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by John Shields

Cabin fever is starting to get to me this winter and it’s my own fault as I
haven’t done enough to get through the season in good motorcycling
shape. I dislike the thought of putting my already cold hands on the
throttle of either bike but it’s going to be 45 degrees today and if I’m
honest with myself I’ll realize it only hurts for the first fifteen minutes or
so and then one adapts to the conditions, if one was smart enough to put
on everything they owned to block the wind. But alas I sit here writing
this column instead of riding today — the keyboard is warmer, the
coffee is hot and my newest member of the household (Zorro, a rescued
pitbull/lab) is by my side and it’s all good after all.
The one thing, above all, that seems to benefit my riding is, strangely
enough, walking. That’s one of the reasons for the dog, besides his
loyalty and love, as he makes me take him for long walks in the woods.
While those walks can be great times for contemplation and the easing
of daily stress, they also serve to keep me in the moment and really help
to keep me in good enough shape to ride, all day if I want to, if spring
ever comes. Some of the same things I get from riding are also available
to the walker; the passing scenery at a slower pace, the challenge of a
big hill on rough ground and the warm tired feeling you get when you’ve
had a really good walk — or a great ride. How’s this for a new slogan,
Walk to Ride and Ride to Walk. Ok, it needs work.
What a great holiday party and the best one I’ve been to yet. We had
over a hundred attendees with lots of original members, presidents and
captains of our industry, the food was good, the service great and the
partyin’ went late. Bill Cusack is the man who pulled it all together and
made it happen in spite of his busy career and home-life and he deserves
credit for his efforts. Thanks to everyone who attended and helped make
it a success.
Apparently Bob, our esteemed president, has injured his typing finger
and won’t be submitting a Prez Sez this month. Please send your hopes
for a speedy recovery to tnkdriver@gmail.com.

12 States Allow Motorcycles to Run Red Lights

!
by Victor Cruz!
!On congested city roads, most traffic lights aresubmitted
set on timers. Out in the
suburbs and rural towns, we've all had the ill pleasure of waiting and
waiting for the light to change. Some bikers get so frustrated by these
slow pokes, they set their side stand down, hop off and sprint to push the
opposing pedestrian cross walk button.

!These traffic lights fail to detect a motorcycle. And it’s not because of

their low weight relative to autos. Inductance is the wizard behind the
curtain when it comes to tripping the light fantastic green. There's simply
not enough heavy metal on motorcycles to flip the switch. At some
intersections, you can see where the inductor loop is buried in a square
shape. Some riders swear they can trip the light by setting their side
stand on the compound.

!All these options are far from ideal. And that’s why a dozen states (and

counting) have passed “safe on red” legislation that allows motorcyclists
to run red lights. Yes, legally, and no kidding.

!However you can't act like a hooligan and ride 50 mph through a red

light without stopping. That would be a bona fide traffic violation. But in
12 states, as long as you come to a full stop, wait a few minutes, allow
right of way, and the intersection is clear, you are permitted to advance
on red.

!"Safe on red" regulation is designed to give bikers a sense that they have

a brain that can make a decision all on its own, without the State doing it
for them. (Well, not really, but you get the picture.)

!States that have passed "safe on red" laws include AK, ID, IL, MN, MO,

NC, NV, OK, SC, TN, VA, and WI. Utah and Michigan are both on their
way to red light nirvana.

!To cite two examples of these statutes: the Virginia (2011) statute

46-2-833 reads: "Drivers of motorcycles, mopeds, and bicycles may
move with caution through non-responsive red lights as long as they
yield the right-of-way to others approaching the intersection, and have
come to a complete stop for two complete light cycles or 120 seconds,
whichever is shorter."

!Minnesota (2002) statute 169.06 reads: "A person operating a bicycle or

motorcycle who runs a red light has an affirmative defense if the driver
first came to a complete stop, the traffic light stayed red for an
unreasonable amount of time and appeared not to detect the vehicle and
no motor vehicles or people were approaching the street."
According to rider Matt Piechota, "Pennsylvania (and I'd assume almost
every state) has a "Malfunctioning Traffic Control Device" provision. A
traffic signal that doesn't change is malfunctioning. The law says to treat
this and proceed as if it's a stop sign. I keep a printed copy under the seat
with my registration and insurance."
In a Facebook posting on this topic, rider Dawn Douglas commented: "If
you know of spots that don't detect motorcycles, you can always call the
traffic division of that municipality and make a report. They will come
out and adjust the signal strength to detect the motorcycle. In most cases,
they will enlist your help in the adjustments."
What the heck! Who's going to bother? We obviously need to get NJ
and NY added to the list of these "safe on red" states.
If you can’t wait on red, forget about waiting for legislation to pass any
time soon. Your best option is to pick up a large rare earth magnet.
Called “Large Ceramic Magnet” sold by Harbor Freight, 2 for $1.49.
Spray it with clear coat so it doesn't deteriorate in the elements and stick
it on the bottom of your bike. Some riders swear by this, which is better
than swearing at a dumb traffic light.

!
! Tape, Zip Ties
Duct
!
!

by Minna Case

I wanted to do a memorial ride to honor two inspirational riding
legends - Ardys Kellerman and John Ryan, and it turned in to a
ride to the Iron Butt Association's Big-As-Texas Party in Dallas,
TX and while doing this and attempt for a Bun Burner Gold
certificate ride. It turned out to be one heck of a ride…
My friend Kate and I left from Jersey City, NJ on November 1 and
rode our bikes (she rides a BMW 800 ST named Snotrag and I ride
a 650GS named Blackie) on a route that would provide the

minimum required 1,500 miles within the allotted time as we
arrived in Dallas. We had checked the weather and decided to push
back our departure two hours to avoid the worst of the incoming
storm - mostly the wind. It was a wise choice! When the rain and
wind arrived it was like a car wash on crack outside the window.
Traffic out of Jersey was not too bad but the head wind made up
for the "lack" of traffic. We literally had windy conditions from the
start of the ride to the end - and when I say end - I mean until we
were back in New Jersey again a few days later!!! Gas mileage
was not what we had hoped for and we had more fuel stops than
expected. But as they say - plan for the best but prepare for the
worst. Like losing parts….
It started with the chest strap on my Camelback. Suddenly just
gone! Good thing I had my ROK straps with me. I used one of
them as the chest strap. I think that happened somewhere in
Virginia. I just remember noticing the Camelback kind of flapping
on my back. The scenery through West Virginia and Virginia is
beautiful. I love how you see the Shenandoah's and the Blue Ridge
in the distance from the highway.
We entered Tennessee and I lost a bolt and washer from the right
side of the handle bar which caused the hand guard to flop around.
Out came the Duct tape to tape the hand guard in place. We rode
some nice roads and quite a few hills and twisties on a major
highway. A detour in Nashville due to construction and time for a
gas stop (we just happened to stop a closed gas station...) and
suddenly Blackie would not start. OH NO!!! Panic, frustration and a little bit of stress. No, not out of fuel. Lights came on.
Blackie just would not start. Drained battery? Too much electronic
garbage plugged in at once. As the seasoned riders say – don’t try
out new electronics on a long ride! Won't do that mistake again!!!
On the phone with the insurance company to try and get roadside
assistance. No such luck. Nobody answered the call! SUCKS!!!
Kate approached a guy out walking (at 12.30 am). A very nice guy
(from Adelaide, Australia originally - did not get his name) who

went and got his car and we jump started Blackie and yes we were
on a roll again.
Thankfully traffic was light and not too many trucks out on the
highway during the wee hours of the night. Nor were there any
live deer to be seen. Super thankful for that! The last I would have
wanted is to have to swerve for Bambi or give her a ride. We
motored on. Time for another gas stop so we turned off the
highway on to what felt like a GS Giant track with gravel, humps
and God knows what. There were no warning signs for a
construction zone. Lovely! Kate was in front of me and I saw her
bouncing and fish tailing on the off ramp so I literally came to a
crawl and held my breath. I can tell that the off road class she took
with Max has paid off! Impressive!
Kate turned in to what she thought was the entrance to the gas
station. Next thing I knew this girl was jumping a curb with
Snotrag! It was not exactly what she had planned but again, a sigh
of relief that she has taken an off road class, as she handled the
curb jumping like a pro. I'm glad she was in front of me and I just
turned around and took the easy way in to the gas station. It was
pretty cold out side at this point and I was feeling it. Started
pumping gas and suddenly I saw it... my top case was GONE!!! I
literally rubbed my eyes and looked again. What the frick??? The
case was not on the bike. Are you kidding me??? Talked to Kate
and we decided to check the off road off ramp. Really stupid thing
to do actually, two chicks running down a dirt ramp with their cell
phones as "flash lights", but thankfully we did not get ran over. No
luck with the case and I decided it was not worth it to backtrack in
the middle of the night. We hit the road again. I was mad as heck
at myself. I know better! You double check everything before you
leave. All I can think of is that somewhere in the cluster frick of
the "break down" something did not get put back correctly. I went
through the list in my head of all the items that were in the case...
my tablet (brand new!), my tools (brand new!), my favorite ball
cap (arghhhh), all the chargers for my stuff (phone, camera, GPS..
blah blah blah), the new book I was going to read, my paperwork

(jeez!) and a bunch of other things. Luckily my wallet was not in
there. Yay - one positive! And really, no lost limbs so what am I
crying about!!!
At this point Blackie was running really rough. She did not want to
go over 75 mph without racing the RPMs. I just felt like I could
not push it and that the chase of the clock was not worth it for me
so I called Kate and told her to continue her pursuit of making the
Bun Burner Gold. She took off and I rode along. Besides feeling a
bit frustrated, I was also feeling the effects of a 5 hour energy drink
taken a few hours earlier. When I say effect, I don't mean a boost
of energy, I mean wanting to vomit. I pulled in to a gas station and
let's just say - the 5 hour energy left my body in more ways than
one. I grabbed some snacks, a handy tool and Duct tape while I
was there. After a short break, an encouraging phone call and a
little tinkering with Blackie we were back on the road again.
Suddenly she was running pretty well. Hooray!
It was cold and I was feeling it. I cranked up the music and sang
along. I did jumping jacks on the bike (ha ha ha) and I continued
the journey. At one of the gas stops a man was asking me why on
earth I'm riding a motorcycle in the middle of the night when it is
so cold outside. Could not help but to smile and told him jokingly
that I had nothing better to do... The ride continued. I felt better
after loosing the 5 hour energy! I thought about the ride so far,
about the importance of planning for the best but preparing for the
worst. I was not giving up even if I knew that I would not make the
Bun Burner Gold. This ride was about honoring two great long
distance riders who are legends in their own - Ardys Kellerman
and John Ryan. Both of them left us in 2013, doing what they
loved – RIDING – and also I’m not one to give up easily.
Entered Texas and the sun started to rise. It gave me renewed
energy and a boost. I did a quick calculation on the mileage and
figured that maybe, just maybe I could make the required distance
within the required time. I flew by big horse farms and ranches.
Long stretches of road and flat land as far as the eye can see. The
sun was bright and it felt good to be in daylight again. I called

Kate. We had a bad connection but I could make out that she was
very close to her final stop and that she was going to make it for
the Bun Burner Gold. Woohoo! Way to go Kate!!! I realized I
would not make it for the Bun Burner Gold at this point.
After a stop and a quick snack break I continued the ride towards
Dallas. Traffic had increased quite a bit. It was windy - surprise,
surprise. I was thinking of a bed. My body was ready to lay flat for
a little while. The last miles were the hardest. Suddenly I noticed
that I had lost the bolt and washer from the left side of the handle
bars too. Grrr!!! Time for Duct tape again. Found a gas station
close to the hotel and got a receipt for my ending time so I would
qualify for a regular Bun Burner (1,500 miles within 36 hours). I
pulled in to the hotel parking lot and as I got off Blackie I let out a
huge sigh of relief. I had arrived to the Big-As-Texas party head
quarters!
Checked in to the hotel and threw myself on the bed. Laughed and
cried. Hugged Kate, filled out the paperwork and went to sign in
for the party. Met a bunch of IBA folks. Everyone was very nice
and encouraging. Got my paper work signed and my odometer
checked. Showered and laid down. I am not much of a "napper"
but there was no debating with my body - we slept for about 45
minutes. Then it was time for the party! I'm pretty sure that Kate
and I were among the "younger" crowd and women were not
exactly in over representation. Felt proud to be there - having done
the ride to the party, completed the memorial ride, dealt with some
"issues" along the ride and for not giving up.
The grand pooba of IBA - Michael Kneebone presented all riders
with their certificates. Kate got her Bun Burner Gold. I got my
Bun Burner. Proud as can be! There is no shame in having done
1,566 miles in 25 1/2 hours. I was proud of my Blackie. It is not
all that easy for a "Thumper" to blast down the road for hours and
hours at end... She is a tough cookie! And I'm not too bad myself.
Had a nice dinner with all the IBA folks and managed to stay up
until about 8.30 pm before my body was yelling at me to go to

bed. Slept like a dead person. Room service for breakfast while
planning for the ride home. Based on the temperatures and the
cold front lingering we decided to take the southern route.
Before heading out we went to spread some of Ardys ashes in
Lake Caroline. Ride On Ardys Ride On! I had to fix the hand
guards. Thankfully zip ties did the trick! I will never under
estimate the power of zip ties and Duct tape again.
Our ride home took us back through Texas, Mississippi, Alabama,
Georgia, North Carolina, Virginia, West Virginia, Maryland,
Delaware and even a detour through Washington DC which was
not planned. The foliage was still visible in both Maryland and
DC. The wind did not let off the entire trip! Blackie ran rough for
a while through Texas but I think it was mostly due to some bad
fuel. After the second fill up she was running like a charm again.
Kate's Gerbing (heated liner) stopped working somewhere in
North Carolina which made it for a chilly ride once the sun went
down and with the darn wind. Oh, and the State of Maryland are
crooks! They charge an $8 toll on a stretch of road that I don't
think was more than 50 miles!!! Living in a state that does not
have road tolls I always cringe when I have to pay them. I figured
that I paid over $50 in tolls on this trip and they were all in New
York, New Jersey, Pennsylvania, Delaware, Maryland and DC. Oh
yeah, there was a minor toll charge to drive in the express lane in
Atlanta. It was worth it!
When we stopped at a rest area in New Jersey to part ways and say
good bye for this trip I got some sad news. My sweet dog Milky
had passed away earlier in the day. But that is for a different story.
I made it home safe to Vermont and without any other issues. I
was so glad to pull in to the garage after 5 days and 3,600 miles on
the road. Things can be replaced but lives can not. This is why I
enjoy each day and thank my lucky stars to be alive and have the
freedom to ride. I like to thank all the people who cheered me on
during this ride, the two people who inspired me to do this - Ardys
Kellerman and John Ryan, and my sponsors - me, myself and I.
This was a trip with zip ties, duct tape and a ride to remember!!!
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BMW Is Recalling 51,000 Motorcycles for Fuel Leak

!Following an investigation by the National Highway Traffic Safety

Administration, BMW says it is recalling almost 51,000 motorcycles
because
of a possible fuel leak, according to a report the automaker posted on the
agency's website. Most of the recalled motorcycles are 2005-11 R
and K series models.

!The action comes almost 14 months after N.H.T.S.A. began

investigating
consumer complaints about fuel leaks. BMW said it would recall the
motorcycles, although the automaker said the leaks do not pose "an
unreasonable risk to motor vehicle safety." The problem involves cracks
developing in a plastic flange on the fuel pump, possibly after a
maintenance procedure is performed incorrectly. In
addition, BMW said, corrosive fluids could damage a seal, causing "a
small
leak."

!At least one owner told the safety agency that the leak was not small.
!"I started the motorcycle engine - a few seconds after it started, gasoline
started to gush from the front of the bike onto the engine," one owner
wrote
to the agency. "Before I knew it, I was in a puddle of gasoline. I shut it
off as soon as I realized what was happening. I mopped up the gasoline
off
of the floor to eliminate the fire danger."

!Some other owners told the agency that, after finishing a ride, they found
a
pant leg soaked in gasoline.

!BMW's report said that the automaker received its first complaint of a

leak
in 2006 and several more the following year. By early 2010, the
company had
investigated the problem and concluded that the leaks were because of
improper servicing techniques. During the first half of 2010, BMW
made
manufacturing changes to new models to prevent such problems.

!2014 The New York Times Company

“Sometimes a scheduled event changes from what was posted in
the Boxer Shorts, it is advised that you check the forum before
you head out for an event”. Gary Nelson!

They are calling it a Microcycle.

!
It has only one wheel and has a range of 10 miles and a top speed of 10

mph. Put in direct speed competition, it will lose a race to a Segway.
Like the upright two-wheeler, it is an electricity-fueled conveyance that
relies on a six-hour battery charge. Unlike the Segway, this has a seat,
but you can ride it standing up on its foot pegs. In its effort to control
costs, it uses off-the-shelf handlebars and parts, and red side panels
(battery bays) sourced from a company that makes pots and pans. The
instrument cluster and rear light housing are made by a 3-D printer.
At $5,300, it costs less than a Segway ($6,000-$8,000) and seemingly
more portable, but not really. Like the Segway, gyros govern how the
one-wheeler moves. Lean forward and it increases in speed; lean
backwards to slow down. It has a hand brake, called a “stop assist lever”.
A fat 25-inch wheel keeps the rider balanced and moving at an eye level
with normal minding-their-own-business pedestrians.
Called a RYNO, the Portland, Oregon manufacturer shuns the term
“unicycle”, preferring to market this as a “microcycle” and as a
“transitional vehicle.” Some think riding
on a RYNO make you look less
“dorky”. Hitting the scales at 160
pounds, it weighs 55 pounds more than
the i2 Segway. It can fit into a trunk, but
you’ll need Vince Wilfork of the New
England Patriots (325 pounds) to help
you fork it out.
But beware! Don’t let Vince Wilfork
ride your RYNO. That is an order! For
he will compromise the performance, if
not snap the thing in half. RYNOs can
only take up to a 260-pound payload.
Other features: a coil spring under the
seat; parking brake; LED headlights;
12v power outlet to charge your phone.

Standard wall outlet will charge its lithium-ion batteries. The front
forward bars you see in the picture are called “at-rest bumpers” and used
for parking it.
The first crop of RYNOs are supposed to be available April 16. Already
100 pre-orders have rolled in, according to company founder Chris
Hoffman, who didn’t come up with RYNO by himself. It was his 13year old daughter who told Mr. Hoffman of such a device. She saw a
motorized unicycle in a video game, and drew a picture of it for him.
The rest, they say, is business as usual.

!

Go East Old Man
!
!

!
!

!
!

by Dexter Ford for the New York Times!
!
!
!
!

!Dexter Ford is traveling from Southern California to upstate New York

along mostly obscure roads, on a motorcycle that, by American
standards, is quite tiny. This is the fifth of his occasional reports from the
paths less traveled.

!After breakfast at a hippie bakery in Duluth, Minn., I headed east across

Wisconsin. One problem with going where the spirit moves me is that
the spirit doesn’t tend to move me until about 9 a.m.
Wisconsin Route 2 was just curvy enough to keep me interested,
sweeping through endless tracts of pine, spruce and birch. I crossed over
into Michigan’s Upper Peninsula at Ironwood and slanted northeast on
Route 28, determined to make it into Canada.
As I rode closer to my ultimate goal, it became harder to maintain the
sense of an endless journey and unlimited possibilities. I was now going
somewhere, rather than just going. But I still had plenty of time to think
about the 3,000 miles behind me.

!On my way across the sparsely populated northern shoulder of the

country, between Yellowstone Park in Wyoming and eastern Minnesota,
I saw a total of one Mercedes-Benz, two BMWs, one Jaguar, zero
Volvos — and thousands of Harley-Davidsons.
Even though my bike could go more than 300 miles on a tank of 87octane – I had regeared it to slow the engine – there were times when I
didn’t know where my next gallon was going to come from. I had
discovered that, way out in the sticks, gas station owners lock up and go
home at about 8 p.m. That can lead to a sinking heart, until one realizes
that even though there may be no humans nearby, the gas pumps are still
on duty. Just slip in a debit card, fill up and split into the large, lonely
night.

Riding a 250 cubic-centimeter Honda across the country was far less
painful than I had imagined. I’m more comfortable on that bike than I
am standing in the pharmacy line at a CVS. My butt — the seat of all
two-wheeled misery — was just fine nearly every mile of the way. I had
raised and padded the stock seat with an inflatable cushion and a furry
black sheepskin cover on top of that.
My right wrist tends to complain after an hour of holding most throttles
open, but the perfect angle of the CBR’s handlebars, combined with the
light throttle spring of the single-cylinder motor, made it a nonissue. The
small race-type fairing left my head and shoulders out in the slipstream,
but I far prefer that to the turbulence inherent in most windshieldequipped bikes. There was a lot of wind noise, just like flying in an
open-cockpit airplane. But I always ride with noise-killing earplugs or
audio earbuds and a full-face helmet, so it was O.K.

!The Bushplane Museum in Sault Ste. Marie, Ontario.

With my personal, helmet-mounted windshield ratcheted down, I
inhabited my own little space capsule, free to listen to Ornette
Coleman’s tortured sax, perfect for roaring into Salt Lake City in an
apocalyptic thunderstorm. Or to Bob Dylan recalling walking the hills of
old Duluth with Danny Lopez as I got my first sight of those hills across
Saint Louis Bay.

!I started out glad to have an iPhone sound track for my trip, afraid that

without it I might expire from sheer boredom somewhere east of Blue
Dog Lake, S.D. But for most of the trip I kept the iPhone packed away.
Like Diana Nyad humming Beatles tunes on her swim from Cuba to
Florida, I found myself making up my own soundtrack, singing (poorly)
everything from Tom Petty to Amy Winehouse.

!The U.P., as Michiganders call it, started to look less like a rural

farmscape and more like a vacation paradise – full of boats, bikinis and
ice cream stands – as I veered again toward Lake Superior. With an
actual goal in mind — the Canadian side of Sault Ste. Marie — I was
forced to miss a number of enticing places. I did not stop to investigate
Giant’s Foot Park, the Dead River Storage Basin, Heart Lake, Petticoat
Lake, Parent Lake, King Lake, Little King Lake, Trout Lake, Bass Lake,
Coon Lake, Turtle Flambeau Flowage, Bond Falls Flowage or Rat Lake
Swamp. Next time.

!I stopped for a late dinner burger in Munising, Mich., knowing that

every minute I spent out on the deck, watching the sun set on Lake
Superior, meant another minute riding in the dark. Hannah, my waitress,
said I could reach Sault Ste. Marie — “The Soo” — in a couple hours.
“Just don’t hit a deer. Or a moose. Or…” as she thought about it, “…a

I had to change my dark face shield for the clear one in my tail pack. It
didn’t fit my helmet, even though I had been told that all HJC shields fit
all HJC full-face helmets. I got the bright idea of taping the shield on
with clear packing tape I bought at a convenience store. That seemed
fine until I realized that with the shield taped shut, there was no way I
could get my glasses back on. I yanked it open, slithered my glasses in,
and then tried to stick it back down.
I wound up riding the long, straight, coal-black road with the shield halfopen, jerking my head like a prizefighter to dodge each terrified insect as
it careened at my face. My glasses, nose and forehead wound up
splattered with yellow goo that had been flying around, minding its own
business, just seconds before.
When I got to the Canadian border, colorful but intact, it took me about
three minutes to raise my bug-covered shield, get my glasses out, my
helmet off and to fumble for my passport and motorcycle registration.
The border guard didn’t care. It was about midnight, and the two of us
were the only moving things in sight. I got the feeling he enjoyed the
company.

!!

Survival Instincts Are a Bitch
!

!Let’s say! you are! rounding! a curvebyandKentheCondon/ridinginthezone.com!
handlebar starts to feel vague
in your hands. At the same time, your proprioceptors (aka kinesthetic
sense) tell your brain that balance is being compromised.

!Your brain is alerted to the threat and triggers your muscles to tense. The
rush of panic and muscle tension happens in an instant. Many riders end
up on the ground because their survival instincts cause them to overreact
and make matters worse.

!

Saving the Front in a Corner

I’ve got bad news for you, that vagueness you feel at the handlebars is
your front tire losing traction. This is bad, because a front tire slide is
one of the most difficult situations to recover from. When cornering, the
front tire is responsible for both lateral grip and direction control
(steering). More times than not, front tire traction loss is the result of
asking too much of the tire. Side forces from cornering, in combination
with cold rubber and perhaps contaminated pavement is an easy recipe
for tire slip.

!When the front tire loses grip, it “tucks” underneath the bike and throws
the bike and rider violently to the ground. But, is it possible to save

yourself from falling?

!To help the front tire regain traction (or at least not lose any more grip)

you must first not add to the problem. This means staying relaxed (Good
luck with that). With light handlebar pressure, the tire and suspension
can work fluidly to manage surface irregularities.

!If you tense on the bars, you will put stress on the front tire and risk

pushing the tire over the limit of grip. Whatever you do, avoid trying to
countersteer the bike into a deeper lean.

!Assuming you can remain somewhat relaxed and neutral, the next thing
to do is to relieve the work the front tire is doing. To do this, get on the
throttle! I know, it’s counter-intuitive, which is why it’s not easy to do.
But gassing it transfers load from the overworked front tire to the rear
tire.This allows the front rubber to halt its lateral slide and keep rolling.

!Yes, you will probably run wide, but hopefully you have enough road/

track to let this happen. You can minimize this drift by using moderate
throttle application to save the front tire slide. Just don’t goose the
throttle so hard that you careen off the road or track or spin the rear tire.

Uphill Unload

A fellow instructor pointed out a caveat to the common cornering
situation. Dan mentioned what can happen to traction when you are
going uphill. He witnessed a fellow rider (with a passenger) lose the
front and crash in front of him just as the crashing rider was getting on
the gas. Why would this happen if what I say about relieving stress on
the front tire is true?

!The likely explanation is that the uphill slope, in combination with the

weight of a passenger and the application of a bit too much throttle,
unloaded the front tire too much. He probably also added a bit of
steering input that tucked the front tire beneath him. The lesson is that
load management and traction management go hand in hand and you
need to develop a keen sense of how various factors can affect tire load
and grip.

!!

Expect It

Another way to prepare for front tire slides (and many others) is to
expect them to happen. This pertains to all times when you are in
traction-reduced situations, including when cornering or braking hard.
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Jun 15!
!
!
!
!
!
!
July 20! !
!
!
!
!
!
July 24-27!!
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August 1-3!
!
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!
August 15-17! !
!
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!
June 13-15!

September (TBD)!

!
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!

!

September 5-7! !

!

!

!

!
September TBD!!
!
!
!
!
September 19-21!

!

!

!

!

October 19(TBD)!

!

!

!

!

October (TBD)! !

Breakfast @ Willowbrook!
8:30 AM 16 Hastings St, Mendon, MA !
Breakfast @ Willowbrook (Gold Card)!
8:30 AM 16 Hastings St, Mendon, MA !
Breakfast @ Willowbrook!
8:30 AM 16 Hastings St, Mendon, MA !
The Frosty Nutz Campout!
Wilgus State Park in Ascutney Vermont! !
Breakfast @ Willowbrook!
8:30 AM 16 Hastings St, Mendon, MA !
BMWRA Rally!
Barber Motorsports Museum Alabama!
Pemi River Rally!
Pemi River Campground, Thornton, NH!
Breakfast @ Willowbrook!
8:30 AM 16 Hastings St, Mendon, MA !
Breakfast @ Fairview Inn!
8:30 AM 133 Ocean St., Brant Rock MA !
BMWMOA Rally!
Minnesota State Fairgrounds!
Damn Yankees Rally!
Heath Fairgrounds, Heath, MA!
Lime Rockz Rally!
60 White Hollow Rd. Salisbury, CT!
European Motorcycle Day!
15 Newton St., Brookline, MA!
Foodies in the Foothills Rally!
Snow Farm, 5 Clary Rd., Williamsburg, VT!
Gathering of the Clams!
clambake, campout, Rhode Island!
Whackey Hat Rally!
Jamaica State Park, Vermont!
Breakfast @ Willowbrook!
8:30 AM 16 Hastings St, Mendon, MA !
Gould’s Sugar House Ride!

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:
Address:

Phone:
Cell:
Email:
Bikes owned:

City:
State:

Zip:

Application type:
New ☐
YB #:
Member type: Regular ($30) ☐

MOA#:
RA #:
AMA#:
Renewal ☐
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 1
Fitchburg, MA 01420

NEXT BREAKFAST MEETING!
February 16!
Willowbrook Restaurant
16 Hastings St.
Mendon, MA

c/o Jim Sanders, Treasurer

Journal of the Yankee Beemers Club

!
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