
 

 

 

 

JANUARY 1 ï Jack Frost Run 

 

 

JANUARY 27 - Board & 

Membership Meetings 
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Spoke & Spark Don Malina 

JANUARY  2009  

SUN MON TUE WED THU FRI SAT 

    1 2 3 

4 5 6 7 8 9 10 
11 12 13 14 15 16 17 
18 19 20 21 22 23 24 

25 26 27 28 29 30 31 

Our  Chai rman of the  

JACK FROST RUN   
 

Al Large    
&  

 Leon Glowac ki  
 

JOB WELL DONE 
GUYS 

It is through the sacrifices and efforts of 

members like the above that keeps the 

JPCs the best darn club around. 

 

Awards & Recognition  



February 7 - ABCD Party  

 

February 24 - Board & Membership 

Meetings w/ Elections 

 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

FEBUARY  2009  

SUN MON TUE WED THU FRI SAT 

1 2 3 4 5 6 7 

8 9 10 11 12 13 14 
15 16 17 18 19 20 21 
22 23 24 25 26 27 28 

Special People éé  Special 

Days 
 

1/24/?? Mumford, Jean 

1/6/?? Wilson, Penney 

1/9/?? Wagner, Marge 

1/13/?? Lorenz, Debi 

1/14/46  Wenzon, Frank 

1/1/1924        Antonsen, Fred 

1/16/40  Tomaszewski, Dan 



Joe Fiedler  

ñScrew it, Letôs ride!ò 

 

Follically - Challenged é..BUTé..Caloricly - Gifted  
 

NEW YEARéNEW PRESIDENTéNEW IDEASéNEW HOPE..but some things never change . What a 

Charismas! Snow, rain, and almost 60 degree temperatureséonly in the Mid-West...very weird. While driving 

into to work after the holidays I started to see the unforeseen dangers that effect motorcyclist more than other 

vehicles begin to developépot holes. Now, Chicago is well known for its monster and numerous bike 

wreckers, wheel crunchers, and (my personal favorite) Daily Dingers.  

 

This one in particular was located on Lake Cook Road East of Barrington and a force to be reckoned with. The 

local government services placed several hazard avoidance identifiers (cones and flags) around the hazard, and 

in advance of oncoming traffic. The construction cone in the middle hindered my perception a bit (and was a 

very good thing it was there) but the ñsink holeò seems about 8 -10 inches deep and at least 24ò in diameter. 

Running into that on a bike welléwould have been a serious situation in deed. It just so happens that over the 

weekend the local TV networks played that old clip of the ñstreets and sanò people saying that it is not the salt 

that causes the pot holes but the weather fluctuations that doé.who cares instead of playing the blame game 

just fit the dam thing. Maybe if they make the local municipalities financially responsible for damages done by 

these things they would be addressed, if not fixed, one way or anotheréoh yeah in a perfect worldéI know. 

This is just the beginning of, what could be, serious road hazards that us bikers will be facing, letôs start to hone 

our observations skills NOW.  

 

Illinois politics as usual: 

 

Two prison inmates are sitting in the cafeteria after lunch when this discussion ensued: 

Inmate A ñsoé how was your lunchò 

Inmate B ñnot badéI guess I will have to get use to itò 

Inmate A ñyou should have tasted it before you where governorò 

 

I am excited about our new event, the Combined Club Event, chaired by Bob Wagner for March 22. This is the 

first of its kind for the JPCs as we reach out to fellow bike club the Top Cats. Not all of the details are finalized, 

but what we know so far is, it will be a ñPay As You Goò event, cost around $15.00 a head (none of which will 

be going to either of the clubôs treasury), it will be some kind of activity that our club, as a group, not done 

before, and will be located in Highwood (not sure where that be) but sounds like nothing buté FéUéNé to 

me. Thanks to the Top Cats (now past president) Gary Brandt for being open to the 

idea and getting the ball rolling from his end and to Bob for taking on this project. As 

some of the JPCs have discovered, the Top Cats are very similar to our organization and 

just want to rideéand ride safely. I hope this will be the beginning of a good 

relationship that will benefit both of our organizations for many years to come.  

                                                                   
                                                                    The bald, fat guy  says..be well ! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

http://www.topcats.org/


Top: Apple River Canyon State Park when the sun was out and we were 
enjoying our trip. The Mississippi River is known for doing things to you, but we 
had never had it cause fog that far East before. �±I have awakened to 
temperatures of 19º while camping in the park, though.  
Bottom: This is the falls on Apple River in Jo Davies County. There is so much 
mineral in the land that the falls are much prettier as the sun hits them at 
different times. 

 

A late fall ride 
by Bonnie Cousins 

 

It seemed like the perfect combination.  

The middle of November and sunshine 

predicted locally for three days. The fall colors 

were brilliant here in northern Illinois. It just 

called for a last motorcycle ride before winter 

temperatures arrived. It was a beautiful ride to 

Stockton, about 130 miles, where we ate lunch 

as we have done many times before. We used 

to camp at Apple River Canyon State Park, so 

we made a trip out there to see the changes that 

had been made. Our plans were to move on to 

Galena for the night, ride down along the Big 

River the next day, and eventually return home 

the third day. 

 

So much for plans. 

As we returned to Stockton from the park, the 

weather began to feel strangeðkind of damp, 

but no rain in site and no smell of it, either. I 

can smell rain when I am riding. But by the 

time we reached State Rt. 20, we knew we 

would not make it to Galena that day. The sun 

was gone and that was fog rolling in from the 

river. We pulled into Canoôs Truck Stop, where 

the drivers were talking about how thick the 

fog was in the west. They were pulling over for 

a while. By now it was too late to head back 

east into deer country and there were no motels 

that way either; there was nothing but farm 

land. 

 

So there we sat, drinking coffee and eating pie and thinking that we would just get a room right next door at the 

Valley View Motel, where we had stayed many times before. But then it occurred to us that there was a reason 

for all the pick-up trucks with gun racks that seemed to be everywhereðthe next day was opening day for deer 

hunting season (How could I have forgotten; I used to hunt!). And accompanying the trucks and their racks 

were a slew of ñno vacancyò signs. One eats a lot of pie and drinks a lot of coffee at times like this. 

 

As we sat there pondering the mess that I had gotten us into once again, a very strange thing happened. The 

motel lady called, saying that she had a cancellation, but for one night only. ñToo foggy for the hunter to get 

here,ò she said. You never saw two riders move as fast as we did! Later, one of the hunters asked my husband 

how far in advance we had reserved the room, and he answered, ñAbout ten minutes ago.ò 

 


