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 Former Roundel editor Yale 
Rachlin has been gone 
from the corporeal world 

since 2005, but he remains a 
vital element of club history. 
Rachlin was Roundel’s art direc-
tor from 1979 through 1983, 
creative director 1984 through 
October 1987, and editor from 
November 1987 through May 
1998. During this period, he 
oversaw the transition of Roun-
del from a clubby newsletter to 
a full-size magazine. He never 
tired of meeting members, and 
he always made them feel like 
hearing their story was the most 
important thing in the world to 
him.

I first met Yale at a kick-off 
Roundel staff meeting he called 
in 1987 when he became editor. 
There I learned that he lived 
near me in Newton, Massa-
chusetts, and that Roundel was 

assembled in the basement of 
his house by pasting it up on 
oak tag sheets using hot wax 
dispensed from a machine. In 
addition, he shot a good amount 
of the Roundel photography 
himself, and developed and 
enlarged the prints in his dark-
room. Obviously, there were 
contributing writers, but to me, 
the idea that in the pre-digital 
publishing world, one person 
could assemble the entire book 
was astonishing. We hit it off 
immediately, and saw each 
other frequently over the next 
fifteen years. Yale was a father 
figure and a mentor, and I make 
no bones about the fact that I 
adored him.

Yale came to track driving 
somewhat late in life, but he 
was very good at it. He had a 
1974 2002tii that, as is the case 
with so many of us and our cars, 

became the repository of his 
dreams of perfect apexes—and 
much of his disposable income. 
A Chamonix (and later Alpine) 
tii with Motorsport stripes, 
the car, which wore the Mas-
sachusetts plate YALE R, was 
well known at BMW events and 
tracks in the eastern United 
States where Rachlin drove and 
instructed. 

In addition to knowing Yale, 
I had an intimate relationship 
with YALE R; not only did I 
ride in it and drive it during 
the several attempts Yale made 
at teaching me to navigate a 
track, and occasionally work 
on it, I also damaged it. In early 
1989, Yale had just had a Metric 
Mechanic engine and transmis-
sion installed in the car, and I 
asked him how he liked it. “Go 
and see for yourself, ” he said, 
tossing me the keys.

I went out to his garage and 
tried to start the car, but it 
wouldn’t crank. It turned out 
that the car had an unusual anti-
theft device; the high-beam stalk 
had to be pulled in while you 
cranked it—but I didn’t know 
this. No sooner did I get out, 
“Hey, Yale, how do you—” than 
I heard a sickening crash. I went 
back to find that I’d stupidly left 
the car in neutral with the hand-
brake off, and it had begun to 

roll backward out of the garage. 
Only the fact that I’d left the 
driver’s door ajar saved it from 
rolling down the driveway into 
a stone wall. However, the door 
was bent backwards.

I was mortified, but Yale was 
unfazed. Compared with the 
car’s two track smacks, this was 
just a flesh wound. He grabbed 
his camera and had me re-create 
the incident, with the door ajar 

and me doing my best Home 
Alone face. The event was writ-
ten up in the July 1990 Roundel 
story, “Crashing Dad’s Car. ”

When Yale and Bette retired 
and had to downsize to one car, 
Bette’s bad knee necessitated 
that that car be an automatic, 
and Yale made the difficult deci-
sion to sell the tii. Club founder 
Michel Potheau’s dentist bought 
it—but he didn’t pamper it. 

SCOTT AND FRAN HUGHES 
DONATE YALE RACHLIN’S 
2002tii TO THE BMW CCA 
FOUNDATION.

COMES HOME
YALE 
YALE

BY ROB SIEGEL

 A beaming Bette 
and Meryl Rachlin 

pose in front of 
YALE R. 

Scott Hughes meets 
the Grand Poobah 

himself.
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The condition of the car 
quickly deteriorated. When 
word got back to Yale, he 
was deeply disappointed. 
He once morosely told me, 
“Michel said the dentist lets 
his babysitter drive it. ” He 
always regretted selling the 
car.

Enter the Windy City 
Chapter’s Vince Strazza-
bosco. In 2001, Strazza-
bosco became interested 
in tracking down the car, 
saying that he thought it had 
“historical significance. ” 

(He had already purchased 
Satch Carlson’s rally 2002ti, 
Ol’ One-Eye.) A local 
Boston Chapter member, 
Justin Gerry, responded to 
Strazzabosco’s online search 
and offered to help locate 
the car. Gerry is literally a 
lifelong 2002 guy, having 
been brought home from 
the hospital as a newborn in 
his father Bob’s 1976 2002; 
he said he’d seen a white 
big-bumper 2002 running 
around Framingham, and 
wondered if it might be the 
same car. 

I remembered the story 
about Potheau’s dentist and 
passed that on to Strazza-
bosco; he eventually got 
the dentist’s name from 
Potheau, and eventually 
managed to contact him. 
However, Strazzabosco 
lived in Chicago. He took 
Gerry up on his offer to 
put eyeballs on the car, and 
Gerry eventually found 
YALE R sitting unused and 
run down in a storage barn 
in Medway, Massachusetts. 
“I still remember the first 
time I sat in the car, and 

I could certainly feel that 
it had that deep sense of 
history, ” Gerry later said. 
“All the track miles, events, 
Oktoberfests, drives—it just 
seemed to be asking to be 
rescued. ”

However, the dentist 
wanted crazy money, out 
of line with the car’s run-
down condition. Nothing 
happened.

Several years later, by 
chance, Gerry saw the car 
on the streets of subur-
ban Boston in December, 

covered in salt dust, looking 
even more rusted than before. 
Coincidentally, in early 2004, 
Yale wrote wistfully about the 
car in a column titled “When 
Stuff Happens. ” Strazzabosco 
and Gerry both read the 
column, and it spurred them 
back into action. Strazzabosco 
contacted the dentist again, and 
Gerry was man on the scene 
once more. The car was rusty, 
tired, and sad, but this time the 
dentist was realistic about its 
value; he just wanted it gone. 
Strazzabosco sent Gerry in to 
make a low offer in person, and 
for $600, YALE R was reclaimed.

There is a long e-mail trail 
between Gerry and Strazzabosco 
over how best to prepare the 
car for the drive from Boston 
to Chicago. Buried in it is the 
following nugget from Justin: 
IMHO you got one hell of deal. 
If I had not known you had been 
searching for almost four years 
for this car, I would have bought 
it for myself, as I have all the 
necessary sheet metal and most 
of the spare parts in my barn to 
restore this car back to 100%. I 
think 90% of the guys out there 
would have just purchased it for 
themselves even with your tip-off, 
but I am true to my word that I 
would help you get the car and 
get it back into the club. If you 

change your mind about this car 
now or in the future, make sure 
you look me up. I’m happy the 
car is back with the club and out 
of Dr. Evil’s hands!

In early February 2004, in 
the middle of a snowstorm, 
Strazzabosco flew to Boston to 
get the car. Strazzabosco and 
Gerry worked on it all day at 
CCA member Steve Howard’s 
house, replacing the fuel pump 
and changing the oil, filters, 
and plugs. Strazzabosco then 
drove YALE R back to Chicago 
in a continuation of the same 
snowstorm. Other than the 
predictably squirrelly snow 
performance—and the sunroof 
deflector flying off—YALE R 

made the trip without incident.

Both Strazzabosco and Gerry 
corresponded with Rachlin, let-
ting him know that the car had 
been rescued. Yale responded 
“I’m delighted to hear from you. 
Thanks so much for more of the 
story. Among the dumb things 
I’ve done over the years is, of 
course, selling that tii. ”

Strazzabosco owned the car 
for about two years, and even 
took it to Oktoberfest in its 
unrestored state. But he eventu-
ally realized that the car’s needs 
outstripped his resources. In 
2005 he contacted Gerry, asking 
him if he was still interested in 
buying YALE R. Gerry pulled 
the trigger.

Justin Gerry and Vince Strazzabosco are the 
guys responsible for rescuing YALE R. 

 The caravan 
queues out-
side German 

Autowerks for the 
drive to Spartan-

burg.

The assembled crowd gathers inside the museum. 
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“ALL THE TRACK MILES, 
EVENTS, OKTOBERFESTS, 
DRIVES—IT JUST SEEMED 
TO BE ASKING TO BE 
RESCUED.”

YALE
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YALE

Sam Smith, whose column 
replaced Yale’s slot in Roun-
del, and who now plies his 
magic at Road & Track, was 
the one who drove YALE 
R from Chicago to Brook-
lyn in order to deliver it to 
Gerry. Gerry writes, “The 
total trip was 820 miles, and 
at mile 819, Sam hit a bump 
coming off the Manhattan 
Bridge, and some exposed 
wiring grounded out against 
the frame, causing a small 
electrical fire. ” [Well, a large 
enough fire that during his 
cell-phone call with Gerry, 
people were yelling at Sam, 
“Your car is on fire!” Very 
Sam Smith.] “The fire man-
aged to go out—and the car 
still ran. ”

Within a week, Gerry had 
spliced the front harness 
using sections from several 
parts cars, repairing the 
damage from the electrical 
fire. Just before Thanksgiv-
ing, he drove the 320 miles 
through the Adirondack 
Mountains to his father’s 
house in upstate New York 

to begin YALE R’s restora-
tion. Snow seems to follow 
the car on this trip, they hit 
blinding snow that turned 
to sleet. Gerry says that 
somewhere he has a photo 
of YALE R’s nose completely 
encased in ice, and that by 
the time they arrived, the 
only functional illumina-
tion was supplied by the fog 
lamps.

The restoration was, not 
surprisingly, a long and 
expensive process. Bob 
Gerry did a lot of the heavy 
lifting, stripping the car and 
taking the shell to his friend 
Scott Hilborne for rust 
repair. Inner and outer rock-
ers were replaced, as were 
front fenders, the passenger-
side floorboards, the hood, 
the right rear quarter, 
and numerous smaller 
patches. The restoration was 
extremely respectful of the 
legacy of the car, leaving 
its external appearance as 
intact as possible—not only 
recreating the Motorsport 
stripes but preserving the 

original BMWCCA (with no 
space) and Boston Chapter 
window decals, and recy-
cling the Corvettes of Mas-
sachusetts (COM) sticker 
on the underside of the 
trunk lid. (COM organized 
many of the driving schools 
at Lime Rock and the old 
Bryar track in New Hamp-
shire). The car’s distinctive 
Momo basket-weave wheels 
were retained—and New 
York YALE R plates were 
ordered.

Gerry commuted back and 
forth between Brooklyn 
and his dad’s house, doing 
much of the mechanical 
work himself. The engine 
was still strong, so it was 
left untouched. A five-speed 
transmission was found. All 
the suspension bushings 
were replaced except for 
the rear subframe bush-
ings, which appeared to be 
an unusual solid-rubber 
design, possibly from a 2002 
Turbo. The interior was 
freshened with a new carpet 
and isolated pieces from the 

Gerry parts stash. YALE R’s 
original mismatched Recaro 
seats were retained. 

When Gerry got the car 
back and began first driving 
and then tracking it, he 
gradually introduced per-
formance improvements—
as had Rachlin—including 
rear disc brakes, suspen-
sion and cooling-system 
modifications, and a factory 
2002 Turbo oil cooler. He 
and the car lived in Brook-
lyn, allowing YALE R to be 
a bohemian again, until they 
both relocated to Atlanta in 
2014. I was re-introduced 
to the car when the Gerrys 
brought it to Vintage At 
Saratoga in 2013. I went 
misty when I saw it—and 
when I learned that it still 
had its pull-the-high-beam-
stalk antitheft switch, I 
cried.

After ten years of owner-
ship, Gerry felt it was time 
for someone else to care for 
YALE R. He prepared to list 
the car on Bring A Trailer. 

At the same time, father Bob 
was selling a bunch of E9 parts. 
CCA member Amy Allain-
Lester saw Bob’s ad, and the 
two began talking—and Amy 
learned of the plans to sell YALE 
R. Sensing an opportunity for 
the car to remain in the CCA 
family, Amy asked the Gerrys 
to hold off a few days on the 
BaT sale while she contacted 
longtime CCA member and 
Foundation board member Scott 
Hughes.

Just before last Christmas, 
Hughes went to Gerry’s house in 
Atlanta, saw YALE R in the flesh, 
and bought it on the spot. Then, 
in a remarkable act of gener-
osity, Scott and his wife Fran 
donated the car to the BMW 
CCA Foundation for display in 
their museum. When I learned 
of the Hughes’ gift, I told Meryl 
Rachlin, Yale’s daughter; she was 
deeply touched.

Over the next few days, the 
pace of events accelerated 
considerably. Initially, Gerry 
thought Hughes would simply 
pick up the car, drive it to the 
CCA Foundation in Spartan-
burg, and that would be that. 
But another member, Jonathan 
Poole, suggested that a small 
caravan of Atlanta-area BMW 
folks should accompany the car 
on the drive. Soon the event 
grew, and a formal induction 
ceremony at the Foundation was 
organized. Meryl began plan-
ning for her and her 91-year-old 
mother, Bette, to drive from 
Florida for the event. I was 
asked to cover it for Roundel. A 
breakfast at a local repair shop 
was organized, from which the 
convoy would leave and accom-
pany YALE R on its last ride. 

I flew to Atlanta in January and 
connected with Strazzabosco at 
the airport. The next morning, 
we met Justin and Bob Gerry 
before dawn. There was the car, 
now wearing Georgia YALE R 
plates. I wound up riding shot-
gun with Gerry, feeling instantly 
at home and comfortable in the 

mismatched Recaros. We drove 
to Jeff Chang’s shop, German 
Autowerks, which hosted bagels 
and coffee for about 30 people. 

An assortment of about two 
dozen cars then accompanied 
YALE R for the final drive from 
Atlanta to Spartanburg—and a 
fine assortment it was, includ-
ing Richard Poole’s Canadian 
2002ti, driven by his son, 
Jonathan; Dan Tell’s absolutely 
insane turbocharged 2002, with 
an intercooler literally larger 
than its radiator; two E9s; two 
M635CSi’s; a Z4 M coupe; and 
an F80 M3. The caravan left the 
shop and pulled onto I-295.

But as the intersection with 
I-85 approached, as Gerry and I 
were jabbering with each other, 
he absent-mindedly followed 
his daily commuting route to 
mid-town Atlanta, taking I-85 

south instead of heading north 
to Spartanburg. He quickly real-
ized his error and turned around 
at the next exit, but now we were 
several miles behind the rest of 
the caravan, along with the M3 
and the Z4 M coupe.

We were honor-bound to, you 
know, catch up. So we did.

Gerry wound up YALE R to 
triple-digit speeds behind the 
M3. The 02 was amazingly stable 
and planted, a testimony to how 
well Gerry has maintained it. 
I’m not one who believes in the 
whole “Person X was smiling on 
us” thing, but if ever there was a 
time to believe in it, this was it. 
I photographed the speedo and 
live-posted on Facebook, “I am 
the ghost of Yale Rachlin, and I 
approve of what Gerry is doing 
to my car. ”

Once the speed settled down 

Rob Siegel reads 
the chapter on 

Yale Rachlin from 
Memoirs Of A Hack 

Mechanic.
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Bob Gerry, Bette and Meryl Rachlin, Justin Gerry, and Vince Strazzabosco prepare to 
say goodbye to YALE R.
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YALE

and we’d caught up to the cara-
van, I told Yale Rachlin stories, 
and Gerry filled me in on many 
of the details of the car’s restora-
tion. As we hit the exit ramp off 
I-85, Gerry dropped it into third 
and nailed it. YALE R gobbled 
up the ramp liked the well-
prepped track rat that it was. 
“Sorry, ” he said, “I just needed 
to do that one last time. ” No 
apologies necessary, Gerry; it 
was awesome.

As we approached the Founda-
tion, it occurred to me that I’d 
been self-indulgent in hog-
ging the shotgun seat; since 
Strazzabosco was the person 
who played the pivotal role in 
locating and rescuing the car, 
I thought that he really should 
ride in it as it entered the build-
ing. When I verified that all two 
dozen cars were safely off the 
highway and onto the Founda-
tion’s access road, I brought the 
caravan to a halt a few hundred 
feet from the building. I got 
out of the car, ran back along 
the parked caravan, and found 
Strazzabosco. He ran up to the 
front, and then he and Gerry 

a self-portrait that Yale 
himself had shot, devel-
oped, and enlarged. (I’d 
brought along the original 
photo, and I donated it to 
the Foundation.) The rest 
of the chapter is somewhat 
emotional, and when I 
realized that I was reading 
it in front of Yale’s widow 
and daughter, it was all I 
could do to finish it. Finally, 
Bette, 91 and slowed a bit by 

age and Alzheimer’s, spoke 
briefly, and Meryl told some 
stories of track-driving with 
her father.

I shed a mental tear when 
Foundation curator Michael 
Mitchell asked about the 
car’s anti-theft device. Gerry 
said that it had become 
unreliable, so he’d removed 
it. It was probably the right 
decision for a curated 
environment—I mean, you 

wouldn’t want some idiot to 
crash it, right?—but boy, I 
hated to see it go.

Asked about his donation, 
Hughes said, “Knowing Yale 
for many years, when we 
found out that YALE R was 
about to be sold, I was con-
vinced that we had to save 
this very special BMW—
special because it was Yale’s 
car, and it represents who 
he was and his profound 

influence on the history of 
BMW CCA. Fran and I are 
proud to be able to donate 
YALE R to the Foundation 
museum, where it repre-
sents all things good about 
this club that we treasure. ”

I said at the beginning that 
Yale was very good at reach-
ing out to BMW CCA mem-
bers. And now, with his car 
residing at the Foundation, 
he still is.

The BMW CCA Foundation

The BMW CCA Foundation was 
established in 2002—appropriate, 
right?—with three goals: The 
promotion of driver safety, the 
archiving of important materials, 
and the conservation preserva-
tion of significant automobiles. 
The CCA and the Foundation are 
separate entities which currently 
have separate buildings, but they 
are about to be brought closer: 
A seven-acre parcel of land next 
to the BMW Performance Center 
in Spartanburg will become 
the home campus for both 
organizations.

BMW CCA Foundation executive 
director Scott Dishman wants 
BMW CCA members to under-
stand that the 45,000 items in 
the Foundation archives belong 
to them; he plans that the new 
Foundation digs will be bigger and 
better, and hopes to turn the new 
site into a geekfest destination for 
enthusiast CCA members.—Rob 
Siegel

drove YALE R into the building 
as the cameras clicked.

The tii was given a quick towel-
off before being presented to the 
assembled crowd. With 74 regis-
tered attendees, a few late arriv-
als, and CCA and Foundation 
staff, we had nearly a hundred 
people. Foundation executive 
director Scott Dishman framed 
the event, then introduced Scott 
Hughes, who acted as a gentle 
emcee while Strazzabosco and 

the Gerrys talked about the 
rescue and restoration of the car. 
Bob told about how he found 
one of Yale’s business cards 
tucked up under the rear seat 
between the springs and the 
horsehair, a place where one is 
unlikely to fall; he interpreted it 
as Yale saying, “This is still my 
car; take care of it. ”

I had the privilege of read-
ing the chapter about Yale 
from my first book; it included 

AN ASSORTMENT OF ABOUT TWO DOZEN CARS 
THEN ACCOMPANIED YALE R FOR THE FINAL DRIVE 
FROM ATLANTA TO SPARTANBURG.

 Bette Rachlin, 91, still tells stories about Yale's 2002tii.

BMW CCA 
Foundation director 

Scott Dishman 
introduces Scott 
Hughes, Bob and 
Justin Gerry, and 

Vince Strazzabosco.

BMW CCA Foundation curator Michael Mitchell adds YALE R to the inventory.

Ro
b 

Si
eg

el
Ro

b 
Si

eg
el

Tim
 D

en
iso

n

Tim
 D

en
iso

n


