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BARCELONA  500 RACER 
 
  
 A truly sensational piece of Laverda racing history will make its appearance at the NALOC Rally in July, 
that being one of the original 500cc Barcelona endurance racers.  That machine, currently owned by Brian 
Larraburre, is one of three that were built by the factory (under Luciano Zen’s direction) specially for the famous 24 
hours of Montjuicat Barcelona, Spain.  Looking almost like a mini-SFC, these bikes were stiffly suspended 
(magnesium components front and rear) to handle the tight, winding road race circuit of Montjuic Park,  were geared 
low, and featured quick 
steering.

 
   Laverda 500 Barcelona Racer in Brian’s Shop 
 
 However, as Roger Slater states, the engines were “virtually stock” as the machines were built for 
endurance racing. Tim Parker points out that they were not “so highly tuned, with pleanty of clearance inside” to 
deal with the very hot Barcelona summer weather.  Bodywork was minimal to aid cooling, with a cut down front 
fairing to allow easy access to mechanical and electrical components, most of which were rubber mounted.  The tail 
sported twin lamps to avoid being “black flagged” if a rear light was lost during the night portion of the race. The 
engine featured an SFC-type oil filler and Zen had devised a giant syringe to shoot engine oil in under pressure for a 
quick fill. 
 



 
  Barcelona 500 Racer compared to Bob Andren’s “stock” Montjuic 
 
The two machines were entered in the 1978 and 1979 races with the pairing of Slater Brothers rider Peter Davies 
and legendary factory rider Augusto Brettoni on one bike.  This machine won the 500cc class both years finishing 
10th and 9th overall.  In appreciation of Roger’s efforts, Massimo gave the winning machine to Roger Slater (with 
Massimo getting first refusal if Roger ever wanted to sell   
it). 
  Brettoni on the 500 at Barcelona 
 
 Roger discovered shortly after, that 3 out of the 5 
spokes on the magnesium wheels had cracked and 
replaced them with standard alloy wheels. When 
notified, Zen proclaimed, “Momma Mia!!”.  In the 80s, 
when Roger immigrated into the US, the bike found its 
way over in a container of personal goods. 
 
 Inspired by the class wins by the Laverda 500 at 
Montjuic Park, Roger and Richard Slater, Laverda 
importers in the UK, decided to create a high 
performance 500cc street bike, appropriately named, the 
“Montjuic”.    Starting in 1979, the factory supplied Slaters with the stock street 500 chassis fitted with a Formula 
500 engine.  With a small handlebar fairing and SFC-like seat assembly, the series one “Monty” made a real 
statement in its Laverda racing orange livery and the racous sound of its single exhaust “silencer”.  Also its sweet 
handling and powerful 4 valve engine won the bike a host of admirers. 
 
 In the early 80s (’82-“83), Roger decided to enter the Barcelona racer in a 120 mile road race in Ensenada, 
Mexico, La Carrera.  As mentioned, the wheels had been changed and  he had extended the trail by using 750 triple 
clamps but it still had the same chain that was used in Barcelona.  Peter Davies was to be the rider once again and 
met up with Roger in Ensenada at the course (which was a series of public roads), where he was learning the route 
on a BMW R75, borrowed from Lance Weil.  Quoting Roger, “He was having problems on some corners due to the 
fact that they were public roads with traffic.  Pete reckoned that the one curve could be taken flat out if he could 
“straight line it”, but that required a second pair of eyes, standing on the curve to be able to view both directions at 
once and give him the all clear, or wave him off.” 
 



 “We went out with the racer that first evening.  After a couple of attempts and and some suspension and tire 
pressure tuning, we managed the curve absolutel flat out at about 125mph, which saved a lot of time on the 
following slight uphill three miles straight, as speed could be maintained.  We won the 500 class at 100.5 mph 
average and were second overall to a Ron Woods factiry purebred racer on slicks, that had been clocked at Daytona 
at 143 mph.  The Laverda was still in Barcelona trim with full lighting, starter and some modifications of exhaust 
noise.  It weighed 90 lbs more than the Woods racer.” 
 
 Jump ahead now to about 1990 when Tim Parker finally convinced Roger to sell him the machine (after 
getting Massimo’s approval), where it was stored untouched until last year when Tim sold it to Brian Larraburre.  
Brian founded, in 1989, “Brian Larraburre Framing” (or BLF Inc), which does commercial and residential building 
framing. often very large scale complexes.  A gearhead at heart, Brian’s interest in motorcycles, and Laverdas in 
particular, goes back to the days when he, as a kid, and his dad used to pit for Lance Weil  - riding around in a van 
with Lance on the way to races, etc. 
 
 Later, as a teen, Brian and a buddy would clean and maintain his friend’s father’s motorcycle collection, 
riding the bikes out and around the Los Angeles area.  The first bike Brian could call his own was a Ducati 750 
Sport, gotten from his dad, which he restored himself.  Through the years, a number of machines came, were 
restored,  and went until the success of his business allowed Brian to start buying the motorcycles he had always 
wanted (a 750 SFC (from Alan Chalk), Norton Production Racer, Ducati 750SS, etc). 
 
 In the more recent past, Brian’s interest has turned to works production racers because they are such 
“unique pieces of machine jewelry” .  Brian’s collection includes a number of ex-
Ducati factory racers.  But naturally, when the Barcelona racer became available, 
Brian made Tim an offer he couldn’t refuse.   His plan then was to have it up and 
running for the annual Corsa MotoClassica, put on by the Garage Company owner, 
Yoshi Kosaka out at the Willow Springs Race Course in Rosamond, California. 
  
 Brian’s ace mechanic and restorer, Eric Reeves, was given the job of putting 
the racer in running condition.  Surprisingly, 
Eric says, it didn’t require a lot of work to 
accomplish that.  The carbs were taken off and 
cleaned, front master cylinder and calipers 
rebuilt, change of all fluids, new battery, fresh gas, 
overall cleaning, and she fired right up. While there 
was little wear on the tires, for safety’s sake, a new set of Dunlop K591s were put 
on.   
 
 So what’s it like to ride this thing?  Between the scheduled AHRMA 
races at the Corsa, Yoshi lets various folks get out on the track for parade laps, so 
Brian was able to get the 500 out for 5-6 laps.   Brian said that it ran great, felt  

 
  Eric Reeves with the 500 
great, didn’t smoke at all, and ran quieter than  
        
Brian on the 500 at Willow Springs 
    
expected.  He kept it near the redline most of the 
time.  Interestingly, he followed John Stein 
areound the track on John’s Ducati 750SS, the 
very one ridden by Paul Smart when he won the 
Imola race in 1972 (teamed with Bruno 
Spaggiari), probably the most famous Ducati twin 
in history.  Brian says he was able to keep up with 
Stein, falling behind in the straightaways and 
“sucking him back up” in the corners. 



 
 One of Brian’s new interests is in the “ One on One Riders School” that he is organizing with Doug Polen.  
When Brian got the racing bug,  he worked with Doug to learn the tricks (to race and stay alive doing it).  So Doug 
and Brian wanted to open the doors to others interested in racing their bikes in a “one on one”, affordable way – 
small class size, working directly with Doug.  You can check it out at www.gopolen.com  . 
 
 

NALOC   RALLY- FINAL  UPDATE 
 
 It’s full speed ahead with plans for the NALOC Rally to be held at the annual AMA Vintage Motorcycle 
Days on July 25-27 in Lexington, Ohio.  Registrations are flowing in, posters, pins, and T-shirts being made and the 
myriad other arrangements being taken care of. 
 
 We hope to see all of you reading this there!  If anyone needs registration forms, you can print them off of 
the web site.  It would be quicker if the form was mailed to me here in Rhode Island at 50 Chrislynn Dr., Coventry, 
RI  02816 rather than to the California address.  Call or e-mail me any time with questions.  See you there!!! 
 
 

 Postscript: The Italian Job – Tierra del Fuego to Alaska 
 
    A two part series in the 2Q and 3Q newsletters detailed the adventures of Renato Calo, Filippo Calzoni, 
and Massimo Bertuzzi as they rode two Laverda SFs and an old Fiat from the tip of South America into the US on 
the way north to Alaska.  After a disasterous accident which took Filippo out of the picture, Steve Snider, who was 
wrenching at a San Francisco Bay area bike shop at the time, joined the remaining two and continued all the way up 
to our largest State. 
 
 Steve wrote the aforementioned articles and has followed up with current news of the “boys” from Italy.   
    “Thirty-eight years after the trip, I had been for years trying to find the boys,  Massimo,Renato and Fillipo.   In 
1985, I met with Massimo in Milan for dinner.  He was extremely busy and could only spend a few hours with us. 
He and his wife were quite pleasant and took my wife and I on a quick tour of the city. 
 
     Since then, I have tried many times to find Renato.  I tracked him down to Cabo San Lucas, BC, but could never 
connect with him.  After the Laverda newsletter article I wrote 2 Qtr and 3rd Qtr 2007,  I received an email from 
Jean- Louis Olive who said he had their email addresses.  Several months went by emailing and I received the first 
from Filippo regarding the unfortunate news that Massimo had passed away in 2007.  Filippo  was doing religious 
teachings.  Here are excerpts from a recent email from him..... 
 ‘ I'm doing fine I am a kind of psychologist and I teach breathing    
  techniques and I wrote several book on self knowledge and transformation etc.  
   I've been 33 times in India and I'm expert in meditation, altered  states etc.  
   I think the near death experience in the motorcycle trip helped me to discover    
   this inner state of consciousnes.  I do not drive bikes anymore, but an Audi TD 40.’ 
 
    Renato runs Baja Adventures out of La Paz , Baja Mexico and also has a bed and breakfast villa in Italy.  He also 
ran an offroad racing shop out of La Paz  in the 80's whee he was the importer of Chinowith offroad cars.  He won  
several championships and raced the Baja 1000 I believe 8 
times.  
    Renato and Steve in La Paz  
 
Renato’s web site is www.bajaadventures.com for the bala 
adventures or www.www.lavecchiafonte.net for the B&B in 
Italy.  One of the Laverdas is still running in Italy and was the 
subject of a test in a recent Italian vintage motorcycling 
magazine. 



 
 
    About myself,  I have had an insurance agency for 22 yrs and since my two very difficult heart surgerys that went 
bad, I am trying to live each day as if it was my last.  I ride as much as possible with my last ride being offroad from  
Lake Isabella, CA to Laughlin Nevada all offroad, 670 miles.  I have a favorite saying I read each morning,  "Life is 
not defined by the breaths we take, but rather by the moments that take your breath away."  I am trying to stay 
breathless.” 
 
  

Alan Singer gets an SFC Replica: The Story (www.motoeuro.org) 
 
  
 A couple of years ago I got a hankering to own a Laverda. I've a double handful of bikes in my small, 
eclectic collection. I had previously owned a Ducati and a Guzzi, but there was something about Laverdas that 
appealed to me. After a bit of study I decided I wanted a 750SF, an early wire wheel, drum brake version, preferably 
in orange with a solo seat. And I wanted a really nice example; I've done restorations, have one underway right now, 
but I just wanted to buy and enjoy a Laverda. 
  
 I didn't have much success finding what I wanted. Friends told me that Wolfgang Haerter was the guy to 
talk to.  I had planned, with a few friends, to do another Alaska ride last summer, so I prevailed upon them to route 
our tour through Nakusp, BC so I could visit Wolfgang. Stopping at a diner in Alberta we met an off duty, BMW 
riding  police officer. Upon hearing Wolfgang's name, he immediately drew up a map directly to his and Margo's 
place.  
  
 A few days later we rolled up on our KLRs and BMWs.  Wolfgang and Chris were working with cash 
customers but took time to answer my dumb questions. While wandering about the shop, I spotted an 80% 
completed bike in the back room. It was an orange twin with drum brake wheels. I asked Wolfgang about it and he 
told me he was building an SFC replica. We spoke at length about his plans for it, and I left with much to think 
about. 
  
 After several days of my fellow riders hectoring me to go ahead and buy it I had to agree that it would be 
more fun to have this than a standard SF. I called Wolfgang, catching him by surprise as I guess he thought me a tire 
kicker. We agreed on a price and I told him I'd stop by on our way south. 
  
 It turned out to be one of the coldest, wettest July's ever in Alaska and BC. The Cassiar Highway was 
washed out necessitating a 500 mile detour in rain and snow, but eventually we made it to Nakusp which at the time 
was being threatened by forest fires to the extent that there was no electricity in the area, no gasoline for 100 miles, 
etc. But we spent some time discussing the final specs on the bike. The basic plan was to make it as right as 
possible, no over- restoration; essentially make it an SFC in every way short of Vin #. 
  
 Before we left for home Wolfgang and 
Chris hooked up a test fuel tank and fired the bike 
up for the first time. That psyched me up. All this 
occurred around the time Wolgang's brother 
passed away in Germany and he had to go 
overseas to settle the estate. We agreed that he 
should take care of his family business and that I 
was in no hurry for the bike. 
  
A Happy Man on Delivery Day 
 
 Thus it was November before I was able 
to pick the SFC up at the Jacksonville Allied 
terminal. Wolfgang had delivered it to the 
terminal in Spokane as arranged by Federal 



Companies Motorcycle Transport. It arrived dirty, but in perfect shape. Wolfgang sent the paperwork, books, 
brochures and goodies by separate cover and finally it was mine. 
         
  
 Since its arrival, I've done some cleaning and detailing and sealed the tank as Wolfgang recommended. The 
bike will make it's "debut" in May at the Riding Into History concours d' elegance (�������������	
���	���	�� ). 
While I can't attend the Mid-Ohio rally due to a previous engagement, my good friend John Duss is hoping to bring 
it out along with his bikes. 
  

Some Euro-Motorcycling Events: 
 
  San Jose European Motorcycle Show & Swap- On March 29,  a European motorcycle show/swap 
meet was held right next door to the annual  Clubman’s 
All-British Motorcycle weekend at the Santa Clara 
Fairgrounds in San Jose, CA . As someone who likes both 
British and European machinery, how could I resist?  The 
fact that we have a daughter in San Jose was even enough 
to convince my wife and our youngest daughter to come 
along for the ride.  I was planning to also pick up Al 
Howker who flew in from Denver. 
 
     On the 29th, the ladies went off to do (???) while I 
picked up Al and we headed over to the Fairgrounds.  
Basically, we spent the day roaming between the two 
gatherings.  Actually, at the Brit Meet, at a literature 
seller’s table, I found nice bunch of old Laverda magazine 
articles, many of which I hadn’t seen before.   So you all 
will get to see these in this and upcoming newsletters.   In 
the Euro swap meet area, I met up with John Burkhardt (in 
person for the first time),  a Club member for years.  
Amongst his stuff was an RGS ignition for sale.  The photo 
shows John and Al .   I also ran into Hans Mellberg, who 
was one of the organizers of the Meet.  The Euro show had 
a variety of marques (not bad for the first time) but no 
Laverdas, though I did spot an SF2 in the parking area. 
 
  Motoconcorso Monterey:  This event is held as a 
prelude to the Motogiro America up in the San 
Francisco bay area of California.  The Motoconcorso is sponsored by the Ducati Vintage club. I’ve scanned 
advertisements for each of these below. 
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Great Story – Great Advice:  I recently read this story in the Moto Guzzi National Owners Club  
newsletter and asked Frank Wedge (the publisher) and Kip Hollowell if I could reprise it here in our newsletter.  
They graciously agreed.  Some real wisdom here! 
 
Lessons from Bambi – Kip Hollowell   
 
 There is an airport about 25 miles south of me, a nice leisurely half-hour ride away or a 
spirited 20-minute blast if one is so inclined. The FBO (Fixed Base Operator) and instructor there 
is a crusty, opinionated chap about my age. If I ever decide to get my Private Pilot’s License, I’ll 
most certainly use his services. He rubs a lot of folks the wrong way with his strong positions on 
many subjects, particularly the art of piloting an airplane, but I like that: I always know where he 
stands. 
 One of his strongest opinions is that flying is not a matter of skill or experience, but rather one of judgment. 
His mantra is, “There old pilots and there are bold pilots, but there are no old, bold pilots.” As much as Chuck 
Yeager might be an example to the contrary, this echoes my father’s opinion, who in over 60 years of flying only 
managed to bust up one airplane and walked away from that one. Dad, now retired from flying, still enjoys reading 
the FAA accident reports, picking them apart piece by piece for the inevitable flawed thinking on the part of the 
pilot in command that led to the unintended intersection with the unforgiving ground. Even in the case of his own 
mishap, a power off forced landing, he can tell you exactly the miscalculation that caused the Ercoupe to end up 
upside down at the edge of the field (all roads have utility poles and power lines, even if you cannot see them on 
approach) rather than wheels down somewhere in the middle. 
 So in my best antiseptic FAA report parlance, here is what happened to me on August 3: “The rider went 
for an early evening leisure ride about 30 minutes before sundown. The weather was hot, muggy, but clear. While 
riding on a county road with a field of tall corn on the left side of the road and a slope down into the river bottoms 
on the right, the rider startled a large doe at the edge of the cornfield. The rider was doing about 45 MPH, apparently 
had no time to react, and hit the deer midsection. The rider was thrown from the bike at impact and landed on the 
pavement sustaining multiple injuries. The bike was a total loss, the deer died on impact.” Somewhere later in the 
report it would probably mention that the rider was wearing a full-face helmet, heavy pants, boots, and protective 
motorcycle gloves and that those items helped minimize his injuries. It would also fail to declare pilot (me) error as 
being responsible for the accident. 
 But, reading between the lines here are a few faux pas to consider: That time of evening, just before dusk, 
the prevalent local deer population comes out to graze. I know this. I regularly load my wife and dog up in the 
pickup and go look for them. The dachshund thinks deer are giant rabbits and has an apoplectic fit when he sees one; 
so, it is cheap entertainment. So, I knew this particular road was rife with deer and, at that time of day, was just 
asking for a hunting accident. 
 The corn in the field was high (eight to ten feet) and only five or six feet off to the left side of the road. The 
road sweeps left in the area of the accident, making it almost entirely blind. The deer was eating corn at the edge of 
the field when I approached and made just one leap onto the road in front of me. One second I was cooling off on a 
nice ride, the next I was flying through the air like Mighty Mouse. In the future, I’ll pass on riding on such roads 
from late June until harvest and my antennae will be up and my speed down anytime I am on a road were peripheral 
vision is limited by crops, trees, or foliage. 
 On my way out the door after dinner, I grabbed my full-face helmet, heavy boots, protective gloves, and 
was fortunate to be wearing heavy blue jeans. However, I walked past both of my padded leather jackets. My bad. 
And, it cost me big time. T-shirts are not known for their protective qualities in an impact or slide. From now on, if 
it is too hot for a leather jacket, I will either forgo the ride or finally break down and buy one of those silly looking 
mesh things. 
 For those of us not bound to a motorcycle as our primary transportation, the act of throwing a leg over one 
requires a temporary suspension of our normal good judgment, at least that is the argument of my friend at the 
airport down the road. At this juncture, I find it difficult to argue with him. But we do so, anyway, hoping that our 
skill and experience will bring us safely back to the garage. However, skill and experience cannot completely 
mitigate the risk, nor can good judgment from the saddle. Risk being risk, our choice is to use those elements wisely 
or just leave the bike in the garage. To sum it up succinctly, I was in the wrong place, at the wrong time, and wasn’t 
properly dressed for the occasion – fractured judgment that might well have had fatal consequences. Or, as they say 
in another pastime, “Pilot error.” 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 


