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MINNESOTA

Editor’s Notes

Perhaps you MOA members have been
amused, as | have, by letters to the editor in
recent ON issues regarding mileage contests and
LD events like the Ironbutt. In the September
issue, after dissing such events, one boasts of
“my share of 1,000 mile days at 60 mph and
without a fairing...done it over 18 hours in a
stock saddle...” Whew, glad he wasn’t in the
ButtLite II! He then warns of the “field day”
attorneys will have one day with mileage
contests, as if the thought had never crossed
anyone’s mind before.

My point? Well, I for one was pleased to
see Paul and Voni Glaves at the Fargo checkpoint
of the ButtLite 1. I’ll never have the opportunity
to achieve what Voni has in mileage terms, and
won’t even try. Why disrespect her achievement
of a personal goal? Some folks are just a wee bit
joyless (or perhaps jealous?)

Speaking of the BL 11, I got second place.
The Triumph did not, as predicted, let me down.
In fact, I let it down, dropping it twice. Please
read my ride report in this issue. [ am a proud
BMW Airhead owner, always will be. It was
really perverse fun to come in ahead of all the
BMWs, though, on a largely unfaired standard of
British origin, despite Eddie James’ calling it a
“Kawasaki” (the Tiger is really a three-cylinder
KLR 900). BMW riders have had more than
their share of victories in LD events. If I could
just get Triumph NA to sponsor me... allegiance
is a fickle thing...hear they’re putting the 955
Speed Triple motor in the *01 Tiger...oh, that’s
right, this is a BMW newsletter.

I’m leading an informal day ride on Wed,
Oct. 4™ (weather permitting), about 350 miles of
semi-organized fun in SE MN and NE IA.
Contact me for details if you’ve got vacation left
or think you may be suddenly taken ill that day.

Oct 2000

President’s Column

How are you feeling? A bit depressed,
perhaps? Does looking at the thermometer in the
morning make you think, “Oh, oh, is it almost
over?” Yeah, me too. Let’s agree to do one
thing: SNAP OUT OF IT! Fall riding is some of
the most joyous of the year. Besides the beauty
of the changing colors, we might savor the
experience more this time of year because we
know that we will be missing it for a while. We
know we are about to lose something, so we are
more attentive to the experience. Hmm. Perhaps
there is a larger lesson here for us, but I'll leave
any philosophical conclusions to each of you.
Meanwhile, time is a-wastin’ for other matters.
First, we have nominations and elections coming
up for our club offices. I've had a great time
during my periods of club service in various roles
and I could be the poster boy for the idea of “No
Experience Required.” So think about offering
your name in October for a club position. Come
to the meeting or call any of us listed as club
officers to talk about it. Have fun. Volunteer.
Screw up. The members forgive you when you
do! I certainly know this.

Finally, enjoy the next precious few
weeks. Bundle up, enjoy the colors, and I’ll see
you on the road.

EVENTS CALENDAR

Oct 12 BMWMOCM meeting at Como
Pavilion, probably in the basement, 7:30 p.m.

Oct. 13-15™ : Falling Leaves Rally, Potosi, MO.
Grand prize, a reconditioned *76 R90/6! 1 know
I’ll be there.

Please call the club voice line ‘at 612-534-7433,
or you can check out the club web site
(www.bmwmocm.com) for the latest info on
the club board meeting and the latest “meet to
eat” updates.




Midwest Cycle Supply
For all your needed accessories.
4300 Nicollet Ave., Mpls.
612-825-9774 J

Dick’s Porting

Flow porting, valve grinding, polishing and
boring.

Richard P. Snyder

16445 Valley Dr. NW

Anoka, MN 55304

612-427-7195

Leo’s South “We Sell Fun!”
BMW/Suzuki/Kawasaki

Cty 46 & 135W in Lakeville
612-435-5371 www.leossouth.com

JUDSON CYCLE SALES
BMW/Moto Guzzi
Peacefully located west of Mankato on Highway
68
Your Hosts Ron and Carolyn
Phone/Fax 507-947-3852

Sunshine Coordinator is Rosie Rudebeck.
Whenever a club member is hospitalized or loses
a loved one, please call Rosie so she can send
them a card from the club. 612-757-6586

Club Officers

President Dale Peterson 651-739-4623
Vice President Jamie Jensen 612-944-2873
Secretary Pat O’Keefe 612-926-6062
Treasurer Jeff Oden 612-922-8258
Board Member Sheldon Moe 612-323-4932
Board Member Kevin Kocur 612-566-0243
Board Member Molly Gilbert 612-721-0045
Board Member Larry Stern  651-223-3743
Past President Bob Cox 612-533-2211
LNewsletter editor Bart Bakker 651-645-7796

Steffan Fay is the Activities Cooordinator.
Contact him at sfay@odbs.com. The voice line
number is 612-534-7433. Call the voice line to
get up-to-date info about club events. You can
leave a message and Steffan will try and get you

Contact your newsletter editor at
blbakker@isd.net. Deadline for submissions or
ads is the 21° of the month — I mean it!

info or put someone in contact with you.

Check out our club web site at
http://www.bmwmoem.com.

Secretary’s Report

The September meeting of the
BMWMOCM was called to order by President
Dale Peterson at 7:37 p.m. at Como Lake
Pavilion. There were 51 people present—new
attendees included Ray Sharp (Harley Road
Glide) Doug and Pat Shoemacher (K1200LT,)
and Joe Loman (R1200C.) The club has
$632.83 in the operating fund and $5559.12 in
the rally fund.

Dale mentioned the charitable donation
that will be made in the club’s name to a family
in Houston county. Nominees for next years
offices will be needed. The club voted to hold a
rally in 2001. About 5% of the finishers of the
Butt Lite Rally were at the meeting and Bart
Bakker (2" place) gave a brief ride report as did
Will Outlaw (10" place). Molly spoke about the
ride from Bob’s in Mpls. to Milwaukee’s Fuel
Cafe. All were most interesting.

The meeting was adjourned at 8;02p.m.

Respectively submitted by Pat O’Keefe.

After the meeting, Bob Cox showed off
his secret invention—it became immediately
clear that Bob has been riding with one hand on
one side of the handlebar, a fake hand on the
other side and we can deduce where his other
hand was. At least we now know the reason for
his smile while riding and his having his hands
full while on the bike!

Dave Porter unveiled his “Lean-o-meter”
and went over the complexities of same. Used in
conjunction with the A.S.S. scale, it definitely
will take riding to a new level! Both presentations
were well received as they were riotous.

And lastly, Dr. Michael Block spoke
about hearing loss and then answered all
questions.




One of Us
By Bart Bakker #213

“What is it with you Minnesota guys
anyway?” I heard this question asked a few
times. Four of the top five Butt Lite Il finishers
were, in fact, one of us. Coincidence? A
Jamesian conspiracy? A hunger bred of winter’s
deprivations??

The rally started in Columbus, Ohio,
where | arrived Saturday night around 11 p.m,,
finding most of the beer already gone. A friend
immediately pointed to a certain Ducati ST4.
Great, they let Gary Eagan in at the last minute.
So much for any hope of actually winning, I
thought. Nervous pre-rally BS and psych jobs
commenced.

Sunday was filled with tech inspection,
odometer check and the interminable riders
meeting. Mainly one appreciated a chance to
visit Wal-Mart for last minute items, and for time
spent off the bike - enough of that to come. | had
to make the rally even more difficult by dropping
my bike in the parking lot and, trying to pick it up
alone, tore my right bicep muscle in the process.
It swelled up like a grapefruit, black and yellow
from wrist to shoulder. Of course 1 had no
throttle lock either, so 1 had to use the arm
constantly. At the pre-rally banquet, a route sheet
was handed out. Not the only one, just something
to think about, a tease. We planned the route as if
we were really going to pursue it.

We? Myself and one Jed Duncan, an East
Coast transplant but we’ll consider him one of us
now. He was riding in his first rally, on a silver
1998 Triumph Sprint Executive, a last minute
replacement for another friend who was forced to
drop out. Jed and I agreed to ride the first leg
together and see what came of it, as our fuel
capacity and consumption rates were nearly
identical. My red 1998 Triumph Tiger was stock,
with a Corbin, Givi top case and Bagster, my
only gadget being a recently purchased Valentine
One radar/laser detector. (Expensive, yes, but it
more than paid for itself by rally’s end.) No extra
fuel capacity, no GPS, the bike is essentially a
naked, faux enduro with long travel suspension
and perfect (for me) ergos. It’s a pleasure to sit
upright and tweak the throttle of that big Triple
all day long. No center stand, though, and tube-
type tires - potentially scary.

Monday morning saw three additional
route  sheets, leading to a predictable
disagreement. Jed wanted to stick with the
original plan, while I was inclined to others. We
agreed to stick with the original, though I knew it
was “conservative” and wouldn’t put us near the
top. Oh well, last year I came out charging hard
and led after the first leg, only to fall apart soon
after. Perhaps a more modest start would be
wiser. (In retrospect, the 1,000 points I fell
behind Mark Kiecker in this leg were never to be
made up.)

We departed for Hamilton, OH, visiting
the Symmes Monument, then headed southwest
for Rome, IN. En route via Nebraska (IN) we
had a splendid ride on two lane twisties along the
Ohio River. The shorter geared, torquey Tiger
proved more than a match for the more powerful
Sprint in the corners. At Rome | dropped the
Tiger a second time turning around in a ditch —
silly me. Crossing the Ohio, we rode Kentucky
parkways to Metropolis, IL, home of Superman,
then on to Memphis. By now it was very hot and
humid, a point driven home during a long wait
due to bridge work south of Cairo, IL. 1 was
wearing my recently purchased Aerostich
Falstaff. a waxed cotton version of the venerable
Darien. What level of misery would Louisiana
heat bring, I wondered? The Graceland bonus
was only worth 24 points, and we should have
known better, but it seemed so easy...an hour
later and getting tired, we finally extricated
ourselves from wretched Memphis.  Quito,
Mississippi, was next, as we searched for the
grave of blues legend Robert Johnson, finding it
around 1:30 a.m. (Later, back at home, I
contemplated the absurdity of two white Yankees
wandering around a graveyard in the middle of
the night in the Mississippi delta!) Still needing
to take our rest bonus, we rode south to Jackson
and slept on the ground beside the bikes for three
hours at a gas station, watched over by an amused
security guard. Hot Coffee, MS was our last
bonus before the Baton Rouge checkpoint opened
at 11 a.m. We purchased a coffee mug from the
quaint general store, which had canned goods on
the shelf that were at least 10 or more years old.
The cup would also be worth 250 points on each
successive leg of the rally, provided one kept it
intact.

First leg results left us in 19" place, not
bad but lower than I’d hoped. Now we had to
choose from three routes on leg two.
Disagreement again, with Jed’s argument




prevailing, and correctly, too. Not the first time
the “rookie” proved to make the better decision,
though by debating so long we had endangered
our ability to get to our first bonus in
Washington, TX, at the Live Oak Nudist Resort.
I’d been there last year and knew about how long
it would take to get there. At this point, we’d
really have to hammer, which we did all along I-
20 to Beaumont, where I made the brilliant
choice of FM 1505 from US 287, which led us
north of Houston traffic and had me thinking we
were going to make it easily. So we stopped for
gas and relaxed, until... further calculations
showed that, after riding so hard, we were gonna
be screwed anyway. No way, | thought, counting
on the Valentine, as we screamed toward
Navasota, encountering Mr. Kiecker at the
stoplight downtown. We tried to keep up with
his yellow Honda VFR 800. Fortunately I had
ridden the gravel out to the resort before and was
familiar with the turns. We made it with four
minutes to spare. Several riders were only
minutes late and were denied a huge bonus. Now
we had only to relax for at least one hour and
plan our next moves.

We rode to nearby Warrenton, TX to visit
yet another of the “world’s smallest churches,”
then started slogging our way north toward
Austin and through the Metroplex, hopefully
before morning rush hour. Fitful sleep alongside
1-35 north of Waco led to a long, tough
Wednesday morning on US 287 north toward
Wichita Falls, en route to the world’s largest
cross in Groom, TX, on I-40 east of Amarillo.
We crossed the panhandle into New Mexico,
passed the Capulin Monument to 1-25, where Jed
decided to fill his tank with diesel fuel. Of course
we disposed of the unwanted stuff properly! Then
we turned towards a big bonus in Canon City,
CO, at Royal Gorge, before sunset. Crossing the
world’s highest suspension bridge at sundown,
we’d had enough for the day and got our first
motel of the rally in town. 6 ' hours of much
needed sleep followed, as our next bonuses were
near Denver and required daylight.

After realizing the folly of trying to
procure a Denver gas receipt during Thursday
morning rush hour, we visited Mother Cabrini,
and yes, we swore at the hike. Then we took the
difficult, “oh my God” road into Central City,
wasting time deciding where exactly the photo
should be taken and, after a serious off-road
detour, discovered that a paved road had been
available. Du-oh! By the time we returned to I-

70, we were suddenly in danger of being late for
the Salt Lake checkpoint. Leaving Grand
Junction after 2:30 p.m., we needed to cover 290
miles, plus find a last bonus near downtown,
before getting to the checkpoint by 7 p.m. Here’s
where the Valentine really saved us, especially on
US 6/191. We made it with 7 minutes to spare,
and recorded the second highest point total for
the leg, moving up big to 6™ place. This was
more like it!

News of Pauline Ralston’s death crushed
the mood at the checkpoint. | had met her at a
couple of rallies previous, and had found her to
be a real joy to be around. I thought of my wife
and nine year old son at home, wondering (again)
why | was subjecting my family to this risk.

The route choice was clear this leg, |
thought. With little debate, we headed east on I-
80 around 10 p.m., after first picking up our
Hire’s Fry Sauce from a local drive inn. We
needed a gas receipt from Little America, WY,
where we also slept briefly in an empty restaurant
booth. From there we rode through overnight
rain on to Medicine Bow, where we greeted
sunrise while taking a photo of some wind
turbines, a very picturesque moment. We were
evidently some of the first riders to arrive there,
as subsequent arrivals were greeted by the local
gendarme who was curious about all these bikes
with extra fuel tanks entering his town. The
Fossil House, an Eagan sighting and then the
Ames pyramid near Laramie followed, where I
injured my arm further by stumbling backwards
over a rock. Now it was really bad. We gassed
up in Cheyenne and headed for Lusk and the
Featherlegs Monument.

Eddie described this as the only known
monument to a prostitute in the US. Cool.
Getting to the SOB was a different matter, as we
soon discovered why it was worth so many
points. Ten miles of gravel one way, the first 2
mile very washboard, not promising, with open
range as well. [ stood on the pegs of the Tiger
and played enduro rider, waving at the touring
bikes and showing off. The road did knock my
ScottOiler out of service (served me right) and a
rock put a hole in the oil pan of Nels Gebbens® K
bike, another shining example of Eddie’s fine
choice in roads for his weary riders to enjoy.

Heading north to the Aladdin, WY
general store, we encountered Norm Grills and
Bill Thweatt making good time and joined in.
From Aladdin, we faced tough miles along US
212, still under major construction, to Ben Ash,







