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LAVERDAS NORTH TO ALASKA  

 
Living La Vida Loca : Part II – From Steve Snider (661)836-1296 
 
            One night, we were in a little cabin somewhere along the Alcan Highway, having been stopped by bad 
weather. Once again, the boys had convinced the manager to give us a nice warm place, for the cost of washing 
the linens. Unfortunately, there was no TV, radio, or reading material, and I was getting restless. Renato had some 
pictures of their trip from before I had met them, that he had had developed in either Fresno or LA. It was great to 
look at the photos of their experiences.    
           
  I came across some pictures I recognized right away as Ascot Park race track in Gardena, CA. I knew that 
place really well, as I had been going there every Friday night throughout the summer, competing in the  half mile 
and TT events as a novice. I rode a Bultaco 250cc Pursang and had a great time. To my amazement, Renato had 
taken quite a few pictures of  a certain rider. There were photos of him pushing the bike to the starting line, at the 
starting line, starting the race, and during the race. I couldn't believe my eyes and asked Renato and Massimo to 
come look at the photos. I asked them why there were so many photos of this one particular rider. They said that 
they liked the outfit. I said, "Outfit! What the heck is an 
outfit? Girls wear outfits! You mean the leathers?" Yes, 
was their reply "the leathers and the helmet". This was 
just too weird! I got up and walked over and picked up 
my 
helmet and asked if it looked familiar. They stared at the 
helmet, then at the photos. By god, it was ME!  
           
          THE BOYS LEAVING CALIFORNIA 
 
Indeed my helmet was really weird, at least for 1971.  I 
had paid a guy who always came into the bike shop $35 
to paint it, “and surprise me” was all I said.  When he 
brought it into the shop, everyone laughed at me, but I'd 
be damned if I was going to waste the money, so I wore 
it anyway. I had had my leathers custom made by Bates leathers, and I must  say, the colors were a little unorthodox 
for the day of mostly black leathers: tan legs and arms, with beige buckskin torso and green and white stripes down 
the shoulders,encircling the biceps. Of all the guys they could have taken pictures of that night in LA in the novice 
class! In the front row with me were Gary Scott, 
later to be number one in the nation, and the great Kenny Roberts Sr., later to be national champion and World GP 
champion but the Italians liked my outfit. Well, after that I referred to my leathers as "my outfit."  
            
  Encountering mud and snow, it was time to change the rear tires and put on knobbies. I was pretty good   
at changing  tires, but was in for a special treat with the freezing temperatures and six-inch tire levers. The 
boys learned some new English words that day.  
          
 I remember speaking to a couple of fellows later that day about the crazy HUGE moose I had scared off. I 
had come around a corner and encountered this huge bull moose "I couldn't believe how big this guy was. I was a 



little worried, as I thought there were only two ways out for him: coming directly at me or turning around and 
running away, because the saplings along the road were so dense, there was no way he could run right or left,  
especially with that enormous rack of horns. Heck, you couldn't see anymore than several feet off the road, the trees 

were so dense. I stopped the bike and 
honked my horn. That didn't work, except 
for old Bullwinkle lowering his 
head, and damn if he wasn't blowing steam 
out of his nostrils and pawing the ground. I 
was just about to try to spin the bike around 
when I revved the engine. Well old  
 
AT FRAZIER’S CYCLE IN ALASKA 
 
 
Bullwinkle apparently didn't appreciate the 
wonderful exhaust 
note from the big Laverda, as he started 
coming right at me, and fast. I thought it 
was going to get ugly, as that wasn't  my 
pick for the direction I'd hoped he'd go. To 
my surprise, however, he turned left and, 

ducking his 
head and horns, headed straight into the woods, not slowing a bit. I still remember the sound of his massive antlers 
hitting saplings as he plunged through the trees. When I told the local guys my story, they thought I was the 
dumbest person on the face of the planet and told me how dangerous bull moose are and how many people get hurt 
or, worse, killed by them. The Italians never saw what had happened, as they were always so far behind. I told them 
about the moose and that I hoped I wouldn't run into Rocky the squirrel, but they didn't get it.  
            
  From the time we hit the first dirt at Dawson Creek, Massimo put out his feet. I thought it was just   
because he hadn't encountered dirt for many thousands of miles. I swear, he drug his feet, or at least had them in the 
ready  position, for a couple pair of boots worth. I must give him credit, though, as he  never went down at least that 
I knew of. It was me who was either ending up  in the bar ditch along the road (a bar ditch is a ditch along the side of 
the  road where dirt for the road crown goes, but it also makes a small ditch) or  tipping over in the mud or ice. I 
think along the Alcan I crashed once a day.  On the icy road where the trucks made only two tracks, which were 
packed ice,  I rode along the side in the frozen snow, thinking this would provide more stability. Massimo, though, 
rode right in the truck tire tracks, but he had his outriggers (boots) and, unlike me, never fell.    
         
     As I mentioned, I was wearing my Bell 
Star full face helmet with a wool scarf (thanks again, 
Mom) tucked around my neck and up under the 
helmet, but I was still cold. Massimo wore an open 
face helmet! I don't know how he did it;  he was 
unbelievable. We'd stop, and he'd have icicles 
hanging off his mustache. How he didn't get frost 
bite I will never know. He was one tough guy.  
            
  
 DRIVING IN THE ICE AND SNOW  
 
 One evening, we were, thank goodness, riding along 
as a group, when we came across a car towing a U-
haul trailer, stuck in the bar ditch. Out of the car 
came a young man, who explained he was heading to 
the Army base at  Anchorage, where he was to be 
stationed. He had  his wife and several-month-old 
baby. They had been in the ditch for quite awhile and 



were getting worried. Well I guess so, as there wasn't much traffic, or any, on the 
icy road at night. We worked our butts off and succeeded in getting them out and on their way.  When we finally 
reached the outskirts of Anchorage we came to our first stop light in a couple thousand miles.  I remember watching 
all the Army vehicles turning in left in front of me admiring all the different trucks and jeeps.  I had been in 1st gear 
with the clutch in blipping the throttle listening to the Laverda's excellent exhaust note waiting for the light to 
change when all of a sudden the clutch cable broke and I launched out into the intersection.  How I wasn't hit I don't 
know, just lucky I guess.  I got into the Fiat's trunk of spare Laverda parts for the first time since Fresno, and got a 
fresh clutch cable and was back on the road in minutes. 
 
 We rode into Anchorage and it was anti-climatic for me and especially the Italians.  They had ridden 
thousands of miles and finally reached their destination and there was no parades.  No well wishers.  No one.  Just 
darkness and cold rain. We came to the center of town and I was at another stop light in the left turn lane.  The boys 
were on the far right lane and when the light turned green turned right.  I just crossed right and followed then against 
traffic, when I heard the siren and saw the lights.  Stefano came out again as I tried to explain in Italian and the 
Massimo to the officer we were on a long distance worlds record--Blah blah.  He listened and went to the squad car , 
got on the radio then came back talking to Massimo and Renato.  They came to me explained we had to follow the 
office to the police station, where I thought oh this isn't going to be good , not good at all.  Sure enough we were 
ushered into the station and greeted quite well.  We were given drinks and donuts ( go figure) while the sergeant and 
a couple other officers were making calls for some reason.  Then I knew it was worse, when a officer came over to 
speak to the boys.  They then came over to me speaking Italian and English.  I'll never forget it, " The officers felt 
sorry for us and called the local Kiwanis and found three family's for us to stay the night with".  Massimo was 
quite happy about the free rooms but then said, " Because you don't speak English they have a nice Italian family for 
you to stay with".  That was it!  The charade was over I had to kill off Stefano.  So I got up and faced the music.  I 
went up to the sergeant and he smiled at me until I said " how's it going"?  I attempted to explain how hilarious the 
whole situation was but was not given the chance.  He and the others were quite pissed and escorted us out of the 
building. 
 
 That night we stayed at the local YMCA and it was pathetic.  We slept with a bunch of drunken Eskimos.  
Not the way to spend the first night at the long awaited destination Anchorage, Alaska. The next day was spent with 
newspaper journalists and an acting Italian consulate.  We arranged with a local moving company to ship the bikes 
to New York than o nto Italy.  Apparently the bikes had to get there in time for a international bike show dirt and 
damage and all.  I built wooden crates, drained the fluids and sealed up the bikes into the crates ready for shipment. 
 While I was doing that Renato had been busy finding someone to buy the Fiat from them. We spent the last night in 
Anchorage having booked our flights back to our homes.  Me on a 747 to San Francisco, then on to Fresno, 
Massimo and Renato to Milan, Italy.   That night Massimo tried to talk me out of going back to Fresno, but to come 
with them back to Italy.  Massimo and Renato were quite taken by our American form of dirt track racing.  He 
envisioned me coming to Italy and starting ½ mile and TT dirt track races over there.  He even said he had been in 
contact with his family and his sister would really like to meet me.  Wow a job and a family offer of sorts.  I was 
foolish and said if he paid my way I'd go.  The answer was no and we parted our separate ways. 

  
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
    TRIP COMMEMORATIVE MEDAL STRUCK BY THE ITALIANS  & SENT TO STEVE 



In 1985 I went to Venice and Milan and looked up Massimo.  He and Philippe greeted me as if I was a close friend.  
Massimo had taken over his family's  "Bertucci juicing equipment"  business and Philippe, well I forget what he was 
doing.  I was very happy that Philippe was not hating me as I was told he had in Fresno almost 14 years earlier.  
Renato I heard he had moved to Cabo San Lucas Mexico and married a local Mexican girl and opened a Pizza parlor 
and  heard he was having some real difficulties.  I unfortunately haven't heard of any of them since then. Myself, I 
came back got my BA degree and continued my racing career having some good results.  Married a girl from my 
high school, moved around California for awhile working in the motorcycle industry before settling down in 
Bakersfield, CA where, 21 years ago, I opened an insurance agency.  I have three wonderful sons and we all ride, I 
just wish I had a Laverda 750 SF to ride.  What a great bike it was! What an incredible trip! 
 

The Second V6: 
  
 We all know that there is just ONE Laverda V6 endurance racer, right!  Well, it is true that there is just one 
Laverda V6 motorcycle that has run in an endurance race.  That is the bike that Piero Laverda and the Laverda Corsa 
team now take to various vintage motorcycle track gatherings throughout Europe and fire up for demonstration laps 
around the circuits. I’ve now had the pleasure of seeing and hearing this machine several times and it is an 
impressive motorcycle (and you can see and hear it at the NALOC Rally in July). 
 
 However, when the Zane era owners of the newly reformed Moto-Laverda geared up for production of new 
machines in the early nineties, there was some thought given to making a limted production run of V6s . likely both 
for the good press it would garner and perhaps even to make a few bucks.  This never came to fruition; however, a 
second V6 was assembled from parts, for use in publicity photos.  In fact, there’s a great shot of this machine tearing 
around a mountain curve in full lean.  The trouble is....the machine wasn’t running, nor never had run.  Should one 
peek inside the fairing, it might be seen that some key components were missing (like perhaps an ignition system) 
and there was some question as to just what was inside the engine and gearbox. 
 
 Rumor has it that when Mr.Tognon was pushed out of the struggling Zane concern, he took the V6 with 

him.  Eventually, it found its way to an Italian motorcycle 
enthusiast and hotel owner, in whose lobby it sat.  Cor Dees, 
of the Dutch Laverda Museum,  followed this machine 
through the years, becoming “friends” with  the bike’s owner, 
with an eye to some day purchasing it for his collection.  In 
fact, Cor tells me that he had gotten the right of first refusal, 
should the owner wish to sell the V6, and even a tentative 
price had been agreed upon. 
 
 However, it does appear that the owner would 
periodically test the waters by letting various third parties 
know that his V6 might be available, to see what kind of 
money it would draw.  In fact, just last Spring, I got an e-mail 
from a vintage bike dealer with photos letting me know that 

the V6 was available, should I be interested (for a cool 
price of $350K).  After stating my disinterest, I 
forwarded the info to Cor who then stepped up his 
campaign to secure the machine for his museum.  A 
little later, Cor sent along the included photos which 
show his new toy. 
 
 It still has not run as yet.  This winter, the 
entire machine will be torn down to assess the state of 
its internals and determine what parts need to be fixed, 
replaced, or fabricated.  I’d bet that come next 
summer, she’ll be up and running. 
 
           A HAPPY COR DEES AND THE V6 



24th Annual Meet:  
 
 The 24th annual Italian Motorcycle Owners Club Meet was held on September 9 on the grounds of the 
Hamilton Rod & Gun Club in Sturbridge, Mass . For the past several years, we’ve been blessed by fair sunny 
weather, but mother nature was a bit more threatening this time with partially overcast skies and an occasional 
sprinkle.  However the cogniscenti were out in force with about 500 persons in attendance and around 300 Italian 
Motorcycles scattered about the grounds. 

 
 This years 
featured marque was 
Moto Guzzi singles.  
And along with the 
Falcones and Stornellos, 
we were treated to the 
sight of a rare  Guzzi 
Ercole 3-wheeled truck 
(which won the 
People’s choice award).  
There were just four 
Laverdas present.  I 
brought along my 
recently completed 75 
Sport and my SF2.  Igor  
 
ADAM & JOHN 
AT THE IMOC 
MEET 
 
 
Rabkin brought out his 
newly restored SF2 for 

its first showing.  Igor purchased the bike last year at an auction in New Hampshire.  I saw the bike at the auction 
and it was a real mess at that time.  During the Fall, Winter, and Spring, Igor put in a lot of effort (and no doubt $$) 
in tearing the SF2 apart and restoring the bike as a cafe racer.  There are still a few loose ends to tie up but it’s 

looking great at this 
point.  In fact, the SF2 
won the “Best Laverda” 
award. 
 
NEPHEW RANDY 
RUSSELL WITH SF2
  
 
 
A rare 1979 American 
Eagle 750 was brought 
up from New Jersey by 
Chris Frost.  It is near 
original and looks to be 
in very nice shape...and 
is for sale (see following 
Marketplace 
advertisement).  Two 
longtime Laverda 



 E-friends were in attendance.  These are folks I’ve spoken with on the internet for years and finally got to meet.  
John England, from San Jose, CA, stopped back east to visit long time friend Adam Schoolsky.  Their photos are 
shown above. 
 
 
Bits and Bobs: 
 
  Bikes for sale- 
 
` 1969 American Eagle 750, factory green, near original and in nice shape, call Chris Frost at  
(917)576-9579, NJ . 
 
 1973 750 SF1,  beautifully restored by prior owner, new tires, no rust, low miles, extra parts include 
manuals, seat, baggage rack, spare clutch etc., $8000, call (410)3107300 or release283@comcast.net , PA . 
 
 198? RGS 1000, owner is thinking of selling, 10,000 miles, contact Wendell at   
 wendell_gurley@hotmail.com to find out, CA  . 
 
 1974 SF2 race bike and two early 750 GTs,  SF2 is ready to go, Gts are for restoration, also lots of 750 
parts, contact Jim Robinson at jrobinson9@cox.net  . 
 
 1999 750S, full fairing, new OEM clutch, aftermarket pipes and e-prom, less than 500 miles on Pirelli 
Diablos, fresh oil and coolant, newer JT rear sprocket, includes stock seat, pipes and e-prom, $5800 obo, contact 
Jake Dumm at (814)421-1922 or at mjnjdumm@gmail.com .  
 
 1975 750 SF3, $5500, rare in North America, contact Carl Carpenter at (352)796-9830 or at 
ccarpenter@sparton.com, FL .  
  
In “Print”- 
 
 The market seems to flooded with new books on Laverda.  First, there was Jean-Louis Olive wonderful 
new book “Legendery Laverda”.   There are also rumors of an updated “Green Book”  by Tim Parker.  And now 
we have the newly issued “The Laverda Twins and Triples Bible”, the next in a series by Ian Falloon.  I recently 
received a review copy. 
 
 The emphasis here is on the bigger bike, but includes a history of Laverda and how its motorcycles evolved 
from agricultural machinery.  It gives full year by year descriptions of of each of the twin and and triple models, 
delineating year by year changes for each model (and changes that took place within some years).  I can’t testify to 
the accuracy of all of the information, being no expert on that. 
 
 There is also full twin and triple racing history and how Laverdas compared with the competition  plus 
technical appraisal of the twins and triples.  For Laverda enthusiasts, it’s surely a “must-have”.  Lots of new photos 
and some old ones, most all in color.   
 
 While no one can beat Mick Walker for the Book-of-the-Month club honors, Ian Falloon is the author of 
around 20 books on Motorcycles.  He’s also a 750 SFC owner, probably owning one of the very few in Australia. 
 
 You can order the book directly from the publisher at www.veloce.co.uk  or in the US & Canada from 
Motorbooks International  at www.motorbboks.com  . 
 
Australian Motorcycle Mag “Two Wheels”  just published a very nice article about cor Dees Dutch Laverda 
 Museum. 
 
Wanted: Herb Harris  is desperately looking for any photographs of the late Lance Weils’s 750 SFC race bike as it 
 was raced “in the day”.  Herb has evidently bought what he believes was Lance’s race bike and would like 



 to restore it as it looked when Lance was racing the SFC.  If you have anything, contact Herb at 
 herb.harris@harrisswc.com  . 
 
CD of Laverda Sounds- Ray Shaw  passes along this information on how to get hold of a CD filled with Laverda 
 engine sounds on it.  You can find it on a website run by Joachim Johnsson,   http://home.swipnet.se/jocke-
 laverda  .  The price is 100 Swedish Krone, plus p&p.  If you contact Joachim, he’ll tell you how many $$ 
 to forward. 
 
Laverda Sidecar Racer: 
 
 Well, Laverda engines show up in all sorts of vehicles these days.  Last issue, we showed you the Laverda 
1200 powered street rod.  Below you see Cor Dees on the track with his 750SFC engine powered sidecar racer.  
Looks pretty scary to me.   
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
COR DEES (driver) 
with JAAP DE JONG 
(passenger) holdingon 
for dear life 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
More Bits & Bobs: 
 
 Video of   some Laverda action at the recent Spa Francorchamps 4 Hour Classic comes (via Marnix van der 
Schalk) at http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tMc1ZvR3S78    .  Interesting stuff! 
 
 From Michael Moore – A tach that is compatible with Rita Ignitions was recommended by Mistral 
Engineering to be the Elliot tach.  Info can be found at http://www.elliotdesign.co.uk/technical.html  . 
 
 Czech Ignition for Laverdas – This ignition is getting a lot of buzz as avery cost effective improvement 
over stock Laverda ignitions.  Check (Ha! Ha!) is out at http://www.ignitech.cz/english/aindex.htm   . 
 
World’s toughest biker: Japanese biker fails to notice severed leg 
 Hard to believe but you can read about it at: 
 www.cnn.com/2007/WORLD/asiapcf/08/14/japan.biker.reut/index.html?eref=rss_topstories  . 
 
 
 
 
 



 Dutch Treat – Riding Laverdas in the Dolomites 
 
 I suppose that one could have a better time than riding through the Dolomites, outside of Breganze, on a 
Montjuic, accompanied by a passle of other Laverda riders, but I’d be hard pressed to figure out how (at least when 
clothed with full riding gear).  Cor Dees had organized a group of about a dozen of his Dutch friends to go riding in 
Italy for a week, in the mountainous areas around Breganze and invited me to join them.  That’s a tough invitation to 
turn down! So two days after the IMOC Meet, I packed my gear and headed off to “pasta-land”.  The Dutch group 
had already been riding for a few days when I arrived at the “headquarters” hotel in Maricosta, located in the 
Dolomite foothills.  The group’s bikes (all Laverdas save for one H***a and a Ducati) had been trucked ahead, 
while the “boys” (plus one spouse) flew in. 
 
 Piero (Laverda) picked me up at the airport in Venice and hustled me off to the hotel where I napped a bit 
and waited for the group to return from the day’s ride.  Around 9pm, I heard the rumble of motorcycle engines and 
shortly after, Cor burst into our room.  After catching up, we headed to the hotel restaurant where I met the crew (2 
Hans, 2Rons, 2 Harries, Carl, Jans, Ria, Ben and Gerard) and grabbed a bite. 

 
      HOTEL in MARICOSTA   
 
 The first order of business the next morning was to 
head to Vicentina to visit Piero and see his Laverda 
“collection” and to pick up the Montjuic that he was lending 
me.  I’m no fan of riding as a passenger and it’s probably 
been 25 years since I’ve hopped on the back of a 
motorcycle, but I climbed on behind Cor on his RGS and we 
headed out. Let me tell you; these guys hustle right along – 
through the traffic, through the villages, passing anything 
slower .  I probably kept my eyes closed for half of the trip. 
But I’ll give credit both to the driving skills of the Dutch 
bike riders but also to the skills of the Italian car drivers. 
 

 To digress for a moment.......while some may complain about Italian car drivers (“too fast, too reckless, 
etc.”), I would disagree and praise their driving skill and the consideration that’s shown to motorcycle drivers.  
Motorcycles are not viewed as two-wheeled annoyances on the 
road.  Perhaps it’s because in Europe, motorcycle racing is a 
major sport, viewed by many, both live and on television.  The 
names of top racers are known to the general populace.  Bike 
riders are seen as equal partners in terms of road use.  When 
passing a slower vehicle on the (usual) two lane roads, auto 
drivers will move to the right to help you get by safely.  They will 
even slow down to create a spot for you to pull back in after 
passing.  I won’t speak for Canadian car drivers, but I can’t 
imagine US drivers doing that. We’re considered usurpers of the 
roadway here, a major annoyance, and a potential target.  Also, 
when we would stop, people would always come over to look at 
the bikes and engage us in conversation, very respectful – a 
tribute to Italian friendlyness. 
        HANGING on to COR on the RGS 
  
 Well...needless to say, I (or We) arrived safely at the Laverda family home, and a beautiful, classic, 18th 
century villa it is.  Nestled in a hillside, it’s surrounded by several acres of fruit trees, grape vines, and absolutely 
gorgeous views.  Piero was out to greet us and after shaking everyone’s hands, gave us a tour of his collection of 
Laverdas, spanning the ages.  Needless to say, there was a lot of interesting and historical machinery there.  In the 
next quarter’s newsletter, I’ll give you a photgraphic tour of his shop and garage space.  Overall, there’s too many 
bikes in too little space, a problem many of us have faced, I’m sure.  He did speak of a possible Laverda museum 



that would focus on the racing machinery.  I think that he’s talking to the Breganze city fathers about that idea.  
Things do move at an unhurried pace in Italy so who knows what the time frame might be?? 

 
  LINE-UP OUTSIDE OF THE LAVERDA FAMILY VILLA 
 
 Piero wheeled out the V6 for 
everyone to have a look at and fired’er up.  
The sound of that engine is unlike any 
other motorcycle engine I’ve ever heard.  
He also brought out the Montjuic which I 
was to ride.  Actually, it’s his son 
Giovanni’s bike but he’s in school in 
Barcelona right now, so won’t be needing 
it.  Though I actually do have a Monty, 
I’ve never really ridden it (it’s out being 
restored, I think). So this was to be a new 
riding experience for me. 

 
THE MONTY WITH MY STUFF 
 
 So finally, I had my own bike to 
ride and we headed out.  It felt good to be 
back in control of where the motorcycle 
would be going.  The rides (each day) were 



led by Cor’s good friend Gianni, who knows the mountain roads of that area very well.  He was riding a Laverda 
500 twin.....and riding it very fast. 
 
 I might comment here that these guys were all, what might be termed, sport riders.  I myself am more of a 
“tourismo” rider.  I’m not sure if it’s a European thing, or perhaps and Italian bike thing, but the general idea was to 
take every road as fast as was safely possible.  I hung on for dear life with total focus on the riding.  No sightseeing  

 
    PIERO FIRES UP THE V6 
for this boy, at least not while moving.  Going up and down the mountains, it’s one hairping turn after another – lots 
of acceleration followed by heavy braking.  Very challenging for me.  The other guys just breezed along.  I was very 
happy to have the Monty.  It’s lightless and ease of handling were appreciated.  The bike had good power and I 
don’t think that I shifted up and down any more than the 
other guys.  Most of the other Laverdas in use were 750 
twins but there were a few triples.  Taking the triples around 
those corners must have been a lot of work.  One of the Rons 
had a Zane 750 which, of course, handles beautifully. 
 
 Eventually, we stopped a restaurant for lunch in a 
region that, prior to WWI, was part of Austria.  Evidently, 
there was considerable fighting there and with the close of 
the war, the land changes hands.  Thus the restaurant looked 
very Teutonic and the owner spoke some German to the 
Dutch guys.  The menue also reflected the restaurant’s 
heritage.  After lunch we headed back down via a different 
route and stopped at what appeared to be a small motorcycle 
museum.  It’s called the LOR FRAI  BIKE MUSEUM  
owned by Sergio Lorenzini.  Once inside, however, you discover that the two floors hold around 200 motorcycles.  



It contains mostly Japanes machinery including a large number off one-off racing bikes.  There’s also a smattering 
of  British and Italian machines, icluding one lonely Laverda 3C.  You can see more info on the museum at 
www.garagebikemuseum.org  . 

  
 Amazingly, along the way, we actually stopped 
occasionally to look at the view.  Here’s a couple of shots of 
the area. 
 
 That night we arrived back after dark.  And I was pretty tired, still jet lagged.  But the following day proved 
a bit easier as we stayed in and around Breganze.  First on the agenda was a visit to a custom violin (and cello) 
maker (Lutheria).  This was very interesting and came about because the fellow (Fabio Dalla Costa) is a Laverda 
owner.  In the photo, you can see his Laverda LZ125 parked outside his shop.  He stepped us through the entire 
violin making process – very interesting.  To give you an 
idea of the effort involved, he hand makes about 15 a year.  
These sell in the range of $5-15,000 each. 
 
 This took the entire morning, so we walk back to 
Breganze’s main square for a little refreshment.  It’s a large 
classic Italian city square surrounded by shops and 
restaurants.  The photo shows the group sitting around the 
outside tables. 
 
  FABIO’S SHOP 
 
  
 IN THE SQUARE IN BREGANZE 
 
People were free to head off on their own 
for the sfternoon.  Some when 
sightseeing. Others set about buying 
souvenirs for the folks back home. 
Luckily, they were somewhat 
constrained with respect to carrying 
capacity on the bikes.. 
 
 Cor went to visit a couple of 
Laverda friends so I hung out with him.  
First  we stopped to see Bruno Tamiello, 
an interesting guy whose basement was a 
treasure trove of Laverda parts, piled 
floor to ceiling, especially for the small 



bikes. How Bruno could ever find anything is beyond me.  There were also a half dozen little Laverdas in various 
stages of repair, or perhaps I should say disrepair.  Whether most of them will ever run is beyond me to answer.  
However, I was able to get some ignition parts for my 1951 Laverda 75cc machine that I needed, from Bruno. 
 
 I can’t remember the name of the next fellow we visited.  He had a whole bunch of Laverda scooter parts 
for Cor.  We then piled into his car to drive to see another guy.  That guy had one of the original drafting tables from 
the Laverda factory from the very early days.  Cor then made arrangements to buy it from him.   If there’s anyone 
connected to the Laverda world around Breganze that Cor doesn’t know, I’d be very surprised! 
 
 Then it was back to the hotel to get ready for a big night out, to have dinner with a contingent from the 
Italian Laverda Club.  Oh, how the wine, beer, and grappa flowed late, late into the night. 
 
 How the Dutch guys ever got up the next morning is beyond me.  But we had to put all of our baggage into 
one hotel room, then pack for one overnight, and head off on the bikes to Imola for the annual Mostra Scambia .  
This is the largest Italian parts oriented swap meet for both vintage motorcycles and cars in the world.  I brought my 
tank bag and a very large knapsack/backpack to carry any parts I might find at the swap meet.  A few years ago, I 
was there and filled a huge duffle bag with things.  This year I brought a two page list of parts I’ve been looking for 
for several little Italian bikes (Bianchi, Caproni, Laverda), some generic parts and parts for bikes of Bill 
MacCracken and Tim Parker. 
 
 The day dawned very hot and we had about 3 hours of freeway riding ahead of us.  This was when I wished 
I had a bigger bike.  The Dutch guys were cranking along on the 750s and 1000s while the Monty felt a bit small on 
the Autostrada, at speeds averaging 75-80 mph.  We were passing everything in sight and pulled into the Imola track 
at around 1pm.  Fortunately, Cor had made arrangements for us to leave all of our gear in a trailer brought by 
another Dutch contingent (the trailer that brought the Dutch folks’ bikes to Italy, actually).  So we could ditch all of 
the hot clothing, boots, etc and head off into the swap meet.  I went by myself, as did most, with the agreement that 
we’d meet at the bikes at a set time. 
 
 The Mostra Scambia is held at the Imola race track.  All of the grounds/paddocks, etc are filled with 
vendors.  Also the entire length of the race track (about 4 miles) is lined on both sides with more vendors.  The 
variety of stuff is unbelieveable – stuff you would never find anywhere else.  If you can imagine it, it’s there 
somewhere – parts, bikes (junk and restored), literature, everything.    I was like a kid in a candy store and wished 
that I had a lot more carrying capacity.  For that first day, I covered all of the areas excpt the track itself and found 
maybe 60% of the stuff on my list, plus a whole lot of other stuff not on the list.  
 
 After a night at a hotel outside Imola, we headed back in the next morning.  This time I headed off around 
the track.  It was blazing hot as on the day before.  The 4+ mile walk felt like 10 but I finally made it around and 
picked up a bunch more stuff.  All told, I probably got 85% of the stuff I was looking for – a happy camper indeed.  
Of course, by now, my backpack weighed 50 pounds too.  Fortunately, when I’d sit on the Monty, the pack just 
rested on the back of the seat so that the bike carried most of the weight, not my shoulders! 
 
 At 3pm, we headed out....and into a gigantic traffic jam.  No doubt, exiting Imola traffic contributed, but 
this was far more than that.  It was bumper to bumper for the first 40 miles though we were soon lane splitting, a 
hair raising experience.  But I can honestly say that we left a long line of Ferraris behind, like they were standing 
still, because they....were...standing still.  But Ferraris sound good even at idle.  Once we changed over to the 
freeway north toward Padua, traffic got better and we were once again blasting along.  That stretch is about 100 
miles.  Nest, one loops around Padua. getting on the A4 toward Milan. 
 
 As I was making the the big sweeping loop off of one freeway onto the other, my clutch cable broke (at the 
lever- the barrel came off).  As I pondered my next move, the bike slowed a bit and my fellow riders passed me by.  
Figuring I’d just crunch through the gears, I sped up again but had lost sight of the group, who were somewhere 
ahead.  Fortunately, I caught sight of Harrie (on the Ducati Monster) just coming up behind me.  I waved him up 
beside me to point out my problem.  Giving a nod, like Santa Claus, up the autostrada he flew to catch the group.  
That Monster took off like a rocket (and sounded great doing so).  A few miles/minutes later, I came upon the whole 
gang pulled over.  I joined them and let them know the problem. 
 



 What else to do but keep going? They pushed me in neutral; I lit it up; and jammed it into 2nd and took off.  
After another 50 miles or so, we all exited for a toll booth, so I killed the engine there.  On the other side of the 
booth, we pulled over again.  And amazingly, the other Harrie, had a cable repair kit with him with a barrel that’s 
held to the cable with a small set screw – not a permanent repair but it will get you through the night.  So with a few 
tools and re-adjustments to get some play, I was fit to go. Whew!!  I wondered how I was going to get through the 
numerous round-a-bouts and lights on the way back to the hotel.  We finally got “home” after a brutally hot 4 hour 
ride, exhausted. 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 

 
 
 

 
That night, we had our farewell dinner in the restaurant at 
the hotel.  It continued on into the late night with glasses of 
wine out on the patio. 
 
I appreciate that the Dutch guys welcomed me into their 
riding fraternity, put up with my slow driving, and offered 
their friendship.  It was a great time. 
 
Now I need to get that Montjuic of mine back on the road. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Motorcycle Wisdom – Part II 
 
 
A good mechanic will let you watch without charging you for it. 
Sometimes the fastest way to get there is to stop for the night. 
Always back your bike into the curb, and sit where you can see it. 
Work to ride and ride to work. 
Whatever it is, it's better in the wind. 
Two-lane blacktop isn't a highway - it's an attitude. 
When you look down the road, it seems to never end - but you better  
believe it does. 
Winter is Nature's way of telling you to polish. 
Keep your bike in good repair: Motorcycle boots are NOT comfortable for  
walking. 
People are like Motorcycles: each is customized a bit differently. 
Sometimes, the best communication happens when you're on separate bikes. 
Good coffee should be indistinguishable from 50 weight motor oil. 
The best alarm clock is sunshine on chrome. 
The twisties - not the superslabs - separate the riders from the squids. 
When you're riding lead, don't spit. 
A friend is someone who'll get out of bed at 2 am to drive his pickup  
to the middle of nowhere to get you when you're broken down. 
Catching a yellow jacket in your shirt @ 70 mph can double your  
vocabulary. 
If you want to get somewhere before sundown, you can't stop at every  
tavern. 
There's something ugly about a NEW bike on a trailer. 
Don't lead the pack if you don't know where you're going. 
Practice wrenching on your own bike. 
Everyone crashes. Some get back on. Some don't. Some can't. 
Don't argue with an 18-wheeler. 
Never be ashamed to unlearn an old habit. 
A good long ride can clear your mind, restore your faith, and use up a  
lot of fuel. 
If you can't get it going with bungee cords and electrician's tape,  
it's serious. 
If you ride like there's no tomorrow, there won't be. 
Gray-haired riders don't get that way from pure luck. 
There are drunk riders. There are old riders. There are NO old, drunk  
riders. 
Thin leather looks good in the bar, but it won't save your butt from  
"roadrash" if you go down. 
The best modifications cannot be seen from the outside. 
Always replace the cheapest parts first. 
You can forget what you do for a living when your knees are in the  
breeze . 
Only a Biker knows why a dog sticks his head out of a car window. 
There are two types of people in this world, people who ride  
motorcycles, and people who wish they could ride motorcycles. 
"It is good to have an end to journey towards; but it is the journey  
that matters in the end." 
 
Ultimate Spark Plug Comparison Chart:  Go to 
  http://www.gadgetjq.com/sparl_plug_cross_reference_motorcycle.com    
 
 



 



 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


