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A Word from the President
 By Eric “Hurricane” Heikila

Vice President
 Doug Baker

Prez Eric “Hurricane” Heikila chills out at the STH installation 
picnic.

The Vice President submits the customary (and accepted) 
“no report.”

SAVE the DATE
Next STH meeting is scheduled for 
Thursday, October 3, 6:30 PM at 4 

Wheel Parts Store, 1900 El Camino Ave, 
Sacramento. 

Fall is here and that means change. By that I mean the 
weather, the foliage, and of course the time.
Who isn’t excited about an hour of more sleep so that 
you can be more rested to enjoy your pumpkin spiced 
latte while watching Mother Nature dazzle us with 
autumn colors.

The club is growing and I would like to suggest that we 
change our meeting place to the Cal 4-wheel building 
in south Sacramento. This will provide us with a more 
formal and more organized venue. They just recently 
remodeled and I believe this will be a good move at 
this time. We can discuss and vote on this at the up-
coming meeting.

Thank you to Uncle Willy for leading another great 
trip to the Black Rock Desert, I always look forward to 
his in-depth knowledge and history of the area.
As some of you already know, I have crossed over to 
the Jeep side, looking forward to building a new capa-
ble and comfortable trail rig. And despite what Wayne 
Schmid says, the color is Sunset Orange!!
Eric Heikila

Club Officers 
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Trailmaster Report
 By 

Fall is upon us and snow is now falling in the Sierra. Lots of 
great winter wheeling on the horizon. We are still sorting 
out where we want to go this month. Bring some ideas to 
the club meeting and we’ll make it happen. 

Trail Calendar
October: TBD at the October meeting
November: Turkey shoot, date and location TBD
December: Toy run, Georgetown
January: Winter Fun Festival, Grass Valley

Secretary
 By Suzy Collard

Ways N Means
 By Suzy Collard

Treasurer
 By Kimber Hoey

Membership
 By Carl Meyer 

STH Flashback
Rubicon Trail, 1965

Past President/State Delegate
 By Andrea Harris

Washington Bound
 

Andrea and Uncle Willy at the 2018 Convention. 

Too many margaritas at Rancho Leonero, Baja Sur

Editor’s Report
 By Chris Collard

NEXT MEETING – October 19th at the Cal4Wheel office.
Get involved!
Andrea

Chef Kenny works his magic on the Sierra Trek BBQ

STH Christmas Party: Ron and Leona Kellogg have offered 
to host the party in their Folsom home. We can also consid-
er a restaurant or other facility with a separate room.

The party is typically held on the first Saturday of Dec. 
The second Saturday may be an option depending on  club 
members availability. 

Party activities include a White Elephant gift exchange with 
a recommended gift value of $20, but fine spirits are always 
a big hit.

Discussion to be continued at the October meeting with a 
decision to be made then. 

Suzy and Radar “The Wonder Dog” near Cedar Breaks National 
Monument, Utah.Chilln’ out at Playa Requeson...Bahahaha

The STH September meeting was held on the 5th at 4Wheel 
Parts Sacramento, with the following attendees:

MEMBERS:   GUESTS:
Leona Kellogg   John Allen
Eric and Kelly Heikila  Michael Wise
Doug Baker & Andrea Harris Marsha Walsh
Chris & Suzy Collard  Wayne & Jeanette Schmid
Carrol & Linda Bryant
Geoff and Penny Ford
Kenneth Melton & Heather Parker
Roger & Katrina Salazar
Don Ogawa
Bert Switten
Matt & Kimber Hoey

A second T-shirt print order will be submitted to a new 
vendor. Please submit your order to Suzy by the October 
meeting.

I’d like to thank Uncle Willy for leading the September 
run to the High Rock Desert, and to my buddy/guest 
Joel Wright for penning the article. The November 
newsletter deadline will be October 25th.

This month, a number of us gathered at Kathy Med-
ley’s house to help her pack up for a new adventure in 
Washington. Having joined the club nearly 20 years 
ago, Kathy has always been knee-deep in STH happen-
ings and held various club offices. She and the Medley 
family hosted Christmas and New Year’s Eve parties, 
worked on all club volunteer efforts, and she reigned as 
Kitchen Queen for Sierra Trek and Winter Fun Festival 
for years. We would like to wish Kathy the best as she 
pens a new chapter in the book of life.  

No report.
Carl

Dues are up-to-date for all members and to Cal4Wheel and 
there are no outstanding reimbersements. 



Applegate-Lassen Emigrant Trail
By Joel Wright, Photos by Joel Wright and Chris Collard

We met at Colfax McDonalds in a cool 7:30 a.m. Friday, September 20th, 2019. Wayne and his wife Jenette were 
waiting for us and Bart soon arrived, followed by Eric. Off we headed, Chris taking lead and the rest following 
with Eric as sweeper in the rear. We headed up to Reno and Fernley where we turned North on the 447 to Ger-
lach. On the way to Gerlach we stopped briefly to survey the vast openness that is Nevada. High desert and open 
valleys surrounded by sprawling mountains that became a common sight during our journey. Once at Gerlach 
we waited for the rest of the crew: the caravan leader, Uncle Willie (Jim) and the Hoeys rounded out our contin-
gent of nine people, and three dogs.  

Gerlach is a town being overrun by hippies. This quiet faltering town, saved by its proximity to Burning Man, 
hosts an odd collection of locals, off-road adventurers and hippies. The most obvious vestiges of town are its bar, 
gas station, and eating establishment, and are proudly surrounded by acres of vacant trailers and oddities that 
spring alive before the annual festival.  The upside is a great wireless phone connection.  

In Gerlach everyone topped off their gas, stopped to evacuate bowels, and grabbed a drink. We shot some pic-
tures of the bar and filled up before the last leg into the wild. As you leave town you see many things no longer 
with use that once served the population but had never been taken away. And the many new residents don’t seem 
to care.

The town is surrounded by Burning Man purchases and hippies on foot and bike, vestiges of the event that has 
put the playa to good use. Before we shot out into the playa we explored Guru Road, a mile-long presentation of  
short snippets of wisdom and remembrances were recorded on rock. From here we exited civilization. On enter-
ing the playa, each raced to cross at a speed that was comfortable to the driver. There is no speed limit, as this is a 

place where land speed records are attempted.

We came up to the Burning Man site where 2 groups remained: a cleanup crew and a group shooting off rockets. 
They were on opposite ends opposite sides of the valley, east and west. As we arrived, someone drove up to us 
and began directing to where we should go, as if there was a right way to cross this vast wasteland. An irony of 
humanity attempting to impose (arbitrary) order on nothingness. Not long after, Chris pulled out his drone to 
snap some cool shots of the group (and I got to drive the holy Tacoma for the first time). We drove slow some-
times and fast others, and the drone snapped shots of the multicolored vehicles along an expanse of discolored 
white.

We reach the north end of the playa by Black Rock, a small mountain that retains its black coloring when every-
thing else fades to brown. It is easily visible as you cross the white expanse. As we began to get into the hills on 
the far side, Uncle Willie’s engine stopped working and we all got out to watch and diagnose the problem. By this 
time, we had reached 3 PM, Don Julio time, which eased the mouths and minds of our weary group. Figuring 
the problem was caused by the electrical wiring going to the gas pump, the most competent set about identifying 
the correct wires and see what could be done to resolve it. After some effort the engine started again, and every-
one hoped the issue was fixed. So off we headed to Black Rock Springs and our final destination for the evening, 
Double Hot Springs.  

The springs bubbled from the ground at 180 degrees, said the sign, which induced nobody to go in. And a short 
fence surrounded the pool to avoid the unfortunate mishap with a dog and owner. There was a little stream 
running from the pool to a metal tub for bathing, which unfortunately had rusted all the way through.  The 
campground was open and flat with a firepit, which we took advantage of as we gathered in for the evening to tell 
stories into the night. As the campfire ran high and conversation rolled on, the clouds burned red and a chorus 



of coyotes sounded off in the distance. We were reminded that civilization was not near. Unfortunately, it was 
overcast so only a couple stars peeked through the cloud-covered sky. Everybody turned in about 10 PM to be 
well-rested for the coming day.  

Murder Rock and the Swimming Hole
There are two outhouses at camp, literally out in the wild. The first was enclosed the other was had ½-height 
sides, which provided an excellent view of the surrounding mountains and valley from the perch atop the throne. 
These were used the next morning by many before jumping in to our trusty chariots for the next adventure. Ev-
eryone finished breakfast and was ready to begin by 9:30 a.m. 

Our first stop was Harden City, in stone foundation leftover. On our trail to Murder Rock, we were warned by 
the sound of a rattler on the side of the trail. Chris and I got out to investigate and found a rattler in a bush about 
three feet from the trail, shaking tail angrily; a keen reminder of the savage land crossed by thousands of pio-
neers with dreams of California and Oregon. To arrive at this point they had already braved the Central Plains, 
Utah, and charged across miles of playa where they left their prized possessions—now greeted by water too hot 
to drink and snakes.

Returning to the trail, we found the rest of the group pouring gas into their tanks from jerry cans.  Fill up time? 
Not so…Uncle Willy had punctured in his gas tank. We found under his rig, gas pouring everywhere and him 
pointing it with a paper plate into pan and bucket. When filled, this was poured into the now-empty gas cans, so 
they could be poured back into the truck after a fix had been performed. 

Apparently, the ARB fitting on Uncle Willy’s axle had bounced hard one too many times, hit and finally puncture 
the tank. There was a moment where Uncle Willy lit up a cigarette and headed back under the gas-soaked rig. 

Some in the group thought it a bad idea and said so, so it was extinguished before further damage could occur.

Ultimately, Chris came out with two magic mixes to patch the hole in the tank. After raising the left side of the 
vehicle by putting the rear tire on large Lego-like blocks (Brett provided), Chris cleaned off the tank with brake 
cleaner and we mixed the epoxy and catalyst together and applied it to the tank. After five minutes we realized it 
was not going to harden, so off it came and out came magic mixture number two, J-B Kwik Weld.  

Fortunately, though the tubes were old, Uncle Willy was able to scrape enough out to mixed together. This 
four-minute weld was applied and a few minutes later it was hardening appropriately. Minutes later we were on 
our way again, and the JB Weld held a seal without further problems. Just before we arrived at Murder Rock, 
Uncle Willy’s engine failed again. This time the correct wires were discovered, the connections adjusted, and it 
worked the rest of the trip. 

Murder Rock takes its name from the death of Mr. Pete Lassen and his companion partner Ed Clapper who were 
killed at the location. Partner number three, who was also shot, made it back to civilization to relay the story that 
they were bushwhacked by Indians. At least that’s the story. Nobody really knows what happened, but Murder 
Rock has become a destination for off-road travelers through the region. One of the bodies, thought to be Las-
sen, was removed and buried in Susanville and a monument erected. The other body was found in 1992 by hikers 
and exhumed for a proper buried as well.  

After murder Rock we headed in two different paths to Mud Meadows. Back down the trail to a four-way, most 
of the crew went straight, but Eric and Chris turning right. Eventually Uncle Willy and the rest were turned 
around when they could not find a route across Mud Meadow Creek. So they headed back and we moved on to 
The Swimming Hole. Due to some miscommunication and being spread, out each of the parties arrived at dif-



ferent times. Eric got turned around and did loops until he finally called us in frustration. We could see him, but 
weren’t sure how to tell him which road to take. Ultimately, he made it.

The Swimming Hole is a great place, and we set up tents and jumped in. Much to our delight, the water was 
about 90 degrees and five feet deep throughout. Bordered by walls of mud with Reed’s on top, perfect for swim-
ming, like in a huge bathtub. There was also another group of campers there with us. They had set up a tent and 
were apparently watching for game in the area. Unlike the previous night, the clouds had abated and stars thrust 
themselves from the sky with the Milky Way a prominent band cross the middle. Saturn and Venus sparkle down 
from the horizon. Again, a campfire and talking into the night. No coyote songs that evening. 
Fly Canyon and High Rock Canyon

After we rose the next morning, a campfire was built to warm ourselves and again we heard coyotes on the hori-
zon, but not as many as before. We started out and for much of the day followed the course through the moun-
tains blazed by early wagon trains. Called the Applegate Trail, it headed to the Lassen area of Northern Califor-
nia. We came first to Fly Canyon, where pioneers had to lower wagons down into the canyon on ropes. Next stop, 
High Rock Lake, where we stopped briefly at a couple of buildings that have survived the years. The lake is said 
to be just a foot or so deep.

As we traveled through High Rock Canyon we stopped at Register Rock, where early pioneers wrote their names 
in axle grease on the inside and outside of a small cave more than 150 years ago. The old wagon trail wound 
through the canyon along High Rock Creek. At the end of the canyon you reach The Narrows, where local Indi-
ans would throw rocks from the tops of the cliffs down on the wagons. These were not intended to kill the weary 
travelers, but their trusty oxen, which would provide an easy meal.  

Not long after exiting High Rock we arrived at Yellow Rock Canyon, aptly named for the yellow walls. We visited 

The Garage, which was built by Mr. Fox in 1916 and is still standing to this day. Then North to Steven’s Camp, 
a bunkhouse with a kitchen and toilet that can be reserved for accommodation. This finished the tour, and we 
began the drive back to civilization.  

That afternoon we saw the most wildlife of the weekend; deer, wild horses, a colt with a bum hind leg, and later 
west of Paradise Lake, coyote, rabbits, and cows. It started raining as we not long after we began the homeward 
journey and was dark when we passed Pyramid Lake. Arriving in Sparks, everyone got gas and food and we 
headed west, sad that we couldn’t stay longer. Although we’d experienced some challenges with a vehicle, every-
one pulled together and helped out, making what could have been a catastrophe, nothing more than a minor 
speedbump. Thank you for letting me join your ride! It was a pleasure. 
Joel 

Members  Guests
Jim Harris  Wayne and Jeanette Schmid
Eric Heikila  Joel Wright
Bert Switten   
Matt & Kimber Hoey
Chris Collard 

Black Rock Playa, this 

is a place where land 

speed records are at-

tempted.







Murder Rock takes its name 

from the killing of Mr. 

Pete Lassen...nobody really 

knows what happened











 Tool Review
 Harbor Freight Pittsburgh Heavy-Duty 2-Ton Folding Engine Crane
 By Doug Baker

Sometimes, it’s just easier to work on your rig with the 
right tools at hand. I’ve got the CJ on a set of Harbor 
Freight (HF) dollies—it’s pretty tight in the garage and 
hard to move the Jeep sideways if I need the room. 
They raise it up a couple of inches, which puts the cyl-
inder head and manifolds at a good height for removal. 
I’m sure I could come up with something that would 
work well enough for this situation, but when some-
thing else already exists, why not use it and save the 
time and effort?
I’ve already borrowed a similar model from Chris 
Collard when I was sorting out the black Jeep/orange 
Jeep mashup, so I know I’ll probably need one again. 
This item (#60388) was on sale for the same price as 
the 1 ton, and I like having more capacity than I think 
I’ll need. (IMG_0549) I paid about $200 out the door, 
which is more than some web results and less than 
others, so your mileage may vary.
It came in two heavy cardboard boxes. (IMG_0550) 
It recommends having two people for assembly, but 
I managed to get all the pieces in their right places in 
about an hour by myself. I used the parts list and dia-
gram to fill in the spaces that the assembly instructions 
left. I needed 14mm and 22mm combination wrench-
es, a 14mm socket and ratchet, and a Crescent wrench. 
All the parts seemed to be of pretty good quality. The 
paint is scuffed quite a bit, as their packing quality is 
not as good, but that saves me the time of making that 
first scratch or dent myself. I like the reinforcement on 
the folding legs. It would’ve been cheaper and easi-
er to just drill holes in them, but they went the extra 
step of putting tubes between the sides for strength. 
(IMG_0551) If you look through YouTube, I’m sure 
there’s more reviews and modification videos than you 
could shake a mouse cursor at, but I think the stock 
configuration will serve me for a while.
Unless you’ve got spider-monkey fingers, you may 
need to put some tape on the back of a wrench to get 
some of the nuts on (IMG_0552, IMG_0553), or you 
could put the bolts on through the inside of the tubes 
for the casters. You also may not want to assemble 
this in the afternoon sun as it tends to make the metal 
somewhat warmish. One discovery I made was that 
they actually number the bolt heads with the callouts 
in the parts list and diagram. (IMG_0556, IMG_0555) 
That would have been a nice discovery before the 

final bolt wouldn’t fit and I found I had put one in the 
wrong location.
It seems like it will do what I need it to, and it is adjust-
able between ½, 1, 1 ½, and 2 tons. Changing the load 
capacity does alter the boom length, so take that into 
account (higher capacity=shorter boom). IMG_0554)




