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PREFACE



to the Fifth Edition


PREVIOUS EDITIONS OF Great American Motorcycle Tours began with notes on new designs and changing technologies and the advent of the digital age. That advice all made sense at the time.


This time, it’s about time. I was 38 when this book came out and hit my half-hundred while on the road for this 5th edition. The speed of those dozen years hit like a thunderclap and revealed something far more important than pointing out great roads and destinations. It’s to impress upon you that whatever your age, time passes so rapidly that the time to ride is now.


All across America millions of people work 50 weeks a year in anticipation of a two-week vacation. Do the math and that means exchanging 26 years on the job for just one year of your life. With those figures looming overhead, millions of us spin fantasies of crossing the nation astride a motorcycle. In greater numbers, though, come excuses why it can’t be done.


But it can be done. It has to be done. And you are the one reason that overshadows any other. Your desire is why every problem will find a solution and every challenge will be pushed aside. Once you’re twisting the throttle to scale the steep Blue Ridge Mountains or looking down the road as Death Valley disappears on the horizon, there’s pure satisfaction knowing that you are here while your coworkers are still on the clock.


And if you can’t commit to the grand tour now, whet your appetite with short regional rides. Even then, it may not happen in a week, a month, or perhaps even years, but it will happen. I know from experience that finances can sabotage every good intention and work and other obligations can interfere with your plans, but the universe has a way of putting everything in the right place. Eventually the money is there, the schedule is open, and your focus will find you working through things until you’re on the road—and on the ride of your life.
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WHY I RIDE


by Peter Fonda


A MOTORCYCLE IS the only way to see America. If you ride, you already understand how the feelings of freedom and nature are enhanced. When traveling by car or plane, these feelings are missing. Gone.


Which is why I ride.


When I travel by motorcycle, I feel the wind, and see the endless skies, and stop when I want and where I want, fetching my rod from the saddlebag and fly-fishing for an hour or two. Hours don’t matter, really, because on the road I develop a more natural use of time and never feel as if I have to be anywhere.


Which is why I ride.


I have a friend who joins me each year on a long run from Los Angeles to Montana. On this ride, we have only two rules: We will ride only back roads (a lengthy process when exiting LA), and we have no fixed destination on Day 1—only the desire to return to the open road. Within a few hours we’ve extricated ourselves from the city and its traffic and are cruising north on U.S. 395, threading the needle between the Inyo Mountains and the Sierra Nevada. A motorcycle may be just a vehicle, but it is also the instrument we use to experience life, to explore, to discover new people and places, and to affirm our friendship.


Which is why I ride.


Gary McKechnie wrote the first national motorcycle touring guide, and I trust it will lead you to moments like these. It’s fun to read and filled with pertinent information for riders, and the 25 tours he describes can rescue you from the interstate highways and deliver you into the heart of America. He’s traveled the country and found back roads and general stores, national parks and small-town diners, cowboy saloons and British pubs. He leads you to roads laced with the smell of pine trees and bordered by rushing streams, where you can park your bike, fetch your rod out of your saddlebag, and spend a few hours fly-fishing.


Which is why I ride.


Read this book, and you will too.
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INTRODUCTION


CLIMB ON A motorcycle and you’ll be seduced by freedom, adventure, and exploration. Once riding is in your blood, it’s a hard thing to shake.


I speak from experience. My great-granddad John Philip McKechnie (born in 1877) grew up to ride a motorcycle, and I have photographic proof of his son Ian McKechnie (born in 1903) riding his new Harley across the New Mexico desert in the 1920s. Later, in the 1950s, Ian’s son John, my dad, rode an AJS 500 while stationed in Texas.


With genetic coding in full swing, I started riding when I was 14, teaching myself how on my brother Craig’s 1972 Yamaha 250. I had to learn on my own because Craig didn’t know that I knew where his motorcycle key was hidden (the top left drawer of his desk). Riding around the neighborhood while he was out, I soon grew tired of this bike and wanted something larger and faster. Applying diligence and a strong work ethic, Craig was finally able to afford a Honda 360. I found the key and started riding that.


Years later I bought my own 1976 RD 250 and later still an ’82 Suzuki 650, and took short trips until and my other brother, Kevin, bought a BMW R65. We skimmed up the Atlantic Coast before turning left across Canada and then heading south along the Mississippi River. So began an undying fascination with motorcycle travel and a desire to write the first national touring guide for riders.


And there was another reason. Traditionally, magazine articles I’d read fell into motorcycle mechanics while motorcycle travel books focused on the author’s coming of age. But do you really care about gear ratios when you’re riding through Amish Country? Is a midlife crisis the only reason writers take road trips? I wanted this book to be written for riders and readers that understood the existential reasons for motorcycle touring. It’s the pulse of the engine and the power of the motorcycle; the feeling of becoming part of nature and the ability to go where you choose, when you please.
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PACK IT UP


A few pairs of jeans, a jacket, boots, rain gear, sunglasses, and gloves are naturals to bring on your ride, but what else? In the past few years it has become a whole lot easier to pack a lot while still packing light.


Smart phone: Since the development of smart phones, it’s stunning that a cell phone, digital camera, video camera, computer, word processor, calculator, GPS system, entertainment center, and anything an app designer can create essentially puts a home office in your pocket. Great for last-minute checks on discounts, weather reports, road closures, operating hours, rates, and sharing your thoughts through social media.


Digital camera: If you’re more inclined toward the drama of still photographs, as a replacement for (or in addition to) a smart phone, high-resolution digital cameras and high-capacity memory cards have dropped drastically in price—and most models shoot decent video as well.


Video camera: If still photos aren’t enough to capture the scope of your tour, a high-def video camera (which can be found for as little as a few hundred dollars) can help you capture enough footage to create movies—a task made much easier by easy-to-use video editing software.


Digital recorder: Granted the luxury of time that touring provides, I do some of my best and most productive thinking as I ride, capturing my thoughts through a small recorder looped around my neck.


Binoculars: A small pair can enhance images, especially when riding through a national park or across a desert.


Journal: They’re easy to start but hard to sustain. If you can keep up with the writing, you’ll have a great record of what could be the ride of your life.


Provisions: Water, energy bars, and trail mix will keep you hydrated and energized on those long hauls between destinations.


Traveler’s checks: An old idea, but a smart one.


ATM card or credit card: Along with traveler’s checks, it’s easy money.


Toiletries: Travel-size should do the trick.


Resealable plastic bags: Even when it’s pouring, they’ll keep your wallet and electronics dry, and plastic grocery bags make cheap laundry bags.


A copy of Great American Motorcycle Tours.
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The allure of a covered bridge will always tempt you to cross it, even if there’s no reason to do so.






BREAKING BONDS



Even then I knew that investing a solid year and a half in on-the-road research rides (treble that since) and dealing with countless physical, logistical, and financial challenges, I’d be sharing my findings with independent spirits who were reluctant to follow someone else’s road map. I pressed on because I also knew that there were millions of miles of roads to travel and some riders could waste months trying to find which were the best and why. I knew that valuable two-week two-wheeled vacations could be squandered on dull roads and listless destinations. Of course, there are no special roads for motorcycles, just as there are no special roads for RVs, but as a rider, you know what you’re looking for. You want to find those back roads where you shed routine and adopt a lifestyle in which every minute is an adventure.


Years ago when I worked a “real job,” I followed the same route to work day after day. Slowly, this habit seeped into my travels: If an interesting road suddenly came into view, I’d pass it by to remain true to my self-inflicted schedule. I rarely strayed from the chosen path. After finally escaping from my cubicle, on each motorcycle tour things were different. I was free to travel where and when I wanted. Released from the confines of airplanes and climate-controlled automobiles, I developed a refreshing sense of discovery, honed a heightened sense of awareness, and learned that everything worked out all right even when things went wrong. For every flat tire, broken chain, or wrong turn, I was rewarded with an unexpected kindness from a stranger or a detour that led to a better road.


I also found that, after a few days in the saddle, everything waiting back home seemed trivial, routine. I relished this feeling of adventure, of living in the moment. For me, these events came at unexpected times. When you meet a real live prospector in a Western town, camp out in Yosemite, or hang out with a Maine clam digger and talk about his life, well, you’ll understand the power of these moments too.


SELECTING THE BEST TOURS IN AMERICA


Since freedom is the foundation of this book, you’re sure to wonder how I chose these rides. Do these tours really represent the best rides and roads in the United States? Could be, but there are also many others. Due to time and space constraints, there are entire states, back roads, and blue highways that aren’t included.


Overall, though, having relied on the advice of riders and my own personal experience, these 25 tours will take you to places that combine culture, history, and spectacular scenery. Variety is the benchmark here, with recommendations for activities based on the tempo and tone of the area. I’ll just as soon point you toward a greasy spoon and an ordinary motel in the Deep South as a casual restaurant and a unique inn in New England. In this volume I’ve tried to be equitable in representing different regions of the country, so you should find at least one tour that’s near you. Sometimes starting and ending points are conveniently close, enabling you to string neighboring tours together.
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Relaxing by a river is sometimes as enjoyable as riding a nice stretch of road. If your schedule’s always hectic, do yourself a favor: Stop. Just stop.
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READY? SET? GO!


Unless you rent a bike that has already been checked out and readied for a ride, you’ll have to prepare for your epic journey yourself. Dedicated rider Ray Towells has traveled enough to offer practical advice on packing and pre-ride preparations. Ray’s British, so read this with an accent.


Pre-Ride


Have your mechanic check your bike and make sure it’s ready for the road. Don’t ask for a comprehensive tune-up; just have him check the brake linings, pads, tires, oil, fuses, and spares.


Let someone know how long you’ll be away, and leave a rough itinerary. If you’re planning a three-day trip and it’s been five days since you called, your friend will know something’s wrong.


Clothing


Dress for the climate. If you wear full leathers in Florida in summer, you’re an idiot. Try to find a leather jacket with a removable lining or sleeves that zip off. Beyond that, you won’t need much—a few pairs of jeans, shorts, T-shirts, and rain gear. When riding in a cold climate, bring thermal underwear. The average biker doesn’t want to dress up, but casual shoes, polo shirts, and khaki pants can pass in a nice restaurant.


Safety and Practicalities


For supplies, I always carry a cell phone, a water container, foam earplugs to protect against noise, an air-pressure gauge, and a small flashlight. For packing, include several bungee cords or a bungee net. When I travel to remote areas, I pack a small first-aid kit with bandages, aspirin, sunscreen, and water-purification tablets, and I also carry a roll of reflective tape. If you lose power to your lights, the tape will be a godsend.


When people see a $20,000 touring bike, they get ideas. Carry a Kryptonite lock. Bring an extra set of keys for your bike and hide them. Use heavy-duty tape to stick them under your saddle, for instance, or inside your headlight or spotlight.


If you break down and have to leave your bike, try to hide it off the road and cover it; this is where a dark bike cover will come in handy.


Tool Kit


Bring a standard tool kit that includes, at a minimum, Vise-Grips or pliers; Allen wrenches, hex wrenches, and an adjustable wrench; a small screwdriver kit with multiple heads; small, medium, and large hose clamps; a roll of speed tape or electrical tape; standard wire; two or three feet of electrical wire; a few connectors; and a puncture repair kit for your tires.





So what we have here is an ability to communicate. As a complement to online information, this guidebook is an off-line, nonelectric, stowable option that includes 25 chapters filled with easy-to-find details on back roads, lodging, nightspots, adventures, attractions, and restaurants. Sidebars, riders’ resource sections, and a well-researched appendix contain added advice, details, and contact information. As for on-the-road repairs, you’ll need to attend to those on your own. Comprehensive warranties and roadside assistance should keep you out of trouble. Plus, there are other books—your owner’s manual, for instance—that offer useful and in-depth repair information.


One more thing: Be open to the spiritual aspect of riding. These roads will speak to you often whether you’re on your bike or in a town. You may experience this feeling in Lenox, Massachusetts, while listening to the Boston Symphony Orchestra at Tangle-wood; or in Lone Pine, California, when you sit down at a diner and watch the sun set over the Sierra Nevada.


If nothing else, remember this: Use this book as a guide, not the gospel. If I neglected to mention the South Carolina general store where you buy moon pies, go find it and buy one. If you know of a side road I missed, then take it. Make your own discoveries. I’d love it if you find things I didn’t. And if you have a suggestion for future editions, pictures from your own tours, an anecdote you’d like to share, or a suggestion for one of your favorite rides, share your thoughts at www.facebook.com/motorcycleamerica.


Now, open the garage, saddle up, and go meet your country.


GARY MCKECHNIE


www.motorcycleamerica.com
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ADVICE FROM A ROAD SCHOLAR


THE MORE YOU ride, the more you learn. A few decades on the road and tens of thousand miles in the saddle have given me some insights that may improve the quality of your own ride.


Even if you’re in a hurry to reach Point B, try not to leave Point A after mid-afternoon. Chances are you’ll be racing the sun and you’ll miss the moments you’re riding for. If you leave in the morning, you’ll have a full day to make unscheduled stops and discover points of interest.


Don’t run a marathon. While you could ride 600 miles a day, 200 miles max is easy and allows time for unexpected discoveries.


If you get off-schedule, don’t worry. The purpose of touring isn’t to reach as many places as possible, it is to experience as many sensations and places as you can. Don’t kill yourself with a self-inflicted plan.


Reward yourself. Every so often, stop at a place you don’t think looks very interesting at first. Take a break and meditate. Observes what’s going on around you. Having a conversation with a general-store clerk, a swim in a pond, or watching glistening rocks in a riverbed can be just as pleasing as a good stretch of road.


In general, I’ve found the best times for riding are May and September. Nowhere is it too hot or too cold, kids are still in or headed back to school, and off-season rates are generally in effect.


Have a contingency plan in case your day gets rained out. Write postcards; catch up on emails; see a museum or a movie; read, rest, or go to the library; talk to locals. If a day is screwed up by weather, roll with it.


Carry a few sealable plastic bags since rain can find wallets and electronic devices.


If you use a magnetic tank bag, don’t toss your wallet in it. Powerful magnets that can withstand 90-mile-an-hour winds can also demagnetize ATM and credit cards in a flash.


It can be maddening when a truck ahead of you slows you down to its pace. Then if you pass, often the truck speeds up and you have to worry about a tailgater. Instead, just pull over for a few minutes and take a break. It’ll give the truck time to move on and allow you to return to scenic roads unobstructed by Yosemite Sam mud flaps.


It gets mighty cold—especially out West—when the sun goes down. Even if you don’t think you’ll need it, bring along long underwear.


If you can’t avoid the small animal in front of you, grit your teeth and go for it. It’s not worth laying down your bike to save a squirrel.


Remember that loose gravel, wet leaves, and oil slicks don’t care how long you’ve been riding. Don’t get so swept up in the ride that you neglect safety.


Don’t pay a bank three bucks to get your money from their ATMs. Find a drugstore (CVS, Walgreens, etc.) and buy gum, candy, or batteries with your debit card and then get some cash back. You’ll avoid a fee and get something you need.


When arriving in a town, before checking into a hotel or walking around, stop at the local chamber of commerce or visitors center and get maps and advice on hours, admission fees, and what’s worth seeing. The staff knows what’s shakin’, and they usually have information on local back roads.


Don’t forget alternative newspapers (usually free) and the Friday edition of most daily newspapers that include listings and reviews of local restaurants, concerts, and special events.


If you don’t carry a smart phone, some local libraries may allow you to use their computers for free Internet access. Go online to check out upcoming towns, attractions, and seasonal operating hours, and print out discount coupons if offered.


If you have to ride in peak tourist season, do your best to get up early and wander around the town. Minus the presence of other visitors, it reveals a more natural sense of the community.


An important word about the lodging prices listed throughout this book: They are listed for peak seasons, but will vary by day and by month. If they seem to skew high, ask about off-season rates and for discounts—AAA, AARP, AMA, and so on. To secure even better rates, visit websites like www.hotels.com or www.priceline.com. You can deduct approximately 10–15 percent if you’re a solo traveler, and even more if you can travel off-season or in a shoulder season. The same with admission prices—those are for adults, and you can ask for a senior discount if you qualify.


If you plan to visit more than one national park, spring for the $80 America the Beautiful Pass (and only $10 for a lifetime pass for ages 62 and older). It’s good for admission to any national park for one year.


It’s nice to wear full leathers and clothes that reflect the hard riding you’ve done, but use common sense and courtesy and dress appropriately when at certain restaurants.


Yes, your boots look cool, but if you plan on joining a walking tour or beating your feet around a town, you’ll appreciate the comfort of a pair of walking shoes.


Take wrong turns. Get lost. Make discoveries.
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WHITE MOUNTAINS–BLUE SEAS RUN


Littleton, New Hampshire to Bar Harbor, Maine


Map: White Mountains–Blue Seas Run


LITTLETON PRIMER


ON THE ROAD: LITTLETON


PULL IT OVER: LITTLETON HIGHLIGHTS


Attractions and Adventures


Shopping


Blue-Plate Specials


Watering Holes


Shut-Eye


Motels and Motor Courts


Inn-dependence


Chain Drive


ON THE ROAD: LITTLETON TO CAMDEN


ALTERNATE ROUTE: ROUTE 302


CAMDEN PRIMER


ON THE ROAD: CAMDEN


PULL IT OVER: CAMDEN HIGHLIGHTS


Attractions and Adventures


Blue-Plate Specials


Watering Holes


Shut-Eye


Motels and Motor Courts


Inn-dependence


Chain Drive


CAMDEN TO BAR HARBOR


PULL IT OVER: BAR HARBOR HIGHLIGHTS


Attractions and Adventures


Shopping


Blue-Plate Specials


Shut-Eye


Chain Drive


RESOURCES FOR RIDERS
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[image: Image] Route: Littleton to Camden via Mount Washington, Kancamagus Highway, Fryeburg, Yarmouth, Waldoboro, Thomaston


[image: Image] Distance: Approximately 280 miles


[image: Image] First Leg: Littleton, New Hampshire to Camden, Maine (210 miles)


[image: Image] Optional Second Leg: Camden to Bar Harbor, Maine (72 miles)


[image: Image] Helmet Laws: No helmets are required in New Hampshire or Maine.





THIS RUN IS relatively short, but since it travels from the mountains to the oceans white with foam, distinct changes in landscape and culture actually make it feel quite large. Taken separately, the two legs you’ll ride offer experiences that are not exactly breathtaking, but are still enjoyable since it’s a good balance of mountain rides and short coastal runs followed by an opportunity to get off your bike and head out to sea on a kayak or windjammer. Before you go, note that many stores and restaurants—especially in Maine—reduce their hours or close entirely from mid-October to Memorial Day.


As you ride, ratchet things up with alternate routes and side trips that will add some horsepower—particularly when you find back roads heading down some of Maine’s peninsulas. While I’ve included some options, add your own and make new discoveries.


One last thing: At times I hit those rare long stretches of road and had time to think. I thought about New Hampshire’s license plates stamped with the state motto, Live Free or Die. I guess that’s appropriate, considering New Hampshire has no helmet law, no state sales tax, and no state income tax. But it’s ironic when you consider who’s stamping out those tags.


LITTLETON PRIMER


Littleton, New Hampshire, is nestled in the Connecticut River Valley at the doorstep to two great roads that sweep into the 780,000-acre White Mountain National Forest. It’s equidistant from both Boston and Montreal (160 miles in either direction); that alone makes it worth the ride.


Littleton was named after the region’s surveyor, Colonel Moses Little. The town made its first contribution to American history during the Revolutionary era, when the unusually straight tree trunks around town were used as masts for sailing ships. (If you happen to be building a sailing ship, well, here you go).


About a century later, prior to the Civil War, Littleton was an essential stop on the Underground Railroad. In some of the town’s older homes, there are basements where runaway slaves were shielded until they could continue their trek to Canada. Around the turn of the 20th century, two companies did their part to keep the town in business; one manufactured stereoscopic view cards and the other made gloves. Things stayed pretty quiet here until an author ranked Littleton among his hundred favorite small towns, and retirees and families started taking a second look at the place.


What may be most notable about Littleton is that it’s so ordinary. It’s one of those quiet American towns where folks work hard, enjoy their surroundings, and take pride in their homes. It seems so ... American.


ON THE ROAD: LITTLETON


Littleton has a blue-collar feel, with a Main Street program that has kept up its overall appearance. The wares of local merchants attract many of its roughly 6,000 citizens downtown throughout the day.


Littleton is the largest town on the western end of Route 302 and also close to the Kancamagus Highway (Route 112), making it a perfect starting point for a ride. When you arrive, you’ll do so on Route 302 (Main Street), which rolls through the center of town. Since there’ll be a fair amount of moving traffic, take advantage of the cheap curbside parking—just drop two bits in the slot and park it for an hour—although chances are you’ll want to stay a little longer. Littleton isn’t an upscale village but rather a working town that happens to attract a handful of travelers. Independent merchants greet visitors warmly. They never seem to be putting on a show for your cash; to me they’ve always been genuine and friendly.


The town seems frozen in the 1950s. When night falls, you can listen to the Ammonoosuc River flowing past, order a burger, fries, and a chocolate frappe at a Main Street diner, and then walk across the street to catch the evening picture show. Simple pleasures in a pleasant town.


PULL IT OVER: LITTLETON HIGHLIGHTS


Attractions and Adventures


With no theme parks in sight, things in Littleton are laid-back. The Littleton Conservation Commission tends three trails that showcase different aspects of the outdoors, from bird-watching to geological history to scenic overlooks. You’ll find a free trail guide at the Chamber of Commerce, and another pamphlet for a self-guided walking tour takes you past a dozen historically significant buildings.


Don’t expect a Smithsonian-size experience at the Littleton Area Historical Society (1 Cottage St., 603/444-6435), which is open only on Wednesday; it won’t be. If you’re motivated—seriously motivated—the local society members will welcome you into the renovated 1905 opera house–fire station so you can see a Victorian melodeon, artifacts from the local glove company, and share the story of the Kilburn Brothers, who kicked off the stereographic view card—the DVD of its day.


Shopping


Chutters (43 Main St., 603/444-5787, www.chutters.com) claims to have the “World’s Longest Candy Counter.” You could travel all over the nation to verify it, but it might be easier just to trust the verification of Guinness World Records, which verified that it’s 112 feet long. It’s also one of the few remaining general stores in the country that still sells penny candy from a jar (that’s 500 pieces for a fin; double that for a sawbuck). This is also great place to stop to find New Hampshire–made products.


Blue-Plate Specials


When you’re ready to break the link with chain restaurants, you’ll be pleased that Littleton provides tasty home-cooked comfort foods. Topic of the Town (30 Main St., 603/444-6721) offers an all-day breakfast along with daily specials and turkey dinners, jumbo sirloin, Greek salads, chicken, ribs, and lovely frappes—all served in a traditional diner setting. Perfect.
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WHY DO THEM LEAVES LOOK FUNNY?


The changing colors of autumn leaves is one of the most beautiful spectacles in the country. If you don’t mind battling motor homes for the road, travel to New England during the fall foliage season. “Leaf peepers” are here to watch the leaves change from a uniform green to an autumnal palette of oranges, reds, and yellows. Why do leaves change color? They don’t. Seriously.


Here’s the skinny: About two weeks before they “turn,” a cell layer forms at the base of each leaf that prevents moisture from entering. Since the chlorophyll, which makes the leaf green, isn’t able to renew itself, the leaf’s true color can be seen. Then, depending on exposure to the sun, elevation, and the chemical makeup of the tree, different colors start to appear. Sugar maple leaves are primarily red and orange, white ash turns yellow and purple, and the pin cherry’s purple-green leaves turn yellow. Most color changes start at higher elevations and work their way down the mountains and hills, fall colors falling down the mountains. If tracking the change is part of your plan, check the fall foliage hotlines and websites to see where the change is a-gonna come..





Over at the Littleton Diner (145 Main St., 603/444-3994, www.littletondiner.com), they’re preparing New England–style home-cooked foods. Here since 1930, the diner serves breakfast anytime—it was named among the Food Network’s Top 50 Breakfasts in America—as well as a roast turkey dinner, soups, salads, and sundaes, all amid the satisfying clatter of diner flatware. Open daily for breakfast, lunch, and dinner, it’s a testament to its tagline: “There’s Always Something Cooking.”


Watering Holes


You may sense scant options for nightlife in Littleton, but as a local observed, “This is New England, and that’s how people like it.” The Italian Oasis Restaurant (106 Main St., 603/444-6995, www.italianoasis.com) inside Parker Marketplace is also home of the smallest microbrewery in New Hampshire. They also serve mixed drinks and bottled beers.


Considering there’s not much shaking after dark, if a good flick is playing at Jax Jr. Cinemas (32 Main St., 603/444-5907), give it a go. Quirky fact: This theater’s claim to fame is that it premiered the 1930s Bette Davis movie The Great Lie. It’s old enough to rekindle memories of hanging out at the Saturday matinee.


Shut-Eye


For a listing of campgrounds, cabins, cottages and local lodging, check with the Chamber of Commerce (603/444-6561, www.littletonareachamber.com).


Motels and Motor Courts


Right downtown, the Littleton Motel (166 Main St., 603/444-5780, www.littletonmotel.com, from $60) has been here since 1948. They offer 20 nonsmoking ground-level guest rooms, suites, and some kitchenette rooms as well as a pool, in-room Wi-Fi, fridges, and microwaves. There are also picnic tables and outdoor grills. The family-owned Eastgate Motor Inn (335 Cottage St., I-93 Exit 41, 603/444-3971, www.eastgatemotorinn.com, around $74) has basic guest rooms, some with a fridge.



Inn-dependence



Opened in 1843 as a stagecoach stop, Thayer’s Inn (136 Main St., 603/444-6469 or 800/634-8179, www.thayersinn.com) would seem perfectly at home in Mayberry. It features classic and deluxe guest rooms, and a few kitchenette rooms sleep up to six. All are clean and comfortable with rates from around $90 that include a continental breakfast. This is a great place to stay if you’re on a budget (and even if you’re not). President Grant once gave a speech from the front balcony, but ask for a room in back, since a lot of traffic rolls down Route 302.


Chain Drive


These chain hotels are in town or within 10 miles of the city center:


Best Western, Hampton Inn


For more information, including phone numbers and websites, click here.


ON THE ROAD: LITTLETON TO CAMDEN


What comes next is a most excellent ride. Or rides, since there are three worthy options: You can take Route 302 across the White Mountains; you can drop south to reach Route 112 (the famed Kancamagus Highway); or, with time, make a day trip of both roads before doubling back the following day on your way to Maine. If you can take only one road, take Route 112.


The ride starts slowly as you roll out of Littleton on Route 302 east, passing the old Kilburn Brothers Stereoscopic View Factory, which is now an apartment building. If you have any of these cards in your attic, you’ll know where they came from.


It may be tough to avoid interstates, but the upcoming stretch of I-93 rivals most back roads. Follow it south toward the town of Lincoln, where a detour at Exit 38 leads to the Frost Place (Ridge Rd., Franconia, 603/823-5510, www.frostplace.org, $5 donation). This was the home of poet Robert Frost, who wrote the road trip classic “The Road Not Taken,” which, referencing two trails in the woods, ends with the noteworthy lines “I took the one less traveled by / And that has made all the difference.” The Frost Place displays first editions of his books, photos, memorabilia, and a poet-in-residence that hosts readings in the old barn. But credit the harsh New Hampshire winters for a summer-only schedule: Memorial Day through Columbus Day.


Back on I-93, subtle hints such as towering mountains, plummeting roads, and a reduction to two lanes tell you you’re entering Franconia Notch and dazzling eight-mile-long Franconia Notch State Park (603/823-8800, www.nhstateparks.org). Stuffed between the highest peaks of the Franconia and Kinsman ranges, this section of the tour offers abundant places to explore. Pull off at the first exit (34C); there’s swimming, camping, fishing, picnicking, and hiking around Echo Lake. Back on I-93, you’ll jump on and off the road as you work your way south, taking the next exit (34B) if you’d like to see the New England Ski Museum (603/823-7177, www.skimuseum.org, free). The base for the aerial tram here doubles as an information center for details on camping, hiking, and access to Profile Lake as well as passage to the 4,200-foot peak of Cannon Mountain.


The next exit (34A) is near an 800-foot gorge called The Flume (603/745-8391, www.nhstateparks.org). If you can, make time for roughing it since Franconia Notch is a stunning park and worth the layover to breathe fresh air and experience nature. There are no hotels in the park, but Lafayette Campground (603/823-9513, www.reserveamerica.com), with 97 tent sites, showers, and a store, places you at “Notch Central.” This was where you could have seen the Old Man of the Mountain (Nathaniel Hawthorne’s “Great Stone Face”), but on May 3, 2003, the natural granite profile disintegrated overnight in the fog and darkness. What’s left? The Basin is another natural phenomenon; a 25,000-year-old glacial pothole.


Afterward, the going gets tricky, but stay on I-93 and watch for Exit 33 to get you onto Route 3 and into North Woodstock for a flirt with the past at Clark’s Trading Post (603/745-8913, www.clarkstradingpost.com), a throwback to the days when you took road trips with your folks. Clark’s has been at it since 1928 with trained bears, steam trains, and old-fashioned gadgets that tourists (circa 1962) love. Admission to the park is $19, the store itself is free. After Clark’s, turn left onto a well-named connector road called “Connector Road,” and at the next T, turn left to access Route 112, which is the western tip of the Kancamagus Highway (known as “The Kanc”).


Since the Kanc has no gas stations, stores, or fast foods on its 34-mile stretch to Conway, the town of Lincoln has thoughtfully added a dense concentration of urban congestion. Race past these, and soon you’ll be in the midst of mind-boggling alpine scenery and rideable roads. Goose it and get into the rhythm of the road, but be prepared to brake when you reach some hairpin turns and scenic viewing areas such as the Hancock Overlook.


Soon you’ll learn that the road can’t stand still since you may head east, northwest, southeast, and then northeast just to go east again. With the Kanc’s multiple turns and seven-degree grades, the good news is that you’ll be hugging the centerline and shifting like a maniac.


After you cross Kancamagus Pass at 2,855 feet, you’ll swoop down the mountain like a falcon, snatching great views to your left and following the road that now skirts the Swift River. To backtrack to Littleton and enjoy another winding and wild ride through forests and scenic overlooks, watch for Bear Notch Road, which intersects the loop created by Route 112 and Route 302 and then tosses in a tangle of roads, before reaching Route 302, where you can boomerang back to the west.


Continuing east on the Kanc, you’ll pass the Rocky Gorge Scenic Area, which leads you to a wooden footbridge. Just over a mile later, you’ll be at the Lower Falls, a great spot for a dip in the Swift River if you’re up for it. Picnic spots, campgrounds, and riverfront rest areas mark the eastern edge of the highway, and with little fanfare you’ll reach the end of the road at Route 113. Now the majority of traffic heads north to reach the outlet town of North Conway, where there is a flood of outlet stores, but you may do better to head for the Maine coast via Route 302.


As state lines go, the entrance to Maine is minimalist—just a stark sign reading “Maine.” Before coming here, my image of the state brought to mind frozen tundra, but you could compare this region to any in Vermont or the Adirondacks. And while you may be tempted to head straight to the coast, U.S. 1 is heavily trafficked and far removed from the ocean. Instead, consider a nest of two-lane roads that can take you into the forests and plains of the state, where you can slowly ride southeast toward the coast as you grab any inland road that tempts you. I mapped out an admittedly tricky route that racks up a number of highway numbers over the next 135 miles.


A few miles over the border is Fryeburg, where Route 5 leads up toward Lovell. This is where you can split to the right on Route 93 east (aka Sweden Road) for about 10 miles before the road T’s and you head north at Route 37 in South Waterford. The name is apt since there is water here—Bear Pond, Keoka Lake, McWain Pond—that you skirt around before Route 37 wraps up in East Waterford and Route 118.


Take Route 118 east for about 15 miles toward the small towns of Norway and South Paris, and by the time you roll into Norway, you’ll be on Route 117, which is the remote road to ride for about 25 miles all the way to the town of Leeds on the shores of Androscoggin Lake. It’s a large lake, but not large enough to warrant a ferry, so you’ll have the pleasure of riding around its shores—first by taking Route 106 three miles up its west shore to the town of North Leeds, then completing the arc via Route 219 and then Route 133 toward Winthrop and, finally, taking U.S. 202 east to Augusta.


While I try to avoid larger towns, I didn’t mind going through Augusta because I knew it would take me to my ultimate goal, and that was getting onto Route 17 (aka Rockland Road), the one that descends slowly all the way down to the coast and does it in style.


My tour was in September, prior to the peak of fall foliage, but already the beauty of nature was supernatural. Mile after mile there are ponds, small lakes, gentle rises, and peaceful falls. There are nice fields, easy curves, and a weirdly pristine natural landscape that looks as if a grounds crew has been tending to it. If you’ve heard folks in Maine brag about their state, you’ll see why along this stretch. By the time you reach Route 90 at West Rockport, you could wrap up the ride by jogging east to reach Rockport and Camden—but you’ll likely want to continue south on Route 17 into Rockland, where the old-fashioned downtown is accented by a beautiful harbor, decked out with great diners and stores, and best known for hosting the Maine Lobster Festival (207/596-0376 or 800/562-2529, www.mainelobsterfestival.com) each August.


When you decide to leave Rockland, it’s only a few miles via U.S. 1 north to reach beautiful Camden. Of course, if you’re still ready to ride, take U.S. 1 south, and about 1,900 miles later you’ll reach the end of the line in Key West, Florida. Camden makes more sense.


ALTERNATE ROUTE: ROUTE 302


Although the Kancamagus Highway is an obvious choice, following Route 302 out of Littleton is a close second. After passing through the center of town, turn left at the Eastgate Motor Inn. It’s an inauspicious beginning, but soon the road turns mighty pretty.


Route 302 leads to Fosters Crossroads, where a southeast descent leads toward Bretton Woods and the famous Mount Washington Inn (603/278-1000 or 800/314-1752, www.mountwashingtonresort.com), which sits majestically off to your left. If you can’t spot the white frame palace and its red roof, follow the sightline of tourists who have it pinned down with cameras and binoculars. Staying at the grand hotel is an expensive option, but looking is free. The inn boasts fantastic views of the White Mountains bordered by the Presidential Range as well as amenities that make this a resort, including an 18-hole Donald Ross course. Add to this the 900-foot white-railed veranda and broad porte cochere, and you know you’re looking into the lap of luxury. If the inn is full, they book the Bretton Woods Motor Inn and Townhomes at Bretton Woods as well.


On your left in Bretton Woods, you’ll see the ingenious Mount Washington Cog Railway (603/278-5404 or 800/922-8825, www.thecog.com), which takes passengers to the chilly peak of Mount Washington. At 6,288 feet, this is the highest point in the Northeast—called Agiocochook by Native Americans and believed to be the home of the Great Spirit. In 1819 settlers Abel Crawford and his son Ethan carved out the first footpath to its summit, and that footpath is still in use. If you’re fascinated by all things mechanical, you’ll be impressed as this railroad, called Old Peppersass, effortlessly ascends a 37-degree grade. Not only is the mountain steep, so is the price—$63 for adults. Then again, it does last three hours, and this is the highest peak in New England. Then again, it is $63.


Farther on, you’ll ride past Saco Lake and enter dazzling Crawford Notch as the road slices into the folds of the mountains and begins to loosely follow the Saco River toward Bartlett. For the next six miles, you’ll encounter the unspoiled rugged beauty of the Presidential Range. Crawford Notch State Park (603/374-2272, www.nhstateparks.org) offers picnic areas, hiking, waterfalls, and a visitors center. After an exhilarating run through the notch, you’ll reach Glen and the junction of Route 16, which leads north to the Mount Washington Auto Road (603/466-3988, www.mtwashingtonautoroad.com). Although it’s several miles north in Gorham, riding up Mount Washington may be worth the detour if you feel it’s worth $15 to tackle eight miles of 12-degree grades and wind speeds (clocked back in 1934) of 231 mph. If so, put your visor down and chain yourself to your seat. Open only from mid-May to late October, the road provides killer views of the White Mountains, Presidential Range, and beyond. If you haven’t been blown off the mountain, double back to Route 302 and head for the coast.


CAMDEN PRIMER


Sometimes tourism bureaus tend to go overboard promoting their town or state. Camden is different. It actually delivers on its promise of beauty. This is a harbor town where the mountains (Appalachians) meet the sea (Atlantic), and you’ll see the confluence makes a dramatic setting.


Although Camden is approximately the size of Littleton, the village is far more active. Robert Ripley once calculated that if all the citizens of China marched four abreast, they could walk around the world and the march would never end. That’s about true for traffic here during Camden’s peak season. Of course, that’s on a nice day with warm weather. Fog and gray rains wash in and out frequently and can turn a great ride into a soggy chore.


As with most New England towns worth visiting, the central district is best seen on foot. Adjacent to the marina, a large parking lot has motorcycle-reserved spaces, and from there you can set off to eat seafood, browse bookshops, check out local crafts, or set sail on a schooner.
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LACONIA MOTORCYCLE WEEK


A year after 400 riders spent a few days at Weirs Beach, New Hampshire, the first sanctioned Gypsy Tour was held in Laconia in 1917, and the rally was inaugurated in 1923. Popular with the country’s few thousand riders, the Gypsy Tour developed a following through the 1920s and 1930s. In 1938, motorcycle hill-climber Fritzie Baer and his partners, the Red Hat Brigade, started a 30-year effort to keep the rally at full steam. But during the 1960s, the hill climbs and road races were cancelled as the rally fell out of favor with local police.


Things came to a head a week before the 1965 rally when a state law was passed giving police authority to arrest riders who loitered in groups of three or more. That was bound to spark trouble, and it did. At the Riot of Laconia, motorcyclists battled police and the National Guard, and that helped diminish Motorcycle Week into Motorcycle Weekend. In 1975, camping along Route 106 was outlawed, the rally continued to lose steam, and attendance dropped to a new low of 25,000. But as the Sturgis and Daytona rallies grew in size and popularity, locals took a fresh look at Laconia. In 1991, Motorcycle Week was back, the term Gypsy Tour came back the following year, and the hill climbs returned to Gunstock the year after that.


Today, hundreds of thousands of motorcyclists arrive for nine days of motorcycle events, including races, hill climbs, touring, parades, vintage bikes, swap meets, demo rides, and the blessing of the motorcycles. The rally (603/366-2000, www.laconiamcweek.com) is held annually in mid-June.





Summertime, obviously, is peak season, with visitors arriving to see the town and take the windjammer cruises that depart from the harbor. Lots of cash flows in from bankers, stock traders, and celebrities who show up to buy huge properties and, occasionally, entire islands. When they leave, things get back to normal, and locals are free to enjoy Camden the way it’s meant to be.


So here you are. If you appreciate nature, there’s hardly a better base for day trips to search out Maine’s best roads and natural attractions.


ON THE ROAD: CAMDEN


To see the best of Camden, you’ll need at least two very full days. Reserve part of the first sunny day for a ride to Mount Battie, the next day for heading out to sea. Leaving town on U.S. 1 north, you’ll enjoy nice elevation changes for about two miles before reaching Camden Hills State Park (207/236-3109). Fork over $4.50 per person before ascending the 1.6-mile road in a steady, steep climb to reach the 790-foot summit of Mount Battie. Although the ride is short, you’ll remember the view for years because, from a stone tower lookout, you’ll see the ocean meeting the mountains a few miles away. The effect is almost spiritual as the sun shines so brightly on the water that the ocean looks like an endless white desert. Small islands break off from the mainland; roofs sprout through the tops of fir trees; small coves shelter schooners; and the wakes of clipper ships look like wisps of cotton. On a clear day, as your eyes follow the coast northeast to Bar Harbor’s Cadillac Mountain (more than 40 miles away), it seems as if you can see forever.


PULL IT OVER: CAMDEN HIGHLIGHTS


Attractions and Adventures


In Camden, satisfaction comes from seeing the world by your bike and someone else’s boat. There is a fleet of schooners that embark on two-hour cruises around Penobscot Bay, so you’ll be skirting among coastal mountains, eagles, harbor seals, porpoises, and lobster boats. As you consider different charters, ask first if you’ll be able to help raise the sails, take the wheel, or simply kick back with a beer or wine. Rates are usually about $30. Options include the 86-foot windjammer Appledore (Camden Town Landing, Sharp’s Wharf, 207/236-8353, www.appledore2.com) and schooner Lazy Jack II (Camden Town Landing, 207/230-0602, www.schoonerlazyjack.com), launched in 2004. The schooner Surprise (Camden Town Landing, 207/236-4687, www.camdenmainesailing.com) is a 57-foot 1918 classic on which Captain Jack serves cookies and fruit and spins yarns. Schooner Olad (Camden Town Landing, Sharp’s Wharf, 207/236-2323, www.maineschooners.com) is a 57-foot windjammer that departs every hour with a few dozen passengers.


If this is a once-in-a-lifetime ride and your aim is add a seafaring component, check out the deluxe Maine Windjammer Cruises (Camden Town Landing, 207/236-2938 or 800/736-7981, www.mainewindjammercruises.com) for weekend, four-day, and week-long cruises. Promoted as America’s oldest windjammer, the Lewis R. French (Camden Town Landing, 800/469-4635, www.schoonerfrench.com) offers three-to six-day cruises for up to 22 nonsmoking crewmembers.


Easier and less costly (a few hundred bucks) are fishing trips, like ones offered by Georges River Outfitters (1384 Atlantic Hwy., Warren, 207/273-3818, www.sportsmensgifts.com). Native Maineiac Jeff Bellmore is a Coast Guard captain and master Maine guide who hosts customized fresh-and saltwater excursions and limits boats to two passengers for one-on-one (or two) advice. Freshwater catches include salmon, bass, trout, and perch; ocean runs are for stripers, bluefish, and mackerel.


Maine’s great outdoors has inspired generations of artists. About eight miles south of Camden, The Farnsworth Art Museum (16 Museum St., Rockland, 207/596-6457, www.farnsworthmuseum.org, $12) displays one of the larger collections of works by the Wyeths of Maine, recognized as the first family of American art. From colonial to American impressionism to the present, there are about 8,000 items on display.


Located a few miles south and west of Camden, you may want to make tracks to see the collection at the impressive Owls Head Transportation Museum (Rte. 73, Owls Head, 207/594-4418, www.ohtm.org, $10). The mechanical menagerie here includes a 1937 Mercedes 540K, a World War I Fokker triplane, a Stanley Steamer, a 1963 prototype Mustang, a 1938 Indian Junior Scout, and a crazy contraption called the Scripps–Booth Bi-Autogo (a two-wheeled automobile-motorcycle that features Detroit’s first V-8 engine). The displays are dazzling—and fun. Summer events include an antique motorcycle show featuring more than 200 vintage bikes.


Blue-Plate Specials


Cappy’s (1 Main St., 207/236-2254, www.cappyschowder.com) is the place for bikers, sailors, locals, and anyone who appreciates good food and good service. You’ll find real clam chowder, crab skins, and shrimp—and those are just the appetizers. Come here at night and the lively bar talk will surely include conversation about boats, bikes, and microbrews such as Old Thumper, Goat Island Light, and Blue Fin Stout. Microbrew tastings are held in Cappy’s crow’s nest from 4 to 6 P.M.


Besides Mount Battie, the best view in town is of the harbor. Sit on the deck at the Waterfront Restaurant (40 Bayview St., 207/236-3747, www.waterfrontcamden.com), and the harbor is yours—along with lobster, steak, and an oyster bar. The full bar is open until the customers go home.


Watering Holes


You’d think that a seaport town would have a host of pubs where sailors could drink and compare parrots, but most grog is served in civilized restaurants here. If you’re looking for a place to drink, in addition to Cappy’s bar, you can head down to the Smokestack Grill (Mechanic St., 207/230-7135), and the Waterfront (Bayview St., 207/236-3747) for beer and wings. On the hipper side is 40 Paper (40 Washington St., 207/230-0111, www.40paper.com) where you can order some obscure liquors, locally made spirits, single malt scotches, and house-infusions from their “overly stocked” bar—which includes beers ranging from draft microbrews to Russian Imperial stouts.


Shut-Eye


Motels and Motor Courts


Camden still has some old-fashioned motels. Consider the Towne Motel (68 Elm St., 207/236-3377 or 800/656-4999, www.camdenmotel.com). In the heart of town (and the closest motel to the harbor), it has 18 guest rooms that start at $114 in peak season and drop considerably in shoulder seasons. A continental breakfast is included. North of town is the classic Birchwood Motel (Belfast Rd., 207/236-4204, www.birchwoodmotel.com), a vintage waterfront motel where summer rates for the 15 ocean-view guest rooms start near $90. It has a clean old-school look.


Inn-dependence


The Belmont Inn (6 Belmont Ave., 207/236-8053 or 800/238-8053, www.thebelmontinn.com) is two blocks off U.S. 1 yet offers more solitude than you’d expect. Wraparound porches, a great sitting room, breakfasts on the porch, and 99 windows give this private house a real breath of fresh air. The large guest rooms have a distinctly homey feel, and high-season rates start at around $200. If the day’s ride has worn you out and you can afford the privilege, this is quite a nice option.



Chain Drive



These chain hotels are in town or within 10 miles of the city center:


Hampton Inn


For more information, including phone numbers and websites, click here.


CAMDEN TO BAR HARBOR


After hanging around Camden long enough to get your soul recharged, it’s again time to hit the road. The sad fact is that even though you’re heading up one of America’s most striking coastlines, you won’t see much of it unless you’re offshore on a lobster boat. The mundane views along U.S. 1 reveal a few jewels such as the bridge at Verona, but mostly you’ll see traffic clogging the main artery to Mount Desert Island, part of Acadia National Park. But when you reach Route 3 and ride south into Acadia, you should agree that the payoff was worth the so-so ride.


At Hulls Cove, look for the Visitors Center (207/288-3338, www.nps.gov/acad), where rangers will provide mountains of material, from the Beaver Log newspaper to information on ranger-led programs, weather, tides, fishing, and camping. The center’s free film is a good place to start, since it tells the story of how “rusticators” from elite social circles in Philadelphia, Boston, and New York popularized the island of “Bah Hahbah” with money from the likes of Pulitzer, Ford, Vanderbilt, and J. P. Morgan financing mansions patronizingly called “cottages.”


For motorcycle travelers, the most relevant information pertains to the 27-mile Park Loop Road, which follows the island’s coast and then knifes its way through the center of the park. You could race it in an hour, but allow three because there are abundant photo ops, overlooks, beaches, and trails to see. If you have a sound system, spring for an Acadia audio tour; if not, a cheaper paperback booklet should suffice since both will fill you in on the island’s history and natural beauty. A few highlights:


It was John D. Rockefeller who advanced the design of 45 miles of carriage roads, created with the stipulation that no motor cars would be allowed (he never mentioned motorcycles). In any event, this was a summer haven for rich folks, and they all felt so privileged to have this hideaway that in 1919 they agreed to donate well over 30,000 acres of mountains, lakes, and seashore to the government. Not only was it an incredibly nice gesture, it made Acadia the first national park east of the Mississippi.
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AT HOME IN MAINE


Maine’s residents are called Mainers or Maineiacs. If you’re not from here, friend, you’re “from away.”


Like the rest of the country, Maine is threatened by the “national village,” and the Maine dialect (“Ayuh, in Bah Hahbah the clomms ah hahmless”) is in danger of turning into a Midwestern drone as kids pick up vanilla speech patterns from the tube. The other assault comes from rich outsiders, who made their stash and are ready to invest in a piece of charming Maine. But after they arrive, instead of appreciating the state for what it is, many try to recreate what they left behind, sometimes posting No Trespassing signs on beaches where natives had walked for years. According to one Maineiac, “It pisses us off.” The bright side, the irritated clam digger adds, is that “folks from away” usually last only four or five years before leaving “’coz they can’t take the weather, anyway.”


Ayuh.





Everything was going swell until 1947 when what became known as the Great Fire swept over most of the island and burned more than 17,000 acres to cinders. Also lost in the conflagration were the mansions of Millionaire’s Row. Heavens, Lovey... charcoal!


In peak season, a $5 fee grants you access to the Park Loop Road, and you’ll immediately appreciate the efforts of the people who gave us the gift of Acadia. In addition to the main road, branches lead off to less trafficked sections of the park, although nearly every road leads to great cliff corners, dips, and rises. Scenic ocean views are frequent, and if you time it right, you’ll arrive when the normally silent Thunder Hole booms with the full fury of the sea. If there’s fog, the landscape becomes an impressionist painting; on a clear day, the peak of Cadillac Mountain (1,532 feet) receives the first rays of sunlight to fall on the United States and may afford a matching view of Camden’s Mount Battie to the west.


When you’ve looped the park and had your fill of beauty, roll into downtown Bar Harbor, where tourist central comprises a village green and mismatched buildings that house bookstores, drugstores, markets, and the ever-present gift shops.


PULL IT OVER: BAR HARBOR HIGHLIGHTS


Attractions and Adventures


As in Camden, weather willing, Bar Harbor’s season runs from about mid-May to late October. The best attractions here are the outdoor activities, which is why deep-sea fishing charters, windjammer cruises, island cruises, lighthouse cruises, and kayak rentals abound. Drop by the town pier, where brochures can help you make your selection.


Want to get out of the saddle and up a mountain? You can learn the ropes at Atlantic Climbing School (67 Main St., 207/288-2521, www.climbacadia.com), with beginner to advanced programs that take you to Acadia for instruction on spectacular cliffs bordered by the sea. Prices run $70–250, depending on the sort of climbing you’ll be doing and the number of people in the class. If you’ve got time, get a piece of the rock. Reservations are required.


If you prefer getting away from the crowds and the captains, think about chartering a boat—but ask what’s included, since fuel can be expensive. Mansell Boat Rentals (135 Shore Rd., Manset, 207/244-5625, www.mansellboatrentals.com) rents everything from sailboats to Boston Whalers. Experience is necessary, and a deposit is required, but then you’ll have access to some of the finest sea and shores in the nation.


Coastal Kayaking Tours (48 Cottage St., 207/288-9605 or 800/526-8615, www.acadiafun.com), Maine’s oldest sea-kayak outfitter, has more than 100 sea kayaks, 20 trainers, guides, and tours that can last from a few hours to a few days. Along with a hearty upper-body workout, this is an opportunity to see sea life from sea level.


Having done a similar tour on Cape Cod, I can vouch for the amazing sights that appear on a whale-watching charter. Offered from late May to late October, Bar Harbor Whale Watch Co. (207/288-2386 or 888/942-5474, www.barharborwhales.com) has trips, including lobster fishing, seal watching, and sunset cruises, that last around three hours. While it seems like spotting a whale might be rare, these pilots sight their telltale spouts from a distance and then maneuver so close that you’ll easily see huge humpback, finback, and minke whales drifting just below the surface. Note that it can get cold out there.


It sounds kind of odd, but you may appreciate the Wendell Gilley Museum of Bird Carving (corner of Main St. and Herrick St., Southwest Harbor, 207/244-7555, www.wendellgilleymuseum.org). Gilley, a late native son, earned a national following for his intricately carved songbirds, shorebirds, eagles, and other birds of prey. It’s slightly out of the way in Southwest Harbor and hours vary, but it’s worth the ride if you respect the effort that goes into hand-carved art. The museum shop sells bird carvings, carving tools, and field guides.


Shopping


If you’re a devotee of America’s microbreweries, taste drive the Atlantic Brewing Company (15 Knox Rd., 207/288-2337, www.atlanticbrewing.com) in rural Bar Harbor. Stock up on Bar Harbor Real Ale, a nut-brown ale with a round, malty body. Other brews include Blueberry Ale, Ginger Wheat, and the cleverly named Coal Porter. There’s also the Bar Harbor Brewing Company (8 Mount Desert St., 207/288-4592, www.barharborbrewing.com), which has received first-place finishes in world beer championships with brews like Thunder Hole Ale and Cadillac Mountain Stout. Both breweries offer free tours.


After a hard ride, sometimes you just want to spend time in the great indoors with a good cigar. Joe’s Smoke Shop (119 Main St., 207/288-2886) has enough cigars to fill a walk-in humidor. Plus there’s an intimate bar where you can enjoy a martini or a glass of wine, brandy, port, or scotch.


Blue-Plate Specials


How many diners can back up a “Get in Here and Eat!” sign with great food? Since 1969, Bar Harbor Route 66 Restaurant (21 Cottage St., 207/288-3708, www.bhroute66.com), a funky collectibles-filled diner, has served roadhouse specialties like chicken pot pies and hot turkey dinners as well as fish and pasta. It’s open for lunch and dinner, with happy hour from 5 until “66 minutes past” (6:06 P.M.).


The Thirsty Whale Tavern (40 Cottage St., 207/288-9335, www.thirstywhaletavern.com) offers fine spirits, sandwiches, and beer in a basic bar—uh, tavern—setting. You’ll find chicken, burgers, haddock, clams, and a dozen beers, including some microbrews, on tap.


Galyn’s Restaurant (17 Main St., 207/288-9706, www.galynsbarharbor.com) was constructed inside an 1890s boarding house, so you can check in and check out fresh lobster, scallops, fish, and the specialty prime rib. Upstairs, the intimate lounge features an antique mahogany bar. If you don’t drink alcohol, just order one of the homemade super-sweet desserts (chased with a shot of insulin).


Shut-Eye


If you have to stay over, Bar Harbor has more than 3,000 hotel rooms, and the best place to narrow your search is www.barharborinfo.com. If the weather’s right, camping is another option, but note that campsites within Acadia National Park need to be reserved well in advance. Call the National Parks Reservations service (800/365-2267), or go to www.recreation.gov.


Chain Drive


These chain hotels are in town or within 10 miles of the city center:


Best Western, Days Inn, Fairfield Inn, Holiday Inn, Quality Inn


For more information, including phone numbers and websites, click here.





RESOURCES FOR RIDERS



White Mountains–Blue Seas Run


Maine Travel Information


Maine Campground Owners Association—207/782-5874, www.campmaine.com


Maine Office of Tourism—888/624-6345, www.visitmaine.com


Maine Road Conditions—866/282-7578, www.511maine.gov


New Hampshire Travel Information


New Hampshire Fish and Game Department—603/271-3421, www.wildlife.state.nh.us


New Hampshire Office of Travel and Tourism—603/271-2343 or 800/386-4664, www.visitnh.gov


New Hampshire Road Conditions—603/271-3734 or 866/282-7579, www.511nh.com


New Hampshire State Parks—603/271-3556, www.nhparks.state.nh.us


Local and Regional Information


Acadia National Park Information—207/288-3338, www.nps.gov/acad


Bar Harbor Chamber of Commerce—800/345-4617, www.barharborinfo.com


Littleton Chamber of Commerce—603/444-6561, www.littletonareachamber.com


Mount Washington Valley Chamber of Commerce—603/356-5947 or 877/948-6867, www.mtwashingtonvalley.org


Penobscot Bay Regional (Camden) Chamber of Commerce—207/236-4404, www.mainedreamvacation.com


White Mountain National Forest—603/536-6100, www.fs.usda.gov/whitemountain


Maine Motorcycle Shops


Big Moose Harley-Davidson/Buell—375 Riverside St., Portland, 207/797-6061 or 800/427-5393, www.bigmooseharley.com


North Country Harley-Davidson—3099 N. Belfast Ave., Augusta, 207/622-7994, www.northcountryh-d.com


New Hampshire Motorcycle Shops


Laconia Harley-Davidson—239 Daniel Webster Hwy. (Rte. 3), Meredith, 603/279-4526, www.laconiaharley.com


Littleton Motorsports—515 Union St., Littleton, 603/444-5003, www.littletonmotorsports.com


Manchester Harley-Davidson/Buell—115 John E. Devine Dr., Manchester, 603/622-2461 or 800/292-5393, www.manchesterhd.com


White Mountain Harley-Davidson—1275 White Mountain Hwy., North Conway, 603/356-7775, www.laconiaharley.com
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BERKSHIRES–CENTRAL VERMONT RUN


Lenox, Massachusetts to Stowe, Vermont


Map: Berkshires–Central Vermont Run


LENOX PRIMER


ON THE ROAD: LENOX


PULL IT OVER: LENOX HIGHLIGHTS


Attractions and Adventures
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ON THE ROAD: LENOX TO WOODSTOCK
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STOWE PRIMER
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RESOURCES FOR RIDERS
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[image: Image] Route: Lenox to Stowe via Williamstown, Arlington, Manchester Village, Plymouth Notch, Woodstock, Rochester, Waitsfield


[image: Image] Distance: Approximately 210 miles


[image: Image] First Leg: Lenox, Massachusetts to Woodstock, Vermont (122 miles)


[image: Image] Second Leg: Woodstock to Stowe, Vermont (88 miles)


[image: Image] Helmet Laws: Massachusetts and Vermont require helmets.





IF YOU LIVE west of the Mississippi or south of the Mason-Dixon line, reaching your region’s best roads can take hours. This is where New England is different. The dense concentration of rivers, hillocks, and mountains compresses a nation’s worth of ideal motorcycling roads into a relatively small area. Of course, it’s not just the roads that make this trip one of the best in the country. This tour fulfills the criteria for a perfect run: culture, history, and scenery.


In Lenox, you’ll find culture in abundance at The Mount, novelist Edith Wharton’s home; in summer stock theaters; and at Tanglewood, the summer venue of the Boston Symphony Orchestra. A short ride away is Stockbridge, Norman Rockwell’s final hometown. From the heart of the Berkshires, a fantastic road leads to Vermont and historic Plymouth Notch, the preserved village and birthplace of the reticent yet surprisingly eloquent Calvin Coolidge. Neighboring Woodstock is the quintessential New England village, and your final destination, Stowe, is as enjoyable in mild weather as it is when skiers arrive in winter.


LENOX PRIMER


In the latter half of the 1800s, this tranquil farming region was “discovered” by famous and wealthy residents of Boston and New York. First, Nathaniel Hawthorne wrote The House of Seven Gables and Tanglewood Tales while living in the Berkshires, and then Samuel Gray Ward, the Boston banker who later helped finance the purchase of Alaska, built a summer home near Hawthorne’s cottage. Through Hawthorne’s words and Ward’s wealthy friends, Lenox became the place to establish summer homes that were, in fact, gigantic mansions their owners called “cottages.” In Lenox, actors, authors, bankers, and industrialists like Andrew Carnegie added flash to the Gilded Age.


Around the turn of the 20th century, a federal income tax impeded the fortunes of many of these families, and many mansions that were subsequently sold were then converted into the schools, hotels, and resorts you see today. Although it lost a few millionaires, Lenox found a new life through music. In 1937 locals invited the Boston Symphony Orchestra to make Tanglewood—an estate between Lenox and Stockbridge—its summer home. Today, Tanglewood hosts one of the world’s leading music festivals and has made this town the summertime cultural capital of the Northeast.


If you travel here in the peak season of July and August, be warned that prices—especially for dining and lodging—rise dramatically. Then again, the upscale attitude hasn’t sidelined local favorites like breakfast diners and working-class bars.


Take it all in, then in the evening when the streets are quiet and the moon is rising over the Berkshire hills, walk through the Lenox streets. The evening mist, historic buildings, and peaceful silence will transport you back 200 years.


ON THE ROAD: LENOX


The following list of local highlights confirms Lenox can be a highbrow base—but it can also be a down-to-earth destination with folk music, affordable museums, and cool taverns. If you start in the village, you’ll see that the core of Lenox is small. Small, I tell ya, just two blocks wide and about four blocks long; you could goose it and clear town in less than 10 seconds. But that’s not what Lenox is about. And since parking is free, the longer you stay, the more you save.


Take your time and see the primary street (Church Street), walk along Main Street (Route 7A), and drop down back alleys to discover less trafficked antique shops, art galleries, and coffee bars. Stop by the circa-1815 Berkshire County Courthouse, which now houses the Lenox Library.


Since Lenox proper doesn’t offer a wealth of roads, think about investing half a day on an extremely casual and educational short loop to neighboring Stockbridge. Even during peak tourist season, the back roads are lightly traveled and immensely fun.


In the heart of town, the Paterson memorial obelisk marks the intersection of Route 7A and Route 183 south. Head down Route 183 through a canopy road that runs past a lake called the Stockbridge Bowl, which you reach by hanging a left down Hawthorne Street. This is a glacial lake reserved for the residents of Stockbridge, although if you’re discreet, I doubt you’ll get carded. This is a perfect place to swim, blessed with an amazing vista of the surrounding Berkshires.


Back on Route 183, Tanglewood will soon appear on your left. Since concerts don’t begin until dusk, keep riding straight for several more fun tree-lined miles, and after crossing Route 102, the Norman Rockwell Museum will be on your left. Farther down Route 183 on your right is Chesterwood, the equally fascinating home and studio of sculptor Daniel Chester French—best known for his masterpiece, the Lincoln Memorial’s Lincoln sculpture. His studio is still cluttered with several Lincoln studies and other striking pieces. Information on each is below.


Returning afterward to Route 102 east, you’ll soon enter the village of Stockbridge, where it’s fun to pause for a drink at the Lion’s Den inside the famous Red Lion Inn (Main St., corner of U.S. 7 and Rte. 102, 413/298-5545, www.redlioninn.com), which has been serving travelers since 1773. Also in Stockbridge is the spot that once housed Arlo Guthrie’s Alice’s Restaurant (40 Main St.). The Guthries still live in the area, and their mission to spread folk music happens just a bit south in the town of Great Barrington at the Guthrie Center (2 Van Deusenville Rd., 413/528-1955, www.guthriecenter.org) at the Old Trinity Church.


Naturally, there are a few gift shops in town, although none of special note. When you’re ready to ride back to Lenox, return to U.S. 7 north (turn left at the fire station) and watch for Berkshire Cottages Blantyre and Cranwell on your right, quite visible examples of the magnitude of the wealth that once resided in these hills.


Just ahead, Route 7A splits off to the left. Follow that, and soon you’ll find you’ve completed a satisfying circle tour; you’re back home in Lenox.


PULL IT OVER: LENOX HIGHLIGHTS


Attractions and Adventures


There are two must-see attractions near Lenox. The first is a tribute to one of our nation’s most popular artists.


Norman Rockwell was the Charles Kuralt of canvas, capturing an America that existed only in our minds. The somewhat stark Norman Rockwell Museum (Rte. 183, Stockbridge, 413/298-4100, www.nrm.org, 10 A.M.–5 P.M. daily, $16, add $5 for an audio tour) doesn’t exactly capture his sincerity, but with nearly 500 works it does display the world’s largest collection of his original art. The collection includes the original Four Freedoms, an inspiring series on American ideals that alone makes this museum well worth the ride. Outside the museum, you’ll find Rockwell’s former studio. It was moved here and now appears as it did when he worked on his pivotal work, The Golden Rule. Before you leave, one must-have souvenir is his autobiography, which reveals that this seemingly easygoing man had a rambling life filled with a passion for excellence. Just right for reading on the road, you can pick up a copy here.


The second attraction shines a spotlight on Daniel Chester French, an artist you may not know but are already familiar with. Just a few blocks from the Rockwell Museum is Chesterwood (4 Williamsville Rd., Stockbridge, 413/298-3579, www.chesterwood.org, 10 A.M.–5 P.M. daily, $16), a 122-acre Italian-style villa where he created masterpieces like the monumental Lincoln sculpture within the Lincoln Memorial (1922) and Concord’s Minute Man (1875). After viewing his home and seeing some 500-plus works in the well-stocked studio, stroll the grounds. You’ll likely sense the power of the natural surroundings that inspired these works of Americana.


The third must-see happens if you’re here in July or August, when the Boston Symphony Orchestra flees Beantown and heads to Tanglewood (West St./Rte. 183, 413/637-5165 or 617/637-5165, www.bso.org). The site of the world’s leading music festival, Tanglewood has been drawing crowds since 1937. Guest conductors, including André Previn and John Williams, have taken the lead beneath The Shed, and non-BSO summer nights feature such artists as Yo-Yo Ma, Garrison Keillor, Bob Dylan, and James Taylor. Before you go, pack a blanket and swing by Loeb’s Food Town (42 Main St., 413/637-0270), a great little downtown grocery where you can pick up a baked chicken, beer, wine, and everything else for your evening under the stars. Lawn tickets are reasonably priced, which makes this perhaps the best outdoor concert venue in the country—and the best musical picnic you’ll ever enjoy.


Edith Wharton, one of America’s most celebrated authors, foreshadowed this book’s success by winning the 1921 Pulitzer Prize for The Age of Innocence. You’d be surprised just how contemporary her works remain. Wharton’s restored estate, The Mount (2 Plunkett St., U.S. 7 and Rte. 7A, 413/551-5111, www.edithwharton.org, tours $16), was built in 1902 based on the classical precepts of her book The Decoration of Houses. Tours are conducted daily May through October and are a great way to experience the Berkshires as Wharton might have. A biography lecture series takes place on Monday, and readings from her books are presented on the veranda on Wednesday.


Highbrow bikers can park it at Shakespeare & Company (70 Kemble St., 413/637-1197, www.shakespeare.org), which is near The Mount and stages plays by Shakespeare as well as Berkshire playwrights in three theaters year-round.


A quiet and natural destination to ride your bike, not to mention a peaceful place to get centered in the morning, Berkshire Wildlife Sanctuaries (472 W. Mountain Rd., 413/637-0320, $4) is just a few miles from town. In season, the trails are open dawn–dusk daily. Part of the larger 1,500-acre Pleasant Valley Sanctuary, the Berkshire section offers several miles of walking trails and abundant wildlife.


Herman Melville lived in Arrowhead (780 Holmes Rd., Pittsfield, 413/442-1793, www.mobydick.org, $13) from 1850 to 1863, writing books such as Moby-Dick. After the world traveler and gifted writer found it difficult to raise a family on modest royalties, he packed it up for a desk job in New York City, where he worked for the last 19 years of his life as a customs inspector. Arrowhead is loaded with many of Melville’s personal artifacts, and if you like his books, it’s worth the detour. The home is open 9:30 A.M.–5 P.M. Memorial Day–Columbus Day, with tours on the hour.


Blue-Plate Specials


There’s a noticeable lack of affordable food within Lenox, so you may have to travel down to Great Barrington or up toward Pittsfield for a bargain. But there is a cost-conscious option in Lenox: The Scoop (26 Housatonic St., 413/637-9192, www.scooplenox.com), which promotes its ice creams and sorbets, but they also serve wraps and melts.


A few miles north of Lenox en route to Pittsfield on U.S. 7, the Dakota (1035 South St., 413/499-7900, www.steakseafood.com/dak) has been serving big food in a big setting since the 1960s. The featured items include fresh salmon, prime rib, lobster, and hand-cut steaks. Expect to wait for a table. Expect the meal to stick with you for days.


Watering Holes


Want to look like a local? Pull up a barstool at the Olde Heritage Tavern (912 Housatonic St., 413/637-0884). It offers all the ingredients of a neighborhood bar: foosball, darts, jukeboxes, local characters, pub grub (burgers, wings, pizzas, liquor, and pitchers of Newcastle Brown Ale and others). Not just a bar—this is a New England tavern. Last call is 12:30 A.M.


Shut-Eye


Lenox has dozens of inns and a healthy number of independent motels. In high season, many inns and hotels require minimum stays on weekends, and prices rise accordingly (and steeply), so check in advance. Three lodging services can help you: For countywide reservations, contact the Berkshire Visitors Bureau (888/256-7480 or 413/743-4500, www.berkshires.org); you can also check the listing of local digs at the Chamber of Commerce (www.lenox.org/lodging); or, if you prefer to stay south of town in Lee, Lenoxdale, Stockbridge, or Great Barrington, the Berkshire Lodging Association (413/528-4006, www.berkshirelodging.com) offers a list of inns, hotels, and motels.


Inn-dependence


Even with 31 guest rooms and suites at three neighboring houses, the woods surrounding the Cornell Inn (203 Main St., 413/637-4800 or 800/637-0562, www.cornellbb.com, from $135) provide an intimate and comfortable setting. There’s a pond and patio area to enjoy when the weather’s right. The service is friendly, and the homey guest room styles range from colonial to Victorian.



Chain Drive



These chain hotels are in town or within 10 miles of the city center:


Best Western, Comfort Inn, Days Inn, Econo Lodge, Hampton Inn, Holiday Inn, Howard Johnson, Knights Inn, Quality Inn, Rodeway, Super 8, Travelodge


For more information, including phone numbers and websites, click here.


ON THE ROAD: LENOX TO WOODSTOCK


When you leave Lenox, Route 7A merges with U.S. 7 on the road to Pittsfield. While tense traffic is the price you’ll pay to reach the Berkshire County seat, you’ll be duly rewarded if you decide to take a one-block detour to the nondescript King Kone (133 Fenn St., 413/496-9485), a small ice cream shack at the corner of Fenn and 1st Streets in Pittsfield. Just $2 buys your choice of a small, medium, or large cone, which is nearly a foot tall.


After navigating the traffic of Pittsfield, head north on U.S. 7, and if you’re interested, you can take an early break at Ye Olde Forge (125 N. Main St., 413/442-6797) in Lanesboro, a favorite with riders for its selection of beers, sandwiches, and back porch views of the Berkshires. Two miles past Lanesboro are nine additional switchback-rich miles that lead to the summit of Mount Greylock. At 3,491 feet, it’s the state’s highest peak and where a 100-foot-tall war memorial offers a view of five states. But if you have neither the time nor the inclination to scale the summit, just keep rolling on U.S. 7.


By the time you reach New Ashford, you’re all set for several miles of great elevations and terrific plunges that surround the Brodie Mountain ski area. Farther up the road at U.S. 7 and Route 43, watch for the Store at Five Corners (6 New Ashford Rd., 413/458-3176, www.thestoreatfivecorners.com). During its history this has been a tavern, a mustering point for mounted militia, a stagecoach stop, a gas station, a tea room, and a social center. Today, basic staples such as tuna fish, lasagna, and beer are on shelves along with fudge, wine, jewelry, and hundreds of other locally made items.


Just a few hundred yards past the junction is a visually appetizing sight. Scan the horizon to your right and the valley looks like a Dalí painting as it melts into low hills a mile away. In fall, the view will prepare you for upcoming scenes of old men in overalls selling pumpkins by the roadside, cornstalks stacked like tepees, and dogs sleeping on the porches of cozy homes. Sunflowers sag under their own weight, and flower gardens speckle yards. The smell of fresh air mingles with the spicy aroma of trees, sweet corn, and smoking chimneys.


Soon you are in Williamstown, a tranquil village built around Williams College (circa 1793). If you’re ahead of schedule, take a break downtown, where the antiques are pricey and the merchandise is probably available elsewhere. Still, the town is cool, and the Sterling and Francine Clark Art Institute (225 South St., 413/458-9545, www.clarkart.edu, free Nov.–May, $15 June–Oct.) is well worth a visit. Even if your walls are hung with paint-by-number masterpieces, there’s no shame in appreciating works by artists of the caliber of John Singer Sargent, Frederic Remington, and Edgar Degas. It’s open daily except Monday until July 1, then seven days a week through summer.


You know life is good when U.S. 7 continues north, its steep grades dropping you into the thick of purple, yellow, and green hills. The hues reveal that you are entering Vermont, the name derived from the French words vert (green) and mont (mountain). Yet within a few miles, you’ll notice something’s missing: There are no billboards in Vermont. None. Natural beauty is the state’s best advertising. Très magnifique.


To compensate for the lack of billboards, there are maple syrup sellers. Maple syrup is sold from front porches. Maple syrup is sold from car trunks, at diners, in gas stations, schools, prisons, basements, attics, duck blinds, churches, tollbooths, and bomb shelters. Perhaps the tidal wave of Vermont maple syrup packaged in jars, jugs, bottles, and canisters will remain long after our sun has flickered out.


Approaching Bennington, you’ll see the 306-foot-tall Bennington Battle Monument (actually, you can see it from 50 miles away), and if you’d like to see it up close, turn left on Main Street (Route 9) when you hit the center of town. Follow Main Street a short distance to Monument Avenue, where you’ll turn right, then right again, taking you to the monument.


On the north end of Bennington, watch the road signs and veer onto parallel Route 7A. Relax again as you begin your voyage through Vermont toward the village of Arlington. There are no worries here—just mountains to watch and a quiet back road that coaxes you along. The riding here is sublime, and you may never want to stop, but I suggest that you do since you’re fast approaching Snow’s Arlington Dairy Bar (3176 Rte. 7A, 802/375-2546). A favorite with riders, Snow’s has been on the ground since 1962 serving hot dogs, chili dogs, fries, and shakes. Pull over, grab a picnic table, and enjoy the surrounding woods.


Nine miles later, after passing hills colored with countless shades of green, comes Manchester Village, bordered by the flowing Batten Kill River. If you have the time and the desire, you can explore the woods and river with full-service BattenKill Canoe Ltd. (802/362-2800 or 800/421-5268, www.battenkill.com). It leads tours or can turn you loose on the crystal-clear trout-rich waterway that flows beside lonely country lanes and quiet meadows and into deep woods. Although Manchester is a small town, there are other detours to make. To experience 5.2 miles of steep grades and sharp curves, a scenic ride ascends to the summit of 3,848-foot Mount Equinox (802/362-1114, www.equinoxmountain.com, $12), the highest peak in the Taconic Range. The toll road leads to a restaurant, walking trails, and picnic sites, but the Carthusian monastery is off-limits to travelers. Tell ’em you’d like to be a monk, and maybe they’ll let you in.


Hildene (1005 Hildene Rd., 802/362-1788, www.hildene.org, $16), the 24-room Georgian revival mansion once owned by Robert Todd Lincoln, Abe’s only surviving son, is on your right off Route 7A. Later home to Lincoln’s few descendants, the house features original furnishings and family effects as well as formal gardens.


A few miles farther north, the merchants of Manchester Center (established 1761) tricked out their outlet stores so that wealthy shoppers would think they were getting a good deal. Although outlets no longer mean savings, just try saying that to anyone leaving Polo, Bass, Izod, Calvin Klein, Nautica, Big Dog, or Godiva. Aside from the flurry of retail, with its flowing river, quiet side streets, and nonoutlet stores and restaurants, Manchester is well worth a break.


When you leave Manchester, turn right at the traffic circle and say au revoir to Route 7A and howdy-do to Route 11. Having cleared the orgy of outlets and dodged swarms of shoppers, again it’s just you and the positive strokes that come with traveling by motorcycle. Scale the hills northeast of town and enter the Green Mountain National Forest, where a scenic pull-off provides a tremendous aerial view of Manchester. Since you won’t be traveling in winter, the rising and falling road will give you a chance to practice 1,200-cc ski jumps. On any hill, just tap it into neutral, stand on your foot pegs, and stretch forward as you feel the smooth fall, soft dip at the base, and the slow rise. It feels just like the real thing.


At Londonderry, Route 11 stops, zigs to the left, then introduces you to Route 100. That’s the most righteous Route 100. Few roads have done so much for so many. Route 100 cleaves a path through the center of the Green Mountains and plunges you into the heart of Vermont, where apple trees and general stores and Holstein cows create a new yet strangely familiar landscape.
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COOL CALVIN


Calvin Coolidge never did say much, but when he did, you could rest assured he knew exactly what he was talking about. If you’ve never read it, this observation by Coolidge has become a favorite inspirational quote:


Nothing in the world can take the place of persistence. Talent will not; nothing is more common than unsuccessful men with talent. Genius will not; unrewarded genius is almost a proverb. Education will not; the world is full of educated derelicts. Persistence and Determination alone are omnipotent. The slogan “Press On” has solved and always will solve the problems of the human race.





Running toward Ludlow, a riverside ride takes you through wide-open spaces to the junction with Route 155, where you’ll veer right to continue on Route 100. In the weeks leading to fall foliage, apple trees are brilliant red, and scattered colors change from dark green to bright red to greenish yellow.


Although Ludlow seems to have seen better days, the Okemo Mountain Ski Resort here offers nice elevations, just as upcoming Tyson provides a pleasing ride beside Echo Lake, which may be perfectly suitable for swimming when it heats up for those few hours each year. This brings up a point: Sunny, pleasant Vermont can become Night on Bald Mountain in moments. Stow some warm clothes or carry a butane torch in your saddlebags to stave off frostbite.


About now Route 100 gets interesting—very: Near Killington it looks like the ground was laid out by God and the road designed by an engineer who rode an Indian Chief. You’ll experience great twists, exhilarating turns, frequent rises, and thrilling drops. The ride gets even more exciting when you turn right to Route 100A.


There are tar-paper shacks with cords of firewood so massive you’d be hard-pressed to tell where the kindling ends and the homes begin. Mountains towering along the roadside are straight from Land of the Giants. Don’t spare the horsepower as you ride northeast toward Plymouth Notch and the President Calvin Coolidge State Historic Site (3780 Rte. 100A, Plymouth, 802/672-3773, www.historicsites.vermont.gov/coolidge, $7.50), a turn-of-the-20th-century village preserved in honor of its famous son.
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A simple headstone for a simple man: Calvin Coolidge rests directly across from the small village where he was raised, and where he was sworn into the presidency by his father, a justice of the peace.


If you doubt that just about anyone can become president, witness this. Coolidge was born in this sleepy village tucked in the folds of sleepy hills on the July 4, 1872. And even if you don’t know a thing about our 30th president, I guarantee you’ll spend more time here after you read his observations about government and the United States and learn that he was the last president to write his own speeches. As you tour the village, you may even buy some cheese from the small factory that Calvin’s son John operated until he died in May 2000. Afterward, take a few minutes at the cemetery across the street. The Coolidge family fronts the road, with Calvin’s headstone is deservedly marked with the presidential seal.


The Route 100A adventure continues to the junction of U.S. 4, where you’ll turn right for the final leg, a 10-mile ride to Woodstock. This winding, level road follows the flow of the Ottauquechee. The curving river can hypnotize, and there’s no guardrail, so keep your eyes on the road as you look ahead to Woodstock. It’s a most interesting town.


WOODSTOCK PRIMER


If ever a town was sent from Central Casting, it’s Woodstock. Everything is here: the church steeple, the village green, the lazy river, the covered bridge, American flags. This is Currier and Ives country.


Woodstock was chartered in 1761, settled in 1768, and the colonial homes, many of which are still standing, were built well and inexpensively using abundant natural materials. Early Woodstock was like a commune, in which bartering replaced cash purchases. Small businesses, including hatters, silversmiths, printers, cabinetmakers, tanners, and jewelers, took up residence in town, while on the outskirts, lumber and sawmills, cider presses, brick kilns, and iron-casting furnaces came into operation.


The hallmarks of Woodstock’s history are self-sufficiency, ingenuity, and humanity. Slaves here were freed a century before the Civil War; the earliest Morgan horses were stabled here, as were Jersey cows and Merino sheep; and when farming and industry dropped into the background, America’s first ski tow was installed here in 1934, which helped make Woodstock a center for tourism. And it still is.


ON THE ROAD: WOODSTOCK


Woodstock is a perfect stop for motorcycle travelers because the roads are right, the beauty is omnipresent, the streets are clinically clean, and great restaurants and neighborhood bars let you kick back after a day on the road. Only minor flaws exist in this dream state. Woodstock is notorious for its speed traps, and some locals grumble that merchants cater too much to wealthy tourists. But more prominent is the fact that U.S. 4, the road you came in on, is also the primary truck route. Every few minutes, distant rumblings and the squeal of Jake brakes announce the arrival of a semi. If you can block out the truck traffic, take solace in simple touches, such as a picture of Calvin Coolidge in a storefront window.


As in Lenox, the town center is best seen on foot, and there’s plenty of metered parking along with a convenient information booth at the village square. If the booth is closed, the Woodstock Town Crier on Elm Street is a blackboard on which locals list such newsworthy events as raffles, chicken dinners, hayrides, and garden club meetings. Even the local movie venue—the town hall—is a throwback to the 1920s. More information and local maps are available at the Welcome Center on Mechanic Street.


Some notable shops include the Village Butcher (18 Elm St., 802/457-2756), which carries a few hundred types of wine, cheese, and meat. Here since 1886, FH Gillingham & Sons (16 Elm St., 802/457-2100, www.gillinghams.com) remains an old-time general store, selling everything from fresh milk in bottles to hardware, wine, and microbrews. If you’re inspired by the scenery and want to learn more about the state, drop by Pleasant Street Books (48 Pleasant St., 802/457-4050, www.pleasantstbooks.com), which has two floors filled with more than 10,000 old volumes—from Civil War to travel to Vermontiana. Among them are rare books, first editions, and complete sets.


But when you’re ready to head out on a short ride, join the caravan of bikers on the six-mile run east to Quechee Gorge, a popular spot for motorcycle travelers. Maybe the draw is the 1960s tourist shop weighted down with Quechee Gorge spoons, Native American moccasins made in Taiwan, and cedar altars sporting plastic Jesuses. Despite the lack of quality gifts, there’s no shortage of tourists ready to buy a gewgaw for the breakfast nook in Idaho.


More likely, people are here because of the sight of a 168-foot vertical drop below Vermont’s oldest steel span bridge. Don’t bungee jump—a safer route is the 0.5-mile trail leading down to the Ottauquechee River. Walking down isn’t too bad; hikers do it, bikers do it, smokers and chubby people do it, but all are far less enthusiastic about hiking up.


At the bottom, take a break and recline on one of the thousands of wide river rocks. The dry riverbed is a good place to think, as evidenced by all the people writing, sketching, and painting. When you want to ride the road again, farther up U.S. 4 is the Quechee Gorge Village, an old-fashioned shopping plaza that features an antiques center, a country store, a hyper-cool diner, and a candle shop. When you’re done, tie down your plastic Jesus with a bungee and return to Woodstock.
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Gorgeous gorge: a view from the top of the Outaqueechee Bridge east of Woodstock. It’s 168 feet to the bottom.


In the evening, take a walk after the sun goes down. Although the shops may be closed, you’ll have a chance to distance yourself from the tourists, pause by the bridge, and watch the Ottauquechee River roll past.


PULL IT OVER: WOODSTOCK HIGHLIGHTS


Attractions and Adventures


Thankfully, most things worth doing are done outdoors in this pristine countryside. Even though some may seem like grade-school field trips, these excursions are intriguing.


You may not think a farm would be of interest unless you’ve been to Billings Farm (Rte. 12 and Old River Rd., 802/457-2355, www.billingsfarm.org, 10 A.M.–5 P.M. daily May–Oct., 10 A.M.–3:30 P.M. daily Nov.–Feb., $12). This pastoral parcel of land was created to educate the public about the value of responsible agriculture and land stewardship, which happened to be the passions of lawyer, railroad entrepreneur, and philanthropist Frederick Billings and his wealthy grandson-in-law, Laurance S. Rockefeller. The circa-1871 working farm is a living museum where guides present demonstrations of how they did it in the old days—from rug-hooking to butter-churning to wooden tool–making. They also toss out useful data as well: “Count the number of fogs in August, and you can match the number of snows in the winter.” Surprisingly fascinating.


Across the street, the Marsh-Billings-Rockefeller National Historic Park (Rte. 12, 802/457-3368, www.nps.gov/mabi, $8, 10 A.M.–5 P.M. daily June–mid-Oct.), Vermont’s first national park, was donated to the United States in 1992 by Frederick Billings’s granddaughter, Mary French Rockefeller, and her husband, the late Laurance S. Rockefeller. The park interprets conservation history using the 1870 forest established by Billings as a case study. Highly recommended is a guided tour of the family mansion and gardens.


Out toward the Quechee Gorge is the Simon Pearce Gallery (1760 Quechee Main St./U.S. 4, Quechee, 802/295-1470, www.simonpearce.com, 10 A.M.–9 P.M. daily). While the name suggests a colonial-era factory, this is actually part of a larger chain of glass galleries started by an Irish immigrant in 1981. The timeline doesn’t diminish the quality of the work, however. After watching the artists whip a glass out of molten sand, you’ll want to raise a glass to their skills. Quality glassware, as well as off-kilter factory seconds, is sold in the gift shop. If your house has settled at a slant, spring for the seconds.


Back in town, locals avoid the megamall googolplex and gather to enjoy movies, concerts, and plays in a refined setting at the Town Hall Theatre (802/457-2620, www.pentanglearts.org) on the village green. Where else could you watch The Perils of Pauline in Dolby?


Blue-Plate Specials


Here since 1955, Wasp’s Snack Bar (57 Pleasant St., 802/457-3334) has diner stools at the counter and eggs, bacon, pancakes, hash browns, and coffee cooking and brewing behind it. You’ll have to search for this local hangout since the signage is minimal. No dinners here, but lunch offers anything the cook can make, plus homemade specials and soups. It’s nothing fancy, but it’s just right.


Homemade “rich super premium” ice cream (served in the basement) is the foundation—as it should be—for Mountain Creamery (33 Central St., 802/457-1715). Upstairs, you can eat country breakfasts until 11:30 A.M. and big sandwiches noon–6:30 P.M. daily. If you have a sweet tooth, load up on pies, cakes, muffins, cookies, and brownies.


West of the village on U.S. 4 is the White Cottage Snack Bar (462 Woodstock Rd., 802/457-3455), a Happy Days–era roadside diner that draws in tourists and riders who just want a messy hamburger, sloppy chili dog, and a full line of soda-fountain treats. Also west of the village, about seven miles away in Bridgewater, is the Long Trail Brewing Company (junction of U.S. 4 and Rte. 100A, Bridgewater Corners, 802/672-5011, www.longtrail.com). The visitors center is modeled after Munich’s Hofbrau Haus. Long Trail serves about a dozen varieties of microbrews and great pub food, and it features an outdoor deck on the Ottauquechee River. This is a good place to grab lunch and a fresh beer. Watch your speed in Bridgewater—cops patrol it carefully.


Watering Holes


Since 1976, Bentley’s (3 Elm St., 802/457-3232, www.bentleysrestaurant.com) has been Woodstock’s neighborhood bar and, to be fair, restaurant. A few couches, a 1920s style long bar, and creaky wooden floors give this place after-hours appeal. Great lunches and dinners are served, but the microbrews, wines, and casual setting make this spot equally enjoyable for an evening conversation and a good drink—although it often gets wickedly busy.



Shut-Eye



As in most destinations, rates will rise in high season. Check with the Woodstock Chamber (802/457-3555, woodstockvt.com) for the most current prices and widest selection.


Motels and Motor Courts


The large and clean Shire Motel (46 Pleasant St., 802/457-2211, www.shiremotel.com, from $128 in summer) has been here since 1963. Situated in the heart of town, it has 42 guest rooms with all sizes of beds.


Inn-dependence


There are about 20 independent B&Bs in Woodstock, and even more when you factor in neighboring Queechee and Killington. The Woodstocker B&B (61 River St./U.S. 4, 802/457-3896, www.woodstockervt.com, from $130) seems like home, with fresh-baked cookies and breads laid out each afternoon. Board games, a whirlpool tub, and killer breakfasts with oven-puffed pancakes add to the effect. This is a great location within walking distance of the village, and it has spacious guest rooms with queens or two double beds—although sounds can carry.


I don’t know many riders who can afford this, but since it’s the focal point of the village, I’m including the largest and most upscale hotel in town. That’s the Woodstock Inn (14 The Green, 802/457-1100 or 800/448-7900, www.woodstockinn.com, from $250 in summer). The 144-room inn also includes Richardson’s Tavern, a restaurant, and premium guest rooms overlooking a putting green. It’s popular with tourists who have deep pockets, its location and amenities may coax you to join them.


Chain Drive


These chain hotels are in town or within 10 miles of the city center:


Comfort Inn, Fairfield Inn, Hampton Inn, Holiday Inn, Quality Inn, Super 8


For more information, including phone numbers and websites, click here.


ON THE ROAD: WOODSTOCK TO STOWE


The moment you get home and put your bike in the garage, write a letter to the Vermont highway commissioner and say thanks for the additional 90 miles of Route 100 beyond Woodstock. At the intersection of U.S. 4 and Route 100A south at Bridgewater Corners is a service station and general store. If you arrived by car, you’d get gas and snacks and leave. But on a bike, you’ll want the experience to last; maybe sitting on the porch, reading the local bulletin board, watching people buy maple syrup, and enjoying the reprieve from your routine. Enjoy it.


Route 100 and U.S. 4 are the same for about six miles, and you’ll ride north on Route 100 when U.S. 4 fades away. The road is slow and curving; the idea of a straightaway is foreign in Vermont, which may be credited to Vermont’s 1964 sale of surplus straightaways to Kansas.


Swinging into satisfying turns, you may question whether this ride is actually the shortest route between points A and B. It’s not—and that’s good. Route 100 rolls through gorgeous farmland, fields, and forest. It rides beside rivers and mountains. It introduces you to the protectors of the free enterprise system: individuals who live miles from the shadow of a mall and make their living as independent merchants. In the yards of unpainted frame houses and log cabins, signs advertise bread, carved flutes, honey, antiques, artwork, and, of course, maple syrup. This short stretch slowly reveals the diversity of the nation and confirms that this motorcycle tour is a great American adventure.


You’ll have little time to contemplate the sensations you feel, because roughly five miles past the split of U.S. 4 and Route 100, you’re in the thick of it. South of Pittsfield, yellow warning signs with the twisting black line herald a series of quick turns that’ll shift your bike beneath you like a hopped-up pendulum. Working the throttle, clutch, and brake in a symphony of shifting is magic.


The bucolic nature of Vermont is on display where roads weave randomly through this countryside; where the rusted edge of tin roofs sag lazily, and crumbling mortar flakes off red chimneys. Ahead are broken barns and unpainted covered bridges spanning rivers strewn with boulders. The road leads to tight turns and cramped quarters, the changes in elevation compensating for monochromatic greenness. Cornfields and farmland don’t offer much visual appeal, but if you’re not a local, it’s strangely satisfying to watch Vermont farmers turn the earth, work the combines, and roll tractors weighted beneath bales of hay.


Depending on its mood and the lay of land, the wide White River will surface on your left or right. With no guardrails to keep you out of the drink, keep one eye on the road and one on the river. The flowing road leads to a small village, the town of Rochester, where it’s worth applying the brakes and taking a break. This commercial district is only about two blocks long, but it has everything a motorcyclist needs: a gas station, small market, and the Rochester Cafe and Country Store (Rte. 100, 802/767-4302, www.rochestercafe.com), which features an old-fashioned soda fountain where you can order breakfast and hot and cold sandwiches.


The ride north from Rochester passes ordinary towns and villages every few miles, but the highlights you’ll remember are the long stretches of emptiness. On the sloping roads south of Granville, gravity sucks you into a vortex of trees, leaves, and wild grass until you’re completely enveloped by the environment. The Granville Gulf Reservation promises “six miles of natural beauty to be preserved forever,” and it delivers. The force of nature is strong here, and a great waterfall offers a splendid place to stop for a picture and a frigid spray of Vermont water.


The region changes from rural to upper class near Waitsfield. Between here and Morefield is the grandly titled “1800 to 1850 Mad River Valley Rural Historic District.” Along with the nice homes and a sense of wilderness, the smell of pine mingles with the scent of stables.


This journey is coming to a close. From Route 100B, Stowe is just 18 miles away. That’s 18 more miles of mountains, smooth roads, Vermont farmlands, and Waterbury—home of Ben & Jerry’s, the ice cream capital of the world. Life is good.


STOWE PRIMER


The village of Stowe lies about six miles southeast of the ski area, and the road north (Route 108) merits a visit as much as the village. Compared to Lenox and Woodstock, there’s not much ground to cover here, but motorcycle travelers like going off on a tear along Routes 100 and 108, which intersect at the center of the village.


As far as background, the town was chartered in 1763 and named after descendants of England’s Lord Stowe. As far as legend, most people recognize Stowe as a ski resort, although there’s actually more of a summer theme in place. When Stowe began a gradual transformation into a resort destination more than a century ago, the main activities were shopping in the village, swimming in swimming holes, and riding up the mountain road to the peak of Mount Mansfield—at 4,395 feet, Vermont’s highest point. That’s pretty much what happens today.


ON THE ROAD: STOWE


You’ve already ridden some of Vermont’s best roads on the way up, but if you can’t get enough of mountain riding, head north on Route 108 and ride up to Smuggler’s Notch. Not only is this a most excellent road for motorcyclists, it was also a favorite route for independent Vermonters who smuggled goods from the United States to Canada during the 1807 Embargo Act era. The road proved just as popular for transporting escaped slaves in the 1800s and bootleg liquor during Prohibition. This narrow, isolated road still threads the needle between Mount Mansfield and Sterling Peak, carved through rock formations created about 400 million years ago. At the summit, you may be able to make out outcroppings like Elephant’s Head, Singing Bird, and Smuggler’s Face. You may even run across some lost bootleggers.



PULL IT OVER: STOWE HIGHLIGHTS



Attractions and Adventures


Most of the town’s attractions involve natural pursuits. At the Fly Rod Shop (2703 Waterbury Rd., 802/253-7346, www.flyrodshop.com), Bob Shannon and staff offer a complete selection of equipment, including locally tied flies and rod and wader rentals. From May to October, guides can take you to the best fishing spots in the area. But do you have room in your saddlebags for a 20-pound king salmon? Well, do you—punk?


At Catamount Fishing Adventures (699 Glen Brook Rd., 802/253-8500, www.catamountfishing.com), Willy Dietrich offers four- to eight-hour fly-fishing or spin-fishing excursions in backwoods Vermont. The eight-hour trip includes lunch. Trips are based on your level of expertise, so if you normally fish with a shotgun, you’re a beginner. Choose from canoe, float tube, small motorboat, or side-stream tours in pursuit of trout, bass, and northern pike.


After hugging the road for days at a time, here’s a chance to soar like an eagle. Glider rides at Stowe Soaring (Morrisville-Stowe State Airport, Rte. 100, Morrisville, 802/888-7845 or 800/898-7845, www.stowesoaring.com) range from $99 for 10 minutes to $199 for 40 minutes, with increments of $40 per 10 minutes in between. If you’ve never soared, when the rope pops off the sailplane, you may be startled by the lack of engine noise (since there’s no engine) and then thrilled that the experience feels as freeing as riding your motorcycle. From as much as a mile high, look for the Adirondacks to the west, Jay Peak to the north, Mount Washington to the east, and nothing but air below.


Several hundred years before roads were paved for you and your bike, Native Americans were cruising the area in their canoes. With rivers and lakes laced across the Green Mountains, you can do the same in a rented kayak or canoe, gliding through farms and forested countryside on the wide and winding Lamoille and Winooski Rivers. Three canoe and kayak outfitters are based in Stowe: AJ’s Ski & Sports (350 Mountain Rd., 802/253-4593 or 800/226-6257, www.ajssports.com); Umiak Outfitters (849 S. Main St., 802/253-2317, www.umiak.com); and Pinnacle Ski & Sports (3391 Mountain Rd., 802/253-7222, www.pinnacleskisports.com). Since you can’t transport a canoe yourself, find where the boats are already in the water. Kayaks rent for about $40 and canoes for about $50 for a full day, with discounts available if you book in advance. Be sure to ask about guided and self-guided river tours.


If you’ve never done a zip line but have the urge to try, just past Smuggler’s Notch is the ArborTrek Canopy Adventures (1239 Edward Rd., Jeffersonville, 802/644-9300, www.arbortrek.com), where there are zip lines, sky bridges, and rappels above mountain streams and through a dense concentration of sugar maples, paper birch trees, and centuries-old hemlocks.


One of the most popular attractions in the area is located several miles south of Stowe on Route 100 and about a mile north of I-89. It’s Ben & Jerry’s (1281 Waterbury-Stowe Rd., 802/882-1240 or 866/258-6877, www.benjerry.com) and it’s pretty interesting. Backed by $5 business diplomas from a correspondence course and a collective life savings of $8,000, in 1978 Ben Cohen and Jerry Greenfield found an abandoned gas station in Burlington and opened an ice cream parlor. Not only did they vow to use only fresh Vermont ingredients in their ice cream, they also pledged 7.5 percent of pretax profits to employee-led philanthropy. This is the way a business should be run—and the way ice cream should taste. Take the 30-minute first-come, first-served tour for $4 and then score some free ice cream hauled up straight from the production line. It beats touring a fertilizer factory.


To walk off the ice cream, when you get back to Stowe, put on your walking shoes and set out for a trip past mountains, woods, and farms. The Stowe Recreation Path is a 5.5-mile greenway that stretches from Main Street along the West Branch River and Mountain Road to the covered bridge at Brook Road. If you go the distance, keep in mind it’ll be another 5.5 miles back. Footnote: The path was named by Travel + Leisure magazine as one of the “19 Great Walks of the World.”


Blue-Plate Specials


There are absolutely no fast-food joints in Stowe, so get ready for some real food. The gathering spot for locals, McCarthy’s Restaurant (454 Mountain Rd., 802/253-8626), serves one of the best breakfasts in town. Stick around and chow down on homemade breads, soups, and pie at lunch. The food is cheap and healthy.


At dinnertime, look for Cactus Cafe (2160 Mountain Rd./Rte. 108, 802/253-7770, www.cactuscafestowe.com), known as much for its tequilas and 16-ounce handmade margaritas as for its food. Along with Mexican standards (enchiladas, fajitas, quesadillas) are ranch camp ribs and sirloin steaks. If you can’t get enough of the great outdoors (who can?), dine in the perennial garden.


If you’ve got a hankering for wild boar, venison, or pheasant, park it at Mr. Pickwick’s (433 Mountain Rd., 802/253-7558, www.mrpickwicks.com). It’s open daily for lunch and dinner and serves more than 150 varieties of ale, including fresh wheat beer and lambic ales from Belgium. Have a designated rider in your group? Then try one of each. Got a cigar? Complement it with your choice from the selection of vintage ports, rare cognacs, and single-malt scotches.


Watering Holes


In the center of town, The Whip Bar and Grill (18 Main St., 802/253-7301, www.greenmountaininn.com) is downstairs at the Green Mountain Inn. Sure, it’s a hotel bar, but it feels more like a pub with its high-back chairs and English riding club design. Meals here are enhanced by great brews.


Gracie’s (18 Edson Hill Rd., 802/253-8741, www.gracies.com) features a patio, a bar, and a menu of burgers, nachos, seafood, and steaks, while at the Backyard Tavern (395 Mountain Rd., 802/253-9204) is a basic bar menu with cheeseburgers and chicken fingers, a pool table, a great jukebox, pinball, and $3 draft pints daily.


Try the Sunset Grille & Tap Room (140 Cottage Club Rd., 802/253-9281). There’s a restaurant here also, but in the Tap Room you can dine on wings, bar pizzas, burgers, and barbecue while watching sports shown on a variety of TVs. Occasionally, the place hosts a cookout on the patio, and pickup horseshoe and volleyball games shape up out back. When you’re bored with that, check out the huge domestic beer selection.


Shut-Eye


Unlike most destinations, there are few chain hotels within miles of the village. But Stowe’s Visitor Information Center (51 Main St., 802/253-7321 or 800/247-8693, www.gostowe.com) assists travelers with lodging, and there are 40-plus independent inns, hotels, and motels offering more than 1,700 guest rooms. Stowe Country Homes (541 South Main St., 802/253-8132, www.stowecountryhomes.com) represents more than a dozen rental cabins, farms, and resorts. If you’re traveling with a large group and need a base, check ’em out.



Motels and Motor Courts



After a long day, the Stowe Inn (123 Mountain Rd., 802/253-4030 or 800/546-4030, www.stoweinn.com) can make your night. The staff is friendly, the guest rooms are warm and comforting, and the living room and lounge are designed for a relaxing after-ride conversation. A standard room goes for $129 mid-week and $139 weekends in summer, with a complimentary continental breakfast helping your budget.


About 2.5 miles north of the village is the clean and basic Stowe Motel (2043 Mountain Rd., 802/253-7629 or 800/829-7629, www.stowemotel.com, from $78 off-season, from $100 high season). Sixty guest rooms and efficiencies are spread among three properties, with king and queen beds at each. Guest rooms include continental breakfast.


Inn-dependence


Right in the heart of town, the Green Mountain Inn (18 Main St., 802/253-7301 or 800/253-7302, www.greenmountaininn.com, from $159 high season) is a renovated 1833 home-turned-inn with 81 antiques-filled guest rooms, 15 suites, 4 efficiencies, and 5 townhomes. The central location and amenities, including a health club, heated outdoor pool, canopy beds, fireplaces, and whirlpool tubs, can be just right after the ride. So is the pub. There’s a two-night minimum on summer and fall weekends.


After Julie Andrews and Christopher Plummer escaped from the Nazis—no, wait...that was the movie—anyway, after the Von Trapp family left Austria, they wound up in its American counterpart, Stowe, and opened the Trapp Family Lodge (700 Trapp Hill Rd., 802/253-8511 or 800/826-7000, www.trappfamily.com, from $245 high season). The lodge has sustained itself in large part on the strength of the family’s story. Included on the 2,500 acres are 96 guest rooms in the main lodge with spectacular mountain views, nightly entertainment, a fitness center, three pools, tennis courts, and hiking trails. On Sunday in the summer, there are concerts in the Trapp Family Lodge Concert Meadow, a natural amphitheater. The dining room, lounge, deli, and bakery feature a European theme.


Chain Drive


These chain hotels are in town or within 10 miles of the city center:


Best Western, Comfort Inn, Days Inn, Econo Lodge, Hampton Inn, Holiday Inn, Howard Johnson, Knights Inn, Quality Inn, Rodeway, Super 8, Travelodge


For more information, including phone numbers and websites, click here.





RESOURCES FOR RIDERS



Berkshires–Central Vermont Run


Massachusetts Travel Information


Massachusetts Road Conditions—617/374-1234, www.highwayconditions.com/ma


Massachusetts State Park Campgrounds Reservations—877/422-6762, www.reserveamerica.com


Massachusetts Department of Travel & Tourism—617/973-8500 or 800/227-6277, www.massvacation.com


Vermont Travel Information


Vermont Attractions Association—802/229-4581, www.vtattractions.org


Vermont Campground Association—www.campvermont.com


Vermont Chamber of Commerce—802/223-3443, www.vtchamber.com


Vermont Department of Forests, Parks, and Recreation—802/241-3655 or 888/409-7579, www.vtstateparks.com


Vermont Department of Tourism—802/828-3237 or 800/837-6668, www.vermontvacation.com


Vermont Fall Foliage—802/828-3239, www.vermont.com/foliage.cfm


Vermont Fish and Wildlife—802/241-3700, www.vtfishandwildlife.com


Vermont Road Conditions—www.511.vermont.gov


Local and Regional Information


Berkshires Visitors Bureau—413/743-4500, www.berkshires.org


Lenox Chamber of Commerce—18 Main St., 413/637-3646, www.lenox.org


Stowe Chamber of Commerce—802/253-7321 or 877/467-8693, www.gostowe.com


Woodstock Chamber of Commerce—802/457-3555 or 888/496-6378, www.woodstockvt.com


Massachusetts Motorcycle Shops


North’s Services—515 Pittsfield Rd., Lenox, 413/499-3266 or 866/499-3266, www.northsservice.com


Ronnie’s Cycle Sales & Service—150 Howland Ave., Adams, 413/743-0715; and 501 Wahconah St., Pittsfield, 413/443-0638, www.ronnies.com


RPM’s Cycle Sales & Service—326 Merrill Rd., Pittsfield, 413/443-5659


Vermont (and nearby New Hampshire) Motorcycle Shops


Granite State Harley-Davidson—351 Miracle Mile, Lebanon, NH, 603/448-4664, www.granitestateharley.com


Ronnie’s Cycle Sales & Service—2601 West Rd./Rte. 9, Bennington, VT, 802/447-3305, www.ronnies.com


Wilkins Harley-Davidson—663 S. Barre Rd., Barre, VT, 802/476-6104, www.wilkinsharley.com
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HUDSON RIVER VALLEY RUN


Tarrytown, New York to Saratoga Springs, New York


TARRYTOWN PRIMER


Map: Hudson River Valley Run


ON THE ROAD: TARRYTOWN


PULL IT OVER: TARRYTOWN HIGHLIGHTS
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ON THE ROAD: TARRYTOWN TO HYDE PARK


HYDE PARK PRIMER


ON THE ROAD: HYDE PARK
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ON THE ROAD: HYDE PARK TO SARATOGA SPRINGS


SARATOGA SPRINGS PRIMER


ON THE ROAD: SARATOGA SPRINGS
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SIDE TRIP: ADIRONDACKS


RESOURCES FOR RIDERS


IF YOU’VE AVOIDED touring New York State because you’re sure there’s nothing here but the traffic of New York City, tap your bike into gear, twist the throttle, and then head up the Hudson River.


Twenty-five miles north of NYC are the neighboring villages of Tarrytown and Sleepy Hollow, a perfect base from which to launch a tour of the Hudson River Valley. Though close to the capital of capitalism, Tarrytown is worlds away in texture and feel. You might think you took a wrong turn in Bavaria, but this is indeed America—an America that began more than 150 years before the nation existed. These and the villages you’ll discover in the following 180 miles introduce you to a world of distinctive literature, art, history, and cuisine. They will also offer great river roads, hills, scenic vistas, pubs, and diners and lead you into the outstanding Adirondacks and the gateway to Lake George.


TARRYTOWN PRIMER


Although Tarrytown looks like an active modern suburb, there’s a distinct sense of history as well. In the early 1600s this area was home to the Weckquaesgeek people, part of the Mohegan family. They lived, fished, hunted, and traded along the Pocantico River relatively undisturbed until 1609, when Henry Hudson sailed up the river searching for the Northwest Passage to India. When he got home he had a technician adjust his GPS.

OEBPS/graphics/011-1-00_riverandbike_v.jpg





OEBPS/graphics/039-1-02_outaqueechee_v.jpg





OEBPS/graphics/01_great-american-mc_fc.jpg
oy

ntcons st Ao

A CORST UM

- 7

© AVAON TRAVEL

GREAT AMERICAN
MOTORCYCLE TOURS

M1

(WD st s

Wy

MEXICO

ND

\/\/}‘ o

suAc s ]

NE

KS

oK

-3 \
& sesinss /ﬂ
M = cenraat veamon s A % e ounans.
,‘ G s
WL C VA
~ Ny
M\ CY
wsEons e v M 2
i AL ow vk |« (S COONTRY B Ao o v ey o
1A PA/ ',_/ NJ!
[P s o3 e wan o
N
DK
w
S
/va
Mo XX o gt vy ]
|SMOKY MOUNTAINS RUN 7
Z e
N
AR oescnuse
i oA
AL oa CEAN
s
S
Sk soumean cowron
¥
ToneaL Pt )
o somis GNA






OEBPS/graphics/03_berkshires-central-vt.jpg
Berkshires—Central Vermont Run
Stowe
V] o
Lake { ) &
Champlan |3 AR L
o]
Moretown @ Montpelier .
g (
T Waitsfield /AN
% (oo Gy /
&) ) /
Al Granville -
Rochester /
z
0
= Quechee ||/
-y Stockbridge Gorge )t
5 Lebanon
RuliandQ Q
2" Woodstock
NS 'PRES. CALVIN .
; N Bhsceshs. 1/
{ i l(illl,m ston
4235 1 !
® |
N Ludlow i
>
w E Glens
Falls Londonderry
Manchester
s
Green Mountain
| Ga/ National Forest
. Al Bellows
NEW YORK T{\/ gllow O/
o SENNINGTON BATTLE _ |
i Saratoga 'MONUMENT Bennington
(50) Springs ‘ |
o .____VERMO | NEW HAMPSHIRE
7 M Williamstown M
South | eld 7
Williamstown Gréenfisld
@Albany 5 "
I‘ M. Greylock
Lanesborough

3491 10

Pittsfield

Lenox
Stockbridge

=

(50)

10 mi

10 km

© AVALON TRAVEL





OEBPS/graphics/031-1-02_opener_h.jpg





OEBPS/graphics/009-1-0_opener_v.jpg





OEBPS/graphics/008-1-southoftelluride.jpg
y &

& s

‘With immeasurable love and gratitude,
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everything and deserved more;
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and in my life.
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