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Editor’s Notes

Why do we ride? Seems a silly question, but these days,
everything is to be questioned. Which brings to mind a bumper
sticker I spotted recently in rush hour traffic, trapped in my '02
Nissan Frontier cage, which stood out - "I believe in life before
death." There are many interpretations one could make. As
motorcyclists, we all take a chance when we get in the saddle.
We have the option to drive, with seatbelts and air bags, and yet
we often choose to take the road more dangerously traveled.
There is clearly a reward for this (pleasure), or no sane person
would do it. Perhaps we are fearless of Death? Surely none of us
has a conscious death wish. On ine other hand...

Has anyone been on a ride post 9/11, and thought that
"this might be the last ride I ever take"? If so, you are not alone,
as many members of the clergy, particularly evangelicals, have
been reported giving that opinion since the Attack on America,
the implication being that the Rapture is at hand, that we are
living in the Last Days before Armageddon and the Tribulation.

I mean no blasphemy, but do intend to express, in this
my very last editorial for this club, my profound secular unease at
the direction of America. While I'm not attempting to minimize
the significance of terrorism, it is on the home front that [ worry,
as our civil rights and freedoms are being trampled on by the
Justice Department, under the frightening and despicable John
Ashcroft, who would misappropriate our Constitution, a
document which was written to define our individual rights
against the State, as a weapon in a belated war against Osama bin
Laden, who can best be described as "blowback" against our own
CIA. According to Mr. Ashcroft, all who question his decisions
"only aid terrorists" and "give ammunition to America's enemies."
This is McCarthyism or something very much akin to the sick
fundamentalism we are fighting in Afghanistan. And yet, when
the FBI requested routine information from background checks at
gun shows to aid in the search for terrorists, Justice refused, citing
"the law." Perhaps the NRA did not approve of this particular
patriotic measure? Did anyone really read the recently passed
PATRIOT bill? There will be a price paid for our quiescence,
and yes, I prefer a life before death - that's why I ride.

Opinion? Of course, it's only my own, not the club's. But so
little critical opinion is being expressed anywhere in our so-called
liberal media these days, that I felt compelled to say the
unpopular. So there. Happy holidays.

December, 2001

President’s Column

Well, this has been a year of many changes for the BMW
club. We have maintained our size and ambition, and we have
done so gracefully. We found a fun, central place that was
motorcycle related for our meetings, and then lost it when the
business closed. We have encouraged many different sizes,
shapes and ages to join, and have emphasized the need to
welcome them warmly. We have worked on becom ing a more
inclusive club, emphasizing the love of riding vs. the love of
politicking. The focus in my presidency has been on better
communications as well as fun and frolic, helping us to move
away from the ‘heaviness’ of our daily grind.

It has been a pleasure to represent you, my friends, and
to recognize those among you who are truly that - dear friends.
It has also been a somewhat eye-opening experience to realize
that a male-dominated field is the same no matter where one
goes... Atthe last BMW meeting at Chi-Chi’s (thank you Karol,
for arranging that location for us!) 1 put on a more appropriate
name tag for our elections process than “president’; instead it
was Greta Van Susteren. 75% of the people there didn’t know
who she was. What? Is this the BMW Club of MN? Bastion of
MPR? For those of you who were confused, Greta is one of the
inost famous CNN legal and political commentators who is
constantly in the middle of arguing politicians and manages to
keep a level head about herself. Think it was wishful th inking
on my part...

So, from being duct-taped at the Hiawatha Ral ly by Tom
Roe and one of his helpers (no idea why - they just needed a use
for the tape, I guess) to trying to start a music tradition (yes, to
lighten things up) at the meetings, it has been a year of fun and
contact building; pumping hands and listening to opinions as
varied as they come. I have learned that you are an appreciative
group and truly care about the club as it stands. I look forward
to the next board and their talents and abounding energy, and 1
look forward to sitting back, relaxing and watching the show go
on.

You will hear my voice as the new newsletter editor, for
at least as long as it remains an enjoyable volunteer position. So
let’s start the articles coming to me, people - I am eager and
willing to utilize all of your motorcyceling and life knowledge.
The newsletter will be what you submit to me - so if there are no
submissions, there won’t be much of a newsletter. And of
course, being “Editor”, I will be using my license to edit! (tee
hee!) Many thanks to my board for all their hard work behind
the scenes, and their willingness to rally ‘round when needed.
You made this an easy position to take, and I thank the Club at
large for all of their wonderful support. See you all at the
Holiday/Installation Party on Sat., January 26" at the City View
Banquet Center in Eagan. Until then, as Steffan would say:

Cheers!

Molly Gilbert
President ‘01-°02



Secretary's Report

The November 8th BMWMOCM general meeting was
called to order at ChiChi's in Richfield by President Molly
Gilbert. The treasurer's report was given. The club has
$1,364.62 in the general fund and $4,249.82 in the rally fund.
Welcome was given to all new and prospective members.
Steffan Fay has volunteered to co-chair the 2002 Hiawatha Rally
with Nate Birkholz - thank you Steffan!

Possible new meeting sites were discussed, the first
being this location, ChiChi's banquet room. Another possibility
is the Nokomis Cup Coffee Shop, which has a capacity of 60.
A third possibility is the Lake Street Garage, which has a 30 -
40 person capacity with no obligation to buy food. The new
board will make a decision regarding a new meeting place at the
January banquet. There is no December meeting.

ELECTION RESULTS

New Secretary - Kathy Rosen
Treasurer- Jeff Oden
New Newsletter Editor - Molly Gilbert
New Webmeister & phone line guy - Kevin Kocur
New Board Members are Don Sidler, Doug Hasert and Shane

Donahue

And the moment you all have been waiting for, our new

commanders in chief are Darrell Penning, president, and Don
Kramber, vice president. Congratulations to all our new
officers!

Respectiuily submitted by Michelle Moe, secretary

"Meet to Eat Info"

Over the next 14 months your President elect will be
working with the Board members to set up a monthly “Meet to
Eat” which will allow our members to taste a variety of ethnic
foods from countries around the world. Most of us have crossed
waters to find our motorcycle of choice so we are familiar
foreign things. If any of the restaurants appeal to you or your
curiosity tells you to give it a try, join your fellow riders for
different culinary experiences and social fun. Dress will be
casual (jeans okay) with ample motorcycle parking available
during the riding season.

December “Meet to Eat™:

We will meet on Thursday, December 13, at 7:00 pm at da
Afghan Restaurant for a culinary experience from the country
of Afghanistan. The restaurant is located at 929 West 80"
Street, Bloomington, MN. This is 4 blocks from REL
Directions are Lyndale South off of 494, Right on 79" Left on
Bryant, Right on 80". Check out their web site at
www.daafghan.com. Entrees are priced between §11 - 15. Let
Darrell know by 4 pm on December 11 if you plan to attend and
number attending. Darrell will arrange details with the
restaurant. Darrell can be reached at penningd@rytway.com or
952/445-7343.

January “Meet to Eat™:

We will meet on Thursday, January 10 at 7:00 PM. Check
our newsletter, web site or club voice line for details where your
next adventure will be.

By the Time I Get to Millville
by Bart Bakker

Every November ride is a gift to be savored, a suspension of
reality in one last visit to the open road before the eternity of
winter. The sun hangs low, far to the south, and by noon it would
seem that the day is nearly done.

Riding along the banks of the Zumbro River on Wabasha
County 68 (gravel), | watched as the first rays of light penetrated
the stillness of the valley and began to melt the heavy frost on the
now long dead vegetation. Though bereft of leaves, the valley
seems almost prettier this time of year, or perhaps just fits my
mood better. The dryness makes clear that it isn't early spring, as
every access road and trail in Whitewater State Forest is open to
exploration, with no risk of getting buried in mud. On days like
these, the old GS is the best companion I can imagine, the only
bike [ want to be on.

My liberation from the tyranny of pavement continues, the
reward, an ever greater distance from civilization, from the known
and familiar, from people. I'm a loner. I can't think of one group
ride that would make my personal list of "ten best ever". Most of
my 18,xxx miles this year were ridden alone. So why do I belong
toaclub? Indeed. A hangover from the November BMWMOCM
meeting continued to linger, intruding upon even the brilliant
stretch of Wabasha County 11 from Hammond to Millville, the
pavement running hard along the north bank of the river. A return
to gravel east of Millville refocused my mind on the ride, but
something still stuck in my craw. Was it simply the stench of sour
grapes?

A confluence of politics anc. (it wouid seem) desperation led
to my foolish acceptance of a nomination for club president.
Though honored and of course flattered, 1 was apprehensive (and
said so), realizing too late that | was doing this more to please
others than to advance personal goals. It was my untimely mistake,
and I regret it. Though my defeat leaves me free to pursue my oft-
stated goal for next year (to ride more), some indigestion remains.

Perhaps it was the implied critique of recent club regimes,
as it's alleged the club will soon be headed back to the good old
days of the '70's and '80's. | wasn't around for those BMWMOCM
salad days, as | was riding Hondas in the '70's, taking my fire
engine- red CB400F to Canada in 1978, at the tender age of 16
(what were my parents thinking?). Later, I rode the little Super
Sport to the U of M, enjoying the free parking along the banks of
the Mississippi while I earned my BA in Russian language. After
an inexplicable period in the late '80's, when I stopped riding
altogether, I bought my first BMW in 1995. Since then, I've put
113K on my two old-school Boxers, another 30K on the dear
departed Triumph Tiger. By working for a small company (only
15 employees), I've been able to find ample time to ride, which has
been more important to me than an assault on the corporate ladder.

The re-paving and bridge work on MN Highway .60 from
Zumbrota to Wabasha is nearly done. Long a favorite, the old
pavement was pretty rough, although it didn't bother the GS or
Tiger much. A severe wind storm a few years back toppled many
trees, but Hwy. 60 is still one of the nicest rides in the southern
part of the state, and now, with new pavement, even better. (Here's
hoping that the LEOs continue to leave it alone!) At County Hwy.
4, I headed south for Theilman and Whitewater, seeking solace in
the woods.

Had things turned out differently, 1 would have adhered to




what I'll call the "Jamie Jensen Principle"/name used without
permission]. The meetings would have been brief and informal,
with a quick return to what I believe really matters - socializing.
I'm here because I'm a motorcycle enthusiast and rider, nothing
more. The BMWMOCM, to my mind, is not a professional
organization where success in the business world gets reflected
in further honors and power. 1 would have been a lousy
executive, no doubt.

"I know I need a small vacation..."”
(Wichita County Lineman, Jimmy Webb, 1967)

1 love the area around Whitewater State Park. 1 head there
often, especially when I want to get away from the city and its
concomitant pressures. [Though my wife and I live in the very
heart of the city by choice, it's always nice to get away, if only
for a day.] Spotting a trail off of MN 74, I pointed the GS uphill
and found a quiet spot for lunch, consisting of a ham and cheese
sandwich and some cranberry juice. Yum. A weekday soloride
like this is always somehow better, as the sensation of playing
hooky from work, from the grind of everyday life, is magnified,
turning a simple day ride into something with nearly the
refreshing power of a vacation. Or so I tell myself.

Change is good. Now there's a cliche that will be tested
soon. As I watch the past get elbowed out of the way, curiosity
is aroused as to what a new regime will bring. Fresh energy is
good, though personal ambition can be a bit wearisome. Still,
organizations tend to moderate behavior, and real bikers are
hardly the types to be led blindly. I once heard a club officer
describe getting things done as an attempt to "herd cats", which
might sound like a put down but is really just a humorous fact.
Or maybe it just makes sense to me, as I value cats for their
independence much as I loath dogs for their fawning obeisance.

Those who have read my stuff over the last two years know
that 1 have constantly questioned brand loyalty, Company
policies and attitudes, and the whole BMW "image" in general.
(I ride old Boxers because I prefer them, not because I can't
afford the newer models.) Perhaps that has annoyed on
occasion, though I merely intended to provoke critical thinking,
a legacy of my all too liberal education, no doubt. To those who
have tired of the newsletter's format (I am obviously not skilled
at desk top publishing), help is on the way, as Molly Gilbert
takes over as newsletter editor next issue. The last two years
have been long. I'm sick to death of the deadline, of collating
and folding, taping and stamping, of Microsoft Word and
Outlook. I'm proud that my newsletter costs averaged around 73
cents per issue including postage, and that everyone who
submitted something was published. My hope is that the money
saved will be spent on things beneficial to everyone in the club,
and not on something available to the few, or even non-
members...

After lunch, I decided to meander south toward the Root
River valley, remembering some roads from a GS ride Cox led
during our last Hiawatha Rally. I hope the rally stays in this
area. Singing my favorite songs written by the dark prince of
Elk City, Oklahoma (Mr. Jimmy Webb), I lose all sense of time
going down gravel roads toward Forestville. "By the time I get
to Phoenix, she'll be rising...." 1 never listen to music, radio or
CB while I ride, even during multi-day endurance rallies. The
road provides the inspiration, the music is in my head - though

I'm fortunate no one can actually hear me sing. Thoughts turn to
the future, to the rallies I hope to compete in and attend next year,
and I find myself wishing that I could fast-forward winter and
deposit myself into the middle of the Stodge Rally, or the
Minnesota 1000, or the Buttlite III... I can hardly wait for those
seven magical days of heaven and hell, all mixed together. How
such torture can be so sweet, I'm never quite sure. I know I feel
more alive (and dead) during those events, as the testing of one's
will and sanity in such a seemingly pointless endurance
competition is what I crave. Friends are always perplexed when
informed that there is no prize money, that it only costs a lot and
burns up valuable vacation time. All I really need to do now is get
a Russell Day-Long seat for the GS, and I'll be ready to go. Oh
yeah, and some Touratech bags, and...

Time to head home, | realize, and skirt Rochester, heading
west into Dodge County. The terrain continues to flatten out, and
the magic of bluff country is quickly replaced by flat, dormant
farm land. Approaching Cannon Falls, you sense the presence of
the City. It won't be long before sprawl eats everything out to here.
Soon, it's inner city combat on the Lafayette Bridge and westbound
1-94 in the late afternoon rush. You just get used to it, I guess.

And so I bid adieu. It has been a privilege to work for the
club. [ urge all members to attend meetings, to pay attention to
what's going on, to voice your opinion, to participate. Que sera
sera, non?

If you see a GS roosting in the mud next spring down
southeast, please stop and say hi. I may need help picking it up.

Until then.

Ciub Gificers

Molly Gilbert, President

Kevin Kocur, Vice-president
Jeff Oden, Treasurer

Michelle Moe, Secretary

Larry Stern, Board member
Deb Westberg, Board member
Mike Donohue, Board member
Bob Ekberg, Board member
Dale Peterson, past President

612.712.0045
763.566.0243
612.922.8258
763.323.4932
651.223.3743
763.754.1614
651.633.2262
651.690.5968
651.739.4623

"I Saw What You Did Last Summer"

If one of your riding partners/friends had an interesting
experience you feel compelled to share with the rest of us at the
Winter Banquet, please let Karol Patzer or Jerry Dubrall know. If
you have any suggestions for gag awards or an idea for an
interesting program, please e-mail it to Karol at
gypsybeemer@isd.net or Jerry at jdubrall@isd.net.

Judson Cycle Sales
BMW /Moto Guzzi
Peacefully located west of Mankato on Hwy. 68. As always,
your hosts, Ron and Carolyn.
Phone/fax(@ 507.947.3852.






