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  Directors Report 
  

 

Yikes – has anyone been out in the wind? I guess we can’t complain too much, since the weather has 

been beautiful lately…..too bad it can’t stay this way until April! Elections are next meeting, and 

there is still plenty of time to get on the ballot if you are interesting in holding an office. The meeting 

has been moved to Saturday at 1 pm to make it easier to attend. See you there! 

 

 

 Secretary’s Report/Chapter Minutes 
   

October 8
th

, 2010 

 

Call to Order 

Director Kay Brewster called the meeting to order at 6:00 PM with 13 members and 1 guest present. 

Secretary 

Motion to approve the September minutes as printed. Motion made by Myrna Zanatta, seconded by Steve Trumblee. 

Motion carried. 

Assistant Director  

Attended State H.O.G rally meeting in Ames, Ia. on October 2
nd

, 2010. She reported that the 2011 

state rally will be in Pella on July 15 & 16
th

, 2011. The host hotel will be the Hotel Amsterdam in 

Pella. The rally for 2012 will be in Des Moines on June 14 – 16
th

.  Motion was made by Randy Ellis 

to pay mileage for one H.O.G member to attend the State Rally meeting. Seconded by Sandy 

Evanson. Motion carried. 

Treasurer 

Randy Ellis gave the Treasurer’s report with a balance of $1451.17. 

Membership Officer 

Randy Ellis reported that we have 74 current members.  

Activities Officer 

October 10, 2010, Leaf ride, meet at Go America in Marquette at 10:30am ride at 11:00am. Destination is Stumpy’s in 

Rushford, Mn.  

November 13
th

, Chapter meeting on Saturday at the Yamaha Shop in Waukon. Election of Officers for 2011. 

November 14
th

, Sunday lunch at the Chinese Kitchen in West Union, Ia. everyone just to meet there around 1:00pm. 

December, No meeting 

December 4
th

, Pizza night at TJ’s in Monona, Ia. Meet around 5:30pm.  

December 31
st
, Mileage contest ends! (Top 10 to receive awards only) 

January 22
nd

, 2011, Meeting to be held at the Christmas party at Jodi’s Americana Grill in Monona, Ia. Cocktails at 

5:30pm. With supper at 6:30pm. 

Liaison 



Chris Rausch was present to inform chapter of the upcoming Chili/Soup Cook-off benefit on Saturday October 30
th

, 2010 from 11am to 2pm. 

This cook-off open to everyone. Proceeds to be given to the local food shelf. Daryl Hinton informed the chapter on the Toys for Tots Ride. 

Eighteen bikes participated with stops at Greasers in Guttenberg, Fast Trac in Elkader and Cenex Convenience store in  Clermont. Daryl also 

brought in new products for the chapter to check out.  

LOH Absent. 

Head Road Captain 

Nothing to report   

Safety 

Nothing new to report 

Editor 

Keep sending articles and pictures for the newsletter. 

Director 

Nominations for 2011 Officers: 
Director: Steve Trumblee 

Assistant Director: Myrna Zanatta and Ron Brewster 

Secretary: Jan Ellis 

Treasurer: Randy Ellis 

Membership Officer: Randy Ellis 

Activities Officer: Sandy Evanson 

Liaison: Daryl Hinton 

Road Captains: Randy Evanson,  Rick (Z) Zanatta, and Al Adney 

Editor: Jim Hyde 

Safety Officer: Jean Kane 

LOH Officers: Lynn Jaster, Susan Loeb and Gerri Winkler. 

Door Prize won by Randy Evanson 
Next Meeting 1:00 PM Saturday November. 13

th
, 2010 

Motion to adjourn meeting by Randy Evanson, seconded by Ron Brewster, Motion carried. 

Meeting adjourned 6:52 pm. 

 

Respectfully submitted, 

Jan Ellis, Secretary 

 The Great Cajun Adventure  (A ride documentary by Steve Trumblee) 
 

          On Sunday Sept. 12
th
, while on a HOG ride at the Manchester Pizza Ranch, Bernie Jaster asked me if I’d 

be interested in a week long motorcycle trip to Louisiana via the Nachez Trace with him and his son Doug, and 

Al Adney.  He said he wanted to find some real Cajun food and see what Alligator tasted like.  I asked him 

when he wanted to go and he advised Saturday the 18th.  I told him I’d like to go but I’d have to check my 

schedule and get back to him.  I think its a rule that retired guys have to say that, otherwise people might think 

we don’t have anything to do.  Since I do work part time, I can say it with a clear conscience, however in my 

case it also means I have to get the wife to go along with this.   

          Bernie called Tuesday night and said his vacation was approved and I said my schedule was clear. 

(meaning the wife said OK).  We agreed to all meet at the Guttenberg Pronto Saturday morning at 7:30AM.  

Over the next three days I packed and repacked, tossing out items until I got down to what would fit in both 

saddlebags.   

          Saturday morning came and the weather was not ideal.  It had rained overnight and everything was wet.  

The rain had quit but the radar showed another storm on a collision course with our route.  I put the rain suit on 

before leaving.  I knew Bernie would be there early so I left home at 6:35 AM.  I drove through rain just south 

of Garnavillo and arrived in Guttenberg at 7:00 AM.  Within about 5 minutes Bernie, Doug and Al showed up.  

They topped off with gas, put on their rain gear and we pulled out at 7:15 AM headed south.  We rode in rain 

all the way to Galesburg, Illinois, where we stopped for gas about 10:30 AM.  Then the rain stopped, the sun 

came out and it got hot.   

          We kept to the Interstate all the way through Illinois, stopping once for gas in Arcola. You don’t get to 

experience much from the interstate but its great for putting miles behind you.  We crossed the Ohio River into 



Kentucky over one very big bridge.  It must be 3/4ths of a mile long with two big arches.  We rode into 

Paducah, Kentucky, about 6 PM with 539 miles behind us.  We found a Comfort Inn with a pool and a hot tub.  

A really excellent Chinese buffet was only about a half mile from the motel.  I ate way too much.  Back at the 

motel we all took advantage of the hot tub. Doug’s knee was bothering him and the hot tub seemed to help.  It 

would be the last one we would find for the entire trip.  Apparently hot tubs aren’t very popular in the south.  I 

guess if you live and work in the heat all day, the last thing you want to do is sit in a big tub of hot water at 

night. 

          Day 2, Sunday, dawned bright and sunny.  We left about 7 AM and headed east from Paducah to an area 

called “Land Between the Lakes”.  Its a park-like strip of land about 50 miles long situated between two long 

lakes named Kentucky Lake and Lake Barkely.  It stretches down into Tennessee.  A scenic highway called 

“The Trace” runs down the middle of it.  Its a curvy, smooth road with lots of overhanging trees and gave us a 

beautiful morning ride into Tennessee.  On Hwy 49 about 6 miles east of Dover, TN, there was a little old barn 

that sat only about a foot off the edge of the highway.  I can’t believe somebody hasn’t run into it over the 

years.  You can see it for yourself if you bring up Dover, TN on Google Maps Streetview and drag the little 

man icon east along Hwy 49 and drop him about ½ mile east of Albert Glasgow Rd. 

          We saw a field of tobacco along here, (my first) and an old barn that was completely wrapped in black 

plastic from top to bottom with smoke or steam coming out the top.  I don’t know what they were doing in 

there.  A truckload of sawdust was heading that way so it apparently had something to do with the process.  I 

was amazed at how many small churches we saw in this area.  There was one every couple of miles.   

     We stopped for gas at Fairview, TN, and arrived at the north end of the Natchez Trace Parkway about noon.  

For those who don’t know what that is, its a 500 mile long National Park highway that follows the old Nachez 

Trace trail between Nashville, Tennessee and Nachez, Mississippi.  Access is limited to just a few points along 

it at major highways.  You are pretty isolated from the rest of the world when you are on it.  No houses, no 

billboards, no advertising, just trees.  No commercial vehicles are allowed so all you see are cars, motorcycles 

and a surprising number of bicycles.  There are short wooden mileposts every so often to let you know where 

you are. 

          We entered the Trace at Hwy 96 where it has one of the biggest land bridges I’ve ever seen.  The bridge 

has two big arches under it about 150 feet high and stretches about 500 yards over a valley.  (you can see this 

on Google Streetview too)  We drove under it first and of course we had to stop and take pictures before we 

got up on it.  It is very impressive from underneath.  We crossed it northbound and took pictures from the 

overlook at the north end and then headed south on the Trace.  When you are crossing the bridge it seems 

really high.  No stopping is permitted on it so the only picture I got was from a moving motorcycle.  

          I saw my first road killed armadillo about 20 miles down the Trace, laying along the left shoulder.  A 

turkey vulture was about 5 feet away from it on the ditch side, sneaking up on it on foot.  I didn’t know 

vultures stalked their prey.  That was actually the only direction he could approach from without any danger of 

getting hit by a car.  Smart critters those vultures.   

I also learned something about armadillos on this trip.  I learned they get hit by cars a lot.  Around 

home, deer and raccoon are the usual road kills.  In the south it seemed to be armadillos.  I also learned they 

range over a lot larger territory than I thought.  I always thought they were mostly in the deep south.  I saw the 

first road killed one in Tennessee and continued to see them during the trip with the last one being in Missouri 

about 50 miles west of St. Louis.   

          About and hour and a half down the Trace we arrived at where Meriwether Lewis is buried near the 

junction of Hwy 20.  We stopped there to see his monument and the foundation of the cabin where he was shot 

and killed in 1809 at the age of 35.  Apparently there was a mystery at the time as to whether it was suicide or 

murder.  (he was shot twice)  Part of the original trace can still be seen there.  It was a great piece of history 

and was neat to see.  There are parts of the original Trace still visible at a few locations along the route but this 

was the only one we stopped at.  The temperature was hot, in the high 90’s.  We continued southbound, getting 

off the Trace at Collinwood, TN, for food and gas at about 3 PM.   The station/Subway store was full of 

motorcycles and the pumps were blocked with bikes.  Apparently there was a local benefit ride going on and 

this was one of their stops.  We decided to eat first and wait for the bikes to clear out around the pumps.  After 

we got our food and sat down, I noticed the three guys at the next table got up and went out to their bikes, 

which turned out to be the ones blocking the pumps.  Apparently they got gas earlier, went inside to pay and 

decided to eat before they moved their bikes.  @$$holes.  I had a nice conversation with a few local bikers 

who couldn’t believe we rode motorcycles all the way from Iowa.  You’d have thought we had ridden down 

from Alaska or something.  They seemed to think it was a huge accomplishment.  



          Getting back on the Trace, we headed south across the northwest corner of Alabama, where we saw our 

first cotton fields, and rode into Mississippi.  We ended the day at Tupelo, Mississippi, about 6 PM with 

another 342 miles behind us.  We found a Comfort Inn Suites with an Outback Steakhouse right across the 

street.   What more could you ask for. 

          Day 3, Monday, was also sunny and hot.  We left Tupelo about 7:00 AM, getting back on the Trace.   

We pulled into a rest area about 8:30 and Doug asked if my headlight was switched off.   I told him that it 

didn’t have a switch and must be burned out.  I had a spare bulb in my tour pac, so I changed it right there in 

about 5 minutes (okay maybe 10).  At about 9:30 we pulled into a place called French Camp, Mississippi, 

which has a historic village consisting of old buildings, log cabins, log museum, log gift shop and log cafe 

operated by the French Camp Christian Academy.  We spent about 2 hours there touring everything.  The lady 

running the museum was in her 80’s and had graduated from the Academy as a young girl.  She was a lot of 

fun to talk to.  I bought a 2 ft tall, chain saw carved bear at the gift shop and shipped it home.  (it arrived with 

the ears broken off, they shipped it upside down)  We ate at the log cafe and got back on the Trace about noon. 

          We got off the Trace near Jackson and went over to Vicksburg, Mississippi, to see a Civil War 

battlefield and museum.  We spent the afternoon touring a Civil War museum and the battlefield, which still 

has all the cannons in place.  We toured the semi-restored ironclad “USS Cairo” which was sunk during the 

war.  The ship is a really neat exhibit that you can see online if you Google it. We found a Comfort Inn Suites 

in Vicksburg and stopped for the night with 227 miles on for the day.  Not bad, considering that we spent a lot 

more time sightseeing than riding.  I noticed that after we left the Trace we stopped seeing motorcycles on the 

road.  Apparently it was too hot for everybody else. 

 Day 4, Tuesday, dawned sunny and hot (as usual).  We again left about 7:00 AM.  We headed south 

from Vicksburg on the Great River Road.  We crossed the Louisiana line about 9:00 AM.  We stopped for gas 

about 10 miles into Louisiana at a fairly large Texaco station that looked modern on the outside.   Looks can be 

deceiving, as it had no bathroom, just a porta-potty set up outside.  But the potty was a really pretty purple and 

yellow.  It made an interesting photo. 

          We reached the north end of the Lake Pontchartrain Causway at about 11:30 AM.  The toll was only $3 

which I thought was reasonable.  Its about 30 miles across the causeway to New Orleans.  You can’t see the 

shore from out there.  It would not be advisable to be out there on a windy day.  We rode off the causeway into 

New Orleans about noon and rode down past the Superdome.  Its impressive but the access is poor.  It must 

take hours to get the traffic in and out of there on game day.  From there we rode down Canal Street to 

Bourbon Street.  Canal street is beautiful with bright red street cars running in the median and palm trees lining 

the street.  Traffic is congested down there.   

At about 12:45 we turned onto Bourbon Street only to find ourselves in the middle of a traffic jam.  

We sat for about 5 minutes before things started moving.  We parked in an empty parking space and walked a 

bit within the block, not wanting to get out of sight of our bikes.  It looked just like I had seen on TV, with the 

narrow street and tall old buildings with ornate balconies, open doors and shops everywhere.  There was just 

an energy about the place.  I took a picture of a sidewalk statue that was actually a guy in a top hat and coat,  

painted silver, who could stand really still for a long time.  I don’t know how he kept from passing out from 

the heat. 

After about 10 minutes, a chubby cop (okay he was fat) came by on a motor scooter that looked way 

too small for him and told us we had to move.  I hadn’t seen any no parking signs but we got back on the bikes 

and pulled out.  In the middle of the block about 100 ft ahead of us I spotted 2 signs on the same pole that you 

needed binoculars to read.  They said “No Parking 4 PM to 6 AM” and “No Parking Freight and loading Zone 

6 AM to 4 PM”.  That doesn’t leave much time when you can park there.  That explained the cop.  There were 

at least a dozen other vehicles, including two motorcycles, parked along that 2 block section.  He didn’t seem 

to mind them being there.  Personally, I think he was just jealous of our big Harleys, since he had to ride a 

skateboard with a seat.  We made our way out of “N’awlins” as the locals called it, and headed southwest 

along the gulf coast.  I was glad to be out of the city.  There was just too much traffic for me.   

            We rode over to Lafayette, Louisiana, riding through a lot of Bayou country on elevated roadways.  I 

got some nice photos of moss covered trees.  We stopped at some friends of Al’s named Dennis and Monica  

in Youngsville.  They told us where there were good places to stay around Lafayette. (and which areas to 

avoid.)  They directed us over to a Holiday Inn Express in Scott, (suburb of Lafayette) which happened to be 

right next to a Harley dealer.  (he was closed, darn it) We checked in with 369 miles for the day.   The girl 

behind the desk was very nice but she had a thick Louisiana accent that I absolutely could not understand.  She 

could understand me just fine, but I had to have her repeat what she said at least 3 times and still could only 

pick up a word or two.  She probably thought I was either deaf or senile.  Dennis and Monica gave us a ride 



out for supper at a Cajun Buffet in Lafayette.  The food was excellent  They had fried chicken, frog legs, fried 

shrimp, boiled shrimp, crab, catfish, huge onion rings, boudin, gumbo, numerous foods I didn’t recognize and 

yes, Alligator.  It was the first time I had tried Alligator and it was good.  Its a white meat that looks a lot like 

chicken but is chewy like turtle.  They had cut it in small pieces and deep fried it in a batter.  It looked like 

popcorn chicken or popcorn shrimp.  It was a feast to remember.   I certainly remember the price anyway.  

$19.95 plus $2.00 for a fountain soft drink, plus tax and tip.  I know meals cost more in the city, I had just 

forgotten how much more. 

 Day 5, Wednesday, we left Scott about 7 AM, heading southwest toward the Gulf Coast.   We rode 

past some cemeteries that had the concrete vaults right at ground level or slightly above with 6” thick concrete 

lids on them.  I took several photos of them  We ran into rain about 10 AM and had to put the rain suits back 

on, but we were through it in an hour or so.  Many places along the coast are still devastated 5 years after the 

hurricane.  This area was hit hard by Rita a month after Katrina.  Many empty slabs sit where houses once 

stood.  A lot of campers have been moved in.  We rode by a brand new brick high school in South Cameron 

that is 3 stories high and is built on columns.  You can see completely through the 1
st
 floor like a parking lot.  

A few new homes have been built.  Most are on stilts at least 15 feet high.  We took a ferry to get across the 

intercoastal canal at Cameron.  With a one dollar toll per vehicle, they must be subsidized by the state.  While 

waiting for the ferry to depart I saw a large boat go by with 2 dolphins jumping in front of it in the bow wake. 

 At Holly Beach we pulled in under a stilt house to get out of a brief rain storm that blew through.  

When the rain let up we walked about a hundred yards over to the beach.  The waves were crashing ashore, 

pushed by a stiff south wind.  The water was a muddy brown and not inviting at all.  I don’t know if it was 

from the weather or if its always like that.  I would not have even considered swimming in it.   

We could see numerous oil rigs offshore about a mile or so.  It was raining out there so we couldn’t 

see much more than a mile.  It looked like the rain was coming our way so we decided we’d better get riding if 

we didn’t want to get wet.  It was slightly after noon when we turned north away from the coast at Holly Beach 

and began the 1400 mile trip home.  We spotted a young woman tossing a net into the water right along the 

road.  We stopped to find out what she was doing.  Bernie asked her if she was trying to catch crab.  She said 

she was “shrimpin, it was shrimpin’ season”.  She caught a couple while we watched.  The shrimp were very 

translucent little creatures and were not the orange color we are used to seeing after they have been cooked.  I 

tried my hand at throwing the net a couple of times but could not get it to open up. I thought afterwards that it 

was a good thing the Game Warden didn’t drive by because I probably needed a license to do that.  Bernie 

asked her if there were alligators along here that we might see.  She said it was alligator season and the gators 

were all hiding. She thought we might see some up in the refuge. 

 Riding a few more miles north we entered the Sabine National Wildlife Refuge.  A couple of places 

along here they’ve built decks and a walkway so you can get out into the swamp.  We stopped at one of these 

and took pictures in front of the Refuge sign.  We discovered a big fat alligator just below the deck, laying in a 

hole he had made for himself.  He looked very well fed.  A smaller one was floating a few feet behind him.  He 

laid there quietly, not moving, a few inches from shore.  He made a really loud hiss when Doug and I got a 

little too close taking his picture.  It was a sound I’d never heard before & really don’t care to hear again.  

Bernie was standing a few feet away and said the gator’s back swelled way up when he made that hiss. I didn’t 

see it since I was looking through the view finder at his head.  Some locals came by with a package of meat 

they had brought to feed him.  (in front of a big sign that said “Do Not Feed the Alligators”)  They tossed a few 

steak-sized pieces of meat to him.  That brought him to life.  He grabbed every piece as soon as it hit the water.  

They tossed some just out of his reach on shore and he came out of the water really quickly to grab it.  Talk 

about wolfing down your food.  Gators don’t bother to taste their food.  I reflected on how close I had been 

taking his picture and wondered if he got so fat from dining on tourists who get too close taking pictures.   

A local man stopped to chat with us.  He had a cooler full of shrimp in the back of his pickup that he 

was happy to show us.  He said he had caught them this morning.  He related an encounter with the Game 

Warden the day before that cost him $225 and 3 coolers full of shrimp.   

  We rode north a few more miles and stopped for gas in Sulpher, LA.  When I walked into the station I 

saw a huge home-made, open top, chest cooler about waist high, 8 feet long and 2 feet wide, chock full of ice 

and single cans of beer.  It was right next to the checkout, all ready to grab a cold one and go.  I had to take a 

picture of it.  These people take their beer drinkin’ seriously.   I also couldn’t believe how many drive-through 

Daiquiri shops we saw in Louisiana.  Cajun’s love their alcohol.  I was also surprised by how many  homes 

didn’t have a garage.  They either parked their cars outdoors or had a carport.  Even some very expensive 

homes only had a carport. 



I also noticed that everywhere we went, people looked up from what they were doing to watch us.  I 

don’t know if they don’t see many motorcycles down there or what.  Maybe they don’t see four of them 

together very often.  Or maybe they were thinking “look at those four fools riding in this heat”.  We continued 

up the west side of Louisiana to Natchitoches where we stopped for the night with another 312 miles behind 

us.  We ate at a restaurant across the street where again I couldn’t understand the girl who waited on us.   To 

give you an idea what she sounded like, try talking while holding onto your tongue, with a walnut in your 

mouth.  Some of these people don’t know the meaning of the word enunciate. 

 Day 6, Thursday, we left Natchitoches about 7 AM heading north up Hwy 9.  We found the spot where 

Bonnie and Clyde were shot and killed May 23,1934, along Hwy 154 about 8 miles south of Gibsland, 

Louisiana.  A stone monument sits along side the road.  Souvenir hunters have chipped away at it so much its 

not completely readable around the outer edges anymore.  We stopped at the Bonnie and Clyde museum in 

Gibsland and took a tour.  The old guy running the museum was named L J. “Boots” Hinton.  His dad was 

Deputy Sheriff Ted Hinton, who was one of the six Officers that shot Bonnie and Clyde.  He was very 

interesting to talk to.  I could have spent more time there but we had miles to put on.  Doug’s knee had been 

slowly getting worse all week and now was really swelled.  We decided that we would stop sight seeing and 

head straight for home, which was still some 900 miles away. 

 We headed north and about 11:30 AM crossed the Arkansas border at Junction City.  Northern 

Louisiana and southern Arkansas seemed very poverty stricken.  There were many boarded up houses and 

businesses.  Homer, Louisiana, seemed particularly hard hit with closed businesses.  We stopped for the night 

at a Comfort Inn in Hot Springs, Arkansas with another 260 miles behind us.  Bernie had a rattle coming from 

the back of his bike he wanted to find and discovered that the end cap on his muffler was loose.  A quick turn 

of a wrench and no more rattle. 

 Day 7, Friday, we left Hot Springs about 7 AM and headed up scenic Hwy 7.  Its a very smooth road 

but its really curvy.  We followed 3 log trucks that took the curves faster than we did.  They obviously knew 

the road well.  It took us up through the Ouachita National Forest and the Ozark National Forest.  A light rain 

forced us to put the rain suits back on.  We stopped for gas at Dardanelle and while in the station, the clouds 

opened up with rain so hard you could barely see a block.  My grandmother would have called it a “toad 

strangler”.  We waited under the canopy, watching the water rise around us.  The area at the pumps was 

slightly higher that the rest of the driveway so our feet were dry but there was 4 inches of water all around us.  

After about an hour the rain quit and we had to ford the stream to get back on the highway.   We stopped at the 

Cliff House at the “Grand Canyon” of the Ozarks and took a few pictures.  We took our rain suits off here.  

Doug needed his highway peg tightened up so it took about 5 minutes to do that.   

We crossed into Missouri about 1:30 PM.  We rode past Branson to Springfield and took Interstate 44 

eastbound.  Stopping for gas at Rolla about 4PM we got into the middle of rush hour traffic.  We spent a good 

10 minutes trying to get back on the interstate.  We rode another 21 miles to Cuba and turned north.  I saw the 

last road killed armadillo along this stretch.  We stopped for the night at New Florence, Missouri, at the Clark 

Plaza Super 8 motel, with another 428 miles behind us.  A restaurant was right next door where I had my only 

steak of the trip.  They had live music. (country of course)  It was really nice to be back up where I could 

understand the language. 

 Day 8, Saturday, dawned as another sunny morning, but it was cool.  We left New Florence at about 

7:00 AM, heading up Hwy 19.  A few miles north at Montgomery City, a sign advertised the cheapest gas I 

had seen the whole trip at $2.41 a gallon for 89 octane.  (It had averaged around $2.59 most places across the 

south).  We were full so we didn’t stop. We stayed on Hwy 61 four lane all the way to Iowa.   We crossed the 

Iowa line at about 9:30 AM and could see threatening skies ahead.  We stopped for gas at North Liberty and 

had to put our rain suits back on, as it started to rain.  We had to wear them the rest of the way home.    

 I arrived home Saturday afternoon with 2906 miles on the trip meter.  We accomplished Bernie’s 

mission of finding cajun food and tasting Alligator.  It was a great, trouble free trip.  The tools only came out 

three times and then only for a few minutes for minor things.  It will be something I’ll look back on with fond 

memories.  I’m not sure how fondly Doug will remember it, since his knee was hurting him throughout the 

trip.  He had surgery on it the day after we got back.  I took over 300 pictures, mostly from the back of the 

bike.  (Digital cameras really hold a lot of photos.)  For those interested in what a trip like this costs, I only 

spent $182 for gas, which was less that $23 per day and about 6 cents a mile. My food/snacks/beverages cost 

about $200, but I ate well and it would be easy to get by for less.  We split motels expenses.  My share was 

about $215. (Bernie’s government ID got us discounts at every single motel)  I thought it was pretty cheap for 

8 days on the road.   
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 2010 Activities Schedule 
   

November 
13...meeting(elections) Meeting will be at the Yamaha Shop in Waukon at 1:oopm 
14..Sunday Lunch at the Chinese Kitchen in West Union, IA.  Just meet there at 1:00pm 
 December 
4...Pizza Night at TJ’s in Monona, IA. Meet around 5:30pm 
NO DECEMBER MEETING 
January 
14...JAN MEETING WILL BE HELD AT THE CHRISTMAS PARTY. 
22...Christmas Party AT Jodi’s Americana Grill in Monona, Ia, Cocktails at 5:30pm, 
dinner at 6:30pm 

 

 

 

 

 

2010 Chapter Officers 
      
          

Director..................Kay Brewster 
Ass’t Director.........Myrna Zanatta 
Secretary................Jan Ellis 
Treasurer................Randy Ellis 
Road Captains Randy Evanson(head road captain, Z, Gary 
Gissel 
Activities ...............Sandy Evanson 
Safety ...................Steve Trumblee 

Photographer # 1...Everyone 
LOH ...Lynn Jaster, Myrna Zanatta, Linda Sires,  
Sandy Evanson 
Membership...........Randy Ellis 
Liaison....................Daryl Hinton 
Editor...................…Ron Brewster 
 

 

Ron Brewster / Editor 
22881 Oak Hill Dr 
Spring Valley, MN 55975 ronald344@centurytel.net 
507-346-2325 
If you have any good stories and or pictures you would like to have in the newsletter, please send them to me.  I need them by the 
25

th
 of the month to get into the next months newsletter.  I would also like to start a swap/shop in the newsletter, so if you have 

anything (motorcycle related) lying around that you would like to get rid of, let me know. 
 
This newsletter is published by the Northeast Iowa Chapter of Harley Owners Group, Chapter # 1450. Harley-Davidson 
Inc, Waukon Harley-Davidson, and the Northeast Iowa HOG Chapter make no claims to the accuracy of the material 
presented in this newsletter. Copyright 1996 by the Northeast Iowa Chapter of Harley Owners Group. 
Material from this newsletter may only be reprinted without permission in other Harley Owners Group newsletters or 
publications. All other users must obtain authorization of the Northeast Iowa HOG Chapter. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Ron Brewster 

Editor, Northeast IOWA H.O.G. 

Waukon Chapter 

22881 Oak Hill Dr. 

Spring Valley, MN 55975 

“ronald344@centurytel.net” 

 

XXX 2010 
 


