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Don Hotop has spent some time around V-twins during his
three-plus decades in business and this bike reflects that deep un-
derstanding of what it takes to craft a clean, no nonsense, classi-
cally styled musclebike—a bike Don calls Old 33.

A cold, crisp morning in Fort Madison provided the setting, the
parking lot right outside of Don's shop, the backdrop for our Editor
Stephen Berner to capture this lean, mean machine in repose.
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SPOTLIGHT
Shadley Brothers
When push comes to shove
and it’s time to make things
happen, who can you count
on more than family? Mark
and Paul Shadley know this
lesson well and they’ve been counting on each other for
decades to design and build both two-wheeled and four-
wheeled customs in their Whitman, Massachusetts shop. And
though looks are important to the brothers, performance is,
too, and their work proves it. Stroll around the Shadley’s shop
with us, staring on page 24.

TPJ Customs
When an injury sidelined TPJ’s
Bryan Schimke, he discovered
that things don’t always go as
planned. And that’s not neces-
sarily a bad thing. Turning
from active riding to active
building has proven a boon both to Bryan’s career path and to mo-
torcycling’s fresh new attitude. We got a closer look at some of
TPJ’s recent builds, bikes that clearly exhibit Bryan’s firm belief
that rideability is as important as artistry.
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Numbers can be pretty interesting
and a few observances lately have
forced me to take note of the mul-

tiplicity of functions that numbers per-
form—and their ability to inform, per-
suade, document, divide and annoy.

So first off, the economy: its all about the
numbers, right? I mean, this is a topic that
is in all of our faces. It has deeply affected all
Americans and in addition it’s spanked the
rest of the world. I’ve been hearing about an
economic recovery, as if we really (and be
honest now) think our economy will ever re-
cover back to its inflated, bloated, “it can’t
be sustained” level. So what is driving this
outbound messaging from the news media
and government spokes-pundits telling us
how good things are and how much better
they are going to get? Well numbers are dri-
ving this flurry of positive news of course, in
this instance wrapped in the near intellectu-
ally impenetrable cloak of statistics.

So when I listen to the news I hear: Don’t
wa-da-tah to the shama cow... ‘cause
that’s a cama cama leepa-chaiii, dig?*

… if, that is, I can get past the distract-
ing non-stop bombardment of broadcast
graphics and logo animations. Honestly,
who needs Pootie Tang giving you the
news that your house is on fire and that
you’ve got a problem? Not me. Not only
can I smell the smoke, I am pretty much
blinded by it, thank you very much.

So another interesting aspect of the role
that numbers provide is one of documenta-
tion. Numbers give the ranking of things
and events and tell you what is important;
they direct your attention. When you hold
the number one spot, in I don’t care what
endeavor, you are going to want to let peo-
ple know and people are going to hold you
in high regard. And if you are last, well, you
suck and should be dismissed, right? 

Weeelll… maybe…If you strictly go by
the numbers that is. But as life has
shown, if we dig past the numbers we
learn that sometimes the best races are
those held mid-pack and the best stories
in competition come from the “losers.”
Sometimes the numbers don’t tell the
“whole truth,” whatever that might be.

Numbers also help you assign credibility
and allocate your attention. If the guy next

to you is telling you about how he put
50,000 miles on his two-wheeler in two
years, you are going to respect his efforts
and are going to want to hear his story. I
mean, how could you not? This is opposed
to the joker in stiff Korean pleathers who’s
cornered you in an adult beverage estab-
lishment, pursuing you (Hey, bro) to lec-
ture about his special take on the
“lifestyle” after 16 light beers. The num-
bers act as signposts in these instances,
indications on the trail, turn left here.

Like a moneyed guy who has no experi-
ence and compensates (or so he thinks,)
by flashing his Presidential in your face,
some folks use their numbers as a way to
demonstrate they are cool and to put up
the “hand,” to assert themselves in a con-
versation.

When I hear someone rambling on
about how many years they’ve been riding
and how many bikes they’ve owned and
how many pins they’ve bought and how
many rallies they’ve attended (you getting
the picture yet?) as way of asserting
themselves in a dialogue, I know it’s time
to turn tail and run. I see this happen
when gray hairs meet hipsters, and I feel
bad that they feel the need to get all
pompous, when in fact they should be
using their own personal numbers to en-
gender the support of these younger guys
and harness some of their good energy.

So now you might think that I am a
hatin’ on numbers and being a big old dog-
gie-downer. But numbers do some spec-
tacularly good things, too. They inform us
two-wheeler folks of just how powerful we
could be if we could collectively get our act
in order; we do have some powerful num-
bers when looked at en masse. But again,
numbers. We are so terribly fractionated

as a group, so splintered, there is little
hope of us pulling together unless some-
thing dramatically changes the way we
look at the numbers ourselves. I think leg-
islation might be a catalyst for such a
thing. We are collectively getting fed up.

Numbers tell us that the investment we
made in motor work not only feels good,
but quantifiably works well, too—and con-
versely informs us when we’ve erred. Could
be that carb was too big, the compression
too high, the timing too far advanced.

Numbers also inform our advertisers
when they’ve made the right decision in
spending their dollars with IronWorks. Help-
ing make those numbers look attractive, we
can thank our “pay to play” readers, sub-
scribers, and newsstand purchasers – (not
the slugs who stand at the newsstand and
read IronWorks,) who buy IronWorks and
buy our advertisers’ products. We appreci-
ate your support folks, really we do.

There is one group of numbers I’d like
to see transformed though, and that is
the number of folks who regularly con-
sume our digital content and don’t bother
purchasing our print. If we could get our
digital friends and fans to sign up and sup-
port IW we’d be rock steady in these
times of “numerical distress.”

So if you are not a subscriber to IW’s
print magazine and like what you see, I’d like
to ask you to support us by signing up for a
subscription. Finding us on the newsstand is
tough due to the shrinking amount of space
stores are willing to allocate to magazines,
so if you want to get an uninterrupted
stream of IW and support our cause, sub-
scribe today. Our numbers thank you!

Stephen Berner
Steveb@steveb.biz

* Quoted from Chris Rock’s movie Pootie Tang
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A Mile a Minute
STEPHEN BERNER

Numbers

Brian Klock and Stephen Berner, December 2010
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Baker In Gear
BERT BAKER, BAKER DRIVETRAIN

When I travel, I like to mix it up with the locals; no
canned tours for me. A few years ago Lisa and I were
on a city bus in Rome riding through town. The bus

was packed and there was standing room only. We had a couple
stops to go when Lisa yelled, “Let’s get off the bus, NOW!” I
replied, “But we have a couple more stops.” She snapped, “No, I
mean NOW!” So we got off. It turns out that a short, old, unas-
suming Italian man was taking advantage of the densely packed
bus by rubbing his Italian sausage on her thigh. She was not
thrilled. We laugh about it now. 

People seem to be programmed to have certain interests and
behavioral characteristics, which can be traced back to thousands
of years of ancestry. Take Lisa’s friend, who had a date with her
leg on the bus. Italians, and Romans in particular, are a pretty
frisky bunch and it’s been that
way for thousands of years. 

I’ve been fascinated with the
mechanical menagerie of
torque multiplication since I
was five years old. It’s interest-
ing to me and it seems to be
programmed in my DNA. Per-
haps I’m remotely related to
the caveman who figured out
that if you rub a small diame-
ter stick with your hands on a
cupped rock you can generate
a lot of heat and make fire.
That caveman intuitively figured
out how to translate linear mo-
tion into rotary motion; drive-
train 101. 

I can’t explain people’s re-
lentless fascination with
Harley-Davidson motorcycles.
It confuses me; it’s kind of like
sex. People love it and some
can’t get enough. It’s kind of silly if you think about it. You put this
thingy in that thingy. Then you move around like you’re having an
epileptic fit and you hoot and holler. Just stand back for a minute
and think about that. Couldn’t there be a more dignified way to pro-
create? Despite the indignity I suffer every time I get my bean
snapped, I’m a big fan of the sport. 

So I was really trying to define this Harley obsession; I felt like
Kwai Chang Caine in the show Kung Fu. A few years ago I had an
enlightening conversation with a guy named Hans who owns a
Harley franchise in Germany. So I asked him, “Why are Germans
fascinated with Harleys?” I followed that question with another
question by asking, “You guys have your own motorcycle brand
called BMW, and they’re good machines, so why aren’t you guys
infatuated with them?” His reply was quick and required no fore-
thought; “BMWs have no soul, Bert.” Crap. Now he’s dumping

some Timothy Leary/Dalai Lama junk on me. Time to dig out my
Beatles White Album and play it backwards to seek answers.

That damn Hans had confused me more than ever. This whole
Harley infatuation is like a fat lady with no arms and legs; it’s hard
for me to grab on to. I’m an engineer and I like to describe things
around me with facts, figures, dimensions, and tolerances. If I
can’t describe it with a blueprint then it doesn’t exist. But sex and
Harleys definitely cannot be described analytically, and their exis-
tence is bigger than life.

So I’ve reached the point where I’m done trying to quantitatively
define the Harley mystique. I just accept it now. I use the left side
of my brain to design and develop juicy new drivetrains and the
right side of my brain to integrate progressive designs with the
Harley legacy and heritage. It’s a delicate dance and Harley knows

that. Like our original 6-speed, our job is to push the technological
envelope of the iconic American drivetrain. 

Here’s a tip for those who just purchased their first Harley and
may be struggling to understand this whole thing. The more knowl-
edge you gain about the evolutionary progression of Big Twins be-
fore the model year of your machine, the more you fall in love with
what you got. It’s a weird concept, and that’s from personal experi-
ence. I got my first Harley in 1993 and knew nothing about a Shov-
elhead or a Knucklehead and frankly didn’t care. But the more I
learned about the history of the machine, the more I appreciated
what I had. And one other tip: If you bump into Lisa in
an elevator or crowded public place,
don’t get frisky. She has a special
trick all planned out that will be
very painful. IW

Harleys and Sex
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