
Aunt Bessie’s
PM Tale!
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good to see 
you, uncle ted. 
mom said you 
wanted to see 

me as soon as I 
got back.

my goodness…twenty 
years in the army. 
That’s a long time.

you 
should 

know. you 
spent 

more than 
twenty 

plus years 
on that 
trail.

yes, I did. my trail 
took me through 

vietnam…

as you know, I was a driver 
in a transportation unit, 

uncle ted. I drove in some 
of the worst conditions 

possible.

“some days it hit 120 degrees 
in the desert… nights 

dropping into the 40’s.”

“some days it blew so 
hard I couldn’t see my 
hand in front of me…”

I got to 
know my 
pmcs so 
well, I 

could do it 
in my sleep!

a good 
soldier 
has to 
maintain 

her 
equip-
ment.

I like 
your way 

of thinking.

come 
into the 
garage. 
there’s 

something 
I think 
you’ll 

appreciate.

tillie, do you 
remember your 

great aunt 
bessie?

that’s an 
understatement. her 
life was the stuff 
of which legends 

are made.
not so 
much.

grandma 
said 

she was 
“her own 
kind of 
person.”

…tell me more 
about iraq and 
afghanistan.

tillie!
welcome 

home.

699.28-29.indd   1-2 12/21/10   3:45 PM



30PS 699 FEB 11 31PS 699 FEB 11

welcome 
to 

bessie’s 
life!

wow! were these 
all bessie’s?

yes… bessie 
was one of

a kind.

look at 
all these 
bikes! and 
all these 

tool boxes.

she was 
only 17 at 

the time. and 
that was when 
“good girls” 

didn’t ride 
motorcycles, 

let alone 
travel by 

themselves.

she would toss a 
penny on a map and 

wherever it landed was 
her destination.

she took 
eight solo 

rides across 
the united 
states. she 
also rode 
throughout 
haiti, brazil 
and europe.

“she rode in 
rainstorms…”

“slept in a tent 
next to her bike…”

back then, there 
weren’t cell 

phones or nearby 
places to repair 

a motorcycle. you 
were on your own.

that meant you 
had to know the 
bike’s checks and 
services like the 

back of your hand. that 
rings a 
bell.

checks 
and 

services!

“…and always did 
pm on her bike.”

she traveled 
some interesting 

byways.

aunt bessie 
rode her first 
motorcycle -- 
an indian scout 
-- back in 1928.
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you had to 
bring along 
extra parts 

and tools for 
repairs for 
breakdowns.

“during world war II she was 
a dispatch rider…carrying 
documents between army 
posts…for four years.”

hmm…that 
sounds kind of 
like me when I 
got started.

after the war 
she went on and 

founded the “iron 
horse motorcycle 

club” in miami.

that’s bessie 
winning first place 
on the flat track.

she disguised 
herself as a man, 
but was denied the 
prize when she took 

off her helmet.

towards the end of 
her life the doctors 
wanted her to give 
up riding. she said, 
if I don’t ride, I 
won’t live long…

look 
at all 
this.

yes, it’s 
impressive. 
now take 
a look at 

this.

your great aunt 
bessie received 
this award two 

years before her 
death in 1993. she 
was 82 years old.

“I was there when she got 
the award. several years 
later the ama created 

the bessie stringfield 
memorial award.”

what’s going to happen 
with all this stuff? all 

of these memories?

well, 
kiddo. 

that’s why 
I invited 

you over.

“after her passing, she 
was inducted into the 
motorcycle hall of 

fame.”

I’m not 
getting 

any 
younger.

these things are special! 
they need a home…

where someone will take 
good care of them.

“she was 
the only 
woman in 
her unit.”

like what’s 
in a vehicle’s 
aal or bII.

699.32-33.indd   1-2 12/21/10   3:46 PM



The appearance of external hyperlinks does not constitute endorsement by the United States Department of Defense of the linked web sites, or the 
information, products or services contained therein. For other than authorized activities such as military exchanges and Morale, Welfare and Recreation 

(MWR) sites, the United States Department of Defense does not exercise any editorial control over the information you may find at these locations. 

Uncle Ted and Tillie are fictitious, but bessie was very real!

yeah…you know. 
someone who 
isn’t afraid to 

turn a wrench…

 or get 
down 

on their 
hands 
and 

knees to 
trouble-
shoot an 
oil leak.

do you 
catch my 
drift?

you’ve 
got to be 
kidding!

you proved you 
know what it takes 

to keep these 
things right, tillie. 
I just wanted to 

say “welcome back! 
you’ve made it!”

by the way, 
your mother 

says I shouldn’t 
fill your head 

with ideas about 
riding your bike 
while standing 
on the seat.

no, 
sir!

to learn more about the amazing bessie stringfield, see the follOwing 
entries on the ama hall of fame and harley-davidson websites:

http://motorcyclemuseum.org/halloffame/detail.aspx?racerID=277
and

http://www.harley-davidson.com/en_us/content/pages/
women-riders/female-trailblazers.html

http://motorcyclemuseum.org/halloffame/detail.aspx?racerID=277
http://www.harley-davidson.com/en_US/Content/Pages/women-riders/female-trailblazers.html

