
THE
BEEMER
READER VOLUME 19 No. 6  JUNE. 09

TABLE OF CONTENTS:
Page 1. From the editor by Brian Radford     

   2. Introducing Marion Messenger by John Marczyk
   3, 4, 5 & 7 Cuatros Amigos Ride the Baja by Geoff Stevenson
   6. Roads I Have Ridden by Vince Martorino, Upcoming Rallys

7. From your Cloth Moth, Letter from Mike Damant, Changes to the Ride Calendar, For Sale
   8. Club Contacts & Ride Schedule

NO TIME TO RIDE
Of late I am finding that the unreal (non-motorcycling) side of my life is on a collision track with the Real
(Motorcycling) side. By the way of example the weather has been great for riding, but it also has produced a
vigorous growth of grass over the couple of acres of real estate under my stewardship. The main grass cutting
implement is temporarily not functioning so we are tackling the job with our valiant little weed eater. No Time
to Ride. Further, maintenance of house and out buildings demands regular annual application of paint in various
areas. The weather is ideal for riding but advantage must be taken of this rare opportunity to wield the paint
brush. No Time to Ride. Also fine weather brings very welcome visits to and from friends and family. We
wouldn’t have it any other way but the result is - - No Time to Ride!
P.S. As a dyed-in-the-wool rider of quite a few years standing, I do of course find time to sneak that old
motorcycle out of her comfortable slumber. But don’t look for me to win the BMW MOA mileage contest this
year. Most rides to date have been to the hardware store to buy paint and bits and pieces for the weed-eater. Not
much mileage between here and Ganges.
The ride to the pub at Saltair on Saturday, 16th May drew about 40 people, but it was hard to count, given that
out members are very individual, so they sat themselves in widely dispersed clumps throughout the pub’s
premises, both inside and out in the sunshine. All seemed to enjoy the outing, and many extended it (as did your
editorial duo) to take in the Wooden Boat Show at Genoa Bay. I know boasts are not bikes but it was a high
point of the day for me, to see some of those beautiful old boats that are so much a part of history on the B.C.
Coast. Too bad I left my camera at home.
Brian

SUN. JUNE 7TH, BREAKFAST PIONEER HOUSE  9:30 AM
Pioneer House Restaurant is at Whippletree Junction south of Duncan, 4675 Trans Canada Highway
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INTRODUCING MARION MESSINGER  by John Marczyk

Marion was born in Rosetown, Saskatchewan, located southwest of Saskatoon. Reflecting on her early years,
she recalls, “I was an only child. I married young, moving from my family farm to another farm 20 miles away
near Wartime, Saskatchewan, located north of Swift Current. This was real farm country with treeless flat
farmland settled by a mixture of nationalities. We grain farmed as well as raised goats, sheep and donkeys. Our
farm looked like Old Mac Donald's farm. That was the best part of farm life for me."

Two adult daughters, Tara and Vanessa (whom Marion adores), were born in
Saskatoon.  Lamenting a little that they have no children, she is consoled with the
fact they both are dog lovers, and that she has “grandpuppies”. Tara and her
husband live near Luseland, Saskatchewan. Vanessa and her husband live in
Saskatoon.  Marion visits frequently, sometimes as surprise stops on longer
motorcycle road trips.
While Marion moved to Victoria about five years ago from Saskatoon, the West
Coast has long been familiar to her as a result of her grandparent’s migration to
Vancouver in 1949. Marion recalls accompanying her mother every winter on
exciting transcontinental train trips from the Prairies to the West Coast. Speaking
very fondly of those visits, Marion notes, “I always went into temper tantrums
when it was time to leave!”
While married and living on the farm in Wartime, Marion discovered one
summer that a 125cc Enduro motorcycle added new excitement to rural life. She

also learned that there were unpredictable consequences to getting the Enduro stuck in a field knee deep in mud.
Although the Enduro was quickly retrieved unscathed in a rescue that involved the farm tractor, Marion
recounts with reconciled concern in her voice, “The bike got sold!”
Years later with the empowerment that comes with overcoming many of life’s challenges, Marion leapt back
onto the saddle with the purchase of a 450 Suzuki.  A Yamaha 1100 Virago followed. 
A highly memorable week-long road trip to New Denver and Nelson comes quickly to mind for Marion when
questioned about that special motorcycle trip. Staying at Toad Rock, a well-known bike camping haven near
Nelson, Marion fondly recalls, “I couldn’t believe I was doing it!   It was my most memorable trip as it was my
first.”   Riding across Vancouver’s Lions Gate Bridge on her new BMW 650 GS evokes similar awe and
excitement for Marion.
With the BMW 650 GS’ easy handling standing out as a unique feature, Marion pointed out that it was a real
pleasure for her to accumulate 14,000 kilometres in the saddle during the summer of 2008.   Everyone will
agree that Marion has come a long way since her muddy misadventure with the Enduro.
Dream rides in the conceptual stages include the southern United States and the Maritimes. Not big on riding in
the summer heat and humidity of the deep American south, Marion prefers making this trip in the fall or spring
so the beauty of the many national parks along the way can be enjoyed comfortably and safely.
Like many of us, Marion enjoys riding solo, catching up with others en route to common destinations. The
benefits include the opportunity to recount “tales from the trail” and to learn about new routes and that special
not to be missed place off the beaten track.
Marion’s preference for solo riding also comes with the realization that lone travelers are generally a curiosity,
so the opportunity for conversation, new friendships and learning about local cultures and traditions comes
naturally with little effort.
With a big smile on her face, and eyes gleaming Marion concludes with the reaffirmation, “The whole
motorcycling thing appeals to my sense of freedom, adventure and restlessness.”
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CUATRO AMIGOS RIDE THE BAJA  (Second of two parts). By Geoff Stevenson
Random thoughts from three weeks on the road in Washington, Oregon, California and Mexico’s Baja
Peninsula:
We had assumed that accommodation prices would be going down in the current recession and this turned out
to be true. In the US, we stayed mostly at Motel Sixes and a double room with all taxes was mostly $40-$43. A
year ago that would have been around $60.
Mexican hotel prices were all over the map. We paid more than $100 in Cabo, but shopping around in other
locations produced clean (although hardly fancy) double rooms for around $30. Best value by far was the Baja
Cactus Motel in El Rosario, where our comfortable double rooms were just over $20 each.
Better still, Mama Espinosa’s celebrated restaurant was 75 yards down the hill. This has been a favorite
watering hole over the years for some interesting characters, among them Steve McQueen, James Garner and
Parnelli Jones. Specialty of the house is lobster burrito.
A number of Baja road races have stopped or started in El Rosario and the restaurant walls are covered with
photographs of hundreds of two- and four-wheel racers, Robby Gordon among them.
In Guerrero Negro as we rode north, the Ballenas (whale) motel offered a room for 310 pesos, marked down
from 350 because there was no hot water! Jorgen and I checked in around 6 p.m. after a long, hot day of almost
800km and we were VERY interested in a hot shower.
The manager promised there would be hot water by 9 p.m. – and, after we checked in, we saw him and a
plumber rolling the new water heater into place. Sure enough, a couple of hours later there was a knock on our
door and a cry of “Agua caliente.”

Coming north on I5 in Central California, I reckoned I had seen the old and new California within a couple of
hours.
The Old, heading south with Conspicuous Consumption (and, perhaps, maxed-out credit cards) written all over
it: A garish red-and-yellow cigarette boat on a double-axle trailer, being pulled by a big, new pickup at what
looked like 80 m.p.h. The boat would probably run 50 or 60 knots - and burn 20 or 30 gallons an hour.
We passed what might be the New as we rode through Stockton. It was a beat-up Ford Explorer towing a 16-
foot aluminum fishboat with a tired-looking 20 hp outboard hung over the transom (fuel consumption 2 gal/hr).

Pavement quality varied enormously. Most Mexican roads were fine and a new stretch of four-lane highway
south of La Paz was as smooth as the proverbial billiard table.
But we rode for perhaps an hour on some of the worst pavement I have ever experienced. I didn’t lose any
fillings, but I’m sure it was close. An MLA in British Columbia with that sort of paving job in his riding would
be very worried, but I’m sure the Mexican system is rather different.
Long stretches of I5 in California were bumpy. The stretch through Stockton was especially rough. However, a
few miles north we swooped through Sacramento on a perfect surface. We felt sure any connection between the
new pavement and the legislators based a few hundred yards away was pure coincidence.

Some of us have been less than impressed by the service provided by Canada Post over the years. But I will
never complain again after a postcard mailed to my wife in La Paz on March 2 was delivered in Brentwood Bay
April 6!

California never ceases to amaze me. We had breakfast one day in the eastern suburbs of San Diego. One
waitress appeared to be in her early 60s, but she wore some of the shortest shorts I have ever seen and her
blonde hair was almost certainly out of a bottle. One of the other waitresses was about the size of an NFL
lineman. (Yes, yes, I know we’re not supposed to make observations like this any longer; does it help if I add
that short shorts was both courteous and efficient?).
Baja speed limits were amazingly varied. The posted limit was routinely 60km/h; this seemed a bit odd on a
piece of straight, flat road where the next corner might have been 20km away. Of course, nobody paid the least
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attention to these advisories and none of the cops we saw seemed at all interest in our rate of forward progress.
(In fact, we rode mostly at 100-110km/h and this seemed sensible, given the semis crowding the centre line in
lots of places).
But who really needs speed limits when you have speed bumps? You think the speed bumps in your
neighborhood are a problem on a bike? You ain’t seen nothin’ until you’ve ridden the Baja.
There, you’ll find high bumps and low ones. Concrete and pavement. Wide and narrow. Canvas hose. Thick
rope. You’ll even find metal domes stuck in the pavement in lots of places. And when they really want you to
slow down (as you approach the next curva peligrino), they’ll lay a series of bumps that stretch perhaps 30 or 40
yards. Trust me: They work really well!

There are road signs everywhere in the Baja. Translated loosely from the Spanish, they exhort us to Slow down!
Don’t drink and drive! Thanks for wearing your seat belt! Don’t litter! Follow at a safe distance! Drive
carefully! And the most important one: Obey the signs!

Mexican beer is excellent. I especially enjoyed Tecate, but we quaffed the odd glass of Pacificio and even an
occasional Corona. It’s cheap, too: We bought a six-pack in Wal-Mart (where else?) in Cabo San Lucas for
around $3.75 Canadian.

You can only imagine what the Americans pay to patrol the Mexican border. While you just drive straight
through the Mexican border post heading south, there are chain-link fences, traffic lights and three right-angle
bends, plus a 180-degree turn before you can even get out of the US border compound coming north.
And there were Border Patrol vehicles all over southern California. At one stage an ancient blue pickup came
towards me mostly sideways on a wet, twisty road not far from El Cajon. I was just waiting for him to slide into
the ditch, but he negotiated the corner somehow and roared off.
Minutes later two green and white Border Patrol SUVs roared past me, obviously in hot pursuit. Did they catch
him? I never found out.

We saw nothing of Mexico’s drug war – for which we were exceedingly grateful. (My soon-to-be 91-year-old
mother was horrified that I was riding to Mexico after all the grim stories she’d been reading in her newspaper
in New Zealand).
But clearly this is an ugly struggle with a frightening death toll – roughly 7,000 people killed in 2008 and more
than a thousand during the first two months of 2009.
The new Mexican president, Felipe Calderon, seems determined to wipe out the drug cartels – and the corrupt
politicians helping them. But they’ve been operating for many years and Calderon clearly isn’t going to succeed
anytime soon.
For years, Mexico was theoretically a functioning democracy. In practice this was often not true, especially
under the PRI party, which governed the country for 71 consecutive years (often through rigged elections).
Today, American demand for a variety of illegal substances and widespread smuggling of weapons into Mexico
from the U.S. have collided head-on with President Calderon. Can the drug cartels ever be controlled? As they
say, stay tuned.
Tijuana, the border crossing south of San Diego, has been traumatized by the drug wars. Because of this we
stayed well away, crossing the border at Tecate, about 70km to the east. (The Mexican border with Texas has
also become a pretty violent place as the drug war rages).
Undoubtedly there are illegal drugs up and down the Baja, but we saw none of them and none of us had any
problems returning to the U.S.
However, the Mexican army maintains frequent check points as you ride the peninsula, looking for firearms and
drugs.  These are often teenagers armed with automatic weapons – we treated them with considerable
circumspection.
We rode through perhaps 10 checkpoints. Cars and pickups ahead of us were being searched (but not always
very thoroughly), but only once we were asked for papers. (However, the checkpoints were pretty frustrating:
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very thoroughly), but only once we were asked for papers. (However, the checkpoints were pretty frustrating:
Several times we sat patiently in line in 35-plus-degree weather – only to be waved through when we got to the
front of the line).

Nobody had any problems from Mexican food. We tried lots of taco stands, chowed down a few dozen tacos
pescados, and found the fish excellent. In Mulege (say Mula-hay), a charming little town on the Sea of Cortez,
we enjoyed an excellent three-course meal, washed down with two Tecates, paid the local taxes and left a
generous tip for less than $20.
We bought lots of fresh fruit. The oranges varied a lot; the bananas seemed more consistent. The one pineapple
we purchased was excellent. Our motel in Cabo came with a blender and Jorgen mixed up a tasty fruit smoothie
for pre-breakfast sustenance.
In several places we could have bought what looked like a 10-kilo bag of oranges for around $4. Too bad we
couldn’t have fitted one on our bikes.

Apart from a couple of short back roads, we never left the pavement. These detours were on sand; riding a
heavy sport tourer, especially two-up, in the soft spots would have been an interesting challenge.

When the Mexicans finally get around to inspecting your passport, they give you paperwork to buy a tourist
card, a transaction you can perform at any bank. This cost a bit over $20 Canadian. Doug reckoned this was a
waste of money, but Jorgen and I diligently paid up.
Doug was right. Nobody ever asked to see our paid-up papers and he saved a few bucks. But I figure that if they
used our money on some of those bumpy roads, it was well spent.

We met only three other riders in the Baja. Ken Metcalfe, a retired English plumber, had supper with us in
Mulege and stayed at the same motel. He was on a new F800GS (which he flew to Houston in a container) and
was hoping to ride to Panama on his own.
Stopping at a pullout near Loreto, on the Sea of Cortez, we talked briefly with two other British Columbians,
one on an HP2, the other on a venerable KLR 650. Both bikes wore serious knobbies and they had done
hundreds of kilometres on the gravel and sand.

Cabo San Lucas styles itself the Billfish Capital of the World. It claims 40,000 are caught annually, mostly
catch and release. The daily limit is one marlin, swordfish or sailfish.
Not surprisingly, there are boats of every size for charter. Although we resisted, we could have rented a luxury
yacht (food and drink for 30 included) for a mere $9,500 a day. I reckoned this would be ideal for some of those
Wall Street executives who’ve just been bailed out by Washington.

Although our evidence was anecdotal rather than empirical, we were impressed by Mexican honesty. Jorgen
had paid for our room in Mulege going south, but had forgotten to reclaim the 100-peso key deposit when we
rode out next morning.
Six days later, we returned. He knew exactly when we’d been there the first time and the clerk dug in an office
desk, produced a 100-peso bill – and a big smile. I reckoned our chance of getting that sort of money back in
North America was slim at best.

We spent our last night on the road with Swedish-Canadian friends of Jorgen’s in Vancouver, WA. Next
morning, he wanted to get the 12;30 Coho in Port Angeles, so went ahead.
After a few miles (this was on I5 at around 75mph), I rode into snow. In a few minutes my windshield was
opaque. I can see over the top, but my visor was soon snowbound and I decided to pull off the highway.
In all, I stopped four times that day, waiting for the snow to stop again. (In the process I drank four cups of
marginally-acceptable roadside coffee and read most of three newspapers).
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After 8 _ hours of starting and stopping (and covering a mere 260km.), I pulled into the driveway of our son’s
house in Seattle.
There was snow lying in the garden and the heat and friendly faces of La Paz, Cabo San Lucas, Loreto and
Mulege seemed a very long way away.

ROADS I HAVE RIDDEN LETS RIDE SOUTH 2008 By Vince Martorino

 Bryce Canyon Day 7
We left the motel & rode through farm country up to Bryce Canyon at the 9000 ft level. After studying the map
we rode to the far end and take in all the view points on the way back thus having to make only right turns. The
road to the end was about 30 k at which you can comfortably ride at 80 k thereby enjoying the feel of the road
and with a few glimpses of the view to look forward to. After a few hours of stopping for pictures we headed
out. Later that year being back there again I realized that we missed a walk down in the canyon from the look
out at Sunrise Pt. So from here on another fun road, Hwy 89 south through low valley with small farms or
ranches, a couple small towns till a right at hwy 9 to Zion canyon.
This canyon is quite different in that you ride from the top to the bottom on a red road through several tunnels
one as long as about a mile and a half. While in the canyon they have a free shuttle up into another part with
insufficient room for car volume. In this canyon a lot of movies have been filmed over the years especially for
the cliff climbing.
So now we turned around and back we went. When you reverse your trip on a road like this it’s as if you’re on a
different road. Now back to 89 and right (South) through a few more towns and farms. At one town they had a
police car parked with a manikin in side, I’m sure it works. On this road we went through Kanab Canyon. On
this road we wound through pine forest which showed signs of the pine beetle all the way to Jacob Lake, access
road to the north Rim of the Grand Canyon. We stopped here for the night.
OD 91246

UPCOMING RALLYS 

Chief Joseph Rally - John Day, Oregon
18 - 21 June
Pre registration closes 4 June  http://www.bmwro.org/cj2009.html

Lunatic Fringe
10-12 July 
Pre-registration closes 30th June
For Registration forms or any other information
Please contact Magda at (403) 912-0837 or E-mail us at: rallyinfo@rockybowbmw.ca

Cascade Country Rendezvous - Republic, Washington
23–26 July
Pre registration closes 1 July  http://www.wsbmwr.org/index.php/2009-ccr
 
 BeeCee Beemers Hotspring Rally, Nakusp, BC
13-16 August
Pre registration closes 1 August  http://www.beeceebeemers.com/rally.htm
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FROM YOUR CLOTH MOTH Conrad Moller
  I am holding T Shirts ordered by the following club members:
  Peter Coulson,
  Randy Thompson,
  Brian Cownden,
  Kathleen Leach,
  Tom Keene and
  Bill Wallace.
  Would these folks please contact Conrad so we can come up with delivery instructions at 250-479-1730 or
email conrad@jacktar.ca
  PLEASE CONTACT ME BEFORE 4 JUNE OR AFTER 27 JUNE
  Thanks,    conrad@jacktar.ca

FROM MIKE DAMANT
    Since news of my "Unfortunate Event", as Lemony Snickett would characterise it - the Cardiac Arrest in
April - I have had messages of cheer and "get well" from, not only the Club, but several individual members. I
am so very grateful and I would like to just say
"Thank you all so very much. Your kindness and support has meant, and continues to mean, such a lot to me
and to my Wife, Lynne and our family. We are more grateful than you can imagine. An event like this, coming
out of the blue, is a shock and a very isolating experience. Your kindness and support makes it much easier to
bear. Thank you All once again.

CHANGES TO THE RIDE CALENDAR Submitted by Bob Leitch
As a result of some observations about conflicts, there have been two changes made to the calendar.  A couple
of straw polls were taken at the last meetings and the majority of members present opted to change the Gold
River ride and the Port Renfrew ride.   In order to allow members to attend the Chief Joseph Rally and the Gold
River Ride, the Gold River ride has been changed to the weekend of 27 Jun 09.  Similarly, to allow members to
attend both the Training Session and the Port Renfrew ride, the Port Renfrew ride has been changed to Sat 18
Jul 09.

FOR SALE
A Widder, electric thermostat controller with a BMW plug.  This item is good with Widder electric clothing.
I paid a $168 new and would like to get $60 for it. 
Bob Leach phone number 250-477-1099 or cell at 250-892-1099. 
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THIS LIST ENABLES YOU TO: submit articles or ideas for future issues of Beemer Reader, pay your dues
of $15, order club clothing, and borrow books and DVD’s.
Treasurer:        Peter Juergensen

            6-310 Goldstream Ave. Colwood, BC V9B-2W3           250-478-3244 *motonanny@telus.net
Mailing: Brian Davies

905 Park Heights Rd. Sooke, BC V0S-1N0  250-642-7047 *hekngon@uniserve.com
Editor: Brian Radford

456 Dukes Rd. Salt Spring Island, BC V8K-2B6 250-653-9370 * bmwrad@shaw.ca
Librarian: Bob Leitch

2986 Barrett Dr. North Saanich V8L-1A3 (250) 656-6694 *bleitch@telus.net
Webmaster: Tom Thornton (206) 497-6304  *tomndi@shaw.ca

     1580 Marine Circle, Parksville. BC V9P 1Y6
Clothing: Conrad Moller *conrad@jacktar.ca

 Club Ride Schedule 2009
www.bmwrvi.org    bmwrvi@shaw.ca

Date Event Location Type Organizer
Jun 7
Sunday

Monthly Gathering Pioneer House Breakfast Volunteer needed

Jun 18 – 21
Thursday/Sunday

Chief Joseph Rally John Day,
Oregon

Rally Volunteer needed

Jun 27 - 28
Saturday/Sunday

Camp-n-Ride Gold River Road Klaus Kreye

Jul 4
Saturday

Monthly Gathering Dakota
Restaurant

Breakfast Volunteer needed

Jul 16 - 19
Thursday/Sunday

BMWOA National
Rally

Johnson City,
Tennessee

Rally Volunteer needed

Jul 18
Saturday

Monthly Ride Port Renfrew Road Volunteer needed

Jul 19
Sunday

Rider Skills
Training

Ogden Point Event – Pre-
registration
required

Bob Leitch

Jul 23 – 26
Thursday/Sunday

Cascade
Rendezvous

Republic,
Washington

Rally Klaus Kreye

Aug 9
Sunday

Monthly Gathering Salt Spring
Island

Breakfast Brian Radford

Aug 14 - 17 Hotsprings Rally Nakusp, BC Rally Volunteer needed
Aug 22
Saturday

Ride up Island Qualicum Beach Road Tom Thornton

Sep 5
Saturday

Monthly Gathering Chequered Flag Breakfast Klaus Kreye

Sep 20
Sunday

Monthly Ride Cowichan Lake Road Volunteer needed

Oct 4
Sunday

Monthly Gathering Blue Peter Breakfast Colleen Barnes

Oct 24
Saturday

Annual Meeting TBD Meeting Klaus Kreye


