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TIERRA  DEL  FUEGO  to  ALASKA  
on  TWO LAVERDAS 

 
 
Living La Vida Loca: Part I 
 
 I was contacted recently by Steve Snider, who had an amazing story to tell.  An more amazing, he lived to 
tell about it.  This is the adventure of three crazy Italians  who, in 1971, decided to make a trip from the tip of South 
America to the far north regions of  Alaska and how they were joined along the way by an equally crazy (or too 
young to know better) American lad.  The trip was to be made using two Laverda SFs and an old Fiat.  What follows 
is Part I  of the story, with Steve’s photos. 
 
  
"One hot Sept. day in Fresno,CA there were no customers in the shop and I was gazing out the window, wondering , 
is this it, is this the best I can expect.  I had graduated from 
college and had completed all my education classes and 
was to start my student teaching assignment in 2 weeks.   The 
last couple of years I had been  managing a motorcycle parts 
store, going to college full time and ending up every Friday 
night at my favorite race track,  Ascot Park in Gardena  
competing in the amateur flat track and TT races.  
 
Out of the blue a small green car with spare tires and gas cans 
on the top and with large STP, Pirelli, Fiat and Laverda stickers 
on the side pulled up.  I didn't know this then, but this was to be 
a  major change in my life. 
 
I watched as two guys got out of the car and came into the 
shop.  They were definitely not from around here or anywhere I 
knew of, I thought.  They were wearing one size too small tee 
shirts with a Laverda logo and navy bell 
bottoms. The taller of the two approached me at the counter and 
pulled out a small ad for a "Trail a Bike".  This is a device that 
attaches to a vehicle's rear bumper and the front wheel of a 
motorcycle is lifted into it to tow the bike down the road.  He 
(Massimo) spoke in very broken English, but for sure he was 
Italian.  I explained I knew of the device , but didn't have it, and 
asked why they needed it.  It took awhile, but I understood that 
they had a broken 
Laverda and needed to tow it to their final destination, 
Anchorage, Alaska. 
 
They explained to me that they, the three boys from  Italy, 
Massimo Bertucci, Renato Calo and Filippo Falzoni started 
their trip May 1971 from Italy where they boarded a ship bound 



for Southern Argentina.  From there they rode South to Terra de Feugo, as Terra de Fuego would be their starting 
point- the most southerly point in the Americas, then ride North to Anchorage , Alaska. The trip was sponsored by 
Laverda, Fiat, STP, Pirelli and themselves, and was to be the long distance worlds record, at least on Laverda's.  The 
bikes of choice were two Laverda 750 SF's that received no special treatment for the trip, just stock models.    
       
   

STARTING  AT TIERRA 
DEL FUEGO 
 
I asked what happened to the 
broken bike and they 
explained that Massimo & 
Filippo were coasting out of 
the mountains in the Sierras 
East of Fresno and Filippo 
crossed over the center line 
and hit an oncoming truck.  
Filippo wasin the hospital 
with many injuries, and would 
be there for several months.  I 
asked about their trip and 
suggested we go get the bike 
in my pickup, as I was closing 
up the shop soon and we 
could store the bike for now 
in the back 
of the shop. 
 
We got the bike and a few 
days later I started to make 
some repairs.  I found a fuel 
tank from a fellow in town 
that also had a wrecked 
Laverda, it was from a 
different model, but it fit.  

The engine cases were quite damaged , I made 
one from tin cans and duct tape.  The other side I think I patched with epoxy and tape.  I remember the air cleaners 
were quite damaged so I removed them and put on a set of  green sock Uni filters. 
       
After making the repairs the boys 
asked me if I would finish the trip, as 
they needed a mechanic and theirs 
(Filippo) was in no shape to ride.  
They said I could come along; all I 
needed to do was pay my way.  I told 
them no way as I 
had no money to do that, and if they 
wanted me to go they would have to 
pay myway and fly me back.  
Massimo just laughed, spoke in Italian 
to Renato and basically said, no way.   
They then went out and talked to 
anyone they could find to take their 
terms.  I hoped no one would take 
them up on it, and sure enough they 
came back a few days later saying that they would pay my way to Alaska, but I had to pay my way back.  I held my 



ground saying they had to fly me 
back.  There was quite a discussion 
and I finally prevailed.  Free ride up 
andback.  This was the start of  the 
adventure of my life. 
 
Things were going real fast.  Local 
TV interviews, radio interviews as we 
were quite a story in small town 
Fresno.  I called my dad and mom 
and told them ’ I'm going to Alaska 
with a couple Italians I just met and 
am leaving tomorrow’ and I wouldn’t 
be going back to college, but will pick 
it back up the next semester  Needless 
to say, they had a lot to say and it 
wasn't all good.   
 
My Dad and Mom were at the bike 
shop that morning to either convince 
me I was really crazy and not to go, 

or see me off.   LOADING THE BIKES ON SHIP IN EQUADOR         When they arrived they were quite 
surprised that the TV and radio crews were doing interviews with Massimo,Renato and myself.   From then on, my 
folks accepted  the fact I was heading to Alaska ( but I hadn't yet). 
 CAREFUL IN COSTA RICA       

That afternoon we headed North stopping in 
San Francisco for the night.  We were to be 
interviewed on the local TV channel but got 
bumped at the last moment. The next stop was 
a small town off highway on highway 5 where 
I learned a valuable lesson.  Speaking English  
was not going to win me any points with the 
girls or the locals.  I remember we pulled into 
the local hamburger joint, you know the one 
every kid cruised through to impress the girls,  
and vice-versa.  Anyway, a couple girls 
approached us and were really impressed with 
the Italians talking away with them.  I walked 
up and saw they were giving me the eye, then I 
opened up my mouth and started talking, they 
stopped me as if I had the plague, and asked 
where I was from.  I told them from California.  
Well they would have nothing to do with that 

and totally ignored me, going back 
to the conversation with the Italians.  
Then and there I realized I had to act 
and talk like an Italian to get the 
attention the Italians were getting.  
Gosh they were surrounded by girls 
by the time we left.  Then and there  
WELCOME TO MEXICO  
told the guys that next time girls 
came up I was going to be Stefano 
and not speak any English.  They 
thought it would be fun to have this 



little joke.  Well the next stop at a burger place the act was on as three girls drove through and spotted us, which 
wasn't hard to do with the Fiat all 
painted up and our dress.  Oh, by now I too was wearing bell bottoms and a skin tight Laverda tee shirt as well.  The 

girls spoke to the guys 
and they introduced me 
as Stefano who didn't 
speak any English, boy I 
was a hit. 
        
THE CRASH 
  
  
I remember we had no 
place to stay, and the 
Italians were 
unbelievably cheap so, 
the girls took us back to 
their house were we 
stayed the night, oh and 
what a night it was.  
There was two bedrooms 
which the Italians took,  
leaving me with the, well, 
3rd pick of the litter so to 
speak on the sofa. The 
next morning the other 

two girls came out talking to my "date"  and were talking about all the things their guys had done with them.  It was 
all I could do to keep from laughing or showing any emotion to their unbelievable sexual escapades as they felt safe 
in speaking in front of me, because I didn't speak any English, right?  Well, my date wasn't to be one upped by the 
other girls so she started telling them about how incredible I was and the things we had done, all the while I just kept 
smiling, and oh, was Ismiling. It was all I could do to keep from cracking up  God, that girl made me sound 
incredible and by the time she was done she had the others girls wishing they had been with me.  Gosh, if I had only 
been 1 % as good as her description of me, wow.   It was just good clean fun. 
 
I have an excerpt from a card I sent my Dad 09-18-1971  "Really cold now,stayed 
in Red Bluff last night, got up at 7am and rode to Portland, OR. Could have gone 
farther but had a flat tire.  Dad this bike is fantastic, its fast, 
smooth and handles like a road racer.  Good touring bike as well."  
 
The next stop I remember was crossing in to Canada.  The boys thought they 
could just drive around all the cars and go to the front of the line which we could 
but the Canadian border guards didn't like it and detained us for hours. 
 I learned a lot about  the "Show me your papers" remark. 
 
  STREETS OF SAN FRANCISCO 
 
We were quite the hit in Vancouver, BC when we arrived.  The boys said there 
was to be a big party, but I had no idea how big it was to be.  Vancouver had a 
very large Italian population and many met us at this wonderful Italian 
restaurant and gosh I was hungry.  I was introduced but they all spoke Italian and 
to them I realized I was an outsider.  We all sat down for dinner and this being 
my first real authentic Italian meal I had no idea what was to come.  All I knew 
was I was hungry and was eating everything that was put in front of me.  When 
the salad came I took seconds.  When the soup came I took seconds. Now several 
guys were noticing how much I was eating and ask me in English if I liked Italian 
food.  Well I did, but actually that day I would have eaten anything I was so 



hungry.  Well these guys then stood up and announced the others  that how I was eating so much and how much I 
loved their food that they wanted everyone to then speak only English in honor of their new found friend.  God there 
were six or seven courses and I barely 
made it through them that day.  I needed 
to learn to pace myself if I was going to 
eat Italian food again. 
    
  
The farther North we got more trees there 
were and I remember I couldn't belive all 
the trees.  God, I had never seen so many 
trees and it got boring fast and I recall 
several times nodding off and finding 
myself off the road a 
bit.  Had I only drank coffee, but back 
then I hated the stuff, plus I didn't know 
about the effects of caffeine.  I did though 
stop and buy a lot of chocolate bars which 
seemed to help.  Massimo  was very 
concerned after he saw 
me ride off the road a couple times, he made sure we stopped  often to rest. 
 
         ON THE ALCAN HIGHWAY  
 
Of the two guys, Massimo was the man in charge.  Both he and Renato argued a lot but it seemed Massimo won out 
the majority of the time and I guess it was Massimo who put the trip together.  The ride was sponsored by Laverda, 
STP, Pirelli and Fiat.  The boys were on a tight budget and let me tell you that every night when we would go to 
check in at a hotel, roadside stop in a remote village in the Yukon or anywhere to inquire on getting a room for the 
night, they would ask for a discount.  To me, I had never in my life tried, let alone thought someone could get a 
discount on a hotel room just because they were Italians trying to set a long distance  (Italian) record on a 
motorcycle.  I mean these guys had balls to ask. I was so embarrassed.  But you know every night out of  17 we 
were on the road they got there room discount, except one night.  Oh and what a night it was.  I remember it being 
so cold and dark out I was wet and tired.  We walked in to this little roadhouse that was to only place that had rooms 
for over 50 miles.  Well, when we walked in, I knew they were about to meet their match.  Massimo started with his 
broken English story on how they were poor Italians trying to set the long distance world’s record on motorcycles 
(maybe the Italian record?), to this HUGE man.  He looked down at Massimo and  yelled  “ this is my price either 
take it or get the hell out of my place"  Massimo took it 
.   
          ROAD WARRIOR  
 
About the rooms.  I remember that every night  we got one room with two beds for the three of us and every night 
they would want a bed to themselves.  I wasn't about to sleep with either on them as I didn't trust them,  so I simply 
suggested we flip for it.  They 
didn't know what that met, 
flipping?  So I explained how we 
would flip three coins and the odd 
coin would get the bed to himself.  
They thought that was a great 
idea, I guess since they had never 
flipped a coin for anything 
before.  Anyway  I won every 
time.  Massimo started checking 
out my coin thinking it was a trick 
and even once insisted we do it 
two out of three.  I must say luck 
was with me as I won then as 



well. 
 
We were traveling now later into the night each day.  I must admit I was a little mean to Massimo as I would push 
down on the center stand while riding in front of him.  It would give off huge sparks and to my glee, he would ride 
up to me yelling for me to stop as there had to be something wrong.  We would stop and he would be waving his 
arms in the arm speaking Italian, going over the bike and I would just laugh.  Then miles up the road I'd do it again.  
It was a lot of fun and helped break the monotony. 
      
I usually rode in front and many times I'd find myself miles in front of the guys speeding along.  One time I found 
out the Canadian Mounted Police didn't ride horses they drove big fast Dodges.  This Mounty pulled me over as I 
was speeding and it was dark and late but gosh there wasn't even a town.  I couldn't believe it.  Anyway it was time 
for Stefano to again come out.  I went into my Italian impression as he looked over the bike, seeing the Italy on the 
license he just scratched his head and spoke louder and slower English.  I acted like didn't understand until Massimo 
came up and intervened and again explained how we were poor Italians blah, blah same story.  The Mounty just 
told him loudly to tell me to slow down.  It was a crackup watching them. 
 
The bikes ran great most of the time.  Mine had problems but they were associated to the accident damage it had.  
The points kept closing up, so I had to keep after them.  It was funny at first, but anytime I worked on my 
bike I then had to work on Massimo's or at least do the same exact work on his; later it got tiresome. 
We now were getting into some terribly cold conditions and with no windshields or hand protection on these 
Laverda 750 SFs, it was getting miserable fast. At one point I had all the clothes I had brought on.  In fact I found a 
set of one piece road race leathers that belonged to the injured rider Filippo.  Now I was  6’1” and Filippo was about 
5’-9” or so.  I was determined to get them on and found if I scrunched down in a racing tuck, I could zip them up.  
Now, what to do about my hands?   I couldn't feel my fingers or my hands any longer,  so I stopped Renato and 
looked over the car to see what I could use. I looked at the back seats and pulled them out and removed the foam 
paddingfrom under the seat them duct taped them to my handlebars.  Then of course I had to do Massimo's as well.  
They worked great deflecting the cold and stayed on to the end of the ride. 
 
You haven't lived until you see two Italians yelling at each other, falling in the ice and snow trying to bump start a 
motorcycle.  That night we stopped at a road house and the mountains and roads were covered with ice and snow.  It 
was the coldest I had ever experienced.  Well, I ask the owner if I could keep the bike in the generator shed which 
ran all night, as it was the only power supply for the building.  He let us and I thought that would keep them warm 
enough to start the next morning.  Wrong again.  The Laverdas were only electric start, having no external kick 
starter and that morning the battery'swould not turn them over.  A fellow  suggested we start a small fire under them 
as it had worked on his truck.  I had thought about lighting them on fire before, but it wasn't to start them.  Well I 
did, and it at least it warmed the engine oil enough to get the starter to turn over, but not fast enough to get them 
fired up.  Massimo and Renato had opposing  ideas on  how to get them  started, with both requiring the bikes to be 
pushed, but differed as to who was doing the pushing.  I just sat back and watched with glee and learning some new 
Italian words I hadn't heard before.  After several hours alternating back and forth between the bikes we finally got 
both to run at the same time. 
 
One time I was way out in front and as far as I could see in the distance was nothing.  I mean nothing ,but this long  
tree covered valley surrounded by snow covered mountains and the road going straight as an arrow as far as you 
could see, but not a sign of life.  No lights, no buildings just nothing.  Behind as far as I could see, was nothing as 
well.  Now this shouldn't have been such a big deal except my bike had been bairly running for miles from 
riding along in 4 gear developing a miss in the engine, to shifting down to 3rd to keep the revs up to, 2nd then 1st 
gear to stopped.  I had never felt so alone and scared.  Did they stop at that last house 20 miles back,I thought?  
I pulled out my toolkit and started checking all the electrical connections, the points and the plugs.  Had spark but it 
wouldn't start.  In my desperation I hit the carburetor with the wrench I was holding only to see the green Uni 
filters I had installed on the carburetors shatter like glass.  My god I was so excited I jumped around like a madman 
as I found out what the problem was, it was so cold that water from the  air condensed onto the foam filters and 
froze, stopping any air from entering the engine.  I didn't have any air cleaner but at least it would run.  By now, 
faintly off in the distance, I could see the lights of Renato and Massimo and knew it would be hard to explain this to 
them." 
 (to be continued....) 



 



Bits & Bobs: 
 
  Jean-Louis Olive reports:      Hi all, sometimes life is made of very good news! 
 A project just began some weeks ago in Belgium and Italy to build a new Laverda triple, using the 
3cylinder project conceived some years ago by the Zane factory. This engine was very looking like the Benelli, 
manyparts are very similar, which make things easier in terms of production. Apparently, the work will involve 
several persons in Belgium and Italy: Engineers for the engine and for the chassis, and also a designer.  And thanks 
to some subtle administrative arrangements, the bike could even keep the name Laverda! 
 
 As far as I know, this project will be submitted to all the Laverda clubs to follow the project and give their 
help and opinion. As usual, all that will depends of money, agreements and so on but this is not a joke, I promise! 
More soon... 
 
  And on another subject (from Jean-Louis) - I've got a copy of a document written by the factory (marketing 
dept) in 1989, concerning the total numbers of triples produced at Breganze.  
 
It shows the production for every year from 1972/73 to 1988 for all the 180 and 120 series. Probably not totally 
correct (registries show slightly different numbers) but interesting: 
 
180 series (3C, 3CL, Jota, etc...):   120 series (Jota 120, RGS, Corsa, Executive, RGA, SFC1000) 
 
- End of 1972/1973: 670    -1982: 280 
- 1974: 780     -1983: 620 
- 1975: 830     -1984: 590 
- 1976: 1150     -1985: 370      
- 1977: 1000     -1986: 300 
- 1978: 860     -1987: 230 
- 1979: 750     -1988/early 1989: 60 
- 1980: 650 
- 1981: 490 
- 1982: 200 
- 1983: 120 
 
  Bob Pauley writes:      I had a bad experience after fueling up my Laverda motorcycle at the Shell station at 570 
Dekalb Industrial Way here in Decatur, Ga.. 
 
I have used Shell products exclusively in this motorcycle. Shell premium fuel always and Rotella "T" oil. The bike 
is a 1974 Laverda 1000 3C. I am the original owner. I filled the tank on 5/27/2007 with $15.84 of Shell V power, a 
full tank. Bike ran fine for about ten miles. Then the carbs began to flood. I switched off the fuel and navigated 
home, turn on the fuel to resupply the carbs and then off again just keeping the engine running enough to prevent 
flooding and a possible fire. 
 
Once parked I removed the float covers and discovered all three floats had badly swollen and frozen on the pivots. I 
removed and replaced the floats, cleaned the carbs and drained the remaining fuel. I topped up at the local Amoco 
and have had no problem since. My thoughts are the fuel had a high percentage of ethanol and the pump was not 
clearly labeled. Even with some low percentage of ethanol the bike should have run fine.  
 
I am very disappointed as "V POWER" is marketed as a high performance fuel and priced a few cents more than the 
rivals’ premium fuel. Why would one cheapen your best fuel with a high percentage of ethanol?  Or perhaps there is 
an unique problem with the blend as sold that day? 
  
  Italian Bike Display:  On Saturday, September 8,  opening at the Stamford Museum & Nature Center 
(www.stamfordmuseum.org) in Stamford, CT, there will be an exhibit titled  The Motorcycle, Italian Style – Riding 
the Curves with MV Agusta.  It will trace the marque from its WWII inception to today.  The exhibit runs through 
January 6 . 



Marketplace: 
 
  1975 1000 3C,  21,000 miles, recently put back in operating order, contact Gary Fortner at (714)838-5008 (home) 
or at (714)501-2163 (cell) or at gfortner@cox.net . He’ll send photos. CA 
 
  1969 American Eagle 750 SS with correct Euro seat and tank, owned for 20 years, $4500 obo, call Don 
Montgomery at (805)523-0411 (home) or (805)217-7322 (cell) or at cemoto100@yahoo.com, CA . 
 
  1974 750 SF2, fires right up, mechanically sound and very clean, contact Mark McDaniel for info and photos at 
(209)495-7148 , CA 
 
  Wanted – a Laverda wire wheeled triple in western North America by Albert Koch.  If you have or know of one 
for sale, contact Steve Swain at svswain@ucdavis.edu  . 
 
Technical Issue: 
 
 Below is an internet conversation initiated by Eric Bergman who was hearing an engine noise, seeming to 
be coming from the top end of his 750.  After checking a few things, he went to the Laverda Digest and asked for 
advice. 
 
 Jean-Louis Olive responded: “Have you checked the woodruf key which links the two camshafts?  This is 
a rather common problem.  In most cases, you should even hear the noise when rotating the crank by hand (better to 
remove the cam cover).” 
 
 Bruce Farren Comments: “Yes the woodruff key is a common problem. On my GT it made no noise 
turningthe motor over by hand. Only when running. When I took it apart the key was worn most of the way through 
and would soon have snapped! The problem was caused by the cam flange not being a tight enough press fit on the 
cam. It must be a very tight fit or replacing the key won't keep the problem from happening again. The key is only 
there to line the cams up it is not supposed to be taking any load. If your key is loose then the cam flange is 
the problem, After fitting a new flange and key the GT it is still running OK now 16 years later. 
 
One other thing, if you take the head apart to fix this. I have seen a number of messed up heads where the bores for 
the cam bearings are loose from people following the cam removal method in the book. Don't do it! Don't beat the 
cams out! Get the head hot in the oven around 300 to 350 F (make sure the wife is not home) and the rocker spindles 
and cams will slide out by hand. If you decide to change the cam bearings while you are in there as they can rust on 
bikes that have sat for a while make sure they are C3 clearance. 
 
 Pull off both the covers on the end of the cams. On the tach drive side have the piston at TDC on 
compression so there is clearance on both rockers (leftcylinder cam is unloaded). Now grab the end of the left cam 
with some soft jaw pliers (part of cam that drives the tach drive) and turn it back andforth. Have a finger on the end 
of the right cam so you can feel if it moves. If you can wiggle the left cam back and forth with out the right side 
cam moving the exact same amount you have the problem.. There must be no play at all betwen the two cams as 
they are bolted together as a rigid assembly. 
 
    Eric Replies: Bruce, do you think you could have diagnosed this without actually taking the head apart? 
Would close inspection with the cam cover removed have revealed the problem? I'm not against doing a full top- 
 end job on this engine, which has served faithfully for many years  now, but I would like to loan the bike to a 
visiting friend for a road trip in early June and I doubt I could get the full job accomplished in time. Of course, if I 
could determine that the cam flanges are loose I'd have to make other arrangements anyway. 
 
Good Quotes: 
 
 “If you see a car and think that the driver is going to  do something stupid, he probably is, so take 
precutions.” – Michael DeFranco 
 



The Laverda Street Rod 
 
  This is likely one (if not THE) most interesting vehicles to be powered by a Laverda 1200 triple.  
It comes partially out of Americans’ (or at least Californians’) predilection with the “hot rod” – that home-built, high 
powered, politically incorrect expression of 4-wheeled fun.  And it comes partially from Mike Clark’s desire to 
initiate an interesting, challenging project for students in the Welding and Fabrication classes which he teaches at 
Ventura College in southern California.  The machine described and shown below has been created over the course 
of this past year and is still a work in progress.  Thus you may consider this article to be Part I on the subject.  Part II 
will appear when the Laverda Street Rod (as I’ve named it) is completed and road tested. 
 

WELDING AND FABRICATION CLASS AT VENTURA COLLEGE 
WITH THE LAVERDA STREET ROD 

     

 
  
 Now why anyone would want to to slip a Laverda 1200 engine into what is, in effect, a very light pint-size 
pickup truck is a valid question.  The best answer is because “it was available”. The engine was donated by Patrick 
Cherry, a Laverdaphile and lawyer who practices in Ventura.  The story of his involvement, as he describes it, will 
follow the story of the Street Rod itself. 
 
 Ventura College is a two year community college with both traditional and vocational curricula.  Mike was 
searching for a project for his classes that would give students the opportunity for real hands-on design, fabrication, 
and welding experience and yield a result that would actually do something. And no doubt, restoring vintage trucks 
as a hobby led his thinking in that direction.  So the idea was to start from scratch and build a vehicle that sort of 
evolved into a mini-pickup truck. 
 
 Starting last summer, the students hand made the chassis from various pieces of round and box-sectioned 
tubing.  The actual cab is from a 1944 Ford truck, a piece left over from a restoration.  The cab had 16” cut out of 



the middle.  It was chopped 6” and 11” was taken off of the bottom.  Then it was welded up again.  The pickup bed 
was fabricated from sheet steel and made in a vintage style.  One artistic oriented student did the painting on the 
doors and bed, and water jet cut the custom grill carrying the school’s logo, a pirate. 
    
    
     
 Various parts and assemblies 
were scrounged, donated or fabricated by 
students.  The front leaf spring is from an 
old trailer.  The oil cooler is a Jaguar 
part. The steering box is off of a 1958 
Dodge pickup.  A Honda 250 quad 
donated the front discs while the rear 
disc and caliper are off the front end of a 
Harley-Davidson.  Headlights were 
found laying around in a box in Mike’s 
garage.  An RV fuel pump feeds the 
carbs at a regulated 1 psi .   Harbor 
freight provided the 12” front tires while 
Mickey Thompson rear wheels receive 
chain driven power from the engine.  
Students machined the wheel adapters, 
steering shaft and fabricated numerous 
hinges, bracketry, and equipment mounts found on the machine. 
 
 The engine sit crossways at the front, as it would in a motorcycle frame.  With the engine turning 5000rpm 
in high gear, the wheels spin at 1750rpm giving a calculated speed of 101mph.  It will be a brave person indeed that 
tests the accuracy of those calculations. 
       

 There is still a fair amount of work 
to be done.  There are no hydraulics in place 
to operate the brakes or the clutch. The drive 
train must be completed and various 
linkages for the throttle and shifter.  Also, 
the instrumentation must be put in place.  
The Street Rod was not built to be street 
legal and there are no current plans to make 
it so.  About 30 students have been involved 
with the project to date with that number 
increasing over the next semester as it is 
completed.  I’m looking forward to actually 
getting behind the wheel. (to be continued). 
 
The Street Rod Laverda Engine: by 
Patrick Cherry 
 
 I met Mike when I was taking an 
introductory welding course last summer at 

Ventura College.  The frame at that time was just a set of bare rails and cross-members sitting on the table; at some 
point it came out that I had motorcycles and he asked if I had a spare engine.  I said I did, he asked what it was, and 
it went from there. 
 I had acquired from Alan Chalk, a crashed but fairly complete Anniversary Edition 1200 and a second bare 
1200 frame and engine -- no running gear, electrics, carbs, etc.  I also had a complete but non-running 1978 Jota 
America that I had bought off of eBay.  I decided to rebuild the 'spare' engine to use in the Rod.  I pulled the engine 
from the Anniversary Edition so Mike could use it to mock up the engine mounts and chain alignment while I rebuilt 
the spare.  It had not run in years and was completely locked up -- two pistons rusted in the bore, several of the 



tappets locked in place by corrosion, a few minor parts missing from the head.  It took several nights of soaking in 
Kroil and gentle persuasion to get it apart.  The good news was that the bottom end was in good condition and was 
still full of oil.  The pistons, valves and guides were within original specs once I got them cleaned up.  I replaced one 
cylinder liner, installed new rings and had the liners honed just enough to give a good surface for the rings to bed in.  
I replaced all the seals and gaskets in the top end and installed a new cam chain; the tensioner and damper rails were 
OK.  The A12 camshafts were in perfect condition.  

MIKE CLARK WITH THE ROD 
   
    
 After reassembling the 
engine, I used the carbs from the 
Anniversary Edition; I soaked them 
in my solvent tank for 24 hours or 
so, then disassembled them 
and put them through the ultrasonic 
cleaner to make sure all the tiny 
internal passages were open.  I 
then rebuilt them, raised the 
needles one notch to richen the 
mixture a little, and reassembled them 
on the head. 
 
 I used the ignition system 
from the eBay 1200 to make up a 
'test bench' in my workshop so I 
could start and run the engine.  After 
a very careful inspection, I hit the 
starter and it fired right up!  The sound from the open exhaust was awesome.  I ran it long enough to verify oil 
pressure, check for leaks, listen for ominous sounds, etc. then delivered it to Mike; his introduction to the running 
engine was when I started it in the back of my truck.  I recovered the Anniversary Edition engine and they installed 
the 'spare' into the frame.  I also gave them a complete stock ignition system (I think the one from the Anniversary 
Edition) and told them if they would find a place to mount it, I would wire it up.  A few weeks later, I took a day off 
and made up a wiring harness, replaced the spark plug leads, wired up the ignition and starter, and cleaned up the 
installation. 
             
   We still have to chase some oil 
leaks (the cam cover is leaking despite a 
new o-ring).  We are going to use a 
hydraulic clutch which I have agreed to 
supply, and they need to figure out a 
mechanism for the throttle cable.  The 
remainder of the project is routine hot-
rod fabrication: install brakes and 
lights, a few instruments, mount the 
seat and work out the foot controls and 
shifter, etc.  Once it is complete and 
functional, they will disassemble it so that 
the body shop students can clean up 
the body work and paint it. One of the 
members of the board of directors of 
the college foundation has 
suggested the foundation might be 
willing to cover the cost of the paint and 
supplies.  We are trying to figure out a way to get a 1940 Ford title and make it street legal (or at least get a license 
plate -- 'street legal' is problematic); in the meantime, as it progresses, they will display it at football games and other 
events like hot rod shows.  I think a realistic estimate for completion is another year at least; work on the rod has to 



be integrated into the regular curriculum so it's not a circumstance where entire days can be devoted to its 
completion.  Since the show in May, they have completed the chain drive system; it takes a stock 630 chain from the 
gearbox sprocket to a jackshaft, then a 530 chain from there to the drive shaft.  We are building the brake system 
and re-doing the fuel system to address some routing and access issues.  Our current goal is to have it driveable by 
the time football season starts so it can be displayed at the games.  It will probably be painted orange and black 
because those are the Ventura College colors (and Laverda colors – Bob). 

 
Motorcycle Wisdom Part I 

 
Four wheels move the body. Two wheels move the soul. 

 
Most motorcycle problems are caused by the nut that connects the  
handlebars to the saddle. 
 
Life may begin at 40, but it doesn't get real interesting until about  
110 mph! 
 
You start the game of life with a full pot o' luck and an empty pot  
o'experience... The object is to fill the pot of experience before you  
empty the pot of luck. If you wait, all that happens is that you get  
older. 
 
Midnight bugs taste best. 
 
Saddlebags can never hold everything you want, but they CAN hold  
everything you need. 
 
Never try to race an old geezer, he may have one more gear than you. 
 
It takes more love to share the saddle than it does to share the bed. 
 
The only good view of a thunderstorm is in your rearview mirror. 
 
Never be afraid to slow down. 
 
Don't ride so late into the night that you sleep through the sunrise. 
 
Sometimes it takes a whole tankful of fuel before you can think  
straight. 
 
Riding faster than everyone else only guarantees you'll ride alone. 
 
Never hesitate to ride past the last street light at the edge of town. 
 
Never do less than forty miles before breakfast. 
 
If you don't ride in the rain, you don't ride. 
 
A bike on the road is worth two in the shed. 
 
Respect the person who has seen the dark side of motorcycling and lived. 
 
Young riders pick a destination and go... Old riders pick a direction  
and go. 
 



 



 
 
 
   
 
 
 
 
 


