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OFFICIAL PUBLICATION 

OF THE MUNICIPAL MOTORCYCLE OFFICERS OF CALIFORNIA 

September 2019 

 The  

 Siren 
 

From the  Porch  of The President 

Doug Wayne  -  OPD  -  Retired  

This last July I met Cliff Heanes, our Quarter-
master, at MMOC’s storage locker in San Lo-
renzo.  I had never been there and wanted to 
see, firsthand, exactly what was inside so we 
might be able to purge everything and do 
away with that $1800 annual storage fee.  
Although, aŌer seeing everything crammed 
in that locker, which included forty-four box-
es of old files, instantaneously zapping my 
enthusiasm, I came across a GOLD MINE!  As 
I moved this 75 lb. box, I felt the need to find 
out why we were keeping a box of cement.  
To my amazement I found  it contained many 
yearbooks, including the original, “Official 
Relief Annual 1930” from the “California Mu-
nicipal and County Motorcycle Officers Asso-
ciaƟon.”  Ironically, not a week before, I had  

solicited some historical background as to 
MMOC’s origins from both Gene Gray and 
Dennis Brown.  Unbeknownst to me, that in-
formaƟon would be right in front of me in 
this 1930 book.  Thomas LoŌhouse, MMOC’s 
first president, spelled out everything I need-
ed to know.  Everything I had previously seen 
or been told indicated we were founded in 
1928.  President LoŌhouse wrote in this first 
annual yearbook, MMOC was founded in Los 
Angeles on January 23, 1930.  In 1930, the 
iniƟal year, MMOC had four-hundred seventy
-seven members, which is over one-hundred 
more than of our current membership.  
Please see President LoŌhouse’s original 
message to the members later in this issue 
and also “The ObjecƟves of the Municipal  
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Motorcycle Officers of California” from the 
1965 yearbook.  For those of you aƩending 
the annual convenƟon I will have these year-
books, as well as the others, for your perusal. 

ConƟnuing with this historical comparison 
theme, at the zenith of our organizaƟon, circa 
50’s - 80’s, membership exceeded two-
thousand.  Today, we have three-hundred 
fiŌy members. Over the years we have had 
many MMOC sponsored events; Annual 
Christmas Party, Day at the Races (horses, not 
NASCAR), Campouts, Day on the Bay, BBQ’s .  
Now we are leŌ with the Cioppino Feed, the 
Annual Ride and the Annual ConvenƟon.  The 
Cioppino Feed, by far, is the largest aƩended 
event of the remaining three, geƫng be-
tween eighty to one-hundred fiŌy people an-
nually.  However, less than half of the 
aƩendees are actual MMOC members.  This 
year’s Annual ride had a total of eight parƟci-
pants and the annual convenƟon has had less 
than thirty aƩendees for many, many years. 

Now, I do not know what the financials were 
back in the day (and is really not germane to 
the discussion), but I do know what they are 
at the present.   Up unƟl the last nine years, 
and daƟng back as far as anyone can remem-
ber, MMOC used professional fundraisers.  
We also hired those annoying telephone so-
licitors, working out of our office, to raise 
funds in MMOC’s name.  The last profession-
al fundraiser we parted ways with was found 
to be less than honorable in his dealings, 
which is why we parted ways.  Since then, the  

Board of Directors has chosen not to retain 
the services of any professional fundraiser. 
Personally, I have an ethical problem hiring a 
professional fundraiser to solicit funds for our 
organizaƟon’s three remaining events with 
our only charitable endeavor, a  $1000 dona-
Ɵon to the annual “Every 15 Minutes” cam-
paign.  With the majority of us being reƟred 
most, if not all, of the MMOC’s objecƟves 
listed in the 1965 yearbook are a thing of the 
past. We are leŌ to be a “social” organizaƟon.  
I’m not saying that is a bad thing, but I am 
saying I have a problem asking people out-
side our organizaƟon to donate to MMOC. 

So, why do I bring all this up?  I bring it up be-
cause we, as an organizaƟon, have to decide 
how long we want to exist and what direcƟon 
to which we want to proceed.  These are the 
issues we will discuss at the upcoming con-
venƟon.  In the Jan 2020 Siren issue I will  
pass on any feedback or decisions we make 
regarding these issues.  If you’d like to con-
tact me direct, please send me an email at 
dwayne@mmoc.org or leave a message at 
(707) 948-MMOC (6662) and I will get back to 
within a day or two. 

The Humor Corner 

Speeding? 
 A police officer pulls this guy over for 
speeding and told him that his eyes were blood-
shot, and asked him if he’d been drinking.   
The guy said, “Your eyes are glazed, have 
you been eaƟng donuts?” 
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The 26th Annual Ride – A New Beginning  

As of this wriƟng, we (all 8 of us) just finished 
the 26th Annual Ride.  This year, Director Ed 
“Dewey” Pressnell coordinated the ride.  This 
was his first as coordinator, following Dennis 
Brown’s stepping away from those coordi-
naƟng duƟes.  With the excepƟon of Baron 
Laetzsch, we all met Sunday aŌernoon in Gil-
roy.  As Dewey and I were unloading the 
bikes a very strange sight appeared in the 
parking lot.  I heard a quiet purr approaching 
and then there it was, a stark shiny black Por-
sche 911 pulling up with none other than 
HOS, Dennis Brown.  I was pleasantly sur-
prised to see he was accompanied by his 
lovely wife, Rhoda, so only half of me was 
bummed out.  Shortly thereaŌer we saw  
Steve Armbruster (Bakersfield PD), who rode 
down from Oregon, as well as Cliff Rezentes 
(AnƟoch PD) and Kent Dalrymple (SFPD). 

The “new” format for this year’s ride was to 
have everyone choose their riding groups, 
preferably 4 or 5 riders, and take off at their 
own Ɵme and pace to meet up later at the 
next hotel.  As it turned out, that wasn’t nec-
essary since our numbers were so small.  We 
all (except for the Brown’s) rode together.   
Our second night was in Atascadero, where 
Baron Laetzsch (LAPD) was awaiƟng.  He rode 
from Show Low, AZ.  If you’d like a recom-
mendaƟon for a very nice hotel in Atas-
cadero, I’d have to say our hotel, SpringHill 
Suites, would be a good choice.  The rooms  

were fantasƟc, as well as the accommoda-
Ɵons.  The only caveat is for those who like to 
imbibe in the spirits while at the bar.  Have 
your credit card at the ready.  Those prices 
were a bit steep, unless you’re used to big 
city taverns. 

The next day, enroute to Simi Valley, we en-
countered some darn good riding on SR-166 
& SR-33 through the Transverse Ranges. Our 
first stop, and always a must for me when on 
SR-166, was the Santa Barbara Pistachio 
Company.   As we relaxed outside in the 
shade, eaƟng pistachios, we soon realized 
that we really didn’t have a “chase vehicle” 
as that black shiny Porsche 911 sped away, 
not to be seen again unƟl we got to our Simi 
Valley hotel.  In all    
honesty, we didn’t need 
a “chase-vehicle” and 
who could blame Dennis 
for wanƟng to challenge 
himself on those great 
roads at the pace he 
was going for, instead of 
going slowly behind   
those darn BMW and Triumph motorcycles. 

A full day in Simi Valley allowed all of us to 
take in the Ronald W. Reagan Library, which 
was amazing!  It also allowed some of us, 
okay me, to rush over to the Harley dealer 
and get a new rear Ɵre replacement.  Cheap 
screw that I am I thought I could scratch out 
another 500-700 miles before I got back to  
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Minden. However, aŌer Cliff pointed out the 
Ɵre’s baldness, I thought beƩer as I knew I 
was going to have to ride that HD at a break-
neck pace just to keep up with Dalrymple’s 
BMW.  Good choice on my part.  Thanks Cliff! 

The last two days were spent in Victorville.  
My goodness has that place grown.  My only 
past encounters in Victorville were as I 
passed through the outskirts on SR-395 going 
to or from the SoCal area.  As we got into Vic-
torville proper, I realized this was a much 
larger city than my iniƟal assessment.  The 
populaƟon must be close to 150,000 people.  
Before our Friday ride we got to join the 
Ridgecrest rock-and-roll fesƟval as we experi-
enced a 4.7 earthquake.  Of course, for us 
1989 Loma Prieta Bay Area earthquake veter-
ans, that was no more than a good bout of 
flatulence!  AŌer our very nice 
breakfast at the Belgian Waffle 
House in Lake Arrowhead Vil-
lage, our “not-so-chase-
vehicle” once again leŌ us to 
our own devices. 

Saturday morning, we were off 
early to beat the 104        heat, as we all headed 
home.  Some went north, some east, and 
some went west but we all leŌ with some 
good stories knowing we had a great week of 
riding and camaraderie.  I’d like to thank 
Dewey for doing a great job planning this 
ride, from the fantasƟc roads, sights, excur-
sions, to the nice hotels.  I even think Dennis 
approved, which AIN’T easy to do! 

As Dewey would say, Fino al prossimo anno!     
(In Oregon) 

Doug Wayne 

P.S. I later heard I wasn’t the only recipient of 
the LOM Award (given to me many Ɵmes by 
my old motor squad partner) as one of the 
others, who shall remain nameless, also had 
to stop, prior to making it home, to get a new 
Ɵre.  (LOM = Lack of Maintenance) 

Upcoming MMOC Events 

Cioppino Feed 
San Jose POA Hall 

Saturday, 21 March 2020  
(see flyer in this  issue) 

2019 “Every 15 Minutes” Awardees 

Quincy High School—$500 
Canyon High School—$500 

 

The Humor Corner 

Password 
I was in a couple’s home to fix their 

internet connecƟon.  The husband called to 
his wife in the other room for the comput-
er password.  “Start” with a capital S, then 
“123”, she shouted back. 

We tried S123 several Ɵmes, but it 
didn’t work.  So, we called the wife in.  As 
she input the password she muƩered, “I 
really don’t know what’s so difficult about 
typing Start 123.” 
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Reprinted from the “Official Relief Annual 1930” of the “California Municipal and County Motorcycle Officers AssociaƟon.”   
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Final page Thos. F. LoŌhouse arƟcle Reprinted from the 1965 MMOC Siren Yearbook 
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 Ernest Miller Hovard 

“Ernie” 
  

 
Joined MMOC—1949 

Past President MMOC — 1959 

Ernie Hovard, age 95, passed away peacefully at his home in Pasadena. Born and raised in Pasade-
na, Ernie was the son of Martha and Richard Hovard, and one of five brothers.   

Ernie was a lifelong resident of  Pasadena.  

AŌer aƩending Muir High School and Pasadena Junior College, Ernie served in the US Coast  
Guard during World War II.   

In 1946, at the age of 22, Ernie joined the Pasadena Police Department.  Soon aŌer, Ernie  
would become a proud member of the Elite Pasadena Police Department Motorcycle  Squad.          
Ernie reƟred as a Sergeant aŌer 32 years of dedicated service.   

Ernie was president of the Municipal Motorcycle Officers of California from 1959-1960.  Ernie  
was a 70 year member, the longest in the MMOC's history.    

While Ernie was a student, he sailed with his science class to Santa Cruz Island, part of the Channel                      
Islands.  That trip would spark a lifelong interest in Indian arƟfact collecƟng.  Ernie was also an avid 
collector of Western arƟfacts and was an acƟve member of The Westerners, once serving 
as Sheriff in 1969.  Ernie was also a member of The Clampers, an organizaƟon dedicated                   
 to the  preservaƟon of the heritage of the American West.  

Ernie married his lovely bride, Patricia Ann Callahan, on May 2nd, 1948.  Ernie and Pat raised  
their four children in Pasadena.  Together they loved to go on cruises and spend Ɵme at their          
beach house in Oxnard.  

Ernie was predeceased in death by his wife, Pat, and his two children,  Danny and Karen.  Ernie is 
survived by his two daughters,  Connie Hagen (Dan) and Julie Lachner. Ernie is also survived by his 
seven grandchildren. 

For those of you who knew and lover Ernie,  you will remember him saying, “I never had a bad 
day.” 

What a fabulous way to live your life.  May Ernie’s memory be eternal. 

Reprinted Obituary 
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(Reprinted obituary) 

John Palumbo, reƟred marine sergeant (1948-1952) and police sergeant 
from Alhambra (1956-1968), passed away May 31, 2019 at his home in 
West Covina, California.  He was 90 years old suffering from congesƟve 
heart failure and COPD, but mostly from a broken heart when he lost his 
wife Peggy of 67 years in February 2018. He was also preceded in death by 
his son Bradford Palumbo who passed away on September 11, 1994, taking 
another piece of his heart. 

  

He is survived by his son Michael Palumbo of Mexico City and his wife Nan-
cy, his daughter, Donna Curry of San Dimas, California, 7 grandsons 
(Jonathan, Daniel and his wife Susie, Lucas and his wife Laura, MaƩhew, Ja-
son, Josiah and Joshua), 3 granddaughters (Rachel, Jordan and her husband 
Gabriel, and Elisa) 3 great granddaughters (Francesca, Isabella, and Aria) 
and 1 great grandson Michael, and one on the way along with many nieces, 
nephews, and great nieces and nephews. 

 

He was a lover of dogs, Fox News, President Donald Trump, President 
Ronald Regan, Frank Sinatra and all things containing sugar.  But mostly he 
loved his family with a fierce, unwavering love.  He was the best dad and 
grandpa all of us could have asked for.  May he rest in the arms of Jesus 
now. 

 

 

John Palumbo 

October 15, 1928 

May 31, 2019 

Joined MMOC—1965 
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(Reprinted obituary) 

 

Ronald Troy SƟmson was born on September 25, 1942 and passed away peaceful-
ly at 76 years old on May 10, 2019. 

Ron was a resident of the Sacramento area for 46 years  He served with the Unit-
ed States Air Force for four years.   

Ron joined the California Highway Patrol on October 10, 1967 and reƟred as a 
Motor Sergeant aŌer 28 years.  Ron also served with the Sacramento County 
Sheriff’s Department as a     Sheriff’s Deputy for 10 years. 

Ron joined the Municipal Motorcycle Officers of California in 2009.  He was a life-
Ɵme member of the Elks and was a member of the CAL-TEX Riders.  His hobbies 
included golfing, restoring old cars, and motorcycle riding.   

Ron is survived by his wife Diedra (DeeDee), sons Troy and Brandon, grandchil-
dren Michael , Jake, Brandon, and Ashlyn. 

Ronald Troy SƟmson 

September 25, 1942 

May 10, 2019 

Joined MMOC 

10-6-2009 
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Neil F. (Stoneface) McCarthy 

June 14, 1929 

July 18, 2019 

Joined MMOC—1979 

 

Neil F. (Stoneface) McCarthy  was born in North Hollywood Ca.  Neil passed away at his 
home in Port Hueneme, CA. He aƩended Burbank High School, graduaƟng in 1948.  

Neil served in the Army as a Sergeant during the Korean Conflict. Upon returning from 
Korea he began his 30 year career with the Burbank Police Department. His Ɵme as a 
motor officer was his most cherished. 

Neil is survived by his daughters Kathy Schnitzius, Gayle De Caro, ChrisƟne Marquis, his 
brother Jack McCarthy and sister Darlene Brown. In addiƟon Neil has 10 grandchildren 
and 20 great grandchildren. Neil InsƟlled many values in those he was surrounded by 
and loved, including hard work, tenacity and humility.  

He will be missed by many.  


