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WINDS OF CHANGEFrom the President

Visit www.bmwbmw.org/events for more details on these events.
Know of an event of interest? Send the info to events@bmwbmw.org and well make a note of it here. 

BTS NEEDS MORE CONTENT. BMWBMW NEEDS A MEDIA CHAIR AND AN EDITOR. It could be you! 
Contact Kurtis Minder (president@bmwbmw.org) to volunteer your time to help out with Between the Spokes. 

BTS is only as good as you make it!

Cover photo by Aaron Heimke - taken at Spruce Knob Lake, WV

Hey folks. The fall season is coming quickly. 
I cannot believe how quickly the summer is 
moving by. I don’t know about you but I didn’t 
let the heat keep me off the bike, yet I am really 
looking forward to the cooler fall weather.  We 
have a ton of late summer and fall events coming 
up; I hope to see you there.  First, we have the 
club picnic which now coincides with the club 
meeting and our annual swap meet.  The picnic 
is at The Turner Farm in Great Falls this year.  You 
can find information about the Turner Farm at 
the Fairfax County site: http://www.fairfaxcounty.
gov/parks/picnics/turnerfarm.htm.  The address 
of the picnic is 925 Springvale Road, Great 
Falls, VA 22066.  We will be grilling brats and 
burgers, and will be sure to have some options 
for the veggies among us.  Bring your used kit, 
parts, and gear and make a deal with a fellow 
club member.  Following the picnic is our annual 
Oktoberfest.  This year the Oktoberfest was moved 
up do to scheduling conflicts at Camp WestMar.  
A members only event, the BMW Bikers of 
Metropolitan Washington Oktoberfest will take 
place on September 23rd through the 25th at 
Camp WestMar.  Ed (who joined the BMWBMW 
hall of fame ranks this year!) and Barb Phelps will 
return to cook some authentic german dinner on 
Saturday and breakfast on Sunday! As per tradition, 
most of us will arrive on Saturday afternoon and 
bunk/camp until Sunday.

There were some great rallies in August.  If 
you attended the Sherando Lake, Finger Lakes, 
Touratech rallies last month, put some of your 
experience down on paper!  As you know we are 
always looking for member contributions to BTS. 
Don’t feel like being an author?  Send us your 
pictures!  We accept photos from iPhone, Android, 
and fancy non-phone cameras.  This month there 
is a great review of the 4Winds rally by Bruce 
Dimon. Bruce and a few club members attended 
4Winds together, representing the BMWBMW 
marquee!

If you have been reading BTS or attending any 
club meetings, you have heard me talk about 
volunteering for the club.  At the moment, 
we have many opportunities to assist at every 
level of involvement.  It is a rich and fulfilling 
experience, and brings you closer to your fellow 
club members, dealers, and industry vendors.  If 
this is something you have been thinking about, 
the club elections are coming up quickly, please 
put your name in the hat!  I will not be running for 

office next year as my day job 
is consuming most of my time 
and is requiring more and more 
travel. This is your opportunity 
to serve one of the largest and 
oldest BMW motorcycle clubs 
in the country!

I also want to take a moment 
to thank Wes Fleming (Chiba) 
who had a immeasurable 
impact to the BMWBMW 
culture and quality.  Wes joined 
BMWBMW a little over five 
years, bringing enthusiasm and 
expertise that not only made 
Between the Spokes one of the 
highest quality chartered club 
newsletters in the world, but 
lifted the caliber of the entire 
club.  If you were at any club 
events or meetings, you can 
fondly recall Wes trumpeting 
his BTS pitch: “No article too small, no photo too big”.  He took the 
club’s input and edited the articles to perfection.  It was for this reason 
the national magazine, BMW Motorcyclists’ of American Owner’s 
News (BMW ON) scooped him up as one of their key contributors and 
digital editor. Through my involvement with the board the last three 
years I have gotten to know Wes well.  I have witnessed his drive and 
high expectations for the club bring a new level of professionalism and 
sense of responsibility to the board and the club in general. I consider 
my relationship, both personal and professional, with Wes to be one of 
the greatest rewards of club volunteering and participation.  Tired of the 

rat race in Northern Virginia, 
Wes relocated his family to 
a clandestine compound in 
southern Virginia where he 
prepares for the apocalypse 
and continues to write for 
BMW MOA. Occasionally, 
Mr. Fleming can be found 
at Beemers Uber Alles 
pretending to be a mechanic.  
Wes, thank you for 
everything you have done 
for BMWBMW, we love ya’ 
and hope to see you at the 
occasional event.  Best of 
luck from all of us on your 
new endeavors…you set the 
bar high, brother.

I am looking forward to seeing everyone at the next couple events. 
We are grateful for everyone’s contributions and feedback, reach out 
anytime.
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calendar of events * indicates BMWBMW Events

EVENT

Dealer: Battley’s Wild A1:X32 (ADV)
Twin Valley Rally
Breakfast Ride - Maryland
Dealer: MeetUp & Ride with Bob’s Road Crew
BMWBMW Oktoberfest
New Sweden Riders Last Chance Rally
Dealer: Bob’s BMW Fall Open House 
 Oktoberfest & Swap Meet
Breakfast Ride - Virginia
Baltimore Breakfast ride
Dealer: Battley’s Octoberfest
Overland Expo East
Colonial Virginia Rally, sponsored by 
 BMW Club of Hampton Roads
Breakfast Ride - Maryland
Breakfast Ride - Virginia
Baltimore Breakfast ride
Breakfast Ride - Maryland
Dealer: 2nd Annual Black Friday Ride
Breakfast Ride - Virginia
Baltimore Breakfast ride
Breakfast Ride - Maryland
Dealer: Holiday Cheer Open House

DATE

Sept 10-Sept 11
Sept 16-Sept 19
Sept 17
Sept 18-Sept 19
Sept 23-Sept 26
Sept 23-Sept 26
Sept 24

Sept 25
Oct 1
Oct 1-Oct 2
Oct 7-Oct 10
Oct 7-Oct 10

Oct 15
Oct 23
Nov 5
Nov 19
Nov 25-Nov 26
Nov 27
Dec 3
Dec 17
Dec 17

TIME

10:00am-11:00am

9:00am-4:00pm

8:30am-9:30am
9:00am-11:00am

10:00am-11:00am
8:30am-9:30am
9:00am-11:00am
10:00am-11:00am

8:30am-9:30am
9:00am-11:00am
10:00am-11:00am
9:00am-4:00pm

LOCATION

Dan, Virginia
Myersville, MD
Jessup, MD
 
 
Jessup, MD 

Clifton, VA
Cockeysville, MD

Asheville, NC
Lanexa, VA

Myersville, MD
Clifton, VA
Cockeysville, MD
Myersville, MD
Jessup, MD
Clifton, VA
Cockeysville, MD
Myersville, MD
Jessup, MD

by Kurtis Minder
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Afternoon along the eastern shores of the expansive Lyngenfjord 
provided resplendent views of the Lyngen Alps on the western 
shore and proved to be some of the most invigorating riding to 
date.  The sheer mountains leaping out of the fjord had little if 
any natural ledge and required the blasting of mountainside to 
yield a narrow and knotted roadway. It made for amazing riding.  
The Lyngenfjord Alps tied with Lofoten as the most dramatic 
views of the trip. Our stay that evening was at Norlandia 
Hotell. Astoundingly, the hotel was originally constructed in 
Lillehammer for the 1994 Olympics, then dismantled and carted 
2000 km north to Storslett. 

Leaving Storslett, the route to Alta was high in riding quality as 
it traced the shores of a series of eight fjords, and riding along 
fjords guarantees ceaseless curves. At Kåfjord, we visited the 
wonderful Tirpitz (infamous German battleship sunk here by RAF 
in 1944) military museum. Of particular interest was the BMW 

LOFOTEN & NORDKAPP: TUNNELS, TWISTIES 
AND THE EDGE OF CONTINENTAL EUROPE

Between the Spokes (BTS), the monthly magazine of the BMW Bikers of Metropolitan
Washington (BMWBMW), is published solely for the use of its members. Any reproduction
of its contents without the written permission of BMWBMW is strictly prohibited. Back
issues can be downloaded free of charge at www.bmwbmw.org/archive.

BTS welcomes all news, story and photo submissions from club members. No photo is too 
large, no article is too small! Submissions are used on a rolling basis and may not appear in 
the month they are submitted. Materials may be edited for length, content or style. Send all 
submissions to the editor. Classified ads are free to active club members and run on a rolling, 
space available basis. Commercial vendors can see advertising rates and requirements at www.
bmwbmw.org/advertising. Display ads must be submitted no later than the 15th of the month 
preceding the month of publication.

Please submit address changes and all membership correspondence via email to Membership@
BMWBMW.org. BMWBMW is chartered as BMW MOA club #40 and BMW RA club #15.

www.bmwbmw.org
© 2016 BMW Bikers of Metropolitan Washington.
All rights reserved.

BMWBMW is currently seeking a Media Chair, an Editor to take 
over Between the Spokes, and several committee chairs. If you’re 
interested in any of these positions, contact any sitting Board of 
Directors member.

If you enjoy what you see here, we encourage you to join the club. 
Come to a meeting (see the calendar) or contact the Membership 
Chair for more information.

BMWBMW welcomes motorcycle riders on all marques, but as 
we are specifically a BMW club, we have found our members gain 
more from the fellowship if they own or are at least interested in 
owning a BMW motorcycle. Antique, airhead, oilhead, camhead, 
hexhead or wethead — all are welcome here.

Our motley crew of moto-Vikings had spent three days 
riding north from Trondheim Norway on the coastal road, 
crossing the Arctic Circle on the Blood Road  to overnight 
at Bodø. In contrast to prior fjord ferries, next morning the 
ferry from Bodø to reach the Lofoten archipelago might 
offer potentially rough passage as it was three-hours upon 
the Atlantic/Norwegian Sea rather than calm fjord waters.  
Locals advised us to mind our tie-downs as sea current 
can toss even a ship as large as this ferry like a tin can – 
thankfully, our weather luck continued as we encountered 
nothing more ominous than a vigorous sea breeze. We 
docked at Moskenes harbor, sheltered by a wall of jagged, 
purple-grey granite erupting vertically from the sea.  

Disembarking the ferry, we motored to the town with 
the world’s shortest name – Å. While most of our group 
explored rows of cod-drying racks and clustered 18th 
century buildings forming the Norwegian Fishing Village 
Museum, a few hardy souls hiked to a viewing station of 
the Moskenstraumen maelstrom.  Seamen rank this strait 
one of the world’s most dangerous tidal currents as was so 
described by Jules Verne and Herman Melville.

Leaving Å we rode northeast via a series of bridges and 
undersea tunnels linking the numerous islands of Lofoten.  
These roads are what you recall from dreams – never 
straight, negligible traffic and mind-boggling vistas. Could 
Valhalla offer superior riding? At Rolfsfjord near Route 815 
we had our first taste of unpaved road. Its path replicated 
the innumerable inlets of the coast and led us to a pull-off 
at a sand beach (remarkable in the rocky Norwegian 
coast).  Our overnight was spent in the seaport of Svolvær, 
where we observed a passenger ship of the Hurtigruten 
Line making a port call.  Rooms at the Norlandia Royal 
Hotell were nondescript, but the staff fed us a splendid 
meal of the fundamental foodstuff of Lofoten, Atlantic 
cod.  

The morning started with a ride to Borg, the site of the 
Lofotr Viking Museum, which was a cultural highlight 
of the trip. Here an 83-meter timber reconstruction of a 
Viking longhouse was built alongside of the excavated, 
relic foundation of the original. There are some valuable 
items displayed behind glass, but many replicas are 
placed on tables for handling by visitors. To stretch our 
legs, we trekked from the longhouse past Viking grave 
mounds, demonstrations of bog iron smelting, and a 
reconstructed Viking ship (based on the Gokstad boat in 
Oslo).  This being Norway, we were allowed to board the 
boat and imagine ourselves sail-set to raid the Holy Island 
of Lindisfarne in Northumberland.

All the hiking left us with a gnawing hunger which we 
satisfied at the harbor overlook restaurant, Finnholmen 
Brygge, in Henningsvær under an incandescent sun and 
mid 70s temps. The restaurant offers an authentic arctic 
menu, and this was the first time we found (but did not 
consume) minke whale.  Appetites sated, we journeyed on 
to Harstad to scout the various war relics near Trondenes.  
This remote outpost, and nearby Narvik, protected the 
sea lanes used to ship Swedish iron ore to nazi Germany. 
Numerous German heavy gun bunkers are still situated 
here, including four of the war’s largest land-based guns.

The ensuing day was the longest ride of the trip at 450 
km.  Starting under brilliant sunshine, we made haste 
into the mountainous interior of Finnmark away from the 
warming influence of the Gulf Stream, causing temps to 
drop into the upper 40s. It was here that we started seeing 
wildlife other than sea birds, including several arctic 
fox and our initial herds of reindeer. The excitement of 
glimpsing reindeer dwindled within 24 hours after we had 
seen perhaps 1,000 of the scraggly creatures. 

by Scott Keimig

Continued on Page 6

Continued on Page 5

LOFOTEN & NORDKAPP: TUNNELS, TWISTIES AND THE EDGE OF CONTINENTAL EUROPE (CONT.)
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R71 750 cc side-valve boxer in Wehrmacht livery. We 
had a blast posing on the saddle of the bike, Germans and 
Americans alike. 

Departure from Kåfjord was the last time we would see 
sunshine for a while, as clouds topped our ride into Alta. 
A former whaling port, Alta now draws its prosperity from 
stone, either the numerous slate quarries or the UNESCO 
World Heritage site dedicated to the preservation of 
thousands of stone-age petroglyphs. An adjacent museum 
had a large section devoted to the fate of Finnmark in 
WWII. It was here that we learned of the Wehrmacht’s 
scorched-earth strategy used as it retreated from the Soviet 
advance. Only a handful of buildings survived, so one 
must endeavor to find a structure older than 70 years. 
Accommodation was Rica Hotel Alta – the Rica caters to its 
clientele, and nowhere more than in its dining room with its 
expansive Arctic smorgasbord. 

Next morning’s pre-departure briefing was succinct: “Today 
we ride to Nordkapp and see the edge of the world.  Put 
on all your cold weather gear.” The first several hours 
continued inland on the Arctic Highway into Finnmark’s 
undeniable wilderness. The route paralleled the Repparfjord 
with intermittent sightings of reindeer foraging the treeless 
tundra. At Olderfjorden we turned north onto the E69, 
tracing Porsangerfjord’s coast.  We noticed the wind pick 
up, the temps drop, and drizzle start to fall. Just past Kafjord 
we entered a 7km, submarine tunnel. It was illuminated, 
but its interior was sodden with light fog.

Exiting the tunnel, we confronted ever-changing, multi-
directional blasts off the Arctic Ocean. It would be another 
hour to reach Nordkapp, and this portion was the least 
comfortable and most demanding riding of the trip.  The 
temp was 38oF, with light rain and wicked gale winds. It 
was prudent to ride the center of the road as an ill-timed 
steering reaction to a gust could put you into the shoulder 
of a mountain or over a cliff into the glacial-cold sea.  

Eventually, we negotiated a peak to see parked vehicles 
bunched on a plateau overlooking a vast ocean – this 
was Nordkapp 71o 10’ 21’N.  High fives and smiles were 
exchanged after parking the RT, taking care not to drop 
a glove lest the wind carry it into the sea, and also being 
more than a bit nervous about the stability of a parked 
motorcycle being hit by 40 mph gusts.  Cameras were 
retrieved from tank bags, and our wet troop of moto-Vikings 
hustled into the Nordkapp Hall to warm our bones before 
exiting for our group picture at the monument near the 
edge of the 900 foot cliff. After photos, there was time for 
reflection, to savor the triumph of riding to Nordkapp under 
trying conditions. If today’s ride were on a warm, calm, dry 
day (which occasionally does occur at Nordkapp) arrival 
likely would not have tasted nearly as sweet.

Return to mainland from Nordkapp, again thru the foggy 
tunnel, was southward to a funky sportsman’s hotel at 
Lakselv (Salmon River). The hotel’s claim to fame is that it 
was the first large structure constructed in Finnmark after 
the Nazi firestorm of 1945. Our dinner was particularly 
plentiful in delicious salmon offerings and deserts washed 
down with single-malt scotch to celebrate our Nordkapp 
accomplishment.  I returned to my room and found the 
room heater welcomingly functional – much appreciated 
after today’s challenging run. 

The next to last day of riding was south-east on the Arctic 
Highway towards arctic Finland.  With verdant tundra 
reminiscent of central Alaska, this was big-sky country, and 
the only portion of the trip devoid of mountains.   By noon, 
temps had reached the upper 60s – we had re-entered the 
warmth of the Gulf Stream.  Departure from the Arctic 
Highway was at Karasjok, which has the dubious distinction 

LOFOTEN & NORDKAPP: TUNNELS, TWISTIES AND THE EDGE OF CONTINENTAL EUROPE (CONT.)

of holding Norway’s record low temperature of -60.5 
F – thankfully in August, it was 120 degrees warmer! For 
sight-seeing we visited Sami National Museum, which 
in addition to extensive displays of Sami (Lapp) cultural 
artifacts also has a delightful open-air museum of traditional 
Sami buildings. We lunched in Kautokeino, and while the 
Mack’s beer was mighty tempting, an additional five hours 
of saddle time on Route 93 (The Sami Road) put a stop to 
that temptation. A reindeer steak and pommes frites washed 
down with a soda would have to suffice.

From Kautokeino we pointed our headlights due south, 
deeper into the mosquito-packed Norwegian interior 
towards Finland.  The Sami Road is board-straight, and 
we traveled a seemingly boundless plateau punctuated 
by countless rivers, lakes and forests to be waved through 
the border crossing into Finland. Our evening destination 
was Kaaresuvanto, which has the distinction of being one 
town in two countries (Finland and Sweden) separated by 
the Muonio River. Several rode the small bridge with no 
border crossing to be able to say that we had ridden the 
northernmost settlement of Sweden. 

The Vikings’ final day on the road commenced with a 
dreary overcast sky and the numbingly straight Route E8 of 
Finland called the Road of the Four Winds.  But after a scant 
two hours of travel, we saw familiar purple mountains of the 
Lyngen Alps looming on the horizon – yes, Norway beckons 
our return. The next three hours we nosed along the coasts 
of Lyngenfjord and Bahlsfjord to cross to our terminal 
destination island city (Tromsø) via the impressive Tromsø 
Bridge. The beauty of this cantilever bridge, which for many 
years had been the longest bridge in Europe at 3,400 feet, is 
not fully appreciated from its dizzying height.  

We pulled into the car park of the Ishavshotel and 
commenced stripping the bikes of GPS, cargo bags, and 
other paraphernalia, then carried our gear into the elegant 
reception of the hotel.  The arrival of a dozen disheveled 
motorcyclists dragging helmets and riding gear into a 
stylish lobby didn’t even raise an eyebrow of the staff.  
Typical of every establishment we visited, we were treated 
as graciously as if we had stepped out of a Mercedes 
limousine rather than off dirt/insect encrusted touring 
bikes. And, in general, Norway’s roads had been similarly 
gracious. They treated us to nearly 2000 miles of twisting 
roads with sparse traffic and astonishing vistas. Many riders 
believe that their Valhalla will consist of challenging roads 
in the company of good friends.  I believe that northern 
Norway offers an all too brief glimpse of this rider’s Valhalla.

LOFOTEN & NORDKAPP: TUNNELS, TWISTIES AND THE EDGE OF CONTINENTAL EUROPE (CONT.)

Continued on Page 7
Details of initial portion of this trip was published in BMW MOA and can be found at: http://www.edelweissbike.com/content/65d2ea/7d0665/9bf31c/6572397e

606f97e45f8e655dfcc16c91.pdf
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Four Winds Rally – 50th Anniversary

The BMWMOA Owner News had an article about the 
Four Winds BMW Riders of Pittsburgh hosting their rally 
for 50 years. They must be doing something right and 
some of us in the BMWBMW wanted to find out what. 
To do the rally right, I took off Friday and planned a 
leisurely ride through Pennsylvania’s back roads. Using 
the TomTom map on MyRouteApp.com, I asked for a 
“high windingness” route from Gettysburg to the rally site 
at Fairmount City. I liked the looks of the squiggly line and 
transferred it to my TomTom. 

The starting point was The Ragged Edge Coffee Shop 
on Steinwehr Ave in Gettysburg. Maria and I enjoyed 
a cup of coffee and agreed that this small chain was a 
caffeinated winner. My R1200RT led Maria’s F800GS 

out of Gettysburg through farmland and orchards around 
Biglersville. We climbed the ridge over the Michaux 
State Forest on a smooth paved road when TomTom said 
to turn right onto a dirt road. Thinking it would be short, 
I followed the instruction. Later I realized that when I 
asked for a “high windingness” route, I forgot to “avoid 
unpaved roads.” Oh well, Maria rides a GS so she didn’t 
complain. It was actually a very nice dirt road with a hard 
packed and mostly smooth surface. In addition to rabbits 
and groundhogs, I flushed a doe with twin fawns. It was 
still morning and the thick woods made for a cool ride 
through the trees. When I stopped at the intersection at 
the end of the dirt road, I realized this was the same dirt 
road that I mistakenly taken on the way home from the 
New Sweden 450. 

Back on the paved surface, we passed through the 
small town of Shippensburg and headed west to higher 
and twistier roads. Fannettsburg Road has some nice 
hairpins on the way to Burnt Cabins, PA. We passed 
the campground that hosted the New Sweden 450 and 
turned north well before the mess that is Breezewood. 
As a matter of fact, all the roads around Burnt Cabins are 
wonderfully suited for exciting rides. 

Eventually, suburbs terminate good roads and the Altoona 
environs did that to our route. I remembered a good 
diner on Route 220 at the intersection with the road from 
Roaring Spring. By the time that I realized it was now a 
generic burger joint, I mistakenly led us onto an on-ramp 

to I-99. Oh well, the ten-mile 
drone to the next exit was at 
least scenic. Once back on track, 
we rode Old Route 22 along 
the Allegheny Portage Railroad. 
This was an interesting and 
clever solution to the challenge 
of building a canal from the 
Susquehanna River to the Ohio 
River. The challenge was how to 
cross the Allegheny Mountains in 
a canal boat. Their solution was 
to pull the boats out of the water 
and place them on rail cars. 
Stationary steam engines pulled 
the rail cars up one side and 
lowered them down the other. It 
was similar to a rope tow pulling 
skiers up the hill. All that is left is 
a bridge, a tavern, some rail bed, 
and a great story. 

Continued on Page 10
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We enjoyed a meal break at a local 
restaurant in Cresson. Soon afterwards, the 
little two-lane road turned onto a wide brick 
street in the town of Loretto and rolled by 
St. Michael’s Church, a magnificent stone 
church that would not look out of place 
in any great metropolitan center. It was all 
rather grand for a small Pennsylvania town. 

There are a lot of Amish in west central 
Pennsylvania. Their farms are mixed in 
with newly built homes. Not McMansions 
but still big enough and fancy enough to 
make me wonder where the jobs were 
coming from. The nearest town of any size is 
Punxsutawney. Maybe rodent-based weather 
prognostication is more lucrative than I 
imagined.

Finally, we arrived at the rally site which 
is the county fairgrounds. There were a lot 
of people there for the fiftieth anniversary. 
They had 160 pre-registrations and 
estimated that they would get 250. They 
actually got about 350 in the end. A lot 
of people saw the article in the Owner 
News and decided to make the trek. Maria 
and I picked a camping spot in a central 
location next to the coffee shack and near 
the camp fire. We worried a little about 
noise from the fire conversations and 
the light from the coffee shack. Turns out 
that neither was a problem. The musician 
drowned out any noise from those groups. 
He was quite a talented guitar player but 
I wish he would have gone acoustic and 
unplugged after 10 pm. 

I set up my little pup tent and stuffed my 
basic gear inside. I admit to being a little 
jealous when Mike and Cindy Seay pulled 
up on their LT and pulled a luxurious campsite out of their Bushtec trailer. They shared their canopy and cooler contents with 
us. Paul Wilson also set up camp with us. I hung the club banner and several people came by to tell us that they are fans of our 
Square Root Rally. 

On Saturday, I brewed of cup of coffee and grabbed a free rally doughnut from a good local bakery. Then I walked over to listen 
to one of the rally speakers, Jack Riepe. His monthly column in the BMWMOA Owners News cracks me up. He’s almost as funny 
in person. I left his talk early to join one of the guided rides, the “Scenic Tour.” It was fun riding with a big group of Beemers and 
more fun that we were riding through the scenic hills around Cook Forest, Pennsylvania. Often we would top a rise and see a 
series of hills and farmland undulating a dozen miles or more into the distance. As I was near the back of the pack, I could see a 
line of motorcycles extending out into that landscape. 

Back at the rally site, I stripped off the gear and wandered among the tents and bikes. There were a good number of pre-1969 
bikes and I talked with some of their owners. The stories of how they acquired and restored these classics were as interesting as 
the bikes themselves. My favorite was the guy who restored his brother’s /2. His brother bought it when he was young and the 

FOUR WINDS RALLY – 50TH ANNIVERSARY (CONT.) FOUR WINDS RALLY – 50TH ANNIVERSARY (CONT.)

Continued on Page 12



bike was already old. He rode it for decades and parked it when 
life got busy. When he got cancer, the brother dragged it out of 
the garage and restored it to a condition better than they had ever 
known it. It stayed in the sick brother’s house for him to admire 
when he was too sick to ride. The story moved me so much that I 
had to vote for that bike in the people’s choice bike judging. 

I was late for dinner because I realized that I forgot to check my 
door prize tickets. So I dropped out of the chow line to check 
on a bunch of losing tickets. Rats, I wanted that Redverz tent or 
the $500 gift certificate or the pair of tires or some of the other 
cool swag. Dejectedly I returned to the dinner line and the chow 
cheered me right up. After a delicious BBQ meal, the crowd 
wandered over to the grandstands for the awards. Our own Mike 
and Cindy Seay earned the long distance award for two-up with 
their 299 mile ride from home. 

Sunday morning was damp but not too wet for packing up. We all headed back on separate paths and schedules. I rode in a 
steady rain with periods of downpour from the rally to South Mountain. I enjoyed the weekend. The roads were curvy, the food 
was good, and the comradery excellent. I liked the rally site because it had lots of room for camping and events and in spite 
of the bathrooms. Well, the bath houses are always a weak point at rallies, aren’t they? After 51 rallies, the Four Winds Riders 
learned how to put on a well-run event. Although a lot of riders came for the first time due to the publicity around the 50th 
anniversary, most of the attendees were repeat customers. I had such a good time that I’ll be a returning rally-goer next year. 

FOUR WINDS RALLY – 50TH ANNIVERSARY (CONT.)
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TOM McGRATH’S
MOTORCYCLE LAW GROUP®

Dedicated to protecting the rights of injured motorcyclists. We ride so we understand.  
If you’ve been injured through no fault of your own, call the Motorcycle Law Group.SM

1-800-321-8968            www.MotorcycleLawGroup.com
Licensed in Virginia, West Virginia, North Carolina, South Carolina, Tennessee and Georgia. 


