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Big Rocks, Big Ditches
Riding the 4-corners region
by Charlie Fehrman

It’s funny how 
my response to 
the threat of 
bad weather has 

changed as I’ve 
grown older.  In my 30s I’d say “What rain?  We 

riding or not??”  In my 40s it was more like, “What if we get 
up earlier and get ahead of it?”  Now as 50 turns to another 
decade, I’m closer to, “It’ll eventually blow through.  Let’s 
have another cinnamon roll and wait it out.” 

So that’s what my friend Michael and I did at the Rest and 
Restoration Bed and Breakfast in Peyton, CO, just outside 
of Colorado Springs. We were there to ride The Rockies 
and high desert through Colorado, Utah, Arizona, and New 
Mexico.  All this in the middle of summer! But on that first 
morning mountains were nowhere to be seen amid the thick 
fog and lightning . Eventually, we took off with full stom-
achs and a clearing radar. Michael was on his 2014 Suzuki® 
V-Strom, and I was on my 2012 
Honda® GoldWing. The clouds 
were so low and thick there were 
water droplets on our shields, but 
no rainfall. Our final destination 
that day was Durango, CO, and in 
the afternoon we ended up on US 
550, better known as the “Million 
Dollar Highway.”

I am not sure where the name 
“Million Dollar Highway” came 
from. It could be the cost per 
mile of construction. It could 
be the amount of dollars rolling 
by per hour, measured by high dollar campers and tricked 
out Jeeps/Land Rovers.  But I’ve come to believe it marks 
the price of the therapy required after rolling up the hill 
on the unguarded edge of a several hundred-foot plunge. 
On our first turn, a car barreled around the corner halfway 
in our lane.  Between the turn of the road and the blocked 
view, the only thing we could see was the open ravine.  That 
close call was hard to shake, and the next three miles were 
full of reminding myself and Mike in our headset comm to 
“keep eyes up” and “look where you want to go.”  I have no 
doubt the gorge we were crossing was beautiful, but we saw 
precious little of it.

Once we got into Silverton, CO, we enjoyed an easier route, 
marveling at the beaver dams along the river, the snowcaps 

along the mountain tops, and the way the massive elevation 
shifts would cause the afternoon temps to drop from 99 to 
52 in minutes - a welcome cooling off given our riding gear.

The Durango Comfort Inn & Suites scored big points when 
the host at the front desk noticed our bikes. “We have special 
parking in a well-lit place within eyesight of the front desk,” 
she said. “We’d be happy for you to park your bikes there.”  
Even better, our second day began clear and dry.

We were headed for Monument Valley via Mexican Hat, 
UT. The rock configuration that gave that town its name was 
striking, but we did not get to see some of the area’s other 
sites because the Navajo Nation remained (understandably) 
closed because of the COVID-19 pandemic. Even the near-
by Four Corners Monument was barricaded to would-be 
visitors.  We got within a couple hundred feet but couldn’t 
get to the famed circle and brass declaration of the merging 
point of four separate states.

Thankfully, nature provided a 
distraction: wild horses running on 
the road.  It was an open range area, 
and horses (wild or otherwise) will 
do a number on a motorcycle and 
probably a motorcycle rider. But we 
proceeded without incident on to 
Monument Valley.

The heat was starting to feel differ-
ently, afternoon vs. late morning.  
Once the temps climbed past 100, 
our iPhones and their naviga-
tion apps shut down.  It certainly 
made me rethink gifting my old 

Garmin® GPS, and adding a new one to my Christmas list. 
Another piece of gear I’m wanting is a Camelbak® Pack 
water bladder.  Mike relied on one during our ride and had 
water at the ready long after my little bottle had expired.  
And even though it stowed under his riding jacket, the water 
seemed cooler than mine did, too.  Lesson learned – the 85 
oz Rogue is on my list.

At one gas/hydration stop, I emerged from the station to 
shouts and people running.  A silver Yamaha Road Star, 
packed to the gills, was on its side. Thankfully the world still 
has many good-willed volunteers who came to his aid. The 
lot had a steep incline, and the rider was in the middle of 
a U-turn to get into the pumps when a car barreled in. The 
driver either didn’t see the Yamaha or didn’t want to wait, 
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and the rider grabbed a handful of brake. The incline added 
more gravity than he could overcome and down he went.  
Nothing hurt except ego – which bruises more easily than 
it should at times.  The car, of course, did not stop to help.  
The Grandpa in me wants to say, “Always be looking out for 
those who aren’t looking out for you.”

Day three started with breakfast at the 
Rack Haus in Dove Creek, CO. You 
might think it was a German breakfast 
spot – but since their motif was simply elk 
and deer antlers, I think they just weren’t 
good at spelling.  But they were good at 
breakfast, though, and had their share of 
“regulars” -- identified as the ones who 
went behind the counter to get their own 
coffee cups and pour their own brews – 
and then had their breakfasts brought 
out to them without ever having spoken 
with a server.  The regular morning crowd.  
Every town has them, every restaurant 
needs them. It was fun to experience it in 
not-our-neck of the woods, if you know 
what I mean.

A few of these regulars told us of an aban-
doned mine from the Gold Rush days that 
made for great photography. After that 
we eased on to Colorado 141 along the 
Delores River.  The sway and swing of the road made for a 
mesmerizing ride.  One thing notable was the superb quality 
of road surfaces in Colorado.  Every road (even the treach-
erous US 550) had sound asphalt, well-marked and brightly 
striped. It all felt so new and tight, especially when com-
pared to the vast amounts of pothole ridden roads of Indiana 
and Ohio we were used to.

Next to the road loomed walls of sandstone. They were 
intimidating, daunting, beautiful; I remember saying into my 
headset to Mike that I felt so small. It is upon these sights 
that one realizes the magnitude and awe-striking largesse 
of nature vs. anything mankind has ever built. Despite the 
grandeur of the Rockies and Monument Valley, this partic-
ular section of the road trip was my favorite.  Massive rock 

formations coexisted with trickling rivers, green trees and 
growth, and no traffic at all.  We were out there all alone 
– contentedly riding far below what would have been an 
acceptable pace, just soaking it in in wide eyed amazement. 
No matter what you believe, I am certain this stretch of road 

will bring out an appreciation for some-
thing-bigger-than-yourself in anyone.  For 
me – it was just humbling to think that 
the God who made all I was seeing knew 
who I was and cared about me.  Incredible 
thoughts for the day.

The afternoon leg of that drive took us to 
Grand Junction, CO.  Just a small detour 
(and a $20 park entrance fee) allowed us 
to see the Rim Rock Road around the 
Colorado National Monument Park.  
Again – gigantic gulches with no guard 
rails, switchbacks to gain elevation quick-
ly, and rugged topography made this a 
uniquely pretty place.  Truly a miniature 
Grand Canyon.

We had just about 90 minutes of riding 
left when a Google Maps alert, which was 
working again, told us that a wildfire stood 
between us and the rest of our planned 
route. Thanks to the electronic travel agent 
in the palm of our hands, we were able 

to confirm the road closure, find a new route, find a new 
hotel, and cancel our previous hotel—all without getting off 
the bikes (of course we pulled over). When you’re rolling 
along the road, one of the best features is the freedom, the 
UN-connectedness. And yet there’s nothing like technology 
to make parts of the travel process that much easier.  A tip 
of the hat to Steve Jobs and all the marvels who made the 
technology so portable.

In our new hotel room, we benefited from technology yet 
again. The US Park service was limiting the number of  
visitors into the Rocky Mountain National Park., and all  
approved tickets had been sold for weeks. But each night 
there was a lottery for 119 tickets the next day.  You had to 
log into the US Park system, apply for a 2 hour window of 

Big Rocks, Big Ditches Cont.
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time, and then hope.  Fortunately, both Mike and I (yes, we 
each had to do it separately – only one ticket per log in), 
were able to get tickets.  So we went to bed knowing we had 
a spot on the mountain – or at least the road that ran over it.

We awoke to thunder and decided that we had better get 
going if we wanted to stay dry.  We successfully outran the 
storm but, in doing so, arrived at the park 90 minutes ahead 
of our ticket time.  With no lines at all, and not very much 
traffic on the road, we rolled to the park ranger’s shack 
confident that he’d let us in early. No such luck, which left us 
waiting in the parking lot where we were able to swap stories 
and laughs with a group of 10 couples on bikes, trikes, and 
even a Slingshot bike all the way from Iowa – none of whom 
knew about the ticket requirement nor the nightly lottery.  
They were frustrated but good natured. After all, we have to 
be since changing plans is part of the biking life.

Soon enough our time arrived. 
The park’s lower roads were 
still showing plenty of evidence 
of last year’s wildfires – prickly 
and broken black stubs jutted 
up from the ground. Up ahead, 
cars pulled suddenly into a 
ditch and people ran from 
them cameras in tow, indicat-
ing some sort of wildlife had 
been spotted. Over the course of the week we saw deer, elk, 
mountain goats, dall sheep, beavers, a bald eagle, a bob cat, 
wild horses, and dozens of marmots (or groundhogs where 
I come from). We never had to pull into a ditch to see or 
memorialize them.

The ride across the RMNP pass at 12,300+ feet was beau-
tiful. There’s about a 4 mile stretch across the top of the 
mountain – above the tree line – where the weather is truly 
unpredictable.  Park Rangers and signs warned us of light-
ning strikes, gale force wind, and hail.  We heard thunder, 
and rode up on some wet roadways, but we never did see 
rain going across the mountain, though we were completely 
suited up for the possibility as well as for protection from the 
cold. The descent down into Estes Park, CO was panoramic. 
Staying with friends in Estes Park made the afternoon and 
evening hours go way too fast, but worth every effort to get 
to them – up their dirt/gravel road to their hillside chalet.

Around Boulder, CO, we went through the very eclectic 
town of Night Hawk.  Built in stairsteps because of the 
mountain this town was quaint, unique, and puzzling, too.  
We counted at least 6 casinos each uniquely branded and 
decorated, but all seemingly lacking customers. We headed 
on for the last challenge – Guanella pass.  At 11,800 feet, 
it was a nice climb but it was the first narrow – no center 

line marked road we traveled. We found ourselves behind 
one driver in an old Toyota® Rav4 going so slowly we had 
to wait for them to move on up so we could have enough 
momentum to make the switchbacks and stay upright.  As 
we descended the upper pass, Colorado 77 opened up to 
farmland and big sweeping turns.  No mountain side sand 
washouts, no blind corners, no falling rock in the road – just 
turns begging to be hugged.  It was the first true open throt-
tle riding we had done.  The sun well past high noon and not 
in our faces making for perfect visibility and a perfect way to 
wind down the 1800+ miles of the last 5 days.

At 62 years old and close to 200,000 miles on a bike, I 
sometimes wonder how long I will keep doing these types of 
road trips.  I have been fortunate to have ridden in 49 states 
and 3 Canadian provinces. I still have plans in a couple years 
to get that 50th state, Alaska, to celebrate 65 years young. 

But these days I find that I 
ride for the love of it, not for 
bragging rights nor to color in 
another state on a map. 

Remember the Yamaha rider 
who dumped his bike at the 
gas station?  We talked with 
him after he got his Road Star 
upright again.  The usual check 
up of both rider and bike, and 

then the stories.  He was in the third week of a cross-coun-
try retirement ride, and not even a bruised ego could dimin-
ish his smile.  He talked about having planned this trip for 
months leading up to his last day of working – and he had a 
long list of where he’d been and what there was still on his 
list.  He didn’t have a route – he just had a wish list.  That’s 
what life on the road is – adventures, mishaps, unplanned 
changes, more adventures.  Winding up the conversation 
with him and watching him pull a little hesitantly into traffic 
after his spill, I was reminded of a couple of my own solo 
trip experiences.  People I met who were too nice to  
describe.  Events that  
made me tremble only  
after they were over  
and I replayed them in  
my head. Sights that  
literally made me do  
a U-turn just to see  
them again.  But  
mostly I recalled the  
absolute joy of not  
knowing where I was  
exactly going that  
day – I was just glad  
to be going.

Big Rocks, Big Ditches Cont.
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Maddie Bryan started kindergarten at St Luke this year!

Graham Goodknight started first grade at St. Richard’s 
Episcopal School. He loves seeing all of his friends from 
kindergarten again.

Annika Schmoll started 4th grade at 
Crooked Creek Elementary School 
in person and masked up! She thanks 
everyone for supporting Crooked 
Creek by buying trash bags.

Marshall Wilson started first grade 
at Crooked Creek Elementary School 
this year. June Wilson moved into 

the pre-k room at the JCC and Everly Wilson is enrolled 
in the Early Childhood Education program at the JCC as 
well.

–––––––––––––––– 

Jarnell Burks-Craig was nominated 
to the Minority Health Coalition/
Presidents Roundtable. Jarnell 
has been a passionate advocate for 
numerous health issues and quality 
of life that affect the day-to-day 
of minority and underrepresented 
communities. She currently serves as 
the volunteer Interim Executive Director of the Minority 
Health Coalition of Marion County providing over 30 
hours of pro-bono service to the community. 

Jarnell is a tireless fundraiser for many causes, but her 
emphasis must forward advances for the betterment of 
healthcare in Indianapolis. Among her other community 
causes are the Indianapolis Chapter of Links, Inc., the  
Coalition of 100 Black Women, Alpha Kappa Alpha 
Sorority, life member of the NAACP, National Council 
of Negro Women, Stanley K. Lacey Executive Leadership 
Alumni, United Way Minority Key Club, the Presidents 
Roundtable and the Indiana Housing Authority where she 
has served in a leadership capacity in all entities.

–––––––––––––––– 

Long time Wynnedale resident Pauline Ginsberg  
accepted a new position as Director Project Management 
with pharmaceutical manufacturing start-up company 
INCOG BIOPHARMA. 

INCOG is building a new facility you may have seen off 
of the east side of I69-N just beyond Top Golf. INCOG 

joins the other Biopharma companies in establishing the 
Biopharma capital of the US right here in Indiana.  
Pauline and the other INCOG employees signed the last 
steel beam prior to it’s installation. We wish Pauline and 
INCOG the best on their new endeavors.

–––––––––––––––– 

On August 16, Judy Gruber and 
Bonnie Wild had to say goodbye to 
Evie. She was a perfect mix of tibetan 
spaniel, miniature pinscher, catahoula 
leopard dog and petit basset griffon 
vendeen among others. Evie had a 
happy heart and was a great compan-
ion. She loved to run, sit in the sun, 
chase chipmunks and go for walks. She would know exact-
ly how to communicate what she wanted. Sitting up on her 
back legs was a signature pose to get your attention. Lap 
of Love is a great organization to help families during this 
difficult time. Evie is missed every day and we are grateful 
to have been lucky enough to rescue her 13 yrs ago.

–––––––––––––––– 

Robyn and Mel Harder have a new 
dog, Mickey. Mickey joined their 
family about a month ago. He’s a year 
old Pomeranian. He has adjusted well 
to his new home and his much bigger 
brother. Still very shy of strangers but 
is getting better as time goes on.

–––––––––––––––– 

Erin Madrid is finishing her PhD work at Purdue.  
Benjamin is directing a feature film called Big Syrup and 
the Maple Men. Salvador is finishing high school and 
chasing girls. Jack is saying weird things, wants to marry 
his mom and always tries to get his dad to put zombies in 
his movies.

–––––––––––––––– 

NEIGHBORSWynnedale News Tidbits 
submitted by Linda Ranger

Robyn Harder has volunteered to host the annual Holiday/Christmas Ladies Tea, Saturday, 
December 4th. Save the date on your calendar. A flyer with details will follow in November.
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NEIGHBORSWynnedale News Tidbits Cont.

Per Conor Lee, coyotes were once called prairie wolves  
by early European settlers. Coyotes are still common in 
Indiana and can be found inside the Indy metro area. 
Last year DNR trail cameras caught 
images of coyotes South of 16th 
street. They also have a presence in 
Wynnedale. A private trail camera in 
the backyard of 2160 Wilshire Road 
recently captured this image of a 
coyote in late November 2020.

–––––––––––––––– 

Michael McBride recently served as the auctioneer for 
the Summer Stock Stage fundraiser. This is a summer 
theater program for performers ages 13-19. Students from 
throughout Central Indiana focus on vocal, dramatic, 
and dance performance, sharing their creative talents in a 
professionally managed environment. More than 80 donors 
from across Central Indiana gathered for the fundraiser. As 
a result, more than $20,000 was raised to directly benefit 
their performing arts program. McBride is a graduate of 
Purdue University and Reppert’s Auction School. If you 
would like Mike to help your church, charity or other civic 
group, you may contact him at 317-410-1896.

–––––––––––––––– 

Frank Messina and Robin Reagan experienced first-hand 
the fallout of the western forest fires when they had to cut 
short a vacation at Lake Tahoe. Having made plans well 
before the fires began, they were hoping that the wind 
and weather would be in their favor. However, when they 
arrived at Lake Tahoe the mountain tops were completely 
obscured by the smoke and by the third day the air quality 
was deemed hazardous for anyone to be outside. Unable  
to hike, get some beach time, or do any other outdoors  
activities, Robin and Frank elected to return home. They 
ask everyone to keep the forest firefighters and others 
affected by the fires in their thoughts and prayers.

–––––––––––––––– 

Juliana Messina finally left Indianapolis for school in late 
August. However, she didn’t return to Southern California, 
but instead flew to Copenhagen, Denmark for a semester 
abroad postponed from the spring. Scripps College closed 
for in-person classes in mid-March 2020 forcing Juliana to 
complete the remainder of her sophomore year and her  
entire junior year remotely back home in Indiana. So far, 
she’s impressed by both the number of bicycles and the  
level of vaccinations in Denmark! 80% of all people over 
the age of 12 in Denmark have been vaccinated allowing 
the country to lift almost all restrictions.

–––––––––––––––– 

Dear Wynnedale neighbors, We had an 
amazing experience living with you 
in Wynnedale. We would like to thank 
all our neighbors for their kindness. We 
could not have imagined a better place 
to raise our child who enjoyed visiting 
chicken in the Fitness Farm everyday, 
having toddler pool classes, local food 
from CSA and seeing friendly faces during our neighborhood 
walks. We will miss each and eveyone of you. Please contact us if 
you visit Austin. 

After living in Wynnedale for 2 ½ years, Serra and  
Gurkan Ozgurel traveled to Turkey to visit with family 
and celebrate Selin’s second birthday with grandparents 
and his big family before resettling in Austin, TX where 
Gurkan works and Serra will start her new job. 

–––––––––––––––– 

Craig and Sue Rice attended the Zi-
onsville British Car Show on August 
14. There were 12 cars in the class of 
Austin Healey’s. They were pleased 
to win Best in Class. Their grandson 
and his girl-
friend joined 
in the fun. The 

Indiana British Car Union features a 
different model car each year and the 
Jaguar had a large class of beautiful 
cars. There were over 200 cars exhibit-
ed in the show.

–––––––––––––––– 

Nick Samaro and Christina Talu-
cci took some engagement photos 
in Wynnedale! Their wedding is 
going to be May 20, 2022 at the 
Biltwell Event Center downtown 
Indianapolis. Christina works at 
Heartland Food Products and 
just got a promotion to National 
Account 
Manager. She 
manages the 

sales of Splenda on Amazon.com. 
Splenda is made here in Indianapolis 
at a plant located nearby - 86th St 
and Michigan Rd.

–––––––––––––––– 
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Nancy Spohn had to put her beloved dog, Parker to sleep. 
Her heart was broken. She is filling that void with two new 
pups, Aussiedoodles Wildflower and Willow.

–––––––––––––––– 

 

Do you like to walk? Want to get paid to be active?  
Consider adding lifeguarding to your health and fitness 
routine! Wynnedale neighbor, Robin Reagan, is not only 
an aquatic exercise instructor at the Indianapolis Health-
Plex, but also lifeguards at the JCC. After posting on 
NextDoor about the opportunity for “mature” adults to 
consider lifeguarding, she got a healthy (pun intended) 
response. Both the JCC and HealthPlex are happy to 
hire guards who work 1-2 shifts each week. Learning and 
maintaining CPR skills was Robin’s top reason to become 
a guard, but walking the entire time she guards (she logs 
in 6-8 miles/3 hour shift) and getting a free membership 
were other attractions. She’s happy to answer questions and 
notes that there’s a Red Cross lifeguard certification course 
coming up Tue-Wed, Oct 12-13.

The fall dumpsters will be delivered to neighborhood on 
Friday, October 15 and hauled away the morning of Mon-
day October 18. One will be located at the intersection 
of Knollton and Wynnedale Roads and the other at the 
entrance to the cul-de-sac at the intersection of Paula Lane 
South Drive and Hidden Orchard Lane. If one dumpster 
fills up feel free to use the other dumpster.

PLEASE

	 • No tires or car type batteries

	 • Breakdown cardboard boxes

	 • No tree limbs & brush until noon on Sunday

Fall Dumpsters

NEIGHBORSWynnedale News Tidbits Cont.

As mentioned in the last issue of the Wynnedale News, 
Sue Rice entered our newspaper into a contest promoted 
by this national organization Neighborhoods USA. Out of 
all the entries submitted, our paper won third place in the 
category of print format. 

It is the great articles 
from our residents 
that make our paper 
so special. Keep up 
the good work. 

NUSA Newspaper Contest

Wynnedale’s “Little Free Library”  is now ready for residents 
to use to exchange books. Contributions of appropriate adult 
books, young adult books and children’s books are welcome. 
The library is located next to the path in the bird sanctuary at 
the corner of Knollton and Wilshire Roads. 

Our neighbor Rick Goehring beautifully designed and built 
the library.

A dedication was held September 28th with special guest 
Judy Hall, our neighbor and former school principal at IPS 
55 and 92. The library is dedicated to all book lovers and 
especially to the current and former teachers who are a part  
of our community.

Little Free Library Dedication
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Harlan and Mary Hicks were residents of Wynnedale for 
28 years. They were the second owners of the home at 4222 
Cold Spring Road. 

Harlan was a 1933 graduate of Crispus Attucks High 
School and afterwards he graduated from West Virginia 
State College and also obtained a degree from Indiana 
University. His excellent education may have been the 
influence of his mother Gertrude as she graduated from 
Butler University and did graduate work at Columbia 
University before becoming a teacher. Harlan served in the 
Army and later in the Indiana National Guard. His first 
job after the military was working for 25 years as a parole 
officer and later he was a member of the Indiana Police 
Parole Board for 17 years. He received the Sagamore  
of the Wabash designations from two Governors, Robert  
Orr and Evan Bayh. He was also awarded the Indiana 
Distinguished Service Medal in recognition of 42 years 

of exceptional service. After retirement Harlan enjoyed 
his favorite pastime which was cooking. He made the best 
ribs this side of Mississippi. To further enhance his talents 
he traveled to Paris, France in 1992 to attend the Cordon 
Bleu School of Cooking. This had been an ambition of 
his for many years. The course dealt with every thing from 
appetizers to desserts. He obtained his diploma before  
returning home and was ready to use his new talents.  
Harlan was a caring neighbor and was liked by all. He  
died in 1998.

Mary Elizabeth Hicks, Harlan’s wife, had been a  
disbursing officer for the Job Corps Program at the U.S. 
Army Finance Center, Fort Benjamin Harrison. She had a 
special interest in Bonsai gardening, was a Master Bridge 
player and a member of the Sew and Sew Sewing Club. 
Mary died in 1986.

WYNNEDALE HISTORY
Notable Wynnedale Neighbors                        
by Sue Rice-Wynnedale Historian

On February 24, 2015 Wynnedale had the most damaging house 
fire in its history. 

Roy and Ann Marie Christian lived at 4280 Roland Road but 
were in Hawaii celebrating their 25th anniversary at the time of 
the fire which was discovered by their son. 

Here are a few pictures if you did not see the fire six years ago. 
There were 16 pieces of fire equipment, a channel 59 reporter and 
camera man, an injured firefighter 
being loaded in the ambulance. 

It was a tragic day for the Christians. 
The house was bought by Charlie and 
Debi Fehrman and they made the 
repairs and now have a lovely home.  

Flashback: Wynnedale House Fire
by Sue Rice


