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A WORD FROM YOUR DIRECTORS 
 

It seems the best laid plans sometimes just don’t happen. 

So, Yes / No – we did not make it to Wing Ding again 

this year. My knee had other plans. Perhaps Wing Ding 

40 will be a better ride anyway. Brad Mohr did get 

headed off to Wing Ding this year and has had an 

interesting trip. Be sure to ask him about it when you see 

him and check out his article below. 

Summer is winding down and we will be going back to our lunch ride schedule 

starting Wednesday Oct 4. Our next Chapter Gathering will be Saturday 

October 7th. We are looking forward to seeing all of you coming back this year. 

 

NEW SPONSOR 

SOUTH COUNTY HONDA 

 

 
 



Welcome to South County Honda as a new sponsor of Chapter FL2-F. We are 

happy and grateful for their support. South County Honda has a great Service 

Department. Their Service Manager is J.R. Rowland. Be sure to stop in or call 

if you have questions about your Wing or need service on any motorcycle. If 

you stop in for parts be sure to mention that you are with FL2-F in Port 

Charlotte 

 

FL2-F INDIVIDUAL OF THE YEAR – BRAD MOHR 

 

MEC NOTES 
 

 RIDE TALES – ON THE ROAD TO WING DING 39: 

I decided last year that I would make my first Wing Ding with a road 

trip taking me to Colorado and then to Dallas.  Estimated total 

distance would be in excess of 5,000 miles – first long road trip for 

me in a while.   I also would be going by myself as Glen Disbrow is 

out with a bad knee– my last hope for a road buddy.  It would be 

only me and my trusty 2006 Goldwing “Rocinante.” 

I made Colorado in 2 ½ days averaging 550 miles a day.  A Goldwing 

is made for burning up miles on the Interstate to make time but I 

was competing with Hurricane Harvey and needed to stay north.  Great thing was that I 

never had to put on rain gear.  But a couple of things happened along the way that were 

both funny yet thought provoking. 

The first involved an incident on I-10W before Pensacola.  I had stopped for a quick 

break and it was a pretty warm ride.  Usually a stickler on riding with a clean 

windshield I had neglected to wipe it down (Honda spray cleaner is awesome) before I 

started the engine.  As I was pulling onto the Rest area exit lane I noticed a sign reading 

“WINDSHIELD WASHER.”  Great!!!  I would pull over and use some water on it.  As I 

rode toward the sign a geyser of water shot across my windshield soaking both me and 

my gear.  The force would have knocked me off the bike if had not been holding the 

handlebars.  Needless to say I got a clean windshield and a good cooling off in the 

process.  This was not the only washer station a I saw at rest areas and avoided them all 

by a wide margin.  It woke me up when it happened. 

The second incident was not so funny.  I dropped my bike at rest area in north Texas.  I 

was on the bike adjusting the navigation system when my right foot slid on gravel and 

the bike started leaning to the right.  It happened in agonizingly slow motion – 



knowing the bike was going over and there was nothing I could do about it.  “S**t!”  I 

knew this is not going to be fun by myself.  I waited for someone to help but to no avail.  

The first time I couldn’t budge it.  I remembered the rules:  back into it, grab the side 

rails, put it in gear, get the kickstand down if possible and slowly walk it upright.  The 

second time got it and like an idiot I had failed to unload the damn bike making the 

whole thing more difficult.  But no celebration yet.  I had earlier left the accessory on 

for the navigation system and now my battery was dead.  “S**t!”  But thanks to Don 

Irgens, I had recently purchased an 8 foot jumper cable set from JC Whitney light 

enough to carry in the bike.  Just two weeks before, Don had jumped Gerry’s bike with 

a set he had built.  A car pulled in to the rest area, I motioned her over and my bike was 

purring in less than five minutes.  Both knowing how to pick up a dropped bike and 

taking advice on emergency gear are only two things I learned in GWRRA that saved 

me a lot of time and aggravation. 

There is no doubt that every road trip is an adventure that takes you places you never 

imagined.  It’s not over yet as there are still 3 days left of Wing Ding 39 here in 

Grapevine, TX.  By the way, Glen Disbrow gave me some great practical advice – ride 

with a water drenched scarf.  It’s like wearing your own personal air conditioner. 

As your Membership Enhancement Coordinator my job is to make your riding 

experience as good as what I am experiencing right now.  Let me know if you have any 

ideas.  You can call me at 571 527-8901 or mohr.bradley@gmail.com   

THIS IS YOUR CHAPTER- GET INVOLVED AND LETS HAVE 

SOME FUN! 

DUES ARE GOING UP 
There are some changes coming from GWRRA as far as dues go. Frankly, I am 

surprised it has taken this long. The changes will be modest especially 

considering the discounts available to you as a member, not to mention all the 

other great activities and educational opportunities we enjoy. 

 

CHECK THE WEBSITE 
I have updated the website and put up a bunch of the pictures that we have 

taken all season. Check it out at http://gwrra-fl2-f.org/2017-events-fun-with-

friends 

 

mailto:mohr.bradley@gmail.com
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CHAPTER GATHERING  
Since almost everyone is traveling or gone to the more northern  climes we have 
decided to suspend the Chapter Gatherings for the summer. There will be no Chapter 
Gathering in June, July, or September.  
 
The September Gathering has been canceled due to Wing Ding. 
  
Our next Chapter Gathering will be this Saturday Oct 7  at the Golden Corral 
Restaurant at 1451 Tamiami Trail in Punta Gorda.  
 
We will have a social breakfast starting at 8 AM then a short update type meeting. 
These are fun casual get-togethers to get everyone up to date on the huge line 
up of new activities and rides. So, no big boring business meeting. 
 

OPEN RIDES THIS SUMMER 
 

Just to be clear, we are still having open rides every Wednesday and Saturday. Meet in 
shopping center parking lot behind McDonalds  24133 Peachland Blvd Port Charlotte. 
Meet 730 AM. Ride leaves parking lot at 800 AM. 
 

CHAPTER TEAM MEETING 
 

Chapter Team Meetings are suspended for the summer as well. The next Chapter Team 
meeting Thursday evening, Sept 28  at 7 PM. Location for the meeting is still 
undetermined. I will send out an email with the location information Monday or 
Tuesday, These meetings are where we do the “chapter business”. 

 

WINGERS AND WAVES CRUISES 
Ladies and Gentlemen: 
 
You’re invited to join your fellow Wingers on one of three WINGERS-N-WAVES cruise 
events at sea for 2018 (Caribbean, Alaska & Europe). WINGERS-N-WAVES is the 
largest cruise event for WINGERS in the world.          
  
In addition, Wing Ding 39 is giving a free cruise for two to the Caribbean at Closing 
Ceremonies. You will have the opportunity to win a 7 day cruise all because of 
GWRRA’s 40th Anniversary! Please stop by the GWRRA Information booth at Wing 
Ding for all of the details of the Collect and Cruise Give-a-way!    
  
For additional information and to reserve your cabin please call (386) 299-7535 and full 

event details please go to: www.wingersnwaves.com –  

tel:(386)%20299-7535
http://www.wingersnwaves.com/


 
 

 



 

 



RIDER EDUCATION 
Pete Siford and Lori Gavin have stepped up to become our 

Chapter Ride Educators. What a great job they have done. 

They have become certified ITCP Instructors so they can train 

us in all the new GWRRA training modules. They presented 

the seminars we were able to put on for you at the Welcome 

Back BBQ in January.  Great Job Guys! 

 

They Wanted you to know the following:  

 

THE UGLY HELMET 
 

Founder’s Story 
 

 

Every day I look in the mirror at my scars that are over ten years old. I remember when 
I couldn’t imagine looking and feeling this way for the rest of my life. I no longer dream 
that at any moment I might wake up from this nightmare and be comfortable in my 
own skin once again. When I look at myself, I am reminded of my mistakes. When I 
touch the thick skin on my hands, I am reminded of how lucky I am to be alive. These 
scars have given my life purpose, but they come with a great responsibility. Earning 
them was the hard part, owning them has become my life’s work. 



It was a beautiful Sunday morning and the air was unseasonably warm for September 
in New Mexico. I was excited to be going on a ride through the Jemez Mountains on the 
back of my new friend Shaun’s GSXR 750. Before we headed out that morning, I had 
shed my favorite cowboy hat in exchange for a borrowed (and very ugly) red 
helmet. I thought nothing of the fact that I had no other protection against the asphalt 
besides that hunk of foam and plastic. I figured that we couldn’t get into a wreck; it 
simply wouldn’t happen to me. I was nearly dead wrong. 

As most of us have been told, motorcycle helmets are made to withstand an otherwise 
deadly impact to the head. When helmets are designed, their main duty is to disperse 
the force from a single crash and then become otherwise obsolete. They are put through 
rigorous testing to ensure they perform this task with certainty. Helmets are rated 
according to their protective abilities and are manufactured by thousands of companies 
all over the world. They range in price from $35 to over $1000, and a popular saying 
suggests the price of your helmet is proportional to the value of your head. They are 
available at every dealership in the country, at specialty shops, and online. Chances are, 
if you ride a motorcycle, you own a helmet. However, not all riders choose to wear their 
helmet on every ride, regardless of the fact that helmets save the lives of countless 
motorcyclists every year. 

 

Shaun and I were going about 120mph when my borrowed, and very ugly, red helmet 
was put to the ultimate test. When I hit the ground, it was as if every breath I had 
ever taken rushed out of me in an instant. I could feel every inch of my body hitting the 
road; tumbling, sliding and grinding into the unforgiving surface. In my helmet, I 
fought to breathe as I gave into the force of the asphalt ripping at my flesh. In a matter 
of seconds, I had come to the conclusion that I was going to die. My eyes were closed as 



I finished tumbling down the highway. Later, the police would tell me I had traveled a 
total of 522 feet. Unimaginable, yes.  Improbable, absolutely. It happened to me. 

I laid there in the road for what seemed like an eternity before emergency help arrived. 
Eternity, as it turns out, is exactly forty five minutes. Every nerve ending in my body 
was on fire; tingling, scorching, stabbing and burning. I had not gone into shock for 
very long, and the adrenaline had worn off almost instantly. Not being able to move 
was the worst of it. I wanted to pull my arm out from underneath me. I wanted to get 
off that hot road. I wanted the sun to stop shining so brightly on my exposed back. I 
wanted everything to just go away. It didn’t go away. I wanted to die, but the people 
who came to my rescue wouldn’t let me give up. I had skinned myself alive and was still 
breathing by the grace of, you guessed it, that borrowed ugly red helmet. 

 

 

My road rash was so severe that my skin was not going to grow back on its own. I had 
lost too much surface area for the doctors to simply suture me together and send me 
home. After the blood loss had been controlled, the skin loss needed to be addressed. I 
was to receive full thickness skin grafts on over 50% of my body. In order to help my 
open wounds heal, the doctors had to cut off a thick layer of healthy skin from my legs 
and place it over my burns, stapling the new skin in place. This was the only way to 
“fix” me. The word painful does not begin to describe the experience, and even ten 
years later the thought of my time in the hospital can turn my stomach at a moment’s 



notice. In the end, it took the doctors two months, three blood transfusions, 31 dressing 
changes, and nine surgeries to put Humpty Dumpty back together again. 

When I was a little girl, my parents did a wonderful job of telling me that beauty comes 
from the inside. They were always reminding me of how smart I was and encouraging 
me that I could be anything I wanted to be. My peers did an even better job of 
convincing me otherwise. Throughout my childhood and adolescent years, I was told 
everyday that being overweight was the equivalent of being ugly, and being ugly was a 
social crime. I was an outcast when it came to my outward appearance, and although I 
never allowed myself to be defined by the views of others, I was greatly emotionally 
affected by their insults. My view of myself was that I would never be good enough 
because of the way I looked. I was capable and willing to make a difference in the 
world, but my personal growth was stunted because I was never accepted as a “full 
package.” 

Near the end of my hospital stay I realized that I was forever changed in many ways. I 
was devastated about my scarred skin, but also thankful to be alive every day. I knew 
that what I had gone through proved I had the strength to survive anything else thrown 
at me in the future. As long as I could walk, talk, and breathe, I was always happy to be 
on this earth and would never take the blessing of good health for granted again. I 
knew that my outward appearance was extremely altered, and not for the better. It took 
me a long to time to accept my new skin and relinquish the hopes that I might one day 
be considered beautiful to the rest of the world. I thought looking the way I did would 
further alienate me, but instead, it opened a door; riders began asking me about my 
scars and I had the opportunity to share my story with many people. 

            

 

Eight months after the day I skinned myself alive, I bought a new sport bike and a 
brand new set of full head-to-coverage gear from ICON Motosports. I learned some 
important things about myself in the months following my return to the hobby that 
almost cost me my life. I learned how strong I really am, and that my parents weren’t 
lying to me when they said I could do anything I wanted. I learned that I never wanted 



to feel the way I did in the hospital again and I could actually do something to prevent 
it. I learned that my appearance was now a tool to encourage riders to choose to wear 
full gear. And I learned that motorcycle safety was an attitude and a choice that I had to 
make every time I went riding. However, the most important thing I came to realize 
was that these lessons were not meant for me alone. I was newly and uniquely made to 
share what I had learned with the world. 

Since this realization, my life and work has been dictated by choices that only help to 
spread my message. In 2006 I wrote a full account of the accident and my experiences 
as a cautionary tale for riders. It was published online and embraced throughout the 
community, and began popping up on forums and websites in over 20 countries. I was 
invited to attend safety conferences and tell my story as a way to show riders what can 
happen and share information on how to help prevent it, and I brought that ugly red 
helmet as a tangible testimony. I was encouraged to do research on protective 
technologies and pursue a path of motorcycle safety education. I received a NAMS 
(National Agenda for Motorcycle Safety) grant to start a national non-profit web 
campaign for protective apparel awareness and education that became a household 
name for many riders. Three-and-a-half years after leaving the hospital, I became a 
certified RiderCoach for the Motorcycle Safety Foundation to teach new and 
experienced riders alike the importance of attitude, skill, protective gear, and lifelong 
learning. I have effectively become the prodigal child of motorcycle safety education 
and protective apparel awareness. 

I did not choose the scars that now adorn my body, but they do represent a matter of 
dire importance to the motorcycle community. So, like a conscious and deliberate 
bumper sticker placed on the back of a rusty pickup truck, I will use my scars as a way 
to get a message to the people who I believe need it desperately. I do not hide my scars, 
nor am I ashamed of them. I will always wear them proudly in the hopes that they stir 
up as much attention as controversial social media posts can. My scars do not define 
me, but they do allow me to take a public stance on an issue I care for deeply. 

I am following the path of motorcycle safety and safety apparel education, 
and it is a constant process that continues to mold me into who I want to 
be. Over the last two years, I fulfilled my desire and dream to work for an envelope-
pushing industry-leading gear manufacturer. Before that, I reached my goal of 
becoming an MSF site manager while simultaneously serving those who serve as a US 
Navy contractor. My entire life since the crash has been dedicated to helping others 
realize that they have the power to change their own lives and never experience what I 
did in 2005. 

I know now that receiving my horrific scars actually makes me best suited for my role 
as a passionate motorcycle safety educator. So, I’ve become thankful for the way I look 
because it empowers me much more than blending into the sea of beautiful bodies on 
bikes ever could. I never would have thought that looking different could earn me 
credibility, respect and opportunity, but here I stand. My scars radiate a message of 



tragedy, survival, and triumph that cannot be denied, replaced or discounted. I’d say 
that makes me quite qualified to do what I do, and do it best. 

I keep that ugly red helmet on a shelf in my bedroom where I can see it every morning, 
and most importantly, every time I get ready to go on a ride. Once upon a time, it was 
available for purchase to anyone who was interested in an ugly red helmet. When put to 
the test, it did exactly what it was made to do: save my life. Now it is beaten and 
broken, but it serves a greater purpose, and that is to share a message with anyone who 
sees it. I suppose I have become like my helmet, and although battered and scarred, it 
is hard to ignore my outward appearance and the message that comes along with it. I 
carry around a story of caution and wisdom and share it with everyone I meet, and will 
continue to share it for the rest of my life. I have been perfectly molded and beautifully 
adorned to serve a purpose, and when put to the test, I will do exactly what I am made 
to do: save lives. 

Brittany Morrow 
Founder, RocktheGear.org 
 
   

CLASSIFIED AD 
Long Time Chapter Member Dallas South is parting out his 1993 Black Gold Wing.. see 
the list below and email him if you can use it. 
 
Parting out A black 93 Gold wing  Black Plastic parts are in fair shape.  
 

Water pump is less than a year old.  
Alternator has less than 500 miles on it, OE Hitachi 
Starter  
Carburetor 
Both mufflers in good shape , Rt side less than 8 yrs old, left original with very little 
rust . Will have photos. 
Rear tire and wheel with NEW FINAL DRIVE in it. 
1 Front tire is mounted with less than 400 miles on it. New wheel bearings 
Have a spare front with about 8k on it, not mounted. 
Utopia back rest. Passenger arm rests 
Other Misc. parts 
 
If interested e-mail is dsouth93asp@gmail.com  
 
I’ll provide photos if you want. 

 

http://l.facebook.com/l.php?u=http%3A%2F%2FRocktheGear.org%2F&h=PAQHEUS-yAQE-MZTMQT6TnWrP0L5b4kYCvCVGnGoI_-k_zw&enc=AZMPVIN1dRBZvQ-FIKWhkr1t0tBpROCzo2MgSzV_5Rk3Ki8_dbVM9e6XKdcGYzZVmoZU9GEjUponWkvrYowZcYREdBxE4ITicWH2jokm-de5XgrRncBGcrjmkRCUkaLT7B3GM8G4jnPvrY1bgZloyxriYLOcZG7_rz_ZiC2-DkFz_rmv9mBHNJiE4_sQsrMwPnk&s=1
mailto:dsouth93asp@gmail.com
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OPEN ROAD OUTFITTERS

 
 
GUESTS:  Guests are welcome on our rides and events, we encourage that. How 

else could you decide if you want to continue to participate?  You can join by contacting me, 

printing out the form on the website and mailing it in or going to www.gwrra.org.  You don’t 

have to own a Gold Wing to belong.   

 
CHANGES TO WEEKLY RIDES:  Changes to the weekly rides may happen from time 

to time due to a great number of different factors. Check the website for the most up to date 

information 

CONTACT INFO: Your Chapter Directors are Glen & Edee Disbrow. Email is 

glen.disbrow@gmail.com and  phone is 206-396-0848.  My address is PO Box 380571 

Murdock, Fl 33938.   

You are receiving this email because you have expressed interest in receiving information from and 

about GWRRA Chapter FL2-F Gulf Coast Wings. If you wish to be removed from the email list send 

an email to glen.disbrow@gmail.com and write “Remove Me” in the subject line and I will remove 

your name from the email list. Your email address is used only for Chapter business and is not given 

to anyone else for any reason 

http://www.gwrra.org/
http://www.gwrra.org/


WHATS GOING ON.  

Come on your bike, Come on your trike, come in your car – just be there! 

Summer Ride Schedule In Effect 
Rides will meet behind the McDonalds in the parking lot of the Peachland Promenade 
Shopping Center 24133 Peachland Blvd, Port Charlotte 33954. Rides meet at 7:30 AM 
Ride leaves at 8 AM unless otherwise noted.  
 
Chapter Gathering Cancelled * For Sept*  Chapter Gatherings have been suspended for 
the summer. We will resume Oct 7. 
 
Saturday Ride. *Saturday Sept 2 *  Ride to Nicolas Wauchula.  Meet at 7:30 AM Ride 
leaves at 8 AM. 
 
Wednesday Ride. *Wednesday Sep 9* - Ride to Olde World in North Port.  Meet at 7:30 
AM Ride leaves at 8 AM 
 
 Saturday Ride. *Saturday  Sep 9 * - Ride to Bob Evans Murdock . Meet at 7:30 AM 
Ride leaves at 8 AM. 
 
Wednesday Ride. *Wednesday Sep 13* - Ride to Spinnaker in Englewood. Meet at 7:30 
AM Ride leaves at 8 AM 
 
Saturday Ride. *Saturday  Sep 16* - Ride to Pioneer in Zolfo Springs . Meet at 7:30 AM 
Ride leaves at 8 AM. 
 
Wednesday Ride. *Wednesday Sep 20* - Ride to Main St America Lake Placid  . Meet at 
7:30 AM Ride leaves at 8 AM.  
 
Saturday Ride. *Saturday Sep 23* - Ride to Island Café Matlacha . Meet at 7:30 AM 
Ride leaves at 8 AM. 
 
Wednesday Ride. *Wednesday Sep 27* - Ride to Family Restaurant in North Port  . 
Meet at 7:30 AM Ride leaves at 8 AM.  
 
Chapter Team Meeting * Thursday Sep 28* at Glen’s house 7 PM.  Meetings are 
primarily for Chapter Officers but all are welcome to attend. 
 
Saturday Ride. *Saturday Sep 30* - Ride to Alva Diner Alva . Meet at 7:30 AM Ride 
leaves at 8 AM 
 
 



 

 



CHAPTER TEAM 
CHAPTER DIRECTOR: 

Glen & Edee Disbrow   206-396-0848   glen.disbrow@gmail.com 

ASST. CHAPTER DIRECTOR: 

Dave & Janet Beuker   616-893-9536   doctorb68@gmail.com  

TREASURER:  

Don Irgens    941-639-6886   dirgens@comcast.net 

MEMBERSHIP ENHANCEMENT 

Brad Mohr    571-527-8901   mohr.bradley@gmail.com 

RIDER EDUCATOR: 

Pete Siford & Lori Gavin  203-706-0139   petesiford@yahoo.com 

ASST RIDER EDUCATOR: 

Glen Disbrow    206-396-0848   glen.disbrow@gmail.com 

RIDE COODINATOR: 

Dave Beuker    616-893-9536   doctorb68@gmail.com 

SUNSHINE: 

Bev Kindred    603-369-0055   bevrog195900@yahoo.com 

 

FLORIDA DISTRICT TEAM 
SENIOR DISTRICT DIRECTORS: 

Bill & Gina Berry   863-860-4484   dd@bwrraflorida.com 

DISTRICT LEADERSHIP TRAINERS: 

Norm & Maggie Van Dame  813-684-1200   ltd@gwraflorida.com 

SENIOR DISTRICT EDUCATORS: 

Rick & Pam Northrup   813-714-1669   de@gwrraflorida.com 

 

FLORIDA DISTRICT TEAM (cont) 
Asst. District Directors: 

Denis Trucotte & Nikki Blaha   305-731*0507    dturcotte@bellsouth.net 

Asst District Educators (South): 

Ray & Claudia Vega    561-704-7378  rvega954@bellsouth.net 

 

SOUTHEAST REGION “A” TEAM 
SENIOR REGION “A” DIRECTORS 

Jim & Sue Jackson    334-297-1719  jack297@bellsouth.net 

REGION “A” RIDER EDUCATION: 

Mike & Mary Coral    803-957-8575  mcgoldwing@gmail.com 

REGION “A” MORORIST AWARENESS COORDINATOR: 

Buddy & Kim Summer    803-924-2851  buddykimsum@gmail.com 

REGION “A” MEMBERSHIP ENHNACEMENT COODINATOR: 

Rick & Madalena Buck    813-943-5231  mec@gwrra-regiona.org 
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