The Treasure Chest

A Word From the President—no. 3
by Andrea Harris

Two meetings down, 10 more to go :) So far so good and no major complaints, or at least
that I’ve heard. In case you missed it, the July meeting was the first in a series of club-by
law reviews. I am not familiar with the current club by-laws which leads me to believe I am
not the only one. There were comments that they “were just redone” but after being in the
club over 12 years now I cannot recall that process. Maybe I was deployed to some awesome foreign land during that time. Suzy was able to produce a copy labeled “DRAFT” with
a revision date of 2000. So here’s the plan: beginning with the July meeting, I’m reading a
portion of the by-laws and then have open discussion on changes or suggestions that could
be made to improve or update them. If there are no changes then it will be a simple refresh
to our memories. If there are changes, we will address them as they come. Final approval
of the new by-laws will take place during the May 2017 meeting after our review is complete. (for more on the complete process, refer to the by-laws that were sent out via email
in June) If you need another copy, let me know. Where, was I? Oh yeah, beginning with the
July meeting, I read through the sections titled STH Procedures which included the buddy
system, caravan travel, alcoholic beverages, drugs and CB usage. The STH Standing Rules
included the of items to have in your vehicle, trailer info, quiet time, dogs, annual installation, and collecting items for our annual awards. Following the reading, there was some
discussion on proposed changes such as eliminating the Axe from required items and the
allowance of children to use the CB with adult supervision and the importance that they do
know how to use in case of an emergency.
During the August meeting at Sierra Trek I
Sierra Trek will be discussing the DUTIES OF OFFICERS.
Please review the duties and be prepared
2013 for discussion, especially if you currently
hold an office, this is an opportunity to update or improve the duties and descriptions listed. I will be suggesting that each
officer create a continuity folder for your
positon. This allows an incoming officer to
have a little more knowledge about the
position when they take over and some
helpful tips from their successor! I think
the first reading went well and I hope that
continues and I thank everyone for their willingness (in advance) to keep the Sierra Treasure Hunters the awesome 4X4 club it is!!!
I look forward to seeing everyone and Uncle Willy (aka Dad, arriving Wed the 6th) at Trek.
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Chalk Bluff Run — July 9th

by Suzy Collard with photos from Chris Collard
Stopping in Colfax to top off the gas tank, we ran into Rory and guest Cari McCullen.
Bright and early (not too early – the Run departure time wasn’t until 10 AM), we followed
the orange Yota winding our way along Highway 174 to Hacienda Hoey for our rendezvous with fellow STHers. A nice little jaunt along the Chalk Bluff was planned before the
club meeting scheduled for later that
afternoon.
The ‘view-at-the-top” is the best way to
describe the Hoey compound. They have
a 360 degree panoramic picture of the valley below. I don’t know how they don’t
spend the whole day sitting on the porch,
drinking in the view. Or at night even,
with city lights twinkling below. It’s like
being on a throne overlooking a kingdom.
Trucks, Jeeps, and even an SUV lined the
Hoey driveway, eager to turn
some wheels and find some
dirt. Recently installed tires
and rims and thanks to son
Willie, a lift, added some
beef to the Sharon’s 4Runner.
She was excited to get behind the wheel of her renovated rig and put some trail
miles on the tires. Admirers
stopped by to check out the
upgrades and offer congratulations.
A low grumble started from
inside DNA’s ride. It was the
kind of grumble that sounds like a frustrated Jeep owner trying to chase down a problem.
The kind of grumble that says…”I’ve spent so many damn hours in the garage fine tuning
you, you piece of sh….don’t crap out on me now”. Better to not get too close to the snarls.
Although offers of assistance are usually welcome, sometimes it’s wise to back away so
the owner can let loose of some foul language and threats to the uncooperative vehicle.
Often that works as well as turning a wrench!

Chalk Bluff Run continued….Not wanting to hold up the group, Doug told us to press on.
Kimber, Penny and the dogs (and now with assistance from DNA) were staying behind to
monitor the smoker and guard the wine. A delectable dinner of pulled pork was planned
and they would get to spend the day taking in the mouth-watering aromas.
Trail Boss Matt held the drivers’ meeting and we were off! I don’t use this word often,
but I can only describe the weather as “lovely”; it was so close to perfect, you couldn’t
have asked for anything more. There is nothing like being on a dirt road, lined by trees,
with crystal blue sky above.
The only thing that marred
the view was the occasional
dust bath from your buddy
in front, when we didn’t roll
up the windows soon
enough. But, it was easily
fixed if you just dropped
back a little.
Our route took us by some
old mining areas. We pulled
over and carefully had a look
at the deep valley below. It
was pretty steep and no one
ventured down to retrieve
the “hubcap” art from previous vehicles that had landed
on bushes not far down the
hill. Too bad, you might have
been able to gather a new
full set in the new mismatched style.
We wound our way through
the small town of Washington where the regulars eyed
our caravan and tourists
wandered the streets. Unfortunately, we didn’t take
time to stop in the local bar to wet our whistles, as we needed to make tracks. And somehow, even though we were cruising along at a pretty slow pace, we managed to drive
right past the Kellogg truck. They quickly realized the inadvertent snub and jumped to
catch up.

Chalk Bluff Run continued...The lunch pit-stop was held along the South Fork of the
Yuba River. Taylor scrambled over some rocks to catch up with Dad George and Chris
as they took in the water view. Then it was back in our rigs for more adventure.
Already time to head back? The hours seemed
to fly by, as there is always more to explore.
But, we had other folks showing up for dinner
and the meeting and we couldn’t keep them
waiting. Back at the Hoey compound, Indy
and Maggie obviously recovered from the trauma of being left behind, greeted their owners
with forgiveness and enthusiasm. We dusted
ourselves off and headed inside for cold drinks
and the beginning of the social hour. We were
joined by the entire Bryant clan, as Kris is
regaining an interest in our sport.
Trays and bowls of food were set out for our dining pleasure.
Pulled pork, potato salad, cole slaw, homemade hummus, with
deep-dish pie for dessert. Where to start? Where to end? Everything was so good, I almost couldn’t stand it! One of my
favorite meals, one you want to duplicate.
Andrea conducted the club meeting and started a new practice
of reviewing a section of the STH by-laws at the monthly meetings. A periodic review is always a good idea to remind us of
the roles of our BOD and the rules that have been set in place.
Read the July meeting minutes to get more details.

As we left, I told our hosts and
proclaimed, “best meeting ever!”. Maybe the comment was a
bit too “over-the-top”, but I’m
always grateful for our group
and the time we spend together. It’s a rare thing to have so
many people get along so well
and genuinely enjoy each other’s company. We are the best
kind of family!

Barrel Building
by Doug Baker

Another one bites the dust (barrel, that is)
It’s a day that will live in infamy. Well, maybe mild notoriety. Crap, I’ll probably forget
all about it in a month. It’s a good thing there’ll be a permanent record, then. And of
course, it wouldn’t be one of my
days without a little confusion
and drama.
Carrol had sent out the email
notifying everyone that barrel
construction would be held on
Saturday, July 16, at the pretty
reasonable hour of 8:30am. The
same day Andrea was out of
town for work in LA, and the
same time her car was scheduled to go in for work on the
headlight protection film (it was
lifting a little bit). Normally, this
would be a no brainer, canx the
appointment and get to constructing. Buuut, this is Andrea’s
boyfriend we’re talking about
here (his name is Steve, by the
way. I don’t even name my vehicles.) Luckily, I got ahold of her and got approval for reschedule.
Of course, this only came about ten minutes after I should have left to get to the yard on
time. So, a whirlwind of activity ensued to get the dogs out and get geared up for a bike
ride (mental note: bring work clothes next time, especially shoes). Happily, the Duc
fired right up and even had a full load of fuel and air in the tires, so all I had to do was
enjoy the trip.
I was expecting that I’d roll in fashionably late to a large crowd that would ooh and ahh
at my awesome entrance on the booming machine. Nope. I got a glance or two from the
all of five people present – Carroll, and four Medleys (three official and one honorary).
No clamor, no paparazzi, no red carpet. Maybe I should’ve turned around and come
back later when they would be ready for me? Next time, for sure.

Barrel Building continued...Anyhoo, as soon as I shed most of my gear, they put me to
work. Obviously, they were super impressed by my constructive prowess, because the
M troop packed up and left. I was very sad after a bit, as I figured they had gone to get
an assortment of coffee and cakes with which to ply me. Nope, again. I had to settle for
eating most of the box of donuts that was screaming my name and lots of Carrol’s water.
I could get all literary about all the intense magic that happened to transform lowly bits
of metal into a smoking (ha! See what I did there?) masterpiece, but I just don’t have
the room for any more Pulitzers. To sum, we spent the day cutting, welding, heating,
bending and painting our way to one complete barrel for Trek, and two others in an
almost-complete stage.
Dirty, tired (especially my feet – motorcycle
boots are not comfy for working in for seven
hours!), and full of donutty goodness, I bid
farewell to Carroll for the trip home. It was a
good day, even the weather cooperated, with
mild temps and an occasional breeze to hold
down the suffering. I was happy I got to help
in this endeavor, and look forward to seeing
whoever wins this thing.

STH Family
Tick, tock. Tick, tock….by Doug Baker
As if there wasn’t enough on my plate (isn’t there always, though?), I had to add the pressure of major mods to the Jeep just before Trek. I had spent a couple of days cleaning up
the disaster that is the garage, organizing, cleaning, rearranging, throwing away, rerearranging, and so on. One of the bigger space takers was the MetalCloak rear armor and
hard flares that had been gathering
dust in hopes of making it to the top of
the crap-I-really, really-need-to-getdone list. Well, that day (many days
past, now) had come! Sort of. I was also in the middle of restoring the doors
with all new weather stripping, quality window tinting, cleaning, and shortcoming correctioning. Yes, Microsoft
Word, I made that last one up. Thankssomuch.
To make it all that much more fun, I
first had to undo the aluminum diamond plate installation that seems to
plague so many Jeeps. It had its day,
but that day is long gone. Once that
was complete, the ordeal to weld up
the bazillion holes that were there
from the diamond plate and previous
install of the TJ flares began. Sheesh, there were a lot of holes. In sheet metal. Stuff I’m not
very good at welding without blowing holes in it.
With less holes came the step to add holes. I even had one or two old holes line up with
what was needed for the new armor. Yay for me! Holes drilled to proper size meant it was
time for paint. Or what I like to call spreading rattle can contents in the air in the general
vicinity of the item needing coverage and hoping most of it will stick and not rub off at
the slightest touch even after drying. One hundred degree days aren’t the best for this
process, either, but my request for mid-seventies with light humidity was rejected.
As you can see from the pictures, one side is done. Only one more to go. But of course, this
side wants to cause problems. It doesn’t seem to match the contours of the original sheet
metal very well. I suppose that’s what the hardware is for. Sheet metal contour coercement. And if that weren’t enough fun, I’ve decided to move the gas filler location from
the lower back corner to around the side. That means lots of hole filling before I can get
to hole drilling.

Tick, tock. Tick, tock….continued “Why would you do this, fool?” you might ask. Masochism? Can’t leave well enough alone? Well, yes. But also, I can never get the gas pump to
stay on even the first click of the handle. It kicks off just before I get there, so I end up having to hold the handle just shy of the point to where it kicks off for the ten minutes it takes
to fill my large gas tank. Part of that, I’ve theorized is that the fuel hoses only go a short
distance before they take a sharp turn to attach to the tank inlet. The gas flows so fast,
that the vent hose can’t keep up and the pump thinks the tank is full and kicks off to prevent overfilling. Believe me, I’ve made numerous attempts at some other solution, but
nothing has worked.
I’m hoping that raising the filler a little, and making the pathway a
straighter shot will alleviate this condition. In addition, it means I don’t
have to open the rear rack and take
off the high lift jack every time I need
to put some gas in the thing. It
wouldn’t be so bad if it was a thirty
gallon tank and I got 25 miles to the
gallon, but my reality is it’s only 23
gallons and I think I’m lucky to get
fifteen ( I don’t know for sure, because I’ve only just recently replaced
the speedo that I installed at last
Trek with one that doesn’t spin the
needle all the way around the dial.)

I feel confident that I’ll be able to wrap this up before we leave for work weekend, but if
not, hopefully what is left will be doable once we’re up there. At least I’d have an excuse
for the paint not matching (elevation, yo!).
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August 6th Club Meeting at Sierra Trek following pot luck dinner
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-please bring a side dish to share and your own main course, meat that is
-I’m bringing fresh tomatoes, not a side, just to share

