid of 
scratching it or something worse like getting a ticket so I took it easy.  While at Stuart’s 
place we had two beautiful home cooked barbeques which sort of made up for the miss-
ing food on the rally. 
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 On my way through Los 
Angeles, I stopped off to see my 
new grandson, Frederick.  So 
small, so cute.  I now have to get a 
small electric bike for him to ter-
rorize the people on my street. 
 It truly was a Magical 
Mystery Tour through the Ozark 
Mountains, and 5900 miles trav-
elled in 3 weeks. It was a great 3-
week vacation.  Next year I am 
thinking of going to the Isle of 
Man and offering my services to 
marshal at the 2022 Isle of Man 
Grand Prix. 
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.......Where wise men fear to tread 
by Larry Luce 

 The gearbox for my '58 Venom was not functioning as it should.  This has 
been a problem since I resurrected the bike about eight years ago.  Up shifts are all 
good but when down shifting the shift from second to neutral or first would not happen 
(pedal moves but no action) unless you first push lightly down on the peddle before 
pulling it up.  Lately the same thing started to happen when downshifting from third to 
second.  That state of affairs was unacceptable.  
 I did a little research and could find no reference to this problem in any of the 
literature I have accumulated.  In general, the Velocette shifting mechanism works well 
and tolerates a reasonable degree of wear.  Mike Jongblood told me Mick Felder's MAC 
had a similar fault but, try as they might, no cause or solution was found.  So, it looks 
like I'm on my own if I'm going to fix the Venom gearbox.  
 First, let me state the obvious; when new this transmission worked just fine.  
The bike gives every indication that it had not experienced a lot of use prior to my ac-
quisition so I would guess even when new this transmission was on the verge of failure.  
A little wear in many parts was all it took to get things where they are.  The plot proba-
bly went amiss the day after the warranty expired.  
 The transmission contains a big array of parts.  It would help if I could narrow 
my focus.  I deemed it safe to eliminate thoughts of problems with the gears and shafts.  
If a gear could be engaged everything worked fine.  The same line of logic applies to 
the cam plate.  So my prime suspect is the shifting ratchet mechanism with the pedal 
linkage as a contributing factor.  
 An immediate problem encountered when looking for cause and effect is you 
can not see the shifting mechanism in action.  You can pull out all the gears and shafts 
and manipulate the ratchet mechanism with a suitable lever but the movement of the 
striking plate pawl in relation to the camplate ratchet plate is hidden by the camplate.  
What did become apparent when manipulating this mechanism was the striking plate 
pawl was not seating into the ratchet plate on third gear and second gear down shifts 
unless reverse pressure was 
applied to the striking plate.  
OK, but what does that mean?  
 I surmised two possi-
bilities; either the striking plate 
was rotating too much or not 
enough.  Since I knew the fault 
developed as a result of wear it 
would seem logical the striking 
plate was not moving enough.  
On the other hand, since you 
had to apply reverse pressure on 
the striking plate to get the pawl 
to drop into place that implies 
the striking plate (and the pawl) 
are rotating too far.  Hmmmm-
mm.  
 My solution to this 
dilemma was to simulate both 
situations without the cam plate 
in place.  I did this using a 
camplate ratchet plate assem-
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bled into the mechanism without the camplate attached.  You can't work the mechanism 
without the cam plate but but you can situate the ratchet plate in positions where the 
striking plate pawl is just about to drop into the appropriate slots.  Turns out the pawl 
was not moving enough.  
 So, no problem, just start grinding metal until it all falls into place.  Well, 
maybe not.  It's a lot easier to modify a part than it is to restore it to its original condi-
tion if your modification doesn't work out.  Also I was still curious why this particular 
gearbox was experiencing this problem when most don't.  
 I have a big accumulation of Velocette parts.  I decided to assemble a shifting 
mechanism that worked in a different shell and then see if it would work in other shells.  
I found a shell that had most of the shifting mechanism in place and determined that it 
was working.  I took those parts and assembled them into a different shell and they sort 
of worked.  I assembled them into the '58 Venom gearbox case and they did not work 
but they were much closer to function than the original bits.  By that I mean you no 
longer had to move the striking plate to get the pawl to drop, a little pressure on the 
pawl with a screw driver would do the trick.  So there is enough variance between 
shells that what works in one may not work in another and the '58 shell was further 
away from the ideal than most.  I would guess the relative position of the various ma-
chined holes in the shell is the problem but it would take a precision gauge apparatus to 
verify that.  
 Now it seemed a reasonable approach to massage these parts until they fully 
meshed but where to start?  I only wanted to modify areas that were singularly associat-
ed with down shifting.  There are two large overlapping holes bored into the the interior 
of the striking plate.  One edge area of this void serves to limit movement of the strik-
ing plate during down shifts.  I first removed a very small amount of material in this 
area.  That made it so it took even less pressure to get the pawl to drop.  Next I went 
through my selection of striking pawls, and compared them to the one I had been using, 
given a slight variance between examples, I found the one I thought would work the 
best.  For good effect I polished the pawl edge currently under consideration.  The 
ratchet mechanism now worked.  Oh happy day.  
 So now reassemble everything and all will be good.  Not quite yet.  
 Did I mentioned before that this is a subtle mechanism?  It is naive to think 
you can randomly pick and assemble parts and they will work to good effect.  My re-
assembled gearbox would barely shift.  Instead of a hot knife through butter it was like 
a dull knife forced through a thick piece of dense foam.  It would shift but it really took 
some effort.  
 Backing off the camplate pivot bolt helped but not much.  I decided to put the 
original camplate and ratchet plate back into my working assembly.  That helped and 
the box would now shift but the shifting pedal was not returning on down shifts.  
 Well the substitute striking plate was apparently a little thicker than the origi-
nal.  I could not substitute the original as I had already modified this one.  I took mater-
ial off the gear change rocker shaft around where the pin engages the striking plate slot.  
That and a washer under the rear rocker shaft bush got things working as they should.  
 So the '58 Venom gearbox now shifts up and down with no glitches.  How long 
it will last I can't say.  To any punter reading this I would advise you to be leery of buy-
ing any box of parts purported to be a disassembled Velocette gearbox unless you fancy 
a challenge.  I think the people who built gearboxes in the factory were skilled fitters 
and a lot of selective assembly was involved.  On the other hand, this particular glitch 
can be remedied with a little patience and thoughtful consideration. 

Larry Luce 
!30



Gearo Adjusto  
 When last we met the discussion of armature wag in the mag was being ex-
plored from the point of view that sources outside the mag body e.g. the drive gear, may 
have, due to wear in the spindle bushing, caused the discomfiture of armature compo-
nantry to failure.  That is we thought the cam gear was knocking around and broke the 
mag. 
 This issue was found to be a null factor in the armature failure as subsequent 
measuring proved the spindle and bush in good fettle.  So what did happen to cause the 
securing screws to loosen up on one side of the armature end cap?  The lash between 
the drive gear and the mag gear did vary in rotation but no way to measure the differ-
ence so we can only suppose, the variance was enough to cause flex or the damn screws 
just came loose. 
 One thing we decided needed doing to help timing in the future was an ad-
justable gear available from Criterion in the U.K. that allows for adjustment after the 
center nut has been drawn up, through slots in the gear.  The idea being the to get away 
from the frustrating movement when the nut is snugged up and the setting is off by a 
few degrees necessitating using the puller to release the gear and try to guess where the 
variance will be and set the gear again and again.  This little life saver is definitely 
worth the wait if timing a standard mag to your Venom or Thruxton and the occasional 
hot rod Mac. 
 Best of all these guys have a desire to produce quality bits so the gear is in 
column with the center and the teeth are at the proper angle.  Imagine that. 
 At least in the future if mysterious mag malfunctions give cause, the replace-
ment procedure will be quicker and the timing accurate as far as we can see by the dim 
light of the candle lantern at the camp site.  Jeffry Shadetree concurs. 
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