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RIDE REPORT: REDNECK GYRO #9, July 20-22, 2019
The weather is a part of motorcycling. As an outdoor sport, riding requires watching the
weather and being prepared. Yes, the weather is unpredictable, sometimes uncomfortable and
potentially dangerous. It can also be a thing of rare beauty. The variability of the ambient
conditions adds an element of adventure to riding that must not be ignored.

HOT!

Crazy, blazing, unrelenting heat was the theme of this ride. Temperatures were
predicted to hover in the low 100’s; no laughing matter. Spending 10 or 12 hours per day
exposed to those conditions, astride a hot air-cooled engine is not everyone’s idea of fun. I had
three riders signed up. One cancelled; I don’t blame him either. Don has been on several tours.
He is in very good shape and rides like the wind, but he’s no spring chicken. He has done long
days before, but Carole, his high school sweetheart and wife of many decades, who, ironically,
gave him this tour as a Christmas present, put her foot down and forbade him to come. I’m sure
she knows best, and Don transferred his gift certificate to another ride later in the season that
went off without a hitch.
This left Nolan and Dwight and me riding our Italian stallions:
1975 Ducati 860GT 37K miles
1974 Benelli Tornado 30K miles
1979 Moto Guzzi 850T3 20K miles
We packed rain gear, because,
well, you ever know. For this
trip, RetroTours also provided
Camelbacks so that we could
sip water while underway and
stay well hydrated. Of course,
we also used our riding gear to
cover as much skin as possible;
there would be no fooling
around and no tank tops on
this outing. The weather
presented a serious challenge
and was potentially
threatening; we took no
chances. We planned to stop in
the shade every 50 miles or so
to cool off and made a point of finding airconditioned restaurants wherever possible.
Nolan and Dwight had been on several tours before and they both arrived Friday night and did
the B&B thing here. We had dinner together and hit the sack early so as to be well rested in the
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morning for our Saturday departure. Breakfast was early: 6:45 and we had the wheels rolling on
time at 7:30. Best to leave early and accomplish as many miles as possible before the heat of
the day sets in.
Our route begins
with a southwest
heading, paralleling
but avoiding Route 1
on small farm roads,
until we are forced to
use it to cross the
Susquehanna at
Conowingo, MD.
Riding across the
long hydroelectric
dam affords nice
views of the reservoir
to our right and the
rocky river flowing
towards the
Chesapeake bay to
our left. There is a
massive Harley
dealer just past the dam where we often stop for clean restrooms, free hot coffee, the chance
to purchase any needed gear, and yes, to look at the bikes. We get off Route 1 after about 10
miles and continue west and south, using secondary marked routes through the village of Fork,
MD, then Jarrettsville, Reisterstown, Eldersburg, and Burtkittsville. Each of these small towns
has a unique character, yet they all share the laid-back vibe of rural Maryland.
About 5 hours into our day we cruise through Civil War battlefields; I feel as though I can hear
the ghostly wails of Union and Confederate
soldiers, long dead and buried here. We
reach the Potomac, crossing it into
Shepherdstown, West Virginia, and pop up
a steep driveway for lunch at the posh
Bavarian Inn, on the shores of the river.
Thankfully it is well air conditioned. We
dine and drink lots of cold water. When we
exit, it feels as though we walk into a solid
wall of heat. It’s not too bad if we keep
moving though, and that’s exactly what we
do. Our riding gear is ventilated, so the
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moving air causes perspiration to evaporate, cooling our core temperatures, but the heat and
its effects are cumulative as the day wears on. There is no escaping it. All we can do is maintain
our forward progress, keep drinking from the Camelbacks, and pray that our cabin in the
mountains has decent AC. Once through Martinsburg we cross under Interstate 81 and pick up
one of my favorite roads: The Tuscarora Pike; sharp ascent, scenic ridge, plunge back down.
I have a very interesting looking path chosen
to get us through the tiny
village of Unger’s Store
and across a corner of
Virginia on a dirt road,
but a detour puts me off
my game. I miss one of
the signs and we wind up
riding through Berkeley
Springs, which is a bit
traffic-y, and here we pick
up 522S. With a bit of
help from a local variety
store proprietor, we are
soon back on track. A few

miles past the general store in
Slanesville, we turn up the
mountain at Augusta, onto
peaceful Hoy Rd. A good
distance upgrade, past several
very attractive looking
farmsteads, we locate our
cabin, and yes, it is well and
truly air conditioned; we walk
into a ‘meat storage locker’ as
the owner has left the AC on
high for us. We sink into
comfortable chairs and relax.
This cabin is like a cave where
can finally escape the heat. It is
aptly named “Just Far Enough”.
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Dinner is at a local café; we manage to scrounge a
light breakfast from whatever we find in our cabin.
Strong coffee helps us get out early in the morning,
again to beat the heat. We are heading due west now,
slicing in and out of a bit of Maryland on Route 135,
through Westernport, Savage State Forest, and
Oakland. The road is comprised of wide-open
sweepers climbing in and out of the clouds, and our
big Italian Twins are loving it. At Hutton, we run out of
Maryland and pop back into West Virginia to Alta
Terra, where we have arranged to meet with Tom
McKee to tour his Sky Ranch.
Tom and his wife Debbie are gracious hosts and we are delighted to view his amazing
collection of vintage bikes which includes Indians, Harleys, Hendersons, and exotic Japanese
and European race bikes of the past. To top it all off, Tom has an incredible story about each
and every one of them. Terra Alta is home to 1500 people living 2500 feet above sea level. The
altitude thankfully takes the edge off the extreme heat, and we linger here a while, eating lunch
with our hosts in a repurposed Ford dealership that opened in the early 20th century. Tom
suggests that we scrap our route sheets and follow him through the mountains for a “short”,
especially entertaining, circuitous ride to Oakland, where we pick up 219S to our original
planned route east on mountainous Route
50. Tom’s idea of a short ride turns out to be
a bit longer than we expected, but no less
entertaining. The light mists and sprinkles
that we encounter keep us slow enough to
admire the exceptional mountain scenery,
with the benefit of mitigating the everpresent high heat. We spend our second
night at “Just Far Enough” and enjoy the
kind of rest that is only possible on a high,
West Virginia mountaintop.
On Monday we again get an early start
and coast down Hoy Road for several miles
before shattering the morning quiet by
bump starting our engines. We make our
way to PawPaw then turn off the main road
onto tiny, twisty Magnolia Road and Detour
Road, the old way over the mountain, to
pick up Route 9, just south of Berkeley
Springs, with a photo stop at Prospect Peak.
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The morning mist is still upon the distant peaks, and in the quiet, Nolan and Dwight wax
philosophic.
Nolan: “I’m just trying to understand the meaning of life on a vintage motorcycle”.
Dwight: “Do or do not. There is no try.”

After Berkeley Springs, we turn north and cross back into Maryland at Hancock, but only for
12 miles. This is the narrowest part of
Western Maryland and we are quickly back
in Pennsylvania. 522N brings us through
Big Cove Tannery and Fort Littleton to Burnt
Cabins, where we deviate onto tiny rural
mountain roads, cutting across the
Appalachian Ridge. We descend on the
eastern side into Arendtsville then
Biglerville: apple orchard country. On then
through Seven Valleys to cross the
Susquehanna at Holtwood. A short ride
through Amish farmlands brings us back to
Kennett Square, where cold beverages and
maximum A/C make Lynn’s delicious dinner
the perfect way to celebrate our successful
Gyro.
BENISSIMO!
Breakfast at K’s Place on 522; mountain backdrop.
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“I love the smell of West
Virginia in the morning.”

Nolan, at right, on the Benelli
650 Tornado. Dwight, below, on
the Moto Guzzi 850T3 and
below at right, modeling the
latest in RetroTours swag.

Join enough tours and you get the entire wardrobe!

