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Wow, a lot can change in a week! 
 
Last week we were wondering what the best recipe chili would be and how we could 
download routes into our GPS’, today we are wondering where our next roll of toilet paper 
is going to come from.  No doubt there will be some challenges and inconveniences in the 
coming weeks or months.  
 
It remains to be seen how much the current situation will disrupt our daily lives ands by 
extension our chapter activities. My hope is that we will be able to enjoy our spring and 
summer activities as usual but it is probable that in the short term at least we may need to 
make some changes. 
 
I am optimistic that whatever happens our chapter will hang together as it always has and 
overcome whatever challenges the future may hold.  In the meantime, be safe, take 
precautions, keep your friends and family close. 
 
Rumble on… 



Stop The Bleed 

 

Let me start this article by saying, it is not the intent of this article to share Brent’s 
lifesaving techniques because I am not trained to teach such skills. It is only to share the 
experience of the class in general and what it meant to me. 

 

Have you ever passed a crash and thought I wish I had the skills to help but keep going 
because you feel you would only add to the chaos and be in the way? Have you ever been 
a situation where applying a tourniquet could have possibly saved a life/limb? Have you 
ever just wanted to gain first-aid knowledge to be able to help in medical emergency? 
Have you ever wanted to just spend time with your pals and maybe learn a new and 
useful skill in the process? Then the class offered by our very own Brent Turner is your 
perfect opportunity and if it is ever offered again take the time to take the class. 

 

As motorcycle enthusiasts we do a lot of riding and we often ride with a group of friends. 
If, God forbid, we are either involved in a crash or witness a crash the likelihood of it 
being a serious crash is pretty good. So being prepared for such a serious situation could 
save a friend’s life or maybe even your own. 

 

 



 

 

In the past I have not been an advocate of the tourniquet. I am old school military and 
law enforcement and was taught that it is a last resort and if applied will all but 
guarantee loss of limb. That mentality changed with this class and I thank Brent for the 
enlightenment. Many of us really took this class to heart and are thankful for Brett’s 
commitment to saving lives.  

 

We learned what to look for when we either roll up on a crash site, are involved in a 
crash or even a witness an accident at home or work. How to recognize that an injury is 
severe enough to need immediate attention or risk the life of injured person. We learned 
how to stop a wound from continuing to bleed and how to apply a tourniquet. We 
learned that most of us carry boo-boo kits not lifesaving first-aid kits.  

 

Most of all for me personally I learned that I am glad I chose to participate in the class 
because the training I gained could save a fellow HOG or even a family member. 

 



 

 

 
Thank you State Trooper 
Bandon for the awesome 

addition to our Chapter Wall! 



 

What’s up, Indianapolis Chapter #1 and Happy March to all of you. 

Well riding season is about getting those Harley’s ready and for some the season is in full swing.  For 
me personally I am working PT really hard to be able to start riding by early to mid-April.  This month 
I will write about a couple of things.  The first is the review of the “Stop the Bleed” class.  We had 2 of 
them to hopefully get as many as possible educated on tourniquets and the use of them as well as 
packing wounds and a little focus on air way breathing.  The second thing I will mention is again use 
of TCLOCS.   

Focus points on from the Stop the Bleed class were as follows: 

If you see bleeding with blood pumping out on a limb (arms or legs) that is the time for use of a 
tourniquet.   

A person with a arterial (artery) cut can bleed out in 3 minutes or less.  Time is of the essence. 

Tourniquet should be placed at the highest point on the injured limb.  Above the bicep on the arm 
and as close to the groin area for the leg. 

The military as proven that tourniquets can remain for up to 2 hours without damage.  That myth of 
using only as a last resort is also been squashed.   

The Good Samaritan Law exists in every state including DC.  People thinking that I must get a 
permission is a grey area.  If you wait about 30 seconds they will likely pass out so ask then.  For 

anybody that would ever have to use on me.  Here is my permission to go ahead. 😊  

For any injury around the neck, hip, shoulder where tourniquets cannot be used, we should pack the 
wound and utilize pressure for at least 10 minutes.  Yes 10 minutes. 

 



We will be including tourniquets in each of the first aid kits used for the sweeps.  We also will be 
including packing gauze in each First Aid Kits.  Road Captains, especially those sweeping should 
know how to use a tourniquet and packing of other wounds.  If you don’t please contact me or Jason 
Probst. 

 

Last item about the Stop the Bleed class is that ISP did a great job and one of the troopers made a 
sign for us to put on our wall.  What I super nice gift.   

 

For those getting those bikes ready for the season, don’t forget about TCLOCS.  TCLOCS is an 
acronym for: 

Tires – Check your tires air pressure.  Make sure there is no dry rot or nails.  Remember that you only 
have 2.  Spend a couple of seconds to check them. 

Controls – Make sure your steering is solid, your brakes, your handgrips, your cables are all good.   

Lights – Do you brake lights and turn signals work? 

Oil (and other lubes) – Is your oil clean and full?  Is the brake fluid and for some even you antifreeze 
good? 

Chassis – Do you shocks work?  Does your frame appear to have no damage? 

Stand – Does the Jiffy Stand operate correctly and stay up and in position? 

 

If you check it every time you ride your motorcycle can be checked over in about 5 minutes.  It is a 5-
minute delay that could save your life. 

  

As I always say at the end, Let’s ride, have a lot of fun but……”Let’s be careful out there”.  Until next 
month, “Peace/Out”. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

HOG Regional Officer’s Connection (ROC) 2020 

 

Seven Indianapolis HOG Chapter No. 1 officers and HD of Indy Chapter Manager, Conner Howard, 
attended the 2020 ROC meeting in Frontenac, Missouri on February 29.   HOG National offers these 
free meetings for a limited number of officers from each chapter, but travel and expenses are paid by 
the attendees.   Mic Woodrum, Assistant Director, Jason Probst, Head Road Captain, Richard 
Daugherty, Activities Director, Tristan Daugherty, Fundraising Officer, Julie Henshaw, Newsletter 
Editor, and yours truly, Treasurer, attended.  We chose the St. Louis area meeting since it was in late 
February so not warm enough to ride but not cold enough for bad weather – we were wrong on both 
counts.   

 

We arrived early enough on Friday to visit Doc’s Harley Davidson 

 on Route 66 and discovered they are celebrating their 65th  

anniversary this year.  It is a small dealership, so small they have to 

hold their chapter meetings at a local Legion.  We found out an  

Interesting activity for their chapter, they assist the local police by  

Providing security at the annual Mardi Gras and St. Patrick’s Day 

 Parades.  Part of the group also arrived in time to drop in at  

Gateway HD,despite some whiteout snow conditions on the way. 

 

 



 
 

 

  

 
On Saturday, the ROC meeting was led by HOG Regional Manager, Bruce Motta, with assistance 
from Terri and Jackson.  The opening remarks centered around the resignation of Harley Davidson 
CEO Matt Levatich which was just announced the previous day and the appointment of Jochen Zeitz 
as acting President and CEO.  Since it was surprising news to these Harley employees too, we didn’t 
learn any scuttlebutt. 
 
The chapters present were mostly from Missouri, but Illinois, Kansas, Nebraska, Oklahoma and our 
sister chapter, Cannonball, were also represented.  The focus of the ROC meeting was similar to the 
focus of HD - where do we want to go and how do we plan to get there?  Doing the same things will 
not help us grow or recruit younger riders.  We were assigned numbers and divided into groups to 
brainstorm and share what had worked and what had not worked to grow and/or maintain chapter 
membership.  
 
 



 

After a long day in meetings, we enjoyed dinner at Gian-Tony’s Ristorante on the Hill, or St. Louis’ 
“Little Italy”, a place recommended by my brother and that everyone agreed was a great 
recommendation.  Unlike the experience of the officer group that went to Cincinnati a couple of 
years ago, this restaurant was well ran and our waiter took excellent care of us, so we just relaxed and 
enjoyed the wine, drinks, food and camaraderie.   

 

With unseasonably warm weather on Sunday, part of the group headed home early to sneak in a 
February ride.  Bill, Julie, Mic and I took our time getting back starting with a visit to what has to be 
the oldest automated car wash in St. Louis. Then we visited Ted’s Harley Davidson in Alton, Illinois, 
and the home of the biggest random objects, Casey, Illinois.   We finished the trip with a Sunday 
buffet at Richard’s Farm Restaurant, home of the world’s largest pitchfork.  This restaurant in a 
massive barn would be a good ride stop for a group, they have the space to handle our whole chapter 
if needed, so another idea to add to our weekend of ROC training!   

 

It was a good trip with good friends and although we knew it already, it reminded us that we are part 
of one of the best HOG Chapters in the region because we have such a great group of members! 

 

 

 

  

 

 



 

The Motorcycle Expo Booth went well. I want to thank all who turned out and 
sat at the booth. We signed several new members and re-signed some previous 
members. 
 
We had a table at the Pre-Saint Patrick's Day party at HD of Indy and had some 
interested patrons. 
 
We intend to have a HOG Indy Chapter #1 presence at the HD of Indy events 
throughout the year. Keep an eye on the event schedule on their Facebook page 
and show up if you can. 
 
We still have a couple of open spots for newsletter sponsors. Let me know if 
you are interested in being a newsletter sponsor and we will let you know how 
to get the information to Julie for the newsletter. 

 

Keep up the good work! 





Content provided by Allen Sprunk 

Left:  Are we sure Ron actually moved to 
Florida is that just his cover story? 
July 2017 
 
Above:  Just a few cigar smoking dudes. 
Jeff Cox, Phil Eaton ,Meade, and David 
Bridges 
Approx 2016 
 
Right:  Meade channeling his inner 
beauty?  A preview of the April meeting 
perhaps? 
March 2017 



For those of you who remember Ken White, one of our previous Directors,  you know he always 
had a way with words. This is just one of his Director articles that needs to be shared again.   







From Richard  ►►►►►►►► to Mic  













“You are on your own. You are not 
protected by two tons of steel, rubber, 

foam padding and safety glass. 
Neither are you steering two tons of 

guided missile toward other cars, 
people and property. If you are 

prepared to accept the responsibility 
of your own actions, then 

motorcycling can be both safe and 
thrilling. Riding is an art as well as a 
craft and no amount of explanation 

can take the place of experience. 
 Theresa Wallach, Easy Motorcycle Riding, 1970 

“Four wheels move the body, 
Two wheels move the soul.” 

 Anonymous 



 MUSIC SOOTHES THE SOUL 
 

“On a dark desert highway…cool wind in my hair…” 

The 70s, easily the greatest time for rock music. The Eagles, Led Zepplin, The Who, Queen, AC/DC, 
Black Sabbath, I could go on and on. I doubt any music (or artist) that comes out today will have the 
longevity as these icons of rock music. 

 

Flipping my radio channel to the 70s channel takes me back in time, to a time when things were 
definitely simpler. My love for this music, that awakened something inside me, began in a garage. My 
uncles were all mechanics, like my Papaw. They lived far away so I didn’t get to see them as much as I 
would have liked. When I did, we would all eventually end up in the garage. 

 

I’ve been thinking more of those days lately. One of those uncles, Dale, passed away this past Sunday 
(2/2/20). Even now, sitting here writing this, I can still picture him sitting on his little roll stool 
wrenching on his bike. All three of my uncles, Dale, Eddie, and Ricky, not only wrenched on their own 
bikes but had built them from the ground up. These were choppers, not what they try to pass off today 
as a “chopper”, but streamlined, raked out, straight pipe, kick start choppers. All were solid black 
(which is probably why I like to black out my bikes even today) with Dale’s and Eddie’s having the 
banana seat and high rise sissy bars. Ricky, being younger, had a solo seat.  

 

 



We would go out to the garage and check out the bikes. They confessed that they would wrench on 
the bikes, even when nothing was wrong, when I came over because I loved being around them. 
After a few short minutes one of them would eventually tell me, “Timmy, turn on the radio.” I would 
jump at that chance, running over to the old transistor radio and flipping it on. 

 

The music that would roll out was pure gold. My taste for this music went hand in hand for my 
blooming love for motorcycles. Some of the happiest times I can remember is in that small garage, at 
least one of my uncles working on his bike, while we all stood around and talked. I look back on it 
now wondered why these 20-30 year old men wanted this small boy around them. I believe, in 
addition to us being kin, they saw a love for something they themselves loved…motorcycles. 

 

When they were done wrenching they would then teach me the true music of bikers, the bikes 
themselves. They would all three start their bikes, the music of those pipes almost deafening and me 
laughing with glee. One of them would then pat the back of their bike and I would hop on and off 
we would go. 

 

These rides were never long, just around E-town and back, but my heart would be ready to burst out 
of my chest. By this time I had a minibike I rode but it was nothing to these stallions! Whichever one 
I rode with always had some sage advice to share when we stopped. Depending on their mood it 
could be about cagers (which is where I learned my first cuss words), women, life itself. But one 
thing I remember, even now after all these years, is Dale telling me to just listen to the bike and the 
road, let them sing to you. So I would, clutching at his leather jacket, I would listen. It didn’t make 
sense at first but when it did it was like a lightning bolt hitting me. All that music we listened to on 
the radio was being transferred to this ride, that guttural sound of the motor being the lead vocalist, 
the whine of the road on the tires being the high pitched rift of the guitar, the throbbing of the 
muffler being the beat of the drums. 
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These rides would both last forever and be too short. We would roll back into the garage, they would 
sit or stand around the garage, and smoke (sometimes cigarettes) while listening to the radio. I found 
out later Papaw didn’t like music in the house. He was a preacher and that “stuff” coming out of the 
radio was evil, but he would allow my uncles their space in the garage. It was offset from the house 
with a big driveway in between it and the house. So we would sit out there and smoke (they did, 
they wouldn’t let me). Sometimes we would chat about the lifestyle. All I know about being a biker I 
learned from them. Sometimes we would just sit and listen to the radio, kicked back and relaxing. 

 

As I got older my love for music grew, and a funny thing happened. My first car was a 1966 Mustang. 
When I worked on it I had the music playing, enjoying the solitude as I attempted to wrench my own 
car. I found out that I am not a mechanic. I could do basic maintenance so my “wrenching” usually 
just involved pulling the plugs or changing the oil. Pretty basic, but during all that the music was 
playing. When I was in the car, though, I would sometimes not turn on the radio. I enjoyed listening 
to my car, again the motor, the exhaust, the road itself, singing to me as I drove around the 
countryside. 

 

 

 



Later on, as I moved out and on, the cars and bikes got quieter and quieter. That song they would 
sing was no longer there, so I replaced it with the radio. The 80s, 90s, 00s, 10s, and now starting with 
the 20s we have cars so quiet you can’t hear them on in the garage. Don’t even get me started on 
electric cars! I had replaced my road music with radio music, then I bought my first Harley. That’s 
where my music had gone! I’ve enjoyed the sound they make, each one, and now on my trike I still 
enjoy listening to her sing. 

 

When I do listen to music on my rides, it will be 70s music. You seriously can’t beat that era. There 
are some bands today that come close (Moonshine Bandits, Texas Hippie Coalition, Pisces, Semblant, 
Arch Enemy, Tool, Five Finger Death Punch, etc.) but I don’t see them having the staying power of 
the older bands. Granted, my love for 70s rock and motorcycles went hand in hand from a very early 
age. Maybe some of you have a similar story but from a different era and that’s how your love for 
that music came about and, you know what, that’s ok. 

 

As I said, I normally don’t listen to music when I ride, preferring the sound of my trike. If you do 
listen to music, I highly suggest listening to 70s rock. Who knows, you may imagine yourself in one 
of those old biker movies as you listen to the music from that time. For me, there are three sounds 
that music will never top: the sigh of my wife as I kiss her, the laughter of my son as I play with him, 
and the song of my trike as I ride her. These sounds are truly the music that soothes my soul. 

 

*This month’s submission by Tim Givens 

 

 

What do YOU listen to when you ride?   

Let DJ HOG know so he can share it next month! 
 

 

 





 

This year I have a variety of rides planned: Ireland’s West Coast, a complete lap of Ireland, England’s 
Lake District, our US trip where we are riding through Colorado for a week plus our local Chapter 
rideouts. One of the highlights is always our trip to the Highlands of Scotland, where myself and a 
handful of mates from Belfast HOG Chapter spend 4 days touring Scotland. 

 

This year we will be once again riding the North Coast 500 ( the NC500 is a must for anyone touring 
Scotland, or indeed the UK). The route highlights all of the best bits of the Highlands. From the twists and 
turns of the epic Bealach Na Ba to the small fishing villages way up North. The North Coast 500 is great to 
ride in either direction, but we generally ride it anti-clockwise which keeps you on the coastal side of the 
road most of the time. 



 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 
The official route starts and finishes in Inverness, but as we head over on the ferry from Belfast we will 
be going through Dumfries & Galloway riding the “Devil’s Beef Tub” road and on up through the 
Cairngorms National Park to our overnight in Inverness.  
 
Day 2 we head up the East coast to Dunnet head which is the Northernmost point of the UK, with John 
O’Groats being the most Northerly village and the more famous stopping point. We hug the North 
Coast to Durness before heading south down the stunning West Coast. The road is fairly narrow for 
much of its length, often reduced to a single track with passing points. Until recently the road was 
rarely used by anyone other than locals driving from one village or town to another. In recent years an 
increasing number of tourists have taken to the road to see if Scotland’s “route 66” lives up to the hype. 
Our overnight will be in the “slightly larger” fishing village of Ullapool where their Fish & Chips are a 
must have evening meal. 
 
To complete the “NC500” you would now head back to 
Inverness however we will carry on down the west 
coast via Bealach Na Ba “Pass of the Cattle” which 
provides the greatest road ascent in the UK, with a 1:5 
gradient. The road is notorious due to its winding steep 
gradients, single track road and tight switchbacks! 
From the top you are able to see (weather permitting) 
the Cuillin hills of the Isle of Skye and the Isle of Rum 
beyond. 
 
We cross the bridge to the Isle of Skye, which is just past  
Kyle of Lochalsh (where Eilean Donan Castle is located and  
was the location for the Highlander film!). We will head along the south of the Isle to catch a ferry 
across to Mallaig back on the mainland and head towards Ben Nevis (the highest mountain in the 
British Isles) and through Glen Coe National Scenic Area to our evening’s stopover in Tyndrum. 



 

 

 

 

  

 

 

Our final day is pretty much a blast back to the ferry although the first part of the journey takes in some 
stunning roads and views before the drudge down from Kilmarnock to the ferry back to Belfast.  
 
Let’s hope we get the weather again this year as Scotland can be very unpredictable. 



 

 

 

 

  

 

 
 
 

Rolling Thunder® XXXIII 
Indiana Ride for Freedom Nation Wide 

 
The purpose of this event is to honor our Indiana Service Members that were Killed in 
Action (KIA) from all wars, and to remember those that are still unaccounted-for from 

Indiana. A memorial program will be at the WWII, Korean, and Vietnam War 
Memorials located at the American Legion Mall downtown Indianapolis. Everyone is 

welcome to attend the event whether you ride a motorcycle or drive an automobile. The 
mode of Transportation is not important. What's important, is to honor our fallen and to 

remember those that remain unaccounted-for from all Wars; so they are NOT 
FOGOTTEN. 

 
Our HOG Chapter has always been a big supporter of Indiana Rolling Thunder Chapter 1.  If you are 
free on May 24th, please consider joining them on this inaugural ride!  
 
Since this will be the first Ride for Freedom in Indianapolis, they have no idea how many people 
will attend the event. Therefore, they request that you preregister for the event so they will have an 
idea on how many will be attending and how much product they need to have on hand. 
 
Please click on the below URL to get a copy of the registration form. Complete the registration form 
and email to mike.clark@indianarollingthunder.com or mail to the Chapter mailing address listed 
below. Thank you. 
 

Rolling Thunder Indiana Chapter 1                  Registration Form 
P.O Box 26458 
Indianapolis, IN 46226 

 

http://www.indianarollingthunder.com/RFNW/2020/RegistrationForm.pdf


 

 





 

 

 

  

 

 

  

  
 
  

  

 

 

 

  

 

 

  

Congratulations! 



If you missed getting your photo 
taken, please see Mike Friel at the 
next  Chapter meeting.  We want 
to showcase all the new smiling 

faces! 

Dennis Shaw Wayne Towle 

 Larry Brown 



 
No minutes this month, so I decided to share some pics from our Chapter Meeting.  
 



 

  

 

  

 

 

  



 

 

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

  

 

 

  









 
 
  
 
 

Eeeeeeek!    
 
We are in a strange time my friends.  The coronavirus has thrown the world into 
quite a tizzy hasn’t it?  No matter if you feel that the media has caused undo 
panic, you are truly fearful or like me somewhere in between the two, there is 
no doubt that our lives are out of whack. 
 
Here are my thoughts: 
1) Wash your hands! 
2) Use common sense. 
3) Don’t horde!  Everyone deserves to have toilet paper, water and bread. 
4) If you know of someone who needs something and you have extra, share. 
5) If you know someone who needs childcare, offer your time.  
6) If the government offers you food called Soylent Green…DON’T EAT IT! 

(for you youngun’s, Google it) 
7) Practice social distancing…..by riding your bike!  Wouldn’t you agree that a 

staggered, two second distance from the bike in front of you safe?   
 
Truly though, please be smart my friends and stay healthy. 
 
Namaste….and see you on the road!   


