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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, September 5th, 6:30 PM at 4 
Wheel Parts Store, 1900 El Camino Ave, 

Sacramento. 

Sierra Trek has come and gone. I don’t know about 
you, but it seems like I spend the whole year preparing 
for this event either by wrenching on my vehicle, or 
buying new gear to make things more enjoyable than 
the previous year. Now the sadness sets in because its 
over, but memories were made, friendships rekindled, 
and we look forward to the next Trek.

Trek 2019 did not disappoint in any way, from work 
weekend, the trail, to post camp pickup. It was amazing 
because of the hard work and dedication of all the club 
volunteers. We had more bodies than I can remember 
erecting the showers to a record-setting completion. 
Our club treasurer Kimber has an accounting of the 
profits made for the event and they look very good. 
Hats off to Andrea for pulling off the most-compli-
mented meal in trek history. Thank you to JP eater for 
getting Thursday trail and drag to the top of winch hill 
5 before dark, that was a first for me.

STH Proud, is all I have to say. Thank you all!!
Eric Heikila

Club Officers 

Web Site: http://www.sth4x4.com

Mailing Address: PO Box 859  Weimar CA,  95736
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Trailmaster Report
 By 

Alhough summer is winding down, winter and next year is 
right around the corner. Think about what trail you would 
like to lead and let’s get it on the calendar. Where do you 
want to go in October?

2019 Trail Calendar
September: High Rock Desert
October: Open
November: Turkey shoot, date and location TBD
December: Toy run, Georgetown

Secratary
 By Suzy Collard

Ways N Means
 By Suzy Collard

Treasurer
 By Kimber Hoey

Membership
 By Carl Meyer Past President/State Delegate

 By Andrea Harris

Andrea and Uncle Willy at the 2018 Convention. 

Too many margaritas at Rancho Leonero, Baja Sur

All dues are currently paid in full except the newest mem-
bers which is expected shortly.

STH’s efforts with Sierra Trek showers produced $1,097 for 
Cal4Wheel this year. Gross sales were $1,395 with expenses 
of $311. We have one more shower maintenance expense 
of $30.23 is outstanding. It is awaiting club approval at the 
next meeting. Great job to everyone involved.

“Hang’em High Killer” Kimber

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

Thank you everyone for the fantastic potluck at the August 
meeting. STHers know how to “get their food party on”! 
At the end of a long day of setting up the STH showers and 
Sierra Trek main camp, it was nice to come together for a 
good meal, club meeting, and fellowship with members 
and guests. Plans for the upcoming Christmas party will be 
discussed at the September meeting.  

We spend more time during the summer months on 
the trail. When you meet people that don’t belong to a 
club and you think they would be a good fit for STH, 
remember to share contact details and we’ll get them 
on the newsletter mailing list.

Carl

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

The STH August meeting was held on the 3rd at Meadow 
Lake, with the following attendees:

MEMBERS:      GUESTS:
Ron & Leona Kellogg     Bert & Liz Switten
Randy Burleson      John Allen
Doug Baker & Andrea Harris    Andrey 
Chris & Suzy Collard
Rich Currie
Carrol & Linda Bryant
Geoff Ford
Heather Parker
Kenneth Melton
Don Ogawa
Matt & Kimber Hoey
Eric Heikila
Carl & Reed Meyer

An initial STH t-shirt order was completed by Deadlife, 
Inc. with products distributed to Trek attendees. For those 
folks not at Trek, the items will be brought to the September 
meeting. A second order will be submitted for additional 
products, to include a few corrections of hoodies from the 
pullover to the zipper styles. 

As you browse through the pages of this month’s Trea-
sure Chest, you will notice it has loads of great content. 
Big kudos to everyone that took the time to write 
stories and send in artwork. 

We also have a preview of the next club run—tradi-
tion from back in the day. Moving forward, it would 
be great if the trip leader or our Trailmaster could put 
something together on the upcoming run; why, where, 
when, who, etc.

The October newsletter deadline will be September 24. 
With so much going on this month (Applegate-Lassen 
trip, Medley wedding, Rod Hall’s celebration of life), 
I’m sure there will be plenty to write about.

C-



Jessi Combs: 1980-2019
The Fastest Woman on Four Wheels 

Rod Hall: 1936-2019
Celebration of Life

As you all know, Rod Hall passed away in June after 
a 3-year battle with Progressive Supranuclear Palsy 
(PSP). I met Rod in 2003, we became friends, and a 
few years ago he asked me to help with the restoration 
of his original `69 Bronco. He then said, “Rod Hall 
thinks Chris Collard should navigate for him in the 
NORRA Mexican 1000”—he always talked in the third 
person.

What an honor it was to hang out and race with one of 
the industry’s most iconic members. We were look-
ing for a chase crew, and as is STH fashion, a number 
of you jumped up and spent your vacation blasting 
around the Baja Peninsula and keeping us on track. 
These are probably some of my favorite memories. 

Although he fought the disease tire-to-tire—as Rod 
Hall would do—it was getting the edge by 2016 and 
our last race in the Bronco. It was Rod’s 50th 1,000-
mile race down the Baja Peninsula. 

As he became wheelchair-bound, I’d stop by his house 
when I was passing through Reno, the last being a few 
weeks before he passed. So glad I made the time.

His family, friends, and industry partners will be host-
ing Rod’s celebration of life on September 7th at the 
Wild West Motorsports Park. It is an all-day affair, but 
the mix/mingle/service starts at 4:30. Suzy and I will be 
there (might get a room in Reno), and it is open to all. 

Here is the link to register; no cost.
https://www.eventbrite.com/e/rod-halls-celebration-
of-life-tickets-67886639767

Bring your race rig (or other) and do hot laps around 
the track for a $50 donation to Cure PSP. 

Schedule of Events
10:30 - 2:30 Hot Laps for Hall Charity Drive
4:30 - 6:30 Mix & Mingle with Family & Friends
6:30 - 8:ish Invocation, Remembrance, and Street 
Taco’s
8:ish - 9:30 Movie Under the Stars

Location
Wild West Motorsports Park
12005 Interstate 80
Sparks, NV 89434

As I write this I am with a heavy heart. This morning I 
found out that my friend Jessi Combs was killed yesterday 
while attempting to beat her own land speed record (483 
mph).  Most people knew her from the many automotive 
TV shows she hosted. I didn’t keep track of that stuff, but 
we’d catch up in Moab, at KOH, and other events. 

She had a penchant for not only going fast, but doing any-
thing that made life interesting (most of it was going fast). 
If you look at Jessi’s personal Facebook page, the lead image 
is a graphic that states, “No Regrets.” She believed this, lived 
life to the fullest, chased and achieved her dreams, and 
didn’t leave anything on the table. 

She was only 39 years of age, but she lived a dozen lifetimes 
in that short span. Though this is of little condolence, she 
would have died emotionally if she settled for a “normal” 
life and wasn’t going a thousand miles an hour with her hair 
on fire.

She once said to me, “I want all the little girls out there 
to know they can do this.” She was simply a great person, 
friend to all, mentor to many, and will be missed.



Sierra Trek
By Kenneth Melton, Photos by STHers

We started the morning at 2:30 a.m. Thursday September 8th, woke everybody up with coffee and a good breakfast, some 
bacon, eggs, and hash Browns. Sierra Treasure Hunters pulled out of camp at around 3:00 a.m. and started our drive from 
Meadow Lake toward Truckee (where Carl almost took out a deer) and the Eagle Lakes staging area. Our buddy John Allen and 
his partner Andrey camped staging, so they do not have to drive around as early as we did—partially because his rig is a trail-
er queen. We patiently waited for participants to show up, and as they trickled in we did a safety check-off sheet to make sure 
everybody was ready for the day ahead. 

We had a brief safety meeting before hitting the trail, and each of our committee teams were giving a group of people to guide, 
coach, and lead through Fordyce. I was fortunate enough to be with a good group of guys that were plenty capable and willing 
to see it through. It was a very long and dusty road before making it to hard rock crawling surfaces where the real challenge be-
gan. Where we worked our way through the mountains, down the hills across water crossings, and up all the winch hills. It was 
a long exhausting day but at the end of it, and without any major breakdowns or medical emergencies, we all made it through 
safe and sound. 

We were lucky enough to make it off the trail before dark, which hasn’t happened in quite a few years from what I understand. 
We had an amazing dinner that evening before heading to the huge bonfire where body gathered around and chit chatted.







The Old Blue Blues
By Eric Heikila

Old Blue, she took a beating this year at Trek. It surprises me, as I was having such a great day approaching each 
obstacle with confidence and relative ease, like the Bronco driver behind me said “looks like you and that Yota 
have some history on this trail.” Yes, sir we do. I think I surprised the whole group because I was sitting on 35’s 
and all of them were on 40’s. As you all know, the trail changes year after year, and for some reason I lost my 
bearing and followed a JK to where no long bed Toyota should have been. “Can opener Rock,” yup, just like it 
sounds it opened up Blue with a bang in the back and the creamy soft crunch of sheet metal being reformed up 
front. Wish I saw that bypass a little earlier.

I put that little incident behind me and tackled the rest of the trail with more caution, a better study of my lines 
and approach, which drove me to the top of Winch Hill 5 in what I think was record time.

Back at camp I did an assessment of the battle wounds and just summed it up to flesh wounds/character scars, as 
there was no damage other than the normal bumps bruises and scrapes underneath. 
 
Hitting the pavement on the way home, you always listen carefully for that dreaded noise or clunk—I know my 
vehicle and all her moans and groans and we were hitting on 4 cylinders so down the road we go smooth as silk.
To avoid the traffic home on the I-80, JP eater and I traveled the old Highway 40. We were cruising right along 
making good progress down the battered road. It wasn’t smooth asphalt it was almost like wash board but with a 
ka dunk ka dunk every 20 feet. Well, after several miles of that sound ringing in my ears the I felt a subtle distur-
bance in the Yota force I radioed ahead that I was pulling over to check things out.

Sure enough, there was gear oil slung all over the tire and under carriage. We knew what the possibilities were 
and hoping for the lesser evil. Was it just a seal or wheel bearing? We broke out the jack and tools and had the 
axle out with ease. But it wasn’t just going to be the easy fix of the seal, it was the bearing as well.

This is a difficult trail fix, and without the right tools and knowledge it is impossible. Normally you send this type 
of fix to the machine shop to have the bearing pressed on and off. Toyota axles are known for their strength and 
are darn close to indestructible, so with that said we removed the C-clip and now just had to remove the retain-
er and bearing. So, Chris grabs the axle, finds a big slab of granite, and starts to smash the axle splined end into 
it. After 3 or 4 blows it came off. We matched up a bearing that Chris had handy, and with his home-made tool 
started to hammer on/press the bearing into the backing plate. Ready for reassembly, but somehow, we forgot 
to install the outer dust boot which meant slamming that axle against the granite again. Well guess what, those 
splines don’t like that. Now that we have it assembled correctly those splines needed a filing to mesh back into 
the carrier which still had to be tapped with a little persuasion/” hammer time.” We got it tightened up and Suzy 
helped me bleed the brakes before we started to clean the area with kitty litter.

All said and done, this was a good exercise and reminder to know what to have in your tool and parts box, and to 
know your vehicle. We were down for about 3 hours and done right; the first go probably just under 2.
Thankyou Chris and Suzy for the help. Sorry for the unexpected delay.
Cheers E.

PS: Old Blue she’s tried and true, never let me down or stranded. 



Fan Blades and Green Stuff
By Randy Burleson

September Preview — Applegate-Lassen Emigrant Trail
By Chris Collard

On the Wednesday before Trek I was rolling up I-80 towards Trek, with a planned stop at Chris and Suzy’s house 
to program a couple of radios and then a quick trip into Committee Crossing to hand off radios to the winch hill 
crews. I was making good time when I heard/felt a thump from up front, and then everything through the wind-
shield was tinted green and smelling sickly-sweet. Antifreeze. This was not helping my schedule!

I made it to the next exit, coasted off to the side, and popped the hood. The top radiator hose was sliced almost 
cleanly through, and everything was dripping green. Closer inspection showed a chunk of upper fan shroud 
missing, 5 fan blades where there should be 6, a dent in the bottom of the hood, and the errant fan blade itself at 
the back corner of the engine compartment. That particular flex fan blade had flexed its last.

I called up Chris, since I was about a few miles away from his house, and he was willing to spend some of his 
pre-Trek time schlepping me to a parts store. I called Colfax and Auburn parts houses, and eventually tracked 
down a replacement in Auburn. Chevy 350 TBI -- how hard could it be? 

We removed the fan shroud for access and pulled the flex fan to take it with us. The parts store had a close fit 
waiting, and Chris and I grabbed a new hose and a few gallons of green juice, then headed back to the truck. As 
we were bolting it back on, it just didn’t look right... and I noticed that it was a clockwise (CW) fan and not a 
counter-clockwise (CCW) fan. Wish I’d noticed that at the parts counter! I was unable to find a CCW flex fan or 
back-to-stock parts anywhere nearby, so I asked Chris to to take the now-5-blade fan and drill out the rivets to 
the cracked blade and its opposite, leaving me with a 4-blade flex fan in place of what started the day as a 6-blade

flex fan. Taking off the opposite blades left it balanced, but slack on cooling. With the shroud cobbled/taped 
together, the top hose replaced, and coolant/water topped off, I motored the rest of the way to Chris and Suzy’s 
place, then cleaned up. Suzy fed us some yummy tacos, I programmed a radio, and I texted the winch hills and 
main camp to alert them to the change in schedule and plans. Courtesy of diminished cooling, I cancelled the 
trip in to Committee Crossing, and rolled up to Meadow Lake for a much later-than-planned arrival, keeping a 
close eye on engine temperatures all the while. 

The Chevy got me up the hill and back, but I pushed my travels to cooler times of day and took Old US40 instead 
of I-80 to moderate the loads on the cooling system. Summit Racing sent me the correct replacement part and a 
new upper shroud half, and the Chevy is back in shape for the next time my life demands a beater truck.

Many thanks to Chris and Suzy for their patience, assistance, washroom, and tacos!
Fan Blades continued

This month we will be traversing one of the most infamous overland routes in the West, the Applegate-Lassen. 
After the Donor tragedy of 1847, emigrants moving west were looking for a safer way to get to California. The 
Applegate-Lassen, developed by Jessie Applegate and Pete Lassen (independently), received high praise in East-
ern newspapers and being shorter, easier, and with “plentiful grasses for stock.” 



All would be fine for the first wagon train that turned off the California Trail to the Applegate-Lassen. But as 
others followed, water and grasses were quickly exhausted. As the searing days of summer pressed on, oxen and 
their keepers succumbed to deprivation, and the route soon became known as The Death Route.

This will be a three-day trip (Friday-Sunday) and we’ll be covering a lot of ground, so plan on an early departure 
Friday morning so we can take advantage of all the region has to offer. Uncle Willy, a wealth of knowledge on the 
area, will be leading the trip. 

Trip Details
• Trip leader: Uncle Willy
• Departure: September 27, meet at 0700, depart at 0715. We’ll meet Uncle Willy in Gerlach
• Location: McDonalds, I-80 Foresthill exit
• Fuel range: at least 250 mile of off-pavement driving
• Total distance to travel: 600 +/- miles
• Trail difficulty: mild, high-clearance 4wd or SUV is suitable.
• Tools and equipment: you must be self-contained for three days plus reserves
• Weather: could be smokn’ hot or bone-cracking cold; hard to say in the desert.
• Potluck: Plan on a potluck Saturday night. We’ll email a list around.
• Campfire: if everyone brings a handful of firewood we should be good.
• Other: there are several hot springs, so bring a bathing suit.





Saturday, August 24th 7 AM, we threw some camp chairs in the back of the 4Runner and headed towards the 
small community of Lotus on Highway 49. Our destination was Henningsen Lotus Park where we would join 
fellow Cal4Wheel members to celebrate the life of Steve Morris. Pulling into the parking lot, we saw a contingent 
of Cal4 members already unloading trailers, preparing to set up shade structures, as well as prepping the indoor 
Community Center for an epic potluck. On display inside the Center was Steve’s Willys with his Cal4 jacket 
draped on the back.  

Rubicon Trail Foundation showed up with bbq trailer in tow and cooked up some great tri-tip. Folks with 
Jamboree pulled up their trailer and went to work creating huge salads and some very cool table decorations. 
Although I didn’t know him well, I had met Steve a few times and it was pretty awesome to be part of several 
organizations coming together to commemorate an icon in the 4Wheel Drive world. 

In 1959, Steve was a founder of the California Jeep Club Association (now known as the California 4Wheel Drive 
Association), serving as the organization’s first president. Steve served as president from 1959-1961 and had the 
honor of swearing in every subsequent president at the annual Cal4Wheel convention. Although, if you speak to 
those successive presidents, I’m sure they will tell you that the honor was theirs. Steve coached them in the role 
of president and provided continuous support. 2019’s convention was held in Rancho Cordova and Steve regaled 
Saturday night dinner attendees with stories of the “early days” of Cal4. On the way to the first convention din-
ner, Steve and others realized it would be nice to have a door prize. As the infamous story goes, along the drive to 
that first event a screen door was “noticed” and “procured” to serve as the prize. 

HONORING A LEGEND
Steve Morris

June 1930 – July 2019
By Suzy Collard



Steve purchased a Willys CJ2A in 1954 and went to his first Jeepers Jamboree event. Steve went on to attend 65 of 
the last 67 annual Jamborees. Quite a track record! Steve’s love of the Rubicon defined his future roles in orga-
nizations such as Jeepers Jamboree, Rubicon Trail Foundation, the Rubicon Soda Springs Group and continued 
service in the California 4Wheel Drive Association. In 1966, he founded the Lake Tahoe Hi-Lo 4Wheel drive 
club. 

Have you been on the Rubicon? You can thank Steve and 11 others (including Mark Smith, Jeepers Jamboree 
founder), members of the Rubicon Soda Springs Group. Just three days before the U.S. Forest Service was going 
to take over, the Group purchased approximately 240+ acres of land known as Rubicon Soda Springs on the Ru-
bicon Trail. Their purpose was to maintain and preserve the historical area for continued use by outdoor enthu-
siasts. Morris Rock on the Rubicon Trail is named for Steve, as he spent many a year rolling rocks to assist others 
through the obstacle.

Steve dedicated the last 60+ years to keeping the sport of “off-roading” available for future generations. He recog-
nized the importance of working together with land use groups, government agencies and others in a coordinat-
ed effort to keep the trails accessible. He was a behind-the-scenes kind of guy, connecting people and groups to 
work towards a common goal. In recognition of his legacy and tireless devotion, Steve was selected as a member 
of the Off-Road Motorsports Hall of Fame Class of 2019. He will be posthumously inducted at the November 3rd 
ceremony, being held in Las Vegas. 

In recent years, Steve gave up rolling rocks and started giving the annual trail history speech on Saturday morn-
ings of Jamboree. At this year’s event, Steve spoke, ate his lunch (with a sip of Scotch) and stepped into the next 
dimension. Missing his wife Betty, Steve was ready to join her. Rest in peace Steve, your work here will be contin-
ued by the countless people you inspired.




