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 Events Coming Up Around the Corner!

Annual NWSOC Meeting
Sun., May 20  |  10 a.m.–2 p.m.
Griot’s Garage, Tacoma

www.nwsoc.org  Northwest SAAB Owners Club

Raindrop TSD Rally 
Whidbey Island
Sun., April 29  |  Starts at 10:30
Mt. Vernon, WA

Olympus Rally
May 19–20
Near Shelton, WA

Freedom Fair Wings & Wheels
Fri.–Sat., June 30–July 1  |  10 a.m.–7 p.m. 
Gig Harbor Airport

Portland Vintage Racing 
Festival
Jul 26–29
Portland 
International 
Raceway

See next page for event details

Three Wheels, SAAB Power and ’70s Cool
Custom-built SAAB-powered trike is resurrected 43 years after its tranny is trashed
By Dan Morley; photos by Dan Morley unless otherwise credited

Several years ago I acquired a custom-
built, one-of-a-kind, chopper-style 

motorcycle trike powered by a SAAB GT850 
three-cylinder, two-stroke engine with a 
four-speed SAAB gearbox. It was a “barn 
find,” having sat in a shed for 43 years, until 
Ray Kopczynski and I retrieved it. 

It all started in 2006, when Al Fosdal, who 
built the trike in 1972, advertised a two-
stroke 96 for sale. Ray and Jack Ashcraft 
went to see the car and were shown 
the trike, which at this point had been 
sitting in a shed for around 43 years and 
had the gearbox removed. Sometime 
later, Al dropped in on Jack at his shop in 
Medford, OR; he had a severely damaged 
SAAB gearbox in his truck. Soon after, the 
following email from Jack arrived in Ray’s 
inbox: Continued on page  4

Dan poses on his newly resurrected SAAB-powered trike. Keep an eye out for “Easy 
Triker” (with a happy ending), in theaters soon. (Photo: Jon Kjaerulff)
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Upcoming Event Details

Annual NWSOC Meeting
Sun., May 20, 10 a.m.–2 p.m.
Griot’s Garage: 3333 S 38th St, Tacoma, 98409

Schedule: 
10–11 a.m.: Tire kicking in the front lot; a 
great time to chat with members and show off 
what you’ve done to your SAAB as of late 
11 a.m.–12 p.m.: Product demos 
12–12:30 p.m.: Lunch 
12:30–2 p.m.: Annual business meeting

Raindrop Time-Speed-Distance Rally – Whidbey Isl.
Sun., April 29, starts at 10:30
Starts in Mt. Vernon. A leisurely paced touring time-speed-distance 
event with fine driving roads, minimum traffic, and wonderful 
scenery. The rally is geared toward the novice entrant, with no traps 
and mileages for every instruction, but precise timekeeping will 
still be required to score well. Approximately 145 miles long on all-
paved roads suitable for any automobile. Tons of fun for a SAAB 
lover behind the wheel and a math lover to navigate! 

www.rainierautosports.com/events/2018/raindrop/default.htm

Olympus Rally
May 19–20
Near Shelton, WA

www.olympusrally.com

Wings & Wheels
Fri.–Sat., June 30–July 1  |  10 a.m.–7 p.m.  
Gig Harbor Airport: 1202 26th Ave NW, Gig Harbor, 98335

(More info to come soon)

http://www.freedomfair.com/schedule/

Portland Vintage 
Racing Festival
Jul. 26–29
Portland Int’l Raceway

1940 N Victory Blvd, Portland, OR 97217

We go every year. Why? Fantastic vintage racing, open pits, your 
fellow SAAB friends, tons of fun! We convene in the infield car club 
corrals, where you can show off your vintage or collectible SAAB 
amongst scores of other cool cars.

svra.com/events/2018-portland-vintage-racing-festival
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Lake Washington Cars & Coffee
Every Sunday, 10 a.m. (year-round, rain or shine)
We are going into our 3rd year and have had a great 
turnout recently. Hopefully we see some more SAABs 
soon! I bring my 9-3 Viggen half the time. —Peter Kamb

Madrona Park, Seattle (just north of Leschi, on Lake 
Washington): 853 Lake Washington Blvd, Seattle, 98122

www.instagram.com/lakewashingtoncarsandcoffee

Recurring Events for Folks Who Love Cars
If you love SAABs, chances are good you love cars, period. Here are 
a couple informal events in Western Washington that make a good 
destination for a weekend drive in your favorite SAAB. 

Griot’s Caffeine & Gasoline
First Saturday of every month, 8 a.m.
Griot’s says: Each month has a different theme but all 
kinds of cars are welcome. We get up early and brew 
the coffee and set out donuts, you cruise in to our 
Tacoma Flagship Retail Store with your favorite ride 
and hang out.

www.griotsgarage.com/category/caffeine+gasoline.do

A Question of Values

I’m writing this on the eve of what 
I hope to be the second day of 

convertible weather this year. With luck, I’ll be able to 
do a little top-down cruising to and from work tomorrow. 
OK, given the I-5 Tacoma to Seattle traffic, the concept 
of “cruising” is probably a little ambitious. My drive will 
probably more closely resemble the stuttering, moaning, 
pushing, shoving, and occasional stampeding of the 
Chisolm Trail. But at least I’ll have a nice comfortable seat, 
a hot cup of coffee and fresh air—things the cowboys 
probably often found in short supply.

I’ve had one previous top-down day this year. I think it 
was in February, maybe March. One of those late-winter 
days we seem to get every year where, for a few happy 
hours, the sun comes up and the temperature peeps its head 
just above the sixty-degree mark. I love those days. They 
remind us that nice days do happen and we will see them 
again. Someday. Days like that give us hope and the courage 
to look forward to Summer. Or even Spring, if it isn’t rainy. 

I love driving my convertible. I love driving it with the top 
up, as well as folded. The SAAB 900 is one of the very few 
convertibles that looks just as good with the top up as it does 
with it down. And I don’t just say that because I own one. I 
own one because I think like that. I also think there’s a certain 
unappreciated chic in driving with the top up, an understated 
savoir faire, but that’s a topic for another column. I love 
driving all my SAABs, but on a warm sunny day, or even a 
day that has aspirations of becoming one, I love driving al 
fresco. Removing the roof removes a barrier between you 
and the rest of the world. Closer to nature? Maybe not so 

much while toodling through Federal Way, but certainly 
closer to the world around you.

In an enclosed car, even one with a sunroof, your world 
view is limited to about 25 degrees above the horizon, more 
if you lower your seat or crane your head forward and look 
up. That’s really all you need, and when it’s cold out or the 
weather is bad, you’re glad for a solid roof above your 
head. With the top up you’re in your own little pod, able to 
focus on driving, pay attention to the instruments, and keep 
your eyes on the road. In other words, all the things they 
taught you to do in Driver’s Ed. class, if you took it. But with 
the top down…you’re part of the world again. Oh, look, the 
sky! Look how big it is, and all around us. Dropping the top 
doesn’t just give you headroom, it gives you elbow room. 

With the top up, other drivers see you as just another 
space-taker and contributor to and cause of congestion. 
When they see you with the top down, those same quiet 
desperate souls sigh and wish they could only be so cool. 
They look at you the way all men look at Steve McQueen. 
Women, too. Most won’t admit it, but they do. “If only I could 
have a car like that,” they murmur in their secret inner voices. 
Even people who don’t know what kind of car they drive 
appreciate cars with their tops down. 

I am especially looking forward to tomorrow because 
there was a time last Fall when I was afraid my convertible’s 
days were done, and she may have enjoyed her last winding 
road. I was in a fender-bender on the first rainy day after 
a long, hot dry summer. I should have known better, having 
done time in Los Angeles. The oil in the roadway rises to 
the surface and just waits for the opportunity of a wet day 
to make the surface slippery. I was southbound on Aurora 
Avenue, overlooking Lake Union. Traffic was moving nicely. 
And then it wasn’t. I saw the cars slowing down ahead of me. 
Quickly. I slammed on the brakes, and they worked. Too well. 
All four locked up and I was sliding. In ten more feet I would 
have come to a stop. But the car in front of me was about 
five feet too close. The impact wasn’t bad. There was very 
little damage to the other driver’s 

Jon’s Notepad
By Jon Kjaerulff

Continued on page  4

Photo: Hans Adomeit
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“Remember Al Fosdal, the dude in 
Central Point with the two-stroke engine 
and trans in a trike? Well, Al shows up 
here at the house a week or so ago with 
the transmission from that critter, in 
the back of his truck. It is messed up big 
time. Seems he loaned the trike to some 
weenie in LaLaLand, who let a couple of 
idiot kids drive it. Of course, with hats on 

Dan and seller/builder Al Fosdal load up his 
new ride. It eventually fit in the van, after 
removing the fenders and wheels.

SAAB Trike (cont.) backwards, they figured it would be really neat to try for wheelies with the 
damned thing. So—and I’m guessing on this part—they revved the popcorn 
popper to about six grand and dumped the clutch. NOT a good idea…

“That little bit of superlative driving ripped the cast iron differential assembly 
right in half, tore out the cast aluminum differential bearing mount and blew 
that whole assembly right out the side of the transmission case. Then—and 
I know you’ll love this—the kids told the owner, ‘Dunno – it just broke...’”

Not much took place between 
2006 and 2014, except for word 
slowly getting out that the 
trike existed. I realized I likely 
wasn’t the only one interested, 
and though my wife and I 
were building a new home and 
preparing to move in, I’d better 
try to buy it before someone 
else did. So I called and made 
what I considered a reasonable 
offer, but was promptly told I 
wasn’t even close. Okay, well, I 
tried, but my offer was the best 
I could do, so I brushed aside 
any hopes of ever owning a 
custom SAAB-powered trike. 

Rode hard and put away wrecked. Spectacular 
gearbox failure was never addressed, and thus 
began the trike’s decades-long slumber.

Continued on page  5

car. But since I was locked-up and sliding, my car nosedived 
and the bumper went into submarine mode. My grill and 
headlights made hard contact with the back end of the car 
in front of me. I’d say “bumper,” but it was too new a car to 
have one. Just a mass of black plastic.

I was OK, the other drive was OK. But in the words of 
Marcellus Wallace, my SAAB was pretty far from OK. The 
shattered headlights, the broken plastic bits, and the steady 
stream of coolant draining shimmering onto the wet shoulder. 

AAA towed her to ScanWest, where Craig took a quick 
look at what I had regarded as a fatal injury, and said 
something along the lines of, “No problem. No Structural 
damage. Easy Fix. Been there. Done that.” 

The world started turning again. My heart started 
beating. There was joy in Mudville. Not fatal, just a flesh 
wound? Then I called my insurance company. You can 
probably imagine the rest. “A 1994 car?” “You’re going to 
need to have it towed to our facility where we are going to 
total it.” “It’s not worth anywhere near what the repairs are 
going to cost.” 

Thus began a lesson in values, but not the kind they used 
to teach in school when I was a kid. I was reminded that not 
everyone values things the way we do. To most people, cars 

are valued in terms of utility and cupholders, dollars and 
cents, not passion and experiences. To the insurance company, 
it was just another broken appliance which would cost more to 
fix than their electronic guidebook said was acceptable. Boom. 
Guilty. Take her down. Next case. But my car was deserved 
another hearing. My values said she was worth it. I was in 
good standing with my insurance company, I thought. I paid my 
premiums on time, and dammit, I wanted my car fixed. I didn’t 
want a salvage check—I wanted my car back. 

And I got it. The rest of the story could go on for quite a 
while but our good editor Hans has me on a word count, which 
I have already exceeded. The short version of the rest of the 
story is that I hired a classic car appraiser who took the battle 
to the soulless car insurance ghouls. He researched the market 
and worked with me to establish my car’s value based on recent 
nationwide sales. And in the end, he clearly established that my 
car was worth sufficiently more than the cost of ScanWest fixing 
her up and getting her back on the road. In other words, we 
stuck to our values, and in doing so established value.

And I got my car back. And I get to drive it to work 
tomorrow.

I hope to see you at our upcoming Annual Meeting May 
20th at Griot’s. If not, I’ll see you down the road.

With drive,
Jon

A Question of  Values (cont.)
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But not for long. A few months later, 
Ray got an email from Al: the trike was 
still for sale, for the price I had offered. 
I’d already done my homework, seen 
lots of pictures, and even tracked down 
a copy of the 1974 issue of Special 
Choppers magazine with a three-page 
feature on the trike. There was again 
hope that I could buy it. So I didn’t waste 
any time getting ahold of Al and letting 
him know I still wanted the trike. The 
next weekend I headed to Ray’s place 
in Albany, OR, and together we went 
to collect the trike at Al’s, near Grants 
Pass. Everything was as described, 
and, after removing the rear wheels 
and fenders in order to get the trike in 
the van, we were soon headed for John 
Collins’ place. He wanted to see the trike 
and the broken gearbox, after which 
he declared that he’d never seen such 
damage done to a SAAB transmission.

Custom Trike? SAAB Engine? 
What??
So just what is a custom SAAB trike? 
The frame is custom built and uses 
Harley Sportster front forks with a 
6-inch extension and an 8-inch riser on 
the handlebars. No front brake. The 
GT850 engine (confirmed to be from 
a ’63 or ’64) has been ported, and the 
cylinder head has several modifications 
to change the flow of coolant. The bell 
housing has been modified to allow the 
motor to be rotated so it sits straight 
(whereas in the car it sits at an angle). 
The transmission has four speeds, plus 
reverse. Gear changing is accomplished 
with the left hand via a gated “suicide 
shifter” near the end of the fuel tank; 
there’s a foot-operated clutch. The fuel 
tank had a tunnel on the bottom that 
would have been used if the tank was 
to have sat over the frame rails. In this 
case the tank sits on top of the frame, 
and the tunnel has been covered over 
and an extra fill cap fitted; the tunnel is 
now used as a tank for the two-stroke 
oil. A custom-made intake manifold sits 

SAAB Trike (cont.) behind a two-barrel Rochester carb from a 
Chevy Vega. A clever chrome-plated cylinder 
just below the intake manifold is actually a 
tool kit: depress a catch pin on each end and 
part of the side comes off, revealing a half 
dozen wrenches rolled up in a vintage shop 
rag.

The gearbox is a rebuilt unit that had been 
sitting on a shelf for 15 or so years, originally 
destined to go in a 96. But before that 
happened, the car took a direct hit from a 
huge fir tree that came down in a storm. 
When the differential in the original gearbox 
exploded, the custom bellhousing 
held up pretty well but was not 
unscathed: there were three cracks, 
requiring welding. Had it sustained 
much more damage, I likely would 
have passed on buying the trike.

There is no differential in the rear 
axle housing; the SAAB differential 
performs the task. (There’s a battery 
box where the differential would 
normally be.) Now here’s where 
things get interesting. The trike is 
chain driven: both inner drivers of the SAAB gearbox have been modified, 
and sprockets have been added. Two chains transfer power to sprockets 
mounted to the axles, which are independent of each other (so the trike’s 
rear wheels can turn at different speeds when cornering). Also, because the 
sprockets are all the same size, the drive ratio is unchanged. The rear mount 
on the gearbox rear cover has been machined off and a steel plate bolted on 
using the cover bolts. The four corners of the plate, which has now become the 

rear mount, have holes to accommodate large bolts that can be used to move 
the entire powertrain forward or back to set the proper amount of slack on the 
drive chains; the front motor mounts are slotted to allow for this movement.

Because I was doing a preservation-class restoration, I’d hoped to find 
reproduction tires with raised white letters that match the rear tires shown 
in the Special Choppers article. No luck on a repro 

The builder of the trike added gears (left) to modified inner drivers. Chromed covers 
(right) hide the chains that transfer power back to separate rear axles.

Clever chromed tube for tools; Monte 
Carlo 850 badge is a (subtle) SAAB clue 
on the trike.

Continued on page  6

An old familiar “lump” in an 
unusual spot, and driving rear 
wheels!
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Swede-Lit: 
A Man Called Ove
Oregon-based SAABer Rick Hammond recently 
sent along the following brief book review: 

Recommended reading for all SAAB lovers is 
A Man Called Ove, by Swedish author Fredrik 
Backman. Don’t ask me how to pronounce “Ove”; 
I googled it and found too many choices. Ove is 
an elderly curmudgeon. Okay, he’s an ass, but a 
very principled ass. He’s driven nothing but SAABs 
his whole life. His best friend—and later, worst 
enemy—is Rune, who drove only Volvos. Until he 
bought a BMW, at which point he and Ove became 
even more bitter foes. It is hilarious at times, and 
very sad at other times.

[A movie version was released in 2015. It is the third 
most-watched film in Sweden and was nominated 
for two Grammy awards, including Best Foreign 
Language Film and Best Makeup and Styling. 
Presumably, both the film and the make-up and 
styling were exceptionally well done; however, the 
film won neither award. But don’t let that stop you 
from watching it, or reading the book. —Ed.]

tire, but I had recently 
watched a TV program 
where a startup 
company, tirestickers.
com, was making 
custom letters that you 
glue to your tires, or you 
can buy tires from them 
and they glue the letters 
on. So the “DAYTONA 
SPORT 60” tires look 
just like the 45-year-
old original tires, yet 
they’re brand new.

One small problem that ended up being a large problem, 
in the end had a simple solution. One of the amber front 
turn lenses was missing, but the remaining one had no 
manufacture’s ID on it and neither did the base. I searched 
the Internet with no luck, and I had several friends who 
went to automotive swap meets look unsuccessfully 
for over a year. Then, around the time we were thinking 
about starting the trike, I had an idea. My son, Quinn, 
has a 3D printer, and I asked him if he could print a 
replacement lens. He said that while he couldn’t replicate 
the translucency of the original, he could come close on 
the color, and printing the same shape was no problem. 
He printed a pair of lenses, plus a spare. They turned 
out pretty well, and I’m glad that we could maintain the 

original configuration of 
the lights. (I’ll hang onto 
the one original lens, in 
case we eventually find 
another.)

Because I have limited 
two-stroke experience, I 
recruited Sean Tennis to 
help prepare the engine 
for start-up after it had sat 
for 43 years, and my friend 
Tony Grillo stepped up to sort out the wiring.

So, on a nice Saturday last August, Sean came by to help 
start her up. The gravity flow fuel from the gas tank fed 
the Rochester carb sitting on the custom-built intake, and 
soon enough, exhaust was pulsing through the custom 
headers and muffler. It was running! And it didn’t sound 
loud and obnoxious. (However, it was fouling plugs at idle 
pretty badly, so Sean prescribed solid-core plug wires and 
NGK AB-7 spark plugs.)

Back on the Road
So, with nothing left to repair or rebuild, it was finally time 
for a shakedown ride: an easy three miles to a nice wide 
spot that I could turn around in, then back to the shop to 
check things out before riding further. The trike ran well, 
and no parts fell off. (But wait—something did fall off. With 
nowhere to put the garage door remote, I had simply put 
it on the seat between my legs. Well that wasn’t a good 
idea, as now I’m down one 

SAAB Trike (cont.)

A 3D printer was used to 
reproduce the turn signal lenses 
(original on left).

Continued on page  7

Reproduction lettering glued onto 
new tires provides a period-correct 
look. Photo: Jon Kjaerulff
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garage door remote.) I continued to go on increasingly 
longer rides and return to the shop to perform any needed 
maintenance before venturing out again. I found that 40- 
to 50-mile trips worked best for me and the trike. The end 
of summer was very nice, with many days averaging 80 
degrees, just perfect weather for riding. I put about 500 
miles on the trike in August and September, just riding 
around and checking out roads I’d not been down before.

Riding Impressions
So what’s it like to ride a SAAB trike? It’s a lot of fun, and 
at the same time it’s a lot of work. In general, riding a trike 
is harder than riding a motorcycle when you’re on a twisty 
road with tight corners. Having a “suicide shifter” on a 
trike means that you likely won’t be shifting in a corner, 
as you need both hands on the handlebars. Power? Yes, it 
goes like heck! (The engine has 55 HP stock, and the trike 
weighs in at 620 pounds.) The Chevy Vega-sourced carb, 
custom intake and exhaust work fine, and the plugs all 
look like they’re burning uniformly. The dual chain drive 
is quiet and smooth, and there are no indications that it is 
anything but normal. I haven’t checked the gas mileage, 
but I did manage to run out of gas twice! I think it’s only a 
2-1/2 gallon tank, and I now keep a flashlight with the trike, 
which is a necessity when checking fuel level or filling.

A while back on the VSAAB list, there was a discussion 
about motor mounts, which concerned me a bit, as the 
trike has no rubber mounts – the motor and gearbox 
are mounted directly to the frame. But no vibrations 
or anything unusual can be felt while riding. There was 
also discussion on VSAAB when I decided to neuter the 

freewheeling, as the trike has no parking brake and, of 
course, I didn’t want it to roll away. Someone noted that 
two-strokes don’t have a lot of compression and might not 
keep the trike from rolling on a hill. Well, I found that to 
be true one of the times I ran out of gas! I came to a stop 
on what I would guess was about a 20-degree slope, and 
the trike would not stay in place. I rolled several small 
rocks under one of the rear tires, which held the bike long 
enough for me to jump off and quickly gather up a couple 
of old boards to place under the other tire. The motor 
compression has been enough to hold the trike every place 

else that I have parked.

Sharing the ’70s SAAB Trike 
Experience
So I’m very happy with how the trike 
turned out after it spent 43 years 
parked in a shed, and I’ve been able to 
bring it to a few cruise-ins last year. 
This year it will be entered in several 
motorcycle shows and plenty of local 
car show and cruise-in events. It will 
also make several appearances at 
antique truck shows, as I’ll be taking 
my 1951 Chevy two-ton flatbed truck 
to shows, with the trike on the back as 
an additional display. I bought an 
enclosed trailer that will allow us to 
bring the trike to shows that are way 
too far from home to ride to, such as 
the Maryhill event.

SAAB Trike (cont.)

Trike builder Al Fosdal pops a SAAB-powered wheelie back in 
the day. Photo from a 1974 issue of Special Choppers magazine.

Several pages from 1974 issue of Special Choppers magazine. Current owner Dan 
Morley certainly wasn’t wrong when he said, “This thing is just dripping ’70s.”



8  |  Freewheel’n’

Got a Sweet SAAB Pic? Share It in the Newsletter!
Paul Simon famously 
sang about his love 
of Kodachrome film 
and his Nikon camera. 
Perhaps if he were 
40 years younger 
he’d have instead 
penned a pop song 
about his iPhone and 
Instagram account? We’ll never know, but in the meantime, 
if you’ve got a pretty picture of a SAAB, well, this is a SAAB 
newsletter and everyone reading it would love to see it. 

Send photos to SAABnewsletter@gmail.com and include 
a bit about the car. Please send as an attachment, not 
embedded in the email. Photos should be at least 1,200 
by 1,000 pixels. (If you’re a shutterbug shooting with a 
40-megapixel monster, please compress down to 10 MB.)

SAABs in Common Across the Pond

Steve Wright recently reached out to share a tale of 
SAAB-related kinship while in Sweden. He writes:

Hello Jon & Hans,

Thank you for your well done newsletter, and 
thank you for all your effort keeping the club alive! 
I have a fun story to share with you from my trip 
last month to Sweden. I was in Malmo with my 
daughter, who is starting her master’s program 
at Lund University. I was the Sherpa helping her 
carry luggage and getting her settled in. We were 
staying at an Airbnb, and the owner saw my SAAB 
T-shirt and said that her neighbor drives a SAAB, 
so she took us downstairs and we knocked on his 
door. He was so excited to show us his 1973 daily 
driver that he fired it up (in a cloud of smoke) and 
showed off the amazing 54 horsepower under the 
hood! 

Just another fun example of how a SAAB can bring 
total strangers in different countries together! Better 
living through SAAB!

Steve Wright with new Swedish pal and proud 
owner of a ’73 (daily-driven!) 96, in Malmo.

Photo: Hans Adomeit
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Out with the old...

...and in with the new.

One-Owner ’67 96 on the Road Again
Texas-sourced two-stroke comes to the PNW for Seinfeld-inspired restoration
Words & photos by Stephanie Martin

Any lover of SAABs knows the tag 
line “Born from Jets.” However, I 

like to follow that quote with “…but the 
turbo-prop (propeller) came first.” This 
is how I feel about my 1967 SAAB 96. 

Turning 16, everyone has that one 
car they dream of having. Mine 
was a 93 convertible, with a manual 
transmission. It took me several years 
after turning 16 to finally buy one, but I 
wasn’t disappointed. From the unique 
placement of the ignition to the rev of the 
turbo, I knew this was the car for me. But 
while I was proud to be a SAAB owner, I 
hadn’t given much thought to the other 
models. That is, until one day, when I 
watched an episode of Jerry Seinfeld’s 
Comedians in Cars Getting Coffee. He 
navigates the streets of Portland, OR, in a 
lovely green 1965 SAAB 96 Monte Carlo 
850 with Fred Armisen. After that, I was 
hooked—I had to have a SAAB 96! 

Safely strapped atop a flatbed, the 96 made the 2,000+ miles from Houston without 
breaking down once. Once in Washington, work began on this clean example.

I scoured the web for one. There were disappointments: old ads for cars 
that had sold or fully restored ones way out of my price range. I found one 
on Bring a Trailer all the way on the East Coast and bid furiously until it 
exceeded my budget. And there was one on eBay, but it had a lot of “work” 
done to it with unknown parts, plus the interior had been replaced with old 
Volvo seats. It was all just wrong, not the car for me.

I have the advantage of traveling for work, and one day I just happened to 
be on a layover in Dallas and was checking out Craigslist. I had my location 
finder on, so Craigslist had defaulted to Dallas. And there it was, just like 
that: a listing for a 1967 SAAB 96 R3 two-stroke. The ad was vague about 
whether the car ran or not, but included were a trunk full of spare parts and 
a service manual. First, I made sure my boyfriend was up to taking on this 
rebuild with me, and then I emailed the seller. Turns out it was a one-owner 
“barn find”! The other details were a little sketchy, but no rust, lots of spares, 
and the service manual. I’ll take it! With help from a friend, I got it shipped 
up to the Northwest.

With the sketchy details from the seller, I wasn’t shocked to learn things weren’t 
“working” as stated. We thoroughly cleaned the engine, replaced the clutch, 
and rebuilt the brake master cylinder, twice. (Forgive me, it was a “learn as 
you go” kind of rebuild.) Skandix was a great resource for new parts, and 
others we learned how to build, curl, and bend to make work. Sadly, some 
parts weren’t salvageable and nowhere to be found. After researching 
online for anything about rebuilding SAABs, we found the Northwest Saab 
Owners Club. Jon Kjaerulff and other core members of the club were a 
wealth of knowledge. I told Jon about my missing driver’s side window, 
the deteriorating interior and the struggle to find other parts. He offered 
not only the window and new interior but also spare parts from a red ’68 96 he 
had parked out by his barn. We made good use of “Old Red”; as it turns out, we 
needed the gas tank and some brake parts, along with the window and interior. 

And so, after all the cleaning, rebuilding, and new parts, it was time for the 
moment of truth: I turned the key and, with some help from starter fluid, 
she runs! It’s still far from completely restored but on the way to being a 
head turner once again!



10  |  Freewheel’n’

SAABs and Volvos and  
Rootbeer, Oh, My!

If you missed the 12th Annual Swedish Car 
Cruise-In at Issaquah’s XXX Rootbeer back in 
February, these photos, from Dennis Lin and Ian 
Stahl (thanks!), prove that there were all sorts of 
great cars there, and they should encourage you to 
make it out to the event next February!
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V4 Complete Engine
Selling a 1.7-liter V4 from a 1972 SAAB 95. 
Less than 3,000 miles on this unit, with service 
invoices to document. Reliable back-up, or 
you can use for spare parts. Most parts are 
interchangeable with ’67–’72 model years. 
The engine has been indoor garaged, and not 
started since 1999. $595.

Contact: Rich Anter at 425-941-8785 (voicemail 
or text OK) or nouridr@centurytel.net; 
NWSOC member since 1986

1960 SAAB 93F GT750
I am the 3rd owner. Garaged since 1992 in North Bend, WA. 
$4,800. 74,782 miles; less than 500 miles on engine rebuild, 
but has not been started since 2010. Needs some interior parts 
replaced. Exterior, chassis, and floor pans are solid and rust free. 
Comes with about 80–100 miscellaneous original spare parts, 
including tow bar and two spare wheels with tires; also included 
are factory owner, service, and spare-parts manuals, all intact 
and in very good condition. This is a 95% complete street-worthy 
vintage gem. VIN #71558, clear title. Come purchase “me” with 
your haul-away trailer to your good home.

Contact: Rich Anter at 425-941-8785 (voicemail or text OK) or 
nouridr@centurytel.net; NWSOC member since 1986

1994 9000 Aero (project or parts car)
This white 9000 Aero with 198K miles and automatic transmission has an amazing grey 
interior but is in need of a bit of body work and a new engine, as the 2.3T under the hood 
seems to have thrown a rod. Priced for a fire sale so that we can free up storage space to 
begin IGoSAAB inventory in earnest.

Contact: Michael Gregg at BaronVonGregg@gmail.com

Good Buys!

From the Graveyard to Your Garage –  
IGoSAAB Huge Parts Sale
It’s never easy to walk away from a life-long passion and profession, but after nearly 40 
years of owning and operating IGoSAAB, in Benton County, OR, Scott Nelson has decided 
it’s time to close up shop in pursuit of retirement and exotic travels.

SAAB enthusiasts have “occasionally” been known to stockpile parts for those rare rainy 
days here in the Pacific Northwest. For those who currently have everything they need, 
consider buying another SAAB (or three). For the rest of us, IGoSAAB is now liquidating 
its entire parts inventory, presenting an amazing opportunity to stock your hangers with 
loads of SAAB essentials to keep your fleet happy and healthy.

The massive collection includes items for 900s, 9000s, 93s, and 95s, from exterior, interior, 
and under the hood, to custom tools and turbos, factory manuals, stereos, wheels, and 
tires, plus so much more that has yet to be fully inventoried.

NWSOC member Jon Troike is assisting IGoSAAB and Scott’s neighbor Michael Gregg with 
spreading the wealth amongst the needy. Prices are yet to be determined due to the volume 
of the stockpile, but great deals can be had by all!

Complete Inventory will progress this spring. Parts can be personally delivered to you at 
upcoming NWSOC events this year, starting with the Annual Club Meet in Tacoma in May. 
Personal delivery or shipping can also be arranged to members around the Northwest.

Contact: Jon at CapitolSAAB@gmail.com with your parts wish-list!

If you’re interested in purchasing a significant portion of the inventory or the business 
itself, please contact Scott directly at Scott@IGoSAAB.com.

Happy Spring SAABing!


