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!
by Bob Blethen
!It's that time again for my monthly column. The month has flown by. I

Prez Sez

am finally getting some riding in. Winter doesn't seem to want to give
up. It was a lovely 42 degrees today and I should have worn long
underwear to work. April started off with the monthly breakfast being a
week early because of the Easter holiday. There were 67 motorcycles in
the parking lot and about 70 breakfasts served. The previous month only
4 riders braved the cold and rode to breakfast. This month's breakfast
was a huge improvement.

!The following week, the 19th of April, was the Gould's Sugar House

ride with the savant of the pavement, our own Dana Lewis, leading a
group out to Gould's. Early arrivals at the meeting spot in Orange did
some tire kicking and BS'ing. 47 souls braved the cool weather to go out
for waffles, corn fritters and home made pickles as well as syrup boiled
right there at the farm. I was on a mission, myself. I had to have a gallon
of the Gould's syrup for my year's supply. My taste buds aren't
discerning enough to tell the difference between Vermont and
Massachusetts maple syrup. I like real maple syrup.

!I've upgraded my camping gear, I went with a smaller tent. I do miss

being able to stand up in the tent, but it will do. My new tent arrived
only days before The Frosty Nutz, I set it up on the back lawn, it started
to rain. Christine said I don't even have to leave home to get it to rain all
I have to do is set up a tent. Maybe some drought areas could use my
services. I'll come out and set up the tent and it should rain. I hadn't
ridden the GS too much since last spring, it needed a cruise. I replaced
the final drive bearings and seal and also replaced all of the stock brake
lines with Russell braided stainless steel lines. One of the 13 year old
brake lines decided to burst last summer at Heath while I was riding
around the fairgrounds. I am pondering replacing a couple of other
things on my '01 GS. It only has 33,000 miles on it but it is 13 years old.
I am thinking about replacing the fuel pump. Jack Phelps had a problem
with his old K bike. I haven't heard what failed yet. The fuel pump
wasn't making any noise when the ignition switch was on, that could
have been the problem. My question to myself, is it time on the hour
meter or is the age of something that makes it fail?

!The weather forecast for The Frosty Nutz wasn't very promising, rain

and more rain. 80 hearty souls rode to the Wilgus State Park in Vermont

and camped in the rain for the weekend. Ken Springhetti pre-cooked
some pasta at home and made a decent sauce, Ken Struble bought about
11 pounds of sausage to contribute to the feast, others brought bread and
some deserts. The Friday night arrivals were well fed! Thank you to the
two Kens for feeding the hungry and cold masses. Bill Cusack, the other
rally chair, and Jim Sanders, our esteemed treasurer, went around
collecting the tariff from those that hadn't prepaid. Ranger Eric and his
assistant kept us supplied with dry firewood. Something unusual for me.
I actually set up my camp in the light of day. It was a pleasant change. I
took over the last camp sight in the campground, over looking the
Connecticut River. I had it all to myself. Noticeably absent was former
President Marc Waggeman and Valerie Brown the previous occupiers of
my camp sight. They have taken on the responsibilities of being parents.
I applaud them for this, they are two great people. Maybe we will see
them all at future events.

! The Vermont club is back at Tozier's for the season on May 4th. It's a

nice early morning ride. It is located on route 107 about 3 miles south of
Bethel, Vt, with coffee at 9:30, breakfast at 10:00. The next YB
breakfast is May the 18th at the Willowbrook in Mendon, This is the last
breakfast at the Willowbrook for the summer. We will have three roving
breakfasts, thanks to Marc, the lone roving breakfast chair. Look on the
events page on the website and the boxer shorts for more details.

!Pemi is only about 7 weeks away. Save the dates June 13th through the

15th, pre - registration is required for dinner on Saturday night! We need
a head count so that we know how many we are feeding. No preregistration, no dinner. That's it for this month ride safely. Bob

!!
Secretary’s
Report
!!
by Victor Cruz
!!
The Willowbrook in Mendon, site of the April 2014 Yankee Beemer
breakfast meeting, welcomed 65 motorcycles to their parking lot. They
also passed out 69 plates.
President Robert Blethen spoke about the availability of Frosty Nutz Tshirts.
Former YB President Marc Waegemann was credited for his untiring
efforts to land the club a Roving Breakfast location in June. He was also
pejoratively referenced as the sole member of the Roving Breakfast

Committee, and, I quote, “despot czar.” A man for all seasons, weather
permitting.
Mr. Waegemann had this to say in a communiqué:
“For our June 22nd Breakfast, Elmer’s Store, at 396 Main St., Ashfield,
MA, has agreed to open early at 7 a.m. In discussing with Bob and
Elmer’s management, this will be a “roving” breakfast where truly 15
minutes early will be 10 minutes late. Weather permitting, Elmer’s will
offer outdoor tables and can hold a maximum of 60 indoors and out.
This is an a-la-carte event, so most likely everyone will be happy. I will
provide a write-up for the Boxer Shorts offering insight on Elmer’s,
highlights of the menu, and the general area as a springboard to the hills.
“
For you newbies, a “roving”
breakfast isn’t something
you have to chase down
while riding your bike.
During the summer months
we like to get innovative by
changing up the location of
our monthly chow-down
meets.
Prez Blethen mentioned the
impending retirement of
Boxer Shorts Editor John
Shields, sometime soon! It has been
recorded that Dwight Evans will step in
to take over editorial duties. Dwight
deserves a huge round of applause, he
most certainly does, despite his losing his
glasses at Frosty Nutz 2014. Here is a
picture of the man supporting the club
tagline, “Ride to Eat, Eat to Ride,” at
Frosty Nutz 2013.
The 50-50 raffle yielded $57 each to two
lucky winners.
Two new members included Rusty
Warren and one returning member,

Richard Oiken.
MOA Mileage Contest form entries were signed and collected by a few.
Steve Martin stood up to make everyone jealous. The winner of the YB
Holiday Party $500 grand prize, courtesy of Twisted Throttle, said how
he felt like a kid in a candy store.
Dave Harmacek stood up to announce he was leading a group ride on
Patriot’s Day from the former Moto Mart location in Acton, to the
exceptional breakfast destination at Parker’s Maple Barn in Mason, NH.

!
Editor’s
Briefs
!
!
!

by John Shields

This may be my last column as Dwight Nevins has agreed to become our
next editor shortly…and I think he’s going to be just great. Dwight has a
formidable sense of humor, a necessity for this job in order to handle the
slings and arrows that occasionally come our way. You can’t make
everyone happy all the time — though we try. Dwight also has the
computer and desktop skills to do the job but what counts a lot more is
the willingness to show up and get the job done when you don’t feel like
it. It’s a
combination of
enthusiasm, love
of the club and a
desire to keep us
together against a
challenging world
filled with
distracted drivers.
Dwight shows up
at the events and
he enlivens every
encounter with his
irreverent nature and big heart. Dwight, in addition, is a new member of
our board of directors and as such is in place to help guide our club over
the next two years. Outstanding! Thank you Dwight!
So, thanks to you all for putting up with me in print these last years…it’s

been a rush and I’m grateful for all the people I’ve met as editor and
particularly grateful to all those who’ve contributed to the newsletter
during my tenure; you are the real reason for the continued success of
the newsletter and it’s raison d’être. Thank you!
So, let’s support our new editor and start scribbling out that text and
shooting those photos and send them to Dwight at
dwightnevins@gmail.com. Out with the old and in with the new!

!

Oh Black Betty Bam-A-Lam
A review of the 2014 BMW F 800 GT
by Dana Lewis aka SaVaNt!
Last month I pulled my 2001 BMW F650GS out from the dark, back
corner of my garage to get her ready for Yankee Beemers’ Spring ride to
Gould’s Sugar House. She was pretty dusty and in need of some
Springtime maintenance before getting back on the road. After a good
washing I changed
the engine oil &
filter, and air filter,
adjusted the chain,
topped up the water
in the battery and
put proper pressure
in the tires. Now
she was road ready.
But not road Legal.
So off I went to
AAA for a new
registration and a
stop down the road
to Wagner Motorsports of Shrewsbury for an inspection sticker. While
loitering in the showroom I came upon a beautiful BMW F800 GT. I
walked around the bike several times admiring it’s beautiful form and
function.
Just then, salesman and YB member Jay Reynolds snuck up behind me
like a worm on a hook.

“Nice bike eh?” he said.
“Oh yea!” I replied.
“Wanna take it for a ride?”
“It just got traded in. Low miles, Great price”
(The devil was now on my shoulder.)
“Nah, I‘d just torture myself wanting to buy it”
Just as I’m reaching for the slick brochure from the display rack the
inspection guy comes out and hands me my keys.
He says “you’re all set but you gotta do something about that floppy rear
mud guard.”
I had lopped off that weird mud guard with a hacksaw but left a portion
that was unsupported and it was unstable.
So when I got back home I lopped off even more plastic until only the
chain guard was covered. Voila!
For the next few days I sat drinking coffee and pouring over that
brochure. I spent many hours on line studying all the reviews I could
find.
I found Tons of great praise and just a few criticisms. The most
prominent one being annoying vibration in the handle bars at speeds
over 70 mph.
One week later I’m sitting at a YB meeting finishing my breakfast when
Jay Reynolds once again appears out of nowhere, leans into me and
whispers, “I was thinking about that F 800 GT you were looking at last
week. Why don’t you come to the shop on Friday, leave your bike and
take the F 800 for your ride to Gould’s Sugar House? NO obligation”
I almost choked on my eggs thinking to myself, man, this guy is good!
An offer Way too good to refuse, he now had me on the line and I was
running with it.
I took him up on his offer…
On Friday I emptied out the garage, picked up the bike at the dealer,
drove straight home and stashed it safely in my garage. Being in
possession of someone else’s $13k motorcycle is a daunting thing.
The side door to the garage is just off my kitchen with a window so I can
see it from there. I stood there gawking at this Dark Graphite Metallic
beauty.

My daughters’ boyfriend was standing there.
“Whatcha’ lookin at Mr. L?”
I stepped aside and said “Check it out”…
The shiny black steed stood proudly on its center stand like a corralled,
wild mustang.
His eyes light up - “Wow, The Bat Mobile!” he said. “You gonna’ fight
crime on that?”
I just smiled.
{Side Bar}: At the risk of being a heretic, I’ll state that I never liked the
look of a traditional BMW boxer-twin configuration.
Hold on now kids!...That doesn’t mean I don’t have an appreciation for
them. Ever since the late John Sweeney dragged me kicking and
screaming into the world of antique motorcycles through the Larz
Anderson Classic, I’ve developed a deep appreciation for them. But
that’s not what brought me into the fold of BMW. I cut my teeth on
Japanese bikes and I clearly remember when I was about 12 years old
thinking BMW boxers were for stodgy old men. (and now I am one) But
then, BMW came out with the K75 line. A bike that shocked and pissed
off the traditionalists. But I was Sold and bought one. Then I joined my
beloved motorcycle club, the Yankee Beemers. I put 100k miles on that
bike before I sold it to buy Another non-traditional engine, my F650GS.
My philosophy is “Light is Right” I don’t like a lot of weight and mass
propelling me down the highway.
Now back to our regularly scheduled program…
6:30 am: Saturday: I pop awake a half hour before the alarm clock
sounded.
I tip-toed downstairs, plugged in the coffee pot, Slipped into my leathers,
zipped up my boots, surfed the net for a while and drank a couple cups
o’ joe.
7:45am: I stepped into my all black, leather Bat Suit, entered the garage,
rolled the bike out onto the driveway. Leaning on its side-stand I turned
on the key and hit the starter button.
First thing I noticed was the Great sound of the exhaust pipe. It was
quiet enough to not be annoying to the neighbors yet has a nice growl
when you get up on the pipe.

There was a chill in the air so I punched up the ambient temperature
display on the very convenient Information pod. It read 34 degrees so I
plugged in my electric jacket, snicked into first gear, slipped out the
clutch and launched west on Rt 122. After about ten minutes my hands
got cold so I hit the Heated Hand Grip button on the right handle bar and
quickly felt warm comfort radiating into my gloves. Nice!
I don’t like the black speedometer dial. The numbers are too small for
my tired old eyes to read and I had to blink a few times to read it. I’ve
seen another BMW model with a white faced background that was much
easier to decipher.
The windshield does an adequate job of protection. I got clean, unbuffeted air but it was a constant air that hit me at shoulder height to the
top of my helmet. I’d prefer less wind but I’m sure there’s some
aftermarket windshields that can send the air over your helmet.
8:20am: At Barre center I took a side road where I knew there was a
half mile section of Nasty, washboard pavement with rippled tarmac and
pot holes. A perfect place to test the suspension. It was a jarring
experience with pretty stiff feedback. Still, the handling stayed
surefooted and confidence inspiring.
The bike has on board, electronic suspension settings and manual
rebound settings but I never got to try any of that stuff.
The F800 GT parallel twin has 90 bhp and weighs in at 470 lbs fully
loaded. That’s only about 35 lbs more than my 650 GS single cylinder
which has only 50 bhp. The transmission is a lot smoother than my
F650. No klunk from 1st to 2nd gear.
It’s also geared lower so I had to get used to that. I found myself mostly
in 2nd and 3rd gear on the twisty back roads at an RPM range of 3500 to
4500. There’s plenty of torque in this 789cc motor. (63 lb-ft at 5800
rpm) The belt drive is superb! No back lash on acceleration or
deceleration. Just a tight, direct-drive feel. I especially like the idea of
less maintenance and no messy chain or sprockets to deal with.
9:00am: I arrived at the Shell gas station on Rt 202 in Orange, MA. to
meet the other 55 riders. By then I was used to the weight and balance of
the bike and where all the controls were. I appreciated the improved selfcancelling directional signal set-up on just one switch. No more silly left

and right side directional paddles.
10:00am: About 15 riders Cued up behind me and we were off for some
back road barnstorming. I had to keep a mild pace so as not to freak out
the uninitiated riders. But I was able to jettison ahead every once in a
while. In the sweepers, this bike feels light and sure footed. In the
twisties it tracks like it’s on rails.
11:30am: After an hour and thirty minutes of riding some scenic and
twisty farm roads, we arrived Gould’s Sugar House gravel parking lot.
As the helmets came off I saw lots of smiles from a great ride. I was
smiling too because the bike performed with such aplomb.
1:30pm: After a fantastic breakfast and great conversation with other
riders, I had to screw home to be back right quick in time and return the
bike to the dealership before they closed for the long holiday weekend. I
bee-lined it on Rt. 2 headed east. Here was an opportunity to find that
buzz range folks were complaining about. At 70 mph I felt no vibration
in the hand grips or the foot pegs. At 80 to 90mph, in 6th gear there was a
slight buzz but for Me, compared to my F650 it was completely
unobjectionable.
For the short few hours I rode the bike I found the seat firm but very
comfortable.
The street tires stuck well even in sandy corners. At one point on the
highway I had to ride on the rumble strips. I could barely feel or hear
them.
Powerful Full floating, dual disc brakes and ABS are Great Standard
features. Luggage bags and top box are optional.
The rest of the spirited trip back was uneventful and I had time to just
settle in and enjoy the ride.
Fittingly, One song kept playing in my head. “Oh Black Betty Bam-ALam”
In Comparison:…
When you own a vehicle long enough it becomes familiar and you get
used to the squeaks and rattles that develop over time. Things loosen up
slowly and you don’t even notice.
That is until you ride a new model. Then you can really detect the

difference.
My 2001 BMW F650 GS feels comfy and familiar like a well-worn pair
of sneakers.
In comparison, this 2014 BMW F 800 GT feels like a Brand new pair of
Nikes.
In other terms, it felt tight and taut. Dare I say…nubile.
And whether carving up the twisties or flying down the highway I can
testify that
not only can she Dance,
She can Cook too!
I give it a DL rating of ****1/2 stars.
Epilogue:
3:00pm: Arriving back in time to Wagner BMW with an hour to spare, I
stopped at a nearby gas station and filled up the tank. I got my keys back
and road my humble F650 GS home with a great sense of satisfaction
from a very good day of riding. Until I hit the lottery I’ll be keeping my
current ride. She’s till a peach.
*Special thanks to Wagner BMW Motorsports and Jay Reynolds for the
loaner test bike. Last time I checked, the low mileage, Valencia Orange
BMW F 800 GT trade-in was still available.

!
Bucket List Biking
by Victor Cruz!

!What would you pay to spend 5 days riding Bucket List roads? I asked

Tom Kemper that question on our last day in Los Angeles. Much
cheaper than flying to Europe, you can fly to LA from Boston non-stop
on Virgin America for $350. Minutes away from LAX is the excellent
rental franchise Eagle Rider, where you can pick up a 2012 GS fully
equipped with cases. Eagle Rider gives you a voucher, so the cost for the
taxi is four dollars. To rent the GS? $1,000. Look at this way: 5 days in
nirvana is worth it. Memories you will treasure all the way to your death
bed.

!You ride Palomar Mountain, Mesa Grande road, Sunrise Highway,
Lyons Valley, Wynola, Banner, Joshua Tree National Park, Anza-

Borrego Desert Park,
Pines to Palms
Highway… who can
resist those roads? Each
of these jewels is
bedecked with sweeps
and twists, some so
severe they put your
helmet up close and
personal to the
pavement when it
suddenly feels as
though the road itself
narrows. You ascend,
then you descend. Elevation changes accompany 40-degree temp
fluctuations. Cedar trees with giant pine cones, ocotillo, prickly pear,
and cholla cactus fill out the dessert sections. Panoramic views of
massive valleys, ranches, horses, and green mountains feel strangely
seductive. It’s that pretty. What’s not so pretty: a pile of boulders stacked
up into small mountains. They look manmade, even unreal, like Marvel
Comic’s hero The Thing. Bizarre, but not as eerie as the Salton Sea and
its bubbling mud pots. A short stretch of road goes through a section of
moonscape that looks like South Dakota Badlands. Every day there is
something new that amazes.

!From LA to the small town of Julien in San Diego County, where you

find all this traffic-free riding perfection and bright, sunny sky, is 3
hours. You take the Ortega Highway as your first scenic road. Stop at the
Lookout Café for a 4,000 foot view of Lake Elsinore. Once you’re past
Temecula and the
casinos in Pala, the
traffic trickles to
nothing. After
getting up at 4:00
am and sitting on a
plane for six hours I
didn’t want to press
it too hard by
climbing the
switchbacks in
Palomar on the first
day.

Then there’s Angeles Crest route 2 in the San Gabriel range. You ever
wonder where Cadillac films its auto commercials? That would be the
place. It starts at 7,000 feet in Wrightwood. A 66-mile traverse that cuts
into the side of mountains and can link up with Big Tujunga Canyon
road. The website Sunday Morning Rides, describes it this way:
“Angeles Crest Highway is likely the sportbike capitol of the greater Los
Angeles area. As expected, Angeles Crest has every sort of turn that
makes sportbike riders salivate - sweepers, double apex, decreasing
radius, increasing radius - all uphill or downhill. As you might imagine,
Angeles Crest must be ridden within your limits, the raw nature of this
road simply invites throttle twisting like nothing else. It's far too easy to
be ‘caught out' during a spirited ride.”

!How do you discover places like these? Whitehorse Press “Motorcycle

Journey” series include one about California written by Clement
Salvadori. He mentions “cloverleaf” routes, or daily loops of 200 to 300miles from a central hub. Julian, CA, “apple pie city,” is one such place.
Not a single traffic light there.

Confronting PMS with the Lonesome
Weirdoes
by Scott “Bones” Williams!
!!
New Englanders know the thrill of taking that first ride of the season—
and the melancholy that settles in after putting your bike away for the
season. If you live in the Snow Belt, you know about PMS.
So you non-Northerners understand, up here PMS stands for Parked
Motorcycle Syndrome. It’s winter. You’re not out riding. It’s something
riders confront up here, some better than others. Year after year I am
offered advice about moving south, but I happen to love New England
so spare me. Besides, last winter I never did put my bikes away as there
was hardly any snow. All it takes for me to go riding is for the roads to
be reliably free of ice.

!Ice does have its place—in a hockey rink, which is where I first met two

of the Lonesome Weirdoes. Somehow I played hockey with Bugsy and
Monte for a few seasons before I realized they rode motorcycles. Then
one day in the locker room, Dougie the goalie handed out stainless steel
sidestand pucks—leftovers from his saw blade test lab—to anyone with
a motorcycle. “Bones, you ride?” Bugsy asked me.
I must credit (or perhaps blame) Bugsy and Monte for getting me into
long-distance riding. I had recently picked up a new bike and they
suggested a great place to ride it. They’d gone there last summer: Cape
Breton, Nova Scotia. I had barely ridden far enough from home before to
spend a night on the road, so riding 1,000 miles—each way—seemed,
well, long.

!Stories of their trip soon convinced me to add Cape Breton to my to-do

list. A few weeks later, after absorbing lots of sage advice about how to
prepare for multi-day rides, I rode all the way to Meat Cove. The riding
was incredible: hot and bone-chilling, exhilarating and monotonous,
sunny and soggy. Long-distance riders understand.

!That summer I started riding with Bugsy and Monte and man, could they
ride! With Bugsy on the point and me on Monte’s six, I learned how to
carve a smooth line through twisties. Massachusetts Routes 116, 112, 8
and 2 became favorite roads, roller coasters that I controlled. On Friday
afternoon rides through the Berkshires or Hudson Valley or southern
Vermont, I discovered all manner of things useful when riding farther
than your own neck of the woods. One thing I quickly learned was to
respect Bugsy’s role as chief restaurant selector. If he didn’t happen to

be on the point, he’d move up when we entered a town. His knack for
choosing good local cuisine in venues where motorcyclists are
welcomed is uncanny. I’ve never dined in a national chain restaurant
with Bugsy, and I’m better for it.

!Weekend rides often started or ended at Monte’s place, out back in his

garage (“Monte’s Motors and More”). This is where I began to tackle
mechanical and electrical projects that I had always left to a service
department. Change out tires? Install a wire harness? Modify a
windscreen? Monte showed me how. The first time I drilled through
virgin motorcycle plastic, Monte supervised. “Every part tells a story,”
he taught me. More than once, that bit of knowledge has guided me to a
correct reassembly. Since motorcycles were expressly forbidden by my
parents when I was a kid, I missed out on acquiring garage skills by
osmosis. Monte helped correct that, and still does.

!After a few weekend rides and one three-day camping trip, Bugsy and

Monte must have concluded that I was for real on a bike, so they invited
me to ride with the Weirdoes. “Um… who?” The Lonesome Weirdoes
Motorcycle Club, I would learn, was comprised largely of people who
grew up in the town over the mountain from me. These were people who
had bikes when I wasn’t allowed, people who never stopped riding just
because they got jobs and families, people who had two or three or more
motorcycles, people who rode motorcycles for the most fundamental of
reasons: because it’s fun.

!Rick appeared to be the leader, a first among equals. Rick typically had
the point on Weirdo rides. On occasion, he’d consult a map, the
laminated fold-up variety, but en route it was all in his head. He knew
more back roads than I’d imagined could exist, plus places to pull over
where the bikes were safe and the view was nice. His constructive
advice helped me further develop my riding technique and boost my
confidence.

!Kevin was perhaps last among equals because he always rode sweep. He
embraced his role bringing up the rear. It only took one weekend trip for
me to learn that “Kevin” is Weirdo-speak for “campfire fueled, gut
busting, beer-shooting-out-your-nose, fall over laughing storyteller.” If
there’s a more talented chronicler of jollity than Kevin, I haven’t met
him.

!Bugsy picked us another winner of a lunch spot and there, talking with

Jon, I discovered I’m not the only clean-cut middle class white guy with
a family that people just don’t figure would ride a motorcycle. Guy was
there for lunch, too, while his dog Divot stayed in the sidecar (except

when he was marking car tires as his territory). Divot rode more miles in
that sidecar during a dog’s life than many people ride over a human
lifetime.

!The next summer, around a campfire near Moreau Lake, New York, I

learned that I, too, was a Lonesome Weirdo. There was no initiation or
hazing ritual, just general agreement of those assembled that I belonged.
A toast made it official. Rick gave me one of his Lonesome Weirdo cards
with the motto Riding to Forget. “Riding to forget what?” I asked him.
He shook his head. “I forget.”

!

Over many years and miles, I met more Weirdoes: Victor, lover of Italian
bikes, saltwater fishing and fiddle playing; Mike, a walking
encyclopedia of motorcycle mechanics; Fred, a mailman with a neverending stream of wry insights on life. Wayne, Bert, Kathy, Joe, Rod,
George, Jimmy, John, Alex, Greg, Brad, Mark, Tracy—and there’s an
annual event where I have met more. In the dead of winter, the
Lonesome Weirdoes assemble at Monte’s Motors and More to confront
PMS head on.

!Weirdoes arrive bearing food and drink. A few bring musical

instruments. Some hike up Peaked Mountain, others zip around on
snowmobiles or walk down to the frozen pond. Several bring tents. (Yes,
overnight camping in February in New England is part of the tradition.)
Dogs and horses add to the personalities in attendance. Back in the
garage, the woodstove cranks out BTUs as folks dine on locally smoked
ham and pulled pork.
Did you hear Kat picked up a vintage Darmah 900?
Monte’s 650 Daytona sure is gorgeous…has he gotten that old /5
running?
Get Mike to tell you about the time he rode his father’s Lambretta 150
into a briar bush.

!PMS is taking hits from every direction. Zipper the dog is so pleased to

see everyone (so pleased about things in general) that PMS is loosening
its icy grip. Kevin’s “old man” voice makes PMS laugh so hard it can’t
hold on. Weirdo musicians beat PMS into submission. Resident pugilist
Bugsy blasts PMS with a jab, an uppercut and a knock-out blow to the
jaw.

!This annual gathering of Lonesome Weirdoes reminds us all that the first
ride of the season is near—and that the bond between friends who ride is
stronger than Old Man Winter.
Take that, PMS. the editor was unable to include the photos…

!
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!

How to Shoot Your Bike
by Jose Gallina from Bike Exif!
!!
I’m a photographer of many things. I shoot live music, portraits and
fashion, but my favorite subjects have wheels—and more specifically,
two wheels.

There are many ways to photograph a motorcycle. You can shoot it while
riding, racing, or wrenching. Or when it’s just leaning on the kickstand
at a show. But most of the motorcycle photography I do is for
publications such as Bike EXIF, and the objective is to get a very clean,
well lit, and uninterrupted view of the bike and its details.
So I’m going to walk you through the process of getting good, clean
shots, without using a studio or expensive ‘pro’ equipment. These are
simple guidelines, not rules, and they can be broken from time to time.
But they’ll get you started, and help you get ‘that shot.’
A word about gear The camera you shoot with is never the most
important thing. You do need the right set up, but it doesn’t really matter
whether it’s a $300 eBay bargain or that darling of the pro photographer,

the $3,900 Canon EOS 5D Mark III.
Any DSLR with a lens of 50mm or more is a good starting point. In
general, it’s easier to blur the background on a DSLR than a compact
camera. The most important point is to avoid shooting at a focal length
of less than 50mm on a ‘full frame’ DSLR, unless you are deliberately
aiming for a distorted wide-angle effect.
There are two reasons for using lenses extending beyond 50mm, like the
ones shown above. Firstly, shorter focal lengths distort the dimensions
and proportions of the bike, such as making wheels look slightly ‘out of
round’ when shot from side-on. Secondly, the longer your focal length,
the easier you’ll find it to isolate the subject from the background.
(You’ll also get a compressed perspective effect when shooting the bike
at ¾ angles, which flatters most bikes.)
I usually shoot with a fairly open aperture, without going so wide that
parts of the bike go out of focus. Somewhere around f/4 often works
best.
Get your timing right The first thing to figure out is what time of day
you’re going to shoot. When shooting outdoors, you’re usually better off
shooting when the sun is lower and less harsh—which means very early
in the morning, or late in the evening.
At these times the light is more even, and the top of the tank and
polished metal parts won’t be too bright. If you must shoot with a high
sun, try finding some open shade.
Although we woke up before the sun to shoot Noise Cycles’ 1952 Harley
Panhead ‘Sneak Attack’, it took us longer than expected to get to the
location. Luckily there was a bridge overhead that gave us perfect open
shade.
Background checks When you’re deciding where to position the bike,
check out what’s behind and how it works with the lines and colors of
the bike. Try to find something that contrasts slightly in color with the
bike, which will help your subject stand out.
Avoid things with too many heavy or strange lines, such as a rod iron
fence. Be wary of telephone poles and trees, which may appear to be
growing out from the bike. I like to use industrial garage doors, brick
walls that aren’t too ‘busy,’ or just an open field and clean sky.

Here’s a good example of what not to do. There are lines all over the
place, distracting and interfering with the lines of the bike. And the
bright orange garage doors detract from the more subdued burnt orange
panels painted on the bike.
Let there be light We’ve already touched on the need for even light, but I
want to show a trick to boost it a little. Getting light into the right places
is especially important in motorcycle photography, because on many
bikes the tank tends to throw the top of the motor into shade.
You can get around this by using a big white board to redirect light into
areas that need it. Try it—it’s an easy and cheap alternative to pro
lighting rigs. In the shot above, I simply propped up a white board with a
stick. Looking through the viewfinder, I could see a difference
immediately as the light filled in.
All the angles Have a checklist to hand before you start shooting. Get all
the basics: Left, Right, Front, Back. Then start going for the details.
Shoot the major components: the bars, the motor, the seat, the tank and
the pipes. Ask the owner or the builder to point out elements that they
want to highlight on the bike. And although close-ups are less affected
by the background, stay mindful of what is ‘in shot’ and in focus at all
times.
Nowadays, with digital, it’s easy (and cheap) to shoot away. So once
you’ve got the basics covered, use the rest of the time to explore the
bike. Find the most interesting details, and experiment with unusual
angles. In the image above, I’m looking for a viewpoint to capture the
tank and bars of the bike.
Low down and dirty The biggest thing that will set your shots apart is
your own angle. Most of the shots people upload on to Flickr, Instagram
and Facebook are taken from the standing position, using a point-andshoot camera on its Auto setting, or a smartphone.
This works as a simple record of a bike, but your objective is to make
the bike look good. And that means squatting down or sinking to your
knees, like I’m doing above. Lower your eyes and camera to the level of
the tank or headlight. It’s the one trick that makes any bike look much
better.
Back at your desk This is where you really get to refine that shot. Even
simple photo editing software will have some tools to perfect what
you’ve shot. I use Photoshop and Lightroom: both work great, but

Lightroom is all you really need—and costs less than $150.
After loading up the image, check for areas that are too dark to show any
detail, and lighten them up. It could be a black leather seat, or the tires,
or darker parts of the motor.
Make sure the bike and horizon are level, unless you are deliberately
going for a dramatic ‘Dutch angle’ effect. Slightly crooked photos mess
with people on a subconscious level: most people won’t know why, but
something won’t feel right.
Don’t be tempted to crop the shot too tightly around the bike. Leave
ample space, which is especially important if the photos are going into
print and will be laid out with text and other photos on a page.
Never stop shooting (and have fun) After you’ve shot your own bike,
move on to a friend’s bike, or contact a local builder. Seek out different
locations and examine your results. You’ll soon get a feel for what works
and what doesn’t. Keep shooting until you like what you’re getting from
your camera, and you’ll find yourself enjoying the process.
For me, the best part of shooting new bikes is meeting new people, and
spending a few hours talking about (and gawking at) motorcycles. You’ll
often get the occasional stranger coming along: In the shot above, Scott
Jones of Noise Cycles and a downtown Santa Ana, CA local had a good
time chatting about the “Good old days, being wild and young on the
back of a motorcycle,” and looking over the bike.
So go out and shoot, and remember, these are guidelines and not hardand-fast rules. The most important thing is to enjoy your own
motorcycle photography. http://www.jgallina.com
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Breakfast @ Willowbrook!
!
!
8:30 AM 16 Hastings St, Mendon, MA !
May 29th - June 1!
BMWRA Rally!
!
!
!
!
Barber Motorsports Museum Alabama!
June 13-15!
!
Pemi River Rally!
!
!
!
!
Pemi River Campground, Thornton, NH!
Jun 15!
!
!
Breakfast @ Willowbrook!
!
!
!
!
8:30 AM 16 Hastings St, Mendon, MA !
July (TBD)!
!
Breakfast @ Willowbrook!
!
!
!
!
8:30 AM 16 Hastings St, Mendon, MA !
July 24-27!!
!
BMWMOA Rally!
!
!
!
!
Minnesota State Fairgrounds!
August 1-3!
!
Damn Yankees Rally!
!
!
!
!
Heath Fairgrounds, Heath, MA!
August 15-17! !
Lime Rockz Rally!
!
!
!
!
60 White Hollow Rd. Salisbury, CT!
September (TBD)!
European Motorcycle Day!
!
!
!
!
15 Newton St., Brookline, MA!
September 5-7! !
Foodies in the Foothills Rally!
!
!
!
!
Snow Farm, 5 Clary Rd., Williamsburg, VT!
September 12-14!
Gathering of the Clams!
!
!
!
!
clambake, campout, Rhode Island!
September 19-21!
Whackey Hat Rally!
!
!
!
!
Jamaica State Park, Vermont!
October 19(TBD)!
Breakfast @ Willowbrook!
!
!
!
!
8:30 AM 16 Hastings St, Mendon, MA !
October (TBD)! !
Gould’s Sugar House Ride!
!
!
!
!
Gould’s Sugar House, MA!
November 2
!
Carl’s Ride to the Vanilla Bean!
!
!
!
!
Pomfret, CT!
November 16 (TBD)! Breakfast @ Willowbrook!
!
!
!
!
8:30 AM 16 Hastings St, Mendon, MA !
December 21(TBD)! Breakfast @ Willowbrook!
!
!
!
!
8:30 AM 16 Hastings St, Mendon, MA !
December (TBD)!
NY International Motorcycle Show!

!
!

!
!

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!
May 13!
Willowbrook Restaurant
16 Hastings St.
Mendon, MA

c/o Jim Sanders, Treasurer

Journal of the Yankee Beemers Club

!
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