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Ride Report: SFMC Memorial Ride 
SFMC President Brian Holm  
 

òWhen a nation goes down, or a society 
perishes, one condition may always be found; 
they forgot where they came from. They lost 
sight of what had brought them along.ó - Carl 
Sandburg 
 
On Sunday October 16th the SFMC visited 
four cemeteries in Colma to pay respects to 
and remember eight members of distinction.  
At each site, a small SFMC flag was left behind as a token of our remembrance.  After our ride we visited famous 
Molloyõs and shared a toast, and then enjoyed the hospitality of the Young family.  Following are some of the 
notes that were shared during the ride: 

 

Richard James Pharr ð òUncle Dickieó - Uncle Dickie was a 
member of our club for 55 years, and is one of our strongest and 
longest ties between our clubõs past and present.  Heõs one of only a 
handful of people who have been an officer in four different decades, 
more amazingly he was the Road Captain six times over four different 
decades and 33 years apart.  He was President three times, including 
1983 when you could have assembled a quorum of officers all with the 
last name òPharr.ó 

 

Bob Young Sr. and òBootsó Young - In our 107th year itõs notable that, between the two of them, Bob and 
Boots Young represent a combined total of 107 years of membership in the San Francisco Motorcycle Club. 

 

In the 45 years of his active membership Bob was an officer of the 
club 35 times.  He was President three times, a Director throughout 
the 1940s (except in 1945 when he was President again), and our 
Treasurer from 1961 until 1972 (except 1967 when he was Vice 
President.)  Bob is the only person in our history to be an officer of 
the club in 5 different decades, and Boots is the only woman to hold 
office over a 40-year span.  They married in the club, and their kids 
were Mascots; Bob Jr. was our President last year, his brother Jack is 
an Honorary Member, their grandson Matt is our current Vice 
President, and their great-grandchildren are now Mascots. 

 

William Francis Townley - William Townley was born in San Francisco in 1879, and was elected as our first    
Road Captain on October 25th, 1904.  At 25 years old he was also an accomplished bicyclist and the President of 
the òNew Century Wheelmenó cycling club. 
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Townley worked as a salesman for Leavitt & Bill, who sold bicycles and motorcycles from 
their shop in the 1st floor of the Supreme Court Building at Larkin & McAllister.  He led the 
club on our first official ride, down to Woodside on November 6th 1904, and then the 
second one across the bay on November 20th, and then on a ride to Centerville (now 
Fremont) on December 4th. 
 
A couple of months later, still just 25 years old, Townley was also the first member that we 
lost; he died suddenly of an unknown illness on February 3, 1905.  His only child, his son 
Walter, had been born just the week before.  His distinctive tombstone is a result of his 
membership in the òWoodmen of the Worldó an organization that today still provides burial 
insurance and survivorõs benefits. 

 

P.H. McCarthy - Club history proudly notes that at the time of its most explosive growth 
the Mayor of San Francisco, was a Member.  Patrick Henry McCarthy was born in Ireland on 

St. Patrickõs Day in 1863.  Generally known as P.H. McCarthy and sometimes as "Pinhead" McCarthy, he was a 
labor leader in San Francisco and Mayor of the City from 1910 to 1912.  He apprenticed as a carpenter before 
coming to the United States in 1880. He moved to San 
Francisco in 1886, where he rose through the ranks to 
become president of Carpenters Local 22, and then 
President of the Building Trades Council in 1896. Labor 
unions associated with the SFLC organized the Union-
Labor Party to challenge James Phelan. The ULP's 
candidate, Eugene E. Schmitz, won election in 1901. 
Schmitz' administration, however, was largely controlled 
by Abraham "Abe" Ruef, a political boss who made few 
efforts to conceal the depth of his corruption. Reform 
elements succeeded in bringing about Ruef's conviction and Schmitz' removal from office in 1907.  McCarthy was 
eager to fill this vacancy but lost.  McCarthy ran again, this time successfully, in 1909. As Mayor he installed BTC 
officials throughout his administration, required City employees to become union members, and raised the 
minimum wage for city employees from $2 to $3 per day.  While Mayor and a member of the Club he endorsed an 
unsuccessful plan for the club to build a racing òmotordromeó in Golden Gate Park; subsequently it was built in 
Emeryville. 
 
Lincoln Beachey - Lincoln Beachey was a pioneer American aviator and barnstormer. He became famous and 
wealthy from flying exhibitions, staging aerial stunts, helping invent aerobatics, and setting aviation records.  He 
was known as òThe Man Who Owns the Skyó, and sometimes the òMaster Birdmanó. Beachey was acknowledged 
even by his competitors as "The World's Greatest Aviator". He was "known by sight to hundreds of thousands 
and by name to the whole world."  
 
Beachey was born in San Francisco in 1887. At the age of thirteen, he ran his own bicycle shop, and by fifteen he 
was repairing motorcycles and small engines (for a man named C.C. Hopkins.).  Everyone who knew Beachey said 
that he was fearless.  With the help of fellow member and SFMC founder George Payton, he attached a one-
cylinder engine to a bicycle and rode it down Golden Gate Avenue at 40 mph, he intended to stop at Gough, but 
realized too late that he didnõt have brakes, so he yanked the battery wires and skidded to an ungraceful stop. 
 
In 1905 at the age of 17, Beachey started his career as a dirigible pilot in Thomas Scott Baldwin's balloon troupe. 
Beachey helped build the dirigible "California Arrow" ð powered by a V-Twin Curtiss motorcycle engine.  In the 
fall of 1910 Beachey began flying lessons at the Curtiss Flying School. On his first attempt to solo, he struck his 
planeõs nose straight into the air, stalled, and came down tail first. He walked away from the wreckage unscratched 
as Glenn Curtiss turned his back in disbelief.   The team manager thought Beachey had potential and convinced 
Curtiss to give him another chance.  

 



 

To the chagrin of Curtiss, by the end of 1911, Beachey had become his greatest moneymaker. 

 
After several short-lived retirements Beachey 
returned when his manager had an idea that he 
depicted in a poster: the "Demon of the Sky" 
against the "Daredevil of the Ground." Beachey 
was to race his plane against a racing car driven by 
the popular driver, Barney Oldfield.  The manager 
made sure there was a high fence around the 
exhibition grounds, forcing people to pay if they 
wanted to see the race. Beachey's plane was faster 
than Oldfield's car, but they took turns "winning," 
and crowds flocked to see their daily competitions. 
The pair turned out to be one of the greatest 
outdoor attractions ever known staging shows in 
cities across the country throughout 1914.  
 
It was at the Panama-Pacific International 

Exposition that Beachey made his last flight, demonstrating a maneuver Beachey had not yet presented to the 
public: inverted flight.  He took the plane up in front of a crowd of 50,000 (inside the Fairgrounds, with another 
200,000 on the hills), made a loop, and turned the plane onto its back. He pulled on the controls to pull the plane 
out of its inverted position, where it was slowly sinking. The strain caused both wings to shear off, and the 
fuselage plunged into the water.  His funeral in San Francisco was said to be the largest in the city's history up 
until then.  It is said the calls for news knocked out the cityõs telephone system for two days. 
 
The following is an excerpt from the San Francisco Call, from December 29, 1912, describing one of Beacheyõs race 
exhibitions locally at Tanforan Park, it includes another of our famous members: 

 
òIn his race with Dudley Perkins, who rode a 
motorcycle, Beachey clearly demonstrated that he 
had perfect control of his headless biplane. The 
atmosphere was choppy near the earth, but the 
little Curtiss took the turns as easily and evenly as 
did the terrestrial machine with which it raced. 
Perkins got the very best out of the cycle he drove, 
but at no stage of the race did he gain much of an 
advantage over the aircraft. Almost every time that 
the racers passed the grandstand Beachey swooped 
down upon his adversary, forcing Perkins to sink 
lower over the handle bars. A less daring driver 
would have been unnerved by the proximity of the 
flying propeller of the biplane, but Perkins seemed 
to enjoy the sensation.ó 

 

Charles Clay Hopkins and Laura Hopkins - An unmarked grave is the resting place of Charles Clay Hopkins.  
He preferred to be called òC.C. Hopkinsó, but was known to his peers in the club, and the other old timers who 
came after him, as òDaddyó because, in their words, òHe was the father of us all.ó  He is the truest founder of our 
club, a fact attested to after his death by at least two of his surviving peers and club members A.W. Green and 
Gus Chelini. 
 



 

Hopkins was born June 14th 1859 in Iowa.  At age 17 
he saw his first bicycle, and two years later traveling in 
England saw his first race, in London (1878).  He 
owned the first pneumatic-tire bicycle west of Chicago 
(a 54-inch òColumbia Light Roadsteró.)  It cost him 
$150 in 1885, the equivalent of about $3,500 today.  
He rode that from Ohio to Cheyenne, Wyoming and 
then won the state championship race there; then he 
rode it to Denver where he won again a week later.  
He rode it 150 miles in a single day, on a round trip 
between Denver and Colorado Springs.  Then he rode 
home; to Ohio.  
 
He was, in his words, òstarved out of the printing 
businessó after òThe Great Panic of 1893ó; then he came to California and went into the bicycle business.  He set 
up shop first in Stockton and then in San Jose.  During this time he traveled all over the western states and to 
Hawaii.  His only ever race on a modern òsafetyó (or diamond frame) bicycle was a 15-mile race from Stockton to 
Lodi.  He won, and then capitalized on his victory and sold the bicycle to a spectator.  By 1897 he went to work in 
San Francisco for Thomas H.B. Varney, selling Rambler Bicycles.  In late 1903 Varney got out of the Rambler 
business, pursuing billboard advertising and an electric & steam automobile business (of which Hopkins was a 
shareholder and board member); so Hopkins opened his own Rambler shop at Larkin & McAllister. His shop also 
featured Indian motorcycles. 

 

At age 45, òDaddyó Hopkins was elected as our first 
Treasurer on October 25th, 1904.  He acted as 
organizer, participant, and judge of the earliest racing 
events in San Francisco (including the races at 
Ingleside.)  It was from his shop that James Tormey 
(one of his employees) rescued our original gavel 
during the quake and fire in April 1906.  Hopkins rode 
his òTri-Caró to San Jose to deliver supplies within a 
week of the earthquake.  He organized our first post-
Quake ride just 4 weeks later, and rebuilt his Indian 
shop in San Francisco less than two months later 
(constructing the building in just 10 days.) 
 
He used his printing skills, and publicity experience, to 
promote motorcycling and the Indian, producing 

beautiful, one-of-a-kind local brochures (of which he left us copies.).  He actually had a movie camera document 
the record-setting hill climb (on Fillmore Street) in 1908 (with his employee, and our President, Walter Collins on 
board.)  

 

He was an employer, mentor, or friend to legends like Hap Alzina, Cannonball Baker, Lincoln Beachey, Dudley 
Perkins, and many others ð all of whom are in one or more òHalls of Fameó. 

 

Hopkins was divorced from his first wife in 1897, and a few years later met Laura Emma Small whom he married.  
Miss Small was an avid (and competitive) bicyclist in San Francisco during the late 19th century, and they are buried 
together in the Small family plot.  A smiling Laura Hopkins appears with and without C.C. in nearly every early 
photo of the clubõs rides. 

  

  



 

òNepotism? I Say Nay, Nayó 
 A Presidents Brother Gets Voted In 

Yes, I am Brianõs oldest brother. Following him into the SFMC is probably the only time in my life where I 
followed him anywhere. I couldnõt be happier! Brian was the baby in our family, and we moved a lot as kids. My 

two brothers were also my best friends while growing 
up. They still are. When we were little, I felt 
responsible to look after Brian. Now, it feels like heõs 
doing that for me. I couldnõt love anyone more than I 
love my brother. 

I visited the SFMC clubhouse with Brian many times 
over the last 10-12 years as a guest. I always thought it 
would be wonderful to join the club, become part of 
the family and contribute to its history. However, it 
never seemed possible, because the right opportunity 
to live and work nearby didnõt materialize. It was a 
real shame, because the Bay Area is my favorite place 
to live in the whole world. 

When I graduated from college I had this notion that 
I would remain employed with one company, and live 
in the same city, until I retired. We moved a lot as 

kids, and staying put sounded like a good idea. I was way off on that notion. Iõve travelled often during the course 
of my life. 

I graduated from UCLA with a degree in Chemical Engineering, and my first job was at a Chevron refinery in 
southern California. I loved that job, but left after almost 8 years and moved to Mukilteo, WA (and then later to 
Whidbey Island, WA). I worked for Scott Paper for a little over 5 years, got laid off, and then was hired by Jacobs 
Engineering to work at the same place for another six years. 

My daughter, Sabina, was born while we lived in Washington. Sheõs twenty years old now, and a student at the 
University of Durham in northern England. I love her dearly, and miss her very much. I hear from her frequently, 
but only get to spend time with her once or twice a year, if Iõm lucky. Sheõs spending her summer this year in Sri 
Lanka on a school project, which is a terrific experience for her, but it also means I wonõt get to see her. She 
graduates with her bachelorõs degree next year, and Iõm hoping to be with her for that. 

About 11 years ago, my wife and I decided to sell 
everything, get a leave of absence from my job 
and embark on a 6 month trip around the world. 
The three of us lived out of backpacks and cheap 
hotels travelling through Thailand, Australia, 
India, Cambodia, Laos and Viet Nam. We spent 
a whole month living at an ashram in Kerala, 
India. Iõve got lots of stories about those places. 
The trip was a life-changing experience in many 
wayséwe got divorced in the year following that 
trip.  

Afterwards, I returned to the Jacobs office near 
Portland, OR and worked as a Project Manager 
for five years. I travelled a lot for business during 
this stint; I once figured out that I only spent a total of 8 months at home during the entire five years. I spent the 
better part of two of those years working on a Solar Cell factory built in the Philippines. My best friend, Monica, 
came with me on that job. The first year was difficult and required long hours on the job site and a really 
miserable commute from Manila, but during the second year we were able to take some time off and visit 
Singapore, Malaysia, Indonesia, Australia, Thailand and New Zealand. It was a pretty incredible experience.  

Afterwards, I changed employers and took a job with a specialty process equipment manufacturer in Los Angeles. 


