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EDITORIAL OF WELLS, WATER AND WANDERLUST By Brian Radford
We took a few days off from the normal routines (whereby we ride our bikes to various rallies and other sites on
a variety of interesting roads to a variety of interesting places. In other words, we are doing what most of us do,
or would like to be doing.) Anyway, for the last few days we took time out to visit people that we wanted to
visit, and motorcycles were not involved because of factors of time and distance. To put it simply, it was
necessary to fly in order to get to where we wanted to be, and then to get back home again, where we found that
our well seems to be drying up after a quarter century of seeming abundance. What to do? The best idea might
be to turn off a the taps (or faucets) and to get back on the bike and ride to some other place where there is in
fact enough water to drink – or if there’s no H2O in that place, beer will probably an acceptable alternative.
So, unless the well is dry at the Salt Spring Inn for breakfast on the 8th of August we will be there with
BMWRVI and subsequently at Nakusp for the 9th Annual Rally on the 19th of August. See you all there,
perhaps. Brian
P.S. We include on these pages an electronic conversation that admirably illustrates the benevolent solidarity of
members of BMWRVI. My comment to Ernie is that flattery (as in a front tyre) will get you no where, unless
“no where” is defined as BBQ’d chicken, refreshments plus the repair of the aforementioned Metzeler in
hospitable surroundings. Cheers, Brian
P.P.S. See the illustration which should have accompanied our July issue concerning the member profile on
Page 2 of that issue. Why is this motorcycle reclining in a snow bank?

SUN. AUG 8TH SALT SPRING INN, GANGES 9:30 AM

All members are reminded of the 20th anniversary ride to Sayward on Vancouver Island this Sept. 11-12. 
Per our previous announcement the venue is at the private resort Fisherboy Park and I have reserved a number
of campsites holding 2 campers per unit and as well there are cabins and rooms available.  What I am most
concerned about at this point is to get a handle on numbers so that I can arrange supper on Sat. night.  I was
thinking of contacting the Cable Restaurant and reserving the requested number of tables.  Therefore, PLEASE 
respond to me at jkrleach@shaw.ca asap.  P.S.  There will be a later missive on the ride up.  Bob Leach
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GREETINGS CLUB MEMBERS
Just home from a wonderful two weeks riding in Washington and Oregon. Spent most of the interim week after
the National Rally exploring many of the coloured roads suggested on the Oregon Motorcycle Map.
Menlo Rally was super, friendly people, exemplary food and accommodating site facilities. As a plus the
weather was gorgeous.
WORTH SHARING:
A little excitement was experienced on the way home as I had a flat in my FRONT tire, my first in front, while
entering Port Angeles. I tried to refill it to no avail so I opted to ride it flat to the ferry terminal with my flashers
on, board the ferry and deal with it in Victoria. I carry only a spare rear tube but apparently it can be stretched
over the larger 19 inch front wheel. I also carry patches, larger tire irons and a small electric compressor. Being
uncertain of the condition of the tube and most grateful to meet fellow club members Bob and Janette Leitch at
the ferry terminal with their Blackberry, I phoned Klaus to see if he had a spare front tube. He offered a better
solution. Upon arrival in Victoria there was Klaus with the sidecar rig and a spare wheel which he promptly
swapped for my flat one! On his suggestion we returned to his place where in the relative shaded comfort of his
shop I patched my tube and reinstalled my wheel and his donor wheel back on his RS. This was followed by
BBQ'd chicken wings and refreshments after which I continued on home. It sure beat repairing the tire on the
roadside in down town Victoria on a hot sunny Sunday afternoon. I am confident this is but one of many stories
club members could share while appreciating Klaus' kindness and selfless generosity.
Cheers, Ernie
Hi Bob and Janette
Thanks so much for your help  contacting Klaus and facilitating my crossing on the MV Coho last Sunday.
Bob being relatively new to BC and having been the recipient of numerous acts of kindness from Klaus I would
appreciate an opportunity to share last Sunday's experience with our club membership.
Trust you are enjoying the pleasant weather.
Cheers, Ernie
With help from our friends here is Ernie’s picture
that caused us trouble last issue. Ed  

FROM OUR CLUB LIBRARIAN
I’m looking for the Club’s copy of Destination Highways – BC.  I passed it to a member and unfortunately can’t
remember whom.  The Club copy has a BMW RVI stamp inside the cover.  If you have it, could you please let
me know another member is looking to borrow it.  Thanks. Bob Leitch B:  (250) 656-6694  C:  (250) 589-3735
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INTRODUCING DAVID WILKINSON      By John S. Marczyk

 “Crisp riding, arriving on time”, is the mantra of David Wilkinson our newest member.
Born and raised in Point Grey, adjacent to the University of British Columbia (UBC) campus where his father
was a professor in the Faculty of Commerce, he showed a mechanical aptitude at an early age.  He applied his
fascination with mechanics by ensuring the gear changes ran true on his 1970’s era 10-speed bike and building a
2-cyclinder Honda 550cc engine-equipped go-cart. Motorcycling began in earnest with a Honda 50 and a Honda
70 when David was still a teenager.
By second year university, a hot blonde who had a steel hard ambition to ride across the continent on her
Yamaha 350 2-stroke, led David to acquire an air-cooled Yamaha XS 750—the first Japanese shaft drive.  “I
made many speed-related modifications to the bike to keep up with the blonde,” David shares with a twinkle in
his eyes.  A key safety-related modification included the installation of a quartz-iodide headlamp Dave received
as a 22nd birthday present from his brothers.
Anxious to learn more about the blonde on the Yamaha 350, I probed respectfully, attempting to dislodge more
details of a decades-old, guarded story.  While David stopped short of giving her name, he revealed a tantalizing
tid-bit. “The blonde   eventually became a very determined and accomplished municipal mayor!”
A professional architect, David is a partner-owner of a practice with offices located in the United States and
Canada.  The practice specializes in “institutional” architectural, with clients at all levels of government.
David’s father was engaged in many international academic exchanges while Dave and his two brothers were
growing up.  David recalls, “I was in Seoul, Korea when I was seven, and Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia was when I
was ten, then England when I was 11.  Those were exciting times!”  While in Korea, David attended a US Army
school, largely serving the children of UN military forces during the economic rebuilding of the country by
international agencies.   “Dad was on a United Nations trade mission teaching business to Messers. Samsung
and Hyundai!” David notes with a smile, and a wink.
David’s enthusiasm for motorcycles was planted in those early years overseas.  “Side-car motorcycle racing
while in Malaysia was insane!”  After leaving Asia, when his father was on sabbatical conducting research in
England, he recalls, “At 11, I watched café racers on the M1 motorway with awe from my bedroom window in
Olney, Buckinghamshire.”  And although the Wilkinson family ended their world-wide travels once David and
his two brothers started high school at University Hill Secondary in Point Grey, Vancouver, David’s fondness
for motorcycles never waned.
David is married to Jennifer, who in a phone call with me, referred to herself as the “beleaguered motorcycle
husband’s wife”.  David explains that all his riding was done before he was married to Jennifer.  Jennifer does
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not ride, so there can be many lonely days while the “men are away being boys!”  David made up for lost time
together by taking Jennifer to Paris last May for their 25th wedding anniversary.
Jennifer and David have three boys Andrew who is 24, Tim, 22 who is still at home, attending the University of
Victoria and William, 19.  Andrew and William run Meta Lab Design, a web design and applications business,
with clients worldwide.
Middle son Tim is responsible for renewing his father’s keenness for motorcycling after a 33 year hiatus.  Dave
explains that Tim purchased a Honda CB 125 for his 6’6’’ frame to minimize commuting expenses to
university.  That purchase got Dave looking at bikes again, eventually leading to the purchase of a BMW
R1200S from Island Cycle.  With passion in his voice, David explains, “It only had 1,000 kilometres on the
speedo!  I couldn’t let it go!”
Selecting the criteria for his dream ride first, David shares with a smile, “a great ride has to have interesting
road features and challenges, followed by attention-holding stories to tell afterwards.”  A trip through the
Rockies to the foothills of Alberta fits the bill perfectly.
Reflecting on his favourite motorcycle ride story, David admits that his story qualifies only because a 550
Honda engine was involved.  The engine was mounted on a go-cart with a five speed gear box David built while
at university.  “It could do 140 mph in a quarter mile, but the local RCMP were not equally appreciative.”  On
an early Sunday morning, Dave recalls, performance testing came to an abrupt stop with the appearance of
flashing red and blue lights.  The RCMP constable said, ‘What the heck are you guys doing?’ “We were all in
shock as normally the RCMP slept in on Sunday in those days”.   After a brief scolding, the officer inspected
the cart thoroughly, but his interest appeared to be more out of personal curiosity, than professional duty, and
David and his friends escaped with a warning, some admiration and perhaps a little envy for their youthful
exuberance.
David’s personal brush with fame is his affiliation with the Campbell dynasty in British Columbia.  Premier
Gordon Campbell, four years older than David, was the University Hill Secondary School president during
David’s early high school years.   Premier Campbell’s brother, Michael Campbell, well known in BC finance
circles, was David’s basketball coach, and Peg Campbell, mother to both Gordon and Michael, was the school
administrator.
Ending the interview, David reinforces that riding is all about “safety and competence.”  Dave’s personal riding
principles are fully in line with those of many of our club’s seasoned riders who emphasize the connection
between a smooth ride and being in control.

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 B C 9TH HOTSPRINGS RALLY AUGUST 19 -22, 2010
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, British Columbia “The Nicest Small Town in
BC”.  Nakusp, just an hour north of the BC-Washington State border, is 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) 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.
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A 12,000KM RIDE INTO MOTORCYCLE HISTORY      by Geoff Stevenson
Third of three parts
We rode out of Durango with the thermometer hovering around minus 3. We saw one patch of ice beside the
road as we headed west, but it soon warmed up. Of course, as the temperature rose, so did the wind.
Soon we were back in Utah, over Soldier Summit (in wet snow) and down into Provo, a southern suburb of Salt
Lake City. By now it was clear that my front tire was shot. My ST uses an unusual 18-inch size, but the local
Honda dealer miraculously had one in stock.
So we rode over next morning and Ernie decided he'd replace his back tire as well, since it was touch and go
whether he'd get home before the tread was gone.
We reckoned this would be the end of our rubber complications. Little did we know .........
The last challenge on the way home was likely to be Sweetzer Summit, almost 6,000 feet in southern Idaho on
Interstate 84, but it was snow-free and we made good time to Twin Falls. Did I say it blew again all day?
We spent the next night in Pendleton, OR. En route, I'd spotted a nail in my back tire, although regular testing
suggested it wasn't leaking. However, Ernie generously offered to plug it and it gave no further problems.
(I have a plugging kit that uses a mushroom-capped rubber tube that you crank mechanically through the tire
tread. I knew how to use it, but Ernie's tarred-rope system was dramatically faster).
Now there was just the Columbia Gorge to transit before we got to Olympia, WA. and the Gerbing company,
where Ernie wanted to have his heated gloves checked out. Did we say this was the worst wind of the trip?
Next morning, the gloves were serviced (and Ernie couldn't resist a special deal on a new heated jacket) and we
rode up the Hood Canal with just a little wind and rain. We reckoned we deserved a Dairy Queen sundae for
lunch and the Coho delivered us safely to Victoria in time for supper.
Odds 'n ends from 28 days on the road:
Our longest day was 895km from Vancouver, WA., to Twin Falls, ID. Another long haul was the 817km from
Seymour, TX., to Albuquerque. We covered 600km or more five other days.
Best food value was at Sizzlers in Provo, UT (this chain has a number of outlets in Utah and Idaho). From the
seniors' menu I chose the broiled salmon (who knows whether it was farmed or fresh?) It came with a baked
potato, mixed vegetables  and an excellent green salad. With a bottomless glass of  lemonade, I paid $11.25 -
and that allowed me to have ice cream for dessert, too (somehow I resisted).
For a while a few years back, most motel chains offered breakfast. Some were excellent, too. Son Brad and I
stayed at a Rodeway Inn (yes, that's how they spell it) in Omak, WA. and breakfast there included juice, fresh
fruit, make-your-own waffles, hot or cold cereal, toast, scrambled eggs and tea, coffee or hot chocolate.
The recession has changed all this. The bargain-priced Motel 6 rooms offered coffee, but that was all. A few
other places talked of a "continental breakfast," but this generally meant coffee and day-old doughnuts or other
stale, high-calorie, low-nutrition pastries.
The most interesting restaurant breakfast was at the Ox Bow cafe in Bliss, ID. We were both fascinated by the
chili omelette and reckoned we just had to try one each. They were good, too. Ernie says chili is one of his
favorite foods, but he reports that nothing we tried on the trip was as good as Tim's.
Every small town in the U.S. seemed to have a post office. Many of the buildings were modern, too; often the
neatest structure in town. It was quite a contrast from the disappearing Canadian post offices. However, with the
U.S. system currently losing about $5 billion a year (and still delivering mail on Saturdays), cutbacks must be
coming.
The fastest boat we saw wasn't even in the water - it was being towed UP Highway 6 in Utah at a steady 80
m.p.h. This is a nice piece of pavement, often three and four lanes, culminating in Soldier Summit at just under
8,000 feet. We followed a guy in a silver,1980s Corvette who was driving at a sensible pace, but a Dodge Ram
behind us seemed determined to get to the head of the line - and eventually overtook us all. We passed him later
on, driving at well below the speed limit. Not sure whether he'd gotten a speeding ticket in the interim - or he'd
looked at his gas gauge and suddenly realized how much fuel he'd burned in the past hour or so.
The slowest train was also the most fun. The Durango-Silverton narrow-gauge railway usually takes a whole
day to trundle from Durango to Silverton and back. We went about half that distance; I suspect the longer trip
might have been a bit boring on the return journey. We paid just $50 for our five-hour trip. This looked like a
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tidy business (owned by a husband and wife team): The railroad carries more than a thousand passengers on the
longer trip seven days a week during the summer. At an average fare of more than $100, it has gross income
from passengers alone of close to a million bucks a week. Then there's the concession car, and the books and
DVDs. (There's also an excellent railroad museum in Durango, which offers free entry with your train ticket).
Roads (and bridges) seemed to be being upgraded everywhere we rode, as the federal stimulus program kicks
in. But there were some pretty rough roads posing as pavement; New Mexico seemed to be the worst, Texas
probably the best. And in Texas, sensible speed limits meant you could ride legally at 75 m.p.h. on a number of
secondary, two-lane roads.
Evidence of the recession was plentiful. In Green River, UT., half the businesses were shuttered (including two
motels).  In Twin Falls, the GM dealer had rows of used late-model trucks; we wondered how many had been
repossessed by the bank. In the same city, the Motel 6 clerk was the sole breadwinner in her family. Her
husband, a carpenter, had been laid off and become a stay-at-home dad. Oh, yes, they had three kids: 8, 6 and
18 months!
The recession had clearly come to visitors' centres in Utah, too. We stopped in Monticello on Highway 191
after a 90-minute ride from Durango in sub-zero weather. There were no free highway maps in sight, so I asked
the volunteer behind the counter. He reached into a drawer and handed me a map. When I asked if we could
possibly have a second one, he looked aghast and explained that he'd been told that no new maps were being
printed for 2010 and existing stock was strictly limited to one map per party. I said I was sure Ernie and I could
share a single map; he looked vastly relieved.
Moab, on the other hand, in the red-rock interior of Utah, seemed to be thriving. There were rental ATVs on
every hand, many of them pulled on big trailers towed by Hummers. Yes, you could rent the Hummer on its
own, too. We stopped for breakfast and could hardly find a place to park the three bikes.
The owner of Iggy's restaurant (named after a stuffed llama in the window) in St. John's, AZ., told us she
worked 14-hour days Monday through Friday and 17-hour days on weekends. Her sagging eyelids suggested
she was telling the truth. We asked her how long it would take to ride to El Paso; she replied that she didn't
know because she'd never been that far south (it's about 250 miles). But the food was fine.
We rode over the Little Colorado River in Navajo and Apache country in Arizona. It was aptly named: It might
have been 10 feet wide and a foot deep. (It joins the Colorado proper in the Grand Canyon).
In New Mexico, we were just down the road from Truth or Consequences. The town is named after the  NBC
television show with Ralph Edwards;  apparently the show's producers promised that if a town would rename
itself after the program, they'd  broadcast the first show from there. The good burgers of Hot Springs, N.M.,
voted to change their town's name - and the producers honored their promise in 1950.
Although too much of this trip was on flat and straight roads,  there were some notable exceptions. Among the
highlights: U.S. 191, as it climbs up to 8,500 ft.  near Alpine, AZ; # 152 east of Silver City, N.M.; U.S. 82 east
of Almogordo, N.M. (unfortunately the 60-odd miles west of Almogordo through the White Sands rocket range
might have had two gentle curves - and a U.S. Border Patrol station, where we were expected to stop and show
passports - even though the Mexican border is more than 100km away). Washington's Highway 14, along the
north shore of the Columbia, has some nice twisties, too - except for that damn wind.
Oddly enough, Arkansas was the only state we visited that was trying to attract riders. At the visitors' centre just
across the Mississippi River as we rode home, we got free road maps and two brochures about the scenic rides
in the state (mostly in the Ozarks north of our route). Who knew? (Incidentally, I have both brochures if anyone
would like to borrow them).
In Fort Davis, TX., the Chuck Wagon BBQ restaurant serves spicy food to real men. There are no dainty paper
napkins here with your cutlery; instead a paper towel roll sits on your table and you pull 'em off  by the yard as
the sauce builds up on your mouth. They had homemade BBQ sauce for sale, too, but the smallest jar was a
quart, which would have taken up valuable space in our saddlebags.
We learned with envy about motorbike insurance in Texas. One of  the guys we met in Terlingua told us it costs
$350 for a year's full coverage on his Honda Shadow. Apparently, that's a standard price for a bike under 1,200
c.c. His buddy, with a 1,600 c.c. Harley, paid around $700 for full coverage.
Since we rode a fair distance close to the Mexican border in Texas, we passed dozens of  U.S. Border Patrol
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vehicles. In Bracketville, TX ., we had breakfast with a rancher with property near the border. He complained of
staff being terrorized by drug smugglers, who also stole farm vehicles and drove them until they ran out of gas.
A suspected smuggler had been shot dead nearby a few days earlier and I suspect the rancher would have been
in favor of the wall some Americans want built along the length of the Mexican border.
The Texas panhandle must feed a few million people every year. This is flat (and easily-cultivated) land, with
irrigation channels everywhere. We noted cotton, corn, onions, beans, carrots, alfalfa for hay and a variety of
cereals. Just like our Prairies, the farms are getting bigger every year; we saw several dealers for GPS
equipment for farmers - and dozens of huge, eight-wheeled tractors (with air-conditioned cabs, naturally).
On the Texas plain (which is most of the state), you want to refill your gas tank once it drops to half full. West
of Seymour, Ernie stopped with his warning light flashing. We hadn't seen a gas station that morning, but went
back to the last intersection, guessed we should ride north rather than south and miraculously found a Shell
pump. He dispensed roughly 19 litres into a 22-litre tank; I calculated that he could probably have slowed right
down and made it the 60-odd km. to the next pump we saw, but it would have been a close call. Thank
goodness for the 27-litre tank on my old ST! (Yes, we had a siphon hose for real emergencies).
Our worst meal (by a fair margin) was at the Rock Inn Cafe in Seymour. Texas still allows smoking in
restaurants; this is never good news for a couple of non-smokers. The food was almost inedible, even though the
cafe had been rated highly by Texas Monthly magazine (I'd like to meet that restaurant critic). The menu
contained six bible readings, which I guess might get some patrons through a rough day - or just help them deal
with the poor food! And the coffee was just 50 cents.

"MOTORCYCLE FOR SALE".
 2001 BMW K1200LT (US Model). Cruise Control, power windshield and heated grips.  Serviced recently and
has new tires, new brakes and a new battery. Also, has iPod adapter to play through stereo.  Excellent touring
bike with 97K.  I'm asking $9,900.Please call 250-753-8447 or email to degeard@shaw.ca     Dave DeGear

  

WEBSITE FOR ADVANCED RIDER TRAINING COURSES
www.advancedridertraining.ca
Advanced Rider Training Course: September 3-5th,  October 29-31st 
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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  

Club Ride Schedule 2010
Date Event Location Type Organizer

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.


