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The Pennsylvania Sport Tour 2000



July 5 -- 8,  2000

Year 2000 brings another opportunity for the Fast Friends to venture out with empty minds and overflowing optimism.    Thoughts of last years' "Maelstrom into the Millennium" and its aftermath continue to affect the minds and ideas of the Y2K trip participants.   This year we have four familiar aficionados flying in formation.   Jim "FJames" Warenda,  Bruce "BlueBalls" Overton,  Gil "DucGili" Rainault and Dave "JeanClaude" Michaud.  Scott "ScotT1100" Braly gets a nod of approval for joining the group the first morning.   The steel steeds tamed by our heroes this year are:
DucGili's  1998 Ducati 748 Biposto (with 853 kit installed and magnesium wheels)
BlueBall's 1999 Kawasaki ZX9R (with Eurolook rear fender and trimmed seat)
JeanClaude's 1997 Honda CBR1100XX (with heli-bars, Corbin seat, CF cans)
FJames' 1999 Suzuki TL1000Rx (with D&D CF cans)
    (ScotT1100's 1993 Honda ST1100)
All in all, plenty of horsepower to spare all around.
July 5, 7:10am
BB, FJ and JC hook up at the Evans Expressmart gas station in Manchester, exchanging initial greetings and acquiring fuel as needed for the first leg.  The group rolls out in a few minutes towards Goffstown's famous Popcorn Stand where they will hook up with a visiting rider for the morning,  their friend and past CST'er ScotT1100.  ST has elected to join the group on the morning ride to Chimney Point Vermont.  The first goal of the journey is to meet DucGili, once again, at the eatery in Chimney Point where routes 125 and 17 intersect.   If all goes well, that meeting will occur around 11:30am.
The weather is fabulous for riding, sunny and 70.   The trip to the popcorn stand is short and uneventful.   Scott joins the group and Devil Dogs are handed out as offerings to the Gods, hoping for blessings of good weather and safe high speed hijinks.   We all mount up and the non-querulous quatro leaves Goffstown on 114 and heads northwest to face their destiny.  The ride up 114 towards Bradford is as good as it gets.  Light traffic and the sun behind us.   FJames begins to experience headache and neck pain about 20 minutes from Goffstown.  "What in the f*(%ing hel$ is causing this?" he wonders.   Acid stomach starts to plague FJ along with the other problems and things get pretty bad, spoiling an otherwise fantastic morning ride.   FJames is yelling at the gods in his helmet, cursing their sense of humor.  We stop a couple hours later for a nature break in a parcel of land next to a factory building.    ST and FJ choose a discarded fuel oil tank as their target.   FJ decides that his new dark glasses may be the cause of his discomforts,  the arms pressing badly into his temples when the helmet is on.   We proceed on and FJ feels better in 20 minutes of riding with no glasses on at all.   VT roads are fun and we are not disappointed in our planned route west and north.  We stop for fuel and FJ decides to buy new glasses.   A six dollar pair of non-temple crushing wire rims does the job.   The group proceeds up VT 100 to 125.   All goes smoothly.    We approach Chimney Point and FJ takes the lead from JC.  The road is very twisty with marked 25mph turns.   FJ arrogantly sneers at these posted limits and almost runs off the left side of a 100 deg. turn.     FJ is happy the group didn't see that one as he is sure that they would interpret his senile steerage as a portent of evil to come.    The restaurant is still in business and the group pulls in to wait for DucGili's arrival.  It is 11:15am.   10 minutes later, the dulcet low frequency tones of the 853 Ducati is heard in the distance and DucGili arrives in style.    Insisting on being "different",  DucGili parks his Ginzo Getgo head-in to the parking rail while the other four are formation parked head-out.   The group proceeds to consume lunch and FJ judiciously avoids being pitch-blobbed by the same pine tree that got him last time.   BB suggests the picnic table in the sun out back.   Things go pretty well except for the two incidents of near-picnic table-crash.   NPC occurs when the last person sitting on one side of the table gets up suddenly without warning the others across from him.   Our one-hour lunch goes well with cheerful banter and optimism for the afternoon adventure.   In an effort to conform, or more likely to present a better photo op,  DucGili carefully turns the one-eyed-wop around and parks in formation with the others.  More pictures are taken.
12:30pm.   We depart the restaurant with ScotT1100 posted ahead in the road to take pictures of the group riders as they go by.   ScotT1100 forgets that modern cameras must be "on" in order to function and he misses FJ and BB.   Realizing his senior moment,  ST activates his 35 in time to snap DucGili accelerating away from the restaurant.  Adios to ST and we wish he were going with us.   We cross the bridge over Champlain into New York and head north a short way to find the "Laguna Seca" road.   FJames had guessed that the road was CR4 or CR4a  (county road 4).   BB and DG know that the road is actually CR6,  but keep this a secret from FJ, hoping to humiliate him later.   We miss the road and end up six miles north of the intended snakeway.   The NY Thruway is conveniently located right there for us and a few minutes later we are back in the vicinity.   We find CR6 right away and begin a serious serpentine search for speed.   BB and FJ get the wave-on from DG and JC and they proceed at a prodigious pace.   FJ notices a couple minutes later that DG is not to be seen in rearview and JC is fading behind,  but FJ and BB proceed to the end of the Laguna Seca section of CR6.   FJ and BB reach the end of CR6 with JC arriving moments later.   JC informs the primary color bikers that DG stopped for some reason.   Following the plan,  we turn around and begin to enjoy CR6 in reverse.  The jaded jumble of jockeys blast back to find our fall behind Italophile friend.   FJ is leading the group and as he carves a corner he spots DG in a crouch, snapping pics of his peers as they pass this shaved sheriff.   The four farers form up forthwith and forge ahead, heading south to find NY 8, their intended path through the Adirondack forest.

Fifty miles later we head south and west on NY 8.   FJ looks at his odo reading of 115 miles and knows that fuel will be needed shortly.    As the group proceeds down 8,  FJ notices that there are no gas stations, or anything else except trees.   A small town is coming though and gas should be there.   Nope.   A few houses, an intersection, and we're through the town.  FJ's odo now reads 150 miles and the yellow low-fuel light has been blinking steadily for 15 minutes.   The map shows nothing but forest ahead for 30 miles.   FJ knows that this is not a good thing and a serious trip delay is in the making as "tank dry" approaches.   Ten miles past the town FJ spots a ranger pulling out of a dirt road and flags him down.  Dudley Do Right and FJ have a nice conversation in the middle of NY 8 and Dudley provides directions to the nearest fuel,  back the way we came except for a detour over the mountain.   "yep......'bout 15 mile will do ya'" he said.   The three ogling onlookers observing the ovation with the ranger note that a lumber truck is bearing down on the two talkers.   The focused discussion is interrupted for only seconds while FJ and Ranger Rick move to the other lane.  The group heads back up NY 8 and FJ begins serious fuel conservation measures.  The group actually gets to the gas station in time.    FJ fills his tank with 3.852 gallons.   The tank holds a usable 3.9 gallons.   DucGili announced that his Bologna-based banana was almost dry also.    Full tanks and the group proceeds south on NY 8.
NY 8 proves to be a great road with light traffic,  twisties and good paving.   There is a tunnel-like effect from overhanging trees as we fast forward the forest.   We intend to pass through Utica NY and stop about 40 miles later in a smaller town.    Time and miles pass as the day wanes along with our energy.   There is absolutely no freeking place to stay anywhere along our route.  FJ is surprised when the group crosses NY 7.   We have traveled 40 miles farther than intended without finding lodging.  The group heads west on 7 toward Binghamton,  the biggest town around.   Nothing but trees,  tacky homes and defunct  motels along 7.   We hop on I-88 to I-81 into Binghamton and spot a Fairfield Inn.   After our typical check-in / bike cleaning / bathe & shave ritual,  we head out to dinner at the next door eatery.  It's a "Cracker Barrel" restaurant.   It has no alcohol,  it's a dry diner,  beer bare,  Dos Equis denied.   Food consisted of prepackaged microwave dinners manufactured some time ago in the Czech republic.   Never again,  if it can be helped.   We finish our meals and head back to try out the advertised hot tub.   We gather in the pool complex and discover that it's a "cold tub".   No alcohol,  no hot water.   End of day one.
July 6,  7:00am

The day dawns dreary and damp.    No active rain this morning, but it's patchy with fog.   Everyone is "on time" this morning to their collective credit and we role out down the local route 11 headed south into Pennsylvania.   The road quickly turns every compass direction as we realize that the route will take us directly through downtown Binghamton.   Oh boy,  let's start the day with serious stop & go at inner city traffic lights.    No big deal as it turns out, just like the town.    We are out of town quick and headed south on 11 into PA.    It got dark and misty after leaving Binghamton and we encountered some traffic ahead of us due to construction work on the road.   While stopped on 11 in traffic, JC suggests we have breakfast while it's foggy.    JC has not yet fully comprehended the intractable qualities of the group routine,  i.e.,  NO BREAKFAST until 70 - 100 miles have passed.   We sparred with some dump trucks and locals and proceeded to PA route 706 west.     The PA countryside is already beautiful and winding.   The fog lifted and the morning sun at our backs lit the countryside like a Thomas Locker painting.   (who? never mind.....)    We take 409 to route 6 and continue west into Towanda, PA.

The day is still young and sunlit and the Susquehanna River is scenic.   We are hungry and where the f&$ is a place to eat in this town?    We pull in to a large parking lot at a department store and BB asks some natives where to breakfast.   They point behind us.   We turn around and go 100 yards to the Towanda Motel and Restaurant.   The four genius riders are grateful to Daryl and Daryl for their insight.   Breakfast was good as usual and we proceeded west on 6 through Troy.    FJames is remembering living just 30 miles north of here from 1977 to 1982.    We gas up in Mansfield and go south on 15 to 660 west and back to 6 west.

Passing through Wellsboro enroute to 144 south,  we encounter a line of vehicles ahead of us.   A good ten minutes of working the line puts us in front of the traffic.   A couple minutes after leaving the traffic behind JC suddenly pulls over and stops.   We stop also per etiquette and listen to JC exclaim "..anyone want to see the Grand Canyon??..".    Of course, the line of traffic is now approaching us again.   FJames is flustered and refuses to be passed by the line of tourists.   As the cars start to pass us,  FJames abandons his friends and accelerates down the 3 foot wide breakdown lane,  passing two vehicles and attaining freedom.   The others will have to re-pass the line.   Sorry JC,  no tourist stops today.

Route 144 is spectacular,  a motorcyclists dream road.   Twisty,  lightly traveled, lightly populated and scenic.   We traveled through tunnel-like sections of road, the illusion created by overhanging trees.   Several deer were spotted,  making us aware of that potential problem around every turn.   The road is continuously going up and down hills and small mountains of the region.   We passed through Renovo, PA and began a long descent into a valley through the woods.   We are cooking down this road enjoying the turns with DG and BB in the lead followed by FJ and JC.    Ten miles south of Renovo,  at the end of the descent,   a tight 160 degree turn led into an uphill climb of the next mountain.    DucGili brainfades the 160 turn and gets off the throttle, pulling to the right to let the others go by.    BlueBalls, following closely,  keeps his eyes on DucGili and, you guessed it,  the bike follows the eyes,  directly into DucGili's left saddle bag.    FJames is 150 yards behind, still approaching the 160 and getting set for it as he watches the close encounter of the turd kind.   DucGili gets blown over to the right as BB punches into him and FJames is certain a leg injury has just occurred.   The Ducati, with DucGili aboard,  quickly lunges forward and then collapses into the ravine on the right.   The 748/853 Hypersport lands right on top of DucGili and FJames is thinking another leg injury has occurred.   BB manages to keep the ZX9R on it's wheels and we all pull over quickly to assist DucGili and assess the situation.    FJames is, luckily, dead wrong about leg injuries.   The ZX9R did not crush DG's leg, instead hitting the saddlebag and bulldozing the Duck into the ditch.   The shape of the ground off the road and the right side saddlebag prevent the 748 from landing on DucGili's right leg.    We picked the 748 up and started inspecting it.   Scratched, broken in places and ram air ductwork full of gravel,  the sad spectacle spooks the sullen sojourners.   The group is happy that DG has escaped unscathed and we all felt bad about the damage.   FJames thinks a distraction is called for and lobbies for proceeding up the hill and finding a rest stop.

While we mill about the scene of the incident,  we watch a flatbed tractor-trailer coming down the road with a large machine of some sort as cargo.   The TT is going fast, obviously keeping it's speed for the uphill climb.   This truck must get around the incredible 160 turn and we are in the way, or so it seems.   With a casual "oh oh" we watch the oncoming truck wondering if all four bikes will be bulldozed into the ravine.   The truck just manages to avoid us and continues up the hill, slowly,  it's speed reduced due to annoyance braking on the part of the driver.   Another potential mishap passes us by.   We depart the 160 turn and go up the hill searching for a decent rest stop.   JC is overjoyed when we discover several dirt and gravel roads leading off into the hills, obviously anxious to go off-road once again in the CBR1100xx.   We stop at one gravel road to read the sign and DG decides to check the view by proceeding down Dusty Drive.   FJ and BB hang back, not particularly interested in motocross today while JC waits patiently (hah!).   DG returns with a thumbs down and we proceed down 144.   A half mile later we come upon a paved rest area with a somewhat tree-blocked view of the valley below.    Good enough and the group dismounts for a rest,  FN's and more Ducati damage decision making.

DG, BB and FJ decide to disassemble enough of the 748 upper fairing so that all gravel in the ram air duct can be removed.   This will also allow an inspection of the bike under the plastic.   While the gravelectomy is performed by the 3 stooges,  JC becomes more and more anxious about his current state of being (?) and finally takes off in search of scenic vistas (we guess).   The XX disappears up the road, back the way we came from.   Bye JC,  vaya con Dios.   The gravelectomy reveals a broken metal frame spar that secures the rigidity of the fairing nosepiece.  No other functional damage is seen, to our relief, and the trip can continue.   Gravel removed, the 748 is reassembled and JC returns waving and yelling about some lookout spot he just found around the corner.   We follow JC to this spot and sure enough, it's a goat path up a small hill, packed dirt with big rocks sticking out.   JC has moved on from MX to trials.  As we carefully coax our rides up the hill we encounter traffic.  Traffic?  On a goat path?   A old Mercury sable is coming down this path and we happily vector off on a left fork to avoid the Robin Hood vs. Little John scenario.   At the top the view is very nice, looking west at 30 miles of rolling hills and valleys.  We depart after about 10 minutes and proceed to ingest more of route 144 south.

We travel down 144 to Potters Mills and take 322 to Lewistown.   We hop on 22 east for a few miles and then take 75 southwest in order to get route 74 south.   As we approach the intersection of 75 and 74 we slow down and a yellowjacket decides to take up residence inside FJames' leatherjacket.   This is the third time that FJames has hosted a homeless bee.   FJames scrambles while trying to crush the bee and drive one-handed.  The bee has scored once as FJ pulls into a parking lot next to a run-down collection of buildings with matching run-down locals.   The semi-crushed bee is extracted from under FJ's tee shirt by JC and we proceed down 74.

Route 74 proves to be another desirable road containing all the good elements.  We discover ourselves atop a mountain at Waggoner's Gap with a spectacular view to the south and Carlisle, PA in the distance.    We take a short rest stop for water, FN and pictures.   Everyone is done for the day and the short trip into Carlisle ends today's adventure....but wait....there's more.    We motor through town looking for lodging and end up on route 11.   We spot a collection of hotels near I-81 and pull in to an Econolodge / Holiday Inn combo.   We check rates and rooms for reasonable and easy access.  No deal.   JC spins off to check the Quality Inn while the rest of us debate the 2nd story Econolodge offer.   Minutes later, as we casually glance toward the main road,  JC appears suddenly, emerging from the trees across the lawn of the Econolodge.   Once again, JC has taken the XX off-road.   JC explains that he had no egress back down route 11 as a median blocked his way, so,  he made his own way.   JC directs the group further up route 11 to the Clarion Hotel & Conference Center.  They have what we want and check-in proceeds.

The normal cleaning ritual ensues prior to heading for the bar.   JC complains about greasy water until he realizes he has just washed his hair with the complimentary body lotion packet.   FJames checks for dangerous chemicals but finds nothing.   Satisfied that JC is safe,  FJ and JC head for the bar first and partake a while before BB and DG show up.   Another round later and the group heads for dinner.   BB decides to trumpet our presence with his ass, trying for a reaction from the guests.   To BB's chagrin, no one seems startled or offended tonight.   The restaurant is not busy and we capture a corner table.   Dinner proceeds uneventfully and the boys head out to the patio area.    It is very dark in the courtyard, mostly unlit.   There are tables and chairs with one occupied by two couples containing one attractive female.    A gazebo looms off in the darkness and FJ heads over there for a nature call.    No facilities are present for FJ to use, so the Gazebo serves the purpose.    BB, DG and JC are distracted from their staring by FJ's urinary Gazebo protocol.   The alcohol has moderated FJ's normal inhibitions and a new fountain has started running.   We decide to check out the pool/spa/sauna room and discover another "cold tub".   A couple minutes in the cold tub does it for FJ and JC and they try the sauna.  The sauna is working, at least it's hot in there.   Day two is all over.
July 7,   7:00am

Ready to roll again.   FJames is suiting up and realizes that his jacket is missing.  ?   Dazed and confused.   DG comes to the rescue by remembering that FJ left the jacket in the lobby at check-in yesterday.    DG even retrieves it for FJ…what a pal.    We spin out I-81 through Harrisburg to route 322 east.  The road is bit messy with traffic and small town intrusions, many speed limit changes, etc. etc.   The weather is beautiful once again.    We pulled into the town of Euphrata, PA at breakfast time.    Very nicely restored “Disney World” like main street.   We spot Annie’s Country Cooking eatery right on main street.   We park all 4 bikes in one spot and notice that there’s a mix of typical people, Amish and Mennonite walking around.   Two Amish teenage girls stared at US.   We hoofed over to Annie’s and decided to have breakfast on the porch.   Nice weather, good breakfast,  cordial locals and a picturesque main street make for a pleasant morning.   BB gets up for a restroom visit,  leaving the other three to continue observations.    FJ and DG are just enjoying the view while JC ponders a map.   Coffee is refilled at our table by the pleasant waitress.    Suddenly,  JC jumps out of seat, literally,  with a “look at this..” shout.   Unfortunately, JC neglected to bypass our table with his body and it came off the floor about a foot.   Yup, DucGili ended up with his fresh coffee refill on the table and on him.   The Dainese leathers prevented a sure scalding, proving once again the value of good quality riding apparel.   We walked back to the bikes and began prepping for departure when a Danny Devito look-a-like, obviously frustrated,  yelling something and gesturing walks up to us and asks "...do you guys know where the NAPA parts store is..??".   He keeps talking...."...those fucking guys over there wouldn't tell me where it is..." and he points at two men,  both about 80 years old.  The old men are staring at this 5 foot 3 inch overweight loudmouth from one of the 5 boroughs.   "...Jesus...what the hell is wrong with these locals...?".   We explained that we were just passing through and suggested he visit the friendly folks at Annie's for directions.   He sauntered off, still mumbling.

We left Euphrata headed east for New Jersey, this day’s target area.   The overall route anticipated looks a little short for the day, an average day being about 400 non-highway miles.  It’s still early in the day and the PA countryside is still beautiful.   As we travel east we go through the town of Blue Ball, PA.   We take route 23 east to route 113.   Traffic and population is increasing as we head east.   We take route 611 north with the intent of riding down route 32 south along the Delaware River, which is the border between PA and NJ.   At the intersection of 611 and 32,  611 makes a 90 degree left turn and FJames who is leading is behind a panel truck and does not see route 32.   The trailing trio watch as FJames rockets past the panel truck and is gone in a flash, still heading north on 611.    The stretch of 611 that FJames is now on is a brief, fantastic, right on the water, curvy, smooth 3-digit road.   FJames is wondering why no one is following and why is the river on his right?   Three minutes and 5 miles later FJames finally stops, realizes that he missed route 32 and heads back.   Route 611 south is not the same as 611 north because there are many vehicles headed south.   The three minute trip north takes 10 minutes going south.   The patient pack is waiting at the intersection for their fossil friend.   After meeting up, the discouraged day trippers debate the meaning of the construction signs at the beginning of route 32.  The signs say “Oil and Chipping Ahead”.   Great.  For those uninitiated, oiled roadway is not good for a two wheeled vehicle.   A local gives BB alternate directions to head south along the river.   We go back south on 611 a couple miles and take a left toward the river.  There is a small bridge crossing the river into Frenchtown, NJ.   We turn south and blast down NJ route 29.   Route 29 is very straight and follows the river south.   JC takes the lead as we head into his old stomping ground.   On a straight stretch JC is tailgating a dark colored Rodeo SUV.   After following the Rodeo for several miles, JC suddenly passes it and BB gets into position to make a pass also.   FJ is third and holding back to observe.   Ahead of the Rodeo,  JC suddenly pulls off to the right and turns into a side area.   Simultaneously,  BB passes the Rodeo, unaware of what JC has done.   FJ shakes his head in wonder and keeps going.   BB is wondering where JC went to.   The Rodeo driver must have been wondering what was going on…a high speed pass followed quickly with a pull-over.   JC regains the lead in a couple minutes, again passing the Rodeo.   We travel down to Stockton and cross the river again into New Hope, the gayest town in PA.   Spot a bank parking lot and pull in to rest and have an FN lunch.   A 5 foot, 100 year old man slowly jogs up to us and informs us we have to leave unless we’re on bank business.   How cute, a centenarian parking lot attendant.   We convince him we will only rest a little while and not take any parking spaces away.  He relents and allows us some shade along the river.   He chatted with us about New Hope for a while.   It’s early afternoon and we’re not far from our destination, JC’s brother-in-law’s house in Washington, NJ.   The debate begins about whether we’ll stay in NJ today or keep going a more normal distance.   We decide to make an appearance at JC’s BILs place, final decision to be made there.   JC leads on and takes us on his personal nostalgia tour of his homeland.   As we travel through dense neighborhoods and city streets, JC is pointing here and pointing there.  FJ is sure that JC will explain later what he was pointing at.  Not long after leaving New Hope, we take a road that is about 6 feet wide with a  choppy surface down into a pastoral neighborhood.   This where JC grew up.  The roads here can be described as cart paths with ½ inch of paving on top.   Drivers here must be careful not to dust the pedestrians.   We pass a potpourri of homes, some looking like 7-figure places.   Lots of money around here mixed in with the middle class.   A few minutes later we are through the area and back on the main road headed north.    The trip to Ty ?'s house is pretty routine,  except for an older man driving a full size Blazer that wanted to pull out of a side road and turn left.   He started his turn, three times.    He managed to scare JC, the our lead man with a balk,  another scare for BB with a another balk,  and then what the hell, he decides to just pull out in front of FJ, cover the lane and almost stop,  then jerk his Blazer forward again.   Pretty good,  he got to terrorize three of us.    The road had a good breakdown lane and FJ was able to just go around the back of the Blazer.

A few more miles of NJ traffic and we turn into a more rural road area.   We arrived at Ty's house around 3:00pm.    Ty is a very nice guy.    We had a good chat, some drinks and we made the decision to travel a couple hours further north into New York state.   Ty showed us his own motorcycle.   He opened a barn door and there in the back, behind years worth of piled up stuff,  was a pristine 1974 Yamaha 350 2-stroke street bike.   FJames remembered coveting that very bike back in the early seventies.   We headed north into New York state.   It took nearly twice the time we anticipated to go the distance planned.   We decided to stay the night in the Middletown, NY area.   We stopped at a local ice cream stand and asked the girls where a hotel was.   They sent us up route 17 toward Middletown to a Hampton Inn.   The Inn was out,  of rooms that is.    We got directions to another part of town that had lodging and ended up at a Howard Johnson’s.   JC and FJ begin the check-in process as BB decides to do laps in the closed loop of the parking area.   As each lap was completed, in the vicinity of the lobby door,  a different vehicle would show up, blocking or otherwise bothering BB.   It is comical to see LOB effects continue to plaque BB  (LOB = Life of Bruce,  a.k.a.  bad luck).   The cleaning ritual is observed once again and BB has a phone battle with the not-too-bright desk clerk about setting his room phone for a long distance call.   More LOB.    Based on the poor condition of this aging HoJo,  the group decides to dine across the street at an Olive Garden.   We make the highly dangerous walk across 6 lanes and down a mall exit ramp without incident.  We give a name and sit at the bar where DG and BWO discuss whether or not Jen the bartender has underwear on.   Dinner was good and another day is in the books.
July 8,   7:00am
We motor out on time, as usual.    We head northeast on 211, 208, and 32 to 9W north.   The morning ride is OK and we find a decent bagel shop for breakfast.   The plan is to cross the Hudson river in Catskill, NY and take 9G to 9 to 9J.    The weather is great so far and we are making good progress.    FJ is leading when we find 9J and almost immediately,  the road proves to be fabulous.    Recently paved,  it winds up along the Hudson in seclusion, away from the bustle of 9W.   It follows the contour of the rolling land making turns all the time.   Couldn't ask for a better road.    We took 150 east and north to 43 east to Mass route 7 to route 2 east.   We decided to take the scenic route 2 of Western Mass to route 5 north to Brattleboro.    Route 2 was mostly nice until  we had to work some lines.   We got to 5 and headed north to Brattleboro where we would say goodbye to DucGili.   Somewhere on route 5 we stop for a FN lunch right across from Aldo's Harley Davidson.    After 20 minutes somebody at the HD shop waved at us to come over.    We had a 30 minute tour of this very expensive, modern and well equipped HD / Confederate dealership.    The owner was pretty proud of his place and looked like he had plenty of working capital.    Break over and we proceeded to Brattleboro.   We made a quick stop at I-91 and said bye to DucGili.   The tearful trio headed home working east to route 123 into Mass, then up 13 to 130 through Hollis, into Nashua and Hudson.   A final fuel stop in Hudson and the thrifty threesome say goodbye.    Another excellent trip ends.   The group is looking forward to the CST 2000, only 20 days away.....
