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Well where did 
the month go ? It 
seems like only 
yesterday I was 
sitting in the 
same spot 
writing a 
column. 
Punksatawney 
Phil saw his 
shadow, 
forecasting only 
six more weeks 
of winter. After a 
dry January, 
February has 
proven to be wet  
and snowy, with 
more on the way 
tomorrow the 
27th of February. 
Hopefully that is 
the last blast of 
winter, although 
March can be a 
cruel month 
weather wise.

The February breakfast was attended by 29 hearty souls braving the 
previously mentioned snow. There were no bikes in the lot, only cages. 
Sharon and Steve of the Willowbrook anticipated the low turnout and 
prepared breakfast accordingly. A short meeting was held after breakfast, 
the 50/50 was called off on account of the low turnout. No new members 
stepped forward although according to Treasurer Jim Sanders we have 
had 12 new members join the YBs since the first of the year. 
Approximately 50% of our present membership have re-upped for 
another year. Let's go people get your renewals in.

To start the day, I was in possession of some wayward swag from the 
previous administration. This was given out on an as fits basis if it fit it 
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was yours. There could be more of this coming. As soon as I finish going 
through the boxes that were presented to me by our former President 
Marc.

On another note my administration and I have corrected an oversight 
perpetrated by the previous administration, I was not given a list of 
recipients for the various awards we have handed out at past Holiday 
Parties . Without further adieu , I would like to present to you the 
membership, your volunteer of the year for 2012, Valerie Brown. Valerie 
has been the YB storekeeper for the last two years. I don't know what 
prompted her to 
volunteer for the job. It 
could have been out of 
the desire to see her 
beau, President Marc. If 
you can't beat them join 
them. Valerie handled the 
job with great 
enthusiasm and flare. 
There was always a good 
selection of items to 
purchase and not just the 
mundane t-shirts, but fleece vests and the like. I have tried to get my own 
First Lady to join in. Christine has promised to proofread my columns 
from now on. This could mean an end to my sometimes misspellings and 
forgotten punctuation. We have to start somewhere.

On the agenda for March: breakfast at the Willowbrook on March 17th St. 
Patrick's day. Coffee is served at 8:00, Breakfast is at 8:30. It is Gold card 
day when you get a chance to purchase a discount card to The Frosty 
Nutz, The Pemi River Campout and steak dinner , the Damn Yankee's 
Rally, and the Whacky hat. Who doesn't like a discount ? There will be 
50 Gold cards available. Only members in good standing will be able to 
purchase a gold card. This is another reminder to pay your dues before 
the meeting. Also there will be an executive board meeting following the 
breakfast meeting, All those interested in the workings of the club are 
encouraged to attend. Remember this is your club.

Here's hoping that the weather will improve so that we see a few bikes in 
the parking lot.

Your Humble Servant Bob and the not so Humble Christine.

Gold cards will be available at the 
March 17th breakfast meeting only.  
50 are being sold at the low price of 
$65.00. They are good for 4 events,  
The Frosty Nutz, Pemi, The Damn 
Yankee's Rally and the Whacky Hat. 
Get them while they are hot.



Do you enjoy the Boxer Shorts? If so it’s time to RENEW YOUR 
MEMBERSHIP IN THIS GREAT CLUB NOW as we need the dues to 
keep publishing this celebration of all things Yankee Beemer. DON’T 
MISS OUT on all the coming events we have lined up, either.

There, it’s said, and now onto our regular scheduled program; The Boxer 
Shorts may go online pending a vote by the executives and the members 
of the board after the March business meeting this month. Many other 
clubs went online with their newsletters years ago and it’s about time we 
leveraged the Shorts to reach more people and potential readers.

Initially there was some skepticism from unexpected quarters (luddites 
lurking) but with the removal of the club officer page for online use most 
of the issues have dried up and the prospects look good. Ken Springhetti, 

our new 
Webmaster, is 
ready and willing 
to make it 
happen.

So, what’s in it 
for you, the club 
member? Well, 
most of our 
members have 
access to all sorts 
of digital media 
devices like 
computers, smart 

phones and tablets. Many of us have and use all three on a daily basis. 
The Boxer Shorts is already a digital product, produced on my Mac and 
going online is as natural as falling off a bike (however poor my 
analogy.) Newsletter photos are going to be stunning in full digital color 
with high resolution and you can view ‘em in any size you like. Currently 
for the print version I use photos converted to black and white and often 
have to reduce the image file in order to keep the size small enough to 
send to the publisher.

Another plus will be the more timely availability of the newsletter online 
and our ability to quickly make corrections, changes and updates with the 

Editor’s Briefs 
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speed of email, all things that we can’t do with standard paper 
publishing.

Down the road there is a good possibility of the members having a 
choice between a print version and the online version, to save money. 
Just for the sake of argument, let’s say the dues would be $25 for those 
getting the newsletter exclusively online and $35 to receive the printed 
copy. Printing and mailing the Shorts is one of our biggest expenses and 
it would be a good thing to eventually make a dent in the costs associated 
with publishing. That said, the printing is not going away; some members 
(like Bob “stoneage” Pipes) will want the print version and we may wish 
to keep mailing to the motorcycle shops and dealers, as the BS News 
includes a membership form. I believe the dealers may find the online 
version useful as well.

Do you have someone you want to encourage to join? Soon you’ll be 
able to turn them on to the newsletter in full color via social media and 
let them read for themselves what a great club we have, and perhaps 
they’ll join our merry band.

In the end I believe that a little more exposure for the club in the 
motorcycling community, ease of use and accessibility, money and dues 
savings and a better reading/viewing experience will only benefit the 
club and bring us some new members and a larger footprint online, after 
all, isn’t that where you go first for information these days?
http://www.yankeebeemers.org/ -- Click link to Boxer Shorts.

February Meeting Minutes 

Sunday February 17 and my pitiful Prius is getting whacked by snow-
heavy winds on 128 in the north shore. It's tiny, narrow wheels, tin-like, 
low weight body much too noticeable at 50 mph in a white out. You pay 
for 50+ miles per gallon in other ways, just not at the pump. It typically 
takes 80 minutes to drive to Mendon, but severe snow weather had left 
only one lane cleared and speeds dropped to 40, figuring a 160-minute 
journey providing the Prius stay upright on the road.  I called our new 
President Bob Blethen to alert him that his Secretary would not make it. 
I wasn't the only soul who couldn't stand up to the squall. A record low 
turnout of 29 Yankee Beemers brushed the frost from their inner cavities 
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to crawl into the Willowbrook to attend last month's b-fast meeting. I 
thought it was a record-low turnout, but Bruce Ferguson informed 
otherwise, claiming we once had a scant three people show up once. 
With so few people in attendance, the 50/50 raffle was canned. 

Worse than that, not a single motocyclismo stood in the parking lot. That, 
for sure, has never happened before.

The biggest news of the day was 
Valerie Brown. The sweet carrot 
top was heartily awarded 
"Volunteer of the Year," to as 
much applause as 29 riders of the 
snow could urge up. Valerie did an 
awesome job running the YB store 
for the past year, elevating the 
quality of goods sold with 'serious 
count thread’ fleece vests and 
pull-overs. New logo items will 
phase out old logo items. 
Clapping the hardest was Jim 
Withal, who broke a sweat across 
his furrowed brow. He's the new 
Store Keeper.

Tom Kemper stood up to 
announce a change in plans to the 
ole Hound Butt. Rather that run the bus to the Javits Center in the Big 
Apple, the plan is to head in the opposite direction and into a foreign 
country, as if New York City weren't foreign enough. Montreal beckons, 
there is an international motorcycle show there February 2014, and Tom 
has determined that we will need hotel rooms given the six-hour trip. 
Double occupancy, event tickets and bus ride looks like $175 for now. 
Early planning stages but Tom is getting her done.

President Bob Blethen announced another change in venue for next year. 
Early stages at this stage, but plans are underway to run the YB Holiday 
Party in Milford, which affords not only a lower-priced meal ticket, but 
onsite hotel accommodations too. Party goers will be able to relax 
knowing that their bed is only a few feet away from the bar. “We are also 
looking at the verve in Natick.  New Vice President Bill Cusack has been 
holding the event managers feet to the fire to try and get a lower price. It 
looks like she is coming our way,” said the Prez.
Every year we discuss the perennial topic of going digital with the Boxer 
Shorts journal. Sure, there are advantages: zero printing and mailing cost, 



high quality 
images, instant 
gratification...  and 
piracy. But paper is 
the pulp of life, and 
fortunately there 
are members who 
refuse to join the 
21st century by 
buying a tablet or 
laptop or making 
Apple more 
profitable. Who can 
blame these 
throwback 

pioneers? Technology is designed to detach us from others and ourselves. 
A computer in every home is not a utopian vision. For the time being, the 
Shorts will hew to its paper format. (Actually, the newsletter is already 
online as an experiment...ed.)

Our new Treasurer Jim Sanders reported that no new members had stood 
up, however we have 13 new members who signed up online and via 
snail mail since January 1st.

New Member Alert:
Welcome new members: Daniel Dennison (is your middle name Dave?), 
Peter Fiedler (son of Arthur?); Kathleen A. Hadden (not another one!), 
Jim Hilton (know Paris?), Gene Huegin, Paul and Nick Lubelczyk, Tom 
McGee, Sean Mcinerney (know Jay?), Jeffrey Ober, Sheldon Steele (of 
Larz Anderson, not the TV soap star), Bobby Storey (What’s your story, 
Bobby?) James Szabo (builder of gazebos), and Glenn Zaramba, aye 
caramba!

Everyone should do their utmost to make these new members feel, well, 
wanted. We need their fresh ideas and energy. As the sign posted at the 
Vermont B&B said, "Remember, there are no strangers, only friends that 
haven't met yet." Advice to newbies: volunteer, and you will suck the 
most bone marrow you can get out of this organization.

Our next breakfast meeting will run March 17, at the usual time of 8:30 
a.m. For those looking to score a single pass a la Disney World, we will 
have $65 Gold Cards available for purchase. With this discount nugget, 
you will have free access to four two-night camping events: Frosty Nutz, 
Pemi River, Damn Yankees and the Whackey Hat (inclusive of two 
dinners). 



First off I should confess it wasn’t all the way across the country, but 
Arizona to Boston is almost.  And we didn’t do it in one fell swoop, so 
no iron butts here.  Looking back it wasn’t really all that sensible, 
although it seemed so at the time.  Having only a 12 day vacation, we 
could have flown to Phoenix, rented a bike for 10 days, leisurely toured 
the beautiful Southwest and then comfortably flown back to Boston.  But 
no, we flew to Phoenix, bought a bike (just a few thousand dollars more, 
right?) took a 3 day whirlwind tour of the Grand Canyon and the like and 
then drove 1500 miles to get back to our home and jobs. Why did that 
seem sensible?  Well I didn't know till then, but Mike had a longtime 
dream to drive a bike across the country.  I considered flying back from 
Phoenix but then I would have days and days of worry.  So I hopped on 
the back and away we went.

The first thing I noticed was that Phoenix is hot.  Forget what they say 
about dry heat being more comfortable.  It sucks every drop of fluid out 
of your body.  And if you are wearing full riding gear and a helmet…we 
got out of town as fast as we could.  I was responsible for our itinerary 
and chose as our first stop, the lovely town of Prescott Arizona and to get 
there I chose a charming looking mountain road.  And it was.  We passed 
sequoias and deserts of a beauty I was unfamiliar with.  I found the seat 
comfortable and was enjoying the cooler weather out of Phoenix.  
Unfortunately, there had been so much traffic in Phoenix that it took us 
longer to get out of town than we had anticipated and darkness fell all too 
soon.  Along with the night came a distinct chill in the air and to top that 
off we were unfamiliar with the size of the bike’s gas tank or expected 
gas mileage and there wasn’t a town in sight or on the map. We passed 
no cars going in either direction.  Mike started taking defensive 
maneuvers such as letting off the throttle whenever possible, which of 
course slowed our progress… and it only got colder.  It was dark.  Not 
just dark, really dark.  And the road was quite curvy.  But just as I was 
imagining what kind of wild animals live here, panthers maybe, we 
rounded a curve and there at last were lights, a town, a gas station …we 
were saved!  As it turns out K bikes seem to get really good mileage and 
we had plenty.  Well, we had enough.  We arrived at the inn shivering 
cold but safe and drank their hot cocoa while being told about the snow 
they had just two days ago.  This was late March in Arizona and not what 
I had expected.   I was already having second thoughts and it was only 
day one.  Luckily I had carefully mapped out places to abandon this 
insanity, at least for myself…airports in strategic locations that offered 
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reasonably priced one way tickets at the last minute.  My first jumping 
off point was Flagstaff where we would be tomorrow.  But that night we 
rested.

The next morning while we packed up the bike there was still a sense of 
excitement and the weather was gorgeous.  We continued to climb in 
elevation as we traveled through the red rocks of Sedona and arrived in 
Flagstaff at 6,900 feet without a hitch so I was thinking this may be okay.  
I would at least stay to see the Grand Canyon.  Then maybe I’d ditch.  
And the Grand Canyon was big and majestic and everything I expected.  
I had never been to the Southwest and was warned, but maybe it didn’t 
sink in; everything is really far from everything else.  And it was hard for 
me to relax and enjoy the touring knowing that we had 1500 miles ahead 
of us.  We found ourselves checking the weather even though we hadn’t 
planned to leave the area just yet.  But as we were driving along Route 
66 through Arizona stopping in Winslow, the Painted Desert and taking 
one quick look at Meteor Crater, we knew we had to seriously hit the 
road.  We didn’t want to travel after dark and didn’t want to drive more 
than 8 hours in a single day so that meant we had about 7 days to go.  
Let’s see, where was my next ditch?  Was it Oklahoma?  

The next overnight was Albuquerque with its lovely historic ‘Old Town’.  
But in the morning, the 
weather was pushing us 
to move on as there was 
a storm brewing and 
sprinkles fell on us as 
we were leaving town.  
For the next few days 
our objective was to out 
run the rain.  I thought it  
didn’t rain in the desert. 

This country must get 
all its goods by 16-
wheeler and I think they 

all travel on I-40.  If the wind was not enough of an issue by itself, 
passing trucks which block the wind then boom, wind strong enough to 
knock us over.  I’m still not sure how Mike kept the bike in the upright 
position through the entire Texas panhandle into Oklahoma.  I never 
thought I would be so relieved to see the Ozark Mountains.  Our trip 
continued quickly through Arkansas, Memphis and Nashville then we 
stopped for an overnight in Ashville NC to visit a friend.  We left there 
on the beautiful Blue Ridge Parkway but exited onto an even more 



beautiful side road to get back on the interstate to make some time.  
Remember, there was a storm behind us.  

Somewhere in Virginia I think it was, the bike decided not to start.  That 
night in the motel, Mike studied the electrical system layout and was not 
happy.  But miraculously the next morning he put some wires together to 
bypass the starter’s circuit and we were on our way.  I realized then that 
my desire to return by air had passed at some point and even with this 
trouble I felt that I had gone this far so I might as well finish.

Our trip ended something 
like it started.  We were in 
Hartford, Connecticut.  It 
was getting dark and cold.  
But unlike that lonely 
mountain road in Arizona, 
here the traffic was 
horrendous and the only 
wild animals I was scared of 
were trucks that 
outnumbered the 16-
wheelers on I-40.  I was not 
being a good passenger. 
Unlike in the Southwest, we 
couldn’t find a motel with a 
vacancy till we were well out of town and even closer to home.  But we 
stopped anyway, rested and got home early the next day.  And my butt 
never did hurt. 
  
I learned a lot on the back of a K bike for 1500 miles:
It can rain in the desert. Or snow, or be hot or really cold.
The Painted Desert is huge. Meteor Crater closes early.
If you keep your eye on the storm you may not even get wet.
Texas panhandle is incredibly windy but Mike’s a good driver.
Apparently no one jogs in Oklahoma (Mike was returned via police). 
BMWs break down but Mike’s a good mechanic.
I’m not a good passenger when I’m scared, cold and tired, but I have a 
good butt.

I'm happy that Mike fulfilled his dream of crossing the country on a 
motorcycle.  But just a few days ago he said to me, "You know, I've 
always wanted to hike the foothills of the Himalayas."  Oh dear, I guess 
I'll lace up my hiking boots and pray that my feet hold up as well as my 
butt did.  Let's go!



Retirement: Scarier Than Freddy Krueger
Wes Craven

I’m used to horror. I’m the father of Freddy Krueger, for Pete’s sake. But 
the horror of retirement? I didn’t see that one coming at all.

I haven’t actually retired, but my wife, Iya, would just as soon I did.
In the past three years we made two brutally difficult films back to back, 
with her producing and me directing, and we’re both thoroughly wrung 
out. So retirement is tempting — in a way. Plus, our new house is 
nearing completion on Martha’s Vineyard, a place that we knew, even if 
we didn’t say it outright, we could make our final stand.

But that might be years from now. Or...maybe sooner. I am 73, an age 
you see in obituaries a lot. Maybe it’s just conductors who live into their 
90s.

So Iya and I decided to take the summer off, move in to our cool new 
digs and forget the insanity of the film business. The plan was to relax, 
really relax, maybe for the first time in more than 40 years of 
filmmaking.

Iya seemed happier as soon as we resolved to do it, and “happy wife, 
happy life” is a mantra it seems unwise to ignore. Trial retirement made 
sense all around.

We started hanging out with everyone we knew but had never had time to 
hang out with before. Fun, interesting people, almost none of whom had 
seen a single movie I’d ever made. I built a woodworking shop in the 
basement. It was fun. Iya and I went for walks, read books, watched 
movies — we even had our kids and grandkids out for a weeklong visit 
in August. It was wonderful. And we had the Vespa Iya had given me for 
my 70th birthday shipped out from California. Ah, tooling around the 
island on a Vespa. Perfection!

A Scary Retirement
sub by Victor Cruz



I used to ride a motorcycle in the ’60s, so I was no stranger to two-
wheeled transportation. But a scooter is a different animal. The Vespa 
manual strongly advised against off-road driving, but half the roads in 

the Vineyard are dirt. Soft sand, gravel, rocks 
— the kind of stuff the manual advises 
riders to avoid.
I was very cautious the day we took friends 
up to see the new house. Ten miles an hour 
on the Vespa, and doing just fine on the dirt 
road leading to our house. But suddenly the 
front wheel hit soft sand. The back end 
skidded off the road, throwing me sideways. 
Hanging on, I inadvertently gave it the gas. 
(Funny place for an accelerator — on the 

handlebars.) I took a quick glimpse at the road’s steeply rising shoulder 
and the boulder at its top. The next thing I remember was finding my 
face planted on the far side of the road. I was wearing a helmet and all 
that, so by the time Iya and our friends ran up, I was up and righting the 
scooter, feeling nothing more than embarrassment.

“I’m fine,” I muttered. “No you’re not!” Iya cried, pointing to the blood 
gushing from my cuff like rain from a downspout. I lifted my pant leg. 
And we all gasped: there was a gash the size of a coat pocket and 
something gray and gory sticking out from inside my leg. It looked like a 
shot in one of my movies.
Turns out, somewhere in those missing seconds the bike put its kickstand 
through my calf, splitting the muscle sheath. That’s what was poking out. 
There was a good surgeon at the hospital, and after a rather intense 
session of stitching, he had me on my feet again. Or at least on crutches.

I asked him how many stitches, and he said he’d stopped counting after 
an hour.
Well, talk about tipping points. My retirement tipped me right over the 
cliff. And the left leg with all the stitches wasn’t much good holding me 
up, which put a lot of strain on my right knee, which was kind of in bad 
shape on its own. I’d been ignoring getting a torn meniscus fixed for 
years because, well, there was work to be had and I love to direct.



But since we were now retired, sort of, it seemed wise to have the knee 
checked out. Off to New York to the Hospital for Special Surgery. H.S.S. 
is a way cool place with some of the best doctors in the world for knee 
work, so what better place to have a meniscus trimmed? Except they 
took one look at my knee and said that though indeed I did have a 
“shredded” meniscus (their term), its repair wouldn’t mean anything 
because the knee itself had gone to hell in a handbasket (my term). So, 
what to do? T.K.R., baby.

Total Knee Replacement. Check it out on YouTube. Interestingly, it’s one 
subsection of drawing and quartering that has survived into the modern 
age. Before I knew it, I was walking around (on a walker) with a titanium 
and plastic knee, and another huge scar.

Now retirement meant being unable to walk better than Quasimodo, and 
feeling as if I’d been jumped by the Oakland Raiders twice, once for 
good measure.

I SETTLED down to watching movies, except the television was on the 
lower level of the house and one day I was carrying things in both hands 
going down the stairs when I slipped. Crash, right on my butt, then down 
to the bottom of the stairs like a crash test dummy. Back to H.S.S. 
Cracked pelvis. No use operating, just take it even easier. Unless you 
want hip replacement? No, thank you!

Now, 13 months later, I’m back on my own feet and ready to stop 
relaxing. It’s too dangerous.
“Trial retirement” had a nice ring to it, but it ended up feeling like the 
Liberty Bell hit me in the head.
Give me the insanity of impossible schedules, screaming studio heads, 
script pages never showing up until the morning we’re to shoot them — 
anything but the horrors of retirement. These are scarier than any horror 
movie I can dream up.

Wes Craven is a screenwriter, actor, film producer and director of many 
films, including “A Nightmare on Elm Street.”
Copyright 2013 New York Times



June 20th to 23rd, 2013

In 2007 my wife, Ursula, and I decided to retire from twenty-five years 
in the Seattle area.  I have one of the best  wives in the world.  She flat 
out told me I WOULD retire while I was still able to ride.  We started to 
decide on places to retire to (the Seattle area has great scenic routes and I 
can tolerate the rain, but  not  the tax structure) so we started to look 
around.  Our children and grandchildren were just  north of Atlanta, but 
there was no way in He** I was going to return to Atlanta and the 
congestion and traffic in that area.  So, we decided on the mountain area 
of North Carolina in the Asheville area.

Now, I once read that you cannot explain real mountains to an Easterner 
and you cannot explain hot and muggy to a Westerner.  That  is probably 
true.  Out west  the mountains are almost  twice as high as they are in the 
east.  But  out  west  the climb is gradual and there are lots of sweepers.  
On the east  coast you go up quickly and down just as fast.  My friends, 
those are called switchbacks!  Much like what you find in the Alps.  But 
in the Alps you usually have twenty-five to fifty meters of straight  road 
between the switchbacks, here it is one after the other and you do have to 
watch for gravel in the turns.  It is a lot more challenging. 

I mentioned 2007 because that  was the year we had decided to fly east 
and look at  the Asheville area.  Shortly after Christmas 2006 I was 
reading some of my magazines and I saw the BMW RA was having their 

The BMW RA Rally
by Kent Skoug



national rally that year in Asheville at  the Biltmore Mansion.   I yelled to 
Ursula, “Guess when we are going to Asheville and guess how we are 
traveling!”  She was able to guess!  We were impressed with the area, the 
tax structure, the cost of housing, and the roads!  In 2009 I sent  her ahead 
and told her to buy us a home and in July I followed her.  Other than 
totaling the R1200 RT in Kansas while heading to NC, I have had no 
regrets.  However, that’s another story.

There is no state, other than Hawaii, that  I haven’t  ridden in many times 
and I have never found riding that I have enjoyed as much as the North 
Carolina mountains.  Many of you have heard about  the Tail of the 
Dragon, believe me, it’s overrated!  I could show you a hundred routes 
with more curves, switchbacks, elevation changes and just plain fun, 
with less highway patrol and no 35 MPH speed limits!

In fact, if you come to the BMW RA rally at the Biltmore in 2013 I’ll 
show them to you!  Since moving to the south-east I have joined four 
BMW clubs, the Upstate BMW Riders of Greenville, SC, the Knob 
Mountain BMW Riders of Morganton, NC, the Asheville BMW Riders 
of Asheville, NC and the BMW Riders of Knoxville of Knoxville, TN as 
well as becoming a Regional Representative for the BMW RA while still 
remaining a member of the Washington State BMW Riders.  Currently I 
am an officer in the Asheville Chapter and for the rally I will be laying 
out the on-road rides.  So, like I said, come on down and I’ll show you!

The cost  for the rally this year for pre-registration is $65.00 per person 
for RA members and $75.00 for non-members which is really 
inexpensive because it allows full access to the Biltmore Mansion 
(camping will be on the grounds) which is usually a $50.00 charge by 
itself for a single day, and the rally fee is for the full three days.  If you 
don’t know about the Biltmore, look it up on line.  It is the largest  single 
family dwelling in the United States with 250 rooms, 33 family and guest 
bedrooms, 43 bathrooms, 65 fireplaces, 3 kitchens and an indoor 
swimming pool.  They also have a hotel on the grounds and their own 
winery.  The RA is the only organization that  the Biltmore has ever 
allowed to camp on the grounds.  They are also allowing us build a GS 
track fairly close to the camping area.

The rally is June 20th to the 23rd.  By the way, the trip and the rally can 
easily be done in a two week vacation period from anywhere in the 
continental United States.  Ursula and I did it in 2007 from Seattle with a 
two day side trip to visit our children north of Atlanta after the rally and 
on our way home.  Hope to see all of you in Asheville this coming 
summer.



THIS IS YOUR LAST NEWSLETTER!!!
Unless of course youʼve already paid 

your dues....

Shoutout to Boxer Shorts from Bill Griffith of Connecticutʼs Zippy?
Or signs of editorial dementia....?

You decide!



2013 Yankee Beemer Club Calendar

March	

Sunday 17	
 YB Breakfast Mtg. Willowbrook 
	
 Gold Card
Saturday 30	
 Gould’s Sugar House
April
Sunday 21	
 Breakfast Mtg. Willowbrook
26 to 28	
 Frosty Nutz, Wilgus State Pk VT
TBD	
 Scoot & Shoot
TBD	
 MOA Mileage Survey begins
May
Sunday 19	
 Breakfast Mtg. Willowbrook
June
7 to 9	
 Pemi River Rally, NH
20 to 23	
 BMWRA Nat. Rally, Asheville,NC
Sunday 23	
 Roving Breakfast Meeting TBD
July
18 to 21	
 BMWMOA Nat. Rally, Oregon
Sunday 21	
 Roving Breakfast Meeting TBD
August	

1 to 4	
 Damn Yankees Rally, Heath, MA
16 to 18	
 Lime Rockz Rally, Lakeville, CT
18	
 Roving Breakfast Meeting TBD
September	

Sunday 8	
 Larz Anderson 21st EMD
13 to 15 	
 Boxer Shorts Rally, Snow Farm
Sunday 15	
 Breakfast Mtg. Willowbrook
20 to 22	
 Whacky Hat, Charlie Brown, Eastford, 
	
 CT
October	

Sunday 20	
 Breakfast Mtg. Willowbrook
Saturday 26	
 Gould’s Sugar House



  
 

 
  

  

  

The  Yankee  Beemers  Motorcycle  Club  
BMWMOA  #153              BMWRA  #71                AMA#6905  

  

Ride  To  Eat  -  Eat  To  Ride  
YB  Normal?  

  
Membership  Form  

The  Yankee  Beemers  have  been  a  driving  force  in  the  New  England  BMW  
motorcycle  scene  since  1984.  We  are  an  enthusiastic  group  of  BMW  motorcycle  
owners,  riders  and  restorers  comprising  of  members  from  New  England  to  
California.  Our  goal  is  to  promote  camaraderie  among  our  members  through  
year-round  monthly  breakfast  meetings  as  well  as  through  our  monthly  
newsletter,The  Boxer  Shorts,  and  with  many  seasonal  campouts  and  rides.  
Non-BMW  riders  are  also  welcome!.  
  

Name:   Phone:  
Address:   Cell:  
   Email:  
City:   Bikes  owned:  
State:   Zip:     
      MOA#:                                
     RA  #:  
   AMA#:  
Application  type:                New    ☐                                                  Renewal  ☐                                  
YB  #:  
Member  type:      Regular  ($30)  ☐        Non-‐BMW  Owner  ($30)  ☐      Associate  
(+$5)  ☐  
Additional  Regular  Member: 
Associate  name:                                                                                                  
(Associate  has  no  voting  rights)  
Fee  Schedule:  
A  single  BMW  owner  in  a  household     Regular  membership  -‐  cost  $30  
Two  BMW  owners  in  a  household  -‐  Both  are  Regular  members  -‐  cost  $35  
One  non-‐BMW  owner  in  a  household  -‐  Associate  membership  -‐  cost  $30  
Two  non-‐  BMW  owners  in  a  household  -‐  Both  are  Associate  members-‐  cost  $35  
Membership  Expires  12/31  ,  You  may  also  renew  online  using  PayPal  at  
www.yankeebeeers.org.  Check  out  our  forum!  

      
     Please  mail  this  form  with  a  check  payable  to:    

Yankee  Beemers,  Inc.  
P.O  Box  215  

Fitchburg,  MA  01420  
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