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ROCKY GAP RAMBLE 

 

By Vic Bary 

 

 

 

Our Chapter’s October 23-25, 2009 outing was the second time th at we have asked a member couple to put 

together a club function from start to finish.  And , like the spring event put together by Don and Pat 

Whitehead, Bill and Carol Conlon’s fall event in Cumberland, MD was a smashing success. 

 

Bill & Carol chose the Rocky Gap Lodge & Golf Resort, set in northwest Maryland near the border with 

West Virginia and Pennsylvania, as our meeting site.  Rocky Gap Lodge, in addition to featuring a Jack 

Nicklaus designed golf course, sits on a 243 acre lake and offers 23 miles o f walking trails.  You can get a 

feel for the spectacular surroundings at this web site:www.rockygapresort.com/photo -galery.cfm 

 

2010 Dues are Due!! 

Please check your membership status on the address label for this newsletter.  If your dues for 

2010 were not received by the time we went to press, we have indicated, in red, that your 

membership has expired.  Please get your renewal check to Vic Bary ASAP.  Thank you. 
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We began arriving mid-Friday, 

October 23.  A few of us arrived in 

later model Vettes, but only the 

Conlons were brave enough to travel 

the considerable distance in rainy 

weather in their C-1.  We met that 

evening at the resort’s Lakeside 

Restaurant, where most of us chose the 

seafood buffet.  It proved to be a wise 

choice, especially if you elected to 

make multiple trips to the buffet, as 

most of us did. 

 

Saturday morning Bill & Carol led a 

scenic drive through the meandering 

back roads from Cumberland to the 

Western Maryland Train Station at 

Canal Place.  While waiting for our 

train’s departure time, we toured the 

museum devoted to the Chesapeake and 

Ohio Canal.  (Did you know that canal 

barges carried their own mule teams 

with them for pulling them along tow 

paths?  The mules apparently had an 

acute sense of time, and when they 

sensed that the end of their shift had 

arrived, refused to pull the barge any 

further.) 

 

The train trip is a 90 minute ride up the 

steadily climbing route to Frostburg, 

MD.  It is a wonderfully relaxing trip 

through pristine woods.  At t imes, I could look 

down from the train and see a highway winding 

alongside a river a good 500 feet below us.  No 

one ever explained why the railroad chose to climb 

up the mountains rather than skirting them.  But I’m 



MASACC Newsletter, January 2010    3 

glad they did, the views wouldn’t have been nearly as 

spectacular in the valleys. 

 

Upon our arrival in Frostburg, we had two hours to explore 

the town and have lunch.  The town’s main attraction is 

Frostburg State University, founded in 1898 on land the local 

residents purchased so that higher  education could be brought 

to this mining town.  The other local attraction (in our 

estimation) was the local diner.  There are still places in the 

world where $3 -$4 will buy you a hearty lunch.  Frostburg, 

MD is one of them.  

 

On our return to the Frostb urg railroad station we got to watch 

the engine and coal car be turned around on a turntable, so that 

they could push us back down the mountain to Canal Place.  

The scenery was just as spectacular going 

back down as it was going up.  

 

On our trip back top Cumberland, we stopped 

off at Dr. Mike McCagh’s automobile 

collection.  Mike was a gracious host, showing us his collection, which includes more than a few Corvettes, 

including a 1955 currently under restoration.  These are not trailer queens, and Mike ca mpaigns some in area 

racing.  As well as being devoted to old cars, 

Mike’s establishment is devoted to preserving 

local architecture.  The car collection is housed 

on the grounds of his family’s home, and 

includes the rescued buildings from an area gas 

station dating back to the early 20

th

 century. 

 

Saturday night we ate heartily again at the 

Lakeside Restaurant, after which Vic Bary and 


