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Editor’s Notes

They say that everything is changed now. Recent
events have brought an end to our alleged naivety, an increase in
our fear of travel, our fear of the unfamiliar.

1 wondered, admittedly briefly, if it was appropriate to
travel to Morganton, North Carolina for the BMW Rider's
Association Rally, after the events of September 11™. Long in
the planning, I'd invested a lot of money in the old GSPD,
getting it ready for one last big ride of the season. What purpose
woulid have been served to sit at home and watch CNN?

And so | went, and had one magical adventure. Should
one feel shame at pleasure right now? No, I think not - are we
not in this fight precisely over the issue of individual freedom,
the very right to choose our own roads, our own time? You can
read my RA Rally report in this issue.

My friend Kevin came up with the idea of building a
BMW chopper on the ride home from the rally. Perhaps it was
the 900 mile day that had gotten to his head, but he seemed
serious (gotta do something with that R65LS!:). I too have
warmed to the idea of the chopper, in this case my own Norton
850 Commando. The thing is very period-correct, with hi-rise
handlebars, king and queen seat, extended forks...at first I
wanted it changed back to stock, but now, | dunno. Riding it at
70 mph with my feet up front and low, that big British vertical
twin thundering through reverse cone pipes and open air
cleaners, I feel free, in an America again at war. As a country,
we've indulged in seemingly harmless nostalgia posing as
history, if not entertainment. Now, romance with the "greatest
generation” is replaced with a dread of living the real thing.
May we continue to have the privilege of solace in our rides, and
freedom on the open road.

Bob Hall may have won the 2001 Ironbutt Rally (on the
mighty RI1100RT!), but what about Karol Patzer's effort?
Despite a pre-rally ACL injury and a cast on her leg, Karol
overcame this enormous obstacle, one which would have
sidelined any "ordinary" (or sane?) rider, and finished her third
Ironbutt Rally, all done on her trusty K75C. Congratulations to
Karol on yet another extraordinary motorcycling achievement!

October marks the end of the club mileage contest.
Check out the finishing mileage form inside, and thanks to
Tom Roe for coordinating things this year.

Oetober, 2001
President's Colummn

Autumn represents changes in so many ways for us
Minnesotans. Those of us raised here can feel it in our bones.
Forget the first day of fall marked on the calendar - we natives
know when it really hits -you can just sense it in the air.

Many changes have come about in our world, and
following the recent acts of terrorism on the east coast, many of
us are still reeling. Some of us were touched more personally
than others, yet all of us were touched in a very private way.
This all makes motorcycling seem a bit frivolous—yet when |
think of ways I find peace and calm, it is one of the activities at
the top of my list. When we think of personal freedom, what
does it mean to each of us? One of the times | feel most free is
while riding. So - if you are similar to me in that way, I
encourage each of you to take some time to ride and
contemplate. Be grateful for what it is you do have in your life
that is right, your health, family, jobs, roof over your head, food
in your refrigerator - hell, even a bike that runs! - and do it for
those who no longer can.

Another change in the wind is that of elections for new
club positions. We are in need of a new Treasurer, Secretary,
Vice President, President. Newsletter Editor, Web Meister,
Activities Coordinator, two 2-year termed board members and
three 1 yearterm board members. Please start approaching those
you would like to see involved and begin lobbying them to take
that spot. Nominations will be held at our next club meeting, on
Thursday, Oct. 11" at 7:30. You must be present to be
nominated.

The last change approaching is that of a new club
meeting location. Motor Oil Cafe has now notified us that they
will have to close earlier than they had originally intended, as it
is simply costing too much daily to stay open. Therefore, the
next BMW Board meeting will take place at my house (all are
welcome) on Tues., Oct. 2™ at 7:30. See below for directions.
The Club needs to find and firm up a new meeting location. We
have started the process with the help of several club members
scouting out some good locations, but nothing has been firmed
up yet, as there are many details to attend to. If all else fails, we
will keep you posted via e-mail, our web page
(www.bmwmocm.com), our voice line (612-534-7433) and our
newsletter. Remember, we are just a recreational club, a bunch
of people that get together to share info and have some fun
related to motorcycles. There may be some frayed nerves (mine)
and some upset at the choices made, but in the end, I have to
resort to the name tag Karol Patzer gave me when [ accepted this
post, which reads: DON'T YELL AT ME, I'M A
VOLUNTEER! We’re doing our best to keep you informed
folks, but you just have to recognize that some things are out of
our control (Trackstar; Motor Oil, just to name a few), and
although change can be difficult, we usually work through those
changes to the other side only to find those changes were put




there for very good reason, and we are often better off
afterwards.

[ encourage all members to attend the Thursday, Oct.
11" meeting (7:30) for nominations to the club positions
mentioned above. | have arranged for it to be held in St. Paul at
Caribou Coffee on Grand Avenue -close to Dale. The street
address is 757 Grand Ave. Take 94 to the Dale Street exit. Go
south to Grand Ave. Go west about 3 blocks. Caribou is on the
north side of Grand. The deck outside will be sectioned off just
for us. Let’s support them by all buying something to drink or
eat, and let’s hope it’s not raining...

See you then!

Molly Gilbert
President

Secretary's Report

On Sept. 13, 2001, the BMWMOCM held its general
meeting at Motor Oil Café in Minneapolis. We welcomed all
new and prospective members - Tim, Rich, Maury and Judy,
Bill, Tom, Jim and Laurie (If I missed your name or misspelled
it | apologize).

The October 13th meeting will be the last one at Motor
Oil Cafe as it is closing. We will also try to make this a day to
get your final mileage for the season if you wish.

The treasurer's report was given. Our club operating
fund is at $1,433.13 and the Rally fund is at $4,249.82.

At the October meeting, nominations will be made for
all club positions, including the board. At the November
meeting we will vote on these nominations. All positions are
open, but you must be present to be nominated.

Members present at the meeting voted to hold the
Hiawatha Rally in 2002, and Nate Birkholz agreed to be the
Rally Chair again next year (thank you!).

Iron Butt Rally results were noted - Mark Keicker
placed 10" on his Honda VFR800, and Karol Patzer finished her
3" rally on the same bike, a K75C. Way to go you hard core
riders!

Bob Cox has stickers with the club logo on them for
sale, 3 for $2. All profits go to the club.

We all took a moment of silence to honor the victims
from the horrible events of Tuesday.

Respectfully submitted by Michelle Moe, club secretary.

Club Mileage Contest

The end of the mileage contest is here. Didn’t ride as
far as you thought you would? No matter. I bet you had some
fun and met some new friends. It was a great riding season with
many great rides, and that’s what it’s all about.

We will be doing a mileage check-in at the Motor Oil
Café on Saturday October 13th from |0am till 3pm. Come on by
and share some stories with your fellow riders. We can also
check you in for the MOA mileage contest so bring in your
MOA ending mileage form. See you there!

BMWRA Blue Ridge Rally Review
by Bart Bakker

"Aimost heaven, West Virginia,
Blue Ridge Mountains, Shenandoah River..."
John Denver, "Country Roads"

There was a rather trivial thread on the LD Rider list
quite some time ago, debating the very subjective question,
which state has the best roads? The consensus pointed at Utah,
with the West in general favored.

I beg to differ. The Appalachian mountain states,
especially in the fall, are just the best. So I plotted a route to the
29" Annual BMW Riders Association International Rally, in
Morganton, NC, one that would include a lot of two-lane roads
and would take me through Dubuque, 1A, to Crawfordsville, IN
for an overnight Wednesday in a $25/night dive next to a strip
club. On Thursday, I rode through Kentucky to Hazard, where
I picked up the Daniel Boone Wilderness Trail, also known as
the Trail of the Lonesome Pine. This road ( Hwy 160) led me
from Cumberland, K'Y over the mountain to Big Stone Gap, VA.
What an amazing road it was, technically very difficult, made
more so by the dirt from the numerous coal trucks and damp
from afternoon showers. It is a beautiful but sad part of
America, full of the past - the Lynch (KY) School for Coloreds
stands intact - where the Confederate flag was as prominent as
Old Glory. As atourist, riding a BMW through areas like these,
reminds you of your relative affluence, at least your good
fortune. [ pushed my R100GS Paris/ Dakar as hard as | dared,
given the overmatched, single-disc front brake and a full load of
camping gear.

You see, | had acquired a friend along the way (in
Kentucky), one Chuck, a cabinet maker from Chicago, riding a
'00 Kawasaki ZX-9R. Chuck acted impressed at the old GS'
abilities on mountain roads, at the lean angle I achieved on - to
him - such skinny dirt bike tires. | must admit that he was filling
my mirrors most of the time.

We arrived at the rally site at sundown Thursday. Tents
set up, we sought food and beer. [ soon spotted Nancee Musto.
1 only see Nancee at rallies, or (better) I never go to a rally and
do not see her! Nancee noted the attendance at the rally seemed
down ("not enough people," she lamented), though [ didn't get
a final number. Olivia, MN native Skeeter Kopacek was there
too, of course, as was Jim Mahoney, club president when I first
joined. I grew up about ten miles from Skeeter in SW
Minnesota, knew who he was 23 years ago, and am always glad
to see him. Chuck and I swapped lies over Guinness til way too
late.

Friday morning 1 met up with my friend Kevin, who
had arrived from Minnesota sometime Thursday night on his
R1100RT, and had a Super 8 motel room (ahem) in town. After
purchasing our rally trinkets, we finally hit the Blue Ridge
Parkway around noon,

Or the Blue Ridge "Raceway", as Kevin aptly named it.
Yes, we had heard stories about horrific amounts of law
enforcement and motor homes, but we found neither. Blue
skies, dry roads and temperatures in the 60's, it was motorcycling
perfection. My Metzeler Enduro 4 rear tire became a bit less
square after our run on the Parkway. We made it all the way up
to Clingman's Dome (highest point in Tennessee) in the Great
Smoky Mountains NP for a break.




I hadn't been up there since the evening I totaled my
R100RT in the Buttlite I, way back in 1999. It all seems so long
ago now. Standing in the clouds (and smog), it was a peculiarly
poignant spot to ponder the current state of America.

We endured Gatlinburg on the way down - so much for
noble America, welcome back to consumer hell. Anyway, we
eventually found the Foothills Parkway and headed in for Friday
night at the rally. Kevin headed off to bed, and I met up with
Chuck and his friend Chris (K75) ready to head off to Hickory,
NC for some "adult entertainment.” [ managed to talk them out
of it (really) and we schmoozed over brews instead. Around
midnight, [ headed over to the mechanic's area to check on my
GS.

I'd had much engine and gearbox work done on the GS
before the rally and wanted to have the heads re-torqued and the
valves set before the hard ride home. So | commissioned "Red"
from South Carolina to do the job. He, and his assistant, were
real characters. I nervously watched them do the job, in a work
area that resembled a junk yard. Old bike parts, the detritus of
rally life ( half-eaten food, empty cans and cigarette butts), it was
hardly confidence-inspiring. When Red mentioned that it was
Friday, and (thus) "shower night", | knew I was in the hands of
some good ol' boys. Ah, civilization...he seemed to do the job
right, and by 12:45 a.m., I headed off to my tent, in the fog.

Suddenly, I saw a familiar Oilhead GS. "That's Eddie
James' bike," I thought. Turning around, I found Eddie himself,
only just arrived at the now silent rally. We stood there and
chatted for another 45 minutes, until I finally stumbled off to
bed. It was yet another surreal experience, standing in the fog in
North Carolina, in middle of the night, discussing details from
the recently completed Ironbutt Rally with Eddie James. You
can't plan this stuff.

I had to be up by 6:15 a.m Saturday, to pack my gear
and meet up with Kevin by 7 near 1-40. 1 was a little late, but we
made it to Newport, TN for breakfast at Shoney's 90 minutes
later. Our goal was to make Janesville, Wisconsin before calling
it quits for the day. About a 900 mile ride, it seemed a trifle, as
always, until we actually had to do it.

We stopped for lunch just north of Louisville, KY, mid-
afternoon. While eating at Arby's, we watched wretched Fox
News, and [ realized how blissfully out of touch I had been for
four days. America Under Attack fully re-entered my
consciousness, my vacation truly ended as I rejoined the war on
terrorism. We got back on our bikes and began the really boring
part of the ride.

It's one thing to ride the slab through Tennessee and
Kentucky, which has some charm. Indiana and Illinois are
different, much more boring. We stopped in Champaign for
caffeinated sustenance and then began a long pull through
central Illinois after sundown. Farmers were in the fields,
combining soybeans, a smell that brought me home to the farm
of my youth in a second. It was fun for a while, then simply a
matter of staying on course (and awake). At moments like that,
I really enjoy my GPS, a Garmin Street Pilot Color Map.
Somewhat akin to having a color TV on your handlebar, the
thing keeps me involved in the ride, gives me accurate speed,
time and direction and spares me the difficulty of attempting to
read a paper map at night.

Not that you need a map to drive through Illinois at
night. Thad pre-booked a room in Janesville, so around I-80, we

began to smell the barn, and finally pulled in at 10 p.m. We
walked across the parking lot to a Shakey's Pizza and enjoyed
our status as the only customers in the joint. After a few beers
and some pepperoni and pineapple pizza, having discussed the
days events and marveled at our good fortune, we hit the sack.

1 left early and alone Sunday a.m., as [ was headed to
Richland Center, W1 for fried fish and strong Swedish coffee at
Uncle Dick's. Rain was predicted, though things started out
reasonably enough. Then the heavens opened, and I thought I
was back in Ohio at the Buckeye 1000...forty miles of downpour
until T hit the back side of the front, when it suddenly got very
cold. Fresh-picked raspberries and caramel rolls got me going
again, but plans for an assault on the "letter roads" of Wisconsin
were shelved in an effort to get home ASAP.

I made it back intact, no tickets or close calls during the
too brief 2700 mile trip. I'd forgotten how much fun simple,
rally-based trips like these can be. Endurance rallies are great
too, my raison d'etre in fact, but it was good to return to the
basics, to a life before everything changed.

2001 Ironbutt Rally Wrap-up

And the winner was...Bob Hall, from Ohio, riding a
BMW R1100RT, without the usual auxiliary fuel tank, though
1 hear he had GPS and radar, plus the (approved) gas can north
of the border. Bob rode the "regular" route through the first two
checkpoints, and then (already in second place) headed from
Sunnyside, WA to Prudhoe Bay, Alaska, and made it back to
Madison, Alabama before the time penalty began at the rally's
end. Two other riders made a similar attempt, Messrs. George
Barnes and Eric Jewell. The difference between the three being
that Barnes and Jewell did an overnight in Fairbanks on the way
up, while Hall could not find a motel room, and so started out on
the Dalton Highway that night. When Barnes spotted Hall
already heading south the next day, he figured he'd have to pick
up the bonus at Denali NP on the way back, in order to assure
the win. This led to his being time-barred at the end, as was
Eric, who (as the father of a 16 month old daughter) decided to
slow down and arrive home safely.

"King" Bob, as he shall now be known, accomplished
one amazing feat. George Bamnes, the 1999 IBR winner, had
been generally considered simply better than everyone else. To
have done this ride on a stock R1100RT ( which was missing a
mirror, both hard bags and appeared to be totaled, according to
one IBR finisher) is an extraordinary achievement, whatever
your opinion of long-distance events. I stood next to Bob at the
awards ceremony for BLII last year (he was fourth), never
knowing what he was capable of. I will be genuflecting towards
Ohio this winter...

Mark Keicker finished tenth, the highest placing rider
who did not go to Prudhoe Bay. Mark "only" made it to Hyder
and Denali, Alaska, literally riding the wheels off of his Honda
VFR800. Eddie James finished in the Gold, despite the repeated
failure of his Michelin rear tire north of the Arctic Circle. Karol
Patzer finished her third IBR on the red K75, and Leonard Aron
finally pushed his Indian Chief across the finish line (unaided).
Two riders finished on 125cc bikes, and the Honda Reflex
scooter did very well. Many more stories of IBR heroics are
available at www.ironbutt.com, highly recommended for your
winter reading and inspiration.






