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www.chicksrun.com -- “Women Riding Motorcycles For Charity.”  I found it online, but I found it too late.  I waited eleven months to experience it.  For me, it was more than a chance to ride with 170 women in memory of Connie Nannemann, a woman I’d never met nor heard of, but whom I’m sure was riding with us.  For me, this was a chance to bond with my closest friends – my mother and my daughter, 881 miles worth!

Technically, my first ride was at 4 months, between my folks, on an orange and black ‘51 Hydra Glide.  With her 1st retirement check, my mother, Theresa – ‘Grandma’ – moved from the back of dad’s bike to a brand new hugger. Back in ’01 she shifted from her ‘97 Hugger to a brand new Road King, which she now has 80,000 miles on.  At 17, Morgan has been riding the Hugger for three years, and has sewn on her 10,000-mile patch.  Far behind them, I have only 22,000 miles to show for nine years on my ‘98 Heritage Softail, ‘Shinka’!  Bikes run through my family bloodline, and we ride together every chance.  But this ride was different, for we are three very independent women who had never had such an opportunity to make a trip by ourselves.  Not that we haven’t ridden alone; we do that all the time – just going to town is a 50-mile round trip.  We were anxious to test our collective feminine mettle.

Finally our departure arrived.  Morgan’s volleyball camp was over, Grandma was back from her latest adventure, and my last Historic Tour on the Trolley was done.  We headed North 180 miles to Casper, where the Chick’s Run would begin.   It was Morgan’s desire to ride a bigger bike, so the Hugger stayed in the garage; Morgan rode the Road King.  Grandma left on my Dad’s ‘04 Glacier White Ultra.  Very gracious of him to let us take a bike he’d had for less than a year!

At registration, we met Kim & Amy, founders and organizers of the Chick’s Run. Immediately, we knew we belonged to this group of riding women.

For such a special occasion, Morgan and I surprised Grandma with out first ever stay at a Bed & Breakfast, the Ivy House Inn.  We soaked in the hot tub, relaxing while talking to owner Tom about the history of his home and city.  Late that evening, two more Chick’s Run ladies joined us.  For breakfast, Kathy presented a sumptuous egg and sausage pie with delicious homemade muffins.  

We packed up the bikes to join our cause, giving Tom the camera, for a picture of us with the bikes and the house.  When we didn’t show up out front, Tom returned to the parking area where he found our only crisis of the trip.  Backing the Ultra out, the ground had moved too far away from Grandma’s foot and the Ultra lay parallel to the pavement.  Before helping us lift the bike, Tom generously took our requested picture: the bike, the house & us!  We barely made the escorted parade out of Casper, but we were there!

At Kaycee, Morgan confiscated my Shinka!  She likes my Sampson Double-Barrel Shotguns, custom extended by MAD Cyclez.  For the next day, I found myself riding the Ultra, letting Grandma enjoy her Road King for a change (different from most of her riding, with trailer in tow).  In Buffalo we were once more escorted through town. I later met a woman who had watched this parade – I gave her a ride home from work – I think one day she will join our parade.  After lunch with bikes and women all around, Morgan overwhelmed her elders with her youthful enthusiasm, and we frolicked in the park.

We arrived early at the Story scenic turnout; the bikes rolled in for what must have been 15 minutes.  To make sure we would be able to see ourselves in the panoramic photo, parked in the back row, we elders enlisted Morgan’s cheerleading skills and had her stand on the seat of the Road King.  

From Story to Sheridan, our group was escorted one last time, and from our place in line, there could be seen neither beginning nor end of the rolling bikes.  Great photo op!  Riding along, I found I could snap shots above my head.  We now have pictures of both ends of a Glacier White Ultra!

In Sheridan, we drew our last poker cards, and my Queen high straight, was beat by four aces.  We swam, had our photo taken in front of the trolley, listened to music.  We spoke to women, who like ourselves, love to ride. Morgan was named youngest rider, and we received certificates and prizes acknowledging three generations of riding women. Appropriately, the prizes we received were tools – empowering! We called it an early evening, knowing the next day held a long ride home.

Always searching for new history, we began our morning by visiting the Historic Kendrick Mansion, then took advantage of the trip home to do some ABCing.  We started by going to Montana, then stopped at a favorite family fishing spot in Dayton.  As avid CJ Box fans, we were determined to visit Saddlestring.  Named for the still active HF Bar Ranch Post Office, Saddlestring is now a dude ranch.  Two things happened as we left I-25 behind us: the pavement disappeared and I got lost!  At the T, we turned right (having left my map at home, I tried to visualize the image I had studied so often on my computer screen – Saddlestring is so small it isn’t even on a Wyoming map!)  After riding straight onto a private ranch, we decided we’d better ask for directions: we can do that – we are women.  No one was home at the first house.  Before reaching the second house, we found ourselves in thick, large gravel.  We could not count the number of white tail deer we saw along the road, so close we could see spots fading on the fawns.  There were antelope, a few cows, two camels and a dead bull snake.  The last thing I expected to see as we approached the house was the black Ultra parked in the drive!  

Pointed in the right direction, we wound up riding 26 miles of gravel, averaging 20 mph.  I was told the Post Office would be the 2nd door on the right.  All within sight of said Post Office, I managed to get lost four more times!  The road was blocked in front of the Post Office, but the neighborly people of Saddlestring invited us to bring the bikes.  I had to back Shinka down (literally) the gravel path to park in front of the only (TINY) sign to be found bearing the name Saddlestring.   But with the sunlight shining through the trees and washing out the sign, I fear ABC officials will not accept our fabulous adventure.  We did learn that ours were not the first Harleys seen in Saddlestring.  Once, long ago, two men had arrived on Harleys.  But I’d lay money we have the only ABC from Saddlestring!

Arriving back in Buffalo at six, we decided a room was our best choice: a mere 30 miles from where we woke up that morning!  Riding to dinner, Morgan chose the Ultra, Grandma rode Shinka, and I found myself on the Road King.  When we parked, we laughed as we ran a Chinese Fire Drill, rushing to lock the bike we had keys for!  In the morning we set our sights on Ucross: population 25.  This time we enjoyed 30 miles of bike-unfriendly road construction!  Our ABCing led us to Glenrock, where we fueled, before making a wild goose chase looking for the non-existent town of Orpha – to the tune of 44 miles.   While the wind played havoc on Shinka from Douglas home, the rest of the trip was relatively quick.  It was time to return to our regularly scheduled lives.  

Morgan had discovered she likes Grandpa’s sound system, but having ridden the Ultra from Buffalo, in Cheyenne she asked if she could ride Shinka once more.  I stopped her 24 miles later at the mailbox, suggesting that Grandpa would not believe she had ridden the Ultra if he didn’t see it.  Her response was that she couldn’t ride the Ultra on the mile of gravel to Grandpa’s house, but she jumped on and was gone before I could mount up.  Both Grandpa and TJ (the black cocker that always rides the Ultra) were surprised to see it wasn’t Grandma returning the bike!  I hope Grandpa felt that seeing his only granddaughter riding his bike was enough to make up for us having been absent on Father’s Day. 

For this one weekend, we three experienced what we always knew: we are capable of self-sufficiency.  But more than that, these cherished bonding memories will be ours forever.  Having proven ourselves, the three of us took a vote, and decided next year, if our dads & husbands want to ride (behind the Chick’s Run trailer!) we’d be proud to have them see us riding with this exceptional group of women.
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