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I apologize for the delay in the newsletter this mon th.  Been putting up tents at the 
Illinois State Fair this last month so you all have  shade while sucking down that beer 
and corndogs.  Please spread the word about the mee ting this Wednesday - Editor 
 
UPCOMING EVENTS  (** = Points Event) 
 
MILER EVENTS 
 
** Aug 13  MILER MONTHLY MEETING – Meet at 6:30pm at Buckhart Tavern then depart for 
Decatur at 7:30pm destination Blocks Brewery, 237 N. Main St. Decatur, two blocks south of 
Eldorado St. (Rt36). 
    
Aug 20   Activities Meeting  – 7:30pm at the Sandbar Tavern.  Take I-72 to Mechanicsburg Blacktop, 
and one mile East at Sugarcreek is the Tavern.  Preglow at Stadium. 
 
Aug 31 JB RIDE - To honor JB, the Milers are putting together a ride for a lap around the Springfield 
Mile track before the race on Sunday, between the qualifying and the first heat.  We’re calling it “JB’s 
Last Lap”. The club will need volunteers to help sell tickets for the ride around the Mile. 
The tickets will be $10.00 a ticket and the money will go to his kids for his expenses. The tickets will 
be sold at the Short Track and at the Mile.  Anyone who rides needs a ticket including Milers. 
We are hoping to have one of the retired racers (maybe Springer) or one of the present racers (maybe 
Carr) to ride JB’s GS around the Mile. There was mentioned that stickers or patches might also be 
made. Steve U. is setting up the ride with contacts at IMDA. Oliver is designing the tickets. 



Snell is coordinating.  Snell, Oliver and Chris Martin are designing T’s to honor JB, which are to be 
sold to Milers only and be worn at the Springfield races. Other Miler T-shirts to be designed and made 
later. 
 
 
RACING EVENTS 
 
 Aug 17    Peoria TT  – Peoria IL at Peoria Race Park 
 
Aug 30    Springfield Short Track  – at Springfield Fairground’s All-Purpose Arena. 
 
Aug 31    Springfield Mile  – at Springfield Fairground’s Mile track. The Miler’s Hospitality Tent will be 
set up on the inside of Turn 3 for our official BMW MOA event. There will be fine food and some 
refreshments, but it is a good idea to bring your own beer or cocktails. After the race “Let’s Jack This 
Party Up” will be held at Floyd’s Thirst Bar down town on 5th street. Milers own Reggie Britton and his 
band Black Magic Johnson will be playing. 
 
Sept 1      Springfield Mile  – at Springfield Fairground’s Mile track. This is the make up date for the 
race that was rained out on Memorial Day weekend. 
 
 Sept 12-14   Red Bull Indianapois GP  – Indianapolis Motor Speedway. Order your tickets at 
http://www.indianapolismotorspeedway.com or call (800) 822-INDY between 8 a.m.-5 p.m. Monday 
through Friday. The best deal is a three-day General Admission Ticket for $75.00, which gets you in 
and out for all three days (practice, qualifications and race day). If you want reserve they are $100, 
$125 and $150 for only the day of the race (the 14th). We maybe able to do a club ride on the track.  
Jim Snell has locked in a place for campers and tents just one and a half blocks from the Speedway. 
It is also only about five miles to the Mile track at the Fairgrounds, but it is a fairly straight ride.  
 
Sept 13   Indianapolis Mile  –  Indiana State Fairgrounds. Saturday, the day before the Moto GP. 
Gates open at 4pm and racing at 7pm. There is also practice on Thursday and a Vintage race on 
Friday. There has always been a problem trying to see the racers go by the front straight because 
they ride so close to the wall. So this year they are going to “tear up the track” along the front straight, 
beside the outside wall, to move the racers to the middle of the track. Hopefully we will be able to see 
them as they go by the Start/Finish line. 
      
RALLY EVENTS 
 
Aug 16-17   Still Humble Rally – Pontiac, IL. The Dinks are back at the 4H Park. Sponsored by Dinky 
Dozen. 
 
Aug 22-24   11th Galena Campout – Galena, IL at the Palace Campground. Sponsored by Northern 
Illinois BMW Riders.   
 
Aug 22-24 Very Boring Rally II  – Duluth, MN.  The Aerostich 25th Anniversary rally at Spirit Mountain.  
Go to www.boringrally.com.  Live music, camping, seminars.  
 
** Oct 10-12   Falling Leaf Rally  – Potosi, MO. Fire jumping to the max. Watch us steal all the 
firewood after dark. Come watch Steve U. trip and pancake into our neighbor’s tents.  More to come. 
 
Oct 15-19   XII International Rally of BMW Motorcycles  – in Guadalajara and Puerto Vallarta, 
Mexico.  Sponsored by Club Motorrad Guadalajara A.C. This is unique because there will be two days 
Guadalajara and the other two days in Puerto Vallarta. The travel between the two will be on paved 
jungle roads. The stay in Puerto Vallarta is in a world-class beach resort. Entry fee $275 and limit of 



600 entries. For more details check out www.bmwmotorradgdl.com.mx/english%20info.html and 
Heard on the Road section of BMW ON.  
 
 
FOR SALE  
 
1992 V-max Widowmaker. 82xx miles. Meatloaf’s dream bike. Deep Blue and Hotrod black. New tires. 
Polished wheels. Jetted for the polished Holeshot pipes by Wes Long Racing. $400. Corbin seat 
fitted. Stock seat, pipes and center stand go with the bike. Always garaged. $4500. Wade 280-0790 
wadeebert@sbcglobal.net  pictures by request. 
    
 
2004 DL650 Suzuki Vstrom, 17K, Givi Bags, top box and windshield.  Engine/fairing guards. Throttle 
lock.  $4000.00  (It's priced right, so no haggling.)  If interested, call Rick Watts 217-341-8303. 
 
R.I.P – J. B. Norris and Dave Yost – 
 
Two Brothers Charter Members of our club both passed this last month.  The impact on the family and 
our club has been heavy.  We all know the strong role J.B. played in getting our club started and 
adding commentary, laughs, and just plain fun to all of our Miler events.  We will feature stories 
throughout the year of the master of good times in his element.  Please forward content to 
armbruster@springnet1.com. 
 

   
 
Some of the many words from the Milers: 
 
June 27, 2008 
 
JB to the Reaper... 
Reaper fills up the tank w/ tears and JB thows a bitch 
leg over the spams.  He punches the Reaper and sez..."clean swing dude  wish 
I cuddaducked it."   "O'what the hey.... let's jack the MF sickle parrtaaaay 
up!!!!!! 
Love you forever Bro>  Ride on 
 
                                       Mark Degler 
                                       Charter Miler 
Just a funny afterthought--I fish for carp quite a lot--and my favourite bait is Spam--every time I open 
a tin the memories will come flooding back in the peace and quiet of a lakeside. 
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The start of the Springfield Mile (or any of the Flat Track races) will not be the same without JB 
saying "LET'S GO RACING" . – Ray White 
 
JB is hosting his final legendary party, the band is rocking,  the kamikazi's are flowing, and the guests include, 
Ricky Graham, Will Davis, Ted Boody and Davey Camlin, and many others – Jay Hodges 
 
As you already all know by now, the big man is gone.HE DID NOT WANT US TO BE SAD. But it's not going to 
be easy.He has left us for bigger and better things. �
This leaves a giant hole in my heart as well as his family,Megan,Parker,Martha,Dave,and the lovely Miss Grace. 
The extended family...there's not enough space on this page to name all the souls the big man touched,or 
asses. Now Heaven has someone waiting at it's doors to announce the names of those souls coming thru the 
gates. Someday we'll all have the honor of seeing him announce again.I love you,I miss you,i'll see you 
again...someday. – Steve Unverzagt 
 
I've been sitting here, staring at the computer screen for quite a while; first in disbelief and waiting for 
the punch line as J.B. escapes another seemingly impossible situation; and then the reality, 
followed by shock of what has happened, set in. I thought about the times I'd been around J.B., how 
he'd touched my life and I'm sure the lives of the others who spent a lot more time with him than I did. 
J.B. had a passion for motorcycles, people, and for life itself that I truly think rubbed off on us because 
he was the kind of person that wanted to share it with everyone he could. I guess those conversations 
about the current state of affairs of dirt track racing, or reviving memories about biking and racing in 
the 60's will have to wait for another day (provided we end up in the same place). Until then J.B., 
you will be missed. - Tom S 
 
lord what a loss....if the magnitude of his personality when he was with us is any guide, the 
gods will enjoy his presence. he was the best. 
--Jim Oliver 
 

   
 
 
 
 



RALLY WEEK IN WYOMING BY JIM STRUEBING 
  
 As the BMWMOA International Rally approached I made the decision to leave for 
Wyoming a few days early.  Even though the rally started on a Wednesday evening, by 
departing on the preceding Saturday I would be able to see a few landmarks in the area, too.  
Teton and Yellowstone National Parks were certainly on my list of sights to see before my 
traveling days were over but it the time was limited.   
  
 My new R1200 GSA was supposed to be a good bike for long distance and this trip 
would be the chance to find out for myself.  The pluses and minuses were dramatic when 
comparing it with my ex-Yamaha FJR1300.  2500 miles had already taught me that the 
negatives included 40 less horsepower, a hard seat, and mounting and dismounting 
problems when loaded with gear.  The positives I experienced on the trip were nimble 
handling, lots of storage, a large gas tank, and good suspension.  The bike goes down the 
road like a super tanker in the open ocean absorbing bumps with ease.  The result is a travel 
speed that feels like 55 but is actually 75 mph.  Police magnet!! 
 

    
  
 Like the trips to Cape Girardeau and Elkhart Lake this year, three hours of washing 
and waxing were wasted due to drenching rains soon thereafter.  Saturday morning I waited 
to leave until 7 am when the lightning and thunder subsided.  Most of the rain was over by 
Peoria and the road was dry by Galesburg.  The sun came out at Des Moines and the 
weather was great as I headed northwest on back roads through Nebraska.  It was 
interesting seeing transitions in the terrain and the corresponding crops grown as I 
approached southwestern South Dakota.  Goodbye corn fields and hello round bales and 
wheat. 
  
 Winner, SD, was my destination for the night (730 miles) at a mom and pop motel.  
The next morning to the sound of pheasants crowing at dawn, I packed the bike and rode 
west.  That time of day is my favorite time to ride.  I crossed the desolate Rosebud 
Reservation passing through a couple of dusty communities that stretched for miles with 
small rundown houses and vacant buildings.  Walking was a common mode of transportation 
although each house had several vehicles in the yard, apparently junkers. 
 



    
  
 Turning north for a couple of hours I came to the impressive Crazy Horse Memorial 
and down the rode a few miles the even more impressive Mt. Rushmore.  Rushmore was a 
little smaller than I had imagined from photographs but it is a great work of art.  After a few 
pictures I hit the road again going southwest out of the scenic Black Hills and across the 
desert toward Casper, WY. 
  
 Grey sagebrush, coal trains, oil wells and wind for the next 150 miles.  No towns were 
in the desert to slow me down.  After passing a string of a dozen Harleys pulling trailers I had 
the road to myself.   I saw an occasional prong horned antelope and was actually singing 
“Home on the Range” to stay alert when I met a string of cars.  Suddenly blue and red lights 
were flashing in the corner of my left eye.  In the mirror I saw a dark car’s brake lights then it 
made a U-turn.  I looked at the Zumo and saw 77 mph.  Speed limit 65. . . not good. 
  
  After a few minutes of pleasant small talk about the bike, where I was going, and how 
little scenic attractions were available in the desert he checked out my driver’s license and 
handed me a performance award and his business card.  He said the paper didn’t mean 
anything, almost apologized for stopping me, but he did notice I was speeding (77 in a 65).  
He said there had been some bad accidents with wildlife and sleepy drivers in the area and 
he wanted me to have a safe trip.  No ticket?!   Aaaaalll Riiiiight!!! 
  
 By the time I reached the mountains a few hours later and crossed the continental 
divide the sun was low in the sky.  The road to leading to Jackson was crowded and slow.  It 
was 9 pm and the long day took its toll on me (15 hours, 760 miles).  Thousands of tourists 
crowded the streets but rest was in my future. 
 

   
  
 The Tetons are the result of a fault in the earth’s crust which thrusted the mountains 
practically straight up.  Glaciers filled in the surrounding area causing the high jagged string 
of mountains to look like they rose straight up out of the flat ground.  The next morning was 
sunny and the snow covered peaks were fantastic photo opportunities.  After touring the 
National Park roads and 100 photos later I headed north a few more miles and suddenly the 



south entrance to Yellowstone National Park appeared on the forested two lane road. A $20 
ticket allowed entry into both parks for seven days.  A great value. 
  
 My first impressions of Yellowstone were seeing fire damage (1988) and new growth 
(10 feet), deep canyons and amazing waterfalls, and hydrothermal activity seemingly 
everywhere.  Old Faithful was a delight to the thousands watching it with me.  Steaming hot 
springs, hissing fumaroles (steaming holes), colorful mud pots, and spraying geysers give the 
impression you are standing on the top crust of a sea of magma.  Exactly!  In the center of 
the park is the Yellowstone caldera (45 mi. x 30 mi.), the center of a huge volcanic explosion 
with magma that crusted over then sank as it cooled and receded.  The waters of Lake 
Yellowstone filled in part of the caldera and the entire area floats up or down as much as 3 
inches per year due to internal pressure changes.  Magma is certainly close to the surface as 
evidenced by the hot ground water bubbling out.  The area is monitored to notice any 
increased activity.  There were 78 earthquakes in the area just in June of 2008.  I encourage 
everyone to visit now before it blows up again.  (:    
  
 I spent 2 ½ days in the park with my home base West Yellowstone, MT, at the west 
entrance, a town full of motels and shops with a cowboy and log cabin theme.  I rode with a 
camera around my neck.  The flip-up helmet was great for taking hundreds of pictures along 
the road.  Wildlife subjects included buffalo, bear, prong-horned antelope, and elk.  I had a 
face-off twice with unpredictable buffalos standing on the road until they slowly wandered into 
the ditch or surrounding woods.  I hoped the BMW’s exhaust fumes didn’t resemble buffalo 
pheromones otherwise a hasty U-turn would have been in order. 
  
 I found it amazing that as large as the park is that Miler Mike Howie would pull up 
beside me while traffic was stopped.  He recognized the Miler sticker on my helmet.  
Unknowingly we had both just toured the Mammoth Hot Springs area where pools of hot 
water have collected on the side of a steep slope like shelves.  We rode together for a while 
and had lunch before separating again. 
  
 The north end of the park had much taller mountains and wider valleys and rivers 
where wildlife attracted hundreds of people with telescopes, binoculars, and telephoto style 
cameras.  As I left the park I reflected on how stunning the area was and how much I wanted 
to return some day.  Next, the crossing of Bear Tooth Pass was memorable.  The hairpin 
road circled up and up over the pass then down again on switch backs for many miles.  Near 
the pinnacle looking down at the surrounding snowy peaks made me dizzy.  That didn’t stop 
hundreds of other cycles from crossing the pass that afternoon, too. 
  
 The Big Horn Mountains were in my path later in the day.  Once again switchbacks 
were common but this range included truck traffic.  You could walk faster than the trucks 
were moving as they grunted up and down the mountains.  The Big Horns still had snow, too, 
but were more grassy and rolling near the highest elevations.  The bike’s gauge showed the 
air temperature had changed during that day from 38 to 92 to 61 to 96 to 66 to 96 as I 
changed elevations on the way to Gillette. 
  
 Gillette is located in the grasslands of Wyoming. . NOT!  Make that desert.  Sage 
brush, rock, and oil tanks covered the last 100 miles of hills between Sheridan and Gillette.  A 
tree doesn’t stand a chance even in town.  A huge open pit coal mine east of town was the 
origin for countless trains (and their whistles) passing by during the rally. 
 



 
Dues paying Milers at the National 
  
 The CAM-PLEX rally site was large with several camping areas.  By 7 pm (650 mi., 13 
hours) I was glad to be there.  Hellar Armbruster and Martin Purdy arrived first so I had to find 
their tents.  The plan to contact them by cell phone was useless because the phone hadn’t 
worked all week.  Remarkably, instead of being as much as a half - mile away like some 
people, their tents were a half a block from the food venders, beer saloon, washrooms, 
morning coffee, and the vendor display floor.  Their longtime friend Martin Mooney also came 
along.  Mike Howie, Jim McCullough, John Ransdell, Merle King, and Miler charter member 
Jerry Buckley were in attendance.  Five others acquaintances from Springfield made the trip 
as well.  
(Jim H., Mike B., Russ, Gary B., and Charley?)  Sorry if I missed anyone. 
  
 The rally had a variety of seminars and 7-8 companies promoted adventure riding all 
over the world.  Among the better known speaking personalities were Fred Rau, Helge 
Pedersen, and Ted Simon.  Looking through the seminar list the places named in the titles 
included trips to Copper Canyon, Baja, Central America, New Zealand, Eastern Europe, Alps, 
Beijing to Dover, Balkans, Italy, Europe, Alaska, Indochina, and South Africa.  Time and 
money are the only obstacles to riding the world.  In addition, I liked the seminars on off-road 
riding and photography. 
  
 During the day shopping for electronic gadgets, clothes, bike parts, and camping 
supplies made the hours go fast and at night we indulged in live bands and bubbly liquids.  
No riding during the rally allowed time to rest my sore ears and burning bottom.  One night a 
five-hour downpour made camping less than desirable.  Apparently the ground cloth under 
the tent collected lots of water and it soaked in from the bottom to get absolutely every thing 
wet inside the tent.  There were pools of water around the foam mattress I was laying on.  At 
least it wasn’t cold.  I lived through it so I’ll quit whining. 



  
 At the closing ceremony the new R1200GS was won by a younger man with a pony 
tail.  Not that there’s anything wrong with that.  The two vintage bikes were won by old guys 
so everything worked out well.  The oldest rider award went to a 91 year old who came from 
Michigan with his 86 year old wife on the back.  He could hardly walk.  
  
 There is a new BMW Motorrad corporate leader in the US who was introduced.  He 
announced a cooperative plan with the MOA to hold six regional rallies each year besides the 
international so that more bikers can attend MOA rallies.  BMW will cover the entrance fees 
and all brands of bikes are welcome (marketing opportunity).  Two rallies will be this October, 
2008, (details in the August MOA ON magazine) in New York and S. Carolina.  Next year’s 
international rally will be in Johnson City, TN, July 16-19. 
  
 By Sunday morning the others had left for home.  The Zumo lead me to Devil’s Tower 
then to my first visit to Sturgis.  Several tents were in place full of tee shirts but the town was 
empty.  At one tent two girls holding hands were waving me in but they probably only had 
Harley shirts so I didn’t stop.  Maybe I should have.  I got back on I-90 and said good bye to 
Sturgis, forever. 
  
 At Rapid City in a construction zone I felt some wiggling and knew the rear tire was 
flat.  The cell phone didn’t work and no bikes were stopping so I was on my own. I struggled 
to dismount without dumping the bike. Luckily I caught the bike falling for the ditch as I 
removed a bag.  The compressor and tire plugging kit were in the bottom of a bag so 
everything had to be unpacked with one hand holding the bike up.  An hour later the puncture 
wound was plugged and it was holding 42 lbs. of pressure so the trip could continue. 
  
 Camera in hand, I passed through the Badlands National Park and I rode the next 
1000 miles home by interstate at a moderate pace arriving Monday afternoon in time for my 
departed son Ryan’s birthday party.  He would have been 30.  He was with me in spirit all 
week.  It was a great trip! 
 
RON PETERSON INVITES ALL THE MILERS TO HIS WEDDING 
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Please RSVP by August 18 to hallsracing625@yahoo.com  



  
Springfield Milers 
C/o Hellar Armbruster 
8600 Old Route 66 South  
Springfield, Illinois 62712 
armbruster@springnet1.com 
217-483-2463  
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