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October 5, 2019
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Contact Roger
2:00 pm -Dinner/ 3:00 pm meeting
6:00-9:00 pm Lind Funeral Home Jamestown, NY
Contact Roger
6:00 pm - Kwik-Fill Rt. 60 Jamestown
6:00 pm - Kwik-Fill Rt. 60 Jamestown

The Little
Chapter

U

U
U U

That Does!!!

NY-U Chapter Team
Chapter Directors - Arlene & Roger Connelly 716-386-6765
theconnellys@windstream.net
Assistant Directors - Sally & Gene Jaquith
chandle_64@yahoo.com
Treasurer - Nancy Schaal
Member Enhancement - Betty Mac & Maleia Fetters
Ride Coordinator - Roger Connelly 716-499-6765
Newsletter Editor - Maleia Fetters Stinky4048@outlook.com
Sunshine - Debbie Perez
Chapter of the Year Coordinator - Kathy Eidens
Dash-for-Cash Coordinator - Brenda Peterson
Chapter U Couple of the Year - Paul & Maleia Fetters
District Educator - Cliff Schaal cliffschaal@hotmail.com
NYS District Couple of the Year - Mark & Brenda Peterson
National and District leadership can be contacted at the
following websites:
National - www.gwrra.org/nationalofficers.html
District - www.gwrra-ny.org/officers.htm
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The Gold Wing Road Riders Association (GWRRA) is the world’s largest
single-marquee social organization for owners and riders of Honda Gold
Wing/Valkyrie motorcycles as well as any other motorcycles, and some
would say, the world’s largest family. Dedicated to our motto, Friends for
Fun, Safety and Knowledge, GWRRA members enjoy the freedom of
belonging to a not-for-profit, non-religious and non-political organization.
Founded in 1977, GWRRA has grown to more than 72,000 U.S., Canadian
and International Members in 53 foreign countries in just 35 years. Over 800
active Chapters are managed by 4,000 volunteer leaders working with
members to foster safe, enjoyable riding while also working to improve the
public image of motorcycling.

Dash
for
Cash

28
Points
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Chapter U Director’s Corner
Wow, where did summer go and is winter really approaching? Not to worry; fall is a beautiful time of the year
for riding and there is still lots of riding left to do.
I would like to thank everyone for the great turnout we have had this summer for our dinner and weekend
rides. We have had some awesome rides with good food and wonderful company. As I’m thinking over the
past, the word “plaque” comes to mind. Chapter X now has it. Let’s go get it. We have never visited them.
We had a wonderful trip to Wing Ding and our ride on the “Dragon Tail” and the “Claw” was not that scary.
Yes, I did it! Hard to believe but it’s true. Roger is writing an article on Wing Ding so I won’t duplicate his
thoughts but I want to thank all of you for helping us achieve the highest award a Chapter Director can get
from GWRRA. As you know, we received the International Chapter Directors’ Award at Wing Ding. I still
have to pinch myself to make sure it is true. We could not have achieved this without all of you. We are the
“Little Chapter that CAN and DOES!!!”
We have a big commitment coming up this spring. We will be hosting the Ride-In. Lots of things to decide on
and plan. First, we need a committee. If you are interested in helping on this committee, please let Sally
know as she will be the new director and will be heading up this very important event. We need to get started
ASAP. It will be lots of fun and laughs. I promise you! I’d like to see us have our first committee meeting
some time in November to select a date and talk about a place. Let’s make this a good old fashion Ride-In.
Lots of fun and less frills. Remember the fun the last time we hosted this event.
Let’s think about what we can do to chase away the winter blues before they get here. Halloween and
Thanksgiving are right around the corner and our Christmas party will be here before we know it. Roger and I
will be happy to host the party on December 7th at our home so mark your calendar. If someone else would
like to do it, it will not hurt our feelings. Just speak up.
Speaking about Halloween, if you are out that night, please drive safe and watch out for the ghost and goblins
or if you are staying home, have lots of treats on hand so you aren’t tricked.
Put your thinking caps on. Let’s not let winter and cold weather stop us from socializing. I would like to
suggest that our Chapter meet a few times during the winter months just to have fun besides our monthly
meeting. Maybe take in a movie, go bowling, have a game night, etc. Let’s have some FUN!
As always, until we have to put our bikes away for the long winter months, please remember ride safe and “All
the Gear, All the Time.” Remember we are the “Little Chapter that CAN and DOES.
Again, as always, thank you for your support and remember membership makes us strong.

Arlene, Chapter U Director
“The Little Chapter that DOES”
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From the Handlebars
Roger Connelly - 716-499-6765
District Ride Coordinator
As promised at the State Rally I am trying to put together a District ride for the riding season 2020. I
am looking for interest and feedback on this adventure. I am planning on going to The Ark in Williamstown
Kentucky. This is an amazing place. They have built an exact size replica of Noah’s Ark. It is full of animated
animals and they show how this could have really taken place. Please look at this online; just put in The Ark
Kentucky and it will come up. Talk it over with your partner and see if this is something you would like to try.
This is some very preliminary information on how I think this is going to go.
Williamstown KY is about 440 miles from where Chapter “U” rides normally start, which is a gas
station at the intersection of I-86 and State Route 60 Jamestown NY. I am looking at a five-day minimum
ride, two days out and one day there and two days back home. This could be extended depending on what we
want to do. When our chapter travels, I try to find hotels at about $75.00 to $100.00 a night and have a
breakfast, plus a gas station nearby. Lunch is usually had somewhere along the trail and dinner somewhere
near the hotel, within walking distance. I would like to see us on the road by 8:30 am and at our resting for
the night place by 5:00 pm. I try not to use expressways any more than necessary; I like to see America as I
travel. We should be riding about 250 miles on traveling days. Breaks are every one and a half to two hours
with refueling. I am not much for chain brand restaurants and look for the Mom and Pop type of
establishments. Speed, I tend to run close to the speed limit. On longer trips, we need to keep the pace going.
This is flexible with weather conditions. The absolute most important rule is to have fun. We do have fun on
rides, see interesting things, and go through interesting places. The ride is as much fun as the destination. I
am planning this as a District event so your chapter should get Dash for Cash points for attending this with
five or more members.
So what I am looking for is a couple of things. One, I want to know who is seriously interested in this
event. Look at the Ark online. Talk it over with your riding partner and let me know if you are interested in
coming with me. I am going to do this ride no matter how many or few are coming. I have wanted to do this
for a couple of years and I am doing this in 2020. Second thing I am looking for is when? I am looking at the
second week in June, not a lot of schools are out yet and it is before graduation parties. My other option is
right after Labor Day, school has started and the weather is cooler.
I am not looking for a commitment at this time but I am looking for who is really looking at doing this.
I am also wanting to hear which of the two time periods work better for you. I need to hear from you by the
end of October. Then I can start a very preliminary itinerary for this trip. If you have any questions please
contact me at cell 716 499-6765 or email theconnellys@windstream.net. Remember by October 31 let me
know by email if you are going, how many are going one or two, and which time period works better for you
or if you have no preference. Thank you and start getting ready for a great time.

Roger J. Connelly NY District Ride Coordinator.
Ride like your life depends on it, IT DOES.
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Chapter Educator Part Two
Several years ago, National decided to eliminate Rider
Educators at the Chapter level. I am sure they had their reasons
which I will not go into now. I personally was not in favor of this
change in policy. My thought on this change was that it was
contrary to the basic core values of GWRRA of Safety and
Knowledge. My hope is that every time we get on our bikes, we
learn something new or we refresh a riding skill. Let’s face it most
of this knowledge is presented at the Chapter level. Bottom line, we
need members who set the standard “all the gear all the time” and
who have an open line with the District Educator to bring riding
courses, seminars, and Parking Lot Practice to the Chapter. Sounds
a lot like our old Chapter Educator.
Good News! National has decided to bring back Chapter Education. Complete with a
new title, Chapter Skill Enhancement Advisor. What do you really need to fill this position?
A desire to help our fellow members be safe and knowledgeable riders which will allow them
to continue riding well into their golden years. Please read the summary of the position on
the next page and review it with an open mind if you have been involved in Rider Ed in the
past and you felt slighted when the position was eliminated. Please consider helping your
Chapter membership in this next step in Chapter life. As always my phone is always on
(716)397-9212 or you can E-Mail me at cliffschaal@hotmail.com with any questions or
comments, good or bad. Enjoy the fall riding and watch out for wet leaves.
REMEMBER:
IF YOU WANT TO USE IT LATER IN LIFE, COVER IT UP.

Cliff Schaal, NY-DE

All the Gear All the Time

Your New York District Educators: Cliff and Nancy Schaal
cliffschaal@hotmail.com

7

716-397-9212
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A Ride to Remember X2
Not saying that all our rides aren’t memorable,
but some just go above and beyond. Case in
point…August 21, 2019. It started out as normal
as any Wednesday Night dinner ride. We met at
Kwik-Fill, Harry & Kathy Eidens were leading to
Cindy’s (The Amish Place in Panama). We had
an enjoyable ride until we got to a “detour”. Harry had checked out the ride a few days earlier but no “heads
up” that they were taking a bridge out. We started around (Harry & Kathy, Paul and me) and the first part
was graveled and packed, but don’t you know as we came around the corner it got mushy and we sank.
Luckily most of the others stayed back, but
we were too far in and decided to keep on.
One of the neighbors came out and helped
push us out; he said he just had to pull out a
dually that got stuck. Now here we were two
bikes on one side of the bridge and the rest on
the other. Harry went back to tell the others
how to go, and then came back and we
followed him. We got to Cindy’s and waited a little while for the others. When they didn’t show up Harry
went to find them. He came back shortly and said he could hear them on the CB but couldn’t find them. I
called Nancy, who was in the car, but her phone kept cutting out. Just about the
time they came in I tripped and fell on the cement
porch. I wanted to have supper but Paul said I had
to have stitches, so oﬀ we went to WellNow Urgent
Care in Lakewood. It was 3 minutes to 8 and they
closed at 8. Paul went in and asked if they would
take me and they agreed. It turned out they were
having a meeting that night so they had to stay
anyway. I didn’t realize they were out questioning
Paul to make sure he hadn’t hit me. (I guess they
thought he was Hell’s Angels or something.) After
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they talked to me for a while they realized I really had fallen. The nurse asked if I wanted a picture and when
she realized I didn’t know how to take a selfie, she showed me how. The young guy (the older I get, the
younger they look) who stitched me up did an excellent job, I don’t think I’ll have much of a scar - there goes
the sympathy card! Everyone said the meal was excellent - which just made me miss it more (I’d waited all
year to go!!) Anyhow, all’s well that ends
well - or does it? Found out Debbie and
Hector had an accident with a sledge
hammer and she broke a finger.

Now on to X2
You’d think everything would go back to
normal. Well - Not So. On to September 4th
dinner ride. We met again at Kwik-Fill,
Gene and Sally Jaquith were leading, and we were going to Brocton. Everything went fine until we got to the
intersection of Moon Road and West Oak Hill. Mark’s bike quit, Paul thought Jim was going to stop, but he
was just pulling up beside Mark, needless to say we ran into the back of Jim’s motorcycle. Lots of pieces and
parts, but the bikes (except Mark’s) still ran. Jim and Roger worked on Mark’s bike, finally got it started, and
ended up leaving it at Wayne’s - who was just down the road. We ended up going to the Springs for supper.
The next day Roger & Jim went up to Wayne’s and fixed the bike (it was the alternator) but in the process of
fixing it Jim broke 3 bones in his foot trying to get the center stand up. He also went to WellNow (at least
we’re good for business :-). Later found out that Cindy Woodin fell and also got a black eye at her house.
Looking forward to the next 4 Dinner rides of the
season - Hope you can join us - We all need a little
adventure!!!

Notes from the West End of the State

10-19

Wing Ding 41, it is in the books, over, done, finished. We are home safe after ten days on the
bike. I had a good time and I am glad I went. It did have its highs and lows.
Started the ten days with the trip down. Had planned on leaving on Monday and getting
there on Tuesday. So why are we leaving on Sunday, glad you asked. I received a phone call about
three weeks ago from Bruce Beeman asking if we were going to Wing Ding and when we would get
there. He told me that Arlene and I were going to receive a National Merit Award for Chapter
Directors at the award ceremony on Tuesday afternoon. That caused me to change from leaving on
Monday and arriving late Tuesday afternoon rolling over the 683 miles of road needed to get us
there in two days. Now we are leaving Sunday facing three days of travel on the backroads instead
of hammering out the manmade hell we call interstates. We are out the driveway heading to the
Flip Café in Edinboro PA for breakfast, one of my favorite places. They have many strange omelets
like a Reuben. After breakfast, we were on the road to new adventures. This is fun because I am far
enough from home that the roads are all new to me, which means new things to see. It also means I
don’t know where all the turns are and I really need to watch road signs. The weather was great and
we had an uneventful and very enjoyable ride. After about 350 miles, we arrived at our first night’s
stop. Lightning struck the *hithouse on this pick for a night’s stay. The place was a State owned
Conference Center in a State Park sitting on a beautiful manmade lake. We sat on a large deck that
we had pretty much to ourselves having an after road cocktail watching the boats and jet skis criss
cross the lake, some pulling skiers. Others on the lake were fishing and there was a beach where
others were enjoying a swim. Cocktails went into dinner and as we were eating, deer came out of
the woods to join us while woodchucks roamed the area doing whatever woodchucks do when they
are not chucking wood. The sun was setting on our nightcap and none of us wanted to go to bed.
This place was just beautiful in every way it could be.
Morning came as it always does and we loaded up to get on the road. This day was not so
bright and we all put on rain gear. We got about an hour and a half down the road and the rain
started. It was a slow rain and was setting up to last all day. It never got to raining hard, but it did
rain most of the day. About 2:30 pm, the rain quit and by this time, we were in the Bluegrass state.
The roads were getting so they were wandering up and down hills and back and forth round the
plantations. Most are lined with white wooden fences or stone fences. The stone fences were
amazing; they went on for miles and miles, I mean thirty, forty miles. I can’t even imagine how
many stones are in these walls. You don’t see this on the interstate. The plantation houses are so
majestic and the horse barns, well some of them looked better than the houses. On and on it went
until our front tires had turned about 264,915 revolutions and we were at our next stop for the
night. Your front tire on your Goldwing makes about 841 revolutions per mile and we went 315
miles. I know, I’m crazy, who even thinks to calculate this stuff anyway. Tonight’s stop was a nice
hotel with a Mexican restaurant right next door. The margaritas were good but they didn’t make up
for the place we stayed last night, nothing was going to equal that. We ate and had a nap to get
ready for our last leg of the trip.
Sun’s up, we emptied the feedbags at breakfast, and now we were facing the mechanical
horses for the last leg of the adventure to the Gaylord. This would be a short jaunt, only about
ninety miles or about 76,000 revs of the front wheel, OK OK I’ll stop with the wheel revs. The rains
of yesterday have left and would never be seen again on this trip. Off we went and in a couple of
hours, we pulled into the parking lot of the Gaylord. Let Wing Ding 41 begin. We moved into our

room and now it was time to discover this place. The place is huge and I mean big. I am not even
going to try to describe it, it is bigger than you can imagine. The app they sent to my phone to help
you get around didn’t work very well for me. I don’t know if the app was bad or if I just wasn’t
giving it the old college try, I really think it was the later. I got the paper map of the place and I was
feeling better, this is something I can relate too. Found a place to get some lunch, nothing is cheap
here. Nothing was even reasonable here. As we walked around looking for where the award session
was being held, we could see this place has one of everything. We walked through waterfalls,
gardens with full-grown trees. Streams and a small river with a boat ride; the boat would sit twenty
people. One area had fountains that would dance and light up to the music that was playing. Into
another section and you were walking through the Louisiana Delta with all the wrought iron
railings on the buildings and balconies. There were elevated walkways, bridges, and stores that sold
everything you could want. We still had not arrived at the area where the award session was taking
place. The Gaylord is a huge place. We walked by a shoe store, an upscale clothing store, several
places to eat, several knick-knack and novelty stores. None of this I have mentioned is outside; we
are still under one roof. Now I am seeing signs pointing to the area I am looking for. We follow the
signs until we arrive at the Ryman room where we meet up with Ted and Janice. We took our seats
as the ceremony was beginning, and it was interesting. They got to the Merit awards for the
Chapter Directors and sure enough, Arlene and I were called to the stage. We were standing on the
stage with five other couples that had earned the same award. We were all getting ready to leave the
stage and return to our seats when they start to announce that one of us six couples had earned the
International Chapter Directors of the Year award, and the lucky couple earning this award is
Arlene and Roger Connelly. We could not believe it. This was an honor beyond our belief. We
looked at each other thinking did we hear this right; it was very exciting. When we got back to our
seats, we asked Ted and Janice about the award. They knew nothing about it and were as surprised
as we were. It was a very pleasant shock to all. It does not get any better than this. The rest of the
day was a blur. Arlene and I had a celebratory dinner with Wayne that night at a restaurant in the
area with all the waterfalls. I said this place was pricey, dinner for three, a bottle of wine, and two
Rum and cokes; all in over $250.00.
The next day we found places outside of the Gaylord to eat. Although it was a hike, it was a
lot cheaper. Found an offsite liquor store and that made the stay more affordable. We got our
registration packet and we headed for the GWRRA booth as we had promised to help with the
booth. They gave us our jobs to do and we were off and running. I really enjoyed the helping out
with the booth. It was only for two to three hours and we met many new people. After helping with
the booth, we were off to the vendor show. It was a good time to talk to people about all the new
stuff that was available for the bike and for us in the form of apparel. If you can imagine my biggest
purchase was………..MAPS, what else. Soon it was time for the evening meal and entertainment.
The meal was good, the entertainment lacked luster.
Thursday was the day we planned to go to The Grand Ole Opry. Luckily, it was located right
next door to the Gaylord so we could just walk over there. We had a good time there and was glad I
went. After the tour and all, we went back to the Gaylord and joined the Wing Ding events. I am
trying to avoid saying a lot about Wing Ding; I am planning to address that in next month’s article.
Again, I had us signed up for the night’s dinner and entertainment. More about that next month.
Downtown Nashville here we come. Friday’s temperatures were going into the 90s, so to
avoid trying to fool with the motorcycle, parking, and standing traffic, we took an Uber ride to
town. That worked really well. We started walking up and down Broadway, which is about eight

blocks long and consists of one bar after another. Each one is three stories high and then a rooftop.
By 1 pm, the streets were flooded with people. Each bar had a band on every floor plus the roof all
blaring music. I looked around and said to myself “I am looking at Mardi Gras with country music.”
Only thing missing was the floats in the streets. This place had its own show in the streets. Here
they cut the tops off old school buses behind the driver cab and people party on them as they drive
around the town. One of these buses had a hot tub on the back of it. If you did not like the school
buses, they have tractors pulling wagons through the streets loaded up the same way the buses
were. If that did not work for you, there were wagons that would hold about twelve people all with
pedals at each position and they would pedal themselves around town. All of these modes of
transportation also involved the consumption of alcohol. I am getting old. We stayed downtown
into the night because the drill teams and light show were being held in the parking lot of the
football stadium. There were three drill teams performing at Wing Ding and they all did a
wonderful job. If you have never seen one of these drill teams, make it a point to attend an event
that will have a drill team. They are fun to watch and these people are very dedicated to putting on
a great show. It does not take long before you can tell the discipline they have to put into these
great shows. After the drill teams finished it was dark and the light show was on. Again, these
people put a lot of time and money into these motorcycles to put on the show they do. If you see
nothing else at Wing Ding, you need to see the drill teams and the light show. Not only are the
lights great but also you need to hear the sound systems they have installed into these motorcycles.
You will remember the sights and sounds of this show for years to come. Another Uber ride back to
the hotel, and we were cocktailing in the room before turning in.
Saturday came with more bright sunshine. I was looking for a little more of a low-key day
than the ones in the immediate past. After enjoying breakfast, we went to the room and started
picking out what we were going to send home. Dirty laundry and much of the stuff we bought from
the vendors were topping the list. Everything bundled up we now headed to the vendors area and to
the UPS booth to have it sent home. It was very convenient that they had a booth there. A last
breeze through the vendors and a couple of last minute purchases, we boxed everything up and it
was on its way home before we were. Now we found our way to the closing ceremonies and watched
how they brought to a close this five-day event. Many thank you’s were given out. A short preview
of the Wing Ding to come in Springfield, Missouri next year and then the drawing of all the tickets
and door prizes. As we made our way back to our rooms, it was time to start saying our goodbyes to
old friends and the new ones we met. Back in our room, we started to pack for the trip home.
Again, we were greeted by another beautiful morning and we were packing up the
motorcycles for the trip home. Wing Ding was fun but I was ready to start heading home. I was
ready for the wind to start caressing me, as my motorcycle would be disturbing the air around me.
We had a quick breakfast at the local Waffle House and the trip home had begun. Having no idea
when we would be this close again to the “Tail of the Dragon”, it was decided that we would go and
conquer it. Heading east on the back roads of Tennessee I was feeling a lot of anticipation about the
ride on the Dragon. Tennessee is a long state and I knew we had a few hours of riding before we
would arrive. As the hours ticked away with the miles, we were closing in on the road of our goal.
Crossing the time zone line, another hour was stolen from us without putting any miles behind us.
We pressed on regardless and soon I saw the sign for US 129, the Dragon was now in our reach. We
stopped at a store to take care of the things that needed to be taken care of and with a little
refreshment we were now ready to take on this fabled road known as the “Tail of the Dragon.” As
we approached the beginning, there were signs stating that this is a high crash area and to use
plenty of caution as you traverse this road. There are restrictions on the size of vehicles and trailers

that were allowed to transverse this highway. We have passed the last warning sign and now in my
sights is the first turn of the Dragon; we have arrived. Remember that we are loaded with clothes
and I have Arlene on the back. The turns are coming at you now, hard right then a hard left. I am
now down into third gear and as I would see the end of the turn, I would start to apply power to
make the bike stand up for the very short straight before the start of the next turn. Setting up for
the next turn would require crossing to the other side of my lane and fixing my eyes on the apex of
the corner. Hitting the brakes short and quick to kill momentum as the bike enters the turn you are
now leaning the bike for all it is worth. You can hear your tires scratching at the pavement; the
engine is quiet and waiting for the signal from the right handlebar to start powering the bike out of
the corner. The apex of the corner passes your foot and your right hand gives the grip a twist hard,
you do not have a lot of time to get the bike out of the turn. The engine immediately comes to life,
and the rear suspension sinks to its bottom position and the bike starts to stand up as it emerges
from the turn. The front tire is now light on the road and the rear tire is holding on for all it can. No
time to waste, pulling the power off and dropping the bike into a deep lean the next corner is not
approaching, it is there. Your front tire is now loading up and the suspension is bowing down. The
foot peg is now hitting the asphalt and you know you are at maximum turn mode. Again, the apex
passes your foot as you hold it up in the air as the foot peg can’t hold it being pushed up by the
pavement. Power well applied the bike starts to stand up again. As the spring pulls the foot peg
back down into the normal position, your foot finds its way back onto it and now the process starts
all over again for the next turn. While doing this process for every turn, you also have to keep in
mind there are others coming at you in the other lane. There is no room for a mistake. This road
has no shoulders, one side within inches of the pavement edge the ground drops away down a steep
embankment loaded with trees. You are not going to recover from this. The other side of the road
has a steep embankment coming down to meet the edge of the pavement; there is no second
chance. As we traveled the road, we caught up to a motorcycle that was taking a less aggressive
ride; and while we had a break in the action, I started to think that I am glad the foot pegs were
spring loaded and tried to remember how many times my foot was removed from them by the
pavement. I had lost count. Don’t forget that Arlene is on the back of my bike. She really did a great
job staying with me. There are a few pull offs along the road and when we got to one, the bike let us
pass and the game was on again. Soon we came to the end and we pulled into the parking lot and
got off. I was ready for the break. The Goldwing is not a sport bike; it takes effort to make it handle
that kind of road. I was ready for something to eat and take satisfaction in the fact we did not just
ride on the “Tale of the Dragon,” we drove it. After getting something to eat, we were back at it
going back the other way on the Dragon and heading to the hotel for the night. If you get nothing
else out of this article, remember this. DO NOT EVER GO NEAR PIGEON FORGE, state route 441;
it is a 12-mile, four lane, parking lot. We got to the hotel, ordered pizza, and I was ready for a good
night’s sleep.
Sun’s up, time to see if we could get closer to our home. Chomp down some wonderful hotel
breakfast and we were on our way. The wheels were turning and the motors humming, “We’re
getting closer to our home.” Thank you Grand Funk Railroad. We pulled off the super slab to start
riding the back roads of West Virginia and found the first road was Route 16 AKA “The Claw of the
Dragon.” This road is 32 miles long and the curves are not nearly as tight as the Dragon of
yesterday. This road allows for a much more fluid of motion drive. I enjoyed this road very much
and it had many overlooks. The views were fabulous and with the roads more subdued layout, it
gave you a chance to enjoy them. This road had a lot more elevation changes, which added to the
beauty of the ride. After we completed this part, we stopped at the store for a quick break. When we
continued, we followed the back roads of West Virginia heading Northeast. If you have ever heard

the term holler and wondered if they really existed, I can tell you they do. There are three kinds of
land in West Virginia, mountains, valleys, and hollers; there is no flat land or straight roads. When
you travel through this state, you are either going uphill or downhill which is not a bad thing. This
is a truly beautiful state. I could ride in this area all the time. We wandered through this state all
day long until we got to our hotel for the night. It truly was a wonderful day. Dinner and bed, and
we would be ready for the final day of this trip.
Waking up in Gassaway WV, I was ready for the final day ride of going home. The sun was
washing the earth and warming it up very nicely. Loading up the motorcycle and checking it over
for the day’s ride. Everything is looking good and soon we are on our way. We ride for awhile
winding roads until we come to a small town nestled down in a valley among the hills. We stopped
at a restaurant for breakfast. The town was surrounded by little farms mostly with goats as they
were standing on the mountains that surrounded it. The restaurant was small but the food was very
good. Locals came and went while we were there and everybody seemed to know each other. It gave
me a peaceful refreshing feeling. It was good to see a community that really cared about each other.
You could tell when they talked to each other it was not just lip service; it was people that relied on
each other for survival in this small part of the world. We left after breakfast and ended up
following a tanker truck. It didn’t take long before you could tell this was not his first time on the
road. To watch this guy make this truck dance through the turns and hills was truly amazing.
Again, these roads have no room for error, no shoulders, minimal guardrails, and narrow lanes. As
we came down the last hill, I could see the road was straight and we passed the truck. I gave him
the thumbs up; this guy could drive. As the road came to its end at the Ohio River, we turned north
and now I was still in my glory. I was driving on a road that was next to a waterway. I love riding on
roads next to water. I was amazed at the number of barges that were on the river. I knew the
Mississippi river had a lot of traffic, but not on the Ohio. It was very interesting to watch tugs
pushing groups of barges up and down the river. Many companies had docks set up for loading and
unloading the barges that the tugboats were delivering. We continued north until Ohio, West
Virginia, and Pennsylvania all came together and the Ohio River starts the head on its meandering
way to Pittsburgh. We keep heading north and in a couple of hours, we were rolling into the drive.
We unloaded our luggage out of the saddlebag on the motorcycle; it felt good to be home. I rolled
the two-wheeler back into the garage and as I laid on the floor pulling on the oil drain plug I said to
myself “Man what a ride.”

Roger J. Connelly

Assistant District Director “NY” West.
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