
Sunday, May 27, 2001--9



130pm


Sunday, hazy sunshine in Campbell. 

410pm


It was foggy and drizzly in Santa Barbara again this morning, and it was cloudy most the way home. Campbell was sunny when I arrived, but now the clouds have taken over. Barry Bonds hit a two-run homer in the first inning and the Giants have held on for a 5-4 victory over the visiting Colorado Rockies, who beat the Giants Friday and Saturday. 

530pm


Went to Safeway for sparkle water, salmon, corn, broccoli, cantalope. 


So anyway. Yesterday Matt loaded his #62 Triumph 650 racing bike, "Aunt Carole's Race Bike," into his white Chevy pickup truck and we drove over San Marcos Pass to the Live Oak camping grounds. The fog was extremely thick on the Pass, the thickest I've ever seen it, and we were reduced to traveling at 15mph. But then at the crest the fog vanished and the camping grounds were sunny and clear.


However, it didn't seem as though anything was going on. There were a few motorcycles here and there, but not the overwhelming mass of attendees like they had in 1989. Later we estimated that 200 people were there. 


Matt kept muttering "Where the fuck is everybody?" We drove around and around and found a shed about half the size of a football field covering several dozen picnic tables, and that turned out to be the heart of the event. The 2001 Cachuma Lake Vintage Rally, is the name of the event on the t-shirts that Matt and I bought.

705pm


Matt parked the Chevy next to the shed, even though nobody else was parked near it. We'd brought three beers in a cooler, and Matt got out one for each of us and we stood around looking at things. The only action going on was a bunch of children riding bicycles in some kind of tournament. We went back to the truck and several guys were staring at Matt's racing bike, and he started answering questions about it. There were lots of Triumphs, BSA's, Nortons, Matchless, and Ariels, plus a smattering of other bikes like Ducati, but no other racing machines were there. Matt spotted a BSA that Brian restored, Brian of Moto Europa who has his shop at 1 South Milpas where Matt used to have his car repair shop, and there were five or six guys standing around admiring the BSA, and Matt stood there inobtrusively for a while until somebody asked a question that Matt could answer, and then the bike's owner said, "Well hiya, Matt, how the hell are you," and people started talking to Matt. He was validated as a knowledgeable British bike expert. 


When we went back to the truck for more beer, more guys were looking at Aunt Carole's Racing Bike. That's when I hauled out my camera and started taking photos. One guy was John Magrean, pronounced "Magrane", who turned out to be the guy in charge of the show. He encouraged Matt to take the bike off the truck and show it around after the main event. 


The main event was a series of trials. First was a slalom event, in which bikers had to manuever their bike through a series of beer-bottle markers. If you touched a foot to the ground, that was the end of your trial for that category. 

725pm


Next was an array of five beer bottles across 100 feet. Each bottle had a drinking straw in it; the biker's task was to pluck the straws as he went by without tipping over the bottle. Most of the contestants had another rider, usually female, sitting behind; the driver drove and the rider plucked the straws. 


Before the competition started, the MC announced that Eddie Mulder would participate in the event, but not as a contestant; because he has won the event every time, he would be just a sideshow so that somebody else could win the trophy.



Eddie was the national champion for TT dirt track motorcycle racing for many years and he's still a top competitor. He said that he would still kick everybody's asses. He was the only other true racer in attendance, except for a guy whose name I've spaced on now...Joe...he was 67 and had been the national motorcycle racing champion and also had finished 3rd in the Indianapolis 500 three times in the 1950s. 


Eddie welcomed Matt and they yakked about various races where they competed against each other, including the race the other week at Willow Springs, and after that the other attendees were agog at Matt's presence. The trials continued....the next event was to place a tennis ball atop five fluorescent red traffic cones, then toss a 12-inch plastic ring onto five traffic cones, True to his word, Eddie won every event. Then they hauled away the cones and bottles for another set of events, and during that time Matt took the racing bike off the truck...I helped...and then ramped around with it and caused heads to turn everywhere because it didn't sound like any other bike there. 

750pm


Matt began offering guys to take a ride on the race bike, and a couple or three tried it out, but not many. Mostly they were daunted by the idea of riding a race bike with no brakes. 


The next set of events began, and the bikers tried to race 100 yards while carrying a spoon clenched in their teeth, with a golf ball in the spoon, without dropping the golf ball. Then something about circling a cardboard box and tossing five sand-filled socks into the box, and then a race to be the slowest one. 


At any time in each event, touching a foot to the ground meant you were toast. 


After the events Matt and I gravitated to an area staked out by the Raber outfit, a prominent Triumph dealer from the Bay Area. They gave us beers and offered us margaritas made on a blender powered by a chainsaw engine; the power controls were on a pair of motorcycle handlebars. Fun. 


Matt told stories about his racing career and I chipped in with stuff about the Long Beach Grand Prix. I'm afraid I told John Magrean that I have 96 photos of that and the 1984 Dick Mann rally on my Web site; he asked me for my card and I demurred, but I took out my notepad and asked how to spell his name, and he also gave me his email address. So I guess I'll spend tomorrow putting those photos onto my Web site, sigh. Such a wicked web we weave when we first practice to deceive.


I thought we were going to stay just for a couple of hours, but Matt was having such a great time that we stayed until dusk. 

805pm


Matt was making noises about leaving, trying to accomodate me, but Eddie Mulder insisted that Matt stay, and offered to buy us dinner. The fee for attending the Vintage Rally was $100 per person, which Matt and I hadn't paid, so we weren't eligible to stay for the tri-tip dinner, but we were after Eddie vouched for us. 


So mostly I just stood around listening to bikers yack at each other. At one point I saw a guy taking pictures with an ultra-tiny camera, and I assumed it was a digital camera, but he said no, it was traditional film, and we got to talking and he turned out to be Mike Raber, son of the owner of the big dealership. Matt told him I was a Webmaster and Mike peppered me with questions. He runs the Raber Web site using MicroSoft Front Page. 


We stayed through the awards ceremony, then loaded up Aunt Carole's Race Bike and headed down the hill. At the crest of the Pass the fog clamped in again and we were trapped behind a car going 11 miles per hour, and after a couple of miles Matt passed them on a blind curve, yikes. But it was over in a hurry. Matt has the whole route of the Pass mapped in his brain. 


So we were back to 568 Dentro before dark, and we stood in the garage yakking for a long time. Luke Trudgeon arrived and stood there yakking with us, and then Andy arrived, I forget his last name right now, and both of these 18-year-olds stood there with us for hours mesmerized by Matt's tales of motor stuff. I was amazed. Not by Matt's tales...it wasn't just that, I was heavy into the conversation too. I was just surprised that these kids were obviously having a good time talking to us. 

815pm


The stereotype is of the kids who yawn at everything the adult world has to say, so above all of this stuff, so cool and so into their own incomprehensible (to adults) interests. Instead these guys were moths to the flames of me and Matt and our wild lifetime experiences. Instead they were agog. We couldn't get rid of them. 


I plugged the camera into the iBook and showed them the photos from the Vintage Rally. I took one good shot of Eddie Mulder and his woman Jodi in the tennis-balls-on-traffic-cones event...at the scene, I showed the pic to Matt on the LCD display of the camera, but he said it was a no-good shot. "No, I nailed this one," I told him, and when I showed him the shot on the iBook, he was taken aback and said yeah, it was a terrific shot. 


I then took several shots of Luke Trudgeon and Andy, and then barged in on Luke and Lisa and took pictures of them as they played some on-line carnage game. I shot a couple pictures and then asked them to face the camera, and Luke did but Lisa kept grimly facing the computer and said she didn't like to be photographed. 


Then I faded out last night without writing a word. Oh well. No doubt lots of other stuff took place that I don't remember right this moment. 


Oh, and I took an MPEG movie of Matt appearing on the horizon on the bike and closing in on me. The quality turned out to be pretty low, though--I'm going to have to read the fucking manual so I can find out what I'm doing. Matt said he was pretty impressed by the digital camera's capabilities, after he saw the pix on the iBook screen. 

840pm


I should have taken twice as many photos. Oh well. I'll learn. Hell, each shot is free. Why not fill up the memory chip with pix? You can always toss out the useless ones. 


Anyway. What else is going on. I watched the start of the Indianapolis 500 with Matt this morning, and the guy in the pole position crashed on the first lap and was out of the race, and then after the caution, another guy crashed on the first live lap, and the caution went on and on, and I said "Well, I'm heading north." Got cash at the Bank of America on Calle Real, filled up the Saab with premium, $2.09 a gallon just like in San Jose, and zoomed north. Lots of cops, but not much traffic. I beat the main group home...the southbound lanes were jammed up a lot, but not my northbound side. There was a big wreck at the bottom of the Cuesta Grade on the San Luis Obispo side with terribly smashed-up cars and trucks all over the road with tow trucks grappling with the wrecks while all lanes were blocked and the traffic was stoppered for ten miles behind the crash site. So I knew all the cops were busy and raced far over the speed limit with impunity. 


Stopped for a cheese Whopper in King City. As I decellerated onto Central Avenue, the Saab's control panel played a tune and the readout panel said COOLANT LEVEL LOW. It's been saying this for weeks now even though the coolant level isn't low. Before that it was saying OIL LEVEL LOW even though it wasn't true. I ignored the warning and the car proceeded without any glitch...I figured that if coolant were really low, the temperature gauge would give me information, and it stayed in the normal zone throughout the trip. 

855pm


So. Another successful trip to Santa Barbara. I almost always have a good time there. The other day I told Brenda that I was going to Santa Barbara for the holiday, and she said "You mean you go to your brother's house whenever you want?" 


I said yes, and didn't think it unusual until later. Don't most people go to their sibs' houses whenever they want? 


Maybe not. But I feel pretty secure that I can call Scott, Matt and Mary and say I'll be there in five minutes and they'll say okay. 


I told her that it would be a different trip because my sister-in-law Nancy wouldn't be there, and I enjoy talking to her more than to my brother, because she's a gossip and Matt isn't. 


"Why won't she be there?" Joan asked. 


"She has a gig!" I said. "She's in a band, the Swizzle Sisters, and they're in a concert at Yosemite."


Joan said I should consider writing a book. Right. 


Tony Stewart raced the full length of the Indianapolis 500 and then the Coca-Cola 600 today, 1100 miles of racing, cripes. What a stunt. I flicked away from the 600 with 12 laps to go and Stewart was running 4th. 

10pm


Lots of fruit flys accumulated in my apartment while I was away because I left a basket full of banana peels sitting out. 


What am I talking about now. Eight pages, I haven't done eight pages in a while. Or I mean it is quite a bit above my recent average. Sometimes I look at my blab files from 1982 or something and I'm amazed because I was cranking out 15 pages a day then. 

1005pm


Maybe if I get fired from Zircon I can focus on writing again. 


I kept trying to quiz Matt about the Sputtered Films situation, but he danced around it all the time. They've laid off everybody, they've laid off half the company. They laid Matt off for the summer on full pay. They have $100 million in orders sitting on the assembly floor. 


I don't know what the Zircon situation is. They seem to be weathering the current economic downturn that the media keep pestering us about. The government announced a revision of its measurement of the growth of the Gross National Product for the first quarter; it had been announced as 2%, but now has been revised to 1.3%. 


My friends in Silicon Valley have been fired and fired and fired from their dot.com jobs, but they're all working right now. The noise is all about the layoff rate, but strong young little companies are coming into existence all around. I believe that this current situation will end up being just a minor blip on the graph of the Long Boom. 


If Zircon fires me this week, I'll have $12,000 on hand in the job-search war chest. At current rents I could last five or six months on these savings. Enough time to write a novel. 





