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Snow Beemers

During the summer I often wondered in
my riding, “Where are all the BMWs?” I
seemed to be surrounded by Harleys and
machines from the Eastern Rim. But now
that it’s fall it seems like nearly everybody except the BMW people have put
their bikes away.
I ﬁnally ﬁgured out that during the
summer there were plenty of BMWs
around, they just weren’t around here.
They were up in Washington, in Colorado
and Nevada – basically roaming all over
the country. I guess it was just up to me
to hold down the fort
here in New Mexico.
Now that everybody’s
come home to roost I’m
hearing stories of the
MOA National rally in
Spokane, Iron Butt trips
to Las Vegas (Nevada),
rides to Mexico and
Germany(!). And here
I was doodling up and
down North 14.
Of course, as I follow the line of rubber I’ve pressed into the street on my
repetitious route between my house and
the coffee shop, I immediately notice that
now that the temperatures have dropped
the roads are suddenly ﬁlled with German
steel (or aluminum, as the case may be).
Gone are the ﬂying fringe and doo-rags,
the tank-top wheelie kings, and the ﬂip
ﬂop scooter riders.
I suspect it will be that way until next
spring, since I know that none of my

friends in the club put their bikes away for
the winter. That’s what Gerbings is for!
Count as evidence the three rides
planned in November, including one
to Texas! And the Planning Meeting
in Santa Fe where we’ll plan rides for
the winter until next spring! How many
motorcycle groups can make a claim like
that? While everybody else is measuring
out the Stabil we’re making riding plans.
So I’ll enjoy the company until next
spring, when I’ll go back to wearing
grooves in the road between my house
and coffee at Dawn’s.
David Wilson, editor

News from
the Land of
Enchantment
BMW Riders

Left: Breakfast is still the
best place to mingle with
the club, even as arrival
times at Twister’s get
earlier and earlier (7 to
7:30am I hear, because
I’m never there before 8,
when everybody’s heading
to the parking lot). It’s
the best place to catch up
on the latest news, gossip,
and new bikes. Such as
Gary Oleson’s pristine
K 1200 GT. Those
tires won’t last long!

www.nmbmwmc.org
BMW MOA Charter #123
BMW RA Charter #81

Marcelo’
s
Wild
West
Adventure!
Part 1
Joe’s patrons,
mostly the Harley
type, suspiciously
eyed my European
leathers, and
looked the
other way when
they heard my
foreign accent.
Top right: The Grand
Tetons.
Below: Poncha Pass.
Wind, cold, snow –
perfect riding conditions!
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by Marcelo Vasquez
Early in June my employer,
Land Rover of Santa Fe, laid
me off for lack of business.
When I called my wife
Penelope to give her the
news, her reply was instantaneous: “What a great month
to get laid-off! Imagine if
it was November… Where
are you going to go on your
motorcycle?”
Thirty-six hours later my
RT and I aimed toward Santa
Fe’s north exit. The plan was to ride slowly to Denver in order to replace tires at
Discount Motorcycle Tire, and then continue northwest, somewhere… Now, you
tell me: is there a better way to go riding?
Since my rear tire was showing threads,
I decided to avoid the slab at all costs, not
technically but emotionally assuming that
if I went the twisties way, I’d wear the
sides of the tires and save the worn-out
rubber as long as I could.
As soon as I reached San Antonio
Mountain, at the New Mexico-Colorado
border, I hit a cold front. Full leathers
were not enough, so I had to stop and
complement the riding gear with a layer
of winter weight “body armor”. If you
gals and guys aren’t familiar with these
high-tech under-garments, I strongly recommend a visit to Oshmans.
After refueling in Alamosa – always
a bloody cold place – I reached the top
of Poncha Pass,
where I thought
I was past the
windy part of the
day. In my mind,
nothing could be
windier than the
corridor formed
along CO 17 by
the Sangres and
San Juan ranges. I
have been wrong
before, but never
with this intensity! As soon as
I dropped into Poncha Springs the cycle
settled into what seemed to be a 45˚ angle
and stayed that way until reaching the

outskirts of Littleton. The saving grace
was the snow-covered Collegiate Peaks,
the fast-ﬂowing Arkansas River, and the
vastness of South Park, a huge valley
sitting at 10,000 feet and wonderfully
under-populated.
By late afternoon I entered I-70 rolling on pristine Avon Azaros; and soon
after the Eisenhower Tunnel, I was cold
and tired and decided to spend the night
in Dillon. After checking into a good
– and cheap – motel (Dillon is the place
to overnight: lots of beds competing for
few guests), I cycled to Joe’s Grill, a local
hangout recommended by the room clerk.
They had the best made-from-scratch minestrone soup I had had in a long time, with
a half-pound buffalo burger, duly irrigated by an over-poured Tanqueray Gin
and Tonic, for $16. Joe’s patrons, mostly
the Harley type, suspiciously eyed my
European leathers, and looked the other
way when they heard my foreign accent.
But what did I care? I was ready for bed.
I had hoped to have an early start the
next morning, but a layer of ice on my
seat talked me out of it. Instead, I rolled
the Beemer into the sun and went for a
walk. I found a place that served espresso
and sipped on a double latte trying to
concentrate on the newspaper.
CO 9 to Kremmling is a beautiful road!
Ranches, rivers, forests, curves, mountains and… elk!
I eased on the throttle and felt the sun
warming my black leathers and the crisp
morning air oxygenating the boxer twin
into a relentless cadence of power and joy.
I asked myself if it could get any better.
Well, it did, and it didn’t… At the

wrong foot of the 8,700 ft Muddy Pass,
and with the 9,400 ft Rabbit Ears Pass yet
to come, came the cloud cover and with
it the bone-crackling cold aggravated
by strong wind. But that’s exactly what
motorcycling is all about, ain’t it?
I stopped on top of Rabbit Ears and
found a scarf that I’d seen my wife surreptitiously pack. Glad I was; the scarf
provided a perfect seal between my
jacket and the Schuberth, allowing a progressive warm-up with the added beneﬁt
of my wife’s favorite perfume. I didn’t
feel alone anymore.
I rolled through Steamboat Springs,
not even stopping for coffee. I have been
going to Steamboat since the early ‘70s,
when the mountain was the mountain and
the town was the town, and Billy the Kid
would climb in the chairlift with you and
rake-in a conversation. Now, one doesn’t
know where the mountain or the town
stand, because they are one and the same,
and Billy… well, Billy is planning his next
real estate deal while being made unreachable by an army of aloof assistants.
The second stop of the day was on US
40, between Hayden and Craig along the
Yampa River; one of the very few freeﬂowing rivers remaining in the West. It
was still cold and windy, but it felt great.
I was happy to miss the rain and wheeled
into Dinosaur, where I entered the park
for a quick visit.
I like Dutch John in Flaming Gorge. I
always ﬁnd someone, fellow biker or ﬁsherman, with whom to share a few minutes
of human interest. I was surprised when I
found a platoon of Harleys on the tarmac,
ridden by women of all ages, sizes and
social strata, but apparently united by one
lifestyle. I chatted with the only one who
didn’t think I smelled, and I learned that
it was a “chicks only” motorcycle club
from Grand Junction on their annual ride
to Lander, Wyoming. I decided to give
them an ample berth, because I didn’t
want to have to play catchies with 30+
Harleys over the mesa. So after observing
the ladies mount their cycles in a variety
of styles spanning from a graceful ﬂip of
the leg to a dead weight shock-mortifying
frame-crushing drop, I ordered another
coffee and settled for a half-hour wait.
I have rolled many times on US 191
over the Aspen Mesa framing the Green
River Gorge in southwestern Wyoming,
but I have never seen it green. What I

have always taken as a
barren, arid basin, this
time was a vivid green
grassland. If not for the
killer wind, I would have
stoppedfor some photos,
but after my self-imposed
wait, I was anxious to get
off the windy mesa.
Above:
But soon I saw what
Jackson
looked like an extended,
Lake.
giant centipede, waving
Below: The
along the road. I was mys- Grand Tetons.
tiﬁed; I couldn’t believe
it was the girls after the head start I had
given them. But there they were, rolling
at about 40 mph, some of them so heavily laden with materiel and humanity
they created a high-factor sail effect and
couldn’t keep their cycles straight.
I rode for a little while at the tail of
the centipede. I ﬁnally lost them at the
intersection of 191 and I-80, where I ﬂew
the few miles to Rock Springs and then
turned onto 191 north again, to face more
wind over the Great Divide Basin. I had
intentions to make it to Jackson Hole, but
the wind wore me out and I stopped in
Pinedale for the night. I wanted to reserve
the delicious twisties along the Hoback
River for a sunny morning after a good
night’s sleep.
Ice again conspired against an early
start. Instead, I gobbled a couple of
burritos and washed them down with
non-potable coffee. By the time I ﬁnished
brekky, packed and refueled, the ice was
gone and the sun was shining.
Singing inside my helmet, I threw the
bike to the twisties with renewed vigor.
Well into this process of lean right, lean
left, testing the new Avons’ adherence,
I had my encounter with Ofﬁcer Kreger
of the Wyoming State Police. He was set
on applying a trafﬁc-calming action on
my enthusiasm. I must say the chap was
rather decent, since
he didn’t read me
the sermon nor did
he ﬁne me, letting it
sufﬁce with a warning to slow down,
“…’cause we don’t
want you to hit no
wildlife with your
nice motorcycle…”
The night’s cold
precipitation had

after observing the
ladies mount their
cycles in a variety
of styles spanning
from a graceful
flip of the leg
to a dead weight
shock-mortifying
frame-crushing
drop, I ordered
another coffee.
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People parked on
the highway to
photograph the
wildlife with
total disregard
for others,
cutting the road
to only one lane.

Photos this page:
Wildlife, on the knife
edge of awareness, alert
for any danger, prepare
to ﬂee the onslaught of
tourists in Yellowstone.
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layered a new white
blanket over the
majestic Tetons, so
I parked in front
of them and shot
enough photos to
ﬁll-up the camera’s
memory. I rode along
Jenny Lake, stopped
at Grand Teton
Lodge for coffee and
a view, and continued to Flagg Ranch where I had a copious
lunch. Great chef!
I arrived to Old Faithful just in time
for an eruption, duly documented in a
new memory stick. Also had a nice chat
with a she-Beemer from New Hampshire
on an R 75 RS. I didn’t physically verify
if she had an iron butt, but my best
guess is that she had to.
I backtracked to Jackson Hole, where I
holed in a great hotel that I had ignored
in previous visits called “Wagon Wheel
Village”. My room was a log cabin whose
noise insulation was total, and I slept for
13 hours. The compound was built on
the banks of a wide fast running creek,
landscaped with a colorful array of welltended ﬂower beds.
The following day awakened to many
rays shining over the Tetons, prompting another photo session. Again, I rode
into Yellowstone with a breathtaking
ride along the coast of Lake Yellowstone.
Bisons, elk, trumpeteer swans – even a
solitary moose accompanied me. I had a
coffee at Lake Village and crossed Fishing
Bridge, destination Cody.
The ride to Cody was a mixed bag, as a
lot of the road cut through last year’s ﬁre
at the East Entrance. The ride along the
North Fork River was as good and ended
at Buffalo Bill Reservoir. I stopped at one
of the facilities to peel-off some layers, as
the weather had warmed
from the morning’s 40’s
to balmy 70’s.
In Cody, I went to
Bubba’s BBQ for lunch,
a must-go place if you
adore baby back ribs as
much as I do.
Glancing at my watch,
I decided I had enough
time to roll through
the Chief Joseph Scenic
Highway, a succession of

switchbacks looping Cody WY and Cooke
City MT. The beauty of this road rivals
the better known Beartooth Pass, and in
some aspects, I dare say it’s better.
I refueled at Cooke City, noting that the
fake police cruisers parked at each end of
town never cease to fool me, and I promised myself that next time they won’t.
I re-entered Yellowstone through the
Northeast Entrance and rode along a
now-forbidden Lamar Valley. Apparently
there have been repetitious tourist
attacks by Bisons who live there and the
National Park Service has closed all the
turnabouts from which one could see the
regal animals.
It was time to ﬁnd a place to spend the
night. The Mammoth Springs hotel – one
of my favorites – was fully booked, so I
slowly wheeled into Gardiner, MT where
I found the last room available in the Best
Western. The silly room was bigger than
my house in Santa Fe, and priced accordingly. I tried to ﬁgure a way to sleep in
the two California king-size beds, or cook
in the huge kitchen without having food,
or watch two oversized TV sets at the
same time, but ﬁnally settled for one of
the beds, arranged my sparse motorcycle
luggage in the huge walk-in closet and
tried to work the hot-tub.
The morning was sunny and crisp. I
brewed coffee in my oversized kitchen
and walked to a wooden deck overlooking the mighty Yellowstone River. All the
water I’ve seen in the region was running
fast, due to a warm spring and cold snaps
with more snow. I geared up my RT and
rolled slowly to Mammoth Springs Hotel
for an old-fashioned breakfast.
So equipped for the day, I did a small
walk around the hot springs, wondering when Yellowstone will burst like our
Valles Caldera (I’m told it’s just a question
of when, not if) and then I took the RT
onto the West Highway for one of the best
views the world can offer. There were
bison and elk and a rare bull moose. I was
in seventh heaven and savored the ride as
if it were my last.
People parked on the highway to photograph the wildlife with total disregard for
others, cutting the road to only one lane.
A Ford 350 pick-up with an assault-like
rhino guard saw me coming, in my lane,
and pulled into my lane anyway.
Next month: Close encounters with angry
tourists, and the return trip…
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Saturday, November 6
Business/Activity Meeting

Meet at 10 am at Santa Fe BMW and
get the latest club news. We’ll also
plan for events in the ﬁrst half of
2005. Bring your ideas and a willingness to help out with some of the
rides. Refreshments will be provided
courtesy of Santa Fe BMW. Contact
Robert Keen at 883-4813 for details.
Thursday-Saturday, November 11-13
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should plan on meeting at the Phillips
66 on Gibson SE just east of I-25 at 8 am.
From there we’ll head south to savor the
eccentric offerings at Martha’s Black Dog
Cafe in downtown Socorro. The weather
has usually been good, but check the
message board for updates (and a possible
later departure time if the temperatures
are a bit too cool for those electrics) as the
time grows near. You can also contact RJ
Mirabal at 299-4916.

Big Bend Motel ‘n Ride

Saturday, December 4

It’s time for one of the best rides of the
year: Big Bend National Park, along the
Texas-Mexico border along the mighty
Rio Grande! Because motel reservations
need to be arranged, as well as when
and where to meet to launch the ride,
you must contact RJ before or by Friday,
November 5th so he can be sure you have
a place to sleep. Weather reports and
other details about the ride will be posted
on the message board. Check it out, but
be sure you call or email RJ, pronto! 2994916 or rjmirabal@centralpets.com

Tentative Rally Design Logo Meeting

Wednesday, November 17
Tentative 21st Year Sipapu
Rally Committee Meeting

It might be a good idea to devote this
and a December meeting to developing
the rally logo design so it’s all ready for
approval at the ﬁrst regular rally committee meeting, February, 2005. Same
place, same time, with our illustrious
new rally chair Kwan Sung Stevens. (That
would be O’Neil’s Uptown at 5 pm.)
Saturday, November 20
Annual Bird Dog Ride

Those wanting to enjoy a late breakfast
and ride to the glorious autumn birdwatching sights of the Bosque del Apache

Wherein we meet with Dave Wilson
and ﬁnish conceptualization of the rally
design. Actual date and time depending
on Dave’s and the group’s schedules.
Saturday, December 11

Join the LOE
BMW Riders
Yearly dues are $15.
For more information
or to pay:
Land of
Enchantment BMW
Riders
PO Box 92095
Albuquerque, NM
87199-2095
www.nmbmwmc.org
or call Michelle
Williams at
(505) 291-8396.

Annual Club Christmas Party

This is the one where you start the eating binge of the Christmas season.
All 2004 Riding Challenge contenders
please attend to possibly receive your
award/prize for top honors. Probably
at O’Niell’s Uptown. Contact Robert
Keen, 883-4813, or RJ Mirabal, 2994916, for a head count and details.
Friday, December 31
New Year’s Eve Night Out

Here’s a good idea from Steve Mounce
for anyone, singles and couples, to get
together as a group and go out to one of
those New Year’s celebrations at a nice
hotel, restaurant, whatever, for dinner,
dancing, and tipsy tow. No riding for this
club event! Each individual or couple is
responsible for the costs involved. If you
have some good ideas on this, contact
Steve Mounce (who’s looking for several energetic dancing partners to give
Wally an occasional break), 275-3811.

All stories © by the
individual authors, used
by permission.
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& Beyond…

President:

Continental Divide Ride
by James Stevens
For those of you who brag all year about
enduring the Ice-cream ride, I’ve got news.
There are at least thirty-one ﬂavors and
they don’t come soft-serve. The ride that
splits the Continent will be dished-out
next year for those with the intestinal
fortitude. The scoop is that this will
leave asphalt & motel-only riders whip
creamed. When pointing a GS up a 12,000
ft high snowmelt muddied mountain pass,
the bike better be topped with some large
macadamias because this 2000+ miles GS
ride is not for cherries. More to follow...

Ofﬁcers

Robert Keen,
883-4813
motorkeen@aol.com

Vice President:

RJ Mirabal,
299-4916
rjmirabal@
centralpets.com

Secretary/Treasurer:
Michelle Williams,
291-8396,
alwaysontask@
yahoo.com

Activity Committee:
RJ Mirabal,
299-4916
rjmirabal@
centralpets.com

Newsletter:

David Wilson,
232-0266
david@subia.com

Newsletter Delivery:
Lynn Coburn,
266-4449,
nmmagnolia@
juno.com

Rally Chair:

RJ Mirabal,
299-4916
rjmirabal@
centralpets.com
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National Events
International Motorcycle Show
Scheduled for Denver from December
17th to 19th. For more information go to
http://show.motorcycleshows.com
What News There Is
Address Correction
David Barringer has a new e-mail for
you to update your club ﬁles with:
rabblerowzer@cybermesa.com
Have You Taken the Challenge?
by Gary Cade and RJ Mirabal
As fall sets in, it’s time to gather up the
evidence you have to qualify in our 2004
Riding Challenge. If you have already
downloaded your Riding Log from our
web site, be sure it’s updated, collect your
photos and get them to Gary or Robert
Keen. Points will be veriﬁed and some nice
prizes and t-shirts for the top ﬁnalists will
be given out at our Christmas Party. Be
sure to get your materials to Gary before
Thanksgiving so he and a crew of volunteers can pour over your logs and pictures.
To remind you of the rules, the following has been reprinted from our web site.
Also, if you need a Riding Log, just go to
our web site, click on “Events,” then click
on “2004 Tour of New Mexico Riding
Challenge” at the top, then scroll to the
bottom of the explanation and rules and
click on “Riding Log” to get your pdf ﬁle.
Since some people have more chances to
ride than others – here’s a review of the
points structure to qualify for a chance
in the prize drawing, not as the ultimate

choice of winner. If someone really has
been all over they can get extra chances
in the drawing. The baseline qualifying
points total will be 400 points, but if you
double that you get two chances in the
drawing, and so on…
1. Home County: Each rider will declare
a home county (doesn’t have to be where
you reside) and get 10 points for riding to
the county courthouse.
2. Other Counties: Each rider who rides
to another county will get 10 points for
every other county visited and an additional 5 points for each county courthouse
visited.
3. State Parks: Each rider who rides to
a state park will get 10 points for every
park visited.
4. National Parks and Monuments: Each
rider who rides to a national park or monument in New Mexico will get 10 points
for every park and monument visited.
5. Other States: Each rider who rides to
another state will get 20 points for every
other state visited and an additional 25
points for every other state capital visited.
6. Foreign Countries: Each rider who
rides in a foreign country at least 500
miles from their home county will get 50
points and if they visit the capital will
get an additional 100 points. Ride in a
foreign country within 500 miles of your
home county or to which you traveled, at
least part way by something other than
a motorcycle, and get half of the foreign
points total.
7. BMW Rallies: Each rider who rides to
an ofﬁcial BMW rally (like ours at Sipapu,
Paonia, PITS, MOA or RA nationals, etc.)
would get 25 points for each rally visited.
Points will be awarded only one time
for a visit to any site but if you visit all
of the state parks or all the counties or
all the county seats in New Mexico, the
points in that category will be doubled.
They will not be doubled in any category besides those three. Entry in the
2004 Challenge is limited to LOE BMW R
club members, but they can use multiple
motorcycles and other marques so long as
they comply with the club’s bylaws and
appreciate BMW motorcycles.
We want to trust people to be honest but because of the numbers of sites
that can be visited it’s likely many of the
trips will be without other club members
as witnesses. Please include your photographs (any format) at each site with your

challenge bandana shown, and enter your
data in the riding log with the date and
mileage you rode there to prove to any
doubters that the trip was made in 2004.
Data should include the date and your
mileage as you pass the county line and at
the county seat, and so on.
Questions? Call or email RJ Mirabal at
200-4916 or rjmirabal@centralpets.com.

Well maintained luxury tourer, $10,000.
Call 710-0633 and ask for Justin or 8848226 and ask for Pat.
1974 R75/6. 17 miles on odometer, stored
for 25 years in closed garage in Deming.
Completely original Windjammer fairing
and hard luggage. Unique opportunity for
museum or serious collector. $11,500.
Call Marty or Donna at 505-672-0235.

Now Here’s Some Generosity!
by Pete Vera
1991 BMW R100 RT. 12,114 miles.
My name is Pete Vera and I joined your
Runs perfectly, no dings or scratches,
club after moving to New Mexico last
new saddlebags, includes CB, helmets
and tank bag. Asking $5000.
year. It’s a great club and I enjoy all the
Call Merton Bratton at 797-7619.
members at both the Wednesday morning and Sunday morning breakfasts.
I was lucky enough to win
the door prize at the awards
dinner last week. This prize
Sales, Service, Parts
was a Gift Certiﬁcate to Bill
BMW Riders Wear
Mayer Saddles for a very
generous amount of credit
2578 Camino Entrada
toward the purchase of a
Santa Fe, New Mexico 87505
saddle from them. I am not a
(505) 474-0066
long distance rider and don’t
1-888-774-0066
really need the seat for my
motorcycle, so I would like
Service•Sales•Parts•Accessories
to donate the Gift Certiﬁcate
back to the club for a new
www.santafebmw.com
drawing, perhaps at the
Christmas Party. There are
a lot of other members who
could use it a lot more than I
(505) 546-2193
could. Thanks to everybody
(800) 626-3338
for making this such a terriﬁc motorcycle club.
Credit Correction
by RJ Mirabal
Due to my writing the
article about Sipapu 20 in
the October Shaft at the last
minute, I did not edit it and
ﬁnd that for the 1985 Rally
Committee, I unintentionally
left off Kent Christensen’s
name. Sorry, Kent, please
accept my apology.
LOE Marketplace
1999 K1200LT. Basalt gray,
19.5K, new battery, heated
grips, radio/CD player (in
trunk), BMW cruise control,
on-board computer, ABS,
standard electronic w/s.

Note: Classiﬁed ads
run for 3 months, then
are deleted unless
I’m told to keep them
running (or they’re
mine – which may run
indeﬁnitely!).
Write!
Send in your stories,
opinions, pictures,
gripes… we publish
anything! Send your
contributions to:
David Wilson
5700 Copper NE
#B34
Albuquerque, NM
87108
(505) 232-0266
david@subia.com
Computer ﬁles are
easiest for me, sent as
the body of your email
or an attachment saved
as ascii (text). Or you
can fax it, or scribble
on a piece of paper and
mail it. I don’t care!
And don’t forget lots
and lots of pictures.

DEMING CYCLE CENTER
HONDA - YAMAHA - BMW - POLARIS
www.demingcycle.com DCC@zianet.com

MARCI J. KEELER
General Manager

DEMING, NM 88030

FOR THE WORLD AHEAD.
Scott Kuhns, General Manager
Bill Morris, Parts and Accessories Manager
Janet Kovacik, Service Manager

MOTORSPORT

®

LIFE IS ONE VICIOUS CYCLE AFTER ANOTHER.

1-800-750-9007

IN ALBUQUERQUE (505) 884-9000
ON MONTGOMERY JUST WEST OF LOUISIANA
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PO Box 92095
Albuquerque, NM 87199-2905
Land of Enchantment BMW Riders
Motorcycle from the collection
of Norm Nelson. Text from
the BMW Motorrad USA
Mobile Tradition Exhibition
Catalogue.

R 100 RS

T HE R E A R V IE W

The R 100 RS was the ﬁrst series-produced motorcycle of
feature a standard full fairing, and the ﬁrst to be designed
based on wind tunnel testing. (In the Pininfarina wind
tunnel in Italy, also used to test the Tornado ﬁghter.) With
its integral cockpit with headlight, direction indicators,
mirrors, and hand protection built right into the fairing,
the 70 bhp R 100 RS ensured supreme weather protection
and very stable high-speed handling. The R 100 RS was
a true classic, combining gorgeous sculpted lines with
unmatched versatility. This example has done well over
100,000 miles, and is still going strong.

