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The Cleveland Club News (CCN) is published solely for the entertainment and education of the readers. The BMW Motorcycle Owners of Cleveland, Inc. (BMWMOC)
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BMW MOC is a not-for-profit corporation of the Great State of Ohio. All rights reserved. ©CCN, 2011

Happy Holidays from your
BMWMOC Officers and Board
Members

Special Thanks To All Of Our Merchandise
Supporters And Advertisers
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Presidents Message

Ich kann das nicht verstehen!!!

WOW!. It’s been two years already. My how time has flown. It has been an
honor and a privilege to have served as your President for these past two
years. Many thanks to my Board of Directors and my lovely wife, Nancy
along with all the helpful members . . . too numerous to mention. You know
who you are. Without whose team work none of our events would have been
successful as they were!
I am confident that I leave you in the best of hands. Please welcome Marcial and his Board with
open arms. I am certain that under his leadership the club will prosper and grow.
Hope to see everyone at the Holiday Party on January 12th at Brennan’s Party Center. It will be a
blast!
Respectfully yours,
Phillip Nerandzic
_______________________________________________________________________________________

GOT NEW!
Pat Corrigan reports that he has traded his KLR 650 on a new Triumph Scrambler 900. He is hoping to
add some new accessories over the winter months and be ready to go for the spring riding season.
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BMWMOC Calendar of Events
*visit www.bmwmoc.org (Calendar) for updated event information or call Phil Nerandzic for details (216-651-6451) *

Membership Meeting
January 3rd 7:00:PM
Wagon Wheel Pub
8761 Snow Rd

BMWMOC Holiday
Party
January 12th
6 PM-11 PM
Brennans Catering &
Banquet Center
13000 Triskett Ave
Cleveland
See attached Flyer
International Motorcycle Show
IX Center
January 25th—27th
Meet at: Gene’s Place
Saturday breakfast @ 9
3730 Rocky River
Dr Cleveland

Membership Meeting
March 1st
Wagon Wheel Pub
8761 Snow Rd
Cleveland
Rock & Bowl
Date– March TBD
Fairview Lanes,
21847 Lorain Rd.
Fairview OH
Membership Meeting
April 4th
7:00:PM - 9:00:PM
Location TBD
Membership Meeting
May 2nd
7:00:PM - 9:00:PM
Location TBD
Membership Meeting
June 6th
7:00:PM - 9:00:PM
Location TBD

************************
Membership Meeting
February 7th, 7 PM
Wagon Wheel Pub
8761 Snow Rd
Cleveland

“Age is an issue of mind over matter. If
you don't mind, ... it doesn't matter. “
Mark Twain
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Turkish Delight . . . Not!
Alpha flight of U.S. Air Force Tuslog Detachment 3-2,
Samsun Turkey, was ordered to appear at headquarters at noon that Monday, June of 1964. Frank Kaufman and I reported as ordered and now stood at parade rest along with thirty or so other airmen in a line
looking westward. The weather was mild, but even
so, I noticed a trickle of sweat moving down Frank’s
left cheek. I wasn’t as concerned, not being the perp
in this particular incident.
Boredom can have severe deleterious effects on a
person and that remains the blame for this situation. It
all started innocently enough. Frank was from the
Midwest, a truck driver with his own rig before avoiding the draft by enlisting in the USAF. I had already
been on station for about seven months and knew of
a few diversions, one of which interested Frank. We
both liked motorcycles and would have loved to be
privileged to have one here, like the officers, but were
restricted.
Frank was a Harley guy and had been for about
five years. Pictures of his ride back home showed a
two bagger nicely arrayed. Don’t know what function
the handlebar tassels performed, but he was “stylin”
when he took to the road. He had to redo some of the
bike after a near collision when he and the bike went
down on the crash bars to avoid a left turner. I’m sure
that incident was farthest from his mind when we
found ourselves in the harbor area of town looking for
a connection on a Friday afternoon.
I had come here on a few occasions to find somebody willing to let me rent his bike for a couple of
hours. A lot of the guys did this even though we didn’t
possess the right paperwork, or permission from
USAF, to do so, but it was a great way to relieve the
sameness of life here on the coast of the Black Sea. I
had some good adventures exploring the countryside
on these 250 Jawas, Zundapps or CZs. Shoot, I had
even ridden with our officer in charge once or twice,
he on a scooter and I on my rental.
So it was that Frank and I had negotiated our
steeds and proceeded eastward along the coast road,
Frank in the lead. Without much warning, he hung a
right onto a dirt road heading up into the hills. I
missed the turn and did a U-turn to follow. These
weren’t dirt bikes by any stretch of the imagination,
but that didn’t seem to slow him at all. When I did get
closer, the dust from his bike had me coughing and
wiping my eyes. Of course, we weren’t wearing ANY
riding gear except sunglasses, Frank sporting a pair
of Raybans purchased at the PX just before we

caught the shuttle to town. So, I was content to just
let his dust settle before I encountered it.
I crested a hill and prepared for a hard left, sliding
the rear in the process and getting under arm prickles
avoiding the downward slope that caused the need
for a turn. Whew! Made it. It took a couple of minutes
to realize that I no longer had Frank’s dust cloud as
evidence that he preceded me. The left! Maybe he
didn’t make it. I returned to that area and stopped the
bike. Sure enough, over the hillside about sixty yards
down the slope was Frank and his Zundapp.
“I’m okay” he shouted. “Come here and help me get
this thing back up the hill.” I scrambled down to where
he was nearly falling myself several times because of
the loose footing. The bike was in sad shape. The
entire left side was scratched and dented. We struggled mightily to return to the road and stopped to wipe
our sweaty brows before heading back to the harbor.
Frank wasn’t sure what he’d do when we got there,
but the first thing was to get the bike running. That
particular model of Zundapp used the gearshift lever
to do double duty as a kick starter. You pulled out the
lever and cranked it backwards to start the motor,
then rotated it forward pushed it inward to become
the shifter. This part would now do neither. The bike
was stuck in second gear.
The clutch worked however, so I pushed him on
the bike and he bump started it with ease. Still no way
of shifting, so it was ring-a-ding-ding all the way back
to town. A plan had been hatched before we started
back. We would make sure to stop the bike with the
left side facing away from its owner as we paid him
and his friend for the rentals. Then we would vanish
into the crowd. That worked…up to a point.
Lira exchanged, we began walking casually away.
We got about one hundred yards from the return
scene when all Turkish hell broke out. I’m sure he
was yelling something about coming back to make
the situation right, but my Turkish wasn’t that good.
Frank and I beat feet.
There is an informal transportation service offered
in towns like Samsun. A guy with a van can pick up
passengers, charge them on the length of the ride
and everybody else goes along until their stop. They
were called “dolmushes”. We hit the main drag and
spied a dolmuş coming by, waved him down and
jumped in.
Frank showed him thirty lira and said “to the base!”.
Frank, me, the driver and two women did a quick left
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Turkish Delight . . . Not! (cont’d)

Frank, me, the driver and two women did a quick left
and headed for the top of the hill where our intercept
site was located. Understand that the other passengers were paying the equivalent of fifty cents for their
ride and we had just bribed the guy twenty eight dollars. Safe among our uniformed cohorts, we took in
evening mess and talked over the day’s events. It
wasn’t until Monday that we stood in ranks with the
sun overhead.
We were called to attention by the First Sergeant.
He then beckoned a Turk (familiar to us) to accompany him while he stepped before each of us in line.
Another trickle of sweat. He passed me by. Standing
two persons to my right, he passed Frank by. At the
end of the line he nodded no recognition to the first
shirt and his English speaking friend. I guess all
Americans looked alike to him. Without sunglasses
that is. Cok tesekkur!!
[Editors query)
Don, were these your Zundapps, Jawas & CZz’s?]

Editor’s Translations:
The acronym TUSLOG stands for The United States
Logistics Group. With its headquarters in Ankara,
TUSLOG, an air division-level organization, serves as
the primary command element in Turkey of Sixteenth
Air Force, US Air Forces in Europe (USAFE). TUSLOG
not only commands various USAFE units, but also
supports all other US military organizations and government agencies in Turkey.
Dolmuş: A small taxi van . . .A foreign passenger described the ride as being "terrifying, awe-inspiring,
confusing, incomprehensible, charming, hospitable
and alien", and those unfamiliar with them may be
surprised by the speed of dolmuş travel
Cok tesekkur-{Turkish} Thank you very much
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Natchez Trace Parkway Adventure
By Chris Hitchcock
[Editor’s Note: Due to the size of this article, I’ve included many of the headings and photos in Chris’ narrative. The article will be uploaded to the website shortly]
The plan had been in place for months, come Labor Day weekend, we’d trailer the bikes to Nashville, TN
then ride the Natchez Trace Parkway, top to bottom, all 444 miles, to Natchez, MS and back.
We awoke Tuesday morning
to hard rain! Now what???
Yup, time for more food, this
time at the iconic Loveless
Café (www.lovelesscafe.com)
on Hwy 100 outside of Nashville.
Loveless Café Sign (Motel
hasn’t been open in years,
hence NO VACANCY!)
Known for their biscuits and
jams, it’s a must-stop joint for
all and is not even a quarter
mile from the Trace entrance,
err make that terminus. The
Trace ENDS in Nashville!
And by the way, don’t try to
order turkey sausage. It’s either the real deal, or nothing!
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Natchez Trace (contd)
Everybody knows the Trace, the Natchez Trace Parkway for those more formal minded, is 444 miles long
with no commercial traffic and limited access. The Trace crosses four ecosystems and eight major watersheds. It is designated as a National Scenic Byway and All-American Road. The speed limit is 40MPH for the
last 14 miles (Nashville is a bit hillier) and 50MPH pretty much the rest of the way south to the start in
Natchez, MS. After meeting and talking with the Lee County Sheriff Jimmy Johnson riding his sport bike, he
suggested 55 is “jus’ fihn!” and no, he was not writing us up! Note: There is no gas, no food, no billboards, no
nothin’ on the Trace – just nicely paved roadway demanding a minimal modicum of driver input. Unlike the
Blue Ridge Parkway, there is not one turn that requires anything under 40 MPH. Construction on the Trace
began in 1937 and finished only 68 years later in 2005! Another government project!
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Natchez Trace (contd)
On numerous Trace inquiries on the web, I found constant mention of the Cypress Swamp and when I saw
the Trace Marker (MP122), we pulled in. Though we were on our way to breakfast, it was a must see. And
what a stop! Only a few yards off the parkway is a short boardwalk that takes you right into the swamp. It is
cathedral-like in proportion and ambience with wonderful Water Tupelo and Bald Cypress trees coming right
out of the water. You almost expect a tyrannosaurus to come crashing through the quiet.
Vicksburg National Military Park
The monuments are located throughout the several hundred acres and range in size from a few square feet
of sculptured granite to bigger than life bronzes but none are more magnificent than the Illinois monument. As

the home state of President Lincoln, I’m guessing they decided it had to be the most stunning, and it is!
Reminiscent of the Pantheon in Rome, it was dedicated in 1906.
Compare the Trace with the Blue Ridge Parkway – not really fair to compare. What are you looking for in a
riding adventure? The Blue Ridge Parkway provides incredible vistas and riding that requires input. That’s not
The Trace but the scenery is mighty nice just the same AND the history is second to none.

[Editor’s comment: As stated earlier, the entire article will be uploaded to the website shortly.]
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Breaking News!
2013 BMW F800GT – First Look Middleweight twin-cylinder sport-tourer unveiled in Italy.
Motorcycle News November 13, 2012 By Bruno dePrato http://www.cycleworld.com/2012/11/13/2013-bmw-f800gt-first-look/

Milan—The dramatic evolution of the immortal boxer-Twin wasn’t the only novelty BMW had up its sleeve this
year. At EICMA, BMW unveiled a full-dress version of the F series parallel-Twin that will replace the F800ST.
A sporty yet protective fairing is the major styling addition to the F800GT, which retains the ST’s other body
components, including the 4.0-gallon gas tank and stepped seat. To my eyes, the new combination is more
attractive than the ST, especially in elegant Metallic Dark Graphite.
The dohc 798cc engine now generates a claimed 90 horsepower at 8000 rpm, 5 hp more than the F800ST,
with a respectable 63.4 foot-pounds of peak torque at 5800 rpm. The bike is equipped with twin 320mm frontbrake rotors and four-piston Brembo calipers. ABS is standard equipment.
BMW says the belt-driven bike tips the scales at 470 pounds, yet it reportedly accelerates from 0 to 60 mph
in 4 seconds and is capable of speeds greater than 120 mph.
Ergonomics have been improved over the ST by adopting a taller handlebar to take advantage of the wind
and weather protection granted by the new fairing.
Automatic Stability Control (ASC) and Electronic Suspension Adjustment (ESA) are factory-installed options.
BMW also offers saddlebags, a top case, heated grips and an Akrapovic titanium slip-on silencer that saves
about 4 pounds and should make the engine note sound throatier.
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For Sale!
1984 BMW R100RT FOR SALE
$4,150.00
68,835 Miles, Aux. Running Lights, Fog Lights,
Priority Lights, Upgraded Charging System, Aux.
Fuel Tanks, Corbin Touring Saddle, Passenger
Backrest, Saeng Detector Mount, New Tires,
Recent Brakes, New Battery, New Piston Rings,
Valves, Great Bike, Very Good Condition. Needs
Cosmetics,
Jerry Bruce jerrybruce@roadrunner.com
440 476-1600 Cell
440 232-2300 Res.

2007 BMW R 1200 S
One owner, well maintained, 21K
miles, rare red color combo
Location: Rocky River
Listing for a friend- Contact Marcial
(440) 799-0444, e-mail
mingal2@sbcglobal.net
Seller is asking $10,000

Set of saddlebags
From a ‘05 BMW K1200 S
Great Condition with Key
$300.00
Turp Cobb (440) 244-6881
cobbhdrepair@myway.com
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Touring Spain, Tuscany, Provence & Andorra
By Paul Mitchell & Linda Pollack

There are always options, right?

had a spirited two hour ride to San Gimi and our first
Hmmm . . . Do we visit the birthplace of Democracy, boutique hotel. Our group included nine riders and
explore the ruins of ancient temples to the Gods, ride two guides for a total of seven bikes and a “chase
the coastal twisties, dine on fresh seafood? However van”.
as avid moto enthusiasts, we manage risks . . . wasn’t There were two other couples besides ourselves,
too excited about street rioting, non-confirmed lodg- Sally & Jack from Illinois, Maria & Ed who reside in
ings, looming government bankruptcy and the poten- New York state, Dave from the Toronto area and
tial return to the Drachma. Yes, there was a plan to Eduardo & Jorge from Argentina. It was a very hovisit Greece in 2012 but the “chatter” on the Internet mogenous group from the beginning with a variety of
wasn’t that appealing.
riding experience. Oh, I forgot . . . one rider had acrophobia and panic attacks at night, others had not exPlan “B”.
Searching for moto adventures, Linda and I found ap- perienced mountain riding and our Argentinean
pealing forays to New Zealand, Patagonia, mother friends were seasoned “scooter trash” but quickly adRussia even Viet Nam. However, for our first 2-up justed to the challenges of twisty riding!

riding vacation we decided to book with our friends at Our IMT Guides were Chano Lorenzo and Sergi
IMT (Iberian Moto Tours) in Madrid. I had previously Besses. I had ridden with Chano on previous trips but
enjoyed the hospitality of this organization carving the a new side of his personality was revealed when
m im icking
a
Pyrenees Range in France & Spain in 2006, & Mowaiter while dinrocco in 2008. Although we had both visited Italy in
ing in the French
the past (Tuscany for me on an R-bike) and the
Alps.
Amalfi Coast, Naples & Rome for Linda with a
“walking tour”, this was more than “just Tuscany”.
Sergi always
found the best
We would begin with the traditional day of shakedown
location for his
riding in the challenging foothills of Barcelona Spain,
then transfer our bikes (R1200 RT) and the chase
van to a cruise ship for an overnight sea voyage to a
port just north of Rome and then ride to San
Gimigniano (Linda laughs every time I pronounce San
Gimi in my Italian drawl) for the first of a number of
days to explore the sights, sounds and cuisine of the
Tuscan region in the province of Chianti. Due to shipping traffic we didn’t arrive until dusk at the port and

photo shots which were later
presented to all participants
on a usb drive. We also had
selected group shots that
were printed and then presented on the last day of the
tour back in Barcelona.
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Touring Spain, Tuscany, Provence & Andorra
It’s difficult to capture in just a few pages the adventure & excitement of almost two and a half weeks and
1,700 miles of historic central Europe Beemer touring. So the highlights are presented in photos . . .
I’ve always planned an “adjustment day’ from the time warp of foreign air travel. There was six hour difference so we arrived on a Sunday morning with the 1st get together scheduled for Monday afternoon. There
was a religious festival in Barcelona on Sunday and we enjoyed the pageantry. We had a great dinner at one
of the plaza restaurants off Las Rambles. There was a great selection of Spanish “Reds”!

Later that afternoon we met the rest of the group and tour guides and received a briefing of the fun to come
over the next two weeks. All breakfasts and dinners were included except for the “rest days” when we were
on our own. The first dinner was a short walk from the hotel and featured cuisine from the Basque Region
and even included some “white lightening” which was very smooth. We also got to celebrate a birthday.

The cruise to Italy the next day was uneventful except for the cramped cabin but the seas were calm.
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Touring Spain, Tuscany, Provence & Andorra
These are just a few of the hundreds of photos we took on the European Moto Adventure.
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