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s I sit enjoying the 
sounds, a faint whis-
tle of a ship is in the 
background calling its 
workers to work. Th e 
smells of the sea and 

the scenery of a busy harbor play out 
before the tourists awake in the Grand 
Canal of Venice, Italy. I am wrapped in 
my thoughts of a trip that has come to 
an end with wonderful women, all who 
have the same passion for two wheels, 
who are about to board a plane and 
head back to the USA.
 Let’s go back to high school in 
the 60s, to a young girl trying to fi t in 
with the cool group with her “come on” 
blonde hair and gangly legs. And she 
knew how to play the accordion too 
(really not my choice). Th at will make 
you popular? I found my way into the 
Th underbolts Drum and Bugle Corp, 
not as an accordion player, but on the 
Color Guard with white marching 
boots. Th e camaraderie of drum corps 
gave me a unique feeling of fi tting in 
and belonging to a group with the 
same passion for marching and work-
ing together. During one of our many 
trips, I came across a group of girls who 
marched in red boots, and thus began 

my fascination with red boots.
 Life went on. With high school 
over, I had marriage in my sights and a 
trip to Europe with my Army soldier 
husband. I was opening my eyes to ad-
venture in another country, Germany, 
to be exact. I was about to experience 
the charms of Europe giving me a bet-
ter appreciation of life on the other side 
of the pond. A good experience for a 
20-year-old anxious to get out and dis-
cover the world and what it had to off er. 
After a nine-month stint in Nurem-
burg, Germany, with many travels to 
Paris, France and Krimml, Austria, for 
a ski adventure, President Nixon said it 
was time to go home, right before my 
plans to visit Italy and Michelangelo’s 
wonders.
 Back to the USA and Ameri-
can life, I was raising our children and 
putting them before my notions of trav-
el. Th rough numerous moves, empty 
nest syndrome and a motorcycle com-
ing into my life, it was time to put me 
back into my life and concentrate on 
my bucket list. I did not know at that 
time that Women On Wheels® was 
part of my bucket list, but red boots and 
Italy were, with the camaraderie and a 
sense of adventure. After a Ride-In™, I 

met Cathy Davies, whose nickname is 
“Red Boots.” Was that a coincidence, 
or was that my bucket list screaming 
at me? Cathy asked if I was interested 
in international travel. Later an email 
came regarding a trip to Italy, “Bucket 
list.” I signed up and a year later found 
myself on a plane with other WOW 
members on my way to Italy. We joined 
ladies who helped me scratch off  some 
items on my bucket list, riding scooter 
no less.
 Th e fi rst leg of my Italian 
journey started in Milwaukee, with 
six WOW members meeting for our 
fl ight to Philadelphia to catch up with 
four more WOW members for the rest 
of the trip to Rome. Wisconsin made 
quite a statement with all of us dressed 
in our Wisconsin WOW Ride-In™ red 
shirts. We arrived in Rome early Fri-
day morning anxious to get to the hotel 
and start the adventure. A bus picked 
us up and we were on our way, the 
sound of cameras clicking as we passed 
the fi rst sight of the ancient city. At 
our Best Western Hotel we met a few 
more WOW members, and without 
much persuasion we were off  with the 
guidance of June Reeves heading for a 
hop-on hop-off  bus tour. Th e laughter 
and chatter fi lled the air as we observed 
the many scooters buzzing around us 
as we made our way through Rome. 
How soon before we would end up on 
scooters? We hoped the traffi  c was not 
as crazy as Rome. Th e adventure took 
us to Trevi Fountain and the Spanish 
steps for many photos.
 Did I mention we enjoyed 
lunch among the exclusive designer 
shops? After another great meal, we all 
retired to our rooms for a much needed 
night’s rest, having left Milwaukee on 
Th ursday and it was now Friday evening.
 Saturday morning we were up 
for breakfast, ready to meet our guide 
Constantine. We carried our rain gear 
and discovered we would have to deal 
with rain during most of our trip, but 
this group shrugged it off  and pushed 
through the days. We were off  to Vat-
ican City for an extensive tour with a 
Roman guide who shared his passion 

Far left: Donna’s Bucket List. Left: Donna at the Bridge of Sighs in Venice, Italy. Below: 
group photo in Florence.

s
a
u
s

l
s
r
n
Th

f

a
w
t
t
i

cont. on page 14…



for the Roman culture and history. 
While in the Vatican Museums, we 
saw the art of Henri Matisse and a robe 
he designed for one of the Popes, plus 
the work of Salvador Dali. From there, 
we entered the Sistine Chapel where a 
hushed, peaceful atmosphere is main-
tained. We fi nally entered St. Peters 
Basilica to view the Pieta by Michelan-
gelo. Constantine left us exhausted, yet 
anticipating his return on Sunday.
 Clearing skies on Sunday, we 
boarded our tour bus again knowing we 
had a tight schedule ahead of us since 
Constantine had a mission he wished 
to accomplish. We were off  to see Mi-
chelangelo’s Moses, the Coliseum, the 
Arche of Constantine, past the Forum 
and into the heart of Rome with the 
sound of church bells ringing in the air. 
We were guided through narrow streets 
to the Pantheon, Piazza Navona, and 
past vendors selling roasted chestnuts. 
We saw gypsies enticing us with their 
tricks and heard the music of an accor-
dion. We were guided back to St. Pe-
ters Square where it was Constantine’s 
goal for us to see Pope Francis and hear 
his message. It was quite a moving day, 
as the Pope spoke in Italian, our guide 
translated leaving us all feeling like 
something special had just happened.
 Back at the hotel, we had lunch 
at an outside café. With our tummies 
happy again, a few of us decided to 
hop a taxi and head back into Rome 
to further investigate some of the sites 
the guide introduced us to; the Piazza 

Navona was busy with vendors trying 
to sell their wares and of course gela-
to. We were about two miles from our 
hotel and what do you do? Walk! I was 
with women who let nothing worry 
them and so we headed in the direction 
of our hotel to experience Rome the 
WOW way. When we got back, the sky 
was dark and we were exhausted, but 
ready for our next adventure: Florence.
 After a slight mix up with 
train connections, we all met up again 
in Florence. Our bus was waiting for 
us. He took us to our hotel where we 
joined the rest of the WOW group; 
now we numbered eighteen.
 We were greeted by our guides 
from Edelweiss who were busy organiz-
ing our scooters already assigned to us 
with name tags. Yes! I got a red 300cc 
Vespa! I was a little nervous about han-
dling the red scooter after the craziness 
we saw in Rome. It was time to unpack 
in our charming room with a window 
overlooking the pool and garden area. 
I opened the window wide to take in 
the sounds of Florence: rain, a rooster 
crowing and dogs barking. Oh yes, all 
of our hotels had a bidet and their ver-
sion of a hairdryer, which looked more 
like a vacuum hose. We met that night 
for the fi rst of many fi ve-course meals 
with our guides Ursula (German) and 
Domenico (Italian), our eye candy. Oh 

Above: Cathy Davies and Larry Johnson 
enjoy lunch in Sienna. 

Middle: a boat in the regatta at Venice.
Right: Barb Grueschow stops to smell the 

roses on the island of Torcello.
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yes, and we fi nally met up with Cathy 
Davies and Larry Johnson. Information 
was given to us on our scooters and the 
itinerary was discussed, as well as the 
rules of the road and lane splitting (the 
Italian way).
 After a good night’s sleep ev-
eryone was up and ready for our fi rst day 
of riding dressed in rain gear, of course, 
and we were divided into two groups. 
Ursula led us out into the outskirts of 
Florence. I was getting used to having a 
Vespa under me, and off  we headed into 
the countryside of Chianti. We were the 
Italian gang now. We were guided into 
the small town of Greve, with a charm-
ing square of many shops, for a coff ee 
stop to soak up the Tuscan lifestyle and 
enjoy a cappuccino. Of course, I found 
an absolutely lovely linen shop and pur-
chased a treasure to take home. I had 
a lovely time with the store owner who 
did not speak English, but I am amazed 
by how we connected with ease only to 
fi nd out later that people like Penelope 
Cruz had shopped there.
 Back on the scooters, we 
continued to wind through the olive 
fi elds and a grape vineyard, past what 
is suspected to be a farm where Mona 
Lisa lived. After going through many 
roundabouts, we found ourselves in 
San Gimignano. We were led by Ur-
sula onto narrow cobblestone streets 
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into the center square of San Gimi-
gnano, where she informed us of two 
world famous gelato shops or so they 
say. Taking time for lunch and the best 
hot chocolate, the second group arrived 
only to learn of a mishap with two of 
our ladies. A scooter went down and 
again this amazing group of women 
pulled themselves together and han-
dled the situation.
 Siena was our plan for the next 
day and the guides worked with us to 
off er options on how we wanted to 
handle the day, since rain was in the 
forecast again. Half the group decid-
ed to take the train to Siena and met 
the rest who rode there. I opted for the 
train and it was made so easy to accom-
plish. We took a bus to the train depot 
and boarded the train to Siena giving 
everyone a chance to visit. Arriving in 
Siena through the advice of a fellow 
Italian, we took eight fl oors of escala-
tors to get to the main level of the city 
where we were led by Ursula to the en-
trance of the old Siena. We followed 
her through narrow cobblestone streets 
to the center of Piazza del Campo, a 
sloping scallop shell from the 1100s. 
Th e herringbone brick pavement is di-
vided by white marble lines into nine 
sections representing the city’s medi-
eval ruling body, the Council of Nine. 
Th ere we met with the riding group for 
lunch at a quaint place picked by our 
guides, another fabulous meal.
 After lunch, we proceeded 

through more narrow streets to an-
other Siena Cathedral with white and 
black marble, more breathtaking with 
every turn, we had to watch where we 
stepped because of the etchings on the 
fl oor. It was time to head back to the 
train and our descent to the train depot. 
So glad we got to sit down for our ride 
back to Florence.
 Th e city of Florence meant 
another day off  the scooters and time 
to take in the host city for our scooter 
adventure. We were becoming pros at 
moving around Italy. We hopped on a 
bus to the center of Florence for a guid-
ed tour. My Italian Stallion awaits (Da-
vid by Michelangelo). Th rough more 
churches, the Mercato Centrale Mar-
ket teased with fresh vegetables, meats, 
fl owers and spices. Some daring ladies 
enjoyed tripe on a hard roll at the Ner-
bone. More walking with Ursula lead-
ing us to the top of a department store 
to enjoy a cup of something warm while 
overlooking the cityscape. We descend-
ed from the coff ee shop and headed to 
the museum to see David, a wonder in 
its own (by Michelangelo). She led us 
again to Ponte Vecchio, a bridge quite 
miraculously spared during the bomb-
ings of World War II, now home to an 
exclusive jewelry shop. From there, we 
entered the designer shopping district 
of Salvatore Ferragamo. We were on 
our own and it was off  to the leather 
market which smelled wonderful. Later 
it was time to meet everyone for supper 

and another Italian feast of Florentine 
T-bone. We waddled back to the bus 
stop for a ride back to our hotel.
 Back on the scooters, a cooking 
class was in our sights. We took country 
roads fi lled with the smell of wine in 
the air we and reached the Villa Piti-
ana, a vision to our eyes. We prepared 
a true Italian meal, starting with brus-
chetta, liver pate’, pasta, and biscotti. 
Th ank God they had prepared a fresh 
meal ahead so we did not have to eat 
our own cooking. Needless to say, the 
villa was breathtaking and it was with a 
full tummy we left the hills behind and 
headed back to Florence.
 On the last day, we head 
through the Pyrenees stopping at the 
highest point at Passo della Consuma 
for a great cup of cappuccino. Th en we 
headed for Arezzo in the land of gold. 
We entered the city through an arch-
way to fi nd a parking spot and headed 
into the heart of town stopping at the 
Cathedral of Arezzo for a photo opt in 
which the ladies made the WOW sign 
with their hands. I broke off  from the 
group to investigate the small shops, 
some with major security. I found a 
shop with a fringed purse calling me 
from the window display; of course it 
is now mine with a few other trinkets. 
I walked back to the Piazze, the sight 

Right: meeting our scooters and preparing to 
ride. Left: dinner the Italian way.
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of the fi lming of the movie Life is Beautiful, to join the rest 
of the group for lunch. We had the opportunity to watch 
fresh pasta being made for the restaurant. While there, we 
encountered a Canadian visitor wearing a Packers jacket and 
the Wisconsin girls needed a photo taken. With bellies full, 
it was time to head back on the road. We came across an old 
Roman bridge taking us back to the time of chariots and Ro-
man soldiers marching across. Our next destination was an 
Olive Oil factory for a tour of the making of the precious oil. 
With more curvy roads, we found ourselves back in Greve 
for a break and chance to take in the Chianti area again. It 
was time to head back to the hotel to turn in the scooters and 
have our fi nal meal as a group. Th en it was back to the room 
and time to pack for our trip to Venice.
 A bus met us at the hotel for our trip to the train de-
pot and our ride to Venice. Th is time, we made sure everyone 
made the train. A two-hour ride and with the anticipation 
of a new adventure. I noticed we were traveling over water 
and soon Venice was in our sights. Upon disembarking, our 
guide greeted us and escorted us through the depot to our 
water taxi for our ride to the hotel. Th ere was a slight delay in 
getting to the hotel because of a boat regatta that was taking 
place around the Grand Canal. Just for us! How nice! Th ey 
didn’t have to! Finally in the boat I pinched myself; I was 
actually here. Th is was really a fl oating city, gondolas, bridges, 
and where George Clooney got married. We disembarked at 
our hotel, deposited our luggage and took off  to fi nd lunch. 
We walked over many bridges, past numerous vendors, had 
a photo opt at the Bridge of Sighs, and around the corner to 
Doges Palace and St. Mark’s Square. Pigeons greeted us as 
we found an outdoor café to eat. Music from an orchestra 
played in the background. We received our food, well, maybe 
some of us since a pigeon took off  with Emma’s Sandwich. 
Th e waiter dressed in a tuxedo handled it and soon returned 
with a new sandwich for her. From here, some went back to 
the hotel, but I ventured off  with Marlene to fi nd the Rialto 
Bridge. It was fun navigating the narrow twisty pathway of 
Venice and we succeeded in fi nding the bridge and many 
other wonderful shops. Back to the hotel to meet up with the 
rest of the group for a nighttime walking tour of Venice, we 
were in the rain again. It just didn’t matter as we were pros at 
this by now, so why not a nighttime gondola ride in the rain 
(oh so romantic!).
 To bed and on to the next day. Breakfast at the hotel, 
we were again greeted by our guide to take us on a private 
boat tour of Murano, Torcello and Burano. A boat that could 
hold a hundred, escorted fourteen of us to Murano, the is-
land of glass blowing. We received a private tour of a factory 
making many chandeliers, glass sculptures and jewelry. Th en 
on to Torcello, a small island with a church and restaurant. 
It was very quaint and just slowed the pace down. Now off  
to Burano known for handmade lace and the quaint colorful 
pastel buildings. We enjoyed gelato and “S” cookies native 
to that island. We boarded the boat again to head back to 

Th e Wisconsin group found a Canadian Packers fan in Arezzo!

A scooter stop in the rain along the side of the road in Tuscany.

Guides Ursula and Domenica in Greve.
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Venice for our fi nal night. Barb Grue-
schow led us to a quaint restaurant for 
our fi nal dinner before some very early 
departures in the morning.
 After traveling together for 12 
days, camaraderie still held together 
and laughter could be heard while we 
devoured our last meal.
 Now my bucket is empty, my 
list completed, and an emptiness in 
my soul fi lls me with sadness. How 
to plug this empty feeling? But wait, I 
am a member of Woman On Wheels®! 
Th ese ladies are still going to be there 
and many more adventures will come, 
because I know there are other wom-
en out there who have bucket lists and 
this is the group that can help them 
accomplish anything. So I will put it 
out there. Give me your buckets – lets 
challenge other women to join us in 
this adventure of being a great group of 
women who stick together.

Sue Frish and Linda Stone having luncb in 
Burano.

wow

On the steps of the Cathedral of Arezzo in the 
“land of gold.”




