
Allegheny Mountain Chapter 

Newsletter 

December 1, 2022 

 

“Just grab a friend and take a ride together upon the open road” ~ A 

Goofy Movie 

Welcome to the Allegheny Mountain Chapter August, September, October and November 2022 

Newsletter. My name is Glenn Lynch, and I generate the Allegheny Mountain Chapter’s 

Newsletter.  I would appreciate your help with articles, pictures, or any miscellaneous information 

that our motorcycle community should be aware of.  If you have anything you would like to add 

to the newsletter, please email me at  panhead_48@comcast.net.   

Newsletter Editor Note: 

A big thank you to Todd Mickinak, Jason Zerbini, Nicole Lynch, Ian Lucas, and Dave 

Leukhardt, Bill Hubert, and Allan Osterwise for their submissions to the newsletter. 

 

mailto:panhead_48@comcast.net


President’s Message 

President’s Message  

 

 

Hello Allegheny Mountain Chapter Members, 

 

Another motorcycle riding season has once again come to a conclusion.  It was a good year for the 

Allegheny Mountain Chapter members to get their vintage bike(s) out and enjoy riding with other 

like-minded enthusiasts on one of ten different antique motorcycle rides scheduled from April thru 

November.  I would like to extend my sincere thank you to all who contributed to the success of 

the AMC over the past year. 

 

The weather this fall provided us with a lot of opportunities to get out and enjoy this year’s 

beautiful fall colors.  The AMC traditional fall ride, sponsored by Glenn and Nicole Lynch, was a 

great occasion to enjoy this year’s beautiful fall foliage with the backdrop of covered bridges.  It 

was a great day! 

 

The fall meeting turned out to be yet another nice fall day!  Thirty (30) motorcycles in the parking 

lot represented our chapter!  Joe Baird gave the treasury report, and collected next year’s dues.  If 

you have not paid your 2023 dues, please send $5.00 to Joe Baird, Allegheny Mountain Chapter, 

Inc., 921 Carlisle Street, Natrona Heights, PA 15065-1013. 

 

Also discussed at the fall meeting were the plans, details, and tasks for our 2023 AMC Road Run 

in Wellsboro, Pennsylvania which is fast-approaching in June of 2023.  Registration for the event 

will open after the New Year, and from a show of hands at the meeting, this event looks like we 

will have a strong presence from our Chapter which I was grateful to see. 

 

After the meeting was concluded, we took a group ride through the Laurel Highlands which was 

probably the last one for most of us for this year. 

 

It was a pleasure seeing many of you on rides throughout the season, and I hope to see everyone 

at the Christmas Party on December 3rd at Giannilli’s Restaurant & Lounge. 

 

To all our members, I wish you a great holiday season!  Until spring… 

 

Ride Safe, 

Todd Mickinak 

tmick55@gmail.com 

724-539-8416  

mailto:tmick55@gmail.com
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Justin DeRiggi, Director 
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Memorial for Edward Valentovish 

“Me and Ed” 

Submitted by:  David Leukhardt 

 

Nearly 30 years ago, I moved to Greensburg and bought my first house. 

It was very very humble, costing about 3 months salary back then. 

However, not only was the integral garage quite enormous, I could also fit motorcycles into the 

adjacent basement area through a wide man door. 

The house was a ranch style with only one step from the front yard to the porch.  I was able to roll 

motorcycles through the front door into the 15 by 40 foot living and dining room. 

I was buying every Indian I could find. 

I have been in love with Indians since I could walk and stare eye level at the Indian warbonnet 

decal on my Uncle's 36 Junior Scout. 

Uncle Bill was the 86th member of the AMCA. 

One day I was looking through the Starklite website at their motorcycles for sale page. 

Starklite is in California, but there was an Indian Scout ad from West Newton PA! 

I called the seller and arranged a visit. 

That seller was Curt Poole. 

After Curt and I got acquainted, he said, "Dave, there is a guy I know that you need to meet." 

He introduced me to Ed Valentovish. 

We were instant friends. 



His daughters were truly jealous of me and my close bond to Ed. 

We did basically everything together and spoke at least once daily until his death. 

Ed encouraged me to hone my Indian repair skills, including doing my own motor rebuilds, so I 

would become the go-to Indian guy for the chapter. 

Being a professional machinist, Ed showed me how to run a lathe and a mill. 

Our first big trip together was with Curt when we tagged along for the "Century Ride Home" in 

2001. 

It was a ride organized by Mike Tomas of Kiwi Indian to go from Calif to Springfield 

Massachusetts for the Indian's 100 year anniversary. 

We joined up in Harrisburg. 

Next historically important event we attended was the Empire Chapter's Finger Lake NY Road 

Run in 2002. 

Looking around the host hotel parking lot, we saw a lot of PA license plates and started making 

local friends. 

That led to the formation of the Allegheny Mountain Chapter, spearheaded by Richard Spagnolli. 

Since that time, Ed and I have strove the grounds of countless AMCA meets together, but also 

many classic cars shows, too. 

Other highlights in my memory bank are of us riding the Tail of the Dragon, visiting Wheels Thru 

Time and the Biltmore, and especially celebrating my 50th birthday at Hershey. 

Then came the rough times. 

Imagine looking at your best friend's scans and telling him bad news. 

Eventually, Ed and I stopped discussing his treatment…it became a private matter between he and 

Carol. 



His goal to reach his 50th wedding anniversary was achieved. 

I am deeply saddened by Ed's passing and I have great difficulty dabbling with anything related to 

old bikes anymore. 

RIP Ed Valentovish 

 

 

 



Memorial for Edward Valentovish 

“Remembering Ed Valentovish” 

Submitted by:  Bill Hubert 

 

The above picture of Ed, myself and John Harvey is a keeper on my garage wall.  Ed and John will 

be forever remembered as just two of my best friends and friends of many others. They had the 

biggest hearts and would share their knowledge of anything technical to keep you on the road, 

never fearing that one day you might know more than them.  Certainly, not me.  The picture is one 

of happier, younger days, gone by all too soon. 

Ed and I were part of our chapter's first road run at Seven Springs, maybe 2004 when we were in 

misting rain in a parking lot and Ed was frustrated in getting his bike started, as was I on my 

recently resurrected 47 Indian.  He got his started and, realizing my issues, still frustrated, covered 

with sweat and rain, yelled over, " just clear it out, start over, and just kick the hell out of it."  Well, 

it worked that time and many times since - sometimes NOT.  Ed helped me so many times over 

the years with tips, suggestions, maintenance and just procuring the correct parts on-line and in 



shops for motorcycles, push and riding lawn mowers and even a Ford three cylinder 1981 diesel 

farm tractor.  We fixed many things over the phone.  Some things we couldn't, especially bike 

issues.  At that point Ed would say "I'll be over " and then we'd take care of it.  I would have the 

bike as ready as I could get it, with necessary parts stripped off before he arrived.  Usually, it was 

too involved for me to handle.  Other times, just a little stupidity and lack of common sense on my 

part.  With his help several times over the phone, I replaced the radiator, water pump, seals, sealant 

etc on the above-mentioned tractor - my first venture into something like that.  Not fun.  It took 

me forever to get the damn hood off and keep track of all the parts during the tear down.  As far 

as procuring parts Ed was a whiz on the computer.  Two or three hours after he told me I needed 

this part and that part, he would email me, telling me to go onto this site and order these part 

numbers.  A rear brake cylinder kit for my 60 Pan comes to mind. 

And Ed was a funny guy, with a great sense of humor.  I shared this story with the members present 

at Glenn and Nicole Lynch's recent road run, which was also a tribute and memorial in Ed's honor.  

What a great day and road run, gorgeous weather and great roads.  Ed was certainly looking down 

on us and smiling and telling us, "have at it my friends."  The story involves Curt Poole, who has 

some pretty thick skin and we all love him so I don't think he'll mind me sharing.  I believe it was 

2016, Curt, Ed and I, maybe two others, rode to Triple S Harley to watch the arrival of the 

Cannonballers going cross country.  Trump was running against Hillary for the presidency and of 

course it was heated and everyone knew who their favorite was.  We were only there for an hour 

and a half.  Ed came up to me and said that we needed to get going soon.  I said, why so soon.  We 

haven't been here that long.  Ed said, " Curt's got to get home.  Hillary's got pneumonia."   

Hmmmm, I thought it was funny.  Maybe you had to be there. 

Unfortunately, Ed has had his share of medical issues through the years.  Couple years back he 

was visiting with a heart specialist/surgeon when he humorously tried to equate his motorcycle 

technical skills with the skills of the heart specialist, both having similar abilities of diagnosing the 

problem and bringing it through to a successful resolution.  To which the doctor promptly replied, 

" yeah, but can you do it with the motor running?" 

Glenn Lynch is fortunate to have two of Ed's treasured Indians, one a 1936 Indian Chief  was high 

on a lift in Glenn's garage on the day of the road run decorated beautifully in honor of Ed - 

hopefully the picture will come through for all to see.  His bike is absolute pure perfection.  The 

previous owner before Ed was "Super Dave" Luekhardt, who I know had his hand in it bringing it 

to its present state.  Ed was as kind and giving as anyone could be.  During one of my last visits 

with him, Ed gifted me with a finned front brake drum cover for my 60 panhead.  I made sure to 

install it promptly and forwarded some pics to Ed.  At the same visit, Ed gave me a treasured gift 

to pass onto Bill (Cozmo)  Colosimo which happened to be a green winged swan front fender trim.  

Cozmo was aware Ed had it and always admired it.  Bill, now sports it proudly on the front fender 

of his 1947  "45" flattie.  The son of a gun wins best of show at every show we enter.  I won't go 



with him anymore.  The crowd throws stones at my knuckle.  You are certainly a lucky person if 

you own one of Ed's prized collectibles.  

Ed left behind a wonderful legacy.  Just a great guy with a beautiful family, his wife Carol, his 

daughters Erin and Casey and three wonderful grandchildren who he would speak so proudly of.  

We all miss him and he'll be forever in our thoughts.  I only need to walk into my garage and he's 

everywhere along with John Harvey and Bill Riley.  I'm in the garage a lot. 

Just my thoughts, 

Bill Hubert 

 



 

 



Memorial for Edward Valentovish 

“Because of Ed” 

Submitted by:  Glenn Lynch 

 

Since our last newsletter, our chapter lost a dear member, Ed Valentovish.  I met Ed over ten (10) 

years ago at the Allegheny Mountain Chapter National Road Run in Elkins, West Virginia.  The 

two of us hit it off over a few glasses of my homemade apple pie.  I looked up to Ed as a father or 

a big brother.  If it wasn’t for Ed, I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t have gotten so involved in the antique 

motorcycle world.  He was so knowledgeable about these old bikes that it was incredibly scary.  

Being around Ed for the day was like being in school.  He taught me so much about old bikes and 

how they run.  He was truly an incredible individual, and I will miss him dearly. 

Rest in peace Ed, rest in peace my friend! 

 

 



 
 

 



Brews, Bands, and Bikes Show in Mercer, Pennsylvania (Saturday, 

August 6, 2022) 

August is here, and we all know what happens in August…It’s the Brews, Bands, and Bikes Show 

that chapter member Paul Greenwood works so hard at all year for us.  The setting takes place at 

the beautiful and historic Courthouse Square in Mercer, PA.  This year Paul wanted to change 

things up a little, so along with the antique motorcycle show, he added a show that would bring in 

motorcycles of any year.  Both shows had judging and awards.  Paul must have connections with 

the Big Man Upstairs because the bad weather held off until the event was over!  As always, this 

event is very well attended attracting all different types of motorcycles and people.  As always, 

Paul put together a first-class event.  If you haven’t attended the Brews, Bands, and Bikes Show, 

you don’t know what you're missing.  It’s a must-see event to go to each year.  I know I mark my 

calendar each year for this event.   

Paul, well-done and the Allegheny Mountain Chapter thanks you! 

Member Sponsored Ride, Foxburg Run ~Allan Osterwise (August 13, 

2022) 

“August Butler County Club Ride” 

Submitted by:  Allan Osterwise 

 

June didn’t disappoint this year in providing a rain out for our originally scheduled ride through 

Butler County.  But one thing this chapter holds high is perseverance in the face of life’s obstacles.  

So, by the beginning of July I was looking to reschedule amidst family picnics, travel, vacations, 

and well… you understand.  Oh yeah, and weather. 

 

It was Wednesday, August 10 and the weekend was shaping up to be perfect.  Low humidity, mid 

70’s, and bone dry.  I sent Jason a note and said I was considering a ride, short notice, what did he 

think?  Before he replied, I sent another and said let’s do it and see who can make it.  The day was 

looking too good to let go by. 

The morning rolled around with numerous replies indicating participation would be good, not 

huge, but good.  I told the restaurant to plan on 12.  They said the only place they could seat us 

would be the bar.  I said, “great, it will make it that much shorter a walk for the servers”!! 

For those of you who haven’t taken the Butler County tour, we like the Allegheny Grill as a 

destination for lunch.  It sits on the Allegheny River in Foxburg.  Quite picturesque, almost as 

picturesque as the roads leading there. 



 

Nine bikes rolled out with a couple of passengers.  A nice turnout indeed.  Perfect for a leisurely 

ride through the countryside.   

  
My greeter failed to show up, I heard a nap went a little long that morning, but I think she was 

afraid she was not going to be able to keep up on her new ride…. 

 
  

  

The route was roughly 50 miles out and another 50 return.  We had a really pretty ride north 

arriving within minutes of our intended arrival for the restaurant.  The roads north included a mix 

of secondary and one or two primary roads with speeds between 40 and 50 miles an hour.  Or so I 

estimated.   



  

There were conflicting reports at lunch as to the desired speed of travel.  After significant 

discussion and debate, all notes were discarded and we launched for the return with renewed vim, 

vigor, and vitality!         

  

  
 

We had several members join us for lunch, but as noted earlier could not spare the afternoon from 

honeydo lists because of the short notice of the ride.  My bad!  It did cause a small traffic jam in 

the parking lot, but we had a local member that helped sort us out and get us back on the road.  

Good practice for next June in Wellsboro!  Take notice Jim Graulty. 

  



  
 

The ride home as mentioned earlier was about 50 miles on big sweepers through one state park 

and down some nice twisties.  We had a medical issue with one of the riders that brought the group 

together to make some hard decisions balancing care and “people logistics’”.  People stepped up 

to make certain everyone got where they needed to go with a minimum of fuss.  Thanks to Ian 

Lucas for leading the charge.  At the end of the day everyone had time to spend doing some 

socializing after the ride and enjoying the “perfect” day of weather and riding. 

The Allegheny Mountain Chapter wants to thank Allan for all his efforts in providing us this 

opportunity. 

Andrew Lindsay Ridge and River Ride (Saturday, August 27, 2022) 

“No Chardonnay” 

Submitted by:  Nicole Lynch 

 

The Ridge and River ride sponsored by Andrew Lindsay on Saturday, August 27, 2022 through 

rural West Virginia was an absolutely amazing day!  The meeting point for the ride was Little 

Sandy’s Truck Stop in Bruceton Mills, West Virginia.   

After a very thorough rider’s meeting, we headed out on the most spectacular roads that went both 

through the tops of the most beautiful mountains, to the lowest valleys alongside the Cheat 

riverbank. 



 
Route for the day. 

Residing just outside of Pittsburgh, one part of daily life is traffic, and more traffic.  I lose track of 

the number of traffic lights from my home to downtown Pittsburgh.  The roads in West Virginia 

were unlike anything I am accustomed to!  The entire day I can probably count on one hand the 

number of cars, traffic lights, or even stop signs that we incurred during the entire 110 miles of the 

trip. 

 
Julius~our lead for the day. 



 
So many bikes, Andy’s ride last year was legendary, so he drew a big crowd this year. 

 
Glenn is famous for his “selfies”. 

We had three stops for the day.  The first stop was a roadside stop with the most incredible view 

of the mountaintop!  It not only gave us a little morning break to get off the bikes and stretch our 

legs a bit, but it also gave us the opportunity to stop and enjoy the spectacular view. 



 
No one on the road but us. 

 
Canopy of trees. 



 
Check out this road!  It looked like a private driveway. 



 
Driving through felt as peaceful as it looks in this picture. 



 
 

 
This is one of those views you take in for a while, hoping you never forget. 



 
Roadside rest stop. 



 

 



 
This just may end up on a Christmas card.  The background can’t be beat! 

The second stop was lunch in Parsons, West Virginia.  We stopped at Piccolo Paula’s Caffe.  

Piccolo Paula’s is not normally open on the weekends, but graciously had offered to open their 

doors and share their most delicious lobster rolls with us that day. 



 
Not a traffic light or stop sign to be seen! 



 
Another perfect view leading us to Parsons. 

 
Lunch stop 



 
A rest for the old iron as well. 

 
My girl. 



 
The famous lobster roll! 

 



 
Group Photo 

The third stop was a lounge on the riverside of the Cheat River with a view of people relaxing on 

rafts and enjoying the beautiful weather. 

 
So many switchbacks that day! 



 
Check out this curve! 

 
I could see the bikes in front of me and behind me. 



 

 
Gorgeous scenery.  The trees with the sun peaking through were beautiful. 

 
Riverside rest stop. 



The entire day was surreal.  West Virginia really earned a place in my heart.  That day I felt like I 

traveled back in time.  I also felt like West Virginia offers a way more simple way of life than I 

am accustomed to living outside of the city.  So despite this not being a good look for me, I will 

tell a funny story.   

When we got to the riverside lounge, everyone was ordering a drink at the bar.  My husband 

ordered a beer and asked me what I would like.  So, we told the bartender that we also needed a 

Chardonnay.  The bartender said, “A what?”.  We repeated, “A Chardonnay please.”  The bartender 

said, “What is that?” …So, I started looking around, and noticed that everyone in the bar had a 

twist-off cap bottle of beer.  So then the lightbulb surfaces above my head.  I start to understand, 

this isn’t a bar that offers wine, and the bartender has never heard of a Chardonnay.  I needed to 

change gears.  I needed to order a twist-off.   

Another AMC member, slightly laughing at me for being too “fancy” for the room, offered me 

some very keen advice that day.  Long story short, he said “...no Balsamic either…Honey, in West 

Virginia, they have Italian.”  That said it all, and I still get a good laugh at his comment! 

As much as I was being teased, it was actually a fun moment because I knew if these guys are 

joking with me, then they are accepting me as part of their group.  Everytime I participate in a 

riding event with this chapter, the closer I get to all the members of this group. 

All joking aside, it truly is a more simple life, and that was so endearing to me.  It was a definite 

reminder that the basics are all anyone needs!  So while on the back deck of the riverside bar, I 

enjoyed my twist-off, and watched the kids play in the river thinking to myself that they are living 

life so carefree, or at least, that was my perception of things at the time. 

 



The ride ended back at the same initial meeting spot in Bruceton.  Everyone loaded their bikes 

back into their trailers, and stood around talking for a bit longer, enjoying their cold beer straight 

from their coolers with their AMC koozie provided by Andy…(except me, I opened my bottle of 

Chardonnay and enjoyed a glass…or two.)  I honestly believe there wasn't one of us that wanted 

the day to end! 

 

 



 

That day I wasn’t worried about the usual life stuff.  It was as if I stepped out of my life for a day.  

That day, I was at ease, enjoying the weather, the beautiful views, and the small town hospitality.  

But I especially enjoyed spending time with new and old friends. 

A huge thank you to Andy!  He was the perfect host and spoiled all of us with the most perfectly 

planned day!  My wish is that Andy leads us on many more rides through the years, and continues 

to share his beautiful state with us all! 

The Allegheny Mountain Chapter wants to thank Andy for all his efforts in providing us this 

opportunity. 

Member Article ~ Music City Chapter National Road Run 

(September 14-16, 2022) in Dickson, Tennessee 

“Follow the bubbles” 

Submitted by:  Nicole Lynch 

 

The Music City Chapter hosted a Road Run in Dickson, Tennessee September 14-16, 2022.  The 

Allegheny Mountain Chapter had 14 members in attendance for this event:  Jason Zerbini, Rhonda 

Zerbini, Allan Osterwise, Dale Osterwise, Jim Graulty, Kathleen Graulty, Rick Baublitz, Linda 

Baublitz, Bill Hubert, Ron Stillwagon, Ray Mitchell, John Firetto, Glenn Lynch and Nicole Lynch.  



The opening ceremony for the event was held September 13th at the VFW.  The opening ceremony 

started with the Pledge of Allegiance which was, to me, a really great start to the evening.  The 

catering for this evening (and for the entire event) was  Pig and Pie Catering who did an exemplary  

job.  

The Music City Chapter dedicated their Road Run to Shirley Dey.  Shirley’s husband spoke to 

everyone about his wife, and I don’t believe there was a dry eye in the place.  We were all given a 

poster to remember the memorial road run for Shirley.  We all left with a great appreciation for 

how much Shirley was loved by the members of the Music City Chapter. 

On the 14th, the rider’s meeting started with a bugle call.  Everyone gathered for the welcoming 

of riders and a review of the riding for the day.  Also, to me, the sound of the bugle was a great 

start to the day. 

The ride for the first day took us on some beautiful country roads, and also on the famous Natchez 

Trace Parkway. Bill Hubert and Allan Osterwise took the lead bike positions.  They were trying 

to follow the written directions along with the pink route-marking arrows spray painted on the 

roads, in addition to checking to be sure our group stayed together.  Not an easy task, but one that 

was very much appreciated from the rest of the group. The lunch stop was at Hohenwald Memorial 

Park and again was catered by Pig and Pie. Lunch was a grab and go container with a sandwich 

and pasta salad. Cold drinks and chips.  It was a perfect set up and Pig and Pie didn’t disappoint. 

 
Day one route. 



  
Listening to the Bugle call. 

 
AMC grouping of motorcycles. 



 
Check out this road! 

 
I thought this road was so cool, so I made my husband go back again for a photo! 



 
Lunch Stop 

 
Lunch Stop 



   
Natchez Trace Parkway 

 
Natchez Trace Parkway riding break. 



The second day was a busy one!  Our group didn’t want to take the short route and miss out on 

these great roads.  So that day, we rode the bikes all day, and hurried to get to downtown Nashville 

for dinner and fun.  Once again, Bill Hubert and Allan Osterwise took the lead spots, and we were 

never led astray! The best part of the day’s ride for me was taking the vehicle ferry across the 

Cumberland River as I have never had the experience of being on a vehicle ferry before! To be 

honest, in the morning, there was some debate over whether or not to take the short route which 

did not include the ferry ride because they were worried about a backup on the ferry and possibly 

missing the bus to Nashville, but these guys knew how much I wanted to ride the ferry, so they all 

said they were in for the long ride with me. That meant the world, and luckily for me, there was 

not any time lost at the ferry.  It all went quickly and smoothly.  The lunch stop was in Dover.  Our 

group chose a restaurant called Mama Mea’s which had the most delicious Italian food ever. 

 
Route for day 2. 

 
Rider’s Meeting 



 
Waiting for the ferry. 

 
Vehicle transport across the river. 



 
Riding onto the ferry. 

 
Everyone is loaded on the ferry. 



 
Beautiful view of the river. 

 
Mama Mea’s Italian Restaurant 



After lunch, no lollygagging around, we finished up the route to get back to the hotel in time for 

some of our members to catch the bus leaving at 5:00 p.m. for Nashville.  Myself, Glenn, Rhonda, 

and Jason decided to drive into town.  Bill and Ray also drove separately into town. When we 

arrived, the bus was already there.  We were texting to see where to meet everyone.  We were told, 

“Follow the bubbles”.  If I ever wondered why a restaurant would have a bubble maker on their 

rooftop bar, now I know.  Boys will follow the bubbles no matter if they are 5 months old, 5 years 

old,  or apparently 55+++ years old (....or older).  We bar hopped a bit, ate a great dinner, showed 

off our dancing skills with the promise of no pictures or videos, then went back to Dickson as we 

had another early morning. 

  



 
Ray, Bill, Rhonda, Jason and Glenn. 

 
Follow the bubbles. 



 
Dale, Ray, Allan, Bill, Rhonda, Jason, Nicole, Glenn 

 
Our dinner spot. 



 
Delicious Mexican meal at Casa Rosa. 

Day three of riding was probably my favorite day.  We were driving past estates in Franklin that 

were so absolutely beautiful.  I’m sure this is where the famous country singers must live! Bill 

Hubert again led the pack, but Allan ended up making friends on the chase truck that day. We had 

a rest stop at a cute little country store, then went to lunch at Leiper’s Fork Distillery also in 

Franklin, Tennessee.  Once again, lunch (grilled hotdogs and hamburgers) was catered by Pig and 

Pie, and yet again, was delicious.   



 
Day 3 route. 

 

 
Old-time country store. 



 
The general store was a popular resting stop for the morning. 

 
Relaxing with friends. 



 

 
Everyone got a drink and a snack. 

 
Lunch stop at Leiper's Fork Distillery. 



 
Leiper’s Fork Distillery. 

 
We had to try the Tennessee Whisky! 

 



 
Sharing a sampler. 

 
Fun roadside attraction. 



 
I don’t see this in the city.   



 
We saw a lot of farms the past three days. 

 

 
Jim and Kathleen 



At the end of the riding day, the Music City Chapter had a photo opportunity set up for all of us 

which I loved.  A picture of our trip was a perfect memento. 

 
Bill Hubert 

 
Jason and Rhonda Zerbini 

 
Ray Mitchell 



 
Glenn and Nicole Lynch 

 
Jim and Kathleen Graulty 

 
Ron Stillwagon 



 
Dale Osterwise.  Where is his brother? ….oh yeah, chase truck. 

The closing ceremony was also at the VFW.  The dinner was once again sponsored by Pig and Pie, 

and once again delicious.  Members were teasing the owner of Pig and Pie that we never got any 

pie.  He promised us all that next time, there would be pie!  After a lengthy raffle, and prizes 

awarded, we all went back to the hotel to load up the bikes, and we all went to bed with the promise 

and sweet dreams of pie! 

AMCA Chesapeake National Meet in Upperco, Maryland 

(September 30-October 1, 2022) 

The AMCA Chesapeake Chapter National Meet was held on Saturday, October 1st, and Sunday, 

October 2nd in Upperco, Maryland.  The motorcycle show takes place at the beautiful Arcadia 

Carnival Grounds.  It is a great place to have a swap meet.  As soon as you pull in, you have a hard 

time setting up because you want to go shopping immediately for those parts on your list!  It is a 

great atmosphere with old bikes running around, and people talking and laughing, having a good 

time. There are plenty of old bikes to look at or buy, and plenty of old parts for future projects!  It 

is a great swap meet to attend. 

 



 

 



 

Member Article ~ Fort Sutter Chapter National Road Run 

(September 26-28, 2022) in Lake Tahoe, California 

“Happy United Airlines Girl!” 

Submitted by:  Nicole Lynch 

 

So, I will start the story with how we decided it would be a good idea to travel 2,100+ miles to 

South Lake Tahoe, California trailering our antique motorcycle for the Fort Sutter Chapter 

National Road Run in September. 

It all started earlier that year in July.  I was having a “milestone” birthday.  My husband surprised 

me with a trip to South Lake Tahoe for back-to-back nights of a Kenny Chesney (my favorite all-

time country artist) concert in a small venue in Tahoe.  We both absolutely fell in love with the 

beauty of Tahoe.  On our final night, we were discussing how much we didn’t want to leave, and 

how much we both enjoyed our time in Tahoe together.  At the dinner table, Glenn told me there 



was an AMCA sponsored Road Run in September in Tahoe.  My response was, “Then why are we 

not registered to attend?”  I tried to sound like it was a joke, but secretly hoping he would ‘read 

between the lines’ and know I really wanted to return here with him. 

With 32 years together, Glenn is getting really good at ‘reading between the lines’ and after 32 

years together, Glenn is NOT good at saying NO, at least to me.  So, the next morning, I wake up 

and am packing to leave, and Glenn tells me, WE ARE REGISTERED FOR THE TAHOE ROAD 

RUN! 

 

 

My husband, who is always wanting to spoil me, decided he would drive the three days across the 

U.S. to South Lake Tahoe and pick me up at the airport in Reno.  So I can’t at all pretend that I did 

the grueling task of trailering the bikes neither to Reno, nor back home to Pittsburgh.  I was a 

United Airlines girl for this part of the trip. 

We decided to get to Tahoe a few days earlier to adjust to the elevation. We decided the first few 

days, we would ride the modern bike as we were adjusting to the 6,200 feet in elevation and the 

20% less oxygen there. 

So, the first day we were there we decided to ride to Genoa which is Nevada’s oldest settlement.  

We were thinking it would be a quaint, little, quiet, small town where we could just relax and enjoy 

a drink at Nevada’s oldest bar.   Much to our surprise they were having a huge festival, and huge 

may not be descriptive enough for the size of this festival.   



 
Genoa Festival 

 
Genoa Bar 



 
Genoa Bar 

So after getting a quick bite to eat and walking around a little bit, we decided we didn’t want to be 

in such a large crowd.  We decided then to travel to Virginia City, Nevada.  We had traveled there 

in July, and it was such a little old mining town that looked like something straight out of a western 

movie.  We thought maybe we will get the quiet, small-town vibe we were searching for there. 

Well, we didn’t realize that this same weekend, Reno was hosting over 35,000 motorcycles for the 

Street Vibrations Rally.   It just so happened that we were at Virginia City at the same time the 

35,000 motorcycles with the Street Vibrations Rally were at Virginia City. Imagine a one-stoplight 

town with 35,000 bikers! In all my years, I have never, ever, ever seen so many people and 

motorcycles in one small little space!  This rally was a mix between a motorcycle rally, and Mardi 

Gras…beads being ‘earned’ everywhere.  So much so, out of all the pictures of the crowd I took 

as we drove through, I could only find a few PG-rated ones to share for this article.  Let’s just say, 

as a Mom, I was sad for the lesson the little boy on the motorcycle in front of us was learning that 

day.   



 
Virginia City -Street Vibrations Rally 



 
Virginia City -Street Vibrations Rally 

 
Virginia City -Street Vibrations Rally 



I am a girl that is accustomed to traffic, but I was honestly worried about our safety driving through.  

The crowd was encroaching the street, the bikes were riding side-by-side, and the young riders 

riding next to us were a little reckless to say the least.  There were colors being worn, and police 

in bullet proof vests trying their best to patrol the scene.  I told Glenn, I would like him to continue 

driving through, that stopping was not necessary.  I felt I had experienced enough of this scene. 

 
Leaving Virginia City. 

The next morning, Glenn said, “Maybe you should choose today’s ride, I’m not so sure I did such 

a great job yesterday.”  So, my choice for the day was a trip to Donner Pass.  When my son was 



little he had a fascination with trains (and airplanes).  Everyone would laugh because I had this 

National Geographic VHS train video (yes, I said VHS!) that even at 2 years old would mesmerize 

my son.  He would sit for hours and hours just watching the trains on TV even with the most boring 

narration ever for a video.  Noone would believe such a young kid could sit that long and watch 

trains.  Anyway, this particular National Geographic train video would talk about Donner Pass, so, 

of course, I had to go! 

Our trip started with a ride along Lake Tahoe then veered off to Truckee and followed the Truckee 

River to Donner Pass Lake then onto Donner Pass which  is a little over 7,000 feet in elevation.  I 

was in search of the train!  And, although very hard to see in the pictures of Donner Lake, I saw 

the train!!!!!  This had to have been the perfect day!  Not only did I see a train, I also enjoyed the 

most spectacular view from the top of the pass, and got to enjoy watching rock-climbers scaling 

the most beautiful cliffs!  I was in awe!  Can’t see that in the ‘burgh! 

 
Lake Tahoe 



 
Lake Tahoe 

 
Lake Tahoe 

 



 
Road King…man or bike? 

 
Truckee River 

 
Truckee River 



 
Truckee River 

 
Donner Lake 



 
Look closely, you can see the train! 

 
The train!  Can’t see it in the pictures, but in person, it was awesome to see! 



 
Traveling to the top of the pass. 

 
Going to the top. 



 
Almost there. 

 
Still going to the top. 



 
At the viewing stop! 

 
Another selfie…hubby is famous for his selfies. 



 
Viewing overlook. 

 
Picture of Donner Lake from above. 



 
Traveling to the very top. 

 
At the top! 



 
Coming back down the mountain. 

 
Gorgeous views. 



 
Train tunnel. 

 
Train tunnel. 



 

 
LOOK CLOSELY FOR THE ROCK CLIMBERS! 



 
Another rock climber. 

 
Another drive by Donner Lake on the way back. 



 
Another drive by the Truckee River on the way back. 

 
So beautiful. 

After we left Donner Pass, we had a quick trip going back along Lake Tahoe to the registration 

site at the Hotel Beckett in South Lake Tahoe.  Remember when I told you the Vibrations Street 

Rally was in the area, well we passed a few riders on the way home as well.  I don’t see why I ever 

felt unsafe on the road with these boys… 



 
What?  Why? 



 
Back to enjoying the view. 

That evening we registered for the Fort Sutter Chapter Road Run at the Hotel Beckett, enjoyed the 

sunset, had a great dinner, and prepared for the start of the ride. 

 
Registration and host hotel. 



 
Beautiful skies at night. 

Day one of the road run was a ride along Lake Tahoe, a detour to Donner Pass Lake, and then 

finishing the Lake Tahoe circle back to the hotel Beckett in South Lake Tahoe.  (Essentially, the 

same ride we had done the day prior on the modern bike, but I wasn’t complaining.  I would gladly 

ride that route a hundred times.) Lunch was at the North Tahoe Regional Park.  We were provided 

a delicious lunch by the Fort Sutter Chapter. The deli sandwich was so big, I couldn’t finish it! 

 
Route for Day One. 



 
Rider’s Meeting. 

 
I think Glenn may take more pictures with his bike than with me! 

 



 
Our old girl chugged right up.  No worries! 

 
View of Donner Lake. 



 
Beautiful site…bike and lake. 

 
Start to a great day. 



 
Another Christmas card photo. 

 
Donner Lake. 



 
Donner Lake 

 
Donner Lake 



 
Lunch stop. 

 
Lake Tahoe 



 
Lake Tahoe 



 
What a view. 

 
More of Glenn’s famous selfies. 



 
Probably my favorite picture of Lake Tahoe.  The water color was beyond beautiful! 

Day Two of the Road Run was sponsored by the local Reno chapter called the Comstock Chapter.  

Their route took us to the top of Mt. Rose, then into Virginia City,  then for a picnic lunch, then 

into Genoa,  then back into South Lake Tahoe. 

The Comstock Chapter sponsored our lunch.  They grilled for us, and served it with homemade 

potato salad, and snacks galore!  Glenn grabbed a Twinkie with his lunch.  Who knew something 

as simple as a Twinkie could make a grown man so very happy.   



The members of the Comstock Chapter were walking up to all the tables talking to everyone, 

asking if we had any questions, and if we were enjoying the route.  I loved, loved, loved this.  I 

believe this is the key to hosting an event.  The Comstock Chapter took the time to talk and make 

everyone feel so welcomed!  I feel like the host of every Road Run should have the hosting chapter 

members make their rounds visiting every table of guests, thanking them for supporting their 

chapter.  This makes all the difference, at least to me.  The ironic part to all this is Fort Sutter was 

the hosting chapter, but the Comstock Chapter was the crew that was the most welcoming!  Fort 

Sutter folks were as well, but the Comstock Chapter members went above and beyond! 

At the end of the day was a dinner sponsored by the Fort Sutter Chapter.  Instead of doing an 

opening dinner and a closing dinner, they decided to have one meal on the middle day.  Dinner 

was an outdoor buffet with cake for dessert.  They had a musician providing entertainment 

throughout dinner.  They ended with a raffle and awards.  We were hoping to get the furthest 

distance traveled, but no such luck.  Again, throughout dinner, the Comstock Chapter made a point 

to converse with everyone there, and talk up their chapter, and make everyone feel welcomed. 

 
Route for Day Two. 



 
On the way to Virginia City 

 
Route to Virginia City 



 
Route to Virginia City 

 
Rest stop in Virginia City. 



 
We stopped at the Bucket Blood Saloon for a shot of Jack Daniels Honey. 

 
More selfies in the saloon. 



 
How unique is this bar? 



 
Picnic sponsored by the Comstock Chapter. 

 
Lunch stop 



 
Little break for my girl. 

 
Genoa Bar. 



 
Oldest bar in Nevada. 

 
Genoa Bar.  How cool is this place? 



 
Genoa Bar.  Cheers to another shot of Jack Daniels Honey! 

 
More of Glenn’s famous selfies. 



 
Much less busy than our first go-round at visiting this bar. 



   
Who needs dinner, when there is dessert!  Great Music for the buffet dinner outside. 

Day three of the Road Run took us to Silver Lake and Caples Lake, then into Markleeville, then 

into Gardnerville.   

Caples lake is located near Kirkwood, California on highway 88.  It sits at about 7,802 feet in 

elevation.  The ride to Silver Lake and Caples lake was out of this world!  The views were 

unmatched. I was excited to see that the Aspen tree leaves were turning yellow which truly made 

my day!  Throughout the route on day three,  we were driving through areas hit by the wildfires.  

It was so sad to see, and actually made my heart ache.   

We stopped in Markleeville to chat with Carl and Matt Olsen.  We were enjoying Markleeville so 

much, we didn’t notice the chase truck stopped to wait for us to leave.  After kindly being asked 

to get back on the road, we headed for our lunch stop in Gardnerville. 

On the way to lunch, Glenn tells me, “Nicole, hate to say this, but we are on reserve.  We have 

about 8 miles before we are out of gas.  The good thing is that the chase truck is behind us.”  Ugh!   

Truth be told, the good thing was that we were at the top of the mountain pass.  We had a 10 mile 

drift downhill.  When we got to the bottom of the mountain, we hit a stop light.  Glenn told Matt 

Olsen we might be running out of gas.  He told us to join his group.  He told us he carries gas with 

him.  HMMMM!  I just had to ask Glenn, “Why exactly don’t we carry gas with us??????” 



Everything worked out.  We made it to the gas station.  Then proceeded onto the lunch stop.  I do 

need to make note, we now carry gas with us as well, at least on the motorcycles I travel on. 

Lunch was at Big Daddy Bikes and Brews.  The Fort Sutter Chapter provided a lunch option of a 

hamburger or smoked brisket with fries.  Absolutely delicious. 

After lunch, we headed into Genoa so I could do some shopping.  Us girls need a good balance of 

riding, eating, and SHOPPING. After some jewelry shopping in Genoa, we went back to the hotel 

to load up the bikes, and pack for the trip home. 

I am grateful for the time I got to spend with my husband in such a breathtaking place.  It is always 

an adventure with Glenn. Glenn and I have made traveling together and making memories one of 

our marriage goals moving forward.  I can say this trip was a memory I won’t ever forget.   I am 

one lucky United Airlines flying girl!   

 
Route for Day Three 



 
Route 88 

 
Route 88 



 
Route 88 

 

 
Different terrain in the higher elevation.  Much more rocky. 



 
Caples Lake 

 
Love the trees. 

 
More unique terrain. 



 
Silver Lake 

 
Silver Lake 

 
Caples Lake 



 

 
Caples Lake 



 
And it was all yellow! 

 
An Aspen forest! 



 
Wildfire destruction. 

 
More wildfire destruction. 

 
And more wildfire destruction. 



 
Markleeville 

 
Everyone getting back on the road after Chase Truck kicked us out of Markleeville. 



 
Route 89 

 
Route 89 



 
Route 89 

 
Route 89 



 
Topaz Lake 

 
Lunch stop. 



Covered Bridges Ride (Saturday, October 15, 2022) 

“And Zebras, OH MY!” 

Submitted by:  Nicole Lynch 

Glenn came to me and said he would like to host a motorcycle ride for the Allegheny Mountain 

Chapter.  Knowing that hosting a ride is time consuming, and knowing how busy Glenn is, I asked 

him if he would trust me to choose the route for him.  Always wanting to give me the chance to 

get more involved with the chapter, he said that he would absolutely love my help. 

I knew right away what I wanted to incorporate in the ride…covered bridges. The inspiration for 

the bridges theme…”When it comes to relationships, build bridges…”   That is what these rides 

are all about…spending time building relationships with our AMC friends. 

Western Pennsylvania has a plethora of covered bridges. There are a lot of rumors about the start 

of covered bridges.  Some think that in the olden days, the animals were more likely to travel 

through them without being frightened because they look like barns.  Some think it is simply to 

protect the bridge deck from weather wear.  Whatever the case, I am fascinated by them. 

So, with the theme in mind, I started on planning the route, making sure to incorporate some of 

my favorite places to drive by.  The first stop would need to be my favorite park, Mingo County 

Creek Park.  It was important to me to share this place with everyone.  Another stop being a petting 

zoo with ostrich, zebra and more (Oh my!)…many animals I honestly couldn’t even label correctly 

if I wanted to.  Another place being a residence with llamas. So with my top three drive-by 

locations I wanted to share, next, I had to decide on a lunch spot.  Glenn helped me find a lunch 

spot within the route with a fabulous view from the back deck.  With the route decided upon, now 

we just needed to juggle calendar dates. 

Third time's a charm when it came to hosting this ride.  The first date for our ride was canceled in 

honor of the passing of long-time member Ed Valentovich.  The second date we chose for our ride 

was canceled even before notifying membership because a member of the AMC was having a 60th 

birthday party.  The third date chosen was the perfect day.   

So with five covered bridges, my top three places to drive by, a lunch stop with a view, and a date 

that works, we are all set. 

Twenty-four (24) bikers met us that morning at Glenn’s garage on Route 136 for coffee, donuts 

and chit chat.  We had a brief rider’s meeting then kickstands up at exactly 10:00 a.m. for our 80 



mile journey. We stopped at the first covered bridge for a photo, then continued on the route.  We 

couldn’t have asked for a better day.  The leaves were at their peak of color.  We were traveling 

roads of yellow and gold.  The fields were full of wildflowers.  The animals were out.  The 

restaurant opened a side room just for our group.  At the end of the ride, we had one of Ed 

Valentovish’s motorcycles up on a stand, and we all had a toast to the late founding father of our 

chapter with a few stories from those who were closest to him.  We had a fridge full of drinks and 

everyone stayed and talked for a bit.  It was a full-day event. 

Hosting anything is time-consuming, but we were glad to hopefully provide a fun day for everyone.  

If even one person had a great day, it was worth all the effort. I loved getting the chance to meet 

and talk with so many of our members that day.  I hope I can continue to build bridges with all 

our members on future rides. 

 
80 mile Route for the day. 



 
Meeting spot for coffee and donuts 

 
Ready to go. 



 
Mingo Creek County Park 

 
Everyone in Mingo County Creek park for photo opp. 



 
The AMC member photo. 

 

 
Leaving the Ebenezer Bridge. 



 
The Henry Bridge 



 

 
The Henry Bridge 



 



 
Streets of yellow and gold. 



 



 

 



 
The Barnyard Petting Zoo 

 



 
The Leatherman Bridge 

 
The Tradesmens Inn lunch stop. 



 
Lunch stop 

 
Lunch stop 

 
Lunch stop 



 
Lunch 

 
Lunch 



 
Lunch 

 
Lunch 



 
Lunch 

 
View from the back deck of The Tradesmens Inn 



 
First AMC sponsored ride for Candace.  She was such a lovely addition to the group! 

 
Residence on Sugar Run Road 



 
Getting ready for a toast. 

 
Andy sharing his ‘white chocolate’ 



 
A toast to the late Ed Valentovish 

 
Toast to Ed 



 
Stories about Ed were shared 

 
Ed, you will always be missed by our chapter.  Thank you for watching over us today! 



AMC Fall Meeting (Saturday, November 5, 2022) 

The fall meeting was on November 5th and what a day it was.  I woke up, fell out of bed, dragged 

a comb across my head, and found my way outside to a sixty degree day!  Can you believe on 

November 5th that it was going to be in the mid-seventies with no rain?  It just about blew my 

mind as I was riding my bike to this meeting.  What a start to the day, and it would only get better. 

The fall meeting took place at Monday’s Union Restaurant.  It is located two (2) miles off Route 

30 in Latrobe, PA not far from the late Historic Mountain View Inn.  We had a great turn out with 

30 riders on bikes and 40 attendees.  One of the big topics that we discussed is the chapter’s 

National Road Run next year in Wellsboro, PA.  We have a few loose ends, but Jim Graulty, Allan 

Osterwise, Todd Mickinak and Jason Zerbini are working hard trying to finalize them.  A lot of 

hard work goes into one of these National Road Runs, and these guys are doing a great job!  A few 

other topics were discussed, but the main chunk of time was spent filling the members in on the 

National Road Run details. 

After the meeting was over, Todd Mickinak led a group of riders (that couldn’t wait to go for a 

ride and were antsy in our seats) for a ride through the Laurel Highlands.  Todd didn’t disappoint 

us at all because we had a wonderful ride!  It was such a great day!  I didn’t want it to end!  Let’s 

just hope we can have the same weather for next year’s meeting!  

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

Tech Tip/Commercial 

 

Submitted by:  Allen Osterwise 

 

Do you know the feeling you get when you look at one of your favorite bikes and there is that one 

thing that isn’t quite “right”?  That troubling little feeling that if only I could get that taken care 

of, the bike would be “perfect.”    

A while back I picked up a really clean BMW R90S that is very “right” in all respects.  99 ½ point 

right, as the judges ruled. It is one of the keepers!  Having said all that, when under a good bright 

sky, or interior lights, careful examination revealed a slight dent in the tank.  The prior owner 

reported that the original owner had had the bike kick back while using the kick starter.  On this 

model, the kick starter action is perpendicular to the centerline of the bike putting one's knee on a 

collision course with the tank if it is returned at an “exuberant” rate of speed!  Such is life. 

Due to the bike being original paint, and the paint scheme being multi layered, with hand applied 

pinstripes, I never viewed it as an issue that would warrant repainting the bike. The cost would be 

huge and I would lose the cachet of an original paint bike.  Ahh, but that dent!  If only!! 



   

 

This past spring a text came across from a dirt bike riding friend that had a before picture of an old 

aluminum Bultaco dirt bike tank caved in on the side resulting from a crash.  The after picture 

looked as though it was new from the factory.  No hits, no paint runs, and no errors!  After a few 

back and forth texts it was apparent that the repair guy was local and really, really good. 

(As an aside, a few years ago I looked into a fellow who advertises in AMCA circles, but could 

not get a return call when I inquired about taking a dent out of a panhead tank and pretty much 

wrote off the whole idea.). Besides that, he was on the west coast. 



As it turns out this time, one text was all it took and we were off and running.  His main business 

is dent repair for auto dealers in and around the Pittsburgh area.  My arrangement involved simply 

sending him a few photos via text, getting a ballpark estimate, and taking the drained tank to a 

local dealership where I met him and exchanged the tank for a business card.  I had it wrapped up 

as safely as a newborn!! 

The rest of the story.  He is an avid motorcyclist and does the tank repair business after hours at 

his home.  It is what he does as sort of a hobby.  All of the specialty tools required stays there as 

opposed to traveling with him during his “day job”.  Dan Adamir is his name and he delivered the 

tank to me at the drop off point as promised one week later.  In addition, Dan was a pleasure to get 

to know and really easy to talk with, and the result was truly unbelievable.  There is no, and I 

repeat, NO sign of the tank ever having had a dent on it.  The paint was unmolested.  The price 

was reasonable and as promised, a very small fraction of a paint and dent repair.  I would highly 

recommend anyone with a similar need to give Dan a call at 412-580-8625.  He also does tank and 

fender fixes for at least one of the larger HD bike dealers in the Westmoreland Co. area.  

You might think I live under a rock.  When I mentioned Dan to some of the more tenured members 

of our chapter, at least one said, yeah there are a few of those guys around.  As a relative “Johnny 

come lately”, I had not a clue.  So, if this is old news, sorry to have wasted your time.  If you, like 

me, are a more recent convert to this collective insanity known as vintage bike chasing, stick Dan's 

name and number in your rolodex, or contact file.  I have.  The proof is in the puddin’.   

  

Member Article 

“Corona Bike” 



Submitted by:  Ian Lucas 

 

A couple of years ago I was able to write a piece describing the adventure that was my first Panhead 

purchase. Since that time, and as many of your stories surely go: I have bought, sold, and traded 

my way into and through many motorcycles. In all of those transactions, I have compiled a decent 

amount of what I call the “fun stuff”, much that could become the material base of some future 

project(s). And as time passes, some of those projects have come to a certain state of completion, 

and some still sit as the day I brought them home. That leads me to one project that I started in the 

winter of 2020. Little did I know that I would find myself with plenty of down time to spend in 

the garage during February and March of that year. So while many of you, based on the title, may 

have been thinking palm trees and Mexican beer (and what does that have to do with old 

motorcycles), I am in fact referring to our old dear friend, the original Covid Shit-show. 

Moving back in time a bit, one of the bikes I had come into was a bit of a mix of materials, mostly 

comprised of mid-50’s Harley body and rigid frame, but with a 1967 Shovelhead providing the 

power. This bike had actually been called the “Mutt” by an old friend who owned the bike, prior 

to me welcoming it into the herd. Another bike in my possession was a bit of a chopper, with 

upswept fishtail pipes, custom paint, and a 1961 Panhead cradled in an aftermarket Paughco rigid 

frame. Not really my style of bike, but a good runner, and lots of decent parts. My vision was to 

take the 1961 Pan and make a bobber project out of it, using the Harley rigid frame from the Mutt 

as a base. I had been taking my ’53 back in time, making it more period correct -closer to original 

than when I originally purchased it. For this round, I wanted to do something more along with 

what I wanted and less of what might be deemed correct. To follow my vision for what a cool old 

school ride could be. Plus, this would be my first true build, so I was pretty excited and a bit 

nervous to get started. 



 

Picture 1. A starting point. 

The project started as mostly a choreographed dance of moving two rolling machines on and off 

of the lift, in order to take from each what was needed and ultimately wheel the frame of choice 

into a working position. My vision was black and chrome, with very little extras on the bike. 

Unnecessary tins, covers, and decorative pieces were all placed into the various Panhead bins of 

parts for potential other uses. I wanted no front fender, and a halved rear (at the hinge) with a 

sparto style tail lamp. Some things I would go on the hunt for included the rear fender (as I refused 

to destroy the nicer rigid fenders I had), a set of ’61 tanks, and a bunch of odds, ends, fasteners, 

etc. One thing I always prefer is to have the tanks match the year of the bike, even if the rest of the 

bike may not be 100% correct. To get started, I had a nice set of split tanks that had ’56 emblems 

on them. These would work fine to keep my project moving while I searched for what I wanted. I 

scored a fender, with sparto lamp and all, plus a bunch of other parts off of a local gent that had 

listed some miscellaneous Harley parts on Craigslist. I searched local listings, ebay, and others for 

things not in my stash. 



 

Picture 2. The engine swap. 

I ordered correct style fasteners and an entire wiring harness so that when I assembled this bike, I 

knew it was done right. I made sure every wire was color coded correct and did my best to make 

certain that everything would work as it should and last through the years. For that I had to be 

creative on some aspects, but in the end it all turned out pretty tight. With the simple black and 

chrome theme, I shot the headlamp and lower fork legs in black, and removed all extras. I added 

some rear turn signals, which matched beautifully in design with the rear sparto tail lamp position. 

And almost two years later, I finally found the original ’61 tanks that would complete the project. 

I was not willing to sell one of my kidneys for a set of tanks, but patience eventually paid off. I 

found a usable, yet nicely worn, set for a fair price. They even came with the emblems. 



 

 

Picture 3. Coming together. New tires, mounted fender, engine in, wiring and lights, painted 

pieces... 

I rolled the bike outside in the month of March, 2020. Made a few last checks and adjustments, 

ran through some starting procedures. To bring that bike to life was a very seriously rewarding 

moment for me in the journey of old motorcycles. Followed up with some clutch adjustments, oiler 

screws, and other typical needs. Take a few steps back, capture a good view, and recognize that 

the look achieved was what I was going for. To be pleased with my own creation was all quite 

rewarding. Many of you have probably now seen this bike on a couple of the local runs, and 

perhaps you may even approve of it. If not, that is perfectly OK with me, as completing a bike in 

this fashion is certainly something of personal opinion and approach! Ride On. 



 

Picture 4. The build at first running, March, 2020. 

  

 Picture 5. Mounting the ’61 tanks. 2 Years later. Notice the name has stuck- “Mutt” is captured 

on the oil tank. 



Showcased Motorcycle 

 

Harley Davidson 1976 FLH 

 

Submitted by:  Todd Mickinak 

 

I purchased a Harley Davidson 1976 FLH from the original owner Ray Fritz in October 2021. 

He bought it brand new in March 1976 for $ 2,193.84 and rode it 1,301 miles that summer before 

getting injured at work at what used to be called the Latrobe Airport, now it is Arnold Palmer 

Regional Airport. 

The Blue Angels were there the summer of 1976 when Ray had the bike at work.  One of the Pilots 

gave him the Aviator wing and US Navy decal that are on the fairing. 

After he healed from his work injury, life got in the way, and the bike sat in the corner of the 

garage never to be ridden again.   

For 46 years, this bike has been in a garage that is only 1.5 miles from where I live, and I must 

have driven past there thousands of times. You never know, they are still out there. 

So after bringing it home, I had to decide whether to leave it as is, or try to bring it back to how it 

looked when it was new. After soaking all the moving parts, and doing a mechanical once over, 

the decision was made to clean and polish it. I carefully removed each piece that was necessary to 

get the job done. Sandy gets all the credit for cleaning and shining the paint and chrome parts as 

they came off, and then I reinstalled every part exactly how it was. The only things that were 

replaced are filters and fluids, everything else is 100% original to the bike. 

I started it for the first time since 1976 in March 2022. I rode it a few times around home before 

taking it to Oley to get it judged. It received a 100 points score and got a junior first award. 

I got it judged again in Upperco and got 100 points and a Senior award. 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 

 



 

 

 



Allegheny Mountain Chapter 2023 National Road Run/ Save the Date 

 

Allegheny Mountain Chapter National Meet– June 12,  13 & 14 

Wellsboro, PA 

 

Members, please mark your calendars.  The Allegheny Mountain Chapter will be hosting a 

National Road Run next year!  The event will take place June 11-14, 2023 at the historic and scenic 

Wellsboro, Pennsylvania which is home of the “Pennsylvania Grand Canyon”.  It will be a road 

run not to be missed!  SAVE THE DATE! 

 

 

 

Membership 

 

Like all clubs, our membership is important.  Please help spread the word for our organization.  

Post events on your Facebook accounts, and talk with other antique motorcycle owners.   We 

encourage all our members to be active within our organization. 

 

Please follow our Facebook account Allegheny Mountain Chapter AMCA, and share our posts 

with your Facebook friends. 

 

 
 

Allegheny Mountain Chapter  

Wants You! 

 



Just for Grins 

 

Submitted by Nicole Lynch 

 

Or a motorcycle road run, right ladies…… 
Kathleen Graulty… you and & I understand.  My “waiting-in-line” bathroom buddy during the 

Music City Road Run, as we discussed choosing  dehydration over needing to use the “tree-lined 

men’s room” on the side of the road.   

 

 



 

Submitted by Jason Zerbini 

 

 
Todd spoke about building a clubhouse for the Allegheny Mountain chapter. Details to follow!!    

 

 

Quote for Thought 

 

“Adventure is out there.” ~ UP ~ Disney Movie 

 

 

 

AMCA ALLEGHENY MOUNTAIN CHAPTER, INC. 



 

MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION  

STATUS: Please check one. New Member __________Renewal _________ 

NATIONAL AMCA MEMBERSHIP NUMBER (required before local chapter membership 

can be accepted) _______________ 

NAME:________________________________________________________________ 

ADDRESS:______________________________________________________________  

CITY:__________________________________________________________________  

      ZIP:____________________ TELEPHONE:__________________________________ 

E MAIL:_________________________________ 

Please return your application with $5 annual dues to: 

Joseph Baird, Treasurer  

Allegheny Mountain Chapter, Inc. 

921 Carlisle St. 

Natrona Heights, PA 15065-1013 

Once we have confirmed your status as a current National AMCA member, you will receive a 

membership card by return mail and will be added to our - mail or regular mailing lists. Thank 

you for joining. 

 


