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MOA Rally camping anyone?
Th e club has made arrangements 
for reserved space at the Club 
Camping Area at the MOA Rally in 
Salem, Oregon.

Scott MacWilliam is leaving early 
and will check it out and either set 
up at the club area or fi nd a shady 
spot under some trees. He will hoist 
the club fl ag Wednesday night. 
Note there is also a shaded overfl ow 
campsite on the other side of the 
road- see map.

Drop Klaus a line at 
bmwrvi@shaw.ca if you intend 
joining us at the Rally.



by Geoff  Stevenson

Th e big GS lurched to the left . Th e rear tire 
threw up a shower of sand. 

Th ings were rapidly going south here; how 
would this end?

It took maybe a second. Th e rider 
panicked. He accelerated and the bike 
headed for the 12-inch log at the side of 
the sand pit. Th e bike rode up on the log 
- and then continued climbing. It soared 
above the barrier, until gravity took over. 
Th e bike nose-dived into the grass and the 
rider fl ew over the right-hand bar.

On balance (alas, there wasn’t too much of 
that involved), it ended okay. Th e bike had 
a bent turn signal (easily repaired) and the 
rider wasn’t hurt.

Ernie Lalonde and I  were at dirt bike 
school in Roy, WA. (30km southeast of 
Olympia), under the watchful eyes of 
instructors from Puget Sound Safety Off  
Road (this is a big operation that started 
in industrial safety and now has a number 
of state government contracts among its 
divisions).

Th e sandpit (about 40 feet long and 
perhaps 10 feet wide) was just one of the 
exercises on the second day of a four-day 
course. Th e GS 1200 was probably not the 
ideal bike for the test (more on this later); a 
couple of wise old owls from Victoria (well 
old, anyway) took their little dirt bikes, 
stayed upright almost all the time - and 
learned a lot.

Best of all, there were only seven pupils for 
this particular course (normal enrolment 
is 18). With four instructors most of the 
time, we had a teacher pupil ratio the local 
teachers’ union would die for. Even better, 
the instructors were uniformly excellent.

Ernie and I took our bikes (his Kawasaki 
KLX 250, my Yamaha XT225, both with 
knobby tires) tied down on racks on the 
back of our respective trucks since we 

weren’t coming home together.

Aft er a sunny (and calm) crossing on the 
Coho, plus a leisurely drive down the 
Hood Canal and through Olympia, we 
reached Roy late on the Friday aft ernoon, 
pitched our tents and awaited the arrival of 
the fi ve other students.

Later, we ate supper together and had a 
briefi ng from the head instructor about 
the tuition on Saturday and Sunday, plus 
a ride through a local forest scheduled for 
Monday.

Riding off -road takes lots of diff erent skills. 
Th e two most important might be traction 
and eyesight. Traction is obvious, since 
unlike the street, it’s a recurrent problem, 
depending on the terrain.It can be 
counter-intuitive, too. Going down a gravel 
hill on the second day, we were instructed 
to stop on the top, then accelerate down 
to guarantee traction. (Trying to ease your 
way down the hill using only your brakes 
is an almost certain guarantee that you’ll 
crash; accelerating a little, then braking 
gently at the bottom allows you to control 
the bike with ease). Now to that eyesight. 
Th ere were lots of instructors yelling 

loudly at riders to look up - and with good 
reason. 

It’s a truism that the bike goes where you  
look. Th erefore, if you look down, the bike 
is likely to follow your eyes. 

In the sandpit, you control the bike by 
keeping some power on, to take  weight off   
the front wheel. Standing up and keeping 
your weight back  (again to lighten the 
front end), you can steer the bike partly 
with your  knees; for the rest, you maintain 
throttle setting (or accelerate slightly), 
look well beyond the end of the pit (which 
is where you want to go) and let the bike 
wriggle a little if it wants to. 

Don’t look down at the sand and the bike 
will power straight ahead. Yes, it’s a leap of 
faith the fi rst time - but it sure works.

Which brings us back to the silver GS and 
its crash. Th e rider looked down, then cut 
the power. Th e bike started to lean left , 
then he accelerated. But it was mostly 
over by then: Th e bike followed his eyes 
and rocketed out of the pit, largely out of 
control.

Th ere were plenty of GS jibes from the 

Our two lightweight bikes – and the trucks that carried them.

Lessons in the dirt



instructors. One rode a BMW GS Sertao 
650, which he reckoned was just about the 
perfect bike. Two others were on GS800s 
and they rode impressively.

But it was signifi cant that the chief 
instructor (we reckoned he was just about 
as old as Ernie and me!) was astride a 
Honda 175, with aggressive non-street-
legal tires. Boy, could he ride.

Two of the pupils brought new GS 1200s, 
while one was on a Tiger 800 (the street 
version, not the XC). Two more rode 
GS800s. Th en there were the old guys from 
Canada on their featherweights. (My XT 
weighs 270 pounds wet).

What was the most suitable bike? Let’s 
just say that, halfway through the course, 
several riders were envying our little bikes 
and talking about buying something 
similar.

Th e course began easily, riding around 
what was essentially a farmer’s fi eld. 

Of course, a few cones close together 
transformed the grass - and a few dozen  
tight circles (many with a leg off  the pegs 
or a hand off  the bars) taught us lots about 
both balance and traction.

Later, we encountered 
a number of 
obstacles. Th ese 
included right-angle 
crossings of four 
2x8s stacked atop 
one another; riding 
along a variety of 
planks; riding in ruts 
- and braking hard 
in the dirt at the end 
of the rut; tackling 
a gravel pit of river 
rocks, some the size 
of a baseball; and 
fi nding easier ways 
to lift  your bike aft er 
the inevitable fall (get 
on your knees facing 

the seat, grab the bike low down and crawl 
ahead to lift  the machine).

(If  you have a buddy - or two - here’s an 
even better system: Have one person direct 
the lift  with his/her crawling. At the same 
time, others can hang off  front and back 
wheels; their weight acts as a lever to raise 
the bike - and when it’s vertical again, 
they’re sitting on the ground and can easily 
keep it upright).

Th en there were more circles and riding 
through the forest, oft en with only inches 
on either side of your bike between the 
trees. Did I mention the sandpit?

Hills came next. Depending on the surface, 
riding up can be relatively easy. But going 
down can be much harder; getting more 
weight over the front wheel dramatically 
improves control under braking.

We learned to stop on a hill, then restart 
(get the bike under control with just throttle 
and clutch; then, with suffi  cient power 
selected, move the bike ahead by slipping 
the clutch. Th is, of course, is much easier 
than trying to use a third control - either 
front or rear brake - to get going again).

We had fabulous weather, Well, it 

was really too hot, but what’s the use 
complaining? It was over 90 Saturday and 
Sunday; the coaches emphasized the need 
to keep hydrated and we swigged gallons 
of water and Gatorade.

Meals were catered by Cascade 
Expeditions and we ate in high style. 
Breakfast, lunch and dinner were provided 
Saturday and Sunday - and the Sunday 
night dessert of Bananas Foster and ice 
cream was sensational (don’t ask how 
many calories).

Th e Monday morning Outride was to 
criss-cross Sherman National Forest near 
Olympia. We had about 65km of pavement 
as a warm-up before getting onto the 
gravel and a great day loomed.

Alas, the road was blocked perhaps 10km 
ahead because a forest fi re (which we knew 
about in advance) had spread overnight. 
Th ere was no alternative but to backtrack, 
then tackle some more blacktop before 
lunch on the outskirts of the state capital.

Th e brief gravel section did give us a 
terrifi c view of  the volcanic cone of 14,411 
foot  Mount Rainier, draped in snow. Th is 
was aft er tackling a short uphill detour; 
we’d better admit here that, on the descent,  
your humble scribe temporarily forgot 
his lessons about riding downhill with his 
weight over the front wheel to improve 
braking and briefl y detoured through the 
ditch - although, miraculously,  without 

“How would you like your eggs this morning, sir?”

Small class means more instructor time

We camped perhaps 100 yards 
from the main training course.



going down.

(Th e original Outride would have featured 
about 50km of gravel).

Th e seven pupils were an interesting cross-
section of the motorbike world.

Th e two big GS riders, Eben and Bidi, were 
South Africans now working in Canada. 
Th eir English was excellent, but they spoke 
Afrikaans to each other.

Sam, who was retiring at about 40 aft er 
running the global trading desk for a 
merchant bank in New York City, had 
his NYC loft  for sale (asking price $4.995 
million). He plans to move to Marin 
County, just north of San Francisco.

He found his Tiger 800 a challenge on 
some of the obstacles and was muttering 
about buying a dirt bike one day soon.

Ryan, mounted on a new GS800, was an 
accomplished rider, who works in air 
conditioning and heating. He sure showed 
what a capable bike this model can be in 

the right hands.

Derick, a Yorkshireman who’d lived in the 
US for about 15 years, and owns a kitchen 
cabinet/fl ooring company, also had a 
GS800. He learned a lot about gravity on 
the course - but emerged a much more 
skilled rider.

Your delegates from the BMW Riders of 
Vancouver Island also improved their off -
road skills signifi cantly - and thanked their 
lucky stars for those little bikes several 
times each day.

We paid $625 each for the course. (Many 
of you will know that similar courses 
routinely cost twice as much). It was 
excellent value for money and we highly 
recommend PSSOR (you can Google 
them).

Gotta go now. It’s time to practise some 
more tight circles - I can hear Instructor 
Gary yelling at me in the background.

Great weather made the class perfect

Admiring the view of Mount Rainier in Sherman National Forest

When it’s over 90 degrees, lunch is a welcome break.



Introducing Don Paget
by John Marczyk

Six years ago at age 70, Don 
Paget purchased a 2006, 
650cc V-Star Yamaha to 
relive awesome fun-fi lled 
years as a commuting 
student at Ryerson 
PolyTechnical College in 
Toronto. Don recalled, with 
much fondness, that he 
rode a 1954 Matchless—a 
500cc British made single-
piston motorcycle— in 
those early years leading up 
to his graduation in 1960 
with a diploma in chemical 
engineering technology.

“Th at Yamaha was so old 
school technology, with 
push rods, carbs, and 37 
horsepower on a good day, 
that it was ridiculous! Th e 
problem with that Yamaha”, 
Don mentions with a 
glimmer in his eye as a 
BMW motorcycle enthusiast 
in the making, “was that it 
had no jam!”

To rectify the situation 
over the last six years Don 
has acquired several other 
motorcycles, that due to shear 
mass can no longer be hidden from his 
wife Janice. Th ese include:

1979 Honda CB750 K-LTD, a 10th 
anniversary year special edition bike 
which Don acquired fi rst as it has the good 
looks-”umph” and horsepower -”pazazz” 
that were so sadly absent with the Yamaha; 
1987, BMW K75, which Don found 
in almost new condition with a mere 
20,000 kilometres on the clock; and more 
recently fl awless, “like-new”, 2008, BMW 
RT1200 which Don found in the Lower 
Mainland loaded to the nines with 23,000 
break in kilometres aft er an exhaustive 
search for the cross-continent touring he 

contemplated in the years ahead.

Don was born in Hog Town; Toronto, 
by its other name on world maps as one 
of Canada’s largest and most ethnically 
diverse cities. As a young man, during 
well-deserved summer breaks from 
Ryerson, Don worked for the Ontario 
Ministry of Natural Resources slashing cut 
lines, re-building roads etc.

“I loved that work”, Don recalled, “I was 
my own boss under the hot summer sun. I 
was at peace with myself and world.” I also 
worked at the British American oil refi nery 
in the summers.

Upon graduation from 
Ryerson, Don lucked out 
with the job of his life in 
Montreal as a chemist for 
an American fi rm that was 
doing world-class, leading-
edge work with corrosion 
control systems (i.e., 
developing treatments for 
corrosive forces associated 
with boilers, cooling towers 
and refi nery corrosion 
controls.)

Don’s love for his leading 
edge Montreal-based job 
was put to the test when 
Pierre Laporte, the British 
Ambassador to Canada, 
became a casualty of the 
FLQ separatist movement in 
the 1960s. Soon thereaft er 
the Paget family packed up 
for Calgary where Don put 
down roots for the next 33 
years.

“I worked as a Western 
Canadian executive 
in charge of corrosion 
prevention systems for a 
service company to the 
oil and gas industry” Don 

explained. “We had prediction 
models that identifi ed for 

control and monitoring purposes the ‘hot 
spots’ for pipeline failures across the west,” 
Don gleamed with pride in his life’s work.

Today Don lives in Duncan with Janice 
and his three beautiful motorcycles.

Don also has three children: Michael, 
28, who lives in Calgary. Christine, 
40 something like Jack Benny, the TV 
comic who was big in the 1950s and 60s. 
Christine lives in Calgary too. Jackie, also 
40 something, lives in Detroit, Michigan.

Don is grandfather to three grandchildren, 
Mathew (Christine), 16, Spencer 

Don Paget at BMW Riders Ride, 2013



(Christine), 13, and Blake (Jackie), 11.

When asked how he feels about having 
teenage grandchildren aft er raising 
his own teenagers, Don’s reply did not 
follow the pattern where a parent silently 
appreciates the grandchildren doing to 
their parents, what their children did to 
then as teenagers. Yes, there is justice in 
the world! What goes around does in fact 
come around for our children.

Don replied, “I seldom see my 
grandchildren today. Th ey are making 
their own lives much like I did at their 
age. Th e only diff erence Don added is that 
teenagers today, like all teenagers since the 
dawn of time, “wreak a little more havoc 
than we did”. Seems it’s a right of passage 
to stir things up for the last generation so 
we don’t fall asleep with complacency.

As Don did not have the opportunity to 
motorcycle tour in his earlier life due to 
career and family obligations, he hopes 
to take advantage of such opportunities 
in the years ahead with BMW Riders of 
Vancouver Island.

“It’s one of my line items on my bucket 
list,” smiled Don as we ended the 
interview.

Don looks forward to his fi rst motorcycle 
touring experience with BMW riders this 
summer. Salem, Oregon for the BMW 
Motorcycle Owners of America (MOA) 
National is one of his goals. Don has 
registered with MOA’s Salem Rally and 
hopes to take his time taking the coastal 
route on the way south, starting with 
Blackball’s Coho ferry service to Port 
Angeles, Washington. Don welcomes 
other riders interested in that routing to 
share hotel expenses and tales on the trail.

Don, now 76, smiled when asked about 
tenting on the road, “I have had a full life 
camping. I look forward an aff ordable 
restaurant meal and a soft  berth today.

In his spare time Don serves as a special 
voluntary constable with the RCMP in 
Duncan. We will put that law enforcement 
knowledge, skills and abilities to good use 
within the club in coming years to respect 

Don Paget continued



BMW original seat off  an 2009 F800ST
Should fi t F800ST 2007-2011, F800S 2007-2008 & 

F800R 2011 $200
Also a BMW tankbag for the same bikes. $150

250-507-2884 victoriarides@gmail.com

Date Event Location Comments
Sun, July 7, 2013 Monthly Gathering Best Western Prestige Inn, Sooke Breakfast
July 12 to 14, 2013 Lunatic Fringe Rally Cochrane, Alberta Rally
July 18 to 21, 2013 BMWMOA National Rally Salem , Oregon Rally
Th urs to Sun,
July 25 to 28, 2013

Cascade Country 
Rendezvous

Menlo, Washington Rally

Aug 1 to 4, 2013 Blues Fest Port Townsend Ride
Sat, Aug 3, 2013 Monthly Gathering Salt Spring Island Breakfast
Th urs to Sun,
Aug 8 to 11, 2013

Stanley Stomp Rally Grandjean, ID Rally

Aug 15 to 18, 2013 Hotsprings Rally Nakusp, BC Rally
Sun, Aug 25, 2013 Club BBQ Helmut’s in Cobble Hill Party
Sat, Sept 7 Monthly Gathering Pioneer House, Duncan Breakfast
Sun, Sept 22 Monthly Ride Port Renfrew / Cowichan loop Lunch
Sun, Sept 22 Annual “Oyster Run”

Motorcycle Rally
Anacortes, WA Rally

Sun, Oct 6 Monthly Gathering Location TBD Breakfast
Oct - tentative Annual Meeting Location TBD AGM & Dinner
Sat, Nov 2 Monthly Gathering Chequered Flag Breakfast
Sun, Dec 1 Monthly Gathering Chequered Flag Breakfast
Wed, Jan 1, 2014 TROC Island View Beach, Bob’s House Party
Sat, Jan 4, 2014 Monthly Gathering Chequered Flag Breakfast

Club Event Schedule

The Chemainus River Bridge is 
going to be closed June 17, 2013 

for 4 months for replacement.

FOR SALE: Bridge Out


