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Philip Ager took the cover photo at
the Chuckwagon Restaurant on New
Year’s Day, 2012. Club members
from Virginia and Maryland gathered
for a breakfast to start the year.
Pictured from left to right are Paul
Mihalka, Tucker Hughes, Steve
Anderson, Maria Vandergucht, Tina
Fraembs, Don Graling, Wes Fleming,
Karen Ager, Phil Ager, Allen Hatcher, Bill
Williams, Jeffrey Tank, Corey Hinderstein,
Andy Wilcox and Chase Hinderstein.

Club, local, regional & national events calendar
calenar
Club Events
Sat 11 May: BoD (10 am) and GMM (11 am)
Bob’s BMW, Jessup, MD
31 May - 2 Jun: 39th Square Route Rally
Camp WestMar, Thurmont, MD

Sat 9 Nov: BoD (10 am) and GMM (11 am)
Morton’s BMW, Fredericksburg, VA
Sun 8 Dec: BoD (10 am) and GMM (11 am)
Battley Cycles, Gaithersburg, MD
Tech day to follow at noon

Sat 15 Jun: Tech day — Dulles, VA

National/Regional/Local Events

Sun 14 Jul: BoD (10 am) and GMM (11 am)
Beemers Über Alles, Manassas, VA
3rd annual swap meet will follow

17-19 May: Morton’s BMW Spring Fling
Natural Bridge, VA
www.mortonsbmw.com

Sat 10 Aug: BoD (10 am) and GMM (11 am)
Bob’s BMW, Jessup, MD

19 May: British & European Classic
Motorcycle Day at High Point Farm
Clarksburg, MD
www.classicmotorcycleday.org
Ride out from Bob’s @ 9 am sharp!

Sun 8 Sep: BMWBMW Club Picnic
Leesylvania State Park
Woodbridge, VA
Sat 21 Sep: Tech day — Fredericksburg, VA

14-16 Jun: White Rose Swap Meet & Rally
Spring Grove, PA
www.whiterosemc.org

5-6 Oct: BMWBMW Oktoberfest
Camp WestMar, Thurmont, MD

BETWEEN
THE SPOKES
Between the Spokes Staff
Editor: Wes Fleming
editor@bmwbmw.org
Associate Editors: Elsie Smith,
Leigh Duffy, John Callaghan

Between the Spokes (BtS), the monthly magazine
of the BMW Bikers of Metropolitan Washington
(BMWBMW), is published solely for the use of
its members. Any reproduction of its contents
without the written permission of BMWBMW
is strictly prohibited. Back issues can be
downloaded at www.bmwbmw.org/archive.
BtS welcomes all news, story and photo submissions from club members. No article is too small!
Submissions are used on a rolling basis and may
not appear in the month they are submitted.

20-23 Jun: BMW RA Rally
Biltmore Estate, Asheville, NC
www.bmwra.org
18-21 Jul: BMW MOA Rally
Oregon State Fair & Expo Center
www.bmwmoa.org
Sun 22 Sep: Ride For Kids
Howard County Fairgrounds
www.balt-wash-rfk.org
Sun 6 Oct: Virginia British Motorcycle Rally
Prince William County Fairgrounds
Manassas, VA

Know of an event of interest to the club?
Send an email to editor@bmwbmw.org!
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The 39th Square Route Rally: 31 May-2 June
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What does my rally fee buy?
Your rally fee covers admission to the rally, including
all organized rides. We’ll have both on- and off-road
rides mapped out, some with leaders. In addition,
you get:

Drawings for general door prizes and grand prizes.

Tech seminars and featured speakers on Friday and
Saturday.

•

Live music on Friday evening.

FOOD! Your full weekend registration includes the
following on-site:
Chili on Friday night: it’s hard to gauge how
many folks will be around for dinner so it is firstcome, first-served. I don’t recall any fights breaking out due to running out prematurely, so don’t
fret.
• Dinner on Saturday: the
menu includes sirloin steak (no,
that’s not a misprint!), broiled
fresh fish, vegetable alfredo (no
tomatoes), green beans, parsley potatoes, tossed salad and
dessert selection. Your fee also
includes coffee/tea provided by
the club.
• The caterer remains on-site
all weekend. She offers a reasonably-priced breakfast buffet on Saturday morning, and
you won’t walk away hungry.
She also serves made to order
sandwiches, snacks, and sodas
for an additional cost. Nothing
like a late-night burger to soak
up some of that beer you’re
drinking. She also stays around
until Sunday morning, offering
breakfast sandwiches made to
order.
All in all, the Square Route
Rally is a weekend of great
fun with old and new friends,
surrounded by great roads. We
look forward to you joining us!

Logo by France-Lee Griggs.

Join us for the Square Route Rally
Registration now open! Form on page 19.
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Why we wave
By Gerard Williams

I

can’t say if I’ve ever been more
terrified.
Cruising down the BaltimoreWashington Parkway at a cautious
55 mph, I watched the ominous dark
clouds of a thunderstorm approach
in the not-so-distant distance. I spat
enough profanity to make a sailor
blush and thought about my situation.
The G650GS, while a capable
machine, does not have a significant fairing or a sizeable windshield.
With about four months of motorcycling under my belt, all of which
took place on a 1980 Suzuki GS550L
(decidedly unlike the 650 in almost
every way), I found myself far from
confident in my ability to safely and
successfully navigate the oncoming
storm. Add in the fact that I had purchased this bike a scant 45 minutes
earlier, and I was borderline terrified
of the prospect.
A mere hour earlier, I was reveling in blue skies and sunshine while I
signed the papers to purchase my second motorcycle, my first BMW, from
Bob’s BMW in Jessup, MD. My wife,
an avid prognosticator, was already
fairly concerned about my riding the
bike back home to DC the same day
as purchasing it.
“It’s fine,” I signed to her in
ASL. “Look at the weather outside.
Couldn’t be a better day for it!”
I swore again as the rain began
to fall and I made the decision to pull
off the Parkway. I felt optimistic that
I could wait out a fast-moving storm
such as this by finding an overpass
to shelter me while I’d mess with my
iPhone for a few minutes. This optimism lasted only as long as it took
me to check the weather and see that,
although the storm was moving fast,
the spot I’d picked to stop at would
allow the entire breadth of the storm
to pass over me before it ended.
I decided to relocate to a nearby
gas station to wait it out with the added comfort of soda, chips and maybe
a hot dog or taquito. As I sat on a
curb under shelter, wondering when
the man behind the counter inside
would tell me to bugger off, I heard
the telltale sound of a Harley-Davidson’s exhaust. It drew closer and

closer, until a half-dozen Harleys
came into view. To my ultimate
surprise, they all turned into the
gas station.
Unsure of what to do, I
watched them trickle into the
parking lot. These guys were
decked out in stereotypical cruiser
gear — leather vests with no
sleeves and lots of patches, brainbucket helmets — with mariachi
music blasting from the radios on
their Road Glides. They parked
their bikes around mine, doffed
their helmets - one of which had
the classic spike in the center and dismounted. I heard them
speaking Spanish and saw the
backs of their vests, replete with
large, colorful “Latin American
Motorcycle Association” patches.
I sat on the curb, feeling irrational embarrassment at my newly
purchased 650. It looked like a toy
bike next to their monster rides.
As it became clear that they were
also waiting out the storm (which
by that time had become severe
enough that some cars were pulling over for relief), I stood up. I’m
not sure why I felt the compulsion,
but for some reason it didn’t seem
right to simply ignore them when
we were here for the same reason.
I gave my most macho nod to the
biker closest to me.
He flashed me a big grin and
walked over to inspect my bike.
Playing along, I moved over to
ogle his mammoth American creation. Like dogs getting a whiff of
each other in the park, we stooped
and stared, nodded and whistled.
“Only one cylinder?” he asked
me.
“Yeah… I mean, I guess. I
think so. Yes,” I managed to babble. “I mean, I just got it, so-”
“Yeah I can tell.”
Silence.
“It’s a good bike,” he said
after what seemed like an eternity. Thus began one of the most
unlikely and fulfilling conversations I have had heretofore about
motorcycling. The biker’s name
was Angel (pronounced AN-hell)
and he was a state trooper apparently well known for pulling over
tractor-trailers like the ones driven
by his friends, who he briefly introduced. We talked about riding,

about cops, Maryland and our
routes that day. While I wouldn’t
go so far as to say we became
bosom buddies, we were certainly
of a like mind. Angel was quick to
laugh and grin, with nothing but
kind words to say. As we talked,
three sport bikes joined our impromptu motorcycle show to get a
break from the rain.
“You should come riding with
us sometime, amigo.”
I was shocked. “Oh?” was the
best I could manage.
“Si, we are going down to
Atlanta next month, then Mexico
in the spring. You should ride with
us.”
He handed me his card, a
card covered in skulls and roses
that read “Latin American Motorcycle Association” in a flowing
script. I thanked him and pulled
out my phone to check the weather, having noticed that the sky
lightened and the rain had slacked
off.
“Angel, we should go - there’s
a break in the storm.”
“How do you know that,
amigo?”
I showed Angel the weather
app on my iPhone. We all have
something to contribute.
We rolled out of the Shell station on Burtonsville Road as a bizarre, mismatched parade. Harleys
and street bikes and even a dual
sport, in all ranges of gear, from
all races and creeds and walks of
life – and I was in the lead. It was
a great feeling, and it is something
that I think of often as I enjoy the
sport of motorcycling. I remember
that, while it is the freedom and
fun of the motorcycle that initially
attracted me to the sport, it is the
quality of the people that keep me
here.
We may be insular and cliquish, cavorting with only our own
kind of rider (BMW, crotch-rocket,
cruiser, etc.), but ultimately there
is a common bond between us. It
is the reason that we wave when
we see another rider on the road.
It is the reason that we join motorcycle clubs, and ride together for
charity.
It is the reason that I ride.

From the President

I

t seems that Spring is finally here. After a winter
that wouldn’t let go and a week of summer, we
moderated a bit. Enjoy this great weather! Remember to polish up any rusty skills and keep an
eye out for the inattentive and distracted drivers
out there.
I have started my rounds of open houses and
dealer events and I hope you have, too. Be sure
to support our dealers; they support your club in
many ways. Also, we are fortunate to have knowledgeable independents to wrench on our bikes there seems to be plenty of business to go around
so “test-drive” your local shops (dealer or independent) and find the fit that is right for you. Keep
in mind our upcoming tech days if you want to
build your own comfort level for bike wrenching
or if you just want to better understand the techspeak when you have your bike serviced.

By Maria Vandergucht
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We are ramping up for a GREAT rally! We
have confirmed a band for Friday night and Tina
Fraembs, our Tech Chair, is working on the Tech
lineup. The beer royalty of Mike and Cindy Seay
have made their list of supplies to liven up the Tiki
tent. Scott Keimig has been working hard with
many others to ensure you get what you want out
of the rally. I hope you can join us!
Finally, this month’s issue includes a collection of thoughts and memories about Paul Mihalka. We really are celebrating a wonderful life and
a man who taught us many lessons about being
a rider and about being a gentle, humble person.
I hope this helps our collective healing from the
loss.
Be safe out there and take a ride for Paul.
									 —Maria

A hearty welcome to the club’s newest members!
BMWBMW welcomes its newest members:
Paul Hahn and Tracey Beeker of Arlington, VA; Taylor Larimore of Alexandria, VA; M. Alex Milford of
Burke, VA; Barbara Solow of Monrovia, MD; Joseph Trippodo of King George, VA; Michael Vantzelfden
of Arlington, VA; Brian Williams of Arlington, VA.
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Bill Shaw’s

Long distance touring tips

Packing it in

M

otorcycle camping is mostly seen as a solitary activity,
reserved only for the hardiest and most intrepid riders.
Although the appeal of this endeavor is lost on most motorcyclists, the popularity of camping continues to rise every
year — especially within the BMW community where it is not
only encouraged, but also enthusiastically promoted. Most of
the information written on this subject, however, focuses on
what equipment to bring without providing useful tips on how
best to pack the gear. Beginners are more or less left to their
own devices and either benefit from information passed on by
a more experienced and benevolent rider or learn through trial
and error.
My approach to packing, for instance, evolved over time;
I’ve based it solely on the anticipated need for a particular
item. That is to say, I usually place near the top of the saddlebag (or stuff sack) the tools, apparel and equipment I most
often use. Although this intuitive process served me well for
decades, I discovered that it was too simplistic. Respected
long-distance rider/camper Linda “Helen Twowheels” Hedden
has a system of packing that she developed over a number of
years that makes more sense. The following are her suggestions
on how best to pack camping gear.
First, collect all of your gear and separate it into two piles:
a “wet-hard stuff” pile and a “dry-soft stuff” pile. Equipment
that is exposed to the elements like a tent, rain fly, drop cloth,
camping chair, cooking equipment, etc. should be placed in
the wet pile, and in the dry pile should go things like a sleeping bag, sleeping pad and clothes. She suggests that draw-cord
closures are best suited for storing hard equipment, whereas a
waterproof, nylon or vinyl compression stuff sack is an absolute necessity for storing the dry gear.
Even for something as seemingly mundane as stuffing a
sleeping bag, there is a method to Helen’s madness. After deflating a sleeping pad and closing the valve to prevent it from
reinflating, place it into the stuff sack and create a hole in the
middle by unwinding the pad and pushing it towards the outer
shell. Next, stuff the sleeping bag in the hole, followed by a
pillow and any surplus dry clothing. Before closing the stuff
sack, firmly grasp the open end and “punch” the center of the
stuff sack to push the air out. It may take several punches to remove most of the trapped air, but this procedure will minimize
the bulk as well as ensure a watertight seal. All other clothing
not stowed in the saddlebags or with the sleeping bag should
also be packed in a waterproof compression stuff sack and
closed the same way.
As it relates to packing the hard gear, nylon bags with a
drawstring or cord lock closure are all that’s necessary. In this
regard, it’s best to separately pack the tent, camping chair,
cooking equipment and other things to facilitate setting up
and breaking down the campsite. This is particularly important
when it comes to packing the tent. Slide the tent poles into
the tent sack first, followed by the rain fly, the tent itself, the
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ground cloth and finally the pegs. Separately stuffing the tent
and rain fly, as opposed to rolling it back up, will not only reduce bulk, but save time as well. Tent parts packed this way are
then easily retrieved from the bag in the order they are needed;
i.e., pegs and ground cloth first, followed by the tent, poles and
then the rain fly.
Finally, Helen’s recommendations for securing the bags to
the bike reflect conventional wisdom: place the heavier bags
low and as close to the center of gravity as possible with the
lighter bags placed on top. All bags should be packed and
strapped as tightly as possible to lessen the risk of their contents shifting and destabilizing the motorcycle. The bags should
then be attached to the bike using quality nylon straps with
double “D” rings — not bungee cords — since the last thing any
rider wants is to have a bag become lodged between the tire
and fender at 65 mph.
Bill Shaw is the Editor-in-Chief of the Iron Butt Magazine and has been a
BMWBMW member since 1994. He has also served BMWBMW as its President,
VP, Secretary and Rally Chairman on two occasions. For more safety-related
articles like this, I’d suggest subscribing to the IBA magazine — it’s only $20 a
year and you don’t need to be a member to subscribe! —Ed.

It’s not holding a tent, but another packing tip
is to use sturdy bags you can easily pull out of
your side cases. This has the benefit of allowing
you to get the gear you need and get wherever
it is you’re headed much more quickly.
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Remembering Paul Mihalka

Photo by Roy Temple

8

You don’t stop riding because you get old — you get old because you stop riding.
—Paul Mihalka

June 10, 1931 — March 16, 2013

M

aster motorcyclist, and
friend to many, Paul Mihalka
passed away in the early hours
of Saturday, March 16, 2013. He
died of Stage IV liver cancer at
home with both his loving wife,
Maria-Amelia, and daughter Arianne, nearby.
Originally from Hungary, young
Paul and his family emigrated to
Venezuela in 1947. In the 1950s,
Paul discovered motorcycling and
went on to become an iconic racing champion, known throughout
the country simply as “Pablo.”
He was a seven-time Venezuelan
national champion and a one-time
South American champion. Pablo
completed every race he ever
started, which was something of a
feat given the reliability of motorcycle engines in those days.
When the Venezuelan economy deteriorated in the early

1980s, Paul and his new bride,
Maria, an architect, settled in
South Florida where he assumed a
position in BMW motorcycle sales
at 441 Cycle Shop. It was there
that his motorcycling reputation
and odometer began rolling in earnest. After a period of about five
years, the Mihalkas moved to the
Baltimore/Washington area, where
Paul was soon known as a BMW
motorcycle salesman at both Battley Cycles and Bob’s BMW.
At heart, Paul was fundamentally a motorcyclist — a rider’s rider. For over 50 years, he averaged
over 25,000 miles a year riding
motorcycles. Even into his 80s, his
odometer kept on rolling. His favorite saying was “Age is an issue
of mind over of matter. If you don’t
mind, it doesn’t matter.” Along the
way, Pablo logged over 1,400,000
miles of riding achievement and

gained nationwide many, many
friends, all of whom smiled when
they saw his license tag, OLDFRT,
whiz down the road.
Paul shared his experiences.
He knew many of the interesting
back roads and byways across the
United States and was a valuable
resource to other motorcycling
high-milers. As a certified BMW
technician, he shared his mechanical insight and knowledge with
anybody who asked.
Essentially, Paul was a most
friendly gentleman of the highest
character. He will be remembered
for these qualities, his great accent, and for the riding example
he set.
Paul Mihalka will remain in
the hearts of those who had the
privilege to know him.

—Jim Ford
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I

received the awful news of Paul’s illness by e-mail. That’s how disaster arrives now. When I was a kid, a telegram was the instrument that rearranged our lives. Now e-mail does it more cheaply and efficiently. I stared
at the writing in disbelief. I thought I’d have time to see him one last time, but the prognosis of a few months
turned into a couple of weeks. That was Paul. He didn’t look fast, but he was.
The two of us had been involved in a friendly competition for the better part of 25 years. We were determined — in a mild, almost inoffensive sort of way — to rack up more lifetime motorcycle miles than the other.
The rules were never quite defined. Were we restricted to BMW bikes or would the Zundapps and other weird
machines that he’d raced in his youth in Hungary and Venezuela count? He had a good lead, but I was nearly
half a generation younger. Every few years he’d present me with another 100K award at a club meeting.

		 “I’m catching you,” I’d say under my breath. “You know it.”
				 “If you live,” he’d laugh.
Then we’d smile, genuine smiles. I defy you to show me a photo taken of us in those days where we were not
both smiling. Our golden days, as Sigmund Romberg wrote, in the sunshine of our happy youth. We were both
middle-aged at that point, but we thought of ourselves as young. And it was that smile of his that I will remember forever. No one, not even my mother, ever smiled as brightly at me as did Paul.
Who won our contest? I’m not certain, but I have a feeling that when I put my last bike away for the final time,
we’ll probably have finished in a tie. No one beats a guy like Paul.

—Bob Higdon

I

don’t recall the first time I met
Paul. He just was there, a fixture
at the rally and RTEs. I got to know
him better when I was shopping
for my R1150R and he offered
great advice on setting it up for
touring, à la his much-beloved
R(T-lite).
Many of us now know of his
riding résumé — he was a racing
champ in Venezuela, had over 1.2
million miles on BMW motorcycles, and mentored/inspired so
many other riders without realizing it. I recall a dinner with Paul,
Scott Keimig and some others
during which we mentioned Paul’s
accomplishments (he rarely did).
Others at the table were dumbfounded; in classic Paul style, he

minimized his incredible riding
career with a simple statement: “I
love to ride.”
When I think of Paul, I recall
a quiet, gentle, humble soul. He
always loved hearing about your
ride, no matter how small or large.
He often said to me that I was his
“second-favorite Maria.” I knew
that I was a distant second, and
how many Marias could he possibly know? But he made me feel
special every time he said it.
I was looking through some
old posts recently, and came
across a comment Paul made in
a thread dealing with the heavy
topic of death. “Your situation
with your mom must be very harrowing. It brings out my deepest

worries. I am not afraid to die. I
am somewhat, but not excessively,
afraid of pain and suffering. What
I am really afraid of is being in a
condition like your mom. Having
a ticking heart and breathing in
and out is not being alive. Causing worries, pain, disruption of life,
even expenses, is what I would
want to avoid at all cost for people
around me...If it comes to it, I'd
prefer to go a little early than late.”
Paul, you did leave us a little early,
but on your terms. Thank you for
setting an example for all of us:
live simply, love your family, share
your passion, stay young at heart.

—Maria Vandergucht

P

aul would not sell you something he did not believe was right for you. A customer was looking for a sidecar rig and Paul did not have what he was looking for. He told the customer that he knew exactly what he
wanted and knew where one was. Paul gave him my phone number. The customer called me and and asked to
see my rig, a /2 with a 1000cc engine and a Ural sidecar. Paul was a gentleman and honorable person.

—Angelo Gravagna
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Paul riding his trusty R1200GS with Maria Vandergucht.

Paul’s racing
career in Venezuela, where his
family emigrated
to escape the
devastation of
World War II,
was the stuff
of legends.

Paul’s last motorcycle, pictured
at right, was a
2005 R1200GS;
when he sold
it, he’d ridden
it over 180,000
miles. His Million
Mile medallion
is affixed to the
windshield.

Photos by/courtesy of Drew Alexander, John Hardison, Scott Keimig, Wes Fleming and Paul’s family.
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Million
Mile Man
and
Kilometer Boy

S

ancho had Don Quixote, Tonto
had the Lone Ranger and I had
the Million Mile Man. For over
a decade, I had the opportunity
to stand beside the man so many
admired. I did what he asked
without hesitation: dusted off his
coat, cleaned his steed and cared
for him when he was injured or
ill. My servitude was my tuition to
learn from him. My reward was to
know the man inside the helmet.
I met him in the twilight of
his years. While many embraced
the respite from a hard life, he
kept living and riding. His secret
weapon was his motorcycle. It was
his time machine, it was his fountain of youth, and it transformed

him. The sweet old “German” guy
humbled the greatest riders when
he rode with them.
There is a Yiddish expression, “lamedvavnick” — 36 hidden
righteous ones who walk among
us and keep the world in balance.
They are concealed to society and
they are too humble to believe
they are righteous.
He would ride with the greatest of ease, while others would
struggle to keep him in sight. Afterward, he would share his technique. Some would hear him talk
about the ride; others would listen
to his philosophy. I listened and
questioned him about the “meal”
he was preparing. Whatever he

was serving, I wanted seconds!
The recipe he gave me was
simple and straight forward, yet it
was complex and thought provoking. It was perfectly seasoned for
my palate. More importantly, his
cookbook was full of recipes for
others with different tastes.
He never taught a lesson, he set
examples and his disciples followed his actions. To walk, talk or
ride with him was a privilege he
shared with many, freely. His life
is an atlas for living. Study it, find
your route, travel the side roads
and take pit stops whenever you
want. Go for a ride!

—Drew Alexander

The key to immortality is first
living a life worth remembering.
—Bruce Lee

Paul joined other club
members for a chilly
Ride to Breakfast on 1
January 2012 in Nokesville, VA. Above, he
talks with Tina Fraembs
and at right, compares
some important bit of
information with Don
Graling, Steve Anderson
and Karen Ager.
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On 24 March, some of Paul’s friends gathered for a memorial ride. Pictured here with the R1200GS Paul rode until 2012
are Eric (a new member whose last name we have been unable to remember), Donna Waysham, Ed Pfister, Drew Alexander (who led the ride on Paul’s Yamaha scooter), Scott Keimig, Maria Vandergucht, Henry Winokur and Jim Ford.

See Todd to schedule a
demo ride on our racing
red liquid-cooled
R 1200 GS.
Ask for details about promotions on new
BMWs through May 31, 2013.

MAY 4
Join us for Zach’s
Diabetes Ride and

MAY 11 • 10 am – 4 pm
Motorcycle Swap Meet – Owner
Devin Battley’s warehouse is a
treasure trove for people on the
hunt for parts or accessories!
Plus there’ll be a Poker Run
and Fish Fry.

Visit our website for
event details, plus
join our free rewards
program and sign up
for our e-mail club!

A Cornerstone of the Motorcycling Community
since 1986

7830 Airpark Rd., Gaithersburg
(301) 948-4581
Tue–Fri 10–7 | Sat 9–5 | Sun 11–4
© 2013 Battley Cycles, BTS5/13
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Vignettes of Paul
First encounter — Meeting a humble legend
On a 20-degree, blustery, late winter day in 1995 at the
old Bob’s BMW location north of Guilford Road, I was making
my initial foray into determining whether the marketing furor
over the first, oilhead R1100RS bike warranted my deposit. I
was conspicuously new to the store, and a tall man about 20
years my senior wearing heavy leather riding pants caught my
attention with his piercing blue eyes and said with a European
accent, “Perhaps you like this bike? You can take it for a test
ride if you like.”
I demurred, stating that it really was too cold and, anyway,
I didn’t have any modern riding gear. Paul’s response was “Ach,
but I rode to work today, and it was a nice ride — with the right
gear and no snow on the roads, it is never too cold.” Ever the
salesman, with a big, friendly smile he continued, “Also, we
sell both riding gear and the bikes.”
Second meeting — Closing the deal
The financial outlay for any new Beemer has always been
a substantial event, so the sales negotiating process would include my live-in, personal banker, Debby. This would allow for
an unbiased and rational purchasing decision to overcome any
endorphin-driven moto-lust on my part — in retrospect this tactic failed spectacularly. Paul assessed the situation immediately

and poured out his well-mannered charm — a subconscious
part of his personality, I believe, and something we all love
about him. “Your husband likes this white, R-bike, but what
bike do you like? We have many others; different sizes; different colors.” He had readily determined that the fully faired RS
was not appealing to Debby’s aesthetic sense, and the price not
appealing to her banker’s sense. “Perhaps you would like to
see one of our K75 bikes? They are smaller and not quite as expensive. Oh, by the way — I ride a K75 bike myself, and I have
130,000 miles on the bike with no problems other than needing new tires and gasoline. Maybe your husband should take
this silver K75S with the red saddle for a test ride while you
and I have a coffee?” Needless to say, Paul sold us the K75S.
Subsequent years — Learning a few facts
A year later I take a day of leave to have service work
done at Bob’s. I’m hanging out near the coffee area when
Paul approaches and calls out, “Hello Scott! And how are
you enjoying your K75?” By this time I had discovered Paul’s
legendary status in the long-distance and sport-touring worlds.
I was warmly intrigued that, unlike many business people,
he remembered my name, and he was sincerely interested
in hearing about my experience with the bike and the BMW
community at large. In the course of our conversation, I asked
whether he had any advantage in selling BMWs due to his
being German. “Ach, but I am not German. I am Hungarian,
and maybe a little bit Venezuelan, too.” We spoke of the freshbaked kolaches and coffee houses in Budapest. Of his family

Between the Spokes 05/13

leaving Hungary and emigrating to Venezuela, of his racing in
South America and then ultimately emigrating from Venezuela
to Florida and then to Maryland. Paul’s modesty prevented him
from indulging in the remarkable details of his accomplishments, such as his multiple national and continental racing
championships or his nearing a goal of 1,000,000 miles on
BMWs, which he attained in 2006. Or that he was just 14
when his family abandoned a prosperous, long-standing business in Budapest in 1945, just ahead of the invading Soviet
Army, a process that involved walking the expanse of Hungary
and Austria to the west. It would take years of conversations for
these details to emerge.
The last year — Saying goodbye
In 2012, I spent more time talking with Paul than any
previous year. We spoke of his bike trip in the Alps, where an
issue arose in the promised Moto Guzzi not being available,
but a magnificent BMW boxer was proffered in replacement.
He also made mention of a chance encounter with a pretty,
petite Venezuelan architect by the name of Maria and their
subsequent romance. We spoke over a long Saturday afternoon
during a slow business day at Battley Cycles of his recent riverboat cruise through Europe with Maria to share with her the
sights of his Hungarian boyhood. In September he mentioned
that he was having difficulty with the weight of his GS when
parking and was moving to a scooter (but only one that would
hold 140 kph when ascending Sidling Hill). Before moving to
a scooter, he had a two-week coast-to-coast-to-coast tour of

America on tap. After that, his GS would
be up for sale; he wondered if I knew of any buyer who would
give the bike a good home. I assured him I did.
In the fall of 2012, my wife and I had the wonderful pleasure of finally meeting Maria. The men reveled in a feast of
schweinshax and red cabbage at Schmankerl Stube — Maria
and Debby had the trout — and I can report that Paul tore into
that roasted pig shank with the same gusto he used to attack
corners on his Beemers (or Velocettes, or Matchless, or Gileras). A few weeks later Debby and I visited the Mihalka home
and garden that were designed by Maria. Paul would assist in
the gardening, but his role generally involved using powered
equipment. Based on the size of their lawn, I’m suspecting that
Paul also may be deserving of a high mileage award for his
John Deere riding mower.

P

aul shared more personal information these last 12 months
than the sum of all other years. Perhaps he just felt more
comfortable with me and revealed more. Or maybe he sensed
the chances to share such information might be nearing an
end... Bon voyage, my friend. Make me a map of heaven’s best
roads, go for a ride with my Grandfather Everett, who I am
certain sneaked his Indian sidecar rig past St. Pete, and please
have kolache and coffee with my Mom, who I haven’t seen
since I was 16.

—Scott Keimig
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Between the Gutters

O

ne of my favorite movies has
always been the 1982 flick
Conan the Barbarian. The main
character is obsessed with revenge
in what is essentially a bloodsplattered, swords and sorcery morality tale. The swords, of course,
come from Conan, his allies and
their adversaries; the sorcery
comes in the form of a character
played by Mako known simply as
The Wizard.

“Life and death,” he
says, “…the same.”
Paul Mihalka’s passing has
touched me more deeply than I
thought it would, even knowing
for a few weeks that it wasn’t too
far off. It feels like one day we
were talking to him, the next day
about him, and the next day he
was gone.
It’s not that I haven’t dealt with
death before. I’m over 40 now,
and I can remember an unfortunately long list of people both
close to me and not so close that
have departed this mortal coil. I
didn’t understand too much what
was going on when my greatgrandfather, Harry Ferryman, died
in 1977. I understood a little better less than a year later when his
wife died and my mother, who
loved her grandma Faye dearly,
flew home to Ohio from where we
lived in Germany. Her grandmother’s passing crushed my mother,
and it stayed with her for months
afterwards.
In 2001, just as the year got
started, one of my best friends,
Rob Finch, was murdered in his
home by the jealous and vengeful
beau of his ex-girlfriend, a scandal
that rocked our lives and made the
front pages of more than one
local newspaper. I thought if I
lived the rest of my life without
being touched by violent death, I
could call it a good life, but alas,
that was not to be. In December
2008, another cowardly criminal
killed another dear friend of mine,

By Wes Fleming,
BtS Editor

Jean Smith, and her 19-year-old
son Jim, just down around the
corner from where my mother had
lived not too many years previously. I’ve yet to understand why
a death sentence for one killer
and life in prison for the other
never felt like a satisfying end to
either storyline; yet again, it’s an
example of how I fail to understand many of the aspects of life or
death.
One of the most difficult
deaths for me to process was that
of my cousin, Beth Jenkins. Beth
wasn’t much older than I, maybe
five or six years, and was the relative closest in age to me on my
mother’s side of the family. She
visited when she could, as did we,
and we crafted a solid relationship. She was a teacher, a vocation
that appealed greatly to me, and I
took every chance to learn what I
could about teaching from her.
Beth started to be plagued by
odd health problems, starting with
getting hurt because she kept losing her balance and falling, not
at all a normal thing for a woman
who wasn’t yet 40 years old. After
many trips to various doctors,
we found out she was stricken
with amyotrophic lateral sclerosis
(ALS), also known as Lou Gehrig’s
disease. People with ALS generally
live less than five years after their
diagnosis; Beth struggled on for
nearly ten, gradually deteriorating
to the point where it took a good
portion of our family to care for
her around the clock.
My daughter, Arwyn, and Beth
formed a bond over books. My
daughter hadn’t been reading for
long when Beth and her parents
moved in with my folks, and we
spent a lot of time down there.
Beth periodically gave some of
her children’s books to my daughter, and when we visited, Arwyn
would sit next to Beth’s bed and
read to her.
Arwyn and I were speeding
down I-95 one Sunday, trying to
get to see Beth one last time when
we all knew the end was near,
when my phone rang with the
news we all knew was coming,

but none of us wanted to hear.
Beth drew her last strained breath
only minutes before and was finally at peace after years of struggling
with a disease that destroys the
body, but leaves the mind intact.
It was difficult watching my
daughter come to the realization
that she would never get to see
Beth again, read a book to her, or
simply sit and watch TV with her. I
wanted to be able to explain death
to my child, but I found myself
at a complete loss, unable to do
anything but cry and tell her that I,
too, would miss Beth.
Now I come to you, again
at a complete loss and unable to
explain death to you. I can’t do
anything but cry and tell you that
I, too, will miss Paul. In the nearly
eight years I’ve been a member of
BMWBMW, I must have run into
Paul dozens of times. Whether it
was a club event or just dropping
by Battley Cycles for parts, Paul
always made time to talk to me.
He had motorcycles on the brain
at all times — I don’t think we ever
talked about anything other than
bikes and riding. Every word I ever
heard come out of his mouth was
instructional, sympathetic, understanding, guiding or informative,
and I never heard him say a negative thing about anybody.

T

his isn’t the first time the club
has lost an active member. It
was just in 2008 that we lost J.B.
Fields, an R1200CLC rider who
could always be counted on to
prioritize ice cream over finishing
a rally on time. I didn’t know what
to say then and I don’t know what
to say now. All we can do is miss
our brothers and sisters that know
what it’s like to feel the wind in
their faces and memorialize them
as best we can.
As a club, we’ve been lucky
in that, to my knowledge, it’s been
quite some time since we lost a
member in a motorcycle-related
crash or collision. It’s been at least
longer than I’ve been a member,
as I don’t have any direct memories of such a thing. Simply by engaging in the act of riding, we put
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“You don’t stop riding because you get old —
			
you get old because you stop riding.”

A BMW Bike’s Best Friend:

Skilled Routine Inspection
and Maintenance
If you need a tune-up, Khanh’s
EUBMW Repair Shop will do the
needed work and check out your
bike’s whole system to spot
problems before they happen.

Be ready for the Spring
riding season!
Khanh’s EUBMW Repair
Shop is at your service in
the Armature Building.

Khanh’s EUBMW Repair Shop
(in the Armature Building)
3025 Colvin St, Alexandria, VA 22314

Phone: (571) 294-2386
Stop in or call for an appointment.

You ride the Best Bike.
Why not wear the best gear?
Wearing premium gear makes your ride even better!!
Bob’s has it all: the brands, the styles, a HUGE selection for men
and Women, and most of all, the exceptional customer service that
provides every customer The Ultimate Motorcycling Experience.

Now available at Bob’s BMW:

Thanks to KLIM®’s superior GORE-TEX® materials and
construction techniques, your ride will stay dry, guaranteed.

bobsbmw.com

800-269-2627 • 301-497-8949 • 10720 Guilford Rd. Jessup, MD USA

laartist | iStockphoto.com

ourselves in a group with a higher risk of injury and death; the
upside of that is that, in general, BMW riders tend to be a little
older — which implies wiser — and more committed to using
protective gear on a regular basis than the average motorcycle
rider. I like to think that helps us live to ride another day.
One thing I know I can say brings me back around to the
film quote at the beginning of this column: “Life and death
…the same.” This is a prominent philosophical idea in some
Eastern religions, especially those that espouse a belief in reincarnation. Western religions profess a belief in an afterlife. No
matter our beliefs, these things exist so that mankind can find a
way to deal with death. We struggle to understand why people
have to leave us and how we feel when they do so. We search
for an answer to a question that, perhaps, simply doesn’t have
one no matter how much we want to find it.
I know one thing for sure: I’ll never forget Paul. His smile
and kindness will live on forever in my heart and mind, and in
that way, life and death truly become the same. Even though I
know I’ll never approach the kind of miles Paul rode in his life,
it pleases me just a bit that the last motorcycle he chose to ride
was a 2005 R1200GS just like the one I ride. It was even the
same color; every time I look at it since he died, I think of him
and one of his favorite adages:
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Breakfast rides are informal
gatherings of members who
meet for breakfast and often
a ride afterwards. Not all
members participate in the
after-meal rides and some
like to show up solely for
the ride. Interested? Arrive
early, introduce yourself and
be ready to have fun. Look
for the tables with helmets
and jackets piled on or near
them and don’t be shy.
If you’d like more information, or to volunteer to
lead a ride one weekend,
contact Ed Phelps at
rides@bmwbmw.org.

Breakfast rides
You can find out more by perusing the “Rides to Eat” section of the BMWBMW online forums.
1st Sunday — 8 a.m.
BALTIMORE
BREAKFAST RIDE

3rd Sunday — 10 a.m.
MARYLAND
BREAKFAST RIDE

4th Sunday — 9 a.m.
VIRGINIA
BREAKFAST RIDE

GOLDEN CORRAL
7908 Rossville Boulevard,
Baltimore, MD 21236. To
have a reminder e-mail
sent to you the week
before the breakfast,
send your e-mail address
to Jim Pellenbarg,
jpellenbarg@juno.com.

THE COZY
103 Frederick Road,
Thurmont, MD 21788.
Take I-270 N to Frederick
and continue north on
U.S. 15. Take the first
Thurmont exit. Turn right at
the first stop sign, then left at
the first traffic light. Go 1/4
mile and look to the left.

CHUCKWAGON
12846-A Fitzwater Drive,
Nokesville, VA 20181. Easily
reached via I-66, U.S. 29
and VA 28. From 28, turn
S/SE on Fitzwater, then
cross the railroad tracks
and look to the left. Riders
gather in the back room.

Membership application/renewal form.
Please check appropriate selections:

o

NEW MEMBER  

o

RENEWAL  

o

Sign up or renew
online with PayPal at
www.bmwbmw.org

CHANGE OF ADDRESS

NAME_______________________________________________________________
Associate____________________________________________________________

Motorcycles
(year, make, model)

STREET_______________________________________ BMW MOA #___________

_________________________

CITY, STATE, ZIP__________________________________ BMW RA #___________

_________________________

OCCUPATION________________________________________ AMA #___________

_________________________

PHONE (c) (h) (w)_____________________________________________________

Referred to BMWBMW by

E-MAIL______________________________________________________________

_________________________

AGE GROUP
o 16–25
o 26–35
o 36–45

o 46–55
o 56–65
o 65+

I’m interested in helping out with
the following committees:
o Gov’t Affairs
o Rally
o Internet
o Rides
o Meetings & Events
o Safety
o Membership
o Sales
o Newsletter/BTS
o Tech

MEMBERSHIP DUES
Regular Member $20/year
Associate Member $7.50/year
Dues may be paid for 1, 2 or 3 years. Associate members must reside at the
same address as the regular member. Associate members have all the privileges of regular members but do not receive a separate copy of the newsletter.
Make check payable to “BMWBMW” and send it with this form to:
Karen Ager, Membership Chair
P.O. Box 44735, Ft. Washington, MD 20749-4735
Membership dues are not refundable.

BMWBMW PRESENTS THE
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39th Annual
Square Route Rally
39 and Counting

May 31 – June 2, 2013 • Camp West Mar • Thurmont, MD
PRE-REGISTER by May 20, 2013 and earn EXTRA prize tickets!
• Door Prize/Grand Prize Drawing Saturday Night • FUN Rides
• Riding/Wrenching Related Seminars • Tech Sessions
• Three days and two nights of
excellent rides in the Catoctin
Mountains with Washington, DC
and historic Gettysburg, PA only
an hour’s ride away
• Rally pin and mug to the first 300.
Full weekend registration includes
Saturday night feast and door
prize coupons. Day pass does not
include Saturday dinner or door
prize coupons.

• Cabin space available on firstcome, first-serve basis
• Wooded, open and quiet camping
areas available; motels available in
nearby Thurmont, Gettysburg, etc.
• Updates and registration form at
http://www.bmwbmw.org/rally/

DIRECTIONS: From U.S. Rt. 15, north of
Frederick, MD, take exit at Thurmont, MD
marked Rt. 77 West. Continue through parks
and make left turn on Brown Road. Go about
3/4 mile and make left into Camp West Mar.

SEND CHECKS TO:
BMWBMW
c/o Henry Winokur
6613 Elgin Lane
West Bethesda, MD 20817-5443
Checks payable to: BMWBMW
Pre-reg postmarked by: May 20

hidden
text hidden
text hidden
text hidden
hidden text hidden text
Questions
or more
info: Email
Scotttext
at vp@bmwbmw.org
OTHER: Gate and registration opens 11AM on Friday, May 31st. Beer/wine is
available on-site. Pins and mugs to first 300 registrants. You must be registered
to participate in club-sponsored rides. Registration awards are based on
information from this form and will be awarded to BMW motorcycles and their
riders/passengers.
SORRY, PETS NOT ALLOWED

– – – – – – – – – – – – – – – –2013 SQUARE ROUTE RALLY PRE-REGISTRATION FORM – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – –

□ Pre-Registration
□ At Gate
□ Day Pass

$35/Member $40/Non-member $10/Child
$40/Member $45/Non-member $10/Child
$20/Adult
$ 5/Child

RIDER ________________________________________________________
PASSENGER(S) ________________________________________________
ADDRESS _____________________________________________________

□ BMWBMW Members x $35 = ______________
□ Non-members x $40 = ___________________
□ Children x $10 = ________________________
□ Cash □ Check # _____________________
Rider: Sex: M F Age _______________________
Passenger: Sex: M F Age ___________________
Direct Mileage to Rally from your home _______

CITY ________________________________ STATE/ZIP_______________

Local Club (one only, please spell out name)
________________________________________

EMAIL ADDRESS _______________________________________________

and the Club’s # for MOA ___________________

This rally is open to BMW motorcycle riders and their guests.

OR the Club’s # for RA _____________________
(i.e., BMWBMW is MOA Club #40)

I/We hereby waive, release, and hold harmless the BMW Bikers of Metropolitan
Washington, Camp West Mar, caterers and entertainers, for any liability resulting from
damages, loss or personal injury while attending the 2013 Square Route Rally, or for
any cause of action I now have, or in the future may have against them. This waiver
extends to my heirs, executors, administrators and assigns.
Rider Signature _________________________________________________________
Passenger(s) Signature __________________________________________________

Motorcycle Information:
Make _________________________________
Model _________________________________
Year __________________________________
Sidecar Information: Year__________________
Make/Model ____________________________
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Paul Mihalka riding at Deals Gap. Photo by Killboy
© 2012. Used with permission.
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