
camera, even your jewelry box. 
Common sense tells them not to 
meddle with those. But when 
they spot pills, common sense 
takes a back seat. The certainty 
of getting caught is no stay. It is 
so common, Barney told us, that 
he is instructed not to write up 
narcotic theft reports, because so 
many people claim "Mah pills 
wuz stole!" in order to get the 
doctor to write out another scrip. 
If you can follow the logic of that, 
I'll buy you clogging shoes. 

Continued on Page 2. 

When we are young, they harp 
on us not to do drugs. As we get 
older, they ply us with 
maintenance doses. Then we 
ride far and wide with a pocket 
full of pills. So now this is apt to 
happen: 

The Redhead and I rode to the 
heart of Appalachia in crushing 
August heat. Coal trucks, coal 
trains, coal mines, coal loaders, 
coals dust, wizened old hatchet 
faced gents shriveled by a life of 
toil and malnutrition, spunky little 
gals who sound like they 
swallowed a kazoo at an early 
age and never dislodged it, banjo 
pickin, clog dancin, and swathes 
of kudzu. Every road down there 
is a Dragon. Every last one of 
them. Just, without the crotch 
rockets and souvenir shops. 
That's the only darn difference, I 
swear to God. A crick trickles 
way way down there, a sheer cliff 
stretches up this other side, and 
you ride from hairpin to 
switchback, down to the bridge 
and up to the gap, then down to 
the gully again. 

The Redhead brought her pills, 
of course, and set them in the 

drawer, in the room where we 
lodged. We headed out early for 
the coal miner museum, returned 
late for the clogging, then got 
ready to turn in. To our surprise, 
as Cynthia counts out her pills for 
the next day, she finds that there 
are great big handfuls of them 
missing. After a couple of hours 
with Barney Fife and the gang, 
here is what we learned: 

Appalachia is the oxycotin capitol 
of the world. That's what they call 
it. They say it's because there 
are so many old folks bent by a 
hard life. I'd like to point out it's 
also so Bible belted with 
dry parks, dry towns, 
whole dry counties 
even, that it's hard for a 
kid to get drunk there. 
Either way, it's a place 
where the old people 
get prescriptions and 
the young people steal 
them, and that's how 
they get high. The 
young maids who do up 
your room while you are 
on the trail may well rifle 
your things. They can 
keep their hands off 
your laptop, your 
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Continued from front 
page. 

You may want to know 
the upshot. The gal who 
cleaned our room was 
logged, of course, as the 
one who cleaned it. When 
the people at the desk 
looked in the log, they 
remarked: "She did it 
agin." That's when the 
Redhead earned her epi-
thet. This cleaning gal 
had been a nurse, got 
fired when she stole the 
doctor's pad, then took up 

room cleaning, saying 
"she wanted to take a 
year off nursing". When 
she came to work next 
morning, they assigned 
her to clean all the toilets; 
then called her into the 
chew out room, where-
from she left crying an 
hour later. That day, the 
room cleaners were work-
ing in pairs. The Redhead 
paid hell trying to get a 
new scrip. 

My advice is go to Appa-
lachia. The roads 

there are enthralling. But 
when you go, put your 
pills in your tank bag 
when you ride to the coal 
miner museum. Before 
this, I never would have 
thought of that. Now I 
hope you do. 

 

 

me.  (Contact info is on 
the front page.) 

In addition, our board 
members have a little 
money burning holes in 
pockets.  Weôve had 
some discussion about 
purchasing something 
tangible for use by club 
members.  One sugges-
tion iis a tire changer to 
be located somewhere 

You may or may not know 
that the club owns a set 
of bike-to-bike radios.  
Past President, Ed 
Lombardi, has passed 
them on to me. 

These are available for 
use by club members 
either on group rides or 
private rides.  If you 
would like to borrow 
them, please call or email 

centrally for all to have 
access to.  Another is a 
diagnostic computer that 
plugs in to your bike for 
some handy maintenance 
information.   

If you have a suggestion, 
we want to hear about it.  
We will gather info and 
present to the club at an 
upcoming meeting.  
Please email any officer. 

òShe Took A Year Off From Nursing 

Club Assets  Tracy Novacich 

August Meeting Notes  Tracy Novacich  

¶ 2 people attended 

the 4-Bôs ride along 
with Davis and 
Cynthia.  They tell 
me the concert was 
excellent. 

¶ Nothing further of 

note was discussed. 

 

For the new-comers to 
this club, this is not typical 
of our meetings.  We 
usually have many more 

in attendance and itôs a 
good time.  August is 
historically a slow month 
for meeting attendance.  
Come on out and join us 
in September!  I wonôt be 
there but Iôm sure you can 
all carry on without me! 

I was in Florida the 
weekend of the August 
breakfast meeting but 
hereôs what Iôm told 
happened: 

¶ 16 people attended 

the meeting but only 
4 rode.  (Whatôs up 
with that??) 

¶ Treasury Report:  

Keith tells us the 
bank balance is 
$1111.54. 

Newsletter 

submissions 

are due to 

Tracy by the 

15th of each 

month!  We 

need ride 

reports, 

pictures, 

classified ads, 

tidbits, etc!  
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As you all know, we have 
been working to attract 
and recruit new members.   
Recently we have had 
some help, both from the 
MOA and from Hermyôs 
BMW in Port Clinton, PA. 

The MOA has been 
running ads in the BMW 
ON magazine for the past 
two months.  You may 
have missed itðI almost 
did! - but there were a few 
folks who did not.  The ad 
has worked and Davis 
has received a few 

inquiries as a result. 

You may also recall from 
the last newsletter that 
Hermyôs BMW has 
offered a one year 
membership with every 
new BMW purchase.  
Imagine my surprise 
when I received a letter 
and a check in the mail 
last week with names and 
addresses of 25 new 
members!   

The great news is that our 
membership has 
increased by one third 

almost overnight.  The 
bad news for some is that 
we truly are the Mid-
Atlanticriders and 
northern Delaware is now 
our geographic mid-point.  
In the coming months, we 
may be offering additional 
rides and meeting places 
further north so that we 
can all meet, greet, and 
eat. 

Please join me in a warm 
welcome to our new 
members! 

SAY HELLO TO NEW MAR S MEMBERS!  

Perry Hebard   
Stroudsburg, PA 
F800 ST 
 
Jurij Holinej  
Montrose, PA  
R1200 R 
 
Lee Junge  
Mertztown, PA 
R1200 GSA 
 
Jim Kennedy, Jr.  
Sugarloaf, PA  
R1200 R 
 
Randy Klein  
Downingtown, PA 
K1200 GT 
 
Steven Kulicki  
Bath, PA  
F800 ST 
 
Wade Maurer  
Lock Haven, PA  
R1200 GS 
 
Patrick McManus  
Lansdale, PA  
R1200 R 
 
Darren Modricker  
Hamburg, PA  
R1200 GS 
 
Dennis Piper  
Cochranville, PA  
K1200 GT 
 

Scott Rugen  
Oxford, PA  
R1200 GS 
 
Paul Shewchuk  
Wernersville, PA 
R1200 R 
 
Roger Sposili  
Nazareth, Pa  
R1200 R 
 
Jack and Jill Stunkard  
Schwenksville, PA  
R1200 RT 
 
Brian Umholtz  
Harrisburg, PA  
R1200 RT 
 
Paul Williams  
Manheim, PA   
R1200 GSA 
 
 
 
 

Tyler Bell  
Villanova, PA 
1200 GSAðRed 
 
Wesley Constabel  
Pottstown, PA 
R1200 R 
 
Hope Dauberman  
New Berlin, PA 
F800 ST 
 
Bill Davidson  
Oceanview, DE 
 
Andy Deohegan  
Blandon, PA 
R1200 GS 
 
Francis Derushi  
Unionville, PA  
K1200 GT 
 
Bob Diebert  
Hamburg, PA  
R1200 GS 
 
Ettore Dragone  
Philadelphia, PA 
K1200 LT 
 
Janet Fabian  
Whitehall, PA  
F650 GS 
 
Lynn Hart  
Wyomissing, PA 
R1200 RT 
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Our membership 

roster is up and 

running on the 

website.   Now 

that we have so 

many new faces, 

help us help you 

remember the 

names!  If you 

have not done 

so, please email 

a picture of 

yourself and 

your bike to 

Davis so that  it 

can be added to 

the roster. 



 

While surfing the web, I 
ran across a site about 
the early days of the 
Delaware State Police.  
Here is an excerpt: 

 

ñIn 1920, the staple 
means of patrol was the 
Harley Davidson 
motorcycle.  The 
Delaware Highway Police 
owned six of these 
machines, complete with 
side cars which were 
described as being in 
ñfirst-rateò condition.  As 
the decades passed, it 
was becoming 
increasingly difficult to 
patrol the state roadways 
with any degree of 
certainty with the present 
force so numerous 
requests were made to 

expand the 
departmentôs 
compliment. 

Night and day, in 
fair and foul 
weather, the State 
Highway Police 
endeavored to keep 
the state highways 
safe for the 
traveling public.  
You may meet one 
of these uniformed 
officers on his gray 
motorcycle 
anywhere from the 
Pennsylvania  line and 
the Maryland line at 
Delmar.ò   

For a complete history of 
the Delaware State 
Police, visit the web site 
listed below the picture. 

For those who are inter-
ested in riding together, 
feel free to send an email 
to the group to coordinate 
a meeting spot either 
north or south. 

David Hrenchir will host a 
ride ïto-eat at the Sonic 
Drive-In in Dover, DE.   

375 Gateway South Blvd. 
Dover, DE 19901 

(Hwy 10, approximately 
1/2 mile west of Dover 
AFB) 

Ride on your own and 
meet there at 7:00 pm for 
a burger and fries.   

FOUND ON THE WEB:  DSP HISTORY  TRACY NOVACICH 

Ride To Eat:  Sonic Drive -In, September 5th  
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 http://www.delawaretrooper.com/museum/DSP%
20History.htm 

A message from your Editor:  Hey Folks!  Fall is my favorite time of year and like you, Iôd rather be out 
riding than straining my eyes in front of a computer screen.  This is YOUR newsletter and I need YOUR 
contributions.  If you took a great ride some where, email me a short story about it.  Saw something really 
cool?  Email me a picture. It doesnôt have to be long or even polished.  I can interpret and edit.  But I need 
to hear from all of you!  Please email me your contributions no later than the 15th of each month.  Thanks 

in advance!                   Tracy 

http://www.delawaretrooper.com/museum/DSP%20History.htm


 

Is it ever socially 
acceptable to stalk 
someone?  Iôm learning 
that the answer is yes.  It 
seems that fellow BMW 
fans are prone to stalking 
or being stalked. 

A few months ago, I was 
driving through the 
neighborhood and I swore 
I saw an F650 GS Dakar 
pass me by.  Up until that 
point, I thought I had the 
only F650 north of the 
canal as  I have seen no 
others. 

A few days later as I sat 
on my patio with a cool 
beverage, I heard the 
familiar sound of  a 
beemer only to see the 
Dakar again.  And so this 
continued for a few 
months.  Iôd come home 
to tell Matt, ñHey, I saw 
Dakar guy again!ò  Due to 
the location of various 
sightings, I came to the 
conclusion he lived in my 
neighborhood and vowed 
that Iôd figure out where 
and let him know about 
us. 

Fast forward .  A sunny 
day and Iôm sitting at a 
traffic light with a new 
coworker in the car.  Here 

comes Dakar guy and he 
pulls up in to the turning 
lane next to me!  As I try 
to find words to explain to 
my new coworker, Iôm 
also on the phone with 
someone in my office 
trying to solve a problem.  
Some things take priority 
over others though and I 
also pulled in to the 
turning lane to chase him 
down.  So thereôs Dakar 
guy waiting at the next 
light when this crazy 
woman in a big red truck 
pulls up along side him 
(on the shoulder of the 
highway) to say, ñHey!ò. 

This is how I met Chuck, 
who, as it turns out, does 
live in my neighborhood.  
After I apologized for 
stalking him, we had a 
nice chat along side of 
Route 40 as traffic 
continued to whiz by.  I 
invited him to join us but 
alas, Chuck works on 
Saturdays selling 
motorcycles at Planet 
Honda.  At least now I 
know that Dakar guy has 
a name! 

Now I have paid it forward 
in that I have stalked 
someone after being 
stalked myself. 

About a year ago, Matt 
and I took the bikes out to 
western PA to visit his 
parents.  As we pull up to 
the house after an 
afternoon ride, I take my 
helmet off and see that 
weôve picked up a new 
friend.  Seems Ben saw 
us earlier in the day and 
rarely does he see 
another BMW in the area.  
After we rode by him 
again, he just had to 
know who we were so he 
followed up home - 
literally! 

Oddly, I did not find this 
all too disturbing and we 
routinely meet up with 
Ben when we are back 
home. 

STALKING DAKAR:  HOW I MET MY NEIGHBOR TRACY NOVACICH 
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Just last weekend in 
Berkley  Springs, West 
Virginia, we parked the 
bikes for a rest only to 
have another BMW rider 
see them and park next to 
us with the hope of 
conversation.  That 
sounds like stalking to 
me! 

So to answer my own 
question, yes, it seems 
there are times where 
stalking appears to be 
perfectly acceptable.  Iôm 
not sure how riders of 
other brands view it but 
BMW folks donôt seem to 
mind. 

September 15th from 
Noon to Four, at the 
Ramblinô Pig BBQ Res-
taurant in Conklin, New 
York  (Route I-81 just 
sough of Binghamton 

Hereôs the deal:  Pete is 
going to close down his 
restaurant just for BMW  

Ride To Eat:  Sonic Drive -In, September 5th  

Riders.  He will lay out 
pulled pork, pulled 
chicken, tater salad, and 
fixinôs buffet style.  This is 
your chance to end the 
summer with a Big Pig 
Bash! 

Sponsored by the R1200 
CLC riders.  Contact 

Davis if you 
plan to 
attend. 

 



My first MC was a 
50cc two-stroke 
Harley Davidson that I 
bought from my 
brother. I have  a pic 
of him on it 
someplace... You 
shifted by pulling in 
the clutch lever, then 
twisting the handle on 
that side so the lever 
would go into a 
different notch when  
you released it. 3 
speeds. I finally sold it 
to a very spoiled boy 
who got his father to 
pay for it, and I'm sure 
he broke it fairly soon 
after he got it. 

Rogers George 

In 1977, I got my first bike: a '73 Triumph 500 (I don't recall the model 
name). It was the most unreliable and poorly-made piece of junk I 
had ever encountered. Triumph was the Microsoft of its day, 
releasing ill-conceived, horribly-produced, bug-laden garbage.  After 
a year of futility, frustration, and darned few miles I learned that BMW 
made motorcycles. I have looked neither back or elsewhere since. 
Thank you. Rant mode off.                                           John Blatz 

It was 1966 or '67, and while returning home to Pittsburgh from a two-week father/sons trip to the Smokies, my 
dad, brother, and I stopped in Johnson City, TN to get gas and a bite to eat.  Well, there was this Honda shop 
across the street, and after eating and filling the car, we took a walk on over there to have a peek.  My dad was 
a biker in by-gone days, and used to ride with the gypsy tours on Harley, Indian, Matchless, BMW (and others 
he probably found to be not significant enough to ever tell me about).  I guess motorcycles were still in his 
blood and the time had come for him to begin to live life vicariously through my brother and me.  I was 
particularly smitten with the Honda Mini-Trail.  It was 50cc, 3-speed clutchless foot shift, and just about the 
coolest thing ever set on two-wheels, available in blue, yellow, or red!  At least that was the opinion of a 9 or 10 
year old boy.  My brother became quite fond of the Honda SL-90.  Well, we left Tennessee and went on back 
to Pgh.  Life went on as usual for a while, when lo-and-behold, about a week and a half later, my dad calls 
home to the farm from Pgh.  He is at the Honda shop in town, which is owned by a former riding buddy of his 
named Don Martin.  Well, he called to ask my brother and me what colors we wanted, 'cause he was there and 
had struck a deal, and was ready to roll the bikes onto the truck, as soon as we made up our minds.  I chose 
blue, my brother picked candy-apple red. Well, my bike turned out to be a real peach, and my brother's a real 
lemon.  I rode that bike for some years, and wish I still had it today (along with the other 40-some bikes I've 
owned).  My brother quickly gave up on the very problematic SL, and opted for the '68 Yamaha DT-1 250 
enduro.....waaaaaay better machine!!!!                                                                         Tom Postell 

READERõS POLL  TRACY NOVACICH  
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1980, gasoline had just gone up to 80 cents a gallon. There was talk 
of it going as high as a dollar a gallon. My god, who can afford to 
drive a car at a dollar a gallon. I searched high and low for my first 
motorcycle. (of course I didn't know how to ride) I saw a flier at the 
Harley dealership in Las Vegas, "Come learn how to ride a 
motorcycle, for free".  I took what was became the Motorcycle Safety 
Foundation Beginning Rider Course. I passed and looked for the 
smallest bike that physically fit me. That was a 1980 Kawasaki 
KZ650. The best bike in the world for me, until one month after 
owning it. While working on it, I got my right index finger caught in 
the chain and rear sprocket and it took half my finger off. I never 
considered getting out of motorcycling, but my next bike was shaft 
drive.                                                            David Hrenchir 

For this monthôs readerôs poll, I asked you to: 

ñTell us about your first motorcycle.  Why was it special 

(or not)?  



My first bike was a Honda XR200, which is a 
track and trail off road bike only. I spent many 
hours honing my skills in the dirt because I knew 
eventually I would take to the street. I figured 
avoiding trees, rocks and holes was excellent 
prep for what I would likely encounter on the 
asphalt and I did not have to worry about 3 ton 
SUV's cutting me off or riding my tail.     My first 
street bike is my  98 R1200C which I have only 
had since May of 2006. I really like the bike a lot. 
I am the 3rd owner and it has very low miles and 
as far as I can tell it has never been down. I have 
done all the maintenance so far myself, nothing 
major. The bike is in really good shape, and is 
quite rare which I like. You don't see very many 
at the bike shows which is cool. I work in 
Wilmington and I have been riding to work when 
weather permits.     I actually bought the bike on 
Mothers' Day in May of 06, and my wife Karen 
wanted to know what she was getting for 
Father's Day. She didn't get my R1200C.                     
Mike Vayo 

ñTell us about your first motorcycle.  Why was it special (or not)? 

Continued from previous page. 
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My first bike was a ó96 F650 ST.  It was special because it was mine...not a loaner.                         
Regis Bey 

My first bike was a 1957 Allstate, sold by Sears, made by 
Puch (pronounced puke), an Austrian bicycle and scooter 
maker.  I named her Pooch and she looked like this 
picture. 

 

 

 

She was all flat black and had two pipes, but donôt let that 
fool you.  Pooch had a two cycle, two cylinder engine, 
one cylinder in front of the other, but only one spark plug!  
Thatôs right, only the front cylinder fired.  It was larger 
than the aft cylinder and had a longer stroke.   The two 
cylinders shared the same head space and exhaust.  The 
aft one cycled eccentrically from the fore and just served 
to help exhaust it.  So you could say I had a two cycle 
four stroke engine. 

 

Pooch died when a dog darted out from between two 
parked cars.  Fell and cracked the case.  Since then, Iôve 
always said that a dog screwed the pooch. 

   Robert Davis 

My first ride was a 1972 Yamaha RD-350, bought on 
the recommendation of a friend.  It was a 2 stroke, air 
cooled twin  pocket rocket that benefited from features 
developed for Yamaha's racing team of that era.  It pro-
duced about 40 HP and had plenty of mid-range 
torque.  My first and last wheelies, unintentional of 
course, were aboard that bike. After I learned to ride it, I 
discovered that hardly any other bike could keep up 
with it on the twisties, and it would outrun most bikes 
600cc and under in the quarter mile. At that time in 
Newark there was a large Honda dealer on Elkton Rd. 
and a Yamaha dealer on 273, and it seemed everyone 
had a bike.  Of the Japanese bikes, only the Honda 750 
and the Kawasaki air cooled triples would regularly out 
pull it.  But on the back roads adjacent to 896 and 273, 
it shined.  Alas, after a few years I graduated, wanted to 
see America, and scraped together the money for a 
BMW 900.  I've be en on Beemers since then.                                         
     Bill Borda 

My first bike was a left over red Suzuki GS500E.  I 
bought it in 1997 for $3,400 with no clue on how to 
ride.  With my first work bonus in my pocket, I was 
on my way to look at a 1963 Buick convertible 
when I passed a bike shop.  It was a great bike, 
but I really wanted a BMW since I was 15 years 
old.  One year and 5,000 miles later it was traded 
in on a 1997 BMW Roadster.  At the time, I was 
unaware that you could own more than one 
motorcycle.     Cole Mills 



Page 8 
VOLUME II, ISSUE IX  

Ladies and Gentlemen of the BMW Motorcycle Community:  

  

We are pleased to announce the formation of EPM Performance Imports. In the past, you may 

have known us as Wilbers USA and Run -N-Lites. In addition to those products, we now offer 

YSS High Performance Suspension Systems, Hyperpro Suspension Products and Moto -LED 

light conversion kits. For additional product information please visit us on the web at 

www.epmperf.com. 

  

As an added bonus, we have attached an exclusive subscription application for an exciting new 

publication for your review. Almost ten years ago German publisher MO MEDIA issued the 

first magazine solely dedicated to BMW motorcycles and their riders. Simply called òBMW 

Motorrªderó - BMW Motorcycles, it featured purely Bavarian motorcycling spirit, right from 

the home of BMW motorcycles.  

  

What had started as a biannual magazine quickly became a much sought -after quarterly read-

ing in the German speaking part of Europe. For American owners and devotees of both old and 

new models of the famous manufacturer MO MEDIA now offers the successful periodical in 

an English version. BMW Motorcycle Magazine will be out twice a year. Just like the German 

edition it is a high quality production featuring 116 full colour pages on high gloss paper.  

  

We would appreciate it if you would consider sharing this information with your membership. 

If you are interested, we would be happy to send a complimentary copy to your Club for re-

view. Our main objective in this effort is to serve our BMW clients and give them the best 

information and product service possible.  

  

If you do not wish to receive future correspondence from us please reply to this mail and ask 

to be removed from our distribution list.  

  

PRIVACY STATEMENT: Simply put, as fellow Beemers. There is nothing more important to us 

than maintaining your privacy.  

  

Best Regards,  

EPM Performance Imports, Inc.  

Klaus Huenecke, President  

Editorôs Note:  I received this via email .  I have 
no experience with this company but I am 
passing it along for those who may find it useful. 

http://www.epmperf.com

