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YOUR AD HERE
CONTACT US AT

mjmpublishing2017@gmail.com

 
 Beginning in September we are offering more complete advertising packages that will be 

tailored to suit your needs. 
We offer:

 Our printed magazine, now 48 pages and growing. 
We have added features, articles and guest contributors in response to customer feedback.

Our web site, being remodeled for September, with your ad in rotation on our front page plus our 
thumbnail page. Viewers will be able to select and read it. 

Our Social Media, ads custom designed with your help, personalized to your business. 
Or we will use ads you supply.

Facebook, we hire promotions of our @motorcycletimesusa page several times a month. A recent 
one day promotion was seen and reacted to by Facebook’s count almost 2000 times in just under 24 

hours! 
Twitter and other social media as time and demand allow.

Our online and printed events calendar. 
Simply provide us with the information and we will set it. 

Our online magazine, go to www.motorcycletimes.com and read the current issue now, plus the 
September/October issue as soon as it comes out. Your printed ad will also be seen there.

We reach out for you, with as many as 17000 copies (and growing) in Pennsylvania, Maryland, 
Delaware, Virginia, West Virginia, D.C. and the DelMarVa resort areas at peak times. 

 
 Large or small, franchise or independent, we are working to keep you working.  

Motorcycle Times. The premier Mid-Atlantic motorcycle magazine since 1989. 
Place your ad today. 



September/October 2017 3

MOTORCYCLETIMES BASE-12 -- 100X103.37 -- CMYK MOTORCYCLETIMES BASE-12 -- 100X103.37 -- CMYK

ARTICLES

FEATURES

COLUMNS

TOONS

COVER

Volume 29 • Number 5 • September/October 2017

MOTORCYCLE TIMES 
is published every other month by:

MJM Publishing, LLC
719 Tomahawk Lane

Felton, De 19943

Publisher/Editor: Mark McGhee
Director to the Publisher/Editor: Evelyn McGhee 

Phone: 302.943.3590
Email: mjmpublishing2017@gmail.com

Website: www.motorcycletimes.com
Facebook: motorcycletimesusa

Twitter: @MotorcycleTime1

  New issues come out on or about the first of January, 
March, May, July, September and November. Shipment of 
bundles of MT are free at our discretion to any and all Mid-
Atlantic  motorcycling businesses, clubs and events. Readers 
are encouraged to pick up a copy at their local shop, dealer 
or other business. If you prefer home delivery, locate the 
subscription form in the back of this issue and mail it in. Back 
issues may be available for the cost of shipping, call or email 
to request a copy. 
Any and all sug gestions, photographs, illustrations, criticism, 
arti cles and advertising support are wel come. We pay for 
most contributions; email or see website for rates and writing 
guidelines. Contributions may also be published on our 
website and/or social media pages. We are not responsible 
for returning unsolicited materials; send an SASE if return is 
desired.  All advertising copy and any manuscripts should be in 
by the 10th of the month preceding publication.  For a current 
adve rtising media kit or further information, call, or email us at 
the above address. 
     Except for the Owners, all of the editors, illustrators, 
photographers and writers are free-lance contributors. Any 
and all opinions expressed are those of the authors, and don’t 
neces sarily reflect those of the publisher. We are not re spon-
sible for any typographical errors. All rights are reserved. 
Unauthorized use or reproduction is forbidden without prior 
written consent from MJM Publishing. We are not responsible 
for guarenteeing the quality of goods or services advertised 
herein. 
     Motorcycling is sometimes a dangerous activity. We very 
strongly encourage all riders to contact the Motorcycle Safety 
Foundation (1-800-446-9227) for the location of their nearest 
rider safety training course. Ride safe!
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FEATURED - EVENTS CALENDAR -

We want to list your motorcycle event in DelMarVa, Delaware, Maryland, Pennsylvania, Virginia, West Virginia and D.C.  
Send the details to mjmpublishing2017@gmail.com and add us to your mailing list. 

Event listings are free and may include an online listing. 
Event details may change so we encourage you to call ahead. 

Check out our online calendar at WWW.MOTORCYCLETIMES.COM for updates and additional events! 
(We reserve the right not to list an event at our discretion, without explanation.)

Delmarva Bike Week
  Thursday, September 14, 2017 - Sunday, September 17, 2017

The largest rally on the Eastern Shore! From Seaford, DE to the beaches it’s wall to wall bikes! 
Way too much to list here! Check it out on the internet! 

MOTORCYCLETIMES BASE-12 -- 100X103.37 -- CMYK

DART RUN!
SEPTEMBER 10TH

Starting at Uncle Willie’s Just South of Felton, De @ 10a.m.
See the ad on page 17! 

3RD ANNUAL BIKERS FOR BOOBS, PA.
Keystone Harley-Davidson

770 State Rd, Parryville, Pennsylvania 18244 
The proceeds from this fundraising event will go to benefit the Mama Mare 

Breast Cancer Foundation

HOME OF THE BRAVE BENEFIT RIDE
4TH ANNUAL POLICE ESCORTED GRAND MASTER’S RIDE

SEPTEMBER 23RD
Starts at Rommel Harley Davidson DelMarVa in Seaford, De. 

Ends at the Air Mobility Museum  on Rt 9 D.A.F.B. 
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 FEATURED - EVENTS CONTINUED - 
Register from 9:30 to 10:4 am, kickstands up at 

11am! Food and drinks at the finish!
 Info: Bill Hadder 302-542-3275 

Rain date September 24 

HELP A VET POKER RUN 
Sept 10 10am

VFW POST 838 - THE OLD AUGUSTINE INN
Come out and support this event and support 
Warriors Helping Warriors home in Middletown, 
Delaware. Bikes ,cars, trucks and street Rod’s all 
welcome. Registration 10 am to 12. $10 Bike $5 
Passenger 

Brad Fox Joe Wargo Fallen Heroes Run
Saturday, September 23 at 10 AM

The Standard
5 Centre Sq, Easton, Pennsylvania 18042

Escorted by the Easton Police Department and other local 
manicpalities, join us in honoring our peace officers and 
k-9’s that have paid the ultimate sacrifice in 2016 in the 
names of fallen officers,....Plymouth Township Pa Officer 
Brad Fox...Mount Arlington NJ Officer Joe Wargo. For more 
information go to ...
BRADFOXJOEWARGOFALLENHEROSRUN@FACEBOOK.COM



WWW.MOTORCYCLETIMES.COM6

MOTORCYCLETIMES BASE-12 -- 100X103.37 -- CMYK

- LETTER FROM THE EDITOR -

- IT’S IN THE MAIL -

MOTORCYCLETIMES BASE-12 -- 100X103.37 -- CMYK

 Since I have been the editor of this wonderful magazine I have had the opportunity and the 
reason to get out on the street, on the desktop and workbench level with a good many people in the 
motorcycle business. And I make use of that every single time I can. I hop on a bike and go to work!
 Recently, I visited Karma Cycles and helped them get ready for their Grand Opening by 
dropping off a supply of magazines, and making a purchase. I was afforded the opportunity to get to 
know them a little and we hit it right off. They will do well, Karma being what it is. 
 I had my days and weekends mixed up; you’ve probably read about me recovering from the 
“Big C” and some other delicious little inconveniences; and I found myself out of time and low on 
energy but Gee Wiz I somehow climbed aboard the trusty old Road Sofa and drove almost 3 hours 
one way to go visit another customer and drop off magazines for their event. I had an absolutely 
wonderful time at the Vintage Japanese Motorcycle Meet and Show on the White Rose M/C 
grounds. There were a lot of old Jap bikes and parts and it is a good thing I wasn’t in my truck! There 
was a very nicely kept Yamaha 650 Turbo not missing any of the little bits and it was definitely calling 
out to me. Anyway, it’s the same place they hold the hill climbs, and I don’t know about you but I’m 
going to try my best to be there for the next one! Mark your calendars for September 24th! I’ve told 
about six couples over the last several years and they all went and said they had a great time!    
 A few weeks ago I was in southern Delaware at US13 Dragway asking about the motorcycle 
drags. Mark was kind enough to sit with me for a while and go over his schedule. I’m figuring on 
covering drag racing next season. From there I met with Bob at Robert’s Restoration in Seaford and 
got to look at his drool worthy brit bike restorations. 
 From there I had planned to ride east and visit some other independent shops but as I said, I 
sometimes get things mixed up and so it was a Monday and they were closed! Haha on me for riding 
all over lower Delaware. I guess I just got lucky. I did find Loaded Gun Customs and they were in 
there. Wow. I know for sure where my next cafe frame will come from if I don’t do it myself. Look for 
them at the Delmarva Bike Week.  
 In my Mid-Atlantic coverage I can not visit everyone. I have to rely on you to get the word to 
me. Send me your events, news, coverage, articles, poems, pictures, ideas or whatever. You never 
know what could get printed except for one certain thing. And that is the thing you do not send in!
Just email mjmpublishing2017@gmail.com      
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EVENTS - PENNSYLVANIA -
Miracle’s For Mikey

Saturday, September 2 at 11 AM - 5 PM
Plymouth Eagles Aerie 546, 145 E Main St, Plymouth, Pennsylvania 18651

Public · Hosted by EagleRiders Fivefortysix

Southern Tier Enduro Riders Crooked Creek Harescramble ECEA 
Fast Kidz 09/16/17 and ECEA Adults 9/17/17

For More Info: Facebook, ECEA Hare Scrambles Series

The Guardian Knights Charity Motorcycle Ride 
September 23, 2017      

Gravel Hill United Methodist Church, 131 Gravel Hill Road in Palmyra. 
Registration is from 9:00 am to 10:45am Ride at 11:00 am. Pre-register online or by phone. $20.00 
per person. Pre-ride food and a gift for participating. Door prizes and more. Proceeds go to Katye’s 
Helping Hands, created to help the families of fallen police officers and firefighters. For more 
Information call (717) 381-8387 go to http://katyeshelpinghands.org.

Ride with the Blue
Sunday, September 24 at 10 AM - 6 PM

Public · Hosted by Bushkill Township Police Association
155 Firehouse Ln, Nazareth, PA 18064-9560, United States

Bushkill Township Police Association (BTPA) will be hosting our 1st annual motorcycle run on September 24, 2017 to 
support Law Enforcement and BTPA. The ride will be full Police escorted and end with a party at Evergreen Lakes. Your 
donation of $20 per person will include an event t-shirt, after party including food, beverages and live band. All active 
and retired Law Enforcement are free with proper identification. There will also be a live K-9 demonstration and many 
other surprises. Save the date and support a great cause with a great ride event.

Scavenger Hunt Sponsored by Tristate HOG
October 7, 2017

The ride starts at Hannum’s Harley-Davidson Brandywine, 1241 Baltimore Pike in Chadds Ford. Reg-
istration is from 10:00 am until 12:00 pm. The ride fee is $15.00 per person. There will be cash prizes 
and food. For more information go to http://www.tristatehog.net.

EVENTS - MARYLAND - 

annual labor day weekend party
SEPTEMBER 1ST & 2ND 2017

ABATE OF MARYLAND, INC - MID SHORE CHAPTER
TOO MUCH TO LIST! LIVE MUSIC, BOTTOMLESS BEER MUG, AND MORE!

http://abatemidshore.wixsite.com/midshore/17labordayparty
- continued pg 40 -
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RACING IS FUN, WINNING IS A BONUS!
Kasey Huntsberry, sev-

en years old of Winchester, 
Virginia, has been riding his 
Yamaha since December of 
2016; a much desired Christ-
mas present. Kasey received 
his first bicycle at the age of 
three. Once mastering the 
skill of riding a bicycle he 
decided he was ready for 
something more adventur-
ous. 

At the age of five he 
took it to the next level and 
began asking for a dirt bike 
to feed his need for speed. 
Within five minutes of his 
first run he understood the 
concept of the throttle and 
has yet to let up.

Kasey says his favorite 
part of riding is the challenge 
of the terrain, the shape of 
the track, and handling the 
bike throughout the ride. De-
spite his initial fear of crashing 
he decided he wanted to try 
racing anyway. Kasey often 
practices at Tomahawk MX in 
Hedgesville where he’s a mem-

ber. Though this season is his 
first in racing he has never 
been more excited! Kasey 
knows that racing is just for 
fun, but winning is a bonus. 
He was “super pumped up” 
to place third in his very first 
race!

Kasey also enjoys spend-
ing time with his friends, riding 
his BMX bicycle and playing 
the drums. He has only be-
gun racing and he knows that 
school comes first and racing is 
a privilege; and since school is 
just starting, balancing it with 
everything else is something 
that he will have to learn to 
handle. With the support of his 
mother, Melissa Brandt, and 
his racing mentor, Curtis Fisk 
of Full Circle V Twin, he should 
have no problem managing it 
all.
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JUST JIM

Perfect Place to Crash
While serving in the Army, in 1969, I decided to buy a 1951 BMW motorcycle.  The man who 

sold it to me gave me a 10 minute demo ride that would have left  “Evel” Knievel  stressed!  The man 
selling the bike did not speak much English and I did not speak any German, so I became the owner 
and he smiled all the way to his bank.

Editors note: Representative picture only, not the actual 
motorcycle

A gentleman who worked on the base where I was assigned, came to my office and inquired 
about the BMW “500” parked outside.  He had  the exact same bike only 3 years newer.  Franz was a 
gentle sort, but was so particular that his bike had to be absolutely perfect in each and every respect.  
He suggested I bring it to his house about two blocks from the base entrance.  Once there he told me 
that he was a self-employed part-time mechanic, in addition to working on the Army Base during 
the day.  He gave me lots of pointers and suggested I ride slowly on some of the many roads leading 
from town.  On my day off he suggested we ride for an hour and really see some pretty sights.  I was 
delighted as he had become a good friend from our first meeting.  

It seems that Franz was acquainted with the man who sold me the bike and he had no time for 
him.  He shared some information about this man and said the bike was in his service station partially 
dismantled for a long time.  When I saw it sitting there and inquired about it, he quickly assembled it 
and told me to come back the next day and it would be ready to purchase.

Franz suggested we take a short ride before supper so I met him at his home and he led the 
way out of his yard.  Since I was to follow him, I had to stop and close his gate before I could ride 
anywhere.  

Once on the roadway, I had to drive slowly through the town as it was a pleasant afternoon and 
lots of people along the side of the street.  When I finally caught sight of Franz, he was nearly half 
a mile ahead of me and picking up speed as he drove around a pretty sharp curve bordering an old 
grave-yard with tons of large tombstones.  In trying to catch up with him, I had not accounted for the 
really sharp curve going around that cemetary.  I was going approximately 60 mph when I decided 
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Perfect Place to Crash - continued
I could not make the curve and stepped off the bike and let her have her way.  All I can remember is 
sliding and rolling and tearing my army pants and shredding my new leather jacket.  Finally I jumped 
to my feet and waived frantically until Franz saw me in his mirror.

Much to my disbelief the bike made a perfect path around that turn and ended up in a meadow 
around the turn and upside down with the wheels still turning and the motor still running. I was still 
able to walk, but not very  gracefully.  Franz returned to the bike and me and assessed the situation.  
He alone got the bike shut off and upright.  The handle bar was bent on the right side so that it touched 
the frame below it.  I witnessed him straightening that handle bar to the point that I could steer the 
bike almost as well as before. I made a mental note to always stay within his good graces.

The pain from my injuries almost equaled the humiliation I felt when Franz told me that I was 
going to ride that wrecked BMW back through the town into his yard so he could  attempt to fix it for 
me.  He told me that if I did not ride it back, I would never ride again.   

After about a month and many phone calls to his old friend who worked for BMW in Munich,  
he was able to completely rebuild  that old 1951 bike to the original look when it was new.  He got the 
last 1951 front fender that the factory had.  I was thrilled when he got it all finished.  He also did some 
work on the motor and mumbled several German phrases about how that previous owner put things in 
the motor backward and upside down.  He grew to almost despise that fellow for what he had done to 
my bike.  

We enjoyed several good rides after the bike was right and my body was healed and my 
wardrobe was renewed.  Perhaps, if you enjoyed this memory I will continue and share some other 
experiences that were a lot more positive.  

                                Just Jim

Jim currently owns this 1983 R80ST. He still rides occasionally.
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M.A.W.M.R.
Mid-AtlAntic WoMen’s MotoRcycle RideRs 

MAWMR or Bust!

 How is it something cyclical like the passing of time can suddenly seem so sped up? I mean as 
far as I know the rhythm of an hour is still sixty minutes, there are twenty-four hours in a day, and 
a week consists of seven days. Yet the summer weeks seem to be rolling by at full throttle. Maybe 
it has something to do with the weird weather this year; eighty degree days in March, cold rain in 
May- our seasonal context clues were a bit mixed up and it was July before we knew it! Or maybe 
it’s simply that time truly does fly when we’re having fun. Fall promises to be busy as well with Oc-
tober just a short trip straight ahead. Not only will the leaves start to turn shades of red, orange, 
and gold, you’ll notice pink popping up everywhere.

  That’s because October is Breast Cancer Awareness Month. 
Just as    we hope drivers will watch out for us on the road 
all the time and not just in May when it’s Motorcycle Safety 
Awareness Month, I hope this cancer is something you’re on 
guard against for more than 31 days out of the year. Some 
don’t have a choice, it’s always on their mind as they fight to 
beat it. For others, it seems like advice on what age to start or 
how often to have screening tests varies. With breast cancer in 
my family history, I faithfully grit my teeth and go in for the 
tata-flattening vise of a mammogram annually. If you haven’t 
experienced one, it’s not THAT bad. I do have to confess I won’t 
look down though in case seeing the pale crepe that used to be 

the right or left boob might shake my resolve to keep rescheduling! Nah-I wouldn’t stop practicing 
a little self- maintenance, but it is nice when the opportunity comes along to fight cancer AND have 
a good time instead.

 In June, I was ready for a reunion with a group of good girlfriends/old riding buddies. This 
year we chose to get together during the 25th annual Mid-Atlantic Women’s Motorcycle Rally, or 
MAWMR. The ladies that organize this rally do so not only to give women the opportunity to
meet others who love to ride, it’s a fundraising event to help women who are victims of cancer. 
There are two Pennsylvania-based charities that benefit from MAWMR: Help for Oncology Prob-
lems & Emotional Support, or H.O.P.E., and the Pink Out Women’s Cancer Fund. This time the fes-
tivities were held in Front Royal, Virginia, a place that’s always given me the impression of being 
biker-friendly. A feeling that was reinforced on this trip when I got to the area and someone spot-
ted me checking my tires at a convenience store air pump. He ran over to warn me that he thought 
the gauge was off on the machine and more air is pumped in than it reads. I kept my own pressure 
gauge I was using as backup hidden in my hand and simply thanked him for his trouble. I’ve never 
trusted the accuracy of these parking lot contraptions, just consider myself lucky when they’re 
working at all and it’s a bonus if they’re free to use! Then it was on to MAWMR!

 The hospitable vibe continued once I arrived, not only from the organizers and attendees of 
the rally but from the hotel staff. And as it turned out, the Mayor of Front Royal was set to lead the 

stevie lynne
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Parade of Chrome that weekend as part of the event. MAWMR consisted of another few days Wthat 
seemed to spin by quickly and offered up lots of adventures, like taking advantage of riding great 
area roads, (Skyline Drive IS right there). You could opt to park your bike to go on a river tubing ex-
cursion or take to the air on a zip line tour. 2017 also brought us games, themed parties, vendors, 
workshops, and inspiring post-dinner talks from Ursula Wachowiak, Tamela Rich, and Danell Lynn. 
Sound like your cuppa? While different Mid-Atlantic states have hosted the rally in the past, it will be 
in the same month and town next spring. See www.mawmr.orgfor more information and pictures.

 And as far as breast cancer goes, don’t just assume guys are excluded. I have to admit I didn’t 
realize male breast cancer existed until as recently as ten years ago, when Peter Criss revealed he 
was a survivor. (If you’re not a fellow KISS fan, he’s the original drummer aka Catman.) Statistically, 
a very small percentage of men are diagnosed with breast cancer. Still, while the wet-tee contest 
winning bust might not be there, breast tissue is. If a lump ever forms or any other unusual chang-
es become apparent, it’s better to be safe and have it checked out than to ignore it. So, EVERYBODY 
take care- on and off the road! That way no matter how fast the cycle of seasons seems to be mov-
ing, we’re up for spending the time on our motorcycles.

Stevie Lynne
EDITOR’S NOTE: Stevie rides a Heritage Softail, is an ABATE member, and resides in the Capital Region of Maryland. 
Originally from Virginia, and after living in Pennsylvania for a time, she loves exploring the roads of the Mid-Atlantic 
and beyond on the Heritage. Stevie was an on-air radio personality for over twenty-five years, and is happy to 
share her thoughts, stories and tales as a part of the Motorcycle Times family. Stevie Lynne receives comments at 
thewritegrip2017@gmail.com ,if you enjoyed her column please send her an email.



WWW.MOTORCYCLETIMES.COM14

MOTORCYCLETIMES BASE-12 -- 100X103.37 -- CMYK

ROLLING PHYSICS PROBLEM

Big Rides, Little Rides

GREG  SHAMIEH

MOTORCYCLETIMES BASE-12 -- 100X103.37 -- CMYK

 Sometimes I just have to go for a ride. 

 There are as many possible reasons as there are sands on the beach, but the result is always 
the same. It’s just me in my helmet, with the sound of the air rushing round it, unplugged, off-grid, in 
that place where I can make some time to think.

 A few years back, I’d exhibited what for me was an uncharacteristic tight little cluster of 
significant errors in judgement. I’d made a righteous hash of multiple areas in my life all at once. I 
needed some time with myself to “think-think-think-pooh” back to some sane and well-adjusted 
place. I needed to go for a little ride. 

 I loaded some camping gear onto a seat bag on my LT, arranged for some time off from work, 
and went stands up and rolled west. The first place I even considered stopping was on the north end 
of the Mackinac Bridge, in the Village of Saint Ignace. With choppy bright blue waters all around, and 
pine forests behind me up the hill, I set my tent and contemplated the view of my mistakes stuck back 
on the water’s other side.

 The next day saw Sault Ste Marie, and Thunder Bay, Ontario, after endless switchback and 
hillcrest runs over Lake Superior bays, and nearly a hundred miles of riding my LT standing up on dirt, 
where the Ontario Department of Highways had seen fit to entirely remove the TransCanada Highway 
for maintenance – “We only got about 5 weeks a year to do repairs, eh?”.  

 The next day took me in morning mist through Grand Portage and Grand Marais and as 
sunshine broke into Duluth, smelling intensely of freshly toasted grains. By the time I pitched my 
tent again in Escanaba – next to an R90S rider named Kennedy – I’d figured some stuff out, and was 
spiritually ready to turn my wheels for home. Sometime all it takes is a little ride to figure things out, 
and arrive at that non-spatial location of illumination. Lately though, I’ve been thinking about a big 
ride. 

 Big rides are more than merely rides – they’re milestones, they’re symbols, they are 
accomplishments. Big rides are confirmations of the possible, voyages that nourish and sustain the 
soul. It’s been a couple of years since a Big Ride, and my Big Ride batteries are showing red, and in 
need of a charge.

 I’ve ridden from Maryland to the Southwestern Deserts and back, but time and opportunity 
to dip my boots in the Pacific have thus far eluded me. I have a long-lost cousin I have never met – a 
fellow obsessive and talented motorcyclist – a professional racer both on and off the road – that lives 
in San Diego. I met Oliver in the comments section of BikeExif.com. Our similar surname set off alarm 
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- CONTINUED -

 Sometimes I just have to go for a ride. 

 There are as many possible reasons as there are sands on the beach, but the result is always 
the same. It’s just me in my helmet, with the sound of the air rushing round it, unplugged, off-grid, in 
that place where I can make some time to think.

 A few years back, I’d exhibited what for me was an uncharacteristic tight little cluster of 
significant errors in judgement. I’d made a righteous hash of multiple areas in my life all at once. I 
needed some time with myself to “think-think-think-pooh” back to some sane and well-adjusted 
place. I needed to go for a little ride. 

 I loaded some camping gear onto a seat bag on my LT, arranged for some time off from work, 
and went stands up and rolled west. The first place I even considered stopping was on the north end 
of the Mackinac Bridge, in the Village of Saint Ignace. With choppy bright blue waters all around, and 
pine forests behind me up the hill, I set my tent and contemplated the view of my mistakes stuck back 
on the water’s other side.

 The next day saw Sault Ste Marie, and Thunder Bay, Ontario, after endless switchback and 
hillcrest runs over Lake Superior bays, and nearly a hundred miles of riding my LT standing up on dirt, 
where the Ontario Department of Highways had seen fit to entirely remove the TransCanada Highway 
for maintenance – “We only got about 5 weeks a year to do repairs, eh?”.  

 The next day took me in morning mist through Grand Portage and Grand Marais and as 
sunshine broke into Duluth, smelling intensely of freshly toasted grains. By the time I pitched my 
tent again in Escanaba – next to an R90S rider named Kennedy – I’d figured some stuff out, and was 
spiritually ready to turn my wheels for home. Sometime all it takes is a little ride to figure things out, 
and arrive at that non-spatial location of illumination. Lately though, I’ve been thinking about a big 
ride. 

 Big rides are more than merely rides – they’re milestones, they’re symbols, they are 
accomplishments. Big rides are confirmations of the possible, voyages that nourish and sustain the 
soul. It’s been a couple of years since a Big Ride, and my Big Ride batteries are showing red, and in 
need of a charge.

 I’ve ridden from Maryland to the Southwestern Deserts and back, but time and opportunity 
to dip my boots in the Pacific have thus far eluded me. I have a long-lost cousin I have never met – a 
fellow obsessive and talented motorcyclist – a professional racer both on and off the road – that lives 
in San Diego. I met Oliver in the comments section of BikeExif.com. Our similar surname set off alarm 

bells, and after lengthy e-mail exchanges it became clear our Orthodox Christian families had been 
forced to flee from the same Syrian Village by the rampaging Ottomans in the late 1800s. 

 We share our love of the Iron Steed though we have never met. 

 My newest client at work is The City of San Diego. I have been told to expect to have to spend 
some time with them if our work with them moves forward. A few days with The City with a few days 
advance notice is all it would take to have my long ride batteries recharged for years. 

 With a willing spirit, the right motorcycle, and a body that is still able, it’s three days at speed 
from Ocean City to Del Coronado. It’s a long ride that would be one for the ages. Another chance to 
cross the green of Tennessee, to ride the Mountains of New Mexico and Southern Arizona… to blaze 
through Roswell and White Sands. The Southern Transcontinental routes have much to recommend 
them when compared with the Rolling Wheat Ocean that is crossing Kansas.

 It’s too soon to begin rejoicing, as lots of moving parts have yet to align, but this would be the 
biggest of big rides – a tale to tell the kids and their kids, should they have any. Not all ‘little rides’ are 
little, not all ‘Big Rides’ are big, though – sometimes a motorcycle ride is just a ride.  

 The weather here in Central Maryland has been unpredictable and unseasonable lately. Where 
in mid-August we’d normally be sweltering in high heat and higher humidity, we’ve had long strings 
of cool and rainy weather punctuated by little breaks of springlike dry cool days and cooler nights. In 
what are supposed to be August’s Dog Days, there isn’t so much as a puppy anywhere in sight. 

 During one of my frequent trips to dwell in admiration of the Garage Art Collection, I found 
myself gazing wordlessly at my oldest motorcycle, my 1973 R75/5. There is something about the 
Toaster Tank that makes it appear older than its actual 43 years. Between the fork gaiters, the nacelle 
headlamp with its built-in combined instrument, the simple, unlabeled handlebar switches, and 
the zeppelin-shaped mufflers, it suggests BMW designers that could not decide which 20th Century 
Decade they were designing for – in what was then the most modern design they had ever produced, 
there were obvious design references to motorcycles they had built in the 1930s. 

 I’d been busy lately with other things, and other motorcycles, but that day I needed to ride that 
motorcycle – which I’ve owned for over 30 years – even more than it needed to be ridden.

 Cutting up Mt. Phillip Road towards the west side of Frederick, the oldest of my Alloy 
Girlfriends was light of foot and dancing divinely. Threading the combinations of left-right corners 
and sharp changes in grades and topography, I surfed the big smooth waves of torque produced by 
the bored-out, small valve motor. I was bathed in the sunlight, the cool breeze through my ventilated 
leathers, and in echoes of the engine’s machine gun report coming back from the hillsides above the 
road. Front and back wheels moved on the long throw suspension, soaking up the road’s manifold 
irregularities with none of it affecting the frame or the rider. 

-continued-
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Big Rides, Little Rides - continued -
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 My overwhelming impression was of an almost meditative lack of conscious riding decisions 
– after so many miles together this old motorcycle is like an extension of my own body – the bike 
simply does what my mind requests without action, translation or boundaries between us. You would 
be lucky to have with your lover what I have with this motorcycle. 

 That afternoon had many more sunny miles through Gambrill, back down Maryland 17 to 
Burkettsville, and through the bottoms back home. Some motorcycle grace takes a lap of an inland 
sea, or the crossing of a continent. Sometimes though, that illumination, that joy can be achieved in a simple 
half hour on a sunny afternoon.

Greg Shamieh

Editirs Note: Greg Shamieh is a lifelong motorcycle enthusiast, writer and historian who lives in the Two 
Wheeled Heaven of Maryland’s Middletown Valley. He rides for daily transportation, sport, travel, meditation, 
inspiration and illumination. His work appears on the Web at rollingphysicsproblem.wordpress.com.



September/October 2017 17

MOTORCYCLETIMES BASE-12 -- 100X103.37 -- CMYK MOTORCYCLETIMES BASE-12 -- 100X103.37 -- CMYK

Ride your bike on the Right Tracks ! 
It’s Safer and More FUN than you can imagine !  

Go to MotorcycleXcitement.com 
Roger Lyle   301-933-2599 

Learn to ride smooth, safe and fast !

June 17 Sat Jefferson        NEW course layout!
June 18 Sun Shenandoah   Father’s Day

July 3 Mon Summit Point
July 4 Tue Summit Point + Racing School

July 15 Sat NCBIKE
July 16 Sun NCBIKE + Racing School

July 31 Mon Pitt Race

August 13 Sun Shenandoah
August 14 Mon Summit Point + Racing School

August 26 Sat NCBIKE
August 27 Sun NCBIKE

From street rider to racer, our programs and friendly  
coaches will teach you how to handle the curves !

Have FUN at the track day, improve your skills with 
hours of instruction and quality track time !

We proudly conduct our track days and schools at 
Summit Point Motorsports Park, WV, one hour from  

DC and Baltimore, and NCBIKE in Garysburg, NC !

Want to be a racer ?  Take our Road Racing School !  
Accredited by CCS, WERA, AHRMA

Speed of Life Photography

 My overwhelming impression was of an almost meditative lack of conscious riding decisions 
– after so many miles together this old motorcycle is like an extension of my own body – the bike 
simply does what my mind requests without action, translation or boundaries between us. You would 
be lucky to have with your lover what I have with this motorcycle. 

 That afternoon had many more sunny miles through Gambrill, back down Maryland 17 to 
Burkettsville, and through the bottoms back home. Some motorcycle grace takes a lap of an inland 
sea, or the crossing of a continent. Sometimes though, that illumination, that joy can be achieved in a simple 
half hour on a sunny afternoon.

Greg Shamieh

Editirs Note: Greg Shamieh is a lifelong motorcycle enthusiast, writer and historian who lives in the Two 
Wheeled Heaven of Maryland’s Middletown Valley. He rides for daily transportation, sport, travel, meditation, 
inspiration and illumination. His work appears on the Web at rollingphysicsproblem.wordpress.com.
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- BIKER BILLY COOKS WITH FIRE -

FALL RIDING
Text & Recipe by Bill Hufnagle
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TO DIE PUMPKIN PIE
 4 large eggs
 3 cups light cream
 3/4 cup packed light brown sugar
 3/4 cup granulated sugar
 1/2 teaspoon ground ginger
 1/2 teaspoon ground nutmeg
 1/2 teaspoon ground cloves
 1 teaspoon cayenne pepper
 1 teaspoon ground cinnamon
 3 cups fresh pumpkin, prebaked (see note)
 1 packaged piecrust mix, prepared for a double-crust
 9 -inch pie

 1. In a large mixing bowl, beat the eggs using an
 electric blender on low speed.  Add the cream and
 mix until well blended. 

 October is one of my favorite months of the year for motorcycle riding.  While I consider summer my season 
of choice and winter a dreaded enemy, it is during this transitional month that I find the most joy on two wheels.

 The warmth of summer and the long hours of daylight are waning heavily come October, and there is that 
something in the air harkening of winter’s arrival.  The fall foliage is painting a riot of colors upon the landscape, and 
the leaves surrendering to gravity impart a special scent to the cooler breezes.  They descend to the pavement and 
lay in wait with their co-conspirator, rain, for the unsuspecting motorcyclist who is watching the trees, not the road.  
Amidst the beauty lies increased danger, which perhaps adds to the thrill.

 Being a leather aficionado in the fall is like being a cigar smoker on vacation in Cuba.   What better time to 
enjoy the earthly pleasures of a warm leather jacket, chaps, boots, and gloves?  Clad in their protection, one feels 
some equalizing effect against the slippery leaves lurking in the long shadows of a sun that each day arcs closer to 
the southern horizon.  Leathers creak more when they are chilled from a ride, and they trade their signature rich 
fragrance when warm for a cool music orchestrated by your motion.

 Getting geared up for a ride takes on more of a ritual aspect sometime during this month.  While September 
brought some relief from the swelter of 
August along with the hoped-for Indian 
summer, October marks a true climatic 
change.  One knows that it can start to get 
sharply colder during any ride.  Hence, the 
ritual of making sure there are cold-weather 
extras in the saddle bags—gloves of various 
weights, thermal vests, and for the ardent 
winter riders, the ultimate in comfort—
electric riding gear. 

 The rituals also involve increasing care 
in donning one’s riding gear.  Gone are the 
days when quickly slipping on your jacket and 
helmet were sufficient.  Now the fall air can 
be cold enough to cut like a knife though a 
careless gap between jacket and pants.  That 
same airflow was a comforting relief from 
the heat a few short weeks ago.  As October 
marches towards All Hallows Eve, the ritual of 
sealing out the breeze becomes more intense.  
 Yet we are armoring ourselves 
precisely so we can continue to keep our minds and our knees in the breeze.
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- BIKER BILLY COOKS WITH FIRE -

TO DIE PUMPKIN PIE 2
 Add both sugars, the ginger, nutmeg, cloves,
 cayenne, and cinnamon and blend until smooth,
 about 2 minutes. Add the pumpkin and blend until

 smooth, about 3 minutes.  (You can blend this by
 hand but it takes a lot more effort.)
 2. Preheat the oven to 425°F.  Roll out and place
 the crusts in two 9-inch pie pans and pinch flute the

 edges into a nice looking ridge.  Divide the filling
 between the two pie crusts.  Bake at 425°F for 15
 minutes, reduce the oven temperature to 350°F and

 bake until a fork inserted in the center of the pie
 comes out clean, about another 45 minutes.  Serve

 warm or chilled, as you prefer.

 Makes two 9-inch pies; 8 to 12 servings total

 Our machines also feel the need for more ritual, too; each passing day they ask for a little more time to 
warm their vital juices and elemental metals before they will allow us to ride them.  If left outside overnight, they 
respond to the moon and the increasingly clear night sky by wrapping themselves in a blanket of cool condensation, 
reminding us how sometimes they prefer to slumber in the warmth of the garage.  That first time of the season 
when you come out of your motel room on a dry, sunny, road trip morning to find your beloved bike drenched in 
dew is a sign of things to come.  Ride longer into this season and towards higher elevation, and Jack Frost will greet 
you before breakfast one morning.  Your bike now requires the ritual of warming up and wiping down before rides.

 I think that it is somehow, somewhere in that process of change from the freedom and abundance of 
summer riding to the restrictions of winter that the month of October has its special effect on my riding pleasure.  
There is something bittersweet in these waning days of the riding season.

 I ride with more of a mission during this month.  In the summer, rides are abundant and part of the daily 
fabric of life and their preciousness is harder to perceive.  But come October, it is my season to harvest.  I gather up 
rides and riding experiences to store them for the winter.  Like a bear eating all he can find, I will try to gorge myself 
on the still-plentiful fruits of my motorcycle so I may store enough spiritual fuel to carry me through the long winter 
hibernation.
Biker Billy

Column copyright Bill Hufnagle 2017.  Recipe reprinted with permission from “BIKER BILLY’S HOG WILD ON A 
HARLEY COOKBOOK”, published by Harvard Common Press, Boston copyright Bill Hufnagle 2003
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The American Legion Riders: Defending Freedom One Ride at a Time.  

American Legion riders are former service members, parents, spouses, children and 
grandchildren of veterans.  We continue to serve other veterans, their families and the 
community. We are a philanthropic organization and, contrary to popular belief, the American 
Legion receives no money or grants from the federal government. Our service programs are 
sustained by contributions; our members dedicate both their finances and time to help the 
American Legion raise funds to assist the children of those that have died in military service 
or the families of veterans that have sustained grievous injuries in service to our nation.  

We assist with VA benefits counseling, provide support families in need, and support the 
national emergency fund to provide relief to veterans and their families in the wake of natural 
or man-made disasters. During the holidays we take time to honor our fallen through solemn 
ceremonies on Memorial Day to supporting Wreaths across America in December.  We 
provide funds to help kids and families with grief counseling after the death of a loved one.  
We support war wounded veterans through a variety of programs that provide a healing 
environment from all service related injuries.  

We are dedicated to our communities and actively support our Queen Anne’s County 
Food Pantry Programs, we want to ensure no child goes hungry and no family goes without 
sustenance during the holidays. 

As baseball legend Jackie Robinson, once said “A life is not important except in the impact 
it has on other lives.”  As American Legion Riders, we constantly strive to make an impact on 
the lives of others and the community around us. We ask everyone to join us and help where 
they can.  We are, and shall always be, grateful to community-focused businesses and 
individuals that work with us to give back and serve our local community. 

Thank you in advance for your support and generosity.  
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THE WRITE GRIP
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Saddle Soar

 When I headed to the refrigerator recently to grab a cold one, it occurred to me things were 
looking a little bare. Not INSIDE the fridge, that was well-stocked with plenty of food and drinks. 
The OUTSIDE seemed to be a bit sparse for some reason. Then I realized that a few months ago, I 
was sticking flyer after flyer of rides and events I wanted to attend on the side of the refrigerator as 
a way of saving the dates. Now those happenings have come and gone in a flash of fun, the hand-
outs have come down, and the magnets on the fridge are looking lonely! Guess it’s time to check 
the calendars for upcoming weeks and do some planning.

 One rally I look forward to each September is OC BikeFest/Delmarva Bike Week. There’s 
plenty to do which makes it easy to find something to suit your mood. You can get wild and crazy 
at any number of cool places, or wild and quiet by checking out the feral horses a quick ride away 
at Assateague. I’ve seen lots of awesome concerts at the Inlet, and I think this year promises more 
great performances with Kix and Lynyrd Skynyrd in the lineup. In addition to live shows,

 I’ve enjoyed good times in Ocean City along with my boyfriend at past rallies. We’ve seen 
the sun rise over coffee while walking on the beach, as well as the celebration the sunset becomes 
when watching it synchronized with music at Fagers Island. But what led to a favorite shared 
memory actually happened after we’d left the oceanfront and were on our way home.

 He was on his Road King and back then I was riding my Sportster. We left the beach very early 
in the morning, between that and the fact you never know what the weather will be like each year, 
it was a chilly ride home. On what we figured was the final fuel stop, we decided warming up with 
some coffee was in order before wrapping up the last hour of the trip. As we stood next to the 
bikes treating ourselves to that dose of caffeine, a man came over to chat. He admitted he always 
wanted to ride a motorcycle, but had a disability he felt made it too unsafe to be on two wheels. 
Turns out he was the driver of one of two vans transporting a church group of mostly older folks 
back to North Carolina. While we talked, the passengers started filtering back to the vehicles from 
the gas station to join the conversation.

 After a few ladies questioned me about how it was to ride by myself and what I wear to 
keep warm, one of them wanted to know if she could pose next to my bike for a picture.

“Sure, you can sit of them if you wa-“

 That was all it took! Before I could warn them about hot parts or anything else, they were off 
as if afraid we’d change our minds. It was like watching a few dozen elderly transform into a wild 
pack of kindergarteners set loose on a jungle gym for the first time. We juggled the cameras they 
tossed to us, taking photos as they scrambled on and off the bikes squealing, laughing, and striking 
poses. Once everyone had their turn and the chaos fizzled out, we parted ways. Much later, as we 
reminisced about our vacation we realized that in the middle of the parking lot confusion, neither 
of us had taken pictures of them with our OWN cameras.

Stevie Lynne
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- CONTINUED - 

 It’s an oversight I regret, but the memory comes to mind clearly several times a year, espe-
cially around OC Bike Week. It brings a smile to my face as big as the grins we saw on those folks, 
and that contagious joy continues to lift my spirit. What I like to think of as my kind of post-ride 
saddle “soar”.
Stevie Lynne
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MARTIN MOORE’S TRIKE

THE ENGINE BONE is

 CONNECTED TO THE 

GEAR BONES

A while ago, off  road V.W. dune buggy’s were a blast & easy to build by simply removing the 
body and shortening the floor pan. After several builds, the concept of a three-wheel V.W. street 
motorcycle surfaced & led to building several of them.  

In 1997 I envisioned a V-8 street trike with the engine being a small block Chevy with hooker 
headers, a chopper girder front end, a shortened 12 bolt rear, G-60 tires & a black velvet lined cab. 
The steps were to create preliminary design drawings, establishing preliminary engineering & then 
begin acquisitions of parts & pieces.  

-CONTINUED-
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-MARTIN MOORE’S TRIKE CONTINUED- 

With much help from “Berkshire Automotive Engineering” in Ancram, N.Y, the V-8 trike began 
to come to life.  The first hurdle in structural design was how to build a frame strong enough to 
support a small block Chevy engine that was still attractive. Enter Bill Coward, proprietor of B.A.E.  
Bill, a builder of top fuel dragsters & ace mechanic said; “We don’t need a frame, the engine will be 
the frame.” my reply was, “Bill how will you do that?” 

Over simplified, the structural items would all be attached one to another.  Starting with the 
chrome chopper girder front end would be connected to a welded chrome molly tubing “yoke.”  The 
yoke then bolted to the front of the engine, then the engine to the Lakewood steel bell housing, 
the housing to the [3] speed manual transmission, the transmission universal to universal with no 
drive shaft and lastly, a chrome molly tubing truss from bell housing to the 12 bolt rear & shortened 
axels.  It was synonymous with the song; “The hip bone connected to the thigh bone, the thigh bone 
connected to the leg bone, the leg bone connected to the foot bone & so on!” 

The first safety procedure was to un-hook the secondary’s of the Holly four-barrel carburetor. 
There was no need to smoke up the G-60 X 14 tires when the [4] barrels kicked in. Starting out in 2nd 
gear & shifting to 3rd without dangerously taking ones hands off the high -rise handlebars would be a 
smart move. Bill Coward had the solution once again by the use of a small air pressure tank, solenoid 
valves & handle bar mounted manual switches, the problem was solved!  There were a multitude of 
creative design challenges in this build that were met & solved successfully. The end result is a very 
unique and ride-able V-8 street trike that will impress & be admired by those folks that lay their eyes 
on this one of a kind bike. This trike is for experienced riders only & is most certainly not a “drink & 
drive machine!”

It is for sale as of now and the individual who will buy this bike has the opportunity to bring 
it to show trike quality.  Replacing parts with chrome is all it will take, for example the headers. Just 
imagine it with chrome or polished stainless steel headers. Maybe you would add a custom paint job? 

OFFERED AT A SALE PRICE OF:   $ 9,995.  

Martin E. Moore  Ph 207-633-2600 or email @ cmoore@gwi.net
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ABATE OF DELAWARE
So here we are deep in the dog days of Summer. 

The Delaware General Assembly is now in recess and there doesn’t appear to be much concerning our Freedoms looming. There 
has been some important Legislation passed during the run up to the recess. 
SB 78 - The Vulnerable Users Law, was passed by the House on July 1st and now is waiting on the Governor’s signature. This 
law will enhance penalties for drivers who cause serious physical injury to a vulnerable user as defined. Motorcycles are included 
in the list of vulnerable users. Perhaps now LEO’s will charge drivers who violate the right of way, turning left in front of a biker 
causing a crash.
 
HB 114 raises the minimum automobile bodily injury and property damage limits to reflect the current economic conditions. The 
minimums are now $25,000, because of bodily injury to, or death of one person in any one accident and, subject to said limit 
for one person $50,000, because of bodily injury to, or death of two or more persons in any one accident, and $10,000, because 
of injury to, or destruction of property of others in any one accident. 
Up from and 15,000, $30,000, and $5,000. This was signed into law on 13 June and will take effect on 13 December 2017.
And finally, HB 14 - This would have required the use of helmets for all motorcyclists with in the State of Delaware. I am always 
happy to report the dedicated efforts of the membership of ABATE of Delaware as well as the efforts of BOLT (Bikers Of a Lesser 
Tolerance) and the bikers from the state and around the county we were able to defeat this intrusion on our rights to choose for 
ourselves. Scores of bikers from around the country took the time to write and call the Committee members to voice their opinion 
and that made all the difference.
Never under estimate the power of making your voice heard. 
 
Ed Berner 
Legislative Coordinator 
ABATE of Delaware 
www.abateofde.com  
If you don’t fight for freedom, you give it away without protest!
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The October Surprise: Discovering Magic at the Magic Beach Motel
by John Callaghan

“Surprise is the greatest gift which life can grant us.”  --Boris Pasternak
 Boris may be right. At least the surprise I got a few seasons ago was a gift—a satisfying October surprise that 
sill puts a smile on my face.
  But let me begin at the beginning. While there’s really no such place as Magic Beach, don’t be disappointed.  
The Magic Beach Motel is enchanting and you might even say, magical.
  To set the scene: it was mid-October and like many two-wheeled pilgrims, I was riding to Biketoberfest in 
Daytona Beach.  I wasn’t planning to cruise the streets on my BMW 1200RT, a bike that looks more like an alien 
spaceship than a motorcycle. Parking my ride next to all those Hogs on the aptly named Main Street wouldn’t be cool 
at all.  My objective was simple: to see what Biketoberfest was all about.
 To get there I aimed my bike south through Charleston, S.C., had an overnight in Savannah (always worth a 
visit), and drifted along old Route 17 through Georgia up to the Florida border. Traveling old 17 was like being in an 
unhurried two-lane time machine. There were long stretches of lush countryside, long stretches of empty highway and 
dotting the route, old motels, diners, and roadhouses. It’s a back road worth exploring anytime you’re Florida bound. 
 When I at last connected with Route A-1-A in Florida, I breezed straight down the Amelia Island coast line. The 
island ended at a desolate spot in Fort George where a short ferry ride took me to Mayport on the mainland to continue 
my adventure. What I never expected were all the huge resorts and mansions on the east side of the road.  As I passed 
Atlantic Beach, Jacksonville Beach, and Pointe Vedra Beach these massive structures loomed up along most of the 
route blocking any view of the ocean.  Undeterred, I just kept on riding, hoping that down the road I’d find better access 
to the beach and someplace interesting to stay that wasn’t part of a cookie cutter chain.
 I was close to where southbound A-1-A makes a hard right turn and crosses the Tolomato River to St. 
Augustine.  I didn’t want to stay in St. Augustine, but at this point I was ready to give up. I was tired and needed to stop 
and recharge for the next leg of the trip. I was about to make the turn, when
wait! I realized I could ride straight to the road’s end. 
 The sign said “Vilano Beach.” Maybe, just maybe there would be something there for me. Maybe it would be 
the other side of the rainbow where there were no mansions and high rise resorts. It was probably a fantasy, I thought, 
but a biker can dream, can’t he?
 And improbably, as if I had wished it into being, there it was. As I turned east toward the ocean a funky, restored 
retro-Florida motel appeared on my left.  A neon sign above the yellow and aqua covered entrance announced: “Magic 
Beach Motel” and below it bunnies hopped from a black top hat. This just can’t be, I told myself, but there it was. Pink 
flamingos adorned the doorways. A quiet pool beckoned.  Palm trees lined the border of the parking lot. Could this be 
real? 
 Real or not, I spent two days there. Talk about biker friendly, this is the place.  The motel was 200 steps from 
the beach and a six minute walk west to the town pier. A Publix grocery store was on the next corner filled with the 
usual food store fare but also deli treats, wine, beer, snacks, t-shirts, and postcards.  Next to the Publix were an Asian 
restaurant and a pizzeria.  Adjacent to the motel was the “Over the Ditch Café” serving breakfast and lunch.  In the 
opposite direction there was Beaches Restaurant with a deck overlooking the Tolomato River. 
 As an extra attraction—yes, a biker bar. Haley’s Pub (“Coldest Beer at the Warmest Pub) was a short stroll in 
the direction of the pier. Haley’s, true to the tradition of shabby Florida dives, is a non-descript place but there’s no 
chance of missing it. Nearby an original 50’s era motor court sign painted in yellow, aqua, coral and pink still stands 
advertising “Haley’s Court.” Haley’s Court was one of several art-moderne style motor courts popular among families 
during the tourist boom of the 40s and 50s in the Vilano Beach area. In fact, the architecture of the Magic Beach Motel 
is in this same style.
 Taking all of this in, I couldn’t help but consider that this was a unique oasis for the road-weary motorcyclist. 
Plenty to eat and drink within walking distance and the ocean next door.   Park your bike in front of your room, settle 
in, hit the pool later on, and maybe enjoy a carry out dinner on the beach. Then in the morning you can take your coffee 
to the beach, too. 
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 Before long you’ll wonder if you can ever pry yourself away from this tranquil sanctuary and get on the road 
again. A short ride over the bridge the next day took me to the Trolley Tour Depot. I booked a pleasant, hop on/hop off 
tour of St. Augustine; its extensive history goes back to 1565 when it was founded by Spanish explorers.  It was a kick 
to trolley ride around the old city to view the historic sights, visit a few shops, check out the restaurants and then return 
to my Magic Beach Motel refuge.  
 The Magic Beach Motel’s backstory is one of perseverance and dedication. Earl and Remy Jensen poured 
money, lots of it, plus hands-on labor, and an abundance of love into restoring what were derelict buildings to look the 
way they did in their glory days. The motel had only reopened about five months before I checked in.  The new owners 
are rightfully proud of their efforts and make sure their guests feel at home and content. Each room has a fridge, A/C, 
colorful 50s-style furnishings and features a unique hand-painted mural depicting a scene from Florida’s natural or 
cultural history. No two rooms are alike in this respect. 
 Finally, there’s the name:  in another era it was the Vilano Beach Motel and then it became the locale for a TV 
series called, “Safe Harbor.” During that stint it got the name “Magic Beach Motel” and the nifty neon sign with the 
rabbits jumping out of the hat. After that, it was used as the set for the movie “Moody Beach.”
 Heading to Dayton this fall or just exploring Florida’s east coast? Stop in for a stay at the Magic Beach Motel 
and find the magic for yourself.
 Details: Magic Beach Motel, 50 Vilano Rd., St. Augustine, FL 32084

No smoking
Rates: A Queen Standard Unit costs about $99-$129, plus tax, in mid-October. Check the website for up-to-date rates 
for specific dates.

Tel.: 904-342-5263
Website: www.magicbeachmotel.com
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BOOK REVIEW

My day started off badly.  This story is being penned from a mildew infested home caused by a 
gushing dishwasher which imploded earlier this morning. The dishwasher ejected about 100 gallons 
of water into our home before we caught the issue. Our downstairs is partially gutted as I write. 
The ugliness of the day began at 7am this morning, I lost 70 photos of my last ride which I needed 
for an upcoming editorial deadline. Then Sometime during the day, my smart phone fell out of my 
pocket while riding my motorcycle and was never seen again. Individually none of these events are 
life ending problems, but all these situations happening simultaneously was a punch in the gut. Once 
I finally got the water loss mitigated, I took the opportunity to get on my cycle to burn off some 
negative energy. I headed north towards one of my most favorite rural routes to let my mind escape 
from reality.

While on my cycle, all the issues of the day became a disappearing mist. As I followed the Platt 
River down a curvy road, I noticed a vibrant shade of green shimmering from a grove of Aspen. The 
color emanating from the trees looked as if a million emeralds were radiating wondrous points of 
lights in all directions. The majestic scene level set my negative demeanor, and I immediately began 
to focus on how good I had it, instead of the problem filled day which proceeded my ride.

After about an hour of riding, I stopped off on the side of the road to watch the sun set behind the 
mountains.  As I sat on the dirt road a Cattle Truck passed me. It stopped at an intersection about 
10 yards from my motorcycle.  The truck was waiting for traffic to die down so I had an opportunity 
to observe the cows trapped inside the trailer. One beast just gazed at me with these huge eyes for 
what seemed an eternity. As I observed the eyes of that cow, I noticed pure confusion mixed with 
fear.  The look upon this creatures’ face was a miserable sight. His body twitched with anxiety as he 
huddled together with other petrified animals for mutual comfort.  I am a hard-core meat-eating 
veteran but the sight made me sad. The cow was trapped in this trailer and had no freedom of 
movement or ability to choose; it was smart enough to realize that he no longer had any control over 
his own agency and this misery was profoundly seen through the fear shown in his own persona. As 
the truck pulled away, I thought to myself that I am so grateful for the freedom to choose my own 
path.  

“The freedom of the open road”, is an old cliché expressing why motorcyclist love to ride. I never 
liked that saying because it tends to be overused and played out.  Seeing that cattle trailer made 
me think of how fortunate I am to be sitting on my motorcycle with the ability to choose whatever 
path I yearn to take. How many individuals out there have lost their ability to choose or have never 
had a choice to begin with.  We live in a country where freedom is our birthright; many others do 
not enjoy the rights we take advantage of every day. With freedom comes responsibility and poor 
choices can lead to a restriction of one’s freedoms. As our ability to choose diminishes, our ceiling to 
find happiness proportionately reduces as well. One can never be truly happy unless they have had 

 If you are like me 
and enjoy reading light 
stories about motorcycle 
adventures on your lunch 
hour, or in the evening 
after a day of work you 
will surely enjoy this little 
book.
 It contains a collec-
tion of short stories and 
verbal sketches depict-
ing a point of view of the 
moment that perfectly 
illuminates it and provides 
you that peek inside. Soon 
after beginning to read 
this you will be there with 
him as he buys lobsters, 
is discovered naked in a 
barn, ventures off road on 
a street bike and so much 
more.
 Please do not mis-
understand, although 
humourous at times, this 
is not a comedic narrative. 
Rather it is the ordinary 
observation and writing 
down of things that he 
has - as we all have - done 
with or to his motorcycle.
 It is hard to put 
down, I limited myself to 
only one or two stories 
of an evening in order to 
savor the experience. Of 
course, if this book arrives 
at your home on a cold 
rainy day and you have a 
snapping fire going you 
might just read it at once.

WE ARE PLEASED TO MAKE AL’S BOOK AVAILABLE BEGINNING 
SEPTEMBER 1 ONLINE, BY PHONE OR REGULAR MAIL 

THROUGH THIS PUBLICATION AT 
www.motorcycletimes.com 

or 302-943-3590
OR MJM PUBLISHING,LLC 719 TOMAHAWK LANE, FELTON, DE, 19943

THE COVER PRICE IS $23.95 AND INCLUDES S&H 
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 MOTOR-OSOPHY  LIFE ON TWO WHEELS

 

ROBERT HUNT

A BOND AMONG US

My day started off badly.  This story is being penned from a mildew infested home caused by a 
gushing dishwasher which imploded earlier this morning. The dishwasher ejected about 100 gallons 
of water into our home before we caught the issue. Our downstairs is partially gutted as I write. 
The ugliness of the day began at 7am this morning, I lost 70 photos of my last ride which I needed 
for an upcoming editorial deadline. Then Sometime during the day, my smart phone fell out of my 
pocket while riding my motorcycle and was never seen again. Individually none of these events are 
life ending problems, but all these situations happening simultaneously was a punch in the gut. Once 
I finally got the water loss mitigated, I took the opportunity to get on my cycle to burn off some 
negative energy. I headed north towards one of my most favorite rural routes to let my mind escape 
from reality.

While on my cycle, all the issues of the day became a disappearing mist. As I followed the Platt 
River down a curvy road, I noticed a vibrant shade of green shimmering from a grove of Aspen. The 
color emanating from the trees looked as if a million emeralds were radiating wondrous points of 
lights in all directions. The majestic scene level set my negative demeanor, and I immediately began 
to focus on how good I had it, instead of the problem filled day which proceeded my ride.

After about an hour of riding, I stopped off on the side of the road to watch the sun set behind the 
mountains.  As I sat on the dirt road a Cattle Truck passed me. It stopped at an intersection about 
10 yards from my motorcycle.  The truck was waiting for traffic to die down so I had an opportunity 
to observe the cows trapped inside the trailer. One beast just gazed at me with these huge eyes for 
what seemed an eternity. As I observed the eyes of that cow, I noticed pure confusion mixed with 
fear.  The look upon this creatures’ face was a miserable sight. His body twitched with anxiety as he 
huddled together with other petrified animals for mutual comfort.  I am a hard-core meat-eating 
veteran but the sight made me sad. The cow was trapped in this trailer and had no freedom of 
movement or ability to choose; it was smart enough to realize that he no longer had any control over 
his own agency and this misery was profoundly seen through the fear shown in his own persona. As 
the truck pulled away, I thought to myself that I am so grateful for the freedom to choose my own 
path.  

“The freedom of the open road”, is an old cliché expressing why motorcyclist love to ride. I never 
liked that saying because it tends to be overused and played out.  Seeing that cattle trailer made 
me think of how fortunate I am to be sitting on my motorcycle with the ability to choose whatever 
path I yearn to take. How many individuals out there have lost their ability to choose or have never 
had a choice to begin with.  We live in a country where freedom is our birthright; many others do 
not enjoy the rights we take advantage of every day. With freedom comes responsibility and poor 
choices can lead to a restriction of one’s freedoms. As our ability to choose diminishes, our ceiling to 
find happiness proportionately reduces as well. One can never be truly happy unless they have had 
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 MOTOR-OSOPHY  CONTINUED

the opportunity to make choices to propel their lives forward in the direction they want to go. It’s this 
sense of freedom that enhances our joy of riding. The key is having the ability to do what you want 
when you want. 

Motorcycling on the open road exemplifies this concept.  
Were all in some form connected by our passion of motorcycles but we’re also joined by a belief 
that our freedom to find happiness is more important than our safety. Since we were all young we 
have been inundated with the belief that motorcycles are dangerous. We have all heard these dire 
warnings, many of us have felt the pain of unfortunate accidents while on the open road, some of us 
have lost friends and family members that have been taken from us while motorcycling but despite 
the dangers of our passion we are all still here today thinking of our next ride. This mutual theory 
of thought forms a bond between us all and ultimately creates a very strong community. It’s a pure 
pleasure to ride alongside all of you and be a part of this shared passion. Dreams are lived every day 
on two wheels, let the ride continue!

Rob Hunt

EDITORS NOTE: Rob Hunt has been riding since 2001 when he bought his first Yamaha for $800.  He has been addicted 
to riding ever since. Rob currently rides a 2013 Honda Interstate but has never met a bike he didn’t like. 

Rob is married and has two teenaged sons and works as Unit Manager in the corporate sector. He received his B.A. 
in History from Buffalo State College and loves to combine his interest in history with his passion of riding and writ-
ing about the experiences. After college Rob volunteered for two years with AmeriCorps National Civilian Community 
Corps. After a tour in Iraq with the United States Army, Rob started writing and began scribing his own blog which 
primarily focused on the joy of Riding Motorcycles. Rob has been to every state in the continental United States and his 
current goal is to ride to Alaska in the next two years then go to and ride Hawaii on a motorcycle rental.  

You can read Rob’s blog at: twotiretirade.wordpress.com 
Ed.
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 Motorcyclists are a different breed. To us, our bikes are more than a mode of transportation. 
All of our modifications and customizing allow us to make our motorcycles an extension of 
ourselves. So, when a negligent motorist damages or destroys our bike, it isn’t as simple as going out 
and buying another one. Often, it’s something that’s been in our family for years, or something dear 
to us due to the memories created on the open road. 

 However, to an insurance company, your motorcycle is worth only what the market says it’s 
worth – the fair market value. If your bike is totaled, the insurance company is required to pay you 
only the fair market value of your bike, regardless of how much you think it’s worth. Fair market 
value is the amount the motorcycle would sell for on the open market in its condition immediately 
prior to the accident. 

 Fair market value is not: what you owe on the bike, what you would ask if you were to sell it, 
or what you have invested in it through customizations or modifications. To determine the value of 
your motorcycle, insurance companies often look at: 

- the NADA guide, and 

- what similar motorcycles are selling for in your geographic area 

 I often get complaints that the insurance company is not considering aftermarket items, such 
as additional chrome or customizing, to compute the value of a client’s motorcycle. While extras and 
modifications can increase the value of a bike, fair market value is not computed by adding what you 
paid for the bike and what you have invested in it. For example: If you add $2,000 worth of chrome 
to your bike, it doesn’t necessarily mean the bike is worth $2,000 more than before you added it. 
The question insurance companies ask is: How much will it cost a buyer to go out and purchase 
another bike like yours? The answer to that question is usually less than the owner thinks. 

 To get a better idea of how much your bike is worth, go on Craigslist or eBay to see how much 
bikes like yours are selling for – it’s probably less than you think. That’s why I tell clients, if you want 
to put chrome on your motorcycle, do it because you like chrome, not because you want to add 
value to your bike.

 So what can you do to protect your bike? There are a number of options for additional insur-
ance coverages to consider, including gap insurance for riders who finance their bike, and scheduled 
or stated value insurance, which covers your bike for a pre-set amount agreed upon by you and your 
insurance company. Many insurance companies also offer accessory coverage – this type of cover-
age will pay you for the cost of the accessories up to the limit that you purchase. 

-continued-

HOW MUCH IS YOUR MOTORCYCLE WORTH?

MATT DANIELSON
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 The vast majority of us are riding with what’s called an “actual cash value” policy (ACV). If our 
motorcycle is totaled, we will get the actual cash value of that motorcycle. If you, as many of us do, 
see your motorcycle as something that you have a personal investment in and you want to protect 
that investment, then you need to make sure that you purchase more than just an ACV policy. Oth-
erwise, your investment is at mercy of the free market, and the free market will almost always deter-
mine that your motorcycle is worth less than what you think it is. 
To learn more about insurance, including scheduled or stated value insurance, gap insurance or insuring your bike as a 
classic, download a “Prepared Rider Kit” at motorcyclelawgroup.com. 
Matt Danielson is a partner at the Motorcycle Law Group, a personal injury law firm whose attorneys all ride 
motorcycles and practice in GA, VA, NC, SC and WV. Matt has successfully represented clients in cases from simple 
property damage to complex multi-million dollar personal injury claims. He is also a lobbyist, adjunct professor and 
works with motorcycle rights organizations. 

Matt Danielson,

McGrath, Danielson, Sorrell & Fuller
The Motorcycle Law Group
1-800-321-8968
MotorcycleLawGroup.com

Matt Danielson is a partner at the Motorcycle Law Group, a personal injury law firm whose attorneys all ride 
motorcycles and represent clients in GA, VA, WV, NC and SC. He also serves as a lobbyist, adjunct professor and works 
with motorcycle rights organizations throughout the country.
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MOTORCYCLE TIMES SNEAK PREVIEW
UPCOMING CYCLE TEST

Arrangements were made for pick up at POWER SPORTS EAST 
in Bear, DE. They 

are an authorized 
dealer.

 
This is the DSR Max 

Adventure .

 116 ft-lbs of torque and 70 hp (kW).
Claimed top speed 102 mph.

Curb weight 419 standard /463 lbs with Power Tank.
Range 184 miles. Cost $0.01 per mile.

Seat Height 33.2 in.
7.0” Front / 7.03” Rear suspension.
Bosch ABS floating brakes front
and rear.
Clutchless direct drive. 

   Charge time (standard) 8.9 hours (100% charged) / 8.4 hours (95% charged)   
   11.0 hours (100% charged) / 10.5 hours (95% charged)

   With Charge Tank accessory 3.4 hours (100% charged) / 2.9 hours (95% charged)
 - more next issue - 
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- ALWAYS A HEADWIND -

RADNOR HUNT CONCOURS d’ ELEGANCE

Blue Bloods, Red Coats and Silver Spoons

 This year’s Radnor Hunt Concours d’ Elegance will take place September 8-10th, 2017. It will 
feature the cars of Abarth, Auburn, Cord, Dusenberg, the Race Cars of Roger Penske, Victorian High-
Wheel bicycles, a century (1907-1917) of motorcycles, and post-war European sport bikes. Radnor 
Hunt club is located in Malvern, Pennsylvania, just outside the western suburbs of Philadelphia. The 
event’s website is <www.radnorsconcours.org>.

 California has Pebble Beach, Florida has Amelia Island, and Pennsylvania has Rad-
nor Hunt. The Radnor Hunt Club isn’t in the uncivilized business of killing animals, 
but it is in the business of civilized fox hunting. On Hunt Day you’ll find six-figure 
thoroughbreds mounted by seven figure riders resplendent in shiny riding boots, 
black riding hats, and long red coats in the best traditions of Edwardian England. 
Membership is, oh well, if you have to ask you can’t afford it, but needless to say, 

only the bluest of bloods need apply. In this part of colonial America, where an acre of land can cost 
well over a million dollars, the Radnor Hunt Club owns 100 of them and is surrounded by 6000 more 
that are preserved from development. That’s because it’s founding in 1883 makes it the oldest active 
hunt club in the country and first come are first served.
 This weekend event includes a Friday night barbeque, a road rally (for the non-trailer queens), 
a luncheon, and Black Tie Gala on Saturday, and a juried concours and VIP luncheon on Sunday. Their 
clubhouse is unlike any clubhouse most motorcyclists have been to. It’s appointed with a very large 
stone fireplace, big, comfy, leather wing back chairs, Oriental rugs, wide-planked oak floors and two-
story mahogany paneling. Their dining room is different too. It has large circular oak tables covered 
in white linens and appointed with genuine china plates, real silver ware, and leaded crystal glasses. 
Glancing at the bar, there was no Bud Light on tap, but you could see rows of champagne flutes. It’s 
the kind of place where you have to remind yourself to be on your best behavior.
 This year is the 21st rendition of the event that benefits Thorncroft - the non-profit therapeutic 
riding organization that benefits those with disabilities. That pretty much explains the $50 entrance 
fee. It’s not much different than motorcycle rides where they charge you a $35 “donation” for some 
worthy cause. Recent feature marques were Classic Chryslers, Powered by Ford, Formula One Grid, 
HRD Vincent, and Brough Superior. Like any good car/motorcycle show it had more than one vehicle 
that you’d never seen before and numerous American motoring history tidbits you’d never known 
before either.
 All of the motorcycles recently on display were stellar examples, but some were more stellar 
than others like Maurice Tandy’s 1938 Vincent Series A Comet. It hadn’t been seen in public for more 
than forty years. David Dunfey’s 1950 Series C Grey Flash, the only one in the United States, was a 
treat to see. 

Text & Photos by Robert H. Miller, www.backroadbob.com
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 Gene Brown’s 1932 HRD Python Sport 500 with its “hugger” rear fender and “bobbed” look 
won Best of Show. The 1950 Vincent Series C Competition was a rarity. The “Italian” red 1963 Parkin-
Vincent 600, and the 1988 Egli-Vincent 998 in “just arrest me now” bright orange paint were popular 

too. As wonderful as the Vincents were with their classic lines and elegantly-curved exhaust pipes, 
the most valuable bikes were the Brough Superiors - any one of which was worth at least $250,000.

 Some of the more “pedestrian” models included the one-year only (faulty magneto design) 
1929 Harley-Davidson Model D 45 cubic inch (750cc) in a very tasteful black and yellow color com-
bination. Harley-Davidson wasn’t the only motorcycle manufacturer plagued with design problems. 
Ken Minnich’s 1936 Indian “Upside Down” 4 Model 436 (1000cc) with its unusual intake and exhaust 
manifolds locations had its problems too, but with its factory paint in the outrageously Art Deco pas-
tel (Seafoam) green it won the People’s Choice award.
 The prettiest motorcycle was the 1957 Mondial FB250. It sparkled and shined like the expen-
sive Tiffany jewelry some of the attendees were wearing with its gold and burgundy tank, gold frame, 
and polished engine parts. The 1935 Sunbeam Model 8 was nicely done too.
 If there was a trophy for Coolest Motorcycle it would have gone to John Illeyne’s 1928 Tri-
umph Model N Sport with Hindenberg sidecar. John, in his period-correct high-top laced boots, pilot 
goggles, and English driver’s cap, and his companion with her Victorian dress and parasol, were the 
hit of the awards ceremony. John found the sidecar before he found the Triumph and he proudly 
proclaims he thinks he’s only the third owner. “After spending it’s first years in Bulgaria, it was forgot-
ten in a Netherlands barn for the ‘40s and ‘50s and then I got it” he says. John must have good karma 
because both the Triumph and the sidecar were made in Hindenburg, Germany (yes, Triumph had an 
assembly plant there).
 Anyone who’s ever put together a show like this knows the countless hours, the “over limit” 
cell phone minutes, and the sales job that must be put in to convince the well-heeled owners of 
these bikes to loan and transport their valuable and pampered vehicles from their secret, climate-
controlled hiding places to an event like this where “just anybody” (the public) can see and oh my 
gosh, touch, these rarities. Just don’t be like that woman at the museum who fell over taking a selfie 
and caused $200,000 damage to the artwork on display. The guy doing that sales job at the Radnor 
Hunt show is John Lawless. He’s parlayed his optician’s business success into a lifestyle of organizing 
motorcycle shows, auctions, and events to the benefit of all riders. As a reward, he sometimes is of-
fered a demonstration ride or a race on bikes like MV Agusta’s 350-4 GP machinery or the chance to 
rub elbows with legends like John Surtees, Knobby Clark, and Giacamo Agostini in exotic locales like 
Italy, Spain, and the Isle of Man.
 The Radnor Hunt show is really more about cars (there were 100 of them) than motorcycles 
(there were 44 of them), but the motorcycles and cars you see there are rarely available for public 
viewing. It could be the only time you ever see most of them in person. It’s a rare opportunity to see 
as many millon-dollar cars like McLarens, Shelby Daytona Coupes, or the 1941 Chrysler Thunderbolt 
(that sold for $8250 when the average car was $1300) as quarter-million dollar motorcycles.
 Commenting on the Radnor Hunt show, John is quick to point out all motorcycle enthusiasts 
should take every opportunity to see rare and valuable motorcycles because the present generation 
of owners, who may have acquired their bikes decades ago at bargain prices, will be followed by the 
next generation of owners who will have to pay top dollar and will most likely lock up their “invest-
ments” away from the public’s eyes and not offer them for shows. Wise words. P.S. - Even if you don’t 
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want to pay $50 to enter the show it’s worth it just going to the event location and ogling the park-
ing lot, where outside of Beverly Hills, you’ll see more Ferraris, Porsches, Bentleys, Rolls, and lowly 
BMWs, Audis, and Mercedes than you’ve ever seen before.
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2ND ANNUAL CAR AND BIKE CRUISE-IN FOR THE ANGELS & ANGEL RUN
SEPTEMBER 9, 2017

SPONSORED BY FULL GOSPEL CHURCH OF POWHATAN
BEGINS AT THE FULL GOSPEL CHURCH, 5410 OLD BUCKINGHAM ROAD IN POWHATAN. REGISTRATION 

AT 11:00 AM AND LAST BIKE OUT AT 12:00 PM. $20.00 PER CARD HAND. THE RIDE WILL END WITH 
FOOD, RAFFLES, MUSIC AND MOTORCYCLE GAMES AND A MOTORCYCLE SHOW. TROPHIES WILL 

BE GIVEN FOR BEST OF SHOW 1ST, 2ND, 3RD, FARTHEST DISTANCE TRAVELED, OLDEST ENTRY, AND 
ANGELS’ CHOICE. 

5th Annual Benefit Ride Sponsored by Combat Vets Motorcycle Assoc. Chapter 27-3
September 16, 2017                

starts at Richmond Harley Davidson, 12200 Harley Club Drive in Ashland,VA. 
Registration is from 9:00 am until 11:30 am and the motorcycles go out at 12:00 noon sharp.  

$25.00 per bike, includes a patch for participants. about 80 miles and end with music and food. 
Proceeds will benefit local veteran projects. For more information call (804) 525-5644, or go 
to https://www.facebook.com/CVMA-27-3-Annual-Veterans-Benefit-Ride-317731175045284/.

8th Annual Shenandoah County Pregnancy Center Run for Life
September 30, 2017  

This ride has two start locations. 
In Woodstock the ride begins at Tire Distributors 752 South Main Street with registration at 9:00 am. 

Riders in Stephens City can start at Sheetz, 747 Fairfax Street beginning at 10:00 am.  
Motorcycles go out at 10:30 am both places. The 140 mile ride will loop through Shenandoah and 

Frederick counties. The ride will benefit Shenandoah County Pregnancy Center. 

 4th Annual Colonial Beach Bike Fest 2017
 Thursday, October 5, 2017 - Sunday, October 8, 2017
 Bikefest in “Virginia’s Potomac River Playground”. Come enjoy bands, bikes and lots of fun in the 
beautiful Northern Neck region. Colonial Beach features the second-longest public beach in Virginia 
as well as nature and historical sites, shopping, dining, tiki bars and more.
500 Washington Ave Colonial Beach, VA 22443 
INFO: (804) 224-8145 OR www.colonialalbeachbikefest.com

 - EVENTS - MARYLAND - continued from pg 7 

OKTOBERFEST, 
 September 23, 2017,  1-6 pm.

$10/adult.  $5/child (11 yrs and under)
 American Legion Riders, Centreville Legion, Centreville, Maryland.

Bike Show, Car Show, Food, Beverages and more.  Everyone Welcome.  
American Legion Jeff Davis Post 18, 619 Centreville Road, Centreville, Maryland 21617

Come share the good times and family friendly atmosphere!
We are sure you’ll be able to find our building!  

Baltimore Washington Ride for Kids
September 24, 2017     

Sponsored by Pediatric Brain Tumor Foundation
Turf Valley Resort, 2700 Turf Valley Road in Ellicott City. 

Registration is from 7:30 am to 9:15 am with a light breakfast. The 90 minute police escorted 
ride starts at 9:30 am, rain or shine. Riders on all makes and models are welcome. There is a 
suggested donation of $40 per bike for riders to participate. However, the more money you 
raise and bring to the event, the more premiums you earn. For each $300.00 you raise you 
receive an entry to win a motorcycle. The ride ends with a celebration, interviews, award 
presentations, vendors, entertainment and more. Proceeds from the event go to the Pediatric 
Brain Tumor Foundation. 

For more information call (301) 596-2890 
OR SEARCH RIDE FOR KIDS
EVENTS - DELAWARE

Emanon Riders Dart Run
 Sunday, September 10, 2017 10:00 AM
  Like a Poker Run but you throw darts
55 Mile Ride - Throw Darts to Score - Food & Cash Prizes at end of run! Free Hot Dogs & 
Soft Drinks to first 100 registered! Start at Uncle Willies Store, Rt 13 & Reeves Crossing 
Rd     Harrington, Delaware, 19952 beginning @ 10am. Contact Mark 302-943-3590 or 
mjmpublishing2017@gmail.com  

100% of proceeds go to Ride for Kids! 
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SPONSORED BY FULL GOSPEL CHURCH OF POWHATAN
BEGINS AT THE FULL GOSPEL CHURCH, 5410 OLD BUCKINGHAM ROAD IN POWHATAN. REGISTRATION 

AT 11:00 AM AND LAST BIKE OUT AT 12:00 PM. $20.00 PER CARD HAND. THE RIDE WILL END WITH 
FOOD, RAFFLES, MUSIC AND MOTORCYCLE GAMES AND A MOTORCYCLE SHOW. TROPHIES WILL 

BE GIVEN FOR BEST OF SHOW 1ST, 2ND, 3RD, FARTHEST DISTANCE TRAVELED, OLDEST ENTRY, AND 
ANGELS’ CHOICE. 

5th Annual Benefit Ride Sponsored by Combat Vets Motorcycle Assoc. Chapter 27-3
September 16, 2017                

starts at Richmond Harley Davidson, 12200 Harley Club Drive in Ashland,VA. 
Registration is from 9:00 am until 11:30 am and the motorcycles go out at 12:00 noon sharp.  

$25.00 per bike, includes a patch for participants. about 80 miles and end with music and food. 
Proceeds will benefit local veteran projects. For more information call (804) 525-5644, or go 
to https://www.facebook.com/CVMA-27-3-Annual-Veterans-Benefit-Ride-317731175045284/.

8th Annual Shenandoah County Pregnancy Center Run for Life
September 30, 2017  

This ride has two start locations. 
In Woodstock the ride begins at Tire Distributors 752 South Main Street with registration at 9:00 am. 

Riders in Stephens City can start at Sheetz, 747 Fairfax Street beginning at 10:00 am.  
Motorcycles go out at 10:30 am both places. The 140 mile ride will loop through Shenandoah and 

Frederick counties. The ride will benefit Shenandoah County Pregnancy Center. 

 4th Annual Colonial Beach Bike Fest 2017
 Thursday, October 5, 2017 - Sunday, October 8, 2017
 Bikefest in “Virginia’s Potomac River Playground”. Come enjoy bands, bikes and lots of fun in the 
beautiful Northern Neck region. Colonial Beach features the second-longest public beach in Virginia 
as well as nature and historical sites, shopping, dining, tiki bars and more.
500 Washington Ave Colonial Beach, VA 22443 
INFO: (804) 224-8145 OR www.colonialalbeachbikefest.com

OKTOBERFEST, 
 September 23, 2017,  1-6 pm.

$10/adult.  $5/child (11 yrs and under)
 American Legion Riders, Centreville Legion, Centreville, Maryland.

Bike Show, Car Show, Food, Beverages and more.  Everyone Welcome.  
American Legion Jeff Davis Post 18, 619 Centreville Road, Centreville, Maryland 21617

Come share the good times and family friendly atmosphere!
We are sure you’ll be able to find our building!  

EVENTS - DELAWARE - continued -  

 40th Annual Oktoberfest Poker Run
October 8, 2017 

Sponsored by Four Seasons MC
The ride starts at Boston Market Wilmington 1, 3130 Kirkwood Highway in Wilmington. The poker 
run begins at 10:00 am, rain or shine. The ride ends with food, games and more. Some of the pro-
ceeds will go to local charities. 
For more information go to http://www.fourseasonsmc.com/events.

Emanon Riders Dart Run
 Sunday, September 10, 2017 10:00 AM
  Like a Poker Run but you throw darts
55 Mile Ride - Throw Darts to Score - Food & Cash Prizes at end of run! Free Hot Dogs & 
Soft Drinks to first 100 registered! Start at Uncle Willies Store, Rt 13 & Reeves Crossing 
Rd     Harrington, Delaware, 19952 beginning @ 10am. Contact Mark 302-943-3590 or 
mjmpublishing2017@gmail.com  

100% of proceeds go to Ride for Kids! 

EVENTS - VIRGINIA
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GEOF UYEHARA
MY FIRST RIDING EXPERIENCE

    Kabul, Afghanistan  1971.  I was sitting on my idling brand new blue 
1971 Honda SL125 waiting for a camel caravan to move on. The heralded 
caravan master was leading the way for the caravan of fifty camels with load 
each.   Destination unknown.  Just beyond the caravan are three pull carts 
loaded with twisted wood piled high for cooking and heating fires. A bus 
belching black smoke going by has passengers dangling off the stairs and 
others sitting high on the roof as silent and vocal observers. A painted truck is 

being overloaded on the side of the road while busy pedestrians are scrambling for bargains at road 
side shops. A Jawa rider streaks by going the opposite direction smoke trail and all.  A taxi is blowing 
its horn for passage way and a traffic policeman is trying to make order of the chaos.  
    The camel caravan up ahead has moved forward and is trailing its festive remains 
for the street sweeper to remove. Slowdown, don’t speed away, find the pace and 
pass, is my first thought. My first riding experience.  My journey is a quest, an 
adventure into the minds of the participants. My destination is a fleeting idea. The 
clamor of the city and the actions of my fellow travelers help direct every move 
along the way. The magic of unregulated travel became an experience that I will 
never forget, but is it really unregulated or driven by other more essential aspects of 
human life? I learned how to negotiate the roads of Afghanistan when I was young. 

The decision to ride was not the question. The learning 
experience was beyond gesture and my colorful partners on the road delivered 
unexpected adventures one could imagine along the way.  
    I now, from experience, use my vehicle’s horn with regularity: To say 
hello with short staccato beep beeps, a loud full note and long push to signal 
warning, giving notice with a quick beep, and so many other messages of 

interaction. My introduction to the realities of motorcycling began for me in 1969 Laskarghar  in 
southern Afghanistan. American Foreign Service kids younger than me were tooling along there on 
Honda trail 50’s and having a blast. I asked my dad for one and he said I had to wait till I was 16. My 
vision of options grew as time went by. I began to refine my interest of motorcycling and started to 
look at what I could likely get when I was 16. My older classmates in Kabul had a host of options 
and opportunities to purchase a new or used motorcycle. Of course the options included what was 
available. As long as you wanted a Jawa, a Russian bike or a Honda the options were unlimited. Old 
motorcycles from British India would occasionally pop up for sale as 
well as an occasional old BMW. Most of my friends had small Hondas. 
The gang from school had a Honda cd125,175’Slopers, Stepthru 50’s 
and 90’s, C200 90’s,  trail 50’s, a 65, one CL250, an AJS and one Soviet 
bike that the needle kept falling out of.  
We all had to pass a motorcycle riding test. 
On a dusty hill at the foot of the gate to Babur’s tomb I took my riding 
test. Three times around a rocky, dusty circle without putting my foot 
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down were the requirements. I was last.  The other riders had been given passing marks and now it 
was my turn. The official period for testing afghan riders was over. The large crowd of onlookers 
watching their friends take their riding test was now free to leave and did so. The circle was now full 
of revelers on their way home. They called my name and said it was my turn to test. I protested.  
    They pointed and said go. I put my foot down three times and hit no one and did not crash. I drove 
away with my license. I passed the test. There were no camels, carriages, herds of sheep, donkeys, jay 
walkers (Yes)?, taxis blaring their horns nor smoke belching from over loaded buses and trucks and 
streaking motorcycles in the circle. They would appear later during my practical experience road time. 
Riding in Hindu Kush valleys was magnificent. 

 Addendum:  I had an SL125 and an eye on a Honda 150 Benly, initially, but dirt riding was an 
interesting open idea.  I own three big daddy 305 dreams now.  The sweet rumble sound of a 150 was 
great but at the time I thought a dirt bike would be a great choice given the mountainous surroundings 
of the Hindu Kush off shoot of the Himalayas and the challenges and opportunities for cycle adventure 
they offered.  I wanted to trail ride to Bamiyan the home of the great standing Buddha, but alas at the 
time I had the only dirt bike in the county and my buddies with their street bike went their own way.  

Editors note: Geof is a guest writer and if time and space permit we hope to feature more of his writings.  Please let 
us know how you like this international flavor. Send an email to EDITOR at mjmpublishing2017@gmail.com 

MUGS  MAGNETS  KOOZIES

AVAILABLE IN SEPTEMBER ON OUR NEWLY REMODELED WEBSITE! 

High Quality Embroidered Patch!
Iron on or sew on!

Hats! Jackets! Lingerie!
Everything looks better with one of 

these on it!

Measures 4 1/2” x 1  5/8” Yeah, you know what these are.
Buy some. Please?

www.motorcycletimes.com

Holds 11 Oz 
of your 

favorite fuel!
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American Legion Jeff Davis Post 18

The Mural on Jeff Davis Post 18, Centreville, MD

As you drive in to the town of Centreville, Maryland, one of the Eastern Shore’s many small, historic towns, the 
patriotic mural that has recently been painted on our local American Legion Post catches your eye. At first glance, you 
see Old Glory and the Maryland flag that run the length of the building.  But it’s well worth a stop to take in the full 
picture.

The mural is certainly an attention-grabber, beginning with the Maryland flag flowing in the wind, along with each of 
the Armed Forces service emblems. This rolls to the front of the building into the American flag which proudly waves, 
also on the front portion are service member silhouettes marching quietly through the battlefields of history. Our 
nation’s colors then transition into the POW/MIA flag which mournfully flies over the graves of Arlington. If you look 
closely there is only one true portrait on the front of the building, it is a portrait of our namesake, Jeff Davis.  

The mural, painted by local artist William Hemsley serves as tribute to all those that have served and sacrificed for 
our nation. “All Gave Some, Some Gave All,” a phrase most recently popularized by a song by Billy Ray Cyrus in 1992, 
is embodied in the silhouettes of the services members in uniforms reflective of every conflict and war fought since 
World War I.  

The mural serves as reminder and pays tribute to the servicemen and women of Queen Anne’s County, and reflects 
the great purpose and work of the American Legion Jeff Davis Post 18 as we continue to serve our nation, our veterans 
and community. 

Post 18 was originally formed in Centreville in 1919, and was first known as the Queen Anne’s County Post. In the 
fall of 1921, after Jeff Davis’ remains were returned from France, the Post was renamed to honor the sacrifice of 
this 26-year-old man from Queen Anne’s county.  Jeff Davis answered his nation’s call and enlisted in the Army in 
September 25, 1917.  His service was brief; he paid the price for liberty within the year. On July 25, 1918  he was 
counted among the fallen ones, the thousands of doughboys killed during the horror of trench warfare.

Jeff Davis was the first, but not the last Queen Anne’s county service member killed in action. It is our hope that 
all those that take the time to stop and walk around the building not only admire the art of William Hemsley, but 
understand the gravity of the sacrifice made by those who have served.

Our 40th President, Ronald Reagan said “Freedom is never more than one generation away from extinction. We 
didn’t pass it to our children in the bloodstream. It must be fought for, protected, and handed on for them to do the 
same, or one day we will spend our sunset years telling our children and our children’s children what it was once like 
in the United States where men were free.” The mural serves as that reminder, as the shadows of the past quietly tell 
the story of the price of liberty. 



September/October 2017 45



WWW.MOTORCYCLETIMES.COM46

ADVERTISERS INDEX
We greatly appreciate the 

support our advertisers have 
provided.  Without them, the 

MOTORCYCLE TIMES couldn’t 
be FREE—in fact, it couldn’t 

be, period.  We ask our readers 
to support those who have 

supported us, and please let 
them know you saw their ads 
in the MOTORCYCLE TIMES.
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BLOCK, JAY IRWIN 36
DUTROW’S SALES 
AND SERVICE

9

EMANON DART RUN 17
HEYSER CYCLE 48
INSPIRATIONS BOU-
TIQUE

9

KARMA CYCLES 9
LAW OFFICES OF 
TOM MCGRATH

34

motorcycle xcite-
ment!
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precision cycle works 9
ride for kids 47
ROBERT’S RESTORA-
TION

8

twigg cycles 5
VFW OKTOBERFEST 21
virginia vintage 
cycle

27

NAME:  ____________________________________ 

ADDRESS: _________________________________
___________________________________________
___________________________________________

PHONE OR EMAIL:  __________________________

NOTE: _____________________________________ 

o

o

o

Motorcycle Times Renewal Subscription Form
Remember, the Motorcycle Times is FREE at mid-Atlantic motorcycle retailers. If your favorite shop or other establishment doesn’t 
carry the MT, or runs out too quickly, please have them call us for plenty of FREE copies. If you prefer home delivery, fill out this 
form and mail it with your check to: MJM Publishing 719 Tomahawk Lane, Felton, De 19943

Please Print Clearly      Please Check One Option

I have enclosed $16 for six bulk-mail issues (1yr).

I have enclosed $25 for six 1st class mail issues (1yr).

International - I have enclosed $30 for a subscription 
going to an address outside of the continental US. 

Subscriptions begin with next bulk mailing (1st class subscrib-
ers may request otherwise). Issues come out the first week of
every other month beginning with New Years Day.

BACKFIRE
Snippets of motorcycling lore

Billy Standley of Ohio had ridden his Harley Davidson in every state except 
Hawaii. His 1967 Electra Glide was his pride and joy; no way would he 
ever part with it, even in death. He was 82 when illness killed him in 2014. 
Knowing this would come sooner or later, he prepared ahead of time. This 
preparation took 18 years.
 First, he made arrangements with a funeral director well in advance. 
Then, he disclosed his wishes to his family — he wanted to be buried 
astride his Harley which he would ride into eternity. Next, he built a box-
like, transparent casket made of steel reinforced plexiglass big enough to 
contain him seated on his motorcycle. Then he bought three burial plots 
to provide enough space for the large, custom built, concrete vault which 
would house the casket. The Harley was fitted with a specially constructed 
frame to hold Billy’s body upright in the riding position. His two sons, who 
helped throughout these preparations, would see to it that his wishes were 
carried out.
 Five years after preparations were completed, Billy Standley died. 
His embalmed body, helmeted and dressed in riding leathers, was duly 
mounted on his beloved Electra Glide inside the huge plexiglass casket 
and taken to the burial ground, viewed by several hundred people who 
turned out for the funeral. Billy wanted the world to witness his last ride to 
heaven. As one of his sons later said: “We granted him his wish. He rode his 
motorcycle to the grave and he’s still riding it today.”   (Al Karasa)
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BALTIMORE/WASHINGTON 
SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 24, 2017

Turf Valley Resort
2700 Turf Valley Road
Ellicott City, MD 21042

REGISTRATION: 7:30 - 9 a.m.
KICKSTANDS UP: 9:30 a.m. 

Rain or shine!

PHILADELPHIA 
SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 24, 2017

The Event Center by Cornerstone
46 N. Sugan Road

New Hope, PA 18938

REGISTRATION: 8:30 - 10 a.m.
KICKSTANDS UP: 10:30 a.m. 

Rain or shine!



WWW.MOTORCYCLETIMES.COM48


