
So then.  I wrote this rather 

whiney piece in March 

about all the misery that's 

been interfering with my rid-

ing (and my beering.). Well I 

hate to dominate our 

Guzzette (hint; I ain't the only 

Guzzisto/sta capable of writ-

ing an article), but I've had 

further thoughts on the topics 

of motorcycles, illness, and 

taxation. 

 

      Yes, taxation, the old 

1040, deductible medical 

expenses, whyõs there this 

hole in my wallet?  Iõve estab-

lished that Iõve been goobed 

up, motorcycle-wise, for a while.  And the weather here un-

der the rain shadow has offered no invite to go joy rid-

ing.  Plus, doing my taxes has been as monotonous and irri-

tating as ever; is this deductible, whenõs my next physical 

therapy, whatõs with all this Medicare paperwork; who wouldn't feel depressed? 

 

      I got out for one short ride early in March, and told my physical therapist how much I enjoyed the ride, but that my shoulder 

was hurting way worse when I got home than it had when Iõd mounted up.  She asked what did I expect, even a perfectly 

healthy shoulder undergoes a lot of stress riding a bike; something has to support your arm reaching all the way out to your 

grips.  Motorcycling is a very strenuous exercise; you're balancing several hundred pounds of metal and humanity, at, proba-

bly, a somewhat irrational speed, over whatever road you choose to be on (or whatever route you wrong turn puts you on). Itõs 

a fine, small muscle exercise, even if you donõt feel the stresses until hours after the ride. 

 

       But we all know how, despite any preexisting stresses, a decent ride relaxes, fulfills and re-creates us.  Third week in 

March, I had some free time, the shoulder wasn't hurting, and there was blue sky overhead.  I had to get out on the bike. 

 

      I headed south down I-5, dodging between a semi or two, riding wild, don't you know?  I got off at Brooks.  Perry 

Pinkertonõs Antique Powerland is just west off that exit, but I wasnõt interested in a bunch of steam tractors.  So I crossed un-

der the freeway, and headed east into the Gervais countryside.  The Gervais countryside, at that time, constituted the Gervais 

lakefront; practically Gervais Bay. Big, huge miles-long ponds and puddles everywhere, sometimes right up to peoples door-

steps. 

 

     A number of rural roads loop around one another like a Celtic cross down there, often paralleling I-5 throughout the 

Swamps Of Gervais.  I believe they all lead to Woodburn.  One encounters many long stretches leading to unexpected blind, or   
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Upcoming Campouts 

¶ July 7-July 9, 30th Annual Deep 

Forest Campout, North Fork 

Campground, FS Road 23 Group 

Area Beaver, 10 mi S of Randle, 

WA 

¶ July 14-16, Broken Arrow Rendez-

vous, Broken Arrow Campground, 

3148 US 93, Gibbonsville, ID 

83463  

¶ August 11-13, Bruceport Camp-

out, Bruceport County Park, 7807 

Hwy 101, South Bend, WA 98586 

¶ September 8-10, 22nd Annual 

Humbug Campout, Humbug 

Campground, 4 mi N of Detroit 

Lake, FS Road 46, Detroit Lake, 

OR 

¶ More details and events at: 

www.orguzzi.org 



Tax Time Moto Contemplation (continued) 
absolutely pointless twists, curves, and sudden stops.  Itõs normally 

all farm land down here, and little communities, a lot of eye candy, if 

you have an appreciation for rural Americana.  Also, there are nu-

merous hops gardens, a reassuring sight, if you happen to enjoy the 

occasional micro. 

 

     The gas light lit up somewhere just north of the Gervais exit. Con-

sidering the number times a pending fuel emergency has featured in 

my Guzzette articles, you might think I'd have steered toward the 

first open gas station.  (There was some off brand gas station, right 

there in plain sight.)   But I was out for a ride, not to stand alongside 

a gas pump and talk to the nozzle jockey.  I decided to ride the re-

serve light as far as it would take me.  Well, as far as my nerve al-

lowed.   

   

     I don't recall where, but at some point one of those parallel roads 

put me back on the freeway, it was, probably, somewhere right out-

side Gervais.  I just rolled the throttle back and grinned.  I didn't 

chicken out and gas up till I hit Tualatin. Had less than .4 gallons at 

that point, judging by how much gas I poured in.  I got home at just 

exactly beer time, feeling better than I had in weeks. 

 

     Reflecting on the day, I concluded, that this ride had been noth-

ing short of therapeutic.  Maybe you never conceived of your Guzzi 

(or "other") bike as a medical devise, but think about it.  When you're 

down with the winter blues, overcoming an injury, undergoing a fi-

nancial audit, or generally up to a little no good, what feels more 

restorative than a long ride, especially on that first sunny, warmish 

spring afternoon? 

Caption describing picture or graphic. 

Page 2 The Guzzette 

 

OREGON STATE REP 

J a k e  H e i l m a n 

j h e i l m a n 1 9 6 9 @ c o m c a s t . n e t 

C L U B  T R E A S U R E R 

G e r r i  J e n k i n s 

C L U B  A R T I S T 

Gary Jenkins 

C L U B  C O M M I T T E E 

Jake Heilman, Frank Hebbeln 

Colin Freestone, Wayne Wakeland 

Rich Oberdorfer 

NEWSLETTER EDITOR 

R i c h  O b e r d o r f e r 

r i c h o b e r d o r f e r @ g m a i l . c o m 

CLUB WEBMASTER 

Colin Freestone  

www.orguzzi.org  

info@orguzzi.org 

CLUB PHOTOGRAPHER 

Steve Ford 

Monthly meetings ð third Saturday, 9:30 am 

Photo by  

Steve Ford 

ò...what feels 

more restorative 

than a long ride, 

especially on that 

first sunny, 

warmish spring 

afternoon?ó 



ò...a good ride, that 

can clear your 

heard, blow all the 

mental chaff right 

out your ears.ó 
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Sedatives, mood elevators all those psychiatric meds, really, just make you sleepy.  Hemp 

makes you kinda goofy and paranoid.  (At least, that's what I've read.). A couple beers after a ride 

is refreshing but a drink or two before you set out, that can be pretty risky.  Medication can have a 

point, but there's a short limit. 

 

     But a good ride, that can clear your head, blow all the mental chaff right out your ears.  And all 

that stretching to reach the grips, those small muscle moves of signaling, shifting, clutching and 

making hand signals when some SUV or soccer-mom cuts you short, all that is exercise.  Physical 

fitness, baby! 

 

      So clearly, your bike is medical equipment.  Whereupon, I am proposing that we riders estab-

lish the therapeutic value of owning and riding a motorcycle.  My therapist didn't discourage my 

riding while I was being therapized, and to my mind, failure to discourage an activity is tanta-

mount to openly encouraging that activity! 

 

     And a physical therapist is a medical professional, just like a nurse or podiatrist.  Nurse Practi-

tioners and foot doctors can prescribe, so IMHO, a physical therapist's recommendation is a valid 

medical order. 

 

     Thereupon, from now on, I'm including all my shop bills, gas purchases and mileage as medical 

expenses.  I can't think of any deductibility test these payments don't meet.  Ditto for any new 

helmets or the latest cool-dry, tear proof, or needlessly flashy riding apparel.  And boots?  I'm go-

ing to have them spilling out of the closet! 

 

     So saddle up, dudes and dudettes.  Ride long, dress trendy, and keep your gas receipts.  Have 

a great summer trip, and maybe Iõll see you in Telluride.  (Oh, and if you ever happen to be called 

in for your very own personal tax exam, and there are any outlandish, ridiculous bike-related ex-

penses on your Schedule-A, similar to anything you may have read, or read into, this article, kindly 

remember, this is intended as a satire, not at all as legitimate tax advice.  Barring that, kindly for-

get where you read this proposal. [] 

Photo by Steve Ford; Mt. Angel, Oregon, May 20 Club brunch 

òSo clearly, 

your bike is 

medical 

equipment.ó  
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Colin Freestone organized Mayõs brunch in beautiful Mt. Angel, Oregon. Great rides in the area, and plenty of pretty bikes parked 

out front! The Fossil Campout was April 28-29, with great photos up now at Shutterflyõs òMoto Guzzi NWó group. Next up is the 

30th Annual Deep Forest Campout put on by the MGNOC Washington State chapter, July 7-9, just outside Randle, Washington. 

$40 for 2 nights of camping with Friday dinner, Saturday breakfast and salmon roasted on planks. The Washington club calendar 

notes: òThis will be the last Deep Forest campout unless new hosts or volunteers take over the event for the future.ó This campout 

is really something special, in a beautiful place with great rides in all directions.  

Broken Arrow Rendezvous 

is July 14-16 in Gibbons-

ville, Idaho. Bruceport is 

coming up August 11-13, 

then Humbug September 

8-10.  

June 17 is our next roving 

breakfast, brought to you 

by Rick and Anne Chap-

pelle, 9:30 a.m. at The 

Viewpoint, 20189 S 

Springwater Road in Esta-

cada. Rick also puts on 

4th Saturday rides leaving 

from Moto Guzzi Portland 

at 9:00 a.m. This monthõs  

ride is June 23.  

Moto Guzzi Portland is 

also putting on Moto GP 

watching parties at th te 

shop, check motoguzzi-

portland.com for more details! 

May Brunch Meeting Roundup 

Tire kicking in Mt. Angel. Photo by Steve Ford.   
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Above: Nobody goes hungry at a Guzzi Campout! 2017 28th Annual Fossil Campout . Below: Are you not entertained? Fossil shenanigans afoot.  


