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Another Great Summer 
for PARR Members 

 

     Another great summer riding 
season has come and gone albeit a 
little too quickly.  Seems like only a 
few weeks ago, PARR was heading 
out for its first overnight adventure  
and in a blink of an eye, weôre 
staring into the autumn riding 
season.  But such is life ð time 
speeds up when youôre having fun 
(or maybe when you get olderðor it 
could be both).  It truly has been a 
season of fun and we created lots of 
memories that Iôm sure weôll have a 
chance to reflect on during those 
cold, snowy, wintry days.  I hope 
that everyone got to experience that 
ñwhat a great ride that wasò  time.  If 
you didnôt, then you must have 
wandered into  another motorcycle 
group.  Better find your way back. 
     I didnôt get as much riding in that 
I wanted, but Iôm satisfied with the 
rides that I had.  I even managed to 
get in a 4-day solo ride that put me 
on the edge of Utopia.  (I love our 
group rides, but a solo, multi-day 
ride is a different ball game that puts 
you in another dimension where 
time does not exist, only the open 
road ahead.)  PARR member, Paul 
Flynn, also had a chance to 
experience this great feeling when 
he did his solo ride to Americade in 
upstate New York and into the 
scenic beauty of New England.  His 
story is featured in this issue of the 
SPOKE.  
     The riding season is still not over 
and PARR has more great rides for 
all to enjoy.  So donôt be in a rush to 
winterize your bike just yet.   
     In this issue, I tried to capture the 
essence of the PARR riding season.  
Hopefully, as you read through the 
stories contained in this issue of the 
SPOKE you may get to experience 
(if only in your mind) the great times 
we had.   Enjoy! 

 

      Mike Wascak 

Editor:  Mike Wascak  

Roughing it Smoothly 
by Carol Thomas  

 
     In Virginia and West Virginia, from 
Friday, June 3 through Monday, June 6,  
were a few of the best riding days a 
motorcyclist could imagine.  It was  
perfect for PARRôs first overnight riding 
adventure of the 2011 riding season.  
Crisp mornings, daily mild temperatures 
and minimal humidity characterized 
these particular days.  What a great time 
for the group to depart on its four-day 
trip to Lost River State Park in wild, 
wonderful, West Virginia  . 
     A group of nine bikes assembled in 
the Colonnade Shopping Center in 
Clifton, VA on June 3rd for a ride to one 
of West Virginiaôs beautiful, serene state 
parks.  Our club members were headed 
out to occupy ñmodern cabins in the 
woodsò that boasted fully stocked 
kitchens, comfortable bedrooms, 
spacious living rooms and peaceful front 
porches.  The parkôs roads were freshly-
blacktopped and ready to meet our 

wheels and tires.  Excitement was in 
the air as we headed out on our first 
overnight trip of 2011! 
     The route to the park was adorned 
with lush spring foliage and two-lane 
blacktop, but it was satisfyingly 
uncomplicated.  The group headed 
south on Route 29 until reaching 
Gainesville.  At this point we picked up 
Route 55W and enjoyed off-highway 
riding until we stopped for gas in Front 
Royal.  From there, we continued 
westward on Route 55 through 
Wardensville, WV, picking up ñA 
Motorcyclistôs Route 55ò ï more 
commonly known as ñOld Route 
55.  Thank goodness for West Virginiaôs 
four-lane ñCorridor Hò; it graciously 
accepts automobile traffic and clears 
the ñOld Routeò for motorcyclists! 
     After turning south off of Route 55W 
in Baker, WV we soon arrived at the 
park, located just off of Route 259S in 
Mathias, WV.  After checking into our 
clean cabins, we jumped back on our 
bikes and descended the narrow, 
twisting back road from Lost River State 

PARR members enjoying upscale camping at Lost River State Park  



Page 2 of 10        Spoke óN Word       Summer 2011 

Park in order to get lunch and 
groceries in Moorefield, WV.  After 
informing the group about multiple 
decreasing radius twisties, steep hills, 
consecutive switchbacks, possible 
crumbling stretches of blacktop, and 
the weird camber of the roadway, I 
led the group down County Route 
12.  If youôve never ridden this road, 
suffice it to say that it resembles a 
chain of twisted, distorted paper clips 
all linked together and dropped into 
the side of a mountain!  Fortunately, 
we all rode it safely and happily and 
no one clobbered me for the 
challenging routing decision upon 
reaching the bottom. 
     After lunch and our maiden ñclub 
grocery shopping tripò, we headed 
back to the park.  We emptied our 
saddlebags of recently-purchased 
refrigerated goods and rode to the 
friendly Lost River Grill.  Here, we 
were joined by non-riding spouses 
who traveled via automobile to meet 
us for the weekend.  We enjoyed a 
pleasant meal and then returned to 
the cabins for an evening of 
c a m a r a d e r i e  a n d  g a m e 
playing.  PARR members played a 
party game called ñApples to 
Applesò.  This simple, fun game 
revealed the groupôs creativity and 
sense of  humor wi th in two 
rounds.  This may have been the first 
time that a vegetable such as 
zucchin i was enthus iast ica l ly 
described as ñconfusingòé 
     On Saturday, the group was 
rehearsed and ready to again tackle 
County Route 12 under the 
leadership of the clubôs most 
prominent Iron Butt rider, Ron Perlik,  
on his venerable Gold Wing.  This 
time, we ñpicked up the paceò and 
rode with even more enthusiasm than 
the day before.  In Moorefield we 
again got onto Route 55W/220S and 
traveled toward Top Kicks Military 
Museum in Petersburg, WV.  An 
amazing collection of military 
equipment and memorabilia was 
d isp la yed  he re  b y  Gerea ld 
Bland!  The group enjoyed seeing 
multiple jeeps, trucks, ambulances, 
tracked vehicles, weapons, field gear, 
mess gear, rations, radios, uniforms, 
and other artifacts collected over the 
years and restored for this interesting 
non-profit museum. 

Solo Ride to Americade 
and Thru New England 

by Paul Flynn  
 

     My plan was to take the first week in 
June and experience my first motorcycle 
rally, enjoy the scenic motorcycle routes 
of New England, see some Maine 
lighthouses and, of course, get home in 
one piece. 
     So on Monday, my FJR and I left 
Herndon and headed th rough 
Gettysburg, York, Lancaster, and 
Allentown PA, enjoying an early summer 
ride through the Pennsylvania towns 
and countryside.  My planned highlight 
of the day was the Delaware Water Gap, 
a Pennsylvania/New Jersey National 
Park centered around an impressive 
rock formation where the Delaware 
River cuts through a large ridge of the 
Appalachian Mountains.  The Gap itself 
is impressive and the Park covers about 
40 miles of the Delaware River. 
     I travelled through the Park on Old 
Mine Road, a slow-paced quiet ramble 
through the woods and along the 
Delaware River.  I passed one car over 
the span of 24 miles!  I crossed the 
Delaware at the Dingmans Ferry Bridge, 
a narrow privately-owned bridge, where 
a gentleman stands in the middle of a 
narrow two-lane road collecting one 
dollar bills.  It seemed like I was in a 
time warp. 
     Shortly past the bridge is Dingmans 
Falls ð a sight not to be missed.  Just 
off Rt. 209, a short walk from the 
Dingmans Falls Visitor Center, through a 
cool green forest on a planked trail, 
takes you to two spectacular waterfalls, 

     Saturday nightôs dinner consisted of 
a picnic at the park catered by the Lost 
River Grill.  An abundant feast of 
barbequed pulled pork, grilled chicken, 
burgers, potato salad, cole slaw, and 
pie was delivered directly to the 
group's cabins for enjoyment at picnic 
tables near the forest.  After eating, our 
group of ñluxury campersò roasted 
marshmallows and made sômores ï a 
fundamental element of an outdoor 
picnic in the woods! 
     Sunday morning was a ñgo as you 
pleaseò morning, with group members 
enjoying good conversation on front 
porches, hiking on the parkôs trails, 
horseback riding at the local riding 
stable and other activities.  Since the 
group had taken advantage of Lost 
Riverôs ñPay For Two Nights Get The 
Night Third Freeò package, some 
chose to stay until Monday while 
others rode home late Sunday 
evening.  One of the most attractive 
things about the groupôs lodging 
package was that members leaving on 
Sunday had the option to stay all day, 
as there was no specific time at which 
anyone had to check out.  All cabins 
were available to our group until 
Monday due because of the free night 
of lodging. 
     At the end of the weekend, the 
group began making plans for ñnext 
yearôs state park tripò.  Everyone is 
excited about participating in a similar 
weekend again!  By next year, maybe 
weôll have figured out whatôs confusing 
about zucchinié 
 

*************************************** 

The Toll Both that Time Truly Forgot  

 
The Historic 
Dingmans Toll 
Bridge spans the 
Delaware River. It 
is one of the last 
remaining privately 
owned Toll 
Bridges of its kind 
in America. The 
original bridge was 
built around 1850.   
It connects the 
Pocono Mountains 
with Northern New 
Jersey.   

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Delaware_River
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Delaware_River
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Appalachian_Mountains
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Dingmans Falls and Silver Thread 
Falls.  The mist from Falls creates 
mini-environment that fills the 
surrounding woods with masses of 
rhododendrons and ferns. 
     North on Route 209 is nice country 
road that moves at a good clip, with 
very little traffic which took me to 
Kingston NY for the night.  With 
Tuesday morning, I headed north on 
Interstate 87 toward Lake George 
and the  2011 Americade Rally.  
Route 87 is fantastic with its 
spectacular views of the Adirondack 
Mountains on a well-maintained, high 
speed blacktop. 
     I spent most of two days at 
Americade.  As a first-timer, I was 

first trying to figure out what the rally 
was all about and how to get the most 
out of my visit.  To sum up, it was a 
lot of fun. For those not familiar with 
Americade, it is billed as a touring 
rally.  Lots of Gold Wings, trikes and 
pull-behind trailers.  There were 
ñTens of thousandsò of bikes -- all 
shapes and sizes (true for the riders, 
as well). 
     I enjoyed the rally and I had a 
number of Americade take-aways:  
Pre-registering is a good option.  
There are lots of activity options, but 
many featured activities (boat rides, 
rodeos, mini-tours, etc.) are sold out 
before the start of the rally.  There 
were many good MC-topic seminars 
and featured speakers -- no 
reservation required.  There is a 
massive vendor expo (literally 
hundreds of vendors)ï everything 
motorcycles: equipment, attire and 
accessories.  Guided and Unguided 
Mini-tours requiring registering, and 
some sell out early.  My selected 
option was an Unguided Mini-tour 
(Vermont Mountain Gaps - 210 miles) 
which provided a route sheet of great 
roads through Vermont mountains 
with an excellent planned lunch at a 
nice B&B in Brandon, VT.  You can 
enjoy the tour at your own pace and 
start time, versus the more structured 

Guided Mini-tours in what seemed to 
be fairly large groups.  I thought that a 
big part of the Americade experience 
was taking in the masses of bikes and 
exploring the great roads and the 
scenic vistas around Lake George.  
Pretty country! 
     On Thursday, foreboding black 
thunderheads started the day.  It 
looked like there was the possibility of 
outpacing a storm as I left Lake 
George and headed east through 
Vermont.  However, after about two 
hourôs ride, through great scenery, that 
possibility was clearly not to be.  
Thanks to the welcome shelter of a 
Rutland, Vermont gas stat ion 
overhang,  I was able spend 45 
minutes watching vivid lightning, hail 
and a torrential downpour from a dry 
vantage point. 
     Road spray notwithstanding, the 
weather eventually cleared up enough 
to head out through some really 
beautiful mountain/valley views on 
Vermont Route 4, through Killington 
and postcard New England towns, like 
Woodstock, VT. 
     After a quick self-directed detour 
through the Hanover, New Hampshire 
campus of Dartmouth College, NH 
Route 10 provided an easy, flat ride 
north through picturesque New 
Hampshire farmland and small towns 
to the head of Franconia Notch 
national Park. The Notch is a towering 
gap in the White Mountains, and the 

Dingmans Falls located in 
Dingmans Ferry, PA has a vertical 

drop of 130 feet.  

The scenery at the Americade Lake George Rally was spectacular!  
(By the way, I hear there is a beautiful lake up here too)  

One of the prettier lighthouses  
on the coast Maine  
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former home of the Old Man of the 
Mountain, an iconic rock formation 
that was New Hampshireôs state 
symbol -- until the ñfaceò collapsed in 
2003. What is left is still a spectacle. 
     Franconia Notch Park provides 
some great rocky views, but also the 
entrance to what has to be one of the 
best motorcycle roads in the 
Northeast ï the Kancamagus 
Highway. The ñKancò, as it is called 
locally, takes you on a 34 mile 
winding route cut through the White 
Mountain National Forest to an 
elevation of 3,000 feet. The mountain 
and  r i ver  v iews  are  rea l l y 
breathtaking and the road is in great 
shape.   
     I had used up my weather luck in 
the morning, though.  Mother Nature 
complicated my ride by providing 
another awesome thunderstorm, 
about midway through the Kanc.   
The impressive lightning spectacle 
took on a whole different perspective 
at 3,000 ft. with 360 degree views.  
Fortunately, a park kiosk provided 
some cover, although it appeared 
only  after the deluge had already 
done its damage, but the shelter 
provided a dry spot from which to 
appreciate the storm.  The intensity of 
the storm passed, but a lighter rain 
continued through the remainder of 
the day and on my trip to Portland, 
Maine.  The Kanc was still the 
highlight of the trip, but the ñlobstahò 
roll and ñchowdahò on the dock in 
Portland that night was a ñwicked 
goodò end of the day. 
     After drying out overnight -- 
myself, my attire and the weather -- 
exploring the Portland waterfront and 
enjoying a two hour ferry ride to the 
Casco Bay Islands on Friday morning 
was sunny change of pace.  The 
balance of the day was devoted to 
checking out the rocky coast of 
Maine, several iconic lighthouses and 
coastal villages, before heading south 
to Nashua, New Hampshire, rain-free. 
     On Saturday, my ambitious plans 
to fully explore the Massachusetts 
motorcycle roads that I had 
researched were dampened by 
daylong rain predictions ï which 
materialized.  The Berkshire 
Mountains would have to wait for 
another trip.  Still, despite rain and 
drizzle through most of the day, my 

fairly ñdiagonalò route southwest 
a c r o s s  M a s s a c h u s e t t s  a n d 
Connecticut, mostly staying away 
from the Interstates and away from 
the 18-wheelers, provided a nice, if 
damp, tour through picturesque, 
vintage New England towns. 
     Continuing to Saddle River NJ, my 
destination for Saturday night, 
involved some super-slabbing, but 
also included enjoying the scenic 
Sawmill Parkway in New York.   
Hitting the congestion of northern 
New Jersey streets and particular 
driving manners of the local 
population, however, made the 
eveningôs accommodations an 
especially welcome relief. 
     A little drizzle and 63 degrees at 
the start on Sunday and forecasted 
afternoon thunderstorms, again 
modified the dayôs originally planned 
route to more of a straight-line option, 
replacing a lazy meander through 
Pen ns y l van ia  a nd  Mar y l an d 
backroads with a little more direct 
route, though not opting for the 
straight Interstate option.  The temps 
rose remarkably through the day, to 
the 90s by my dry arrival home in 
H e r n d o n  ,  j u s t  a h e a d  o f 
thunderstorms. 
      Sunday turned out to be still a 
great riding day that capped what 
was really an exceptional week, some 
great riding roads, a great rally 
experience and 1,900 miles on the 
FJR.  Life is really good. 

Endless Mountain Tour 
A Return to Potter County 

and Susquehannock Lodge 

by Mike Wascak  

 
 

     Many, many years ago (well it seems 
like many, many years ago) when PARR 
Tour Riding was relatively new, we 
discovered a gem of a place to stay.  It 
was located in Potter County (aka 
ñGodôs Countryò) in north central 
Pennsylvania a few short miles from the 
New York border.  The name of the 
place was the Susquehannock Lodge.  
PARR first used the lodge on an 4ïday 
Endless Mountain Tour in the summer of 
2001.  Now 10 years later, we decided 
to make a return to the Susquehannock 
Lodge. 

ð Day 1 ð 

 

     Our excursion began Friday morning, 
August 19th at 0800 hours at the 
Mountaingate Family Restaurant in 
Thurmont, Maryland, the ñGateway to 
the Mountainsò.  Seventeen PARR 
members were ready to ride on a 
beautiful summer morning with clear, 
sunny skies.   Right off the bat, a battery 
failure forced the Kotwickiôs to delay 
their departure while a new battery was 
installed. With the route instructions in 
hand and a dependable GPS, they were 
able to catch up with us later in the day. 
     The first part of our route took us up 
to Pen Mar near the Blue Ridge Summit 
via some winding back roads.  Using 
Mentzer Gap Road, the group wound its 
way past corn fields and farm country.  
After getting through Michaux State 
Forest via Route 997 and 233, we got to 
one of our highlight roads for the day:  
Route 944 loaded with sweepers, 
switchbacks and scenic country views.  

Beware of the Moose Crossing  

The Susquehannock located in 
beautiful Potter County, PA  
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about 100 feet away directly in our 
path, while on our side, the roads 
were dry.  I thought about stopping to 
put on rain gear but knew weôd be 
soaked within seconds.  On my CB, I 
could hear folks behind me telling me 
to ride through it since there seemed 
to be white skies ahead of it.  Riding 
ahead, we hit the wall of water.  To 
our surprise it lasted only about 20 
seconds.  Once through it, we had dry 
weather the rest of the way to the 
lodge in plenty of time for dinner.   
     Each meal served at the Lodge 
was indeed special.  Ed and Carol 
S z y m a n i k ,  o w n e r s  o f  t h e 
Susquehannock Lodge for 22 years, 
do all the cooking.  You donôt go away 
from the table hungry or disappointed.  
The prime rib night was first class!  
Our after dinner party on the first night 
took place in the main living room of 
the lodge.  Dave Stanozek (my brother
-in-law) provided the entertainment as 
he wowed our group with his 
unbelievable skill in ballon tying.  He 
can literally make anything out of 
ballons.  It was truly amazing to watch. 

 

     ð Day 2 ð 

 

     We woke to clear sunny skies and 
temps in the 70ôs ð a great day for 
the activities we had planned.  After a 
great leisurely breakfast, we headed 

out for some country road riding on our 
way to the Tioga Central Railroad.  Less 
than 5 miles down the road, we found 
ourselves pulled off again.  Paulôs tire 
repair from yesterday failed.  This time a 
call to the local dealership for a new tire 
was the only course of action. Our group 
proceeded sans Paul who awaited the 
tow truck.  
     We wound our way through back 

A detour caused by a bridge out, gave 
us even more of the same.  
     We were enjoying the roads and the 
sunny weather when Paul Flynn found 
the only nail on the road.  Unfortunately 
his tire found it first which resulted in a 
slight delay around the lunch hour. 
     After a lunch break, we quickly got 
back on the road and headed up over 
the mountain at Tuscarora State Forest 
with dark clouds looming overhead.  
We knew rain was inevitable and as 
soon as it started we pulled over and 
assumed rain gear.  We were 
somewhat fortunate that it was only a 
l ight (but steady) rain as we 
approached our only super slab for the 
day ð Route 322.  The timing was just 
right since riding a super slab in the rain 
was better than riding the back roads in 
the rain.  So for 30+ miles our group 
practiced their riding-in-the-rain skills.  
Iôm pleased to say everyone got an 
ñAò.   
     By the time we got to Route 144 (a 
most primo motorcycling road), the rain 
had stopped and the roads were dry 
once again.  All the way to Renovo, we 
enjoyed the mountain scenery and 
twisting roads.  
      In Renovo, we s topped at 
Yesterdays, an old hotel with a soda 
shop. By now the skies were clear and 
sunny.  It was time to take off the rain 
gear and we did! 
     Only 60 miles away from our 
destination, we wound our way up, 
over, and through the Sproul State 
Forest.  We were ñluvinò life while 
experiencing a great ride.  With less 
than 20 miles left, dark clouds gathered 
once again over our group.  No one had 
any rain gear on for what we were 
about to experience.  In the lead, I saw 
what looked like heavy rain occurring 

Scenery viewed from aboard the Tioga Central Railroad  

Infamous Route 144 through the 
Susquehannock State Forest  

PARRôs Court Jester, Kim 


