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September 20:  Monticello Ride Highlight – Verona to Belleville to Monticello to 
New Glarus 
 
There’s nothing more stimulating and relaxing than cycling through four classic rural Wisconsin towns in 
55 miles of gently rolling farmland on a mild Sunday afternoon.  The M&M café in Monticello is a perfect 
lunch spot with awesomely inexpensive great food.  This was one of the quietest, most pleasant pedals I’ve 
done south of Madison – traffic was almost nonexistent!  Bob Steinberg did a fine job of providing details 
to 45 enthusiastic bikers, and I’ll look for this ride again in the 2010 BBC tour schedule.        
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Another great year of cycling is drawing to a close. I covered most of the highlights of my season in my 
last column. You can read about another one (the Vermont Church Bicycle Breakfast) in this issue, 
although the article actually says more about last year’s event than this year’s (can’t help it – last year’s 
ride was a better story!). We also have several articles about some of the highlights of other people’s 
summers, and we can always use more of those! 

 

This issue is coming out in a bit of a rush, only about a month after the last one. That’s because one of the 
features of this issue is the announcement of the fall meeting, and for people without email, this newsletter  
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September 27:  23rd Pumpkin Pie Delight – Lendved Homestead 
  
Wind?  What wind?  Undetectable in the Lakeview parking lot where 55 
cyclists listened to Bob Calder’s confession that he singularly consumed 
an entire pie last year, and if the opportunity presented itself again this 
year .  

 
Well, I didn’t 
witness Bob’s 
passion for the 
finest pie in 
southern 
Wisconsin, but I 
heard that he 
praised the cook 
(my sister, Shirlee) 
almost to 
embarrassment for 
the pumpkin chili 
that would win a 
contest hands-
down.  The blend 
of oregano, thyme, 
cilantro, 
cumin, cayenne, 
chili powder, 6 
different kinds of beans, tomatoes, onions, peppers, homemade salsa and 
pumpkin shouldn’t be messed with! 

 
This was my brother Shawn’s first BBC ride, and even though his 
longest ride on his $157 Walmart beauty (it truly resembled a racer!) was 
only 17 miles, he easily pulled me up 32 miles of hilly topography as we 
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leisurely traversed some of the most scenic back roads northwest of 
Madison.  Our reward was a sighting of a graceful white egret perched 
upon a log in Fish Lake in the quiet of a sunny noon hour.  Ten minutes 
later within a mile of the homestead we swore we smelled freshly 
baked pie. 

 
With storms threatening to blow in with a bluster, bikers didn’t 

lollygag.  The wind settled down 
by mid-afternoon and a few 
lovely light sprinkles mingled 
with drifting leaves to effect a 
Spring-like essence in the Autumn 
air. 

 
Powered by a pie secured in my 
rack bag, the return route was a 
piece of cake – errrr, slice of pie – 
and feeling generous, I shared my 
precious cargo with a neighbor, a 
good friend, and my SOB 
(Significant Other Body, aka 
domestic partner) who assisted 
with scanning the color-coded 
maps and cue sheet.  Amends will 
be made in 2010 when I tweak a 
few anomalies and aspire to 
perfect the presentation.  And, 
barring more flooding, perhaps 

Crystal Lake Road will again be open. 

 
Days later I'm still high on pie, reveling in the rich spiciness of 
cinnamon generously sprinkled right up to the outer edge of the melt-
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in-your-mouth homemade crust.  Better every year!  Some parts of the 
ride get harder (hills), while other parts become more endearing 
(family/friends) and enchanting (nature). 
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may be their only way of finding out about that – so the issue needs to 
come out before the meeting! 

�

That meeting will be at the usual time and place, but a week later than 
usual, because of the mid-afternoon Packer-Viking game on Nov. 1. 
Many members are also Packer fans and/or Brett Favre fans (and maybe 
even a few legitimate Viking fans), and I personally will be at the game, 
along with Bob Calder (who got me the ticket – thanks, Bob!). So the 
meeting will be on the following Sunday, Nov. 8. 

 

See the announcement in this issue for more details about the meeting, 
but I can tell you a few things here. We will have a variety of things in 
our program, including some discussion of the results of our recent 
survey, and how we can make our club better – your input will be very 
valuable here! But perhaps the most important item in the program will 
be the election of the Bombay board of directors for 2010. Most of the 
same people will remain on the board (assuming that you vote to keep 
them), and in the same positions (you can see the composition of the 
current board on the back cover, so I won’t list them all here), but there 
will be a few changes: 

 

Carin Rawlings will remain on the board, but will no longer be WSC 
chair – she has done that for three years in a row, and that wears a body 
out. The time has come for someone else to take on that responsibility. 
This does not need to be a board position, but it can be. If you are 
interested (and someone better be interested if we want to have a ride 
next year!), please let us know. If you wish to also be a board member,  

 

let us know before the meeting! 

I have been president for four years now, which is twice as long as 
anyone else has ever been president (mainly because we had a two-year 
term limit until very recently). I don’t think I’ve been a bad president, 
but I haven’t been a great one either, and in any case, it’s time for 
someone else to take over. There is a reason for term limits. With the 
same people in office for too long, the club stagnates, and the members 
get complacent, thinking that these people will do the job forever. But 
that’s not fair to either the officers or the members. The board needs 
new blood periodically, and I have decided that it needs a new president 
now. 

 

Fortunately, the presidency is a relatively simple job, and someone else 
can pick it up without too much trouble. But some other board positions 
have a bit more of a learning curve, and the transition might go easier 
with an apprenticeship period (for example, our current treasurer, 
Lanny Moen, worked with the previous treasurer for a year before he 
took over the position). With that in mind, and noting that several other 
board members may be starting their last year, and that the by-laws 
allow up to twelve board members (with my departure, that leaves five 
spots open), it would be a good idea to get some new blood on the 
board now. I will be contacting some prospects before the meeting, but 
the main qualification is interest in the club (and in helping the club), so 
if you’re interested, let us know. We can also take nominations from 
the floor before the election. Don’t be shy – your club needs you! 

 

And that’s about it! Enjoy this issue, and please come to the fall 
meeting and help determine the future of your club! 

� � � � �������:����
��������

 

My wife, Margaret, and I just completed our third Cycle Oregon ride in September. Why do we drive over 2000 miles across the country to do a 
weeklong bicycle ride in Oregon? There are several reasons. For one, it’s an opportunity to ride with our son and daughter-in-law, who live in the 
Portland area and are avid bicyclists. Another reason is the beautiful scenery. Each year Cycle Oregon selects a different route somewhere in the 
state, and Oregon has much to offer. The three rides that we have done all had their share of mountains and valleys, with a good mix of forest and 
agricultural landscape and a minimum of ur-
ban streets. But other states have beautiful 
scenery also. So why Cycle Oregon? 

 

I can say without hesitation and from many 
years of experience that Cycle Oregon is the 
best organized large group ride that I have 
ever participated in, bar none. This year was 
the 22nd annual event, and it is evident that the 
organizers have learned how to make a large 
ride proceed smoothly to the enjoyment and 
comfort of the 2000 participants. The entry 
fee, $850 this year, included camping in parks, 
school grounds or similar areas, breakfast and 
dinner in camp served from a mobile kitchen, 
and a lunch and two rest stops each day on the 
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road. For an additional fee, a tent and porter service was available. 
Tents were set up each day with the gear inside before our arrival in 
camp. This service is becoming increasingly popular and was quickly 
sold out this year. Breakfast and dinner consisted of good, wholesome 

food, not gourmet, but probably as good as can be expected for feeding 
2200 riders plus hundreds of volunteers from a mobile kitchen. There 
was a vegetarian option. Lunches consisted of a sandwich on scrump-
tious bread, salad, chips, fruit and a cookie. Each of the rest stops had 
fruit, water or sports drink, and various other assorted goodies, more 
than enough to keep those legs pumping. The routes were clearly 
marked. We were given a packet of waterproof maps and cue sheets, 
but rarely needed to consult these on the road. Eight sag vans patrolled 
the course each day to assist riders in need of assistance. 

 

Upon arrival at each day’s destination, we found our gear already 
unloaded from four semi trailers. Dozens of local volunteers helped us 
locate our bags and transport them to our selected tent site. Tips are 
pooled for the benefit of a 
local school or community 
group or event. After setting 
up camp, showers were the 
next order of business. Four 
or five semi-trailer shower 
trucks are divided into two 
sections consisting of a 
dressing area and seven 
shower stalls. There is an 
endless supply of hot water! 
A unit of eight sinks with 
mirrors slides out from the 
side of each truck. 

 

After a refreshing shower, it 
was time to find the Widmer 
Brothers beer tent. Pints of 
Widmer beers (23-25 kegs/
day) or glasses of Eola Hills 
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�������������� Oregon wine were available to enjoy while we visited with friends and 
listened to local entertainment on the portable Main Stage. Drop Top 
Amber was a favorite, mine as well, and the Hefeweisse was also popu-
lar. Pinot Noir was the most consumed wine. Alternatively, we could get 
a massage, acupuncture, or join the yoga class. Or perhaps we’d buy a 
smoothie from the Ben & Jerry’s stand. Other services included a full 

line of mechanical services by Bicycle Gallery, a chain 
of Portland bicycle shops, bike detailing, cell phone 
recharging, towel rentals, espresso bar, bike skills 
clinic, and a bike clothing and accessories sale tent. A 
photographer was on the course each day taking pic-
tures of the individual cyclists and the scenery. The 
photos are available for purchase, as is a booklet of 
pictures from the entire week’s ride. 

 

Each morning as we went to breakfast we received a 
newssheet that described the day’s ride, the day’s 
menu, photos from the previous day, a classified sec-
tion, and notes from the road. Breakfasts and dinners 
were served by volunteers from about half a dozen 
lines, and we ate at tables under a large tent. 

 

Each evening at 7:30 we gathered for announcements from the Main 
Stage. Jonathan Nichols, a former columnist for The Oregonian, Port-
land’s newspaper, and one of the original organizers of Cycle Oregon, 
spoke about the local community and some interesting historical events. 
The ride director, Jerry Norquist, cautioned us about riding safely and 
alerted us about the specifics of the next day’s ride. Then a meteorologist 
gave us the next day’s forecast (he nailed it every time). Following an-
nouncements, we were treated to first class entertainment, usually a mu-
sical group (jazz, blues, rock, bluegrass, etc.). One of the favorites was 
Karaoke from Hell, where riders volunteered to sing in front of the band 
for all to hear. Many of them were surprisingly good. 

 

There is one more 
reason why I am so 
fond of Cycle Oregon. 
Part of the entry fees 
goes into a Cycle Ore-
gon fund, which pro-
vides grants to the 
benefit rural Oregon or 
bicycling in Oregon. 
This year, Cycle Ore-
gon gave a Signature 
grant of $50,000 to 
Oregon State Parks to 
create a network of 
state scenic bikeways. 
The vision of Cycle 
Oregon is that Oregon 
will be recognized as 
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America’s best bicycling state. A challenge to Wisconsin, perhaps? 

 

At each destination, hundreds of local volunteers helped serve food, set up 
and take down tents, carry 
gear, etc. Cycle Oregon 
provides stipends to the 
local communities in return 
for these services. Oregon is 
not a wealthy state, espe-
cially outside the metropoli-
tan Portland area, and Ore-
gon has been especially hard 
hit by the current recession. 
Cycle Oregon helps alleviate 
the hardship. I should also 
mention that this year Cycle 
Oregon has made a big ef-
fort to go green. Spotted 
around each campsite, lunch 
stop, and rest stop were little 

tents enclosing three receptacles, one for recycling, one for composting, 
and one for waste. A volunteer was on hand to help us sort the waste into 
the proper bins. (Yogurt cups went onto the recycle bin, but the foil tops 
into the waste bin.) The plates, cups and utensils were all made of biode-
gradable starch from corn, potatoes and sugarcane, which can be com-
posted. I was told that 80% of the waste stream could be recycled or com-
posted. 

 

This year’s ride was called A Different State of Mind. This referred to the 
mythical state of Jefferson. Back in the depression of the 1930’s, the 
northern coun-
ties of Califor-
nia and south-
ern counties of 
Oregon were 
feeling ne-
glected by their 
respective state 
governments, 
and these re-
mote counties 
were undergo-
ing especially hard times. A movement to secede from California and 
Oregon and form a new state to be called Jefferson was underway, and a 
petition was to be presented in Washington on December 7, 1941. Well, 
another event on that fateful day led us into World War II, and the petition 
was never presented. Even though the movement faded, the State of Jef-
ferson lives on in the hearts and minds of many of the residents. 

 

The ride itself started in Medford, the largest town in southwestern Ore-
gon. The first day we rode south through acres of pear orchards (think 
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then up and over the 
Siskiyou Mountains into 
Yreka, California, 
which was to have been 
the Capital of Jefferson. 
We enjoyed a great 
view of Mt. Shasta once 
we were over the sum-
mit, still showing snow 
at the higher elevations. 

The next day we followed the Klamath River to Happy Camp. On day 
3 it was back up over the Siskiyou Mountains to Lake Selmac, Ore-
gon. The next day we started on a busy highway, but later rode along 
the rugged and scenic Hellgate section of the Rogue, a Wild and Sce-
nic River. Our destination was Glendale, a logging town. On day 5 we 
rode in overcast to a summit and then the sun appeared as we de-
scended into Grant’s Pass, where we had a layover day. The final day 
was a return to Medford along the Applegate Valley, enjoying rest 

stops at wineries along the way. Just before Medford, we stopped in 
Jacksonville, an historic gold mining town. The longest day was 79 
miles from Yreka to Happy Camp. The hardest day was probably the 
first, with an 8-mile climb over Siskiyou Summit followed by strong 
headwinds for the last 15 miles. Day 3 also featured an 8-mile climb 
of 6 to 8% grade, and later, a surprise bump that took us up a 20% 
grade for a short distance. There were lots of walkers on that one. 
Total elevation gain for the week was 28,000 feet. 

 

One might expect that with so many riders, it would be hard to meet 
people and make some new friends. That 
was not the case. I was able to hook up 
with an old fraternity brother, who has 
retired from Oregon State University. We 
also socialized with a group of friends of 
our son and his wife, all engineers who 
formerly worked together and now bike 
together. 

 

Each year the Cycle Oregon route is an-
nounced in February. It fills within a couple of weeks. Check it out at 
their website: www.cycleoregon.com. 

34��	5����	�
��
&!
������ �� � � � � ���������<�



��

�

Being new to road-riding, I found it thought-provoking to read the results 
of the 2009 Dane County Cycling Survey and also the Why Join the Bom-
bay Bike Club article in the previous issue of Extraordinary Reflections 
and consider why I joined the club this year.  This is only my second sea-
son of regular road riding.  I had done short fitness riding and spin classes 
for awhile after deciding my sedentary life style was killing me and I had 
tipped the scale at over 300 lbs four years ago.  My fitness goals involved 
working out inside a gym each day, along with paying attention to diet till 
I whittled away 60 or so pounds.  But I wanted to get out and enjoy fresh 
air more in the summer.  I started hearing about the joys of road riding 
and touring and the benefits of training from new friends and a sister who 
were experienced riders.  After my sister and a friend helped me find and 
equip a great bike at a clearance price in spring of last year, I was on my 
way.  Once I got on that carbon-frame bike and started pedaling, I wanted 
to keep on rolling. 

 

I had found the Bombay Bicycle Club web site online last year in the 
spring.  The initial impression I had was that this was a large, long-
standing club – maybe too big for a shy new rider to try and hook into.  I 
didn’t see the link to the newsletters so didn’t get a feel for the heart and 
culture of the club.  And the general contact screen seemed uninviting to 
me – there is something about seeing some personal names of folks to 
contact that might have made a difference the time.   Meanwhile, I had 
joined a group where I work that was training for  a charity ride that oc-
curs in August, so I figured that would work for most of the summer rides, 
in addition to ones I did on my own and commuter rides to work. 

 

I gradually became acquainted with the Bombay Bicycle Club this riding 
season as I tried a few Saturday and Sunday morning rides throughout the 
spring and summer.  I also ran into some folks on some of the WNBR.org 
rides who are Bombay members.  After one very hilly ride out of Black 
Earth, I started talking to Jonathan, who was a BCETs coach this past 
spring and he told me about that training program.  After huffing and 
buffing up the hills of western Dane County, I wished I had found out 

about that last spring (I hope to be able to do it in 2010). 

 

In early July, I got to a Saturday morning Bombay ride just before it 
started and rode from Cross Plaines to Mt. Vernon and back with club 
president Dennis Kosterman and a friend of his who were sweeping 
the ride.  He gave me some hill riding tips and told me about being 
sure to get proper nutrition throughout longer, more strenuous rides.  
Dennis later e-mailed me information and a link to the BCETs training 
site to further wet my appetite for the coming season.  I did one of the 
Thursday evening rides (that ended in a potluck) and also enjoyed the 
social aspect of the club.  Folks at the potluck were friendly and wel-
coming.   Things didn’t work out for me to make it to another Thurs-
day ride, but I hope to make it to a few of them next season. 

 

At some point in August (perhaps around the time I rode the Fear of 
Barlow ride) I decided to join the club.  I would have to agree with 
Bob Colder in his article on why to join the club that one of the rea-
sons is the camaraderie of meeting people through the club who have 
some common interests and purpose for riding.  That continues to be a 
gradual process for me because I tend to be a bit shy introducing my-
self to new people sometimes.  I agree with the conclusion in the sur-
vey regarding the need for more volunteers to take different paces to 
accommodate different skill level riders and the suggestion that there 
is a need for more volunteers to get involved in “taking the role of 
mentoring new members to make them feel accepted in the organiza-
tion.”  I hope to be able participate in volunteering as my transitioning 
life situation settles down in the future. 

 

I’m glad there is a club like the Bombay Bicycle Club that sponsors a 
variety of rides throughout the county.  It has been fun to explore the 
many scenic back-roads I wouldn’t normally have occasion to see and 
enjoy while feeling the rhythm of my heartbeat and my legs pumping 
while climbing the many hills in the area, and seeing and savoring the 
aroma of the changing seasons with each deep breath I take.  It’s all 
the more fun when you can ride with some folks who have a similar 
pace and can enjoy the ride with you.  I hope the club attracts new 
riders and expands it’s demographics in the coming years and contin-
ues to help members enjoy the many aspects of bicycle riding.  
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June 8, 2008: A small 
group of intrepid cy-

clists gathered at Tenny Albert’s house, prepared to ride the 20 or so miles out 
to Vermont Lutheran Church in western Dane County for the 2nd annual Bicycle 
Breakfast and “blessing of the bikes” (you can read Denise Oen’s account of the 
inaugural event – which I missed – in our 2nd newsletter of 2007: “Volume 33 
Issue 2”). 

 

A brief look at the weather radar showed a menacing multi-colored blob advanc-
ing from the west, and most of the group wisely decided to drive out instead of 
riding – but not me, and not Bob Calder, and not Linda Norton. We were the 
gamblers (or the idiots – take your pick) who said: “We can at least get out there 
before the storm hits, and then someone will give us a ride back!” So off we 
headed, picking up fellow gamblers (or whatever) Spencer Black and Pam For-
nell along the way. Within a few blocks, Pam had what turned out to be a lucky 
flat tire, and told us to go on without her – our race with the weather would 
brook no delays. So the four of us cheerfully waved goodbye and headed west. 

The first raindrops hit us as we were descending Old Sauk Pass, and by the time 
we got into Cross Plains, it was raining (quite) a bit harder. We could have 
ducked into the Uphill Grind and sat there drinking coffee until the storm 
passed, but our inner Charlie Brown said “A little rain never hurt anyone!” and 
we continued on. By the time we were halfway to Black Earth, it was raining 
about as hard as I’ve ever seen it rain (I’m not sure “seen” is the correct word – 
we could barely see at all at this point). The religious ones among us were won-
dering if God was punishing us for our hubris, and praying to Him that the light-

ning all around us wouldn’t get any closer. In view of that lightning, we 
decided to stay low and take KP and 78 instead of our planned route 
over the hill on Union Valley Road. 

 

From that point on, I tried (with surprising success) to turn my mind off 
and just let adrenaline take over. Putting my head down and turning the 
pedals for all I was worth, I didn’t let up until we made the turn onto 
Vermont Church Road. “Last one up the hill is a rotten egg!” sez I, 
knowing it would be me – with shelter in sight, the urgency was gone, 
and the other three are all better climbers than me anyway. 

Attendance at the breakfast was light (not surprising, given the 
weather), but they all turned their heads when four drowned rats 
strolled in. But pancakes and sausage and bacon and apple sauce taste 
just as good (maybe even better) when you’re cold and wet, and we 
smugly told ourselves that we had “earned it” – unlike the other more 
prudent attendees who drove to the church. At the blessing of the bikes 
afterward, we joked that ours were doubly blessed, since they had been 
“baptized” on the way there. But we were not too proud to accept a ride 
home from Cass Hussey, who drove all the way out there to get us – 
even though it was no longer raining. It’s the “new logic”: ride in the 
rain, and then get a ride when it stops! 

P.S. Six days later, a series of similar storms rolled through during the 
Horribly Hilly Hundreds, and this time I was smart enough to take shel-
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If high-tech materials like carbon fiber, aluminum, titanium and magne-
sium can make you go faster, what will platinum do to make your bicy-
cling around Madison easier and more enjoyable? 

 

Representatives of the Madison Mayor’s Platinum Biking Committee will 
be on hand at the annual Fall meeting of the Bombay Bicycle Club to fill 
you in on just what the city’s bid for the cherished Platinum designation 
means to you personally, and to answer your questions. The meeting will 
be held starting at 5 p.m. Sunday, Nov. 8. in the Lussier Family Heritage 
Center at Lake Farm Park. 

 

And that’s not all. Monika Wingate will discuss her recent survey of BBC 
members – their feelings, expectations and wants. Find out what your 
fellow members said and make your suggestions on where the club should 
go with the survey results. 

 

There will also be reports from the current club officers, election of new 
officers for 2010, free dinner and beer, drawings for door prizes and lots 
more. 

 

Directions to the Lussier Family Heritage Center (which in recent years 
has become the traditional BBC membership meeting location): 

 

From the Beltline Hwy 12/18 EXIT on South Towne Drive 
SOUTH. After the round-about, the road splits. Go LEFT (East) 
on Moorland Road which later curves right, south, and changes 
to Lake Farm Road. Entrance is on the LEFT (less than 3 miles 
from the Hwy 12/18 Exit.)   

 

Also, this will be a good time to renew your membership for 12 full 
months from the date of the meeting or from the end of your current expi-
ration date, whichever is later. Check the address label on your recent 
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ter during the first (relatively mild) storm, and then “sag” from the 
100-mile point to the finish just before the second bigger storm hit. I 

was then able to watch the hardest rain I’ve ever seen from the safety 
of the shelter at Blue Mound State Park – and cheer with the rest of 
them when some fool (not me this time) came riding up the hill in the 
middle of it! 

September 12, 2009: Hoping for better weather (and succeeding!), 
the organizers moved the ride to September, and once again our little 
group gathered, this time at Spencer Black’s house. With the prolifera-
tion of “big rides” in the area, it’s getting harder and harder for them 
to avoid each other, and thus we were missing two of last year’s cast: 
Tenny Albert was riding “Bike the Barns” (scheduled for the same 
day), and Linda Norton was resting up for the Ironman (scheduled for 
the very next day). Kudos to both of them: Tenny actually detoured 
off the “Bike the Barns” route to make an appearance at the Bicycle 
Breakfast, and Linda finished the complete Ironman the next day 
(something I can’t even dream of doing). Congratulations, Linda! 

But Spencer and Pam and Bob and I were all there, along with half a 
dozen or so others, all of whose names I do not know – so you will 
have to identify them from the accompanying photo (by David Ferch, 
whose name I do know). We also picked up a few more along the 
way, and had a pretty sizable group by the time we reached the 
church, dry and happy this time. In fact, everything went so well that 
there’s not much of a story to tell – last year’s ride was much more 
“interesting.” Again, attendance was light, due to the aforementioned 
competition. It’s too bad, because this is a great event – great for pub-
lic relations between the Town of Vermont and the cycling commu-

nity, great for those who 
like to ride (the church 
is so beautifully situated 
that you can’t help but 
have a great ride out 
there, no matter which 
route you choose), and 
great for those who like 
to eat! And the proceeds 
went to Dream Bikes, 
“providing affordable 
quality bikes to those in 
need” (http://dream-
bikes.org/). Oh, and you 
also get your bikes 
blessed! Hope you can 
make it next year! 
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newsletter for your expiration date. 

Come join your fellow bicycling friends and catch up as another great 
season of BBC rides comes to a close and we look forward to making 
the next one even better! 
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ExtraOrdinary Reflections , the 
newsletter of the Bombay Bicycle 
Club of Madison, Inc., is published 
four times per year. Please e-mail 
comments, articles, photos, and let-
ters to the editor to Diana Gettinger, 
editor of ExtraOrdinary Reflections, 
at dgetting87@gmail.com. For 
questions about advertising, email 
Diana or call 1-608-215-5427. 

Membership Information and Re-
newals: Please check the expiration 
date on your mailing label. When you 
renew, please be sure to include no-
tice of any address change that may 
have occurred. Fees are $20 for indi-
viduals, $28 for households. Please 
note that a waiver of liability is re-
quired of all ride participants. Forms 
are available at all ride starts and on 
our website. 

Acknowledgments : This newsletter 
is published through the efforts of the 
Board and of many volunteers. Most 
of the costs of the newsletter are cov-
ered through advertisements placed 
by area bike shops and businesses. 
Please patronize our advertisers. 
 

Advertisers  

Bike Wisconsin 
Boys & Girls Club 

Budget Bicycle Center 
Cronometro 

Dairyland Dare 
Erik’s Bike Shop 
Hill Street B&B 

Machinery Row Bicycles 
Mike Rawlings 

Orange Tree Imports 
ICHS Quadrupedal 

Sentry Foods 
Specialists in Sports Performance 

TRIRI 
Williamson Bicycle Works 

 
BBC Web Site:  

www.bombaybicycle.org  

The Officers and Board 

 

Century Chair: Carin Ishida-Rawlings 
608.836.1396 / mcrawlings@charter.net 
 
Director-at-large: Greg Hyer 
608.798.2892 / grhyer@wisc.edu  
 
Public Relations: Mike Dutton 
608.846.8497 
michael.r.dutton@gmail.com 
 
Website Administrator: Carin Ishida-
Rawlings (Assisted by Adam Kim & Ryan 
Smith)  
 
Newsletter Editor: Diana Gettinger 
 608.215.5427 
dgetting87@gmail.com 

President: Dennis Kosterman  
608.277.0451 (h) / 608.770.3133 (c) 
dennisk@tds.net 
 
Vice President: Bill Hauda 
608.935.7106  
hauda@hughes.net  
 
Secretary: Tenny Albert 608.249.9565 
tennyalbert@gmail.com 
  
Treasurer: Lanny Moen 608.843.6788  
moenl@sbcglobal.net 
  
Membership Chair: Don Michalski  
608.274.1886 / dem@astro.wisc.edu  
 
Touring Chair: Mike Gengler  
608.938.4549 / m.gengler@att.net  


