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‘‘Hodaka Esta Aqui”

Pm—mm- IS A RIDICULOUS NAME for a
guy the size of Frank Wheeler, but

u ame the natives of Baja gave
the 6-foot Ginch motoreycle dealer from
Lancaster ff* is more ap-
propriate to describe the two of us, since
I'm a good 12 inches shorter than Frank
with Wheeler weighing 230 pounds o my
skimpy 135.

When we began planning the Baja trip
in December, Frank suggested we do it
right or not at all, and set oul to prepare
our Hodaka ACE 905 for what tumed out
to be a “30 Day Trial” The only changes
Yoo ook bikes weee widas bats Hebuy:
duty front shock springs, and a few pieces
of safety wire. While Frank wes taking
ca preparation and flting spare fuel
Ganks, 1 collecied phto. qioment;, Wk
inoculated, and put Fogerher a st aid K

e tell you that a 45-pound bac!
ack is heavyt And when I realized T wns
carrying one third of my own weight, my
respect. for el e ey
Frank's bike mying over tuice it
ht, with nary a com

00 fhat erop Jiniary Sunday; v et
Competition Cycle in Lancaster and head-
ed towards Long Beach by way of the
back roads. The ride through Los Angeles
was quite an experience for me, as we
just don't have that much city where I come
from up in Washington. We passed almost
d through the city — Los Angeles
inhabitants are evidently used to seeing all
sorts of “different-looking” people: our
Barhour suits and heavy La Fuma moun
tain_ packs turned scarcely a head

Our carly arrival in Long Beach gave
us plenty of daylight to check the bikes
We noticed Frank's homemade spare tank
was leaking, so we removed it for inspec-
tion. One of the welded seams had split

Monday morning we stopped i @ near-

Frank appled somc epoxy coment and that
seemed (0 do 1. Now, with the spare tank
repaired, we nuum towards
il et oot Eounks o spare
ing again. Another atempt
it patching e s Then. Bronk nosond
my_ spare {ank was leaking. We both
reed that welding lessons would be in
Order for Wheeler_ if we ever. returned
from this adventure
K we arrived at the Fla

carriers for five plastic, one quart, two-
stroke oil bottles. We checked everything
and changed the oil in the gearboxes. By
11:15 p.m, we had finished and returned
to our motef

A foggy moming greeted us Tuesday
After @ large breakfast we took some
pictures, then erosed into head-
ing south for Just on the out-
skits_of Tiiuana, Wheeler picked up o
large roofing tack with his rear tire and
we fixed our first flat

The highway o Ensenadn is very good

tacties (o avoid a couple of bus drivers
On one occasion, as we headed up a nar
row road out of a deep canyon. u beat
54 Chevy came motoring down the road
a exireme speed in @ beautiful four-wheel
drift that Frank was sure would end i

o i i and quick hinking e
vented immediate bloodshed and we press-

ed on toward Enscnada

That afternoon, we rode down a chuck-
holed street into Ensenada and stopped at
the shop of Hodaka dealer Oscar Gomez
Frank entertained many of the towns-
people by doing “wheelics” in froni of
Oscar's shop, then took a siesta in the

lhongh T found 1 wasn't looking in store
windows, due to the female distractions.
Everywhere were beautiful senoritas and
we_had just started the trip!

Oscar took us 1o dinner and to a couple

house. The next morning we vere up o

certainly gives one the feeling of immediate
wealth. For 20 dollars. you walk out with
250 pesos and that ean be a wallet-full

At noon, we departed for Santo Tomas.
By four o'clock we had reached the end
of the pavement and were proceeding a-
long 4 rough graded gravel road. Frank
assured me that the road would get much
worse — which seemed unbelievable ut the
time. We reached San Vicente at dusk, and
found the roads decply ruted by trucks
just after the rains. These roads were so
bad_that the natives drove slongette 1
avoid the ruts — thus ¢
t was quite dark, but our head
lamps flooded the ground ahead with
lenty of bright light. Frank was riding
about 10 yards ahead of me when he
brought his Hodaka to a sudden, broad
sliding stop. 1 immediately locked both
my wheels, and just in time, 100, for
Frank had just crested a small knoll and

AN n e
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discovered no road. We circumvented the
wiihoin ‘and continued for about two
miles to th Ranch, where we had
& fine lobster dinmer 2ud opout 16 night

The next day we for FI Rosario.
My bike started acting up immediately and
we stopped after riding about a mile. We'd
just tanked up and had forgotten to strain
the gas through our chamois skin funnel
arburctor was

and, consequently. the
plugged with sand

The rond passed newly harvested ficlds
and the roadside was sprinkled with large
red peppers among the boulders. The
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farther south we went, the closer the
mountains were to the Pacific. Soon we
were croping deep catydon, where fn mony
plac loods had washed away the
ighway, Vemu wide arroyos to cross
Later, in Fl Rosario, the villagers said
we were the first travelers from the north
December and the

pick up their shipments
Espinoss’s, we gassed up and headed east

toward the Gulf of California and Bahia
de Los Angeles.
By nightfall we were encountering deep

I fell off while attempting a st
section with several tight turns, To stay up

was too far away on both sides. Then |
crashed into the blackness.

When Wheeler suw my headiight sweep
across the nearby cacti into the sky
-ame riding back to find n

Fotert he called, “Hey Foster

I answered with a few choice adjectives,
at the same time realizing how lucky T was
to have escaped injury

The contrasting yellow lights of Rancho
w disinpushatle on the

work of the cerveza. Never had beer tasted
so good
The hospitality here reminded me of
what Id read of the Old West. And that's
really what this was Old West, with
cunned food, beer and transistor radios.
I sat and anish and
Frank presented Sr. Arnoso’s boys with
small pocket knives. We dug a box of
22 shells out of one of our packs and
presented it 1o the rancher in ap)
The total tab for food and mam.u at
the rancho was §3.20 ?
one’s standards.

Since leaving the rancho, we'd covered

techniue ws necessary for deep sand. By
the rd e, Frank

Faw: cautious line and not a very
one, to be sure.
1 back and i 3t on
me, so I gave it & tr
What a difference; the faster 1 went, the

Frank told

more stability | gained. 1 thought 1 had

astered it in two more miles. Then,
And T was down, groaning loudly
with pain.

Rounding a bend. T'd found what prob
ably was the only hole in the entire
desert, Wheler came riding up laughing
and grinning. | had to Jaugh too, as
escribed gy cragh, Asde from bruses,
T was in good shape, but my bike had
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been less fortunate. The front forks had

was leading by

My bike \mmd wuy and Frank rode it
to see what the extent of the damage was.
He_umped. K about len ‘yards. down the
il when he tried to tuen sharper than the

e loa

al r1|lm:|d mc\ R o
rks straightened out, We
pat uuylhmy back together, had # bottle
of soda, then headed sout

Near dusk we reached piles of large
boulders, scattered in pyramids about the
desert. In the twilight we passed un ousis
in the edge of the mountains and decided
to return before suarise to photograph the

palm-covered canyon. The next few miles

were a real up and down uffair — up over
rocks, down onto boulders, and then
through deep sand.

Hulf  mile later, we reached Rancho
Santa Ines, where an old woman answered
the door of a palm frond and adobe house.
She invited s in, then busicd herself
cooking us spam, feijoles and  tortils
When we

n
inspectour ers, whi
peared 10 be o goar pen adjacent 10 the
house. while T negotiated for a_blanket
Later, in full s and covere
with an old qu and I lay on the

ground in the goat pen, looking up at the
stars through the thatched palm roof.
Frank put_ his helmet on for a pillow.
Werviers uo el betorethe A i
anxious to move abo e of the cold
g IABROR were Sichansed vl
headed back to the oasis we'd seen in the
cameras and waited for
e down into the can-
scross for the pictures
aited, 4 boy came down the
canyon herding 4 group o
burros. The sound of the lead burro’s bell
rang clear through the cold morning air.
The sun came up on schedule, | ook my
pictures, then we headed our bikes for

Thirty-five miles and several hours Jater
we reached the rancho, @ group of build-
R
ke. We had breakfast at_noon,
alkes v the e of the ranch, nd
asked him how far it was to Bahia de Los
ngeles. He wod us i was about 45 min:
utes awiy. In this lind. you measure dis-
tnce in time, rathe
kilometers. A rain or sand storm can
change only the time, not the distance.
We gassed up and departed. After a
couple of hours passed we saw water
ahead and surmised that the old man
cither flew or knew 4 much shorter road,
The water turned out fo be an off.season
dry lake. By dusk we hadn't reached the
by, but since we were headed cast, knew
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we'd come to it sooner or later. As the
un; s goine doym, 1 stoppedfo photox
graph the first trees I'd seen in Baja,

venlt on and my headight wouldn ey
50 | [tk lghc of Franks e

lan was greal sport — zinging
thrcugh the decp-ruted sand betwoen the
cacti by the light from anather bike.
Frank fouled a plug, and there was I doing
& cool 35 mph in the durk; 1 stopped
scarcely more than_immediately, and he
cleaned the plug. We could smell the

m.
i e R.mma Chappila).

well re by Frank and
e i evernl Ao
who had flown in for the fishing. After

ress a_moment 10 tell you
about cold showers. T'm not yet sure that
they're any better thun no shower at all.
The technique involved s truly comical.

ng desired) and fills the cup-
ped hand with ice cold water. Showeree
then allows his body temperature to heat

¢ n a
The bath: done, we retumed o Casa
iz, Some) of tha. Melangh, were o

terested in our Hodakas, so we talked with

nt
Cottvpe bed, heaped gh with blarkls
were very welcome after the previous
cold night.

were on our way west by 11 am.,

and 00
the south Almosl .mmcdmely the-road
disappeared into an arroyo full of racks
ashed-out elephant. trees. We pro-
Geeded through this devastated terrein or
another 20 miles, and after several rest
d some rolling hills of red
volcanic cinders about the size of soft-
balls. Whoever built the road had moved
the uneven stones to the sides
road and consircted o

Mivton “Son Borjts in
Calmalli, now sporing one of our “Hodaka

Aqui” stickers that we liberally dis-
wibuted in Baja California

ShsETy (0 Gl
Ncgm now, and as we rode into. loose
as difficull 10 stay in the gmo\e

Exhausted, I tried riding off to the side of
the road: but picking @ path through the
cactl at might was risky business, and 1
returned to the road. By 8:00 pm, h

Tad e best of . “Where the hell it
Guerrero Negro?"

Frank scemed unconcerned.

inally, we spotted lights on the horizon.
a set to the west and @ set to the south.
Frank decided the ones to the south were

The
h and hard-
packed with dampness, Suddenl, he road
a Jake and we went to the lft and
Tight o gt aroun
and on toward the mms.
. palmestu
Sprinkied ierally
ints. Now!T cotd ntics builings érmomg
the lights, and my mouth watered for
the big steak Frank had promised to buy
when we got there.

The road was 40-feet wide, hard as u
maoth. We we for
50 mph. AU 11 p.m. we passed

the army baracks cn the odge of Guerero
Negro. and procseded down. e matn
sinaet o the o
What 4 disappointment! No_ palm-stud-
ded, beach-front boulevard. No restaurants
We stopped the first hombre we saw
and asked directions. He informed us that
the restaurant opened at § am. He told

now this.
* could put us
up e night, and so we headed back

to the army “The soldier on guard
could uml-:nnnd no English and hardly
uny of my Spanish, but he led us around
the barracks to vhe modern_trailer-house
quarters of “El Sargente.” We woke him
Ame he asked lu see our tourist cards. He

if the men in the barracks could find
1 place for us, we were welcome to stay.
ntos Monteverde, the guard and Abra-
ham Suusedo, another solider who had

fe. so our hosts improvised with
igated_cardbourd
s incredibly cold it G 4t
oke up very early the next moming.
Sl ook o phaee o
my friend, Abraham with his puppies,
which dently the company mascots.
After_half an hour of riding on Bon-
le Salt Flattype roads we came o
Nursery Inlet where whales are bom.
Unfortunately, all the whales were 8 s00d
yards off shore — too far for me

remaining salt is laded into rows by lrge
oad graders, then loaded into mor
Trock St e combinations for delivery
10 the refinery.
Breakfast done, and tanks topped up, we,
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headed cast toward E1 Arco for lunch

io for dinner. Six miles out of
T e 10 Hombas & toon uE
fectionately regarded by the soldiers with
Bombas is at the very end of

2 chuckle.

Bombas and are the best

ines and employing

1 bought some Mexican cigarettes
and we pushed off for San lgnacio. 76
miles sway.

n El Arco the road descended to a
platcau of sand, cndiess sand . « In deep

into the cacti that lines the road.

of riding is my idea of a motorcyclist’s
hell. Before dark we had u few drops of
Tain and by 6 pm. the sand was getiing

wet. We finally came 10 a wild road that

riding @ fantastic motoeross. The beam
from my headiight f the rond betier than
day, and T kept "hooking” it on . . . After
erated riding, T

riding up o few minutes

1 was trying 1o

destroy my Hodaka. | told about my ex

perience and he agreed that it was a
good thing I'd stopped.

We had expected to be in San Iznacio by

about 8:30 and it was 9:30 and still no
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town, but after half an hour’s ride, in and
out of rocky arroyos, we spotted 3 row
of lights off to the right and knew we had
reached our destination

San Ignacio is a very old seulement
dating back 10 at least 1716. when it was
visited by Jesuit padre: mission was
1730 and is standing
magnificent. stone church

tod:
mu in 1785,
ked into the hotel,
room adabe building with canvas dividers

r semi-privacy. Then I went into fown
to get acquainted. The friendly people of
San Ignacio number about 800. The town
is picturesque, unspoiled by tourists, and
n my estimation, & wonderful place to
ire from most of the things that plague
Today's urhun society. We returned fo our
room at 9:30. ther
and many ts and only

a large one-

nrise, we were awakened by the
sound of church bells. \~ we dnf[u] into
consciousriess we were beay

there with the crisp air all about, warm

under the quilts, with not a thing planned.
Rather U the whole day slip by,

we got up and walked a hlock to the house

that served as the restaurant

 my cameras

famous Mexican com
serves the title, though.
white smile handsame featurs, and prim
ary pill-box

Th: clin Tinished, and paintings e

all took 4 tour of the tow
Erapl o Tl dave hunting In the ouler
Ignacio proved to be s good o
shot as he was a_comic and downed a
fle.

¢ post office and

bought ‘some posteards before the place
closed for siesta. Frank sacked out and 1
wrote o the folks buck home. “Dear Folks

home How can you explain on
all the fun and enjoyment you're
having? Well 1 couldn', So 1 wrote the
usual cliche, “Having 4 good time. Wish

4 correspondence off
my around the
town while everyone clie was on siesta
Up and down the narrow dusty streets |
wilked, sexing few people, soaking up the
architecture and surroundings. If
ever fallen in love with
know how I felt. The people and the
town will always come to mind whenever
T think or ask myself if our way of life is
really “the best of all possible worlds.”
1 returned to the main block of shops and
found Ignacio seate
friends cnjoying sics

(Continued on pace 96)
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TURN WINTER
MONTHS INTO

PROFIT

MONTHS...
MEET THE

eed a winter
time sales boost? Shrew is
the answer. Shrew Snow
Cycle adapts to all 80cc and
90cc Honda, Suzuki, Yama

ha, and Bridgestone trail
bikes. Choice areas are still
available for dealers. Write
Hanac Corp., S. 123 Wall,
Spokane, Washington

99204

DAYTONA
PROVEN
“Blendzall’

RACING CASTOR
32 to 40 to 1
for all out racing

and

. "
Encelyall”
SUPER FILM

for injector machine

or plain fuel mix
clean burning & superior lubrication

DDZIP ADDITIVES
1433-1437 First St. « Escalon, Cal.

BAJA ..o

them and asked about the town und local
farming. My interest in viticulture sum-
moned forth some local wine, which was
quite good, and we sat there in the warm
afternoon enjoying the age, the day’and
Old Mexi

for dinner at the
Oasis and was quite thrilled by the ride
on the back of my Hodska. “Andale!
Muy rapide houted in my ear as
we bounced down the dusty road to town
¢ the land for_motorcycles
‘Thursday morning arrived with its early
church bells, roosters crowing and women
singing as they did the wash. A beautiful
recting from an unwanted day. 1 was not
xious to leave this atmosphere of wel-
come and relaxation, but with Frank's
prean ' uesing, [ ahoved my belongins
into. my packsack’and prepared to depar

From the top of W
San lgmclo, ve could almost see actoss
the lava-edged desert and the nex
of mouniains 10 the Gulf of Calito
the north were “Las Tres Vir

covered with

together after my crash. Luckily, we were
arrying o spare_rear shock bolt und
could replace the Tost one. Bul no sooner
were we underway. before Franks rear
tire went flat . ain . . . and another
half hour was los

Finally, we gol going 1o Santa Rosalia
We reached the second range of moun-

 where we discavered a_picturesquc
switch-back raad leading 1o the floor of
another desert. 1 shot many feet of film
there. as Frank descended the three miles
of: curves 1o become a tiny dot on the

. and into
at rn into

d he scen every-
here and m Toud showed signs of daily
By 4 e were in Santa Rosalia.
& g town of 4,000 people. foumled in
1 en copper was discovered.
vears later u French company taok over
operations and even brought in prefubri-
cated buildings from Europe. many of
which are in use today.

Frank and 1 went to the Office of Port
Authority and found Capitan Rafacl
Caplain for the port
with the hospitable capi
e California on
thatevening.

Up town, we got a room at the Hotel
Central, where we met an old friend of
Frank's, Dr. McKinnon, a Barry Fitz-
serad ‘e of gentleman hat brovght me
Iomy Ko vith a real Dr.
MecKin
Santa Rm.\h

t
am radio rie later

s
ond the surrounding country
dinner. Dr. McKinnon ix  65-

yearold dentst who has chosen this area
as his_perm ome

AL 2 i rode wpito the: €
radio shack. Inside, it was literally pa
with QSL cards and certificates verifyi
that he had “worked all countries™ on
several oceusions. Capitan XE20K swung
nto action and contacted three sations in
the Los Angeles area. Atmospheric con
ditions were against us that night and our
ontacts were short, but e It he folks
buck home know where
thanked Capitan o s Pl

next morning,
spent a little extra
thiny a
the vibrating trip the day hefore
thing wa

of about SO gathered to watc
fnished, Wheeler decided (kat called for
a “wheelie” demonstra
e ‘ehildren. 5y, rding diear around the

e expression on the face of the gas
station attendant was beyond description
when he saw that motorcycle and  rider
pull up to the pump, wheel in the
followed by close to 70 yelling kids. He
waved his arms at the nifos, trying in
vain to disperse the crowd, But they just
swarmed around Frank, who responded to
their emulation with 4 big Pepsodent smil.

Next stop was down at the Office of the
Port_ Authority to ask the best directions
1o Mulege,

On our way out of 4
side trip pust the airport, which overlooks
Santa Rosalia from # platcau just south
of the city. It was a fine vantage point for
pictures and while | set up my cameras.

Frank rode back down 1o the field where

‘e the. lntest development in the
l‘unhn Chivato, where an
ern flying resort s under

was evident. as b

u gigantic undertaking going on in
remote  place. long_airstrips
almost completed and landing barges
carrying supplies and materials
f ship in the harbor
arches of the hacienda were almost com
pleted and workers were busy everywhere
he crescent beach was flat and smooth
and we knew. that just about 20 miles
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around that arc was Mulege. Some of the
people there told us that the beach would
not be pasable for motorcycles but. that
an ancient trail, once used b
missionaries, ran _parallel h
and that it possibly was passable. It scem-
ed like an easy challenge to Frank and
me, so we headed off down the beach.
s we rode on the
beach; an etuary of some
unnamed river and the sand turned to
mall pebbles. & few mils farther and the
was composed of stones the size
o assballs.The sun was ot of sight
beyond the mountains 10 the west, as the
racks became even larger and the beach
steeper, Near dark, we decided 10 head
inland up an arroyo. We knew that the
main road ran parallel to the shore and
knew it would have to cross the arroyo.
By the time wed gone two miles infand,
looking for the road with no results, it w
pitch dar
We rode hack down to the bay and
headed on_south over the gigantic rocks
It was getting quite nasty and the tide was
coming in. T was hungry and tired and the
rocks were 5o large it was difficult to walk
alongside the machines. The shore was
terraced by high making it almost
possible to ride in the off-camber rocks.
were running out o paces 10 g0 and
finlly could not pass around
came cight down 1t the Gulf, We ,mq.
ed the bikes a litde way up o was
de. and with the smell of ot
in our nostrils, the sound of
rocks rolling under the push of the surf.
we started 4 long starry walk to Mulege.
1t's sort of demoralizing 1o me to have
to get off and walk, and in this case
brought the realization closer to me of just
where we were the_tortuous terrain.
the soltion

from  civilization. But by
pm. we had reached the long estuary
o Arroyo de Santa Rosalia and in 20

minutes more were on the doorstep of “La
Casistas” in Mulege

The next morning 1 bounced out of bed
— ready to go. I built a fire, then stood
in front of the fireplace, soaking up the
heat. Soon breakfast was ready and Frank
and T ate exceptionally large portions. Our
meal finished. Frank reverted to his old
Hodakas 1o all the
te. 1 rode around
d shot some movie footage in-
cluding shots of Mulege’s famous prison.
Inmates are released during the day to
work in town, but return to their cells at
sundown

By 1:30, Frank and 1 were on our
way o Babin, Conceplion

The coast was_broken by
coves and white sand_beaches. The  sha
low waler was an inviting turquoise — a
skin-diver's paradise. porpoise and
many fish as we rode along next to the
gulf. The road we chose turned inland at
Bahia Coyote and climbed up into the
mountains,

Y dus

many

dusk we were nearing the Canyon
La Purisima and decided 10 find a_ place
0 stay e could_photograph the
canyon in the morning. Dogs barked and

children looked through the stick fence of
the first ranch we came to. We really
frightened these people, but who could
blame them. Two bright headlights snarling

DECEMBER 1966

in out of the dark, stopping at their door.
Two black-clad figures, certainly foreign,
with white helmets and gogales, I dis-
mounted and asked if we could have din
ner and a place to stay. They said they
had no food and no place to stay and
suggested a place farther on.

de on. and after four or five kilom-
roup of palm
e stopped our
remove
The reception was

ets and. goggies.
much improved.

The following day we arrived at the
town of La Purisma at 11 am. and ate
4 meal to make up for the missed dinner
and breakfast.

mm qmgmeneu out

¥ became two-lane
i A lomidtead
1o 5:30, we rode, stop-
gasoline_and cookies at

It was 10:30 when we reached La Paz
and the Hotel Perla. Both of us, nearly
frozen from the cod vight i burid to
our room for ot showers .
it ere was no
Rou, We were both oo fred 10 g0 find
i resiaurant, and so sacked out

We spent most of the next day like
A visit to_the Paulamar
a beautiful Swiss army
Knife with 16 blades for only 21.50 pesos
We walked around town and stopped of
at the steamship office to book passage
for the mainland. Tourist class was SO
pesos per person and SO pesos per bike,
about eight dollars for each of us
stecs became de-
e

serted
oF about 20000, with empty streets 4nd
closed shops in the middle of the day,
but by 3:30 La Paz stirred to life again,
0ok he bikes to 4 service station

ces 7% Sun Jose. del

umque ‘brand of Mexican hospitality

en, eventually it was over and we
were back at La Paz. The sun was warm
and the palms along EI Malecon bent

as onto the ferry at
for the 16.hour crossing 5 the
The  retrn mp north over 1he.
ighway was a cumpmnvc
e sveraged 3 a day.
S

it was with el relcianca thet e rode
gue

Our
month, during which time we'd met a lot
of wonderful people and covered 3,700
miles of country we'll never forget. Each
of us had spent $185. It would have been
4 bargain at ten times the amount

rip

BARBOUR SUITS

CRAVEN

Fiberglass Pannier
Cases.

WRITE FOR CATA-
L0G. DEALER IN-
QUIRIES INVITED

HANK SLEGERS CO., INC.
19 Ridgedale Ave,, Whippany, New Jersey

Racing metalflake helmet! A
popularly priced helmet, AMA
and Snell approved. Available
in biue, red and gold “metal
flake™ paint finishes. Another
Hap Jones accessory...at

leading cycle shops. Ask to see

our catalog. Deaers

HAP
JONES

Distributing Co.

please
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