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EDITORIAL By Brian Radford
Through the Fraser Valley, over the Coquihalla and the Okanagan Connector. Along the west side of Okanagan
Lake and down the old road through Quilchena and Merritt to Spences Bridge and thus to the ferry and back to
Salt Spring Island. This was not by any stretch an epic ride, just about 1000 kilometres over a couple of days.
But for this old rider (and maybe even for his perennially young pillion passenger) any time on the bike is a
good time.
The plan for tomorrow is to try the Duffy Lake loop with some of the RVI members, and I hope I will catch a
glimpse of their taillights from time to time. We are hoping for decent weather and I will try to be an optimist,
even to the extent of indulging in Greek cuisine if that’s what most of our group has in mind. Keep the rubber
side down and always stay on the sunny side of life. Cheers, Brian

Bill Wallace is putting the finishing touches on plans for our July Breakfast.  The Breakfast will be held
Saturday 3 July 2010 at RC’s Grill, 9800 McDonald Park Road Sidney BC.  Breakfast is at 0930, and the
restaurant is opening especially for us, so we will have the entire facility to ourselves.  Bill does need to provide
numbers so that the restaurant can plan properly.  So if you are planning to attend, please let Bill know at
K75RT@telus.net by Friday 25 June 2010.

   SAT. JULY 3, RC’S GRILL& BAR SIDNEY 9:30 AM

The August breakfast will be on Salt Spring. Watch the next issue for details.

NEW MEMBERS Submitted by Peter
Juergensen
John Knight
Dave DeGear
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INTRODUCING ERNIE REIGLE By John S. Marczyk
As far as kindred spirits go, Ernie makes the mark in my adventure book as he  retells with much conviction and
passion the story of how he and his wife of 40 years, Marilyn, got bitten by the travel bug.  “It was 1971, having
saved diligently for the first two years of our marriage, we had just sold virtually everything we owned!  Our
Montreal apartment was empty save for two sorry looking souls in lawn chairs.  The following day, we were to
embark on our two year around the world adventure.”  For Ernie and Marilyn, the love of world exploration was
launched from those lawn chairs.
A VW van conveyed them across Canada then down to LA where it too was sold.  Via Hawaii and Fiji, seven
weeks were spent in New Zealand followed by seven more in Australia. Then on to  Indonesia, Singapore, the
Philippines, Japan then back across the Asian continent to Europe where they picked up their new VW camper.
Ten months were spent exploring Europe from the Arctic circle to Northern Africa.  While travelling in
Germany, they came to the hard realization that they “did not have much money left” but they had connected to
the wonderful people and magical landscapes of Europe and did not wish to return to Canada prematurely.  The
solution:  Ernie took a job with the Canadian Forces in Lahr, Germany loading cargo planes.
 When asked about the start of his riding adventures, Ernie commented, “I started dirt biking as a young
fellow.”  A Spanish Bultaco 250cc was his ride of choice in those days.   His trusty Bultaco provided many
years of memorable exploration of the Laurentian backwoods.  When his two children, Jamie and Jessica were
born, Ernie “put the bikes aside for a few years.”
Over the years, a series of BMWs including an R75, R100RS and a K100RS conveyed Ernie to work each day
and on many an adventure across the continent from Newfoundland and Labrador to Vancouver Island.
More recently, Ernie has reverted back to an airhead as his BMW of choice finding a very low mileage, well
equipped R100RT in Montreal.  While focusing on safety, Ernie points out, “I like its low centre of gravity,
wide handle bars and simplicity for solo riding.  Most of the time, should something go wrong [on the road], I
can deal with it.”   Ernie has learned to be self-sufficient on rides by carefully maintaining the airhead, and
appreciating its few idiosyncrasies compared to the high tech, computer controlled BMWs of today.
Ernie has no difficulty recalling his most outstanding ride.  It was in the mid 90’s with a fellow BMW rider on
his R100RS and himself on a K100RS, involving unsealed roads, isolated villages on the north shore of the St.
Lawrence River, and running out of road at the Town of Natashquan, Quebec.  “Where in Canada do you run
out of road?” Ernie quips.  Route #138 just said “fin”!   Arrangements were made to have the two bikes crated
and craned aboard the Nordik Express.  This was a supply boat bringing mail and foodstuffs to the otherwise
isolated villages along the north shore.  The ride carried on to Blanc Sablon at the Labrador border.  One day
into Labrador, the reality of our sport bikes being unable to continue on these roads led us to return to Blanc
Sablon where we were able to board a ferry to Newfoundland.  The boat landings along the north shore of the St
Lawrence River stood out for Ernie, “I couldn’t believe the isolation of these Canadian villages.  No matter the
time of day or night, our arrival in port was magical.  The coming of the ship was a unique opportunity for
social interaction for the villagers—everyone came out to greet the supply boat!”
When asked about his dream ride, Ernie replies excitedly, “While my big adventure riding is done, as a recent
transplant to Vancouver Island, most everything nearby is new.  It’s almost like starting over! “Having been to
Alaska and California, Ernie adds, “I look forward to retirement rides exploring the back roads of Washington,
Oregon, California and British Columbia.”
Part philosopher and part realist, our interview ends with Ernie reinforcing the importance of safety and
preventive maintenance.  Before any ride, Ernie underscores the importance of going front-to-back, back-to-
front on a bike to make sure all is in order.  Ernie is also a very strong believer in the expression, “Ride your
Own Ride”:  “Respect your riding parameters, especially when riding with others.”  “We are all different and
blessed with a variety of skill sets we should be proud of.  Be happy with your ride.”  As in many other action
sports, Ernie and I concur “it is critical to include a safe return in each ride”.
Born in the Laurentians of Quebec, Ernie’s formative years were spent in Morin Heights, located 70 kilometers
northwest of Montreal.  Ernie’s acumen for numbers is tied to his career of 38 years sharing his enthusiasm for
math in high school.
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Ernie and Marilyn’s son Jamie, who is 33, lives in London, England. working as a Director of Corporate
Development for the Manchester United Football Club.  Jessica, 32, just completed two years working for
VANOC and is presently studying graphic design in New York University, and loving life in the Big Apple.
(Sorry no photo - had trouble with it – ed.)

RIDE TO MEXICO Submitted by Klaus Kreye
“Anyone interested with good riding experience who wants to ride Mexico Nov 11-Nov 27, 2010 and would
like further details feel free to contact Keith Owen at keith@owenbusiness.com.  Shipment of bikes to and from
starting points in the USA is included.  This is not a guided tour but more a ride with some people from Victoria
that do these trips twice a year.  Each rider is responsible for their own meals, fuel, and lodging costs.  There are
already 4 bikes going, and we have room for 2-3 more individuals due to cancellations of some other usual
riding members.  If you are at all interested you can also contact me on my cell at 250-516-4475.”

BEE CEE BEEMERS OF BRITISH COLUMBIA             9TH HOTSPRINGS
RALLY AUGUST 19 -22, 2010

Announcing the Bee Cee Beemers 9th annual four day Hotsprings Rally! Come join us for an old fashioned
Beemer rally and experience some of the finest motorcycling roads on the continent. Check out some of the
local highways at http://www.destinationhighways.com/default.htm . The scenery is superb so come enjoy the
great hospitality of Nakusp, where you’ll find us camping under the trees at the Village Campground or
enjoying the comforts of the many B&B’s and motels just minutes away. (http://www.nakusparrowlakes.com)
Pre-registration is US$60 & CDN$65 per person, which includes 3 nights camping, 3 catered suppers, buckets
of Kicking Horse coffee, home baked muffins in the morning and a rally pin. If you are not camping or coming
for a shorter visit you’ll pay less. Check our website www.beeceebeemers.com for registration options and to
download the pre-registration form. Contact Michael McPeak (604) 438-3954 or email
rally@beeceebeemers.com for more info. Or http://www.beeceebeemers.com/rally.htm

CLUB CONTACTS:
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 V9Z 1B4  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 (250) 594-4326  *tomndi@shaw.ca

     1580 Marine Circle, Parksville. BC V9P 1Y6
Clothing: Conrad Moller
*conrad@jacktar.ca
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A 12,000KM RIDE INTO MOTORCYCLE  HISTORY                      by Geoff Stevenson
Second of three parts
Our next destination was Galveston, on the Gulf of Mexico. This was another exceedingly wet day; at one stage
we stopped outside San Antonio to gas up and some of the water coursing over the concrete apron surrounding
the gas pumps was over the toes of my boots.
We stopped several times in a vain attempt to dry out a little, but eventually out-rode the storm, travelling east
to Houston and then south to Galveston.
Downtown Galveston is an odd mixture of a few handsome old buildings being restored and, it seemed, others
in varying states of disrepair (and structural suspicion).
It's also a cruise ship centre; since this was Sunday, there were long lines of cars and cars taking passengers to
the two ships in port for their departure later that day.
We took a free (to us, if not to the taxpayers of Texas) ferry from Galveston to Port Bolivar and then headed
east into Louisiana. We were now determined to avoid the Interstates where possible and were mostly on two-
lane roads to New Orleans, a couple of days away.
On the Texas coast, we saw large numbers of houses being rebuilt after Hurricane Katrina (can it really be
almost five years ago?) We inspected one cluster probably 150 yards from saltwater and perhaps a foot above
high tide level and wondered whether the owners had insurance - and, if so, how much it cost.
(Of course, you can insure anything if you are prepared to pay. Would you believe, $10,000 a year for house
coverage? $20,000? More?)
Soon we were out of Texas and into Louisiana's Bayou (and Cajun) country. Most of this land
was desperately poor, with a disproportionate number of people living in trailer parks. We rode
for miles through rice paddies and sugar cane plantations.
(Mind you, we discovered the next day that the state was a place of extreme contrasts. We stopped for a coffee
and met a local rider, who suggested we should detour for an hour or so onto one of his favorite loops. We did
so - and rode by a succession of modern, 3,500-sq. ft.-plus houses that would have fit in perfectly behind the
Tweed Curtain in Oak Bay).
A highlight was the Hai Nam buffet in Abbeville, LA. Here we paid $7.75 for 30 main course choices (all the
seafood selections were excellent), a salad bar and several varieties of dessert, plus vanilla or chocolate soft ice
cream.
Of course, you can go back for seconds (or thirds, or............) at the typical buffet and we noted with some
concern that some of the locals were doing just that, always returning with overflowing plates.
We walked probably 7-8 km roundtrip from our motel (everyone else, it seemed clear, had driven to the
restaurant); we reckoned this allowed us to have a second trip to the main course selection - and dessert.
There was more good (and affordable) food the next day, too. We stopped for lunch at the Bayou Delight,
where the special was chicken fried steak, mashed potatoes with gravy, toast, sweet peas and cake with
chocolate/pecan icing. This was all on the same plate. Cost: $5.99, plus $1.79 for bottomless iced tea or
lemonade (we both had refills).
I'd like to go back, too. Flying to New Orleans and renting a car for, say a week, would let you explore most of
the bayou country, learn more about the Cajun culture, enjoy some fabulous food and generally have a relaxing
time well off the conventional tourist path.
Apart from the farming (Louisiana is America's biggest sugar cane producer with more than 400,000 acres
under cultivation), it was clear that offshore oil drilling has become an integral part of the state economy. We
rode for perhaps 10 km near Houma with wall-to-wall support industries: Boat builders, rig constructors, diesel
engine servicemen, naval architects and catering companies.
And, because we were in the Litigious States, there were frequent billboards with lawyers offering to represent
workers battling the oil companies over injuries - or whatever. (This really hit home when I read a couple of
weeks later about the murky legal issues surrounding several aspects of the current oilrig problems in the Gulf
of Mexico). Next stop was to be the bright lights, wrought iron balconies, historic streetcars, music and
extravagant light life of New Orleans.
We could have ridden into the French Quarter and undoubtedly found a comfortable hotel room for, say, $350.
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But we reckoned we should be able to stay on the west bank of the river (the river runs more or less north and
south hereabouts, but in downtown New Orleans a giant bend on the Mississippi means the downtown city is on
the east and Gretna (where we stayed for $99/night) is on the west.
The plan was to get a city bus (or, failing that, a taxi) to Canal Street, the gateway to the historic French
Quarter, but it worked even better than that. The hotel (a Clarion Inn) had a free shuttle bus to the river ferry -
and, better still, the ferry was free for foot passengers.
So the ferry Thomas Jefferson took us to and from the city four times and the hotel bus delivered us to the
terminal and picked us up each night.
I've been to New Orleans several times. It seemed a bit grubbier this time than I had remembered it, but there's
no denying its quaint charm. And, where else can you stroll along the street carrying your drink (plastic only, no
glass containers approved for carrying) and taking in a serious cross-section of music?
New Orleans produced our first tire problem. I found what turned out to be a screw (probably a #6 for you
carpenters) in Ernie's front tire. It was down a couple of pounds, but he plugged it and it held full pressure the
rest of the trip.
Of course, we had to try the local crawfish. A little research showed that the going price was $9.99 for a plate.
However, you got a pound in some establishments, but two pounds in others (unsurprisingly, we chose the
latter).
The verdict: Much ado about mostly nothing (with apologies to you know who). We ripped and tore and
squeezed the red creatures on our plate - and eventually got about as much food as, say, a slice of dry toast.
Supper was more successful. While there is some really serious dining in the French Quarter (we noted many
menus with main courses priced in the high-30s), there were also cafeteria-style places with, say, jambalaya in a
plastic dish, for $7.25.
All the restaurants seemed to have music. There was no cover charge at any of the places we ate, although the
hat (actually a plastic bucket - the better to hold all those bills) was passed and a little math suggested it
produced a couple of hundred buck or so on each pass in the little place we chose.
We were home at the Clarion Inn before dark each night, but if the bucket went around two or three times a
night, the musicians weren't doing badly. Our music was all well known, contained no free-form jazz, and was
good entertainment for a couple of greyhairs.
We checked out the three streetcar lines in town. The Canal Street line runs 4-5km from downtown and this
gave us a good look at more of the city. I thought we might see some of the damage remaining from Katrina,
but it turned out this required another bus trip - and we couldn't see the sense in spending $45 or so to inspect
someone else's misery.
Our second full day in New Orleans was spent mostly with Lady Leadfoot the bus driver. We took a plantation
tour, sat in the back row of the bus going and coming - and reckoned we spent several minutes airborne as Lady
L. roared along the highway west of N.O. in Plantation Alley.
(We were in a 5500 series GM chassis with what was obviously a very rudimentary rear suspension. I suspect
we were regularly doing 80 m.p.h. - I was glad I couldn't see the speedo - and with 32 passengers aboard, that
was just too fast for the rough pavement).
We visited Laura Plantation, which had been run by a Creole family, and Oak Alley, famous for its avenue of
almost-300-years-old oak trees and elegant plantation house.
Both had used slaves 150 years ago and the tour guide took us through what were supposedly slave cabins. But
since both plantation houses had been extensively refurbished, I was a bit skeptical of what we were actually
being shown as this tour progressed.
Now it was time to head for the Barber. We elected to choke down a day on the Interstate and were in
Birmingham for supper after another 573km.
It's pretty hard to do justice to the Barber in print. It's an astonishing collection of 650 bikes from all over the
world - and with another 650 in varying stages of restoration (but available for inspection only on race
weekends).
The minimalist building in concrete and steel contains five levels of exhibits. Those of us who learned to ride in
the early 60s (can it really be almost 50 years ago?) recognized dozens of the BSAs, Triumphs, Nortons,
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Matchless/AJS sisters, Velocettes, and Ariels from our teenage years.
Most bikes were perfectly restored. But a few were wisely left in pretty original condition. There were a number
of race bikes (and some elegant old board racers - most with no brakes). There was a replica of the chopper built
for Peter Fonda and Jack Nicholson in Easy Rider.
There were Harleys and Indians, there was  a Flanders (who knew?), a Rush, built in Belgium, Ducatis and MV
Agustas, Moto Guzzis and all the Japanese marques and a Horex and a Lilac and  a Nimbus and a Brough
............And, because of the Barber family's close friendship over the years with Colin Chapman, there was an
extensive selection of Lotuses, from a replica of Chapman's first car, an aluminum-bodied thunderbolt with a
small 4-cylinder motor that probably made 20 b.h.p., to a number of the company's Formula One racers.
The museum sits on 740 acres of land and includes a 2.5-mile state-of-the-art track. There's a Porsche driving
school on site and a motorbike school run by Kevin Schwantz.
We spent most of a day ogling those lovely old bikes and I could have gone back for a second day (in fact, I
flattened my camera battery in four hours, since all the indoor photos required the flash and I must have
captured 70 or 80 bikes by then).
Next morning, we were ready to head west. We always checked the weather forecast before firing up the bikes -
after perhaps 20 seconds of viewing we knew that we weren't going anywhere this day.
We had known the night before that bad weather was expected, but nothing could have prepared a couple of
Victoria guys for what transpired. The forecast was for tornadoes in Mississippi and Alabama, rainfall of up to
10 inches in places - and wind gusts expected over a hundred miles an hour.
There are four TV stations in Birmingham and at least three of them broadcast nothing but weather (and no ads
that I could see) from early morning until 2300, when I turned out the lights.
This was minute-by-minute weather, with the storm track on your screen in precise detail, through the wonders
of modern Doppler radar. By the end of the day, 12 people were dead, hundreds of buildings were flattened,
some places had 12 inches of rain (with consequent flooding) - and the highest wind gust was 170 m.p.h!
We spent a quiet day in our motel room. We read a total of four books as the storm passed about 25 miles
northeast. We had three or four thunder-and-lightning downpours and, although we were never in danger, this
was a powerful reminder of the force of Mother Nature.
Next morning, just as the weather forecasters had promised, it was dry and sunny and we headed for
Mississippi. We crossed the Mississippi River again and were soon in Arkansas, despite an unscheduled
diversion through the University of Alabama in Tuscaloosa (we noted Bear Bryant Boulevard before finding
our way back on to Highway 82, which eventually took  us to New Mexico).
After Arkansas we tackled Texas again. It's a big chunk of real estate, to be sure - but we didn't have the heart to
tell our new Texas friends that B.C. is almost 50 per cent bigger!
More important, Texas is mostly mind-numbingly flat and we rode for the next two days barely shifting (or
leaning for corners) - but always battling that damn wind.
Now we were in eastern New Mexico - and now it really started to blow. Even though you're soon 5,000 feet
above sea level, the road remains resolutely (mostly) flat and straight (we were on U.S. Highway 60 by now).
We spent a relaxing night with a friend of Ernie's in Albuquerque and left next morning for Taos, N.M., and
Durango, CO. A major attraction in Taos is the Pueblo, an ancient Indian village. We rode out and parked the
bikes, only to discover the entrance fee was $10- each - plus a further $5 if you wanted to take photos. We
looked at each other, held onto our wallets, remounted and rode back onto the highway.
New Mexico, one of the union's poorest states, has some beautiful scenery. But there seemed to be no regulation
of rural rubbish and we rode past a series of abandoned vehicles, farm machinery and other junk that seriously
scarred the countryside.
We got up to 10,400ft. on Highway 64 before dropping down to around 8,000 feet in Chama. Here we relaxed
with a bowl of chicken soup (feeling unusually safe with a dozen or so New Mexico Highway Patrolmen at the
next table) while chatting with the waitress about the weather.
She told us it was supposed to snow for a week. We weren't sure whether she was serious - but we hadn't
forgotten those tornado forecasts in Alabama, either.
So we walked around the corner to the Visitors' Bureau - only to confirm what she'd told us. It seemed clear
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that, if the forecast proved accurate, we'd be stuck in Chama for days and, even though we were both tired, it
seemed clear we'd better got out of town fast.
It was a two-hour ride to Durango in southern Colorado and we were there for supper. The forecast here was for
snow, too, and temperatures below zero.
We reckoned we deserved a break from the damn wind, so we booked the motel for two nights and spent the
next day on the Durango-Silverton narrow gauge railroad.
This is a real steam train (with steam train speeds, alas - an average of about 12 m.p.h.) but it was a relaxing day
(with just a few flakes of snow, as it turned out). We met a number of interesting Americans on the train - most
were incredulous that we'd ridden from Canada to Alabama and were now, for heaven's sake, riding home.
To be continued

TECH TIP By Geoff Stevenson
If you're restoring an older bike (or perhaps just maintaining your Beemer) and need metric fasteners, here are
some suggestions.
Your neighborhood Canadian Tire store probably has a decent selection of metric nuts and bolts. And the
Capital Iron store downtown can often help, although when I was there the other day, its metric assortment
seemed very limited - and available only in stainless. (This might be what you need, but club members of
Scottish descent - like me - probably balk at paying two or three bucks for a single bolt.)
I'm currently restoring a 1974 H&%$a CB550K. It has four 8mm bolts on the front engine mounts; I'm fitting
crash bars and the original factory bolts were going to be too short. The existing hardware is 60mm long; ideally
I needed another 10mm.
Of course, Murphy's Law soon came into play. I went to Canadian Tire at Broadmead (which has an excellent
selection of metric fasteners); I recently bought some short 3mm machine screws there to repair some
carburetors, something I never expected to find. Anyway, CanTire had a variety of 8mm bolts with the correct
thread, but the longest one was 60mm. I tried Capital Iron, only to find the same length, but now only in
stainless and about three times the price.
Acklands-Grainger, around the corner on Government, couldn't help, but pointed me to FastenerForce, at 625
Hillside Ave (this is the short section of Hillside that runs west from Government and ends at Turner. The store
is on the corner of Hillside and Rock Bay).
They had exactly what I needed - at the reasonable price of 92 cents each. (There are other suppliers for metric
fittings in Victoria, but some of them don't want to sell small quantities, insisting that you buy the whole box -
which in this case would have set me and my heirs up for the next century!).
The young man at FastenerForce was polite and knew exactly what he was doing. It was a pleasant discovery
for this consumer. A caution about buying metric bolts or machine screws: Most of you will know that many
fittings come in at least two thread sizes; if you're not buying nuts and bolts together, it's a good idea to take a
sample nut with you, so you can be sure the new bolt is the correct pitch.
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WEBSITE FOR ADVANCED RIDER TRAINING COURSES
www.advancedridertraining.ca

September 3-5th  Advanced Rider Training Course

We have had some confusion over a couple of dates in August.  Here are the correct dates:
1. BMW RVI First Annual BBQ  will be on Sunday 15 August 2010 starting at 1300.  Catherine Hobbs is
organizing this event and we will get you the details soon.
2. We are still looking for an organizer to lead the Mystery Ride on 18 July.  Lead a ride to a new destination
that we don’t frequent.  If you are interested let Bob Leitch know by 5 July 2010
Bob Leitch 

Club Ride Schedule 2010
Date Event Location Type Organizer
July 3  Saturday
Starts at 0930

Monthly Gathering RC’s Grill & Bar Breakfast Bill Wallace

July 9-11 Rocky Bow Lunatic
Fringe Rally
Pre-reg 30 June

Cochrane,
Alberta

Rally Volunteer needed

July 15 -18 BMWMOA
National Rally
Pre-reg by 30 June

Redmond,
Oregon

Rally Volunteer needed

July 18  Sunday Mystery Ride ? Road Volunteer needed
July 22 - 25 Cascade

Rendezvous
Pre-reg by 1 July

Menlo,
Washington

Rally Volunteer needed

Aug 5-8 37th Stanley Stomp
Rally
Must pre-reg!

Grandjean, ID Rally Volunteer needed

Aug 6 – 8
tentative

Tour
Blues Fest

Port Townsend Road John Marczyk
Please indicate
support

Aug 8  Sunday Monthly Gathering Salt Spring
Island

Breakfast Brian Radford

Aug 15 at 1300 Ride and BBQ Cobble Hill Road Catherine Hobbs

**Aug 19 - 22 Hotsprings Rally
Pre-reg by 1 Aug

Nakusp, BC Rally Volunteer needed

Sep 11/12 20th Anniversary
Ride

Sayward Road Sally Harvey
Bob Leach
Don Robertson

Sep 26  Sunday Monthly Ride Port Renfrew /
Cowichan loop

Road Volunteer needed

Oct 3   Sunday Monthly Gathering Blue Peter Breakfast Colleen Barnes
Oct 23  Saturday Annual Meeting TBD Meeting Klaus Kreye
Nov 6  Saturday Monthly Gathering Chequered Flag Breakfast Klaus Kreye
Dec 5  Sunday Monthly Gathering Chequered Flag Breakfast Klaus Kreye
Issued 20 June 2010
** This is the correct date.


