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So Many Doors...So Little Time... 
Paul Revere's Pride 
By Traveler 

`What da hell's dat noise? Hey Maude, come quick! 
There's a motorcikel gang out cheer. Look at dat. Is dat 
Kenny Rogers out there Clyde? Cain 't be Maude...he's 
too ugly. Looky there Maude, she 's pretty cute for one 
a them biker sluts. Now Clyde, don't go puttin 'ern down 
if ya don't know 'ern. She mighta been captured by that 
big stupid one that's leading. What an ugly bunch. The 
onlyest one what looks like he 's got any smarts is that 
handsome one on that black and white bike what looks 
like a cross between a Holstein heifer and a kitty cat. 
Naw Clyde, check out that stud on the purple Road King 
Betcha he could peg my fun meter anytime! " 

That was an actual conversation overheard during 
the Top Cats' Annual Door to Door ride. What 
a time. The weather, the turn out, the route, and 

the excellent coordination combined to make this one of 
our best rides ever. George and Chris Lax, as road 
captains, led our group on a superb route, starting at 9:00 
am, that took us to each participating Top Cat's house, 
ending at around 4:00 pm, with about thirty plus bikes, 
at Mad Dan's Bar and Grill in Twin lakes, WI. Paul 
Revere would have been proud of us. 
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we started at the White Alps Restaurant in 
Lake Zurich with about a dozen riders. 
Charlie and Virgo stopped in for breakfast 

and to see us off. Charlie had his immaculate Softail 
there with a "For Sale" sign on it if you know anyone 
looking for the perfect ride. Virgo left for home to join 
the ride later after he made sure we all had our act 
together and represented the Top Cats properly. 

T he enjoyment of the ride, from my perspective, 
was not so much the great meandering route as it 
was the stop at each rider's house as they joined 

the group. As we'd roll into the neighborhood, families 
would be out to greet us with cameras and smiles and 
neighbors would be watching in amazement. Each and 
every rider we picked up had an unmistakable aura of 
pride as they mounted up, fired up, took a position, and 
rolled off into the distance with the group treating the 
neighborhood to a symphony of thunder. You see, every 
rider seemed to project an attitude that said to everyone 
in sight, "This is my iron and these are the brothers and 
sisters I roll with." 

A fter a lunch stop at Alamar's Restaurant in 
Palatine, we continued along the route picking 
up more of our riders. The fact that we had no 

incidents along a very diverse route with a large group, 
over a seven hour ride, is a tribute to the detailed 
planning of George and Chris and, I'm sure John and Sue 
and perhaps some others. If we had a "Road Captain of 
The Year" award, George and Chris would get my 
nomination for '98. 

D id I say incident free? Well, not completely. 
Within the first two miles of the start, we 
thought four of our riders took a wrong turn. 

01' "Rescue Ric" Case and "Tiger" Irvine went into the 
pursuit mode and 
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Ride 
Free! 

determined that the wayward riders were just bailing 
out early. 

I believe we had only one mechanical failure and that 
was with "Five Mile" Phil. Seems Phil's Road King 
lost all power to the lights. In total disregard for his 
own safety, and with bravery beyond the call, Phil 
displayed great skill in masterfully maneuvering his 
machine along the route, in total daylight with no lights 
at all. What a guy. 

Now, some riders are going to be late to an 
event. Some riders are just a little late, but 
always late ,and some riders are occasionally 

late. The "Really Late to an Event" award has to go to 
Tom Malia who showed up at the finish,  some seven 
hours late. No one will ever accuse Tom of rushing 
into anything. Anyone interested in a "Last man buys" 
policy? 

Finally, there was a rider who will go unnamed who 
took off from a stop sign and promptly ran out of fuel. 
He did get it refired after going to reserve. How 
humiliating. Lucky for this unnamed rider that his dad 
was the road captain. 

The day closed after a good meal with great service at 
Mad Dan's. Different groups went different routes and 
I think everyone had a great time. Riding home with 
Jim Heniff I commented that it seemed to be getting 
colder as the sun set. Jim said "Now, it's still great." 
That just proves that the buzz and afterglow that you 
get from a great ride keeps you warm for a long time. 
The bank sign was showing a ten degree temperature 
drop. 

I f you get the chance, express your thanks to 
George and Chris for the super lesson they gave us 
all on how to road captain. Thanx folks. 

Board Meeting: April 1998 

T he Board met with the following in attendance: Ric 
Case, George Lax, Carl Bender, Vic Wojtas, Jordy 
Glazov, Terry Kumro, and Wayne Kirkpatrick. 

► Jim Heniff recommended to the Board that the Top Cats 
become an American Motorcycle Association (AMA) 
sanctioned club. After discussion, which included a 
reminder that we addressed the issue previously and 
decided against it, the Board determined that nothing 
had changed and we still do not believe that it is in the 
best interest of our members to change our charter and 
by laws to become eligible for an AMA sanction. The 
Board did resolve to support a drive for AMA 
membership. Details will be published in ROAR. 

► We still have no date for our Annual Picnic. Ric Case 
will review our '98 Events Schedule and present 
available dates to the Board for approval at the next 
Board meeting. 

► To overcome the problem we have encountered with 
ambient noise in our meeting area at O'traina's, the 
Board approved the purchase of a Voice Amplification 
System (Bull Horn?), not to exceed $100.00. 

► Regarding ROAR, the Board agreed that the job of 
publication and editing should be split between two 
people. Combining them into one position is an 
overwhelming workload. Board members will discuss 
this further at the next Board meeting with a view 
toward appointing a ROAR chair. 

Use our HOTLINE PHONE NUMBER: 
847/622-3501 

OR 
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► Since O'Traina's has been gracious enough to host our 
meetings, and they have donated dinner for four for our 
Fall Charity Ride raffle, the Board approved publishing 
O'Traina's business card in ROAR. 

► It has been noted lately that members have been handing 
event flyers and other data to Karlen for publication in 
ROAR. This consumes space in ROAR that could 
otherwise be used for information more relevant to our 
members. In keeping with holding page count, and 
mailing / publication costs down, flyers, and similar 
information will be welcomed but, approved on an 
individual basis. 

► Ray Caprio was nominated, and approved, for 
membership. Welcome Ray!! 

general Metnierlp Meetin, 04/07/98 

► Phil Dustin from the Jersey Pine Cruisers talked to 
our group about the National '98 Ride For Kids 
event to raise funds for the Pediatric Brain Tumor 
Foundation of the U.S. As Phil aptly put it "Kids 
can choose to join gangs, do drugs, get in trouble, 
but they can't choose to not have a brain tumor." 
The ride is on 19 July and starts at the Oakbrook, 
IL shopping center with registration starting at 
7:30 am and the ride starting at 9:30 am. Cost is 
$35.00 per bike. Phil also reminded everyone that 
the A.B.A.T.E. Spring Fling will be held at the 
Arlington Heights, IL American Legion Hall on 19 
April. 

► Sandy Vernon announced that our own Carl 
Hart, of Hart pool & Spa, has donated a $3,100.00 
spa to be raffled off for our Fall Charity Ride. 
Details on tickets are in ROAR and our very 
sincere thanx to Carl. (Note that this is a new spa 
and not the one that Carl uses to wash his Bagger 
in.) The next Fall Charity Ride committee meeting 
will be at O'Trainas' on 16 April at 7:00 pm. 

► Our ride in support of the Pony Express Ride for 
Breast Cancer will be on Sunday, 19 July. Plans 
are to ride to Wisconsin, stay Sunday night, and 
ride the Pony Express leg to Chicago on Monday, 
20 July. Sandy and Brett Bacci are coordinating 
the ride. Details will follow in ROAR. 

► NISRA will hold their annual Awards Banquet on 
24 April at the Holiday Inn in Crystal Lake. 
Anyone interested in attending should contact 
Sandy Vernon. 

► Bard Boand is handling the raffle for the Fall 
charity Ride. Bard will be asking for support in 
selling tickets and has announced that Jordy 
Glasov and Jim Hudmon will sponsor the ticket 
printing. Our thanx to Jim and Jordy. 

► Little Sturgis, 19 - 21 June is now a three day 
event. It looks like we'll have two groups riding up 
on the 19th. Hotel rooms are going fast. If you 
need a place, you might try one of the hotels on the 
list that will be provided at the next meeting. 

► George Lax is doing a great job as Road Captain 
for the Door to Door ride on 19 April. This should 
be one great ride. For those folks who don't want 
their neighborhood exposed to a Sunday morning 
serenade of Rolling Thunder ala Top Cats, you can 
begin the ride at the start at the White Alps 
restaurant on Rt 22, just east of Hwy 12. Show up 
prior to the 9:00 am start and have breakfast or, 
join the ride at someone else's house. (Maybe we 
ought to rename this the Annual Alienate Your 
Neighbors Ride.) 

► Ric Case reminded everyone that, even though we 
have rides scheduled, we don't have road captains 
for every event. The equation is simple...no road 
captain...no ride. Check the events schedule for 
rides that need a road captain and follow Charlie 
Ensslin's lead. We needed a road captain for the 
Little Angel's Run on 17 May or we were going to 
cancel it. Charlie stepped up and volunteered to do 
it. All it took was Charlie telling Traveler to 
publish the start point, and time, in ROAR, and 
lead our group to the Little Angel's start. Simple. 
This is a run to make money for some very special 
kids. No wonder Charlie is known as "Big Time." 
(We ought to call him "Big Heart.") 

► Little Angel's Run. This is a ride that will tug at 
your heart if you stop at the Little Angel's Home 
as Brett and Jamie Dumar and I did last year. 
It's as rewarding as hearing a rebuilt shovel head 
fire up for the first time after being reassembled. 
Charlie "Big Time" Ensslin is the Road Captain. 
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We'll meet at the Main Street Cafe in Wauconda at 
8:00 am on 17 May, ride to Elgin as a group, do 
the ride, and return on our own. Thanx Charlie! 

► Ric complained about dues again. (I mean he 
reminded everyone that dues are payable NOW!!) 
Remember, the last Top Cat to renew membership 
for the year has to buy everyone a round at the next 
annual dinner. (I doubt that the Board would 
approve this but it sounded good.) 

► Finally, the $65.00 50/50 was won by Jim "Tiger" 
Irvine and we had two guests with us; Ray 
Caprio, and Craig Graham. 

Soul Searching... 
By Traveler 

'The scene keeps haunting me. I can't get the mental picture 
of this tragedy out of my mind. I'm too ashamed to talk 
about it. It's like I committed a crime against my own 
family. Maybe writing about it will help. 

It was last weekend. The sun was up and it was one of our 
first nice days of Spring. I looked forward to driving to the 
store that morning in the sunshine. After a shower and a 
quick cup of coffee, I bounced out to my pickup, passing my 
bike sitting forlornly in the garage. What a temptation! Ride 
the bike to the store? No. I've got too many groceries to buy. 
I crawled in my truck, turned the key, and for a minute it 
sounded just like the roar of my bike. 

I broke the world's land speed record for shopping. Paid for 
all of my stuff and packed it all in the cab of my pickup. 
Driving home, I'm already planning the day's ride. I can 
feel the wind in my face, the sound of thundering pipes, the 
force of a strong engine pulling in second gear, the vibration 
of high revs, and the sensation of freedom. I was so focused 
on riding that I leaned as I entered a sweeping left turn. 
Oops, too fast. Just spilled the groceries all over the cab. 
Oh well... back to riding. 

Who should I call to ride with? Hmm... I wonder if Barry's 
doing anything? Maybe Jamie's home? Carl said he might 
ride. Yeah...call Carl. Where's my phone? Somewhere 
under all the groceries... Got it. Let's see...Carl 's number 
is... 'Hey Carl. Whatcha doin man? Let's ride. Yeah... An 
hour? OK'. Another sweeping-left turn and I noticed the 

milk spilled. Aw *&#!! 'Hey Carl, I got milk all over my 
cab... ' 

It happened so incredibly fast. My concentration had been on 
the cell phone and my focus was on the milk in the cab. I 
wasn't expecting them. I wasn't paying any attention. Oh no, 
oh no, oh God, nom  I  I locked my brakes at 50 mph and the 
truck pulled left as I tried to avoid the fourth of five 
motorcycles that pulled out in front of me from my left. I 
slammed directly into the side of the Heritage Softail 
impacting on the passenger's leg. I remember the look on 
both of their faces as we made eye contact just micro seconds 
and a few feet before I hit them. My mind was screaming at 
him to GO MAN!! GO, GO, TURN THE THROTTLE ON 
MAN, GO!!! He froze and they were both looking at me with 
faces masked in panic, bewilderment, fear. Hot oil from the 
Softail's oil tank sprayed upward as my bumper flattened it 
between her leg and the bike's battery. I saw her fly off to 
the left in slow motion, rising higher than the cab of my 
pickup, her sunglasses hitting my windshield. Her face was 
twisted in fear and shock The rider disappearedfrom sight. 
I wasn't sure where he was. 

The collision was silent to me. I don't recall hearing 
anything. I only felt a smashing crunch followed by the jolt 
and bounce of the truck running over the Softail. I stopped, 
crawled out of my truck in a panic and raced to where I 
thought she would be. Then I remembered my first aid kit 
and ran back for it. The other bikers had turned around and 
were riding up now, also in a panic. I was too full of 
adrenalin to think straight...fear and reactions overwhelmed 
me. People were yelling 'Call the cops. "Get an 
ambulance. "Stop that guy. "Watch for traffic. ' My mind 
was going 15,000 rpm. 

I rushed to where I thought she would be and was surprised 
at how far away she had landed She was on her left side 
near a bush on someone's front lawn, lying still. I thought 
she was wearing a red bandanna when I hit her. It was 
gone. She was probably in her late thirties, blonde, petit, 
pretty. She wore a wedding ring. Her leather jacket was 
ripped apart at her shoulder, headlight glass imbedded in the 
sleeve. Her twisted arm had a trickle of blood running down 
to a watch on her right hand that was smashed Her right 
leg was terribly mangled. Bone was visible, blood flowing 
from torn muscle and ripped flesh. The right side of her 
jeans was gone from the hip down. She had no helmet but 
only a scrape across her chin and neck. 

I bent down to check for breathing and her eyes blinked. A 
good sign I thought, and I prayed that she wouldn't 
recognize me. I tried to talk to her and get a response but 
only shallow breathing and a tear trickling down her face 
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indicated that there was any life still within. Her mouth 
oozed pinkish blood indicating lung damage and her pulse 
was very weak. She stared at me through eyes of disbelief. 
Others were here now with comfort and blankets and people 
in the background talking about the police coming and an 
ambulance on the way. 

I stood and turned toward the rider who was some fifty feet 
away, lying motionless in a mass of mangled steel, ripped 
leather, and torn body that minutes before was a fellow rider 
on his beautiful Softail. He was face down with the left side 
of the bike laying across his thighs. Battery acid mixed with 
oil, gas and blood, formed a small stream running away from 
the bike and the rider, just like I wanted to do right now. His 
skull cap was torn off as was the right side of his face. I 
thought she took the brunt of the impact but it now looked 
like he did. His left hand wore the remnants of a glove. 
Shredded leather stuck to a hand with the flesh ground away 
from the bone where he had stuck his hand out in a futile 
attempt to stop his fall. Someone mentioned fire and three 
guys lifted the bike off of him. Cloth from his ripped jeans 
stuck to the drive belt where it had been caught between the 
belt and the drive sprocket as he slid down the pavement, 
rear wheel still turning. Someone cut his jeans away and his 
limp leg fell back to the ground. He lay motionless 
surrounded by plastic, glass and metal debris. 

The sight was tragic and sobering. No one did anything but 
stare. It was like his buddies were also in shock not knowing 
what to do after they lifted the bike up. The scene was grim 
with everything in sight ripped, torn, shredded, or covered in 
blood. I bent down to the rider to listen for breathing. There 
was none. Gravel was imbedded in his face. His eyes had a 
penetrating thousand mile stare. Pieces of lens from his 
sunglasses protruded from his forehead. His pulse was 
impossible to find as my fingers kept slipping on the warm 
blood that covered his wrist. I was scared. I couldn't find a 
pulse. I couldn't find any signs of breathing!!! He couldn't 
be dead. He just couldn't. 'Please God don't take this 
rider! ! ' my mind was screaming. The cross, on a chain 
around his neck, calmly told me 'Don't worry. He's with me 
now. ' He would ride no more... 

I stood to walk away. My knees were weak. I felt sick, 
lonely, and absolutely lost on how to help these people. I sat 
down on the side of the road and tried to sort all of this out. 
I was sweating and my heart was racing yet everything 
seemed to be going in slow motion. I heard the comforting 
sound of a siren getting closer and prayed that it would be 
the ambulance arriving before the cops. A glimmer of gold 
caught my attention as I sat staring at the pavement. I 
reached for the piece of chain that had been a necklace. It 
had three birth stones on it and it said Mom. ' Then I lost it. 
My eyes filled with tears. 

I sat there sobbing when the police officer walked up and 
told me to sit in his cruiser. I watched while he talked to the 
others amidst a whirlwind offlashing lights, medical people, 
wreckers, fire trucks, spectators and this couple's buddies 
standing solemnly in shock. Yeah, he didn't have a 
motorcycle license and they weren't wearing helmets. Sure, 
they tried to all get through that stop sign at once, but does 
any of that justify death? Oh God, why, why, why...? 

After questions, statements, and signing papers, the police 
dropped me off at home. I wasn't cited I felt guilty that I 
wasn't. I listlessly walked through my garage, passing my 
Road King and instantly flashing back to the accident. I 
never want to ride again. Why didn't I pay attention? I'm 
a rider and I should have known better. Why did I have to 
use my cell phone? Why did they pull out in front of me 
anyway? Why? There just aren't any answers. It's hard 
enough to live with the fact that I killed a fellow biker. It's 
impossible to live with the fact that I killed someone's father 
and maybe their mother. Please God, forgive me. " 

As you may have guessed by now, thankfully, this 
didn't happen to me. It didn't happen to anyone I 
know but it did happen to someone, somewhere, 

last year. Someone killed a biker. Some biker pulled out in 
front of an inattentive driver. Someone died due to a split 
second decision to pull into traffic or someone died because 
a driver was not alert. 

Put yourself in the same position. Ever get off of the cell 
phone while you were driving and wonder how you got 
where you are? Ever get distracted in the car, spill coffee, 
drop something? Now try it from the rider's perspective. 
Ever blow off a stop sign? Ever lead a group through a stop 
sign? Ever take a turn a bit too wide? Those are the lapses 
in good judgement and concentration that kill our leather -
clad brothers and sisters. 

As riders we should be able to anticipate the moves 
of bikers when we drive a vehicle, but we don't. 
We too easily become the same kind of driver who 

we've had a near death encounter with as a rider. Every time 
we drink and drive, use the cell phone, adjust the radio, day 
dream or lose our focus, we create the lethal potential to 
commit biker genocide. Every time you hear someone say 
"Ride Safe," remember... please drive that way too. 
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Things to Ponder 
❖ If a man is standing in the middle of the forest 

speaking and there is no woman around to hear 
him, is he still wrong? 

❖ If a deaf person swears, does his mother wash his 
hands with soap? 

❖ If someone with multiple personalities threatens to 
kill himself, is it considered a hostage situation? 

❖ Is there another word for synonym? 

Isn't it a bit unnerving that doctors call what they 
do "practice?" 

❖ When sign makers go on strike, is anything written 
on their signs? 

Where do forest rangers go to "get away from it 
all?" 

Why isn't there mouse-flavored cat food? 

❖ What do you do when you see an endangered 
animal eating an endangered plant? 

❖ If a parsley farmer is sued, can they garnish his 
wages? 

❖ Would a fly without wings be called a walk? 

❖ Why do they lock gas station bathrooms? Are they 
afraid someone will clean them? 

❖ If a stealth bomber crashes in a forest, will it make 
a sound? 

❖ If a turtle doesn't have a shell, is he homeless or 
naked? 

❖ Why don't sheep shrink when it rains? 

❖ Can vegetarians eat animal crackers? 

❖ If the police arrest a mime, do they tell him he has 
the right to remain silent? 

❖ Why do they put Braille on the drive-through bank 
machines? 

❖ How do they get the deer to cross at that yellow 
road sign? 

❖ Why do they sterilize the needles for lethal 
injections? 

❖ Why did kamikaze pilots wear helmets? 

❖ Is it true that cannibals don't eat clowns because 
they taste funny? 

The President's Corner 
By Ric Case 

W ith the new riding season upon us, it's time to 
dust of the old and/or new bike(s), get out and 
enjoy this great spring weather. Check our 

calendar of events, pick some ride, or trip, or event that 
appeals to you, and JOIN US! If nothing looks intriguing, or 
if available time is your limitation, then maybe a quick early 
Sunday morning sprint to the Highland House or a 
Saturday/Sunday stop at the Broken Oar to ogle all the 
machinery will get your heart thumping and give you that 
adrenaline rush. 

I find myself daydreaming of the scenic trips that 
I anticipate taking. You will find that a wealth and 
variety of trips are available to you during this up-
and-coming riding season. 

On April 19th, we held our Door-To-Door 
motorcycle caravan ride, which was 
organized by Road Captain George Lax. 

Having a group riding through your neighborhood 
was an exhilarating experience. It certainly turned a 
lot of heads and, maybe even brought tears to the 
motorcycle enthusiast's eyes (See Traveler's article 
entitled Paul Revere's Pride). 

In May, the calendar expands with our Top Cats 
ride to Little Angels in Elgin, led by Charlie Ensslin 
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. In addition, we have HOG activities, such as 
Suburban H-D Annual Bike Show and the HOG 
State Rally in Springfield kicking in to start the 
summer riding season. 

Jo
une is Chock Full of rides, and will be one 
of our more active months, with events like 
the Top Cats Sunrise Ride, which is almost 

assured to be a spectacular ride (if the weather 
cooperates!) And IF WE HAVE A ROAD CAPTAIN 
(that's a hint, Top Cats...) 

Harley Davidson's 95th Anniversary will be 
held in Milwaukee, Wisconsin...an extra long 
weekend of just great fun, riding, listening to some 
fantastic music, and of course, my personal favorite, 
eating great food in the Beer Capital! 

Of course, you cannot ignore Bard's Little 
Sturgis overnighter to Davenport, IA. It just gets 
better every year. 

r
ides really heat up in July, with charity 

rides galore, our Top Cats Moonlight 
	 Ride, another HOG State Rally in 

Evansville, Indiana, a trek to New Orleans (it looks 
like one Blue Bagger may have found a riding 
partner, leaving July's meeting in George's capable 
hands) and then, late in the month, the beginning of 
the exodus form this area to Sturgis. 

August brings more FUN IN THE SUN with the 
many sights (rocks, trees and anatomy) in Sturgis, 
and concludes with our Women of Top Cats 
Progressive Dinner. 

September turns our heads toward the north 
woods for a ride to Tomahawk, Wisconsin, and then 
our Sunset Ride (is there any time on the 24-hour 
clock we WON'T ride?). 

October simmers down the weather and begins 
the culmination of our riding season with the Top 
Cats Charity Ride (be there, or be square). Pulling 
up the rear is Ric and Rob's Door County 
Overnighter (a sight to behold, hopefully). 

November cools down with our Top Cats Pick 
Up Ride. And for those of us willing to brave the 
potential chill factor and cold air, there is the Toys 
for Tots run in December. 

S , there you have it! The 1998 riding 
season in a nutshell. With the exception of 
the Top Cats Picnic, which is still in the 

final planning stages, it is, by far, our most 
aggressive riding season yet. I look forward to 
seeing all of you at one time or another this summer. 

Ride Free! 

Your Prez, Ric 
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The Swap Meet 

Jo, Kent— 
One Jim-Dandy little Motorcycle Trailer. She'll tow two bikes. Call Karlen and Jerry at 847/639-7442 for rates on Pick-
up and Delivery. 

For Sale_ 
still Lookin' to unload M computer... 
IBM PS/1, printer, software, etc. Make an offer. Call Karlen or Jerry at 847/639-7442. 

For Sale: 
1994, High performance Harley Davidson, XLH. 

Oversize 1200+cc, evo valves, ported, polished, 
milled heads, Red Line cams, 73 hp (rear - wheel) 
dyno certified. 63% hp increase over stock. 
Custom paint, large FXR fuel tank, new tires, 
much chrome, less than 3,000 miles on engine 
upgrade. Two sets of saddle bags, new spare fuel 
tank, windscreen, deep dual seat w/backrest, 
$8,000.00. Contact Traveler @ 847/854-4137. 

Also: Anyone interested in 1.) 1986 H-D 
Sportster, 2.) 1992 H-D Heritage Soft Tail or, 3.) 

Very beautiful, heavily customized, 1997 H-D Heritage Soft Tail. 

Call Traveler at 847/854-4137. 



Top Cats - Illinois 
618 S. Northwest Highway, #218 
Barrington, IL 60010 
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