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Event

Date
9/17/80

Wednesday

Meeting- V i r g i n i a S t a t e Trooper- J o l l y Ox
1395 at Seminary Road, A l e x a n d r i a , VA

10/4/80

Saturday

Oktoberfest a t AUTOY/AUTOWERKE R o c k v i l l e
(not sponsored by BMWCCA but t h a t s OK)

Sunday

Wine t o u r - f r e e w i n e - meet a t D u l l e s passenger
a r r i v a l pickup a r e a at 845ara for t r i p t o
Middleburg. Bring p i c n i c l u n c h .

11/1/80

Saturday

Autocross l e a r n e r ' s school - s e e i n s i d e

11/2/80

Sunday

Autocross

11/7/80

Friday

B l o b ' s Park meeting -off BW parkway- d r i n k ,
e a t , and watch people who t a k e Polka s e r i o u s l y

10/19/80

-see inside
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The e d i t o r went to t h e
beach.
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President's Message

Notes on Driver's School
Driver's school in 102' heat
and not a shade tree in sight. No
one in their right mind would show
up at such an event.
Yet forty
crazy people did.
I think I am
speaking for all but one or two when
I say we had a ball and all of us
are
thinking
about next year's
driver's school.
The day started with a tech
session for the 2002's, 320's, 530's
and 733's which were present.
A
forty-five minute classroom session
followed with Bill Scott lecturing
on the finer points of driving fast
and safely. He was able to convey
how much difference in distance a
tenth of a second variance in reaction time could cause. We then went
out on the track to learn what fast
driving is all about. After about
three hours of practice most people
had learned to drive really fast
(the exception being the editor of
this newsletter who was always sideways in turns one or five).
It
became obvious that the track was
really safe for a 2002 or
320
because the power was just about
balanced to the track.
Turns one
and five required heavy braking and
turn nine required a lot of attention but the rest of the turns were
faster than the cars and could be
taken flat out.

We then had a SOLO I event in
which the primary goals were consistancy and smoothness. This was followed by a braking seminar at the
end of the main straight. The students were asked to arrive at turn
one with their gas pedal on the
floor and traveling about 100 miles
per hour.
An
incredibly
short
amount of track was left to stop the
cars before turn one, but to each
participant's surprise, they only
needed one third of the space available .

The day ended with a tag team
contest.
The real speed of the
weekend was seen in this event when
the drivers would exit their cars
and run to tag a team mate.
Most
the runners were totally out of control. There was this 530 with a
turbo that blew everyone off the
track. Next year the driver of that
car is going to be given instructions to some other track.
We were joined by a number of
club members from the Smokey Mountain Chapter, Blue Ridge Chapter and
Delaware Valley Chapter.
We are
already planning next year's school
(in April or May) and we are going
to invite our friends back again.
If you didn't make it this year, you
had better start getting ready for
next year.

Zone Congress
I have just returned from the
Atlantic Zone Congress which was
held in Connecticut this year.
All
but four chapters were represented.
In addition to the Atlantic Zone
Governor, the club president, secretary and executive director were in
attendance.
The president related
what has been going on with the
international
organization
and
future directions of the club and
club magazine. The executive director informed us of the status of the
elusive computer system that will
soon straighten out all the records
and mailings. We discussed members'
rights to privacy and reaffirmed the
club's position not to give out
names or any other information on
members.
A lot of good ideas were
tossed around among the delegates to
benefit the members, to help local
chapters organize better and
to
raise money.
These will all be
topics of discussion at our board
meetings in months to come. This
year's event was hosted by the Connecticut Valley Chapter and they did
an excellent job with superb accomodations and great food. Their hos-

pitality suite was set up for one
night but did not run dry for the
two nights we were there. The board
of the National Capital Chapter has
voted to host this event here next
year, and I only hope we can do half
as good as the Connecticut Valley
Chapter did.

November Schedule
On Saturday November 1st, we
will have an autocross school at Ft.
Meade. The event will start soon
after 12 noon in the north parking
lot behind the NSA Operations building (Route 32 East off BaltimoreWashington Parkway). This will not
be a competitive event.
It is a
school in
which
you
will
be
instructed on how to drive around an
obstacle course, laid
out
with
pylons, the fastest way. The key to
good driving in an autocross as well
as on the road is smoothness. You
will get many examples of how sliding a car around wastes a lot of
time. The school will be limited to
BMW's and there will be a charge of
$2 for the afternoon.
After the
event is over there will probably be
some hotdogs and beer. The Annapolis Junction Sports Car Club will be
our hosts and will provide instuctors and almost everything else. If
you have a crash helmet, bring it.
Borrow one if you can, but don't buy
one. We will have some loaners.
The one mandatory requirement is
that you stop somewhere and get at
least 40 lbs of air in each tire.
There will be no air at the event
and no car will be allowed to run
without at least 40 lbs in each
tire. Please give me a call at home
and let me know you are coming so we
can anticipate what size turnout we
will have.
On November 2nd, the same club
will host the largest autocross of
the year at this same parking lot.
Any BMWCCA member will be allowed to
compete for the same fee as the
AJSTC members.
Additionally AJSTC
would like as many members as possible to help out as BMWCCA workers on
Sunday. This is not hard and does
not require any experience.
The

work includes setting up pylons,
flagging, teching, and helping out
in general. The shifts are about
one and a half hours. Volunteers
normally sign up to work one or two
shifts during the day. It will give
you a close-up of what a big time
autocross is all about. You will
get to see an awful lot of cars that
are much slower than BMW's, so sign
up to help while you are there on
Saturday if it is at all possible.
Friday November 7th at 8:45
P.M. we will get together at Max
Blob's Park (Route 175 east and
Baltimore-Washington Parkway).
It
will cost you $2.00 each to get in
the door and the club will reimburse
this. The beer will be on the club
and if you want anything to eat, you
pay. This is not only a beer party
but a great chance to bring your
mate along for some dancing. It is
almost all polkas with a live oompah
band. You have to see it to believe
how much fun everyone has. We are
inviting our friends from AJSTC so
that we can return the favor for the
autocross school.
On Thursday November 13th we
will have our general membership
meeting at the Jolly Ox at the
intersection of I 395 and Seminary
Road in Arlington.
We will get
under way about 7:30 and I expect to
have an entertaining guest speaker.
Somewhere in the back of my
mind is the seed of an idea for a
Christmas party.
Is there anyone
out there that will take charge of
this event? If you would like to
try it, give me a call.

From the
BUCKEYE

DRIVING LIGHT
Mid-Ohio Sports Car Course is a beautiful park-like layout spread across the gently rolling hills of central Ohio. The
manicured grounds are strictly controlled by owner Les Griebling and his minions to provide a family picnic
atmosphere. The pungent odor of newly lighted charcoal and the aroma of grilled T-bone steaks mingle w i t h the
perfume of Coppertone as race fans soak up the sun and cheer their favorite driver. There are no bog people here, no
tear gas, no beer bottles smashed on the track, no impromptu motocrosses in the infield, nothing more unruly than a
loose German Shepherd nipping at the screaming Porsches and Datsuns flying down the front straight. The deep, clear
azure sky and warm breeze complete a peaceful, content atmosphere pervading Mid-Ohio's 2.4 mile track. But this
mood extends only to the edge of the pavement.
Inside the gaudy machines circulating so smoothly
around the course, violence and madness reign.
Sweating, aching men strain to make their race cars
defy the laws of centrifugal force, friction, even
gravity. Teeth are clenched, eyes bulge, arms flail,
feet pump like pistons, and the race car responds by
careening around corners at impossible velocities,
inches from other cars whose drivers are equally
determined. There's nothing gentle about driving a
race car—the smoothest race driver simply
brutalizes the machinery more artfully.
How do I know? How can I tell you what it's like
out there? Well, Chris, I've been " o u t there" for a
demonstration ride with the cooperation of the
Miller & Norburn racing team, and I saw it and felt
it and smelled it. It's like nothing you or I have ever
experienced.
All that garbage about "poetry in m o t i o n " and
"symphony of speed" must have been written by
the armchair racers. Even with IMSA champion
driver Nick Craw at the wheel of a sleek and
beautifully prepared BMW 2002 touring Mid-Ohio's
velvety asphalt, it's violent. Believe it, fellow
spectators, that's what it's like out there.
Not in the pits, of course. Not when the car hunkers
down beside the pit wall, gleaming blue and white
in the early morning sun. The engine is off, and a
dapper, Nomex-clad Nick Craw is calmly explaining
the gauges and controls.
" W e got the idea for these manifold exhaust gas
temperature gauges from aircraft. This way we can
tell how each cylinder is running (leaner mixture,
hotter temperature) at any time. I can radio the
readings to Preston (Miller, co-manager and chief
wrench) in the pits," he explains, touching his
helmet microphone. " I f we have coil failure, I'll
switch to this one," he smiles, pointing to a spare
coil neatly recessed in the black metal dash. "This
ring actuates a two gallon reserve fuel t a n k enough to get back to the pits if it looks like we're
going to run out."

Nick talks while I sit beside him in the silent car, my
head stuffed into a battered blue and yellow spare
helmet (from last year's racing season in the original
#64 BMW) and my other end jammed into a racing
seat. Several photographers are shooting close-ups
of Nick and me, probably hoping to record a
" b e f o r e " shot of the first modern passenger fatality
in a race car. A little later, I am convinced that's
what they were doing.
The Miller & Norburn crew was very cordial about
this whole thing, I reflect with growing suspicion.
BMW of North America's competition director,
mild-mannered Burge Hulett, offered to set up the
ride, then disappeared, I recall uneasily. Preston
Miller had smiled engagingly as he let out the lap
belt to f i t my beer-bloated belly. Russ Norburn had
chatted amiably about the season. Right. It's a
conspiracy alright. My mind begins urging my body
to unwedge itself and flee, but it's too late. The pit
marshall is signaling to us, and Nick has fired up the
fuel injected 2002. We are rolling. Good-bye, world.
I love ya, M o m and Dad. Take good care of the
kids, dear wife. Bury my Bimmer by my side...
We accelerate around the broad left hander past
the Mid-Ohio bridge with Nick sawing the wheel
back and forth and using his left foot on the brake
(scrubbing the tires and bedding the brakes, as you
know, race buff). Then into the chicane, the car
sliding across each apex, the engine noise rising to a
solid roar. I begin to relax. Just like a driver's
school, I think to myself with satisfaction. Hell, I
could d o this. I knew racing couldn't be such a big
deal.

We angle around the keyhole in one long, noisy
drift and set off down the straight. Fun. I take a
leisurely look at the fans lining the fences. I glance
at the tach, climbing in jerks toward 8000 rpm as
Nick's right hand hovers over the stubby shift lever.
Turn seven is approaching now at the bottom of the
downhill back straight, and Nick brakes hard while
shifting back down to second. We drift through
under light throttle, then set up for the hump at
turn eight. Up and over, as Nick points the Bimmer's
nose at some unseen apex over the hill. Down the
hill, quite fast, across the speed bumps marking the
inside of the turn (he probably miscalculated the
effect of my weight, I chuckle to myself, and I'll bet
he made a mental note to be more careful next lap).
Down the straight and around the tight, off camber
right at corner eleven (my, that was a bit wild), then
down the chute, engine screaming. As we pass the
Buckeye Chapter corral at turn thirteen, I wave and
smile Buckeye waves back and cheers. Nick lurches
around the right hander, no doubt showing off a bit
for the guys, I think. Then he completely botches
the carousel, going very deep and very wide, then
cranking the back end around and broadsliding the
rest of the turn. I will suggest a better line when we
return to the pits. Nick was lucky, though: the slide
catapults us down the front straight rather nicely.
We go faster, ever faster.

Nick absently flicks the radio switch and chats with
Preston as I watch turn one coming up way too fast
(funny how long the front straight looks from the
infield). I am about to tap Nick on the shoulder
when he wrenches the wheel left and powers across
the late apex It is abrupt, hard —no "easing the
helm over" or anything like that, just W H A M and I
can feel the wheels scrabbling and skittering across
the bumpy pavement (funny how smooth turn one
looks from the infield). Finally the Goodrich radials
dig in and Nick directs the car toward the chicane.
We zing along toward that nasty series of turns and
I know we are going to crash. The god of tightrope
walkers and d u m b journalists intervenes, however,
and we sweep over the speed bumps in one long
slide and skate around the keyhole. Off down the
straight at something in excess of 100 mph. Turn
seven looms ahead. We will be killed. I consider
mentioning this to Nick, but I see he is busy with
the brakes (thank heavens!) so I refrain. The brakes
heat up and begin to stink. I think of junior high
shop class when we made cold chisels. The brake
stench mixes with a malodorous aroma of burning
rubber and failed anti-perspirant (guess whose). As I
am sorting all this out, I realize we haven't been

killed.
I turn to Nick to congratulate him on our great
good fortune, but my mouth is suddenly filled with
stomach as we bound over the hump. We rush
toward certain destruction at the bottom of the hill.
Good-bye, Nick. Don't try to turn right—it won't do
any good. He ignores my silent advice and the
BMW arcs around under power. We live!
Nick is not satisfied, though; he is a true sadist. He
sends #64 veering across turn eleven utterly and
completely sideways. The pavement drops away
around the turn, and all I can see is sunlight
through the trees. An awful realization hits: this guy
really is trying to kill me after all! I reflect on
insults I might have unwittingly made. I regret
writing last year that Nick drove better than he
played darts. "You're a fantastic dart player, Nick,
honest," I whisper prayerfully. We whistle past the
corral. This time I do not wave. My right hand is
wedged firmly between the roll cage and the door.
My left hand clutches the edge of the seat. I
concentrate on staying reasonably upright.
Down the front straight, and the whole mad
business begins again —faster. Now we are in traffic,
but Nick fails to notice this. He aims between a Colt
and a Capri and rips through the chicane between
them. I glance over at the Capri driver, expecting to
see anger or surprise. He looks as if he didn't notice
us. We glue our front bumper to Margo Potheau's
yellow Circle Tire BMW and I wonder what will
happen when she lifts off to round the keyhole. She
doesn't lift. Nick flicks the car to the right (putting
us in a driftier drift) and we slide by. Down the back
straight again. I don't look at the spectators or the
tach. I stare at the 90° righthander at the end of the
straight where I have seen so many cars go
careening off into the trees. I wish Nick would slow
down, as I am due at work Monday morning. He

