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It has been a crazy year! 
  
Zoom meetings. Outdoor meetings. Rides cancelled or postponed. Normal watering holes 
closed. Masks and social distancing. 
  
Your HOG officer corps has done an admirable job under difficult circumstances. As the 
director I know that I depend on the other officers to help keep the ship upright and 
moving in a forward direction.  
  
Much of their work is in the background and often goes unnoticed, but without their 
efforts this ship would soon run aground. 
  
I want to thank all the officers for all their help in this difficult year and helping to hold 
this chapter together. 
  
But it is time for new officers to take the wheel. 



 

If you are interested in becoming a HOG chapter officer, please sign up. The sign up sheets 
are posted on the window of the HOG room upstairs at the dealership. If you are uncertain of 
what the duties of a certain position might be, you can talk to the officer currently in that 
position or you can go on our website and look under “Forms and Manuals” which is under 
“About Us”. 
  
Elections will be a little different this year. Instead of having  the December meeting devoted 
to elections, a ballot sheet with the names of the candidates running for the various positions 
will be available on line and at the dealership. We will be accepting floor nominations at the 
November meeting, but the person so nominated must be present to agree or be available by 
phone to agree. Ballots will be available the week following the November meeting. 
  
All ballots will need to be dropped in a ballot box which will be located at the dealership and 
all votes must be in by the end of the December meeting at which point the votes will be 
tallied and the results published. 
  
Thanks in advance for your participation. 
  
Rumble on… 



 

 

A couple of days off work, a group of HOG friends, a new  

motorcycle, and windy, hilly, curvy roads.  Yes please!   

Destination:  Athens, Ohio and the Windy 9.  We arrived 

 at the meeting point on time, 7A sharp, only to find out we 

 were one of the last to arrive.  I think everyone was ready to  

leave their worries and cares behind and ride!  Meade was even there on  

his new ride, the Spruce Goose, with Harley the HOG in tow.   

 

Mic led the pack with Bob King sweeping and we headed west on 40.  We eventually 
jumped over to I70 for the quickest route to our first Windy road, the Triple Nickel.  After 
lunch at El Parian in Zanesville and a stop at the Zanesville Harley dealership, we started 
at the top of the 555 and headed south.  Note to future 555 riders, there are no bathroom 
stops on this 63-mile ride.  Mexican was not the best choice for lunch.   

 



 

The 555 was a challenging ride with lots of sharp curves, blind hills and  
some scattered straight stretches for a break here and there.  About 2/3’s 
 of the way through the ride, we caught up with a pair of riders with  
passengers and unfortunately as Mic and I crested a hill, we witnessed  
one of them slide off the road into a ditch, dirt flying everywhere.  We  
had several first aid trained riders with us, so they immediately went to  
assist and we went in search of their companion that was nowhere in sight.  Thank 
goodness there were no major injuries, but the bike and the passenger did have some 
wounds, and the driver took a hit to his pride and will be trying to figure out what went 
wrong for some time.  We didn’t see what caused him to run off the road. 
 
We were happy to see the 555 end after that and glad to turn on divided highway US 50 
towards Athens.  After dinner at Texas Roadhouse by the hotel, with a very entertaining 
waiter, we gathered on the patio with another group of riders.  There was a deer eating 
grass and leaves on the steep hill by the patio, we did not disturb him at all.  We had a few 
laughs and talked about the wreck and the GPS issues of the day, but we were all road 
weary and turned in early with plans for lots of scenic and windy riding for Saturday. 
 
We stopped at the Athens Harley Davidson dealer first since it was the only day they 
would be open while we were there, loaded up on 555 and Windy 9 t-shirts, then headed 
out for Route 78 and the Rim of the World.  I really enjoyed riding on this twisty road 
along the tops of the southern Ohio hills, by Wayne National Forest and past Burr Oak 
State Park. We just missed the rain at the end of the road in McConnelsville but decided to 
find a lunch stop because the planned route was obviously still getting rain.  



 
 
   We lucked into Maxwell’s, a pizza joint with a covered patio 
   on the Roof overlooking the Muskingum river.  They had  
   cool swinging  chairs and enough covered tables to keep us 
   dry when the rain came back through.  We must have been an 
   okay group because they asked for a group photo  before we 
   left.  Drop by and tell them you are an Indianapolis HOG  
   Chapter 1 member, they treat you right! 
 
   After consulting our radar apps we thought we might have a  
   window of opportunity. Harley the HOG had made his way 
   to our bike, so off we went optimistically with Harley  
   between us.  Just a few miles outside of town, we pulled off 
   and got out the rain gear and Harley had to ride in the tour  
   pack.  It rained off and on as we  
followed the Ohio River to Marietta to see Kristi Sandleben’s  
parents, Dick and Nancy.  They enjoyed our mini Harley  
parade in front of their retirement center and we enjoyed  
seeing the big smiles on  
their faces. 



 
We took US 50 back to the hotel and tried to find a dinner spot.  The HD dealer told us 
Shades was good and we could walk to it, so we called and tried to convince them to take 
us all.  The hostess was rude and said she couldn’t give us an estimated wait time, but we 
decided to take a chance and sent Lori Lee in to sweet talk her and she worked her magic.  
Within 5 minutes a few were seated and having a cold one.  Within 30 minutes we were all 
seated together at three tables on the patio.  Fortunately, our little waitress Kaitlyn that 
looked 12, but we found out was 22, was in a much better mood than the hostess and we 
had a great meal. 
    Back at the hotel, everything was wet on the patio, 
    so we gathered in the lobby for some after dinner  
    entertainment.  You know there is never a dull  
    moment when Chip and Bob  are in the group, but 
    Denny Eash, Bill Henshaw and Craig  and Linda  
    Cassity also contributed and had us laughing so  
    hard we couldn’t breathe.  Julie and I decided we 
    needed to keep track of some of the best lines of  
    the weekend, so later in the newsletter, look for   
    “Whose Line Is It” and see if you can match the  
    HOG with the funny and/or inappropriate line.   
    But only a picture can do justice to Craig’s  
    interpretation of a HOG in dire need of group  
    therapy. 



Day three Chip led us again with a combo of some of the remaining Windy 9 rides and his 
own unchartered roads that of course included a bit of gravel – no one will be surprised to 
hear that!  We had to stop once for a flock of turkeys in the road.   
Kristi hates birds so she was flapping her wings as much as they were.   
We also saw deer, a turtle, and quite an assortment of road kill  
along the way, but am happy to report that none were our victims. 
 
We lunched at Jim Bo’s in Hocking Hills, a nice little watering  
spot in the middle of nowhere that all the bikers apparently know 
 about.  Then we wandered around Hocking Hills until we found  
the rain again.  Julie tried to appeal to Mother Nature and the  
Goddesses  to part the clouds, but the roads kept winding, twisting and turning back into 
the rain again.  We stopped at the Ohio University on the way back into town and gave up 
on riding as the clouds still surrounded us.  We ended the day with takeout pizza and 
another story and laugh session in the lobby.   
 
On Monday morning we tagged Bill & Julie with Harley, then headed home via 
Appalachian Highway 32, a scenic divided highway that was a much more enjoyable ride 
than I70.  Thanks to David Hodges for picking up sweep duties as Bob and Chip decided 
to ride the Triple Nickel the other direction on their trip home. After a quick lunch stop 
near Cincinnati, we headed home on I74 to 465.  Eventually everyone else had split off and 
it was just Mic and I again headed back home alone. 
 
There is nothing better for the soul than a long weekend of riding and hanging with HOG 
friends, especially in these social distancing, work from home, mask wearing times!  
Thanks so much to all that joined us, it was exactly the group therapy that I needed!   



 

 

John and I headed west on Wednesday evening about 4PM  

and made it to Moline, Illinois at about 10PM EST.  We  

wanted to get a little further down the road, but couldn’t find  

any available rooms so we took the last room at the Axis Hotel in  

downtown Moline.   

 

We got an early start the next morning for the planned stops for the day,  

The Corn Palace in Mitchell, SD and Dignity Sculpture in Chamberlain, SD.  The Corn 
Palace is a very unique structure with murals made from corn inside and out.  It was a 
little disappointing, but I can say I have been there.  Dignity is a beautiful sculpture that 
overlooks the Missouri river.  I would recommend taking the time to stop and see her. 

 

We stopped for the night at Range Country Inn, in Murdo, SD.  The next morning we 
rode through Badlands National Park and headed to Rapid City for a stop at Black Hill 
Harley Davidson. 



 

The next four nights we stayed at The Lodge at Palmers Gulch which is part of a huge KOA 
campground near Hill City.   
 
Places we rode during our stay:   
Devils Tower, we met up with our son and his family who happened to be on vacation in the 
area.  Sturgis, I joke a lot about our first time in Sturgis two years ago that we only spent 45 
minutes there (no Lie) and that this time I was going to spend twice that much time.  We did 
spend about an hour and a half checking out the vendor tents.  We rode Vanocker Canyon,  
and 385, also Iron Mountain Road and Needles Highway thru Custer State Park.  We did not 
see any Bison up close.  We saw the Crazy Horse Monument from a distance.  We visited 
Pierre/Fort Pierre, Keystone, Hill City, Hot Springs, Belle Fourche, Hulett, Lead, Deadwood 
and Spearfish and rode the Spearfish Canyon Scenic Byway up and back, which was my 
favorite ride.  We rode by Mount Rushmore about every day on our way to and from our 
accommodations at the KOA.   
 
There are lots of great roads to ride in the area.  I got to experience wind gusts of 30 plus miles 
an hour one day riding on Interstate 90.  It was a little daunting to pass a semi at 70/80 miles 
an hour with the wind.  I may have screamed like a little girl a couple of times. We took two 
days to travel home with an overnight stop in Mauston, Wisconsin.  Originally, I was 
planning to ride my XG 750. I am so thankful that I traded that in for my Road Glide, I would 
have hated it and maybe never wanted to do it again.    
 
It was a great 3400  mile trip and I would do it again in a heartbeat!     
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Each year on September 11th, my family, friends and I make our way to the Indiana 9/11 
Memorial to remember those who perished that tragic day and to honor our first 
responders and military members, past and present.  

  

We typically stand quietly off to the side of the memorial and observe the annual 
ceremony. We have always admired the patriotism and commitment of the Harley riders 
who show up, by the dozens, to pay their respects.  Last year, we had the privilege of 
meeting Mic Woodrum and some of the committee members who were working to raise 
the money required to complete the memorial.  My mom, Barbara Canaday, and I 
committed to helping raise the money needed.  The memorial holds a special place in our 
hearts since I was actually working at the Pentagon on 9/11.   In the aftermath of the 
terrorist attacks, I became friends with many of the families who lost their loved one at 
the Pentagon. From those relationships I learned the most important thing for the families 
is the hope that Americans would always remember their loss— and that our country 
would Never Forget 



Their hope is actualized by each Harley rider, each year.  My mom and I were honored 
and humbled when Mic invited us to join the ride, this year.   As we mounted the bikes 
behind Meade and David, with Mic in the lead, we were excited to be included in the 
tribute—we were really thrilled to have a police escort!  We were touched by the people 
on the overpasses waving American flags as we rode by and of course, we got goose 
bumps when we saw the garrison flag hoisted high over the bridge. Being at the 
memorial with our new friends was so touching.  Knowing we had found a common 
purpose and passion.  
  
The ride home was exhilarating for other reasons.  It was dark outside and there wasn’t 
a police escort.  As we rode next to semi-trucks, we were glad for terrific drivers— ours 
and theirs!    
  
As we set our sites on the 20th anniversary of 9/11 we are optimistic that we will raise 
the money needed to finish the memorial and we are excited that we will gather 1,000 
Harley riders from near and far to attend the memorial event to show their individual 
respect and to send a collective message.  
 
I am confident that I wouldn’t have expected my mom and I to ride Harleys— 
ever.   But I would expect that we would be drawn to amazing patriots who are proud to 
remind families around the country that they and we will Never Forget.  
 







 

It’s HOG Chapter 1 Photo Contest 
Time! 

 
The rules are:  
Only 2 entries per category name and number 
of category must be in email. Entries are to be 
sent to photographer@hogindychap1.com 
 
There are 3 Categories: 
1. We have all seen the famous Mic McSelfie 
and it’s time to see your best Mic style selfie. 
 
2. Best photo of Harley the traveling HOG. 
 
3. Your most scenic picture taken on your 
adventures on your motorcycle this year. 
 
Contest starts now and the deadline for 
entries is November 27th.  Prizes  are yet to be  
determined. Hope to see your pictures soon 
good luck everyone!! 

mailto:photographer@hogindychap1.com


 

 

Yesterday I had the privilege and honor to be a part of the escort to bring 20 year old WW2 
United States Marine PFC Louis (JR) Wiesehan Jr. back to his home town Richmond 
Indiana.  

 

PFC Wiesehan was a member of 2nd Battalion, 8th Marine Regiment, 2nd Marine Division 
and was killed in Action on November 21, 1943. PFC Wiesehan was part of Operation 
Galvanic, an amphibious assault on the Japanese held Betio Island during the Battle of 
Tarawa in the Gilbert Islands. The Battle of Tarawa was the first American Offensive in 
the central Pacific region. Tarawa housed 4,500 Japanese Militants and according to 
records were well prepared and very well supplied. The United Sates lost an estimated 
3,166 Soldiers during this 3 day Battle.  PFE Wiesehan remains were buried in a Marine 
Cemetery created on Betio Island but were never recovered at the end of the war and he 
was declared as unrecoverable. In 2015 History Flight, a privately operated Non-Profit 
dedicated to researching, recovering and returning America’s service members to the 
United States recovered the remains of Several Marines and PFC Wiesehan was accounted 
for on September, 30th 2019.  



On Sept 17th  2020, myself and several hundred veterans, family members, and US citizens 
were at the Indianapolis Airport to escort PFC Louis Wiesehan Jr after 77 year of being 
missing to his home town of Richmond Indiana. Indiana Patriot Guard Riders organized 
the escort. My group, Rolling Thunder Indiana Chapter 1 and HOG Chapter 1, were also in 
attendance along with several other motor cycle organizations. This was my first MIA/KIA 
escort and will not be my last. I wasn’t sure what to expect when I decided to do this 
mission. I joined the Rolling Thunder to be more active in Veterans issues and the return 
of POW /MIA/KIA to the United States. I couldn’t believe the turnout at the airport, 
although the day was rather pleasant it was a weekday and I didn’t expect there to be a 
huge turnout. I talked to several people and family members from all over the Midwest 
,not just Indiana. I was great to hear stories and memories of PFC Wiesehan and of past 
POW/ MIA/KIA escorts. By the end of the day I had realized what it meant to be there and 
to pay my respects.  
 
When PFC Wiesehan arrived and we were ready to depart to Richmond, my heart started 
beating faster and my adrenaline sky rocketed. We heading from the airport on 70 East 
with a full Police escort. As we passed the stopped cars waiting for us to move down the 
highway I saw a lot of angry people as we were doing this during evening rush hour. 
However I also saw plenty of people that paid respect and stood outside their vehicles with 
the hand over their heart and some even saluting.  As we traveled towards downtown on 70 
East I noticed at several overpasses there were fire trucks and fireman standing at attention 
waving flags and saluting. I thought “Wow that’s awesome.” Once we reached Mount 
Comfort  Road and headed south I was truly amazed. The Mt Comfort over pass had 
several fire Trucks and citizens waving American flags, Marine Corps flags and signs 
saying Welcome Home Hero. I was in awe, I had a lump in my throat and a tears of joy in 
my eyes. 



As we proceeded south on Mount Comfort Road I was truly amazed at all of the people 
standing on the sides of the road, in driveways, next to parked cars and in yards. It was 
truly hard to hold back all of the emotions I was feeling. As we got to US 40 and headed 
east I noticed my wife and kids standing at the gas station along with several other people 
and first responders waving flags and showing respect. All along US 40 there was an 
overwhelming show of respect for this fallen WW2 Soldier. I truly understand the 
importance for remembering and respecting our US Veterans and believe every family in 
America needs to experience something like this.  I was very proud to see families, young 
and old, with children on the street side, paying respect during this escort. This will be a 
normal thing for me now as it helped me see that there are still good people in America.  
 
I know some people were inconvenienced by our rather large escort but, if you take a look, 
you will notice we only interrupted less  
than 5 minutes of your time as we passed.  
If you can’t take the 5 minutes out of your  
hectic day to pay respect for a returning  
POW/MIA/KIA soldier  then my heart weeps  
for you. This Marine we escorted has not had  
his family in 77 years so there was no closure  
for them.  Hopefully now he can rest in peace  
and his family can rest easy knowing he is  
home again in Indiana. I am real proud of the  
Indiana citizens that paid respect as we  
traveled to Richmond.  And thank you for 
 taking the time to read what I have written.  
 
GOD BLESS THE USA.  

Photo credit: Mike Emery / Palladium-Item 





1. Bill would you please tell me another dog story?  
2. You can’t use these, you’ll get a sick sn*tch  
3. That’s the best you could do, did you not think of violated vagina?  
4. Swipe left!  
5. No nut to butt!  
6. It was a Haaaaaawk!  
7. RE: Judy avoiding the fall “She nailed the dismount”  
8. Rum’s Rew cake  
9. That butt camera thing  
10. Yay, it’s a Bucket O’ Balls!  
11. I wasn’t sleeping (on the bike), I was just very relaxed! 
12. I’m okay, I’m okay, I’m okay! 
  
One we had to share, that you don’t have to match: 
Meade: I’m not with her, I just ride with her.  IHOP Waitress: However you want to ride! 
 
HOGs to Match: 
Linda Cassity  Bob King  Julie Henshaw   
Mic Woodrum Diana Eash Meade Van Wyck   
Chip Sandleben Craig Cassity Denny Eash 
 
Answers to follow in the newsletter…some HOGs are matched to more than one line.   



 

 

September 19th was a very chilly morning to be on a motorcycle, but that was when we 
left with the HOG chapter to head toward West Virginia on our way to the Flight 93 
Memorial. Many people participated on this ride including many passengers; however, I 
was the only kid that participated. Prior to this ride, I had only been on one long 
adventure, with my dad, that consisted of a 460 mile-long trip. The first day of this ride 
was only 350 miles but it was a long ride. Over the course of the weekend, and a total of 
1025 miles, my butt never felt any pain from the miles. Now my dad has to invest money 
in a king tour pack AND a hammock seat, hehe.   
 

Back to the reason for the story, the ride was so fun. The curvy roads and the mountains 
in West Virginia were some of the most amazing parts of the trip. The main reason for the 
trip is the Flight 93 Memorial near Somerset County, PA. When we arrived at the 
memorial, the first place we visited was The Wall of Names. As we walked out to the 
wall, we read plenty of signs which gave us information about the crew and the crash site. 
There is a large boulder that marked the final resting place of Flight 93 and only family 
members are allowed past the gate to go out to it. We then rode up to the museum and 
overlook with intentions of going into the gift shop and museum.  



Unfortunately, the museum had a massive line due to COVID-19 restrictions, so we 
only got to see the overlook. As we were leaving, we stopped at The Tower of Voices, 
which is still under construction and is not operational.  
 
After our time at the tower, it was lunchtime and we were all hungry. The best thing 
about the whole day was that it was on my twelfth birthday. 
 
The last day was just a simple ride home, but it still added to the adventure. Had a 
great weekend with great people that all went home with purchased poker chips, shirts, 
and other apparel. It was a nice weekend and a nice birthday for me.  
 
 
Aiden Stiff 







 
From Meade Van Wyck 

 
 

To Mic Woodrum & Judy 
McQuoid 

  
 
 

To Bill & Julie 
Henshaw 



To Lori Ellis 

To Aiden Stiff 

To Chris Uehlein 

Harley is quite the little 
social butterfly! 





 

 

  

 

 



“Sometimes your knight is shiny 
armor turns out to be a biker in dirty 

leathers.” 
Anonymous 

Piggy Prose 







The Grinch, disguised as ‘Rona, has pulled the 
plug on our annual Christmas party. The 
officers  have decided that the risk of many 
people inside a relatively small area was 
sufficient to warrant the decision: better 
disappointed than sick!  The good news is that 
we were able to maintain our reservation for 
next year and our deposit is still good. 
  

Many thanks to Tristan Daugherty 
for all her hard work on the 

Christmas party and arranging it so 
that we could hold our reservation 

for next year!!   
YOU ARE A  ROCKSTAR!!! 

 

There will be a "Fall Fling" at the dealership 
after the November HOG meeting. It will be 
outside/inside the bar and the heaters will be 
out (along with the fireplaces of course). Food 
will be provided by Texas Roadhouse and will 
be prepackaged dinners of steak or chicken. 
Beer will be $1.00 each and DJ Bob will  be 
spinning discs.  
Food will be there at around 11:30. Food is on 
the chapter. 



 

 

 

 

  

 

 



 

 

Well, it all started at the September Chapter meeting. My husband Mike, who joined in 
July 2020, asked me to come with him so I could go on a ride after the meeting, stopping 
at a few different waterfalls.  As I stood among the members and listened to the 
announcements, my eyes lit up and my heart skipped a beat when I heard them say there 
was a ride the following weekend to the Flight 93 Memorial. I looked over at Mike and he 
knew already what I was going to say. You see... on August 31st I took an early retirement 
after 16 years as a flight attendant with Southwest Airlines due to Covid 19.  My entire 
career I had heard stories from fellow crew member who were working that fateful day 
on September 11, 2001.   It was because of the unimaginable terrorist attacks that I was 
trained extensively on how to handle a situation . 

 

As soon as we got home from the waterfall ride we set everything up for our 3 daughters 
and 3 dogs to be taken care of the following weekend.  Mike and I rode motorcycles 13 
years ago before we were married. We recently purchased a 2008 Road Glide from my best 
friends Mom. It was her husband Curt’s Bike. He  passed away from cancer about two 
years ago and no one in her family rode motorcycles. They knew we had previously and 
asked if we had any interest. We felt honored to buy his Harley knowing they wanted to 
keep it in the family and considered us to be just that. like that should one arise.  



There was only one dilemma, we had never been on an overnight motorcycle trip let 
alone have the gear we needed for it. Thank goodness for the Harley dealer in Fishers 
and Amazon. We were able to get everything we needed, or so we thought. My Chaps 
came in on Thursday afternoon. They were awesome but we’re about 4 sizes to small.  I 
drove to the closest store still open Thursday night to find new chaps and didn't have 
any luck. Friday morning after I dropped my kids off at school I drove south an hour 
and a half to Nashville IN to find some chaps. In the very first store I stopped at I not 
only found chaps but a coat new helmet and some warm fleece lined neck warmers. 
Boy did they come in handy!  
 
Finally Saturday morning arrived. We put all our gear on and left for our meeting spot. 
When we got there we  saw some friends we met the weekend before so we pulled in 
behind them. We grabbed a coffee an were introduced to everyone we hadn’t met. We 
took off at 8:30am. We rode in two separate groups, about 10 minutes apart from each 
other.  Mic was our leader and Bob was our Sweeper. Saturday we made a few stops for 
breaks, two of which were at Harley dealers. We pulled into our  
hotel around 6pm after a long fun day of riding. Our group of  
about 25 people went to dinner together. This is where we  
really got to know everyone better. Mike and I sat with  
some of the older chapter members. It was awesome to  
hear about past trips they had taken and ones they had  
coming up. One member, Dave, was telling me about  
his upcoming trip to Key West with his wife and  
daughter. I can’t wait to hear all about it when they get  
back. (We spent part of our honeymoon in Key West) 



The next morning KSU was  at 8:00. My goodness it was a chilly 38 degrees but the 
skies were a gorgeous blue without a cloud in the sky.  We road through the windy 
West Virginia mountains. I have never rode in the mountains before and I absolutely 
loved the breathtaking views! We arrived at the Flight 93 memorial around noon. As we 
approached it I immediately felt a rush of emotions.  We started our tour at the lower 
part of the memorial. There were several information boards with pictures of the events 
leading up to the crash. On each board there was a phone number to call that had a 
recording talking  about what the picture was. After looking at all the boards and 
listening to the recordings we walked along the long path beside the field where Flight 
93 went down. The path ended at a large wall with the names of every person from the 
   flight engraved on it. It took me longer than most of our 
   group. A lot of them had previously been on this trip. As I 
   finished reading all the names and started walking back 
   towards the rest of our group I couldn’t hold the tears 
   back any longer. Mike stood with me for a minute before 
   we reached our group. My new friend Jim started talking 
   to me about the memorial and the tears just kept on 
   rolling. Before we left that part of the memorial, Mic 
   asked everyone in our group that is a veteran or active 
   military to do a military salute. What a special moment 
   that was as my husband Mike was included in that salute 
   as a Marine veteran.   



We continued our tour at the visitors center. There is a walkway in the direct flight path 
of where flight 93 flew over.  As we walked down the path there were plaques across 
the ground in chronological order of the times that each tragic event happened that day. 
At the end of the path there is a glass overlook that overlooks the Memorial wall with 
all of the names and the field where Flight 93 went down.  It was a bit crowded the day 
we were there but we managed to get a group photo there.  Unfortunately we were not 
able to go into the visitor center building because it was crowded and the wait to get in 
was to long. Mike and I have already decided this will be a ride we will go on every 
year so hopefully next year we will be able to go in. 
 
As a group we all walked back to our bikes together and  
on the way our military members preformed another  
military salute. As we rode towards the exit of the park  
we stopped at the newest memorial, the tower of voices.   
This is a 93 foot open tower with 40 wind chimes  
throughout the structure representing the 40 passengers  
and flight crew onboard Flight 93. It was not a windy  
day so unfortunately we didn’t hear any of the chimes.  
Maybe we will hear them next year. We all got ready to  
start the rest of our ride for the day and said our  
goodbyes to those in our group who would be going on  
to visit Gettysburg battlefields and other interesting  
places. We grabbed a quick lunch and recalculated our  
route so we wouldn’t be getting in to the hotel too late.   



When we got there we ate a quick dinner and hung out around the fire pit for a little 
while before everyone headed to bed.             
 
The next morning we geared up for a scenic ride home. It was another gorgeous chilly 
but sunny day without a cloud in the sky. Towards the end of the day we made our 
final stop and said goodbye to everyone who would be going separate ways.  
 
 I do believe everything happens for a reason. I was so sad when I made the decision to 
leave the airline industry not only because of the great flight benefits but mostly 
because of the wonderful people and camaraderie among us.     
 
Going on the Flight 93 memorial was such an amazing opportunity! We got to see an 
wonderful memorial and ride with new friends who have become more like family! I 
am in awe of how much everyone made us feel so welcome and like we were part of the 
family! The camaraderie among the members is nothing short of amazing and exactly 
what I was hoping for. When one door closes another one opens.  Since our ride I have 
become a member myself and can’t wait to go on the next ride!! 
  





Aiden Stiff 

Daniel Legere Lori Ellis 





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

Darryl 
LeFevre 

Kevin Sayers 

John Norton 



1. Bill would you please tell me another dog story?  Craig Cassity 
2. You can’t use these, you’ll get a sick sn*tch.  Denny Eash 
3. That’s the best you could do, did you not think of violated vagina?  Chip Sandleben 
4. Swipe left!  Bob King 
5. No nut to butt!  Bob King 
6. It was a Haaaaaawk!  Linda Cassity 
7. RE: Judy avoiding the fall “She nailed the dismount”  Linda Cassity 
8. Rum’s Rew cake.  Meade Van Wyck 
9. That butt camera thing.  Meade Van Wuck 
10. Yay, it’s a Bucket O’ Balls!  Mic Woodrum 
11. I wasn’t sleeping (on the bike), I was just very relaxed!  Diana Eash 
12. I’m okay, I’m okay, I’m okay!  Julie Henshaw 
  









 
 
  
 
 

As the riding season winds down and the leaves start to change colors I have to say that, as 
rough as this year has been, it also has been one of the best.   
 
Coid-19 really put a damper on many of our normal chapter activities and group rides.  Our 
meetings have had to be either via Zoom or outside and so many of the planned rides have 
had to be postponed or cancelled.  Our non riding events have been victims as well…and 
unfortunately our annual Christmas party is the latest one.  Yet as a chapter we still managed 
to continue on and even more importantly, grow.  
 
We have many new members who were able to join us on some of the later rides this year,  
and with new members new friendships are formed.   
 
We were finally able to get some really great rides in recently, as seen in the previous 
articles, and with those rides we have not only reveled in the camaraderie of the our fellow 
HOG members, we have also laughed so hard we could barely breath.   
 
What have I personally gained from this year…other than the dreaded “Covid-19” (which in 
my case is more like the Covid-25)?  I have gained a new appreciation for the resilience we 
have shown as a Chapter and the friendships that have been formed since Bill and I joined 
back in 2015 and look forward to the new ones yet to come.     
 
Namaste and see you on the road! 
 
 


