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160 mph
Speedometer
Exclusively
for the

74 Chopper! ¢

and
portster

Now for the first time
you can buy this small
{only 2" in diameter)
precision, German-made
speedometer

Has chromed exterior,
black lluminated face with
white numerals, and it has
an odometer. Simple to
install. Price includes cable

lgt
and hght $44.95

only. Intake, return, and

Have Ended!

No longer do you have lo carry canleens
full of gas. strap gas cans to your sissy bar., or
stash bottles of gas in your bed roll—now youn
can buy a FOUR-GALLON tank!

That’s right—a big mutha that'll get you
there and back and let vou give the finger to
the gas stations—chile not serewing up the
looks of your scoot. From the side it looks the
same. from the top it looks wider. and it
shouldn’t change the overall appearance of
your bike too much. But if it’s too big for your
taste. then use it for long runs and then put
your smaller tank back on for short putts or
profiling.

It measures twelve inches wide, nine inches
deep and sixteen inches long. It should fit most
bikes. It is made of 16-gauge steel and is heli-
are welded. with a Frisco style tunnel,

There are tiwo styles available: The one-hole
costs 860. The two hole costs $65. Chromed
gas caps (8S2.50 each)

Steel Braided
Oil Lines
Aircraft type for 74s
(Chromed)
Easy to read. 0 to 60 |bs.

A must for long rides.

Fitting supplied for 74s
and Sportsters, but you
° must specify which one

breather—all 3 for only
29.95

[E— « | when ordering. Can be
—_— modified to fit other bikes
de—=— "1 ‘. 9.95

c

74 Kick Cover
Super strong—and
reinforced! 29.95

Your Gasoline Hassles

W;Je 16” Chromed
Steel Rim
For Wide
500X16 tires.

$29.95

HD 74\

Extended

Kick Stand
Chromed

6-10 over stock
10-15 over stock

$24.95

Vista Chopper Products
Box 3536, Glendale,
California 91201
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progress Dept.: The Vermont Bar
Association has recommended

legalizing the sale of pot in state
liquor stores to persons 18 and older.
They also suggested that the sale of
marijuana be subject to regulations
regarding purity, potency, and price.

Did you read about the two dudes who,
after juicing it up awhile, decided to
get rid of the irritating flies that had
invaded their garage—by shooting them
with pistols! Seventy shots later, with
neighbors hitting the dirt and bullet
holes all over the place, they decided
to call it a day when the police arrived.

Knows his shit: A Reno, Nevada, narc dog
sniffed out a stash of grass and the
police took it as evidence—but when

they arrived at the station, they
discovered the dog had eaten all the

pot. (At least that's what the officers
claimed.)

You won't believe it, but Fortune
magazine reported that Procter and
Gamble employs a full-time professional
armpit sniffer—to evaluate new
deodorant formulas. I wonder if douche
juice companies employ sniffers.

Visiting was restricted at San Quentin
after guards on duty in the visiting
area became ill. It seems someone may
have spiked their coffee with LSD,
because their "illness" was described as
"having flashbacks." Groove, man,
groove—don't fight it.

Do you have a foxy ol' lady? Do you kick
the shit out of your son? If you have—
and do—you're probably raising a
potential rapist, according to someone
who sweats out such facts.

TAKING
IT EASY

By Spider

No-shit file: It has been proven that men
with tattoos drink a helluva lot more
than the average. No word on tattooed
women.

A woman in Michigan was removing some
plastic bags of meat from a freezer when
a human foot fell out of one bag. She
about had a cow. The police came, and it
was discovered that there were 17 human
feet in the freezer. A little checking
disclosed that a local hospital, which
did not have a freezer, had rented
freezer space next to the woman's.

Talk about hard up: Eight Dallas vice
cops were busted for forcing arrested
whores to not only pose for the usual
mug shot, but also for tit photos. Made
'em disrobe to shoot tit photos—can you
believe it?

Sick, dumb laws file: Madison Heights,
Michigan, passed a law recently making
it necessary for anyone buying rolling
papers to register and show I.D. before
purchase. Failure to do so means 30 days
in the hole and $100 fine. But didn't
they know you can roll joints out of
newspapers? And then there are pipes,
etc., etc.

When your ol' lady's on your ass about
getting out and finding a job, tell her
your arrectorestilorums are out of
whack. (They're the small muscles that
go rigid to give you goose pimples.)

Or how about the 22-year-old Minneapolis_
dude who got snuffed ridding his scoot—
while eating a bowl of spaghetti. Really!

Male deep throat: A prisoner in Iowa
swallowed—get this—a five-inch blade.
Not only that, but it passed through his
stomach and 28 feet of small intestines
into the large bowel—and was still
moving when this was written. Everyone
is waiting for the outcome.

Dog taken for a ride: Harvey, a German
Shepherd guard dog that bit every one of
the 366 suspects he helped capture, was
stolen. His handler is concerned that
the thief may be in danger from the
"loot." Do you suppose one of those 366
people who got bit took Harvey for a long
walk on a short pier?




We can honestly say that
it’s the best Harley buckle
you can buy

"y 7 \_"__/“ s "
i UL ,
SIS

= ARLEY-DAVIDSON | S5
ol VIS

‘“\ (Actual size—and it
weighs almost a half pound)

g .‘\ e T ,
B A A _ S
i : L PN
{

¢

for Chaistmos!
T‘wgiét/@wﬂwf/bik%bugmw

A huge, man's size buckle that is made from expen-
sive dies for intricate detail. Photo shown is actual
size—solid metal, weighs almost a half pound.

Each buckle is individually made and is triple bronze
or silver plated for a lifetime of rugged wear. Each is
individually hand polished.

Each buckle comes with a 13%"-wide belt, handmade
from the finest cowhide we could find. A dark brown
belt is sent with bronze buckle orders and a black belt Full refund
is sent with all silver buckle orders—unless you re-

of vour money

quest otherwise,
if not satisfied!

Send $15.95 along with accurate waist size and state
whether you want a bronze or a silver buckle.

This buckle is of the same high quality as the
Righteous buckle you have already received. If you
want only a buckle, just send $10.00 and state whether
vou want a silver or bronze buckle.

] 121
: AN Products

Box 361, Seal Beach, California 90740

Dealers inquire on your letterhead



Angels on TV
[] | saw a TV program on
the Angels last week, It
had Sonny Barger in it. He
said he hadn’t seen or heard
from any of his brothers.
Why the hell not? What's
happened to him?
Terry Sharpe
Winston-Salem, N.C.

M See letter that follows.

Open Letter From
Sonny Barger

Hello, Lou. | don't know
if you're into this open-letter
thing, or not, but since your
magazine reaches the lar-
gest number of outlaw riders
that | can think of, | decided
to write you and ask that
you print an open-letter in
your magazine.

On September 12, 1974, a
taped interview was shown
on the Goodnight America
Program. The interview was
taped here at Folsom Prison,
by myself and Fu, another
member of the Hells Angels
Motorcycle Club, Oakland.
When we taped the show,
we filmed over one hour,
knowing that it would be
cut to fit the show that night.
We did not realize that it
would be cut to 30 seconds,
and leave the impression
that no one in the club
cared enough to visit me.
The show left out the fact
that the officials here are
the reason | do not get
visits.

| have received many let-
ters, from outlaws, all over
the United States, wanting
to know what was going on.
Many of them are in prison
themselves, | am not able to
answer their letters, due to
the fact that the officials
here will not let me corres-
pond with inmates in other
joints, | do not like to have
the people who support me
fail to get an answer to their
letters concerning my well-
being. | turn to your maga-
zine to help me inform my

supporters that | am well,
and of high spirit, and can-
not express my gratitude to
those who took time to drop
me a line and let me know
they stand with me. Their
support through buying tee-
shirts and bumper-stickers
has resulted in money to
fight the injustice being done
not only to me, but to every
other person in prison who
is being treated the way |
am. Again, | say, Thank all
of you for your support!
Long live the Hells Angels,

Choppers, Outlaws; and
Easyriders!

We will win!

Sonny Barger, HAM.C.

Represa, Ca.

Sneaky Bastards
[ If your readers ever see
Carol Estes' tits that you
hid in the November issue,
they'll pound Chiodo into
hamburger. At first glance |
recognized her and went
diggin® into my stash of
porno and there she was in
the July Penthouse with the
biggest, fullest, most succu-
lent jugs I've ever seen—and
you guys hid them from us.
Cunnilingus Kid
Zanesville, Ohio

Good Artist
[J You fuckers might not
know it, but Dave Mann is
one hell of an artist.
McNaff
New Hyde Park, N.Y,

B No shit—do you suppose
that's why we feature his
work in almost every issue?

Happy Reader
[ I've been reading your
bullshit for over two years—
now my ol' lady has sued
me for a divorce. Bless you,
bless you.
Smokey
Springfield, Mo.

Wet Dreams
[1 How about having sexy,
good-lookin' Armond pose

6

in the nude? I'd really have
wet dreams if he did. Spider
sounds okay, too. I've never
seen him, but he sounds like
he has his head in the right
place,

Shelley
Winton, Calif.

W All the chicks around the
office agree that it's usually
in the right place—buried.

Digs Mutha
] Tell Mutha | had a super
wet dream about her last
month.
Krant
Houston, Tex.

W You're sick.

In Response to Mama

[J i the only way | could
go on a run was to fly a club
patch, then | would stay
home. Besides, who wants
to ball seven or more times
a night? As far as | can
figure, that mama must be a
nympho,

People

Jacksonville, Fla.

Another Fuck-Up
[J Who's the asshole who
dug that photo on page 28,
upper right, and the same
shot on page 35, lower left
corner in the November is-
sue?

Al

Vallejo, Calif.

W Pick, pick, pick—why
don't you guys give us some
slack! That mistake just
caused the photo editor to
receive a visit from Armond,
and as a result his stink fin-
ger is now fractured in three
places.

Good OI' AMF

Something was mentioned
to me lately that | thought
you'd be interested in. The
H-D factory has always
taken pride in its museum of
brand new, right off the as-
sembly line machines, one
each of every model for

Easyriders

every year, Seems that right
after AMF took over, their
systems analyst declared
that the overhead of electric
light bill and custodial salary
for maintaining the museum
was too high, so they closed
the museum down, crated
up each of the machines,
and packed them away in a
warehouse! You guessed it.
The warehouse was broken
into, and most of the ma-
chines reportedly are miss-
ina! Sound like a put up to
you? Either way, the resplen-
dent Harleys are no more,
which gives all the more rea-
son for individual owners to
restore their gems and put
them into the local bike and
car shows where thousands
can gasp in awe over yester-
year’'s high quality merchan-
dise!

Chuck Myles

Sloansville, N.Y.

Far Out
[ I've just taken up cycling
and ride a Suzuki 250. Keep
up the good work, but could
you possibly do more road
tests of Japanese ma-
chines?
M.R.
Tucson, Ariz,

B That peyote must be
pretty good down there in
Tucson, eh, M.R.?

All-American Tit Freak
1 I'm a loyal, all-American
tit freak and | think you
should devote a couple of
pages of your rag to another
catch-up feature of the Easy-
riders cover girls. Wow, this
took me five tries to get my
shit together,
Scattered Shit
Omaha, Neb.

A Brother Is a Brother
[71 | just finished reading "A
Brother Is a Brother” by The
Rabbit (Nov. '74) and |
know from experience that
Rabbit lived the story in
order to write it

| feel that the day broth-



Here's some Trash for ya

If you have read Easyriders for any length of
time, you are aware of Robinson's works of art.
They are meant to be cartoons, but anyone with
an eye can see all of the work he puts into his
illustrations (we feel they're too good to be
called cartoons).

If you're familiar with his work, you also know
how outrageous his drawings are — and you've
only seen the ones we've had guts enough to
feature — you should see the rejects!

Well, now you can — in a large (144 page,
814 x 11) book! You not only get to see the rank,
outrageous rejects that even Easyriders couldn't
print, but you will also be able to see all of the
best of those we have published — only this
time they're printed larger than when they
appeared in the magazine (so you can see the

nitty-gritty detail — where he does all kinds of
little things that usually pass over people's
heads).

We want to warn you — like his Christmas
cards — some of the drawings are really rank,
Gross might be a better description,

But if you want a far-out book to keep around
to blow people’'s minds, or to get hung-up on
when loaded, or to split a gut over the fantastic
humor — you'd better get this book.

It's printed on top quality paper for perfect
reproduction — it's a great book — but remem-
ber, it's not for the squeamish — and also re-
member that you have been warned!

Order Robinson's Trash now
— and in time for Christmas,

Book s
Easyriders Magazine
Box 52, Malibu, California 90265
Sendme__________copies of Robinson's
book called Trash. Enclosed you will
find $5.95 for each copy plus 50¢ for postage.

You must be 18 years of age to order this book.

Name— - it 5 LA —— et
Address. e A
City___ e? e Stata: Zipeuti=

{ California residents add 6%, for tar)



Two Year
Guarantee
A fine quality
17 jewel slimline
movement. Shock-
resistant! Genuine
leather band. Full color
dial with red, white, and
blue chopper, speeding
ticket, and M.P.H. speedo design.
--------------
.To: Rapid Mail, Unlimited
1 3835 Broadlawn Dr. |
Hollywood, Calif, 90068 I
j Gentlemen: Please send me postpaid I
1 watch(es) price: $31.50 each.
Calif. Residents add 5% tax, $1.58, §

UEnciosed find [1 Money Order g
0 Check for $____ . Please,
I No cash by mail — No C.0.D. Orders. !

! Name - = 1
gAddress___ S i
gCity__ State zip_ 1

=

L L L L L L T e —
Immediate Delivery

ers act toward other brothers
wearing different colors as
they do toward their own
brothers, then we will at
last have a true biker broth-
erhood.

Roach Hoffman

Highwall Jammers M/C

Arizona State Prison

[] We just wanted to say
that "'A Brother Is a Brother"
was a really together story.

Being an overseas club,
we wear our colors proudly
all over the world. Never
once were we bothered until
we came back to the States.
While visiting the Daytona
Races this year, we were
hassled by other bikers for
wearing a Florida state
rocker.

We just wish that other
bikers would think as Rab-
bit does. With all the hassles
bikers have gotten and are
getting, we gotta stick to-
gether. | know I'm not speak-
ing just for our club, but for
a lot more. A lot of clubs
have gotten the same bull-
shit treatment from their so-
called Brothers.

We don’t all wear the
same colors but we've all
got one interest!

Pres. of the New Breed
Olongapo City,
Philippines

Chick Biker
] In a back issue was a
story called “Big Willy's Re-
venge'' where the quys
ripped off a chopper and
excused their deed because
“it was only a chick's bike."”
For this reason, I'm wor-
ried about getting a nice
Sportster 'cause some quys
are gonna try to take it from
me for that reason! Please
say a nice word for us girl
riders, okay? After all, how
would you men like it if peo-
ple expected you to pack all
the time and never wanted
you to have the fun of riding
your own choppers?
Ms, Rosie Sargent
Bryn Mawr, Pa.

Proud Chick

[] First off, | just want to
tell you that I'm a *‘chick"
and proud of it! And next,
that stupid story by Carol
called "How to Get on a
Bike With a Sissybar" made
me sick! If that bitch hasn't
got the decency or class to
treat her ol' man the way an
ol’ lady should, she doesn't
deserve him, And a good ol'
lady wouldn't bitch at her ol’
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man or put him down that
way just because she is so
uncoordinated she can't get
on his bike! He'd be smart to
dump that nag and find a
good chick to be his ol
lady.

So here | am! Please give
this letter to him! | am 5" 4"
and 115 |bs., with long blond
hair and green eyes. | am
35-23Y2-34'2, and | know
more than 100 sex posi-
tions. And | can cook and
clean and polish his bike
and ride for hours without
complaining or bitching
about a sore ass or being
hungry. | am 20 years old
and can give good head!

So maybe he’ll ditch that
freaked-out feminist and
look for a real chick some
day! Give him my address if
he lives near me! Okay?

F.O.W.L. Chick No. 69
Garden Grove, Calif.

W The hell with that—we're
keepin' your address.

[ | was surprised at the
overwhelmingly negative re-
sponse to Carol's article.
Unfortunately, this attitude
only reinforces society's be-
lief that the biker is a male
who, being insecure in his
masculinity, tries to compen-
sate by assuming the role of
the big, bad chauvinist. It's
appalling that such a con-
servative article so greatly
threatened your shaky male
2Qos.

Midwest Ms.

Omaha, Neb.

Uppity Bitch
[J | just read that stupid
sissybar story by Carol, I'm
glad to see that bitch finally
learned that her place is be-
hind her dude on his putt.
But | still say she's a snotty,
smartass, uppity bitch, If you
guys keep printing crap
by big-mouthed bitches like
that, all our chop chicks are
gonna lose respect for us.
Crabs
Phoenix, Ariz.

Chicks and Sissybars

[] This is an answer to “ls
There an Easy Way for a
Chick to Get on a Bike with
a Sissybar?"

Carol: Getting on a scoot
with a sissybar doesn’t have
to be awkward if you do it
right. It's a little like mount-
ing a horse. If you can get
the ol' man's cooperation,
let him get on and kick it
over. Standing on the left

side of the bike, place your
left foot on the foot peg, one
hand on his shoulder, the
other on the sissybar, With-
out putting him off balance,
stand straight up. Your right
knee should be able to clear
the seat, and with a little
twist to the front, sit down.
Learn to do it quickly. This
works well if you're wearing
a short dress and don't
wanna give those drooling,
greasy rednecks at the bar
a peek at your snatch. The
ol' man can get a glimpse if
he watches the rear view
mirror, though.

Patti

Ft. Lauderdale, Fla.

Woman Hater
[ I've got something to say
to Vivian Butterfield, Phy-
garo Armstrong, and that
“female mechanic,” Carol,
and any other broad who
rides her own bike: No real
biker can stand a chick
biker! So quit printing stuff
for broads in your mag.
Those three bitches all de-
serve to get gang-banged
and should get their bikes
ripped off. Chicks are for
dudes to fuck and that's all!
Woman-Hater
Joppa, Md.

W Don't forget scarfin'.

Chauvinist Pigs
] I've got a gripe for all the
male chauvinist pigs who
are running loose! Why don't
you all get off your ego trips
and grow up? If it weren't
for us women, you'd all be
beating your meat or corn-
holing each other.
Cherokee
Tifton, Ga.

Another Goof
[1 Hey, man, do you quys
realize that three of the
jokes in your Silly Tilly col-
umn are ones you've used
before? Now | know with a
rag as popular as yours,
things can't be getting that
tight.
Chunky
Fayettevilla, Pa.

B Loose would be a better
description of the conditions
around this fire trap.

Pressure Congress

[] Why not pressure Con-
gress into passing a bill that
would require all cars,
trucks, and buses to have a
receiver and all bikes to
have a transmitter that would



1000 PARTS!

‘Design S(;)ur Own Chopper, Using

Scale Drawings In This Issue! seepagest
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The new Jammer's Handbook is the most
complete catalog of latest style, safe, de-
pendable chopper parts available . . . and
you can use your BankAmericard or Master
Charge to order.

160 PAGES!

Also in the Jammer's Handbook you'll find a
gallery of color chopper photos and a maga-
zine length section on how to build the bike
you've always wanted. You'll see everything
you have to do to design and build the kind
of bike that chopper magazines like to fea-
ture, And you'll learn how to get your
finished bike into a chopper magazine,
Here's some of the articles:

Engine Detailing

Getting Yoursalf Wired

Plumbing Hassles

How To Select Accessories

Hand Polishing

Where To Find Outside Help
You'll also find technical articles on:

How To Install A Mikuni Carburetor

How To Install A Magneto

The Right Way To Hook Up Oil Lines
Plus a special feature on “Designing Your
Own Chopper On Paper” using our exclusive
scale drawings of parts.

FREE
with order!

You deduct the $3.00 price of the Jammer's
Handbook from your first $20.00 order.

Jammer Cycle Products
800 (E9) S. San Fernando Blvd.
Burbank, California 91502

0

R
Jammer Cycle Products
858 (E9) Decatur Avenue North
Minneapolis, Minnesota 55427

Dealers: Inquire on your letterhead.

y Please send me the new Jammer's Hand--!
1book. | am enclosing $3.00 ($2.95 |- one t
Housy nickel toward postage and handling). :
1
e e N 1
1
Address. = e :
1
1
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give off a signal up to
say 500-1000 feet, depend-
ing on speed. The unit itself
in a car would be about the
size of a pocket-sized radio
and on a bike it wouldn't
be much bigger. A set fre-
quency could be chosen ex-
clusively for this purpose,
and it might once and for all
end that bullshit excuse “I
didn't see that motorcycle."

Al Pantazi

Long Island, N.Y.

Problems, Problems

[1 I'm sittin® here on the

shitter in this 8 x §' cell,

wishin' your mag wasn't four

feet away on my rack.
Wizard
Mansfield, Ohio

Happy Birthday
[7] Today is my birthday, so
| thought | would write you.
Ken Crowl
Port Oxford, Ore.

Could Be
[] The people who write
those little letters that you
publish in your magazine
are more fucked up than you
guys.

Concerned

San Antonio, Tex.

W Impossible! .

An Answer to Death

[71 In the Sept. issue you had
a lot of people fussing about
the June issue and all its
death, What the people don't
understand is that to be
afraid of death you must be
afraid of living.

The moment you are born
you start to die. But the
moment you die, you are
born into another plane of
existence,

Night Star
Denton, N.C.

K Who knows—you might
even come back as a Hog.

Another Response to Mama
[J | once was a ‘“happy
hooker” (or so | thought).
Talk about variety—| had
variety she's probably never
heard of or imagined. I've
felt more bodies next to mine
than she can imagine. Only
seven times a night, she'd
better start humpin’.

One day, up putted a man
who asked, ""Do you want to
go for a ride?" Well, | did.
I'm still riding and with that
same man.

Mama, you may think
you've got the world, but

10

Easyriders

you ain't got nothing! I've
got the universe!

When all those who have
ol” ladies put on their
clothes, where do they go?
To their ol' ladies. When
those who don't have ol'
ladies choose one, do they
choose you?

So, Mama, when you're all
used up and traded in for a
new one and you're stand-
ing on the outside lookin'in,
remember that | told you so.

OI' Lady
Woodland, Wash.

Iron-on Transfers
[] If I'm not mistaken, this
is the third iron-on that's
been published in your rag.
I dig the idea, but I, and I'm
sure some other brothers
out here, don't have irons,
Big D
Charlotte, N.C,

M Pin it to the back of your
shirt and then lie back on
a set of hot drag pipes.

Gets Around
[ Just wanted to let you
dudes know how much your
rag gets around,
Unfortunately, I'm in the
Navy on a Mediterranean
cruise for six months. Can
you believe that shit? Any-
way, so far, | got your July
issue in Bari, Italy, and your
November issue in Catania,

Sicily,
Pretty good I'd say.
Mole
Columbus, Ohio
Digs Us

[] There's been just too
many letters to the editor
pressuring you guys to
change your book into: (A)
a dresser rag; (B) a stocker

rag; (C) a Jap bike rag; (D)
a weekly newsletter.

Fuck all those shitheads,
You keep on makin' your
mag just like you been
makin' it. Take your time
too—I'd rather read a well-
done mag every six weeks
or even every two months
than read a bunch of hurried
shit every month or every
two weeks. You just can't
find straight-on material that
easy.

Seer
Golden, Colo.

On His Back
] Sometimes | get my ol'
man on his back in the sack,
but that doesn’t mean I'm
trying to be better than him.
Why should any woman
come down off her pedestal
to be a man's equal?
Jo Anna
Chester, Conn,

Remembering His OI' Lady
[J | would like to know if
you people would print a
few words in memory of my
ol' lady, who was killed
while riding with me, She
used to bring your mag
home to me from the City
(N.Y.). She helped me build
the 74 that killed her, while
| was lucky enough to walk
away from the accident. Her
name was Lynn.

LJ.

Fairlawn, N.J.

Have anything to say? Want
to bug the staff about their
mistakes? Want to give a well
deserved pat on the--back?
Poison pen letters, threats of
violence, love letters, and
demands for payment, may
all be sent to Wordmonger,
Easyriders. Box 52, Malibu,
California 90265.

Ecsyriders

“Okay Sally—get your fuckin' ass out of here!”



Unconstitutional . . .

With the DOT's lon g-
standing threat of withhold-
ing federal highway safety
and construction funds from
states which fail to enact
measures specified in the
Highway Safety Act of 1966
(including mandatory helmet
laws) at issue, California has
threatened to scrap its high-
way safety program and close
down its offices if such pen-
alties are enacted. Such a
showdown appears possible,
if not likely, since informed
sources indicate that the Cali-
fornia legislature does not
expect to consider helmet
legislation before adjourn-
ment.

The substance of Cali-
fornia’s mandatory helmet
opposition is summed up by
L. G. Turner, a Reagan ad-
ministration highway safety
representative, who declared
in a letter to National High-
way Traffic Safety Adminis-
tration head James Gregory
carlier this year:

“California espouses the
philosophy that personal
safety is the responsibility of

each individual citizen, and
government should not at-
tempt to protect the indi-

vidual from himself."
Turner claimed in the let-
ter that California’s motor-
cycle fatalities per 10,000
registered motorcycles “is ap-
proximately the same as the
national average” and that
the “"downward trend of
deaths per injury is approxi-
mately the same in Cali-
fornia as for the states with
mandatory motorcycle  hel-
met legislation.”
—Moioreyclist's Post

Hell's Angels, . .

Giving credit where due, it
was the Hells Angels who
originally saved the California
scene. When the California
legislature met to consider the
helmet question in their oak-
shaded imitation of Capitol
Hill, suddenly, there were

the Angels, as real as chains
and boots. No legislator will
admit to being intimidated,
but that day they voted with
the Angels. Shortly thereafter.
the Nixon-Reagan forces of
law and order dealt with
those scurvy devils in the
same stark manner that they
found effective in dealing
with Kent students, SLA rad-
icals, Black Panthers, white
kids, and Southeast Asians,
Which is to say they killed
as many as possible and put
the rest in jail. Some year
the survivors will be tried,
probably for the crimes of
being foul-mouthed and dirty.

~—Cycle Guide

No more Laconia . . .

There will be no National
Road Race at Bryar Motor-
sport Track next year

Members of the Executive
Committee of the New Eng-
land Motorcycle Dealers
Assn. who sponsored the
weekend of racing each June
at the Loudon, N.H. track,
have concurred with findings
of the American Motorcycle
Assn. that no National race
be held there in [975.

Bill Boyce, director of rac-
ing for the AMA, met NEM-
DA president Bill Atwood
last month and felt that poor
conditions of the track itself,
coupled with the “very poor”
facilities at the track, would
not meet standards for an
AMA National.

Boyce also pointed out that
the conditions caused by
hundreds of campess along
Route No. 106, where the
track is located, were intoler-
able and presented personal
risks to both life and prop-
erty of anyone who might
attend the races,

Earlier, the first week in
July, both Atwood and vice-
president  Nathan Sheldon,
met with the New Hampshire
Governor, Meldrin
Jr.. at Concord, N.H., which
resulted in legislation being
passed against all roadside

Thomson®

Digest .

Miscellaneous quotes
from other biker rags

camping in New Hampshire.
Although the Governor
was sympathetic to the races
and felt they were a credit to
his State, he also would not
permit roadside camping, as
it has grown out of control.
—Motoreyelist's Post

Cafe Racers . . .

Cafe riding involves cer-
tain advantages and disad-
vantages. In order that you
may Sserve y o ur customers
better—and in the process
serve  your dealership—you
should understand the pros
and cons. Cafe modifications
are extensive and expensive,
and a customer should know
what he's getting into.

Appéarance is i mpro ved
tremendously without the
safety concerns inherent in
the mo re bizarre chopper
modifications, In an environ-
ment where individuals are
increasingly becoming trap-
ped in impersonal social sys-
tems. the need for individual-
ity is very real. and many
people are willing to pay a
lot for the trappings of that
image.

On the debit side several
disadvantages must be faced.
Cafe racers can be used as
tourers and commuters, but
they are generally ill-at-ease
in both applications. L o w-
bars and a fairing make low
speed handling tedious, and
the riding position can really
start to get to one’s shoulder
muscles and lower back after
a hundred miles or so. It
should be mentioned, how-
ever, that a tank pack or a
rolled-up sleeping bag strap-
ped to the tank can make
an excellent chestrest, im-
proving comfort significantly

There are other minor dis-
advantages that a dealer and
his customer should face to-
gether. A cafe bike isn't as
suitable for two-up riding as
a stock machine—often they
don’t even have any pro-
visions for a passenger.

—Maortorevele Dealer News
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Smooth, clean lines
. Outstanding design
~  Heavy bronze finish |
Finest leather i
Hand-made belt

Each buckle is individually produced. Itis
solid metal and is triple bronze plated
for a lifetime of tough wear.

Intricate detail of design on face of
buckle is sharp and clear. Buckle is 2%
in diameter, and almost " thick.

Belts are hand-made from strongest. finest
cowhide we could find. Belt is 1% "
wide and is available in three colors:
light brown, dark brown, and black.

Belt is adjustable and buckle is
interchangeable,

Send $12.50, plus 50¢ for insurance
and postage, along with accurate
waist size, and color of belt
desired to:

(Be sure to specify “round’’ buckle)
Righteous Products @

Box 361, Seal Beach,
California 90740.




Five-Buck Cooler System

lasting down the road at
seventy or so keeps those
thumpers supplied with enough
whistling air to keep them
cool. But idling around town
tends to thin the oil a taste—
especially during the sum-
mer months, putting slow on
a sweltering day can make
the black-wrinkle crinkle and
the oil can sometimes get
downright untouchable.

Well, to keep that 10.5:1
piston from leaving its duty
station, an oil cooler is in
order. And for a greasy five
spot the system can be com-
plete. It seems Cadillac power.
steering systems run a small,
compact, beefy oil cooler (see
photos). The cooler itself can
be purchased at a local wreck-
ing yard—or look under your
own hood; similar coolers are
used for various applications
on many domestic cars. But
don't tear it out of your sled;
it should run less than five
clams at any auto parts or
junk yard. Then, with a little
38" oil line and some hose
clamps, along with a taste of
imagination, it can be spliced
into the main oil return line
from the pump and mounted
anywhere from the handle
bars to dangling from the sis-
sybar. And the more smog
that sifts between the fins,
the cooler the ol" mill will
hum. a8
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onto your

Instructions: Read all the way through before
starting work.

Get together the following materials: Ironing
board and an lron; razor blade; transfer from
this magazine; scissors; sheet of white Lissue
paper; and a used or new 509 polyester/50%
cotton, or 100% polvester T-shirt,

Transferring the pattern:

1. Use a dry iron at the “wool” temperature
setting.

2. Slip the T-shirt over the ironing board, center-
ing the upper front (or back) of the shirt on top
of the magazine

4. Place the transfer page inkside down on top
of the shirt, alligning it with the bottom edge

fron this
Iron-On Transfer

T-shirt

of the magazine. Place a sheet of white tissue
paper over the transfer paper,

4. Pin papers to shirt at one top corner and the
opposite bottom corner, through all thicknesses.
5. Move the jron back and forth over the trans-
fer for only 30 seconds. Be sure that you apply
very firm and even pressure to all parts of the
pattern, especially to the edges. (If you don't
have a clock with a second hand, you can time
30 seconds by counting rather briskly from 101
to 127.)

6. Lift the edge of the transfer page after allow-
ing to cool for 60 seconds and peel it off, pulling
straight up. That's it! Your Easyriders T-shirt is
ready to wear.







“For Their

Own Good”’

Il was almost time. Without con-
sulting a clock or even opening
his eyes, Jerry knew, He could feel
it in the muscles at the base of his
skull, feel the tension. nerves going
slightly tight, pulse picking up, high-
pitched hum cutting in at the middle
of his mind—almost time,

[n the cool dark of the room he
lay quiet on the suddenly uncom-
fortable bed, listening to his own
heartbeat, tryving to slow it down. He
wanted a cigarette but was unwill-
ing to move. Not yvet, In a minute or
two, but not just vet. Almost time . ..

Beside him in the close dark his
woman murmured something small
in her sleep. He opened his eves,
turned his head to watch her silhou-
ette against the lighter black of the
night-colored room. He raised his
hand to touch her, then stopped
before it reached her body. Don't
wake her. Not vet. There were things
—or maybe just One Thing—he
wanted to tell her, explain, promise,
prove. But he couldn’t think of the
words, didn't know exactly where to
start, Let it slide. Maybe later, in a
while, in a . But, shit, it was
almost time.,

He rolled out of bed, grabbed a
smoke from the crumpled pack on
the dresser. pulled a pair of pants up
over his legs and ass, padded bare-
foot to the room’s single window and
stood there looking at the night
outside.

Stars shone like scattered frag-
ments of ice, and half of a pale
moon rode high off the far edge of
the world, Jerry stared out at that
unmeasurable abyss of space, doing
private thoughts, until his cigarette
burned down to his fingertips, Then
he turned away, picked up his boots,
shirt, jacket, and riding gloves,
glanced once at the bed and his
sleeping woman before starting
downstairs,

The big room below had heen
Jerry's motoreyele shop, back in the
days before The State finally as-
sumed total control of the industry,
forcing the smaller, privately owned
and operated shops to close down
under the weight of incredible taxes
and a thousand impossible rules and
tight regulations. Jerry’s had been
one of the last to go, He'd run it at
a loss for nearly two vears, hoping
that somehow the tight times’d get
looser and The Government'd release
or maybe just relax its stranglehold.
But it hadn’t. And in the end the
shop went under-—like all the others,

Now the old showroom and work-
ing area to the rear served as a com-
bination garage-hotel-clubhouse and
general meeting place for the re-
maining members of a once-powerful
outlaw bike club. Of course the club
had been “officially disbanded” when
the law was passed making it a fel-
ony to wear a patch, “ride or assemble
together as a group of more than two
individuals' without the special writ-
ten permission and legal sanction of
The State. (“Remember.” the Burean
of Civie Control had pointed out, “all
individual freedom is a privilege, not
a right.” Needless to say, the old
outlaw clubs hadn’t been granted too
many “privileges,”)  According to
The State, there were no more “Out-
law Motorcycle Clubs,”

But not all the old outlaws agreed.
Meetings were held in secret. Jerry
and his brothers, those who were left,
still gathered regularly, just to rap
about and recall The Good O Days,
or work on one of their illegal, “un-
sanctioned” scooters . . . or for some-
thing more important—Ilike tonight.

Shrugging into the sleeves of his
battered black leather jacket, Jerry
reached the foot of the stairs and
nodded a greeting to his people,
Ralph, Mad Mike, Scotty, Loose
Lonnie, Wild Bill, Carter, Little Pete,
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By Billy Shore

Samson—they all turned to face the
stairway, returned Jerry’s short nod,
saluted him with their eyes. It was
almost time, A heavy wrench clat-
tered and rang on the concrete floor
behind the partition at the back of
the room.

“She ready yet?” from Jerry, jerk-
ing his head in the direction of the
noise.

“Should be.” said Mike. “Jake's
givin'er a last goin' over.”

Jerry stuck his hands into his
gloves and started across the floor.
Almaost time. Ralph offered him a
joint as he strode past—"One for the
road?"” But Jerry shook his head and
waved the weed aside, saying, “No,
thanks, man. Smoke it for me,”

Ralph shrugged. “I'll save it for
when y'get back.”

“Right,” said Jerry, putting a grin
on it. “We'll do it up together . . .
when 1 get back.”

Loose Lonnie grabbed Jerry’s arm,
held on. And then, because he
couldn’t think of anything else, said,
“How 'bout a Ii’l hoota coked Keep
the ol' eyeballs bright an’ the re-
flexes rapid.”

“Later,” from Jerry, slapping his
long-time brother on the back, giving
him a grin. passing on,

Behind the partition, Jake was
wiping his hands on an oily red rag.
surveying his work, He glanced up
at the sound of Jerrys boots, tossed
the rag aside and said, “She's ready
to roll, boss.” He poked a bent cigar-
ette into his mouth, lit it, blew gray
smoke at the ceiling, “She’ll give va
all she’s got. And she's got a fuck of
a lot to give, man. [ think she'll do
right by ya."

“Good,” said Jerry. “That’s good,
marn.” He stepped closer and ran his
eyes over the big machine, the club’s
best, a huge Harvley 80-incher, as
sembled entirely from rarve, illegal
parts, built for power and speed. It'd

—Continued on page 66






The Breeze

By Pete Winters

- Past The Knees

ate spring in Seattle is the best time
of the year and the best place in the
world to ride. That is, if you don't mind
getting wet. It's usually raining. It's usu-
ally raining in the early spring too, The
. sun comes out so rarely that | some-
times forget what it looks' like. So if
you're so sweet that you'll melt, stay in
California.

The shipyard. Five days a week there
I am, pulling electrical cables from here
to there for five bucks an. hour. Now
cables don't get pulled up on the
weather decks, so there | am eight hours
a day buried under a few thousaqd tons
of steel, sweating like a pig in the' sum-
mer and freezing my ass off in the winter,
When | come up for air it rains. I'd
quit yesterday except not just everybody
wants tohire a bearded and tattooed freak
who only shows up when it suits him,

If this mole life sounds bad, well, it
would be except for the five an hour,
Five an hour gets me the top floor of
an old house in the university district.
It gets me a window on a passing pa-
rade of co-eds. Sweet young things with
well-scrubbed faces and cravings to
try something dad wouldn't approve of.
I know a lot of things that dad wouldn't
approve of, The dollies cause me to
miss a lot of work days, and | cause
them to miss a lot of classes.

Now part of the package that comes
with the apartment is the old wooden
garage out back. That shed must have
been built for a Model T, because it's
a foot narrower than the old Plymouth
| drive to the yard. Five days a week
(more or less), that's me with a cup
full of instant coffee and a sack full of
Olympia beer cans and TV dinner trays

walking out before dawn, in the rain, to
that old shed out back. Into the trash
with my load of garbage and then a
lap around to check the padlocks. I've
got to be careful because there's trea-
sure hidden in that moss-covered shack.

Treasure is chrome and dark blue.
She’s a molded frame, springer forks,
rigid ass end, and a seat handstitched
in genuine leather by a friend who now
makes license plates for a living. The
old non-support bust. Avon tires on
chromed rims and a two and a half
gallon sportster tank. She's had twelve
coats of dark blue lacquer sprayed and
hand sanded by yours truly. The only
thing left that Harley-Davidson would
recognize is the engine. That is if the
chrome didn't blind them! I've put out
a bundle for all that chrome and it
pissed me off pretty bad when it turned
blue around the exhaust ports. Pissed
me off even more when some dumbass
broad | picked up put her rubber heels
on one of the drag pipes and covered it
with melted black shit.

About that engine. I'm told it first saw
daylight in 1950 as the panhead power
for one of those fuzzes who used to
hide behind billboards and shake down
the bubblegum and penny loafer crowd.
| wouldn't know; by the time it came to
me It looked like a reject from a Tijuana
demolition derby. It's 74 inches big,
covered in chrome and loud enough to
interest the King County Sheriff's De-
partment every time | twist the throttle.

The short sissy bar gets put to use as
a holder for a spare helmet in case
some lovely wants to play. Helmets. Too
bad the government didn’t take such an
interest in my health when they drafted
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me! Monday through Friday | sport a

~ plastic lid to please the boss, and week-

ends | gotta wear one to please The
Man.

Comes Saturday morning and I'm
ready to get into the wind. The Ply-
mouth stays in the street. That old
clunker is for workdays only, The week-
end is mine and I'm not going to be
buried under a ton of steel any more.
I get oufto the shed and go for the
combination lock. Then there's the key
lock on my homemade burglar alarm.
A squeak from the rusty hinges and that
rare thing—sunlight—covers my trea-
sure. I've got three locks and two chains
to go and she's free. | roll her out to
start her up. Even | can't stand the
sound in a closed space!

As | straddle her to give her one hell
of a kick on the starter pedal. | remem-
ber that some holshit college chick once
told me that a bike was a sex thing for
freaks like me. She vibrates, purrs when
she's running free on the road, and
roars when | squeeze her. | forget
where | told the broad to shove it, but
later thinking about what she sald |
decided she was right. So what? In a
world full of used car salesmen who get
off every time they screw some chump
out of two months pay, what's wrong
with.me geting off on the wind and the
sound and the feei? Now that she's
warmed up l've got to point that front
Avon straight down the road, twist that
throttle and hang on. Sexy? You bet
your sweet ass!

It's the middle of May. The sun feels
warm and soft. Just a few clouds

—Continued on page 72 °
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ome is nice, but it can get to
be a drag every now and
then. A little change of scenery
is sometimes in order. The U.S.

is cool, but helmet laws, speed’

limits, and getting popped for a
couple of joints can make other
places look good for a while. So
put a new set of points in your
knuckle and putt along to Afghan-
istan. Fine roads, no observable
traffic laws, and some of the best
and checrpesl hash end weed you
can find.

Lay out for a passport (if you
don’t have too many felonies), and
con the triple-A out of an inter-
national drivers license. Shake
down some friends and get some

By Clement Salvadori

bucks. Roll an extra pair of levis
and a bunch of spares into your
fartsack and tie it to your sissy
bar. Stick an adjustable and a
screwdriver into your pocket and
sky on to New York. There you
put it all on a ship and sail off to
the Old World. Or, if you can
bear to be parted from your Mil-
waukee iron for a bit, lock it upin
a bank vault and grab a cheap
flight to Europe. There you can
pick up a new Norton, Trumpet,
or BM for about two-thirds of the
state-side price. Or you can get

a fine deal on' some used ma-

chinery.

If you begin in Amsterdam Yyou
might not want to go any further.
It is the truly rightebus town of
Europe. Goed for collecting a little
stash to get on the road with, And,
if you didn't bother to bring the

Ol lady, finding a foxy chick to

pack. But you're not into Europe
this time, so don't get stuck. Put it
together and rumble along through
Holland, Germany, Austria, Yugo-
slavia, Bulgaria, and into Turkey

Istanbul is the jump-off point
for Asia. Check out the Pudding
Shop in Sultan Ahmet Square,
which is where it happens. -Half
the dudes are coming back from
Kabul; the other half are going.
This is where you get the infor-
mation on what paperwork you
might need for yourself and scoot,
to avoid hassles at the border.
Pick up a visa for Iran at the
nearby consulate. And then, by
bridge or ferry, cross the strip of
water that divides Europe from
Asia. And it will all be very differ-
ent from what you've seen before.
Any big scoot in Asia will do an
ego trip, but a righteous chop will
surely blow a whole lot of minds
Putt along to Ankara, capital of
Turkey, then cut up to Samson on
the Black Sea. Roll out your sleep-
ing bag, start toking on that good
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Good Stuff

Afghani shit vou scored’ in the
Pudding, and lie back for one of
nature's light shows—incredible
electric storms that will do a num-
ber on your mind. ‘At Trabzon you
quit the coast and roll over the
mountains to . Erzurum and the
Iranion border. Sort of a bad sec-

ition, with shitty roads and some
*downright unfriendly people. Push

Oon.

Iran is great. Fast roads, no
speed limits, and little traffic. And
legal opium. Motor on down
through Tabriz, and put up at the
Hotel Amir Kabir in Tehran. Full
of heads, freaks, dope, and infor-
mation. Comb your hair and score
an Afghan visa. Then north over
the mountains to the Caspian Seq,
and hang around the beach-side .
opium dens for'a bit. Admire the
government stamps on the sticks
of dope, and toke away for a
couple of cents a bowl. Sweet
dreams, even if you blow lunch.

A long ride up thru Meshed gets
you to the Af border. On your
way, check out the big, big shed
at Iranian customs, built with
US funds. Inside there is enough
equipment to strip a bus down to
the last nut and bolt. Our narcs
are very generous. And now you
are in Afghanistan. if they're not
having a revolution, it's a righ-
teous place. A point to keep in
mind: dope is technically illegal
(though you'd never-guess it), but
mostly it is just used as an excuse
to pop somebody. The best way
around that is not to piss anybody
off. 'No one knows what a real
slammer is like until they've tried
Kabul’s rathole. Afghanis are
tough mothers by any standards,
and those who are in prison cre
even tougher. Don't be pomnmd
but be cool.

A good fast run gets' you to

—LContinued on page-50
»
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Aas he puffed on his evening
joint, Tink glanced across his

third-story room at his clock, grimac-
ing as he saw that it was past three.

(Fuckin® speed!) Looking out the

greasy window above his bed., he
noticed that the local heat was on
its usual across-the-street-third-shift
beat, straining, no doubt, for a whiff
of the evil killer weed (in order to
protect the citizens bettah!) As he
snubbed out his joint, he crawled
into bed, secure in the knowledge
that the two 74s chained below in
the parking lot of the Dixie Drive-In
were under the careful scrutiny of
the city's finest. . . .
MORNING

Sleep was over all too soon, sorta
like first gear. Jerry, the other occu-
pant of the apartment in question,
ambled into Tink’s room—puffing on
his morning joint, eating cereal, and
scarfing up a beer: simultaneously.

“Lo, shitferbrains.” he mumbled,
somewhere 'twixt a snort, a scarf,
and a crunch.

“Jesus shit!" exclaimed Tink, won-
dering as he rolled over howcum
this human disposal never gained
any weight. “Whafuckin® timzit?"

“Almost noon, if that's whatcha
wanna know. We gonna ride over
and see Porky?”

“Yeah." nodded Tink. “Soon’s T get
dressed.” Whereupon he rolled out

of bed and pulled on his jeans, which

could have easily saved his ass, were
he to ran a little short of engine
juice on a country road. Safety First!

As he walked out onto the balcony

overlooking the drive-in, Tink

yawned and stretched, looking out

over the street; busy buildings full
of tranquilized citizens, The two
motors shone brightly back from be-
low, like a chick’s face when she digs
ya. ‘

He fondly recalled the night some
jerk had decided to move up to a
Harley. and had cut the wire which
scaled the side of the building, think-

Southern

ing that he could safely proceed with
the removal of the afore-mentioned
motor(s). :Since ithe wire which
scaled the side of the building didn’t
really do a damned thing, and the
real alarm setup was entirely under-
ground, the dude was mildly dis-
turbed to see Jerry run butt-nekked
out onto the balcony., whence he
commenced to pumnp several rounds
of buckshot at the swiftly receding
ass.

“*When'd vou make it in. man?”
asked Jerry as he walked out into
the May sunshine, smoking his des-
sert.

“Bout two. Went over and talked
to Deck, and picked up on that red-
headed nymph we met.”

“How was it?"

“Tight. ma-man, tight!”

After the usual morning pleasant-
ries (yau know, the stuff you rap so
yvou know you didn’t get ruined
enough to forget vour vocabu-what-
zit) the pair made their. way down
the flizhts of stairs to the street. Jerry
fiddled with the lock and chain, and
then both nroceeded to inspect things
as if thev hadn’t built them.

One kick, two .-, . Jerry's knuckle
sorang to m]urtarlt hfo spitting out
the night's accumulation of shit.
Tink's pan belched out a blue flame
and followed suit. A minute for the
heart to warm up. and the two
chrome sculptures lumbered out into
the “wunnerful world of asphalt and
assholes.” as Animal once said.

Two lights east and a right turn
saw our heroes rumbling along the
West-side bypass, and holding the
limit as they headed for beautiful
suburbia with its station wagons and
pot patches and other assorted nifties.

Ten minutes of heavy cruisin’ saw
them at their destination. The
orange-black shovelhead in the drive-
way was sufficient testimonial as to
the whereabouts of the dude they
sought, As the roar subsided, the
front door opened and Porky stum-

bled forth, a tangle of black curly
,hair blowing about him, making him
‘look like a madman as he toked
on his dessert. He passed breakfast
around, while various glances were
cast around to the different machines.
as is common among us civilized
people.

The three exchanged greetings and
walked toward the house, while up
and down the street the neighbors
eyed the situation from between their
venetian blinds, and frantically
phoned each othpr to confirm the
date of the next KKK meeting. In-
side the house, the usual bedlam,
Porky’s ol ladv chasing kids all
over; toys and bike parts scattercd_
everywhere.

“How inna fuck you ever get any
sleep around here?” asked Tink,
doing his best to be heard above

. the din.

“So who sleeps?” chuckled his kid-

.chasing chick on her 32nd lap around

the living room.

“Whaddaya say we get down to
business, Pork,” sniffed Jerry, who
mentally put marriage and two-
bangers in .the same category. As
Porky lit another joint, Jerry counted
out a bill for the next week’s stash.
When the joint went out, Porky dis-
appeared momentarily—only to re-
turn with yet another joint, and a
small brown parcel, which he handed
to Tink, who nodded. “Good stuff?”

' "Guaranteed! Only finest kind au-
thentic treated Tibetan Ceremonial
Trip Weed!”

+ “Oh bullshit,” laughed Tink, stash-
ing the goods beneath his jacket.

*You comin’ to the party tonight?”
asked Jerry as he struggled to open a
beer can. “Motherfuckingshit! What
fuckin’ pervert designed this bastard
beer can? How the hell do they ex-
pect you to open the damn thing if
the fuckin’ ring comes off?”

TN get it, fart,” offered Porky

—Continued on page 45

- Hospitality
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Give a Christmas

After the first one, two for $8.00!

—whether they
it or not!

Gift Subscription
- to Easyriders

like

Easyriders Magazine

Box 711, Burbank, California 91502

Check appropriate boxes:

[0 Enclosed is $5.00 for a single subscription to Easyriders.

[ Enclosed is $5.00 for the first subscription and $
for _______ more subscriptions @ $8.00 for every two

subscriptions after the first one. (Must buy two additional
subs at a time to get $8.00 rate. Individual orders are
$5.00 gach)
[0 Send gift card  [J] Send threatening letter
Sign it for me as follows:
Name
Address.
City.

Zip

State p
(must have)

Easyriders Magazine

Box 711, Burbank, California 91502

Check appropriate boxes; 3

[ Enclosed is $5.00 for a single subscription to Easyriders.

[0 Enclosed is $5.00 for the first subscription and $____
for _____ more subscriptions @ $8.00 for every two

‘subscriptions after the first one. (Must buy two additional
subs at a time to get $8.00 rate. Individual orders are
$5.00 each)
[J Send giftcard [J Send threatening letter
Sign it for me as follows:
Name
Address

City. State Zip.
(must have)

Easyriders Magazine

Box 711, Burbank, California 91502

Check appropriate boxes:

(J Enclosed is $5.00 for a single subscription to Easyriders.

[J Enclosed is $5.00 for the first subscription and $___
for more subscriptions @ $8.00 for every two

subscriptions after the first one. (Must buy two additional
subs at a time to get $8.00 rate. Individual orders are
$5.00 each)

[J Send gift card  [] Send threatening letter

Sign it for me as follows: =

Name

Address

City State Zip

(must have)

Easyriders Magazine

Box 711, Burbank, California 91502

Check appropriate boxes:

[0 Enclosed is $5.00 for a single subscrlption to Easyriders.

[J Enclosed is $5.00 for the first subscription and $.__
for . more subscriptions @ $8.00 for every two
subscriptions after the first one. (Must buy two additional
subs at a time to get $8.00 rate. Individual orders are
$5.00 each)

[J Send gift card [ Send threatening letter

Sign It for me as follows:__

Name

Address

City.!

State__ Zip
(must have)

Easyriders Magazine

Box 711, Burbank, California 91502

Check appropriate boxes:

[0 Enclosed is $5.00 for a single subscription to Easyriders.

= [0 Enclosed is $5.00 for the first subscription and $_

for _______ more-subscriptions @ $8.00 for every two
- subscriptions after the first one. (Must buy two additional
subs at a time to get $8.00 rate. Individual orders are
$5.00 each)
0] Send giftcard [ Send threatening letter.
Sign it for me as follows:
Name
Address

City. State. Zip
(must have).




Bug All Your Friends!

Bug ‘em all year ‘round!

We'll send a gift card
announcement telling
them gift (?) is
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Workin' The Streets
Recently | had to sell my

scoot to get out of debt. Now
my ol' lady’s on my ass to
get another one, and she
wants me to work the streets
to earn the extra money. Do
you think chicks will pay for
six inches?

B. Miller

Detroit, Mich.

® A six-inch tongue will

make you rich,

Clean Sheets
I'm a college student and
my problem is that | have
a linen service, which means
my sheets only get changed
once a week. My sheets are
a horrifying collection of
hideous stains. Will you
please tell the broads in Ver-
mont to clean up their act?
Irvin
Putney, Vt.

® Sheets? What are sheets?

Hairy Request
| need one of your snatch
hairs very badly-—please
mail me one right away.
Scurvy Dog
Memphis, Tenn.

® Can't do it. Some narc
dog in the post office might
smell it, go into a fuck-fit
and have the postmaster,

Foaming Joint
I ‘have been putting whip-
ped cream on my joint and
letting my hound dog lick
it off. Well, now my joint has
started foaming—do you
think 1 might have rabies?
Big Ed
Johnson City, Tenn.

® You might have lockjaw,
or in this case lockjoint, If
you do, give me a ‘call.

Bouncing Tits

I'm too proud to wear a
bra but when | ride my ol
man's hardtail scoot,” my tits

L4

- MIRACULOUS
T

bounce and it gets quite un-
comfortable. Should | wear
a bra or hang on to them
whenr we ride on rough
roads?

Patti

Ft. Lauderdale, Fla,

@ Hell no, préss them into
his back.

Virgin Mutha,

| would like to know what

the relationship Is between

you and the Virgin Mary—

as your names are so similar,
Nanny
Marathon, Fla.

® Even though I'm on the
pill, | don’t take any chances
—I steer clear of any dude
named Joseph.

Wrong Answer !
Your answer to “Need
Help” in the November is-
sue was wrong. The proper
way to shim a big pussy Is
to take a large smoked ham, |
boil it for four hours, or un-
til tender. Gently force it
into a well-greased pussy

and, once it's inside, pull
out the bone.

Nod

Road Agents

Dearborn, Mich,
No Problems?

| do not have any prob-
lems to discuss, so this letter
is short,
Cadet M. H,
United States Military
Academy
West Point, New York

® You're in the Army—
you've got problems, baby.

Beer Problem
Every time | go drinking
with my brother, we sit down,
order a pitcher, then he
pours a glass and drinks the
pitcher. What should | do?
Thirsty
Rochester, Minn.

MUTHA

ELLS

- . -
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® After he pours your glass
of brew, hack a clam into
the pitcher.

Masturbating
Do you know of any new
ways to masturbate?
Sore Wrist
Minz, Germany

® | personally dig cucum-
bers and I'm working up to
summer squash,

Big Decision
I have decided that you
are nothing but an asinine,
fat, ugly sweat hog. You also
seem to be very horny.
Wondering 5
Menominee, Mich.

® Watch that “ugly" shit,

Christmas Present

I'm working in the ma-
chine shop here at the peni-
tentiary. | was wondering if
you would give me the size
of your cunt because for
Christmas I'll make you a
metal cock out of stainless
steel. !

laundry, squat down until
your 'rhoids dangle on the
floor, firmly place your heels
on top of them and then
Quickly stand up.

Don

Port Clinton, Ohio

Doggy Problem
My dog hasn't shit in three

weeks. Please send me the
Robinson picture of you—that
ought to make him shit. If it
doesn't, I'm gonna shoot
him.

Spaniel

Lk, Telemark, N.J.

@ He's safe,

OI' Baldy

God save mel (Or anyone
for that matter!) | have  an
old man who can go down
on me like feeding time at
the L.A. zoo. My only prob-
lem is that he chews gum
and it really hangs in there,
I've been surviving by cut-
ting away the remains of the
gum but in the meantime |
could pass as Ol Baldy,
Please tell me what | can

. do—I'm really losing it

Lover
Moberly, Mo.
® Let your imagination run
wild!
Back Door

| have this thing that both-
ers me. Every time | walk
up to a chick 1 flop out my "
meat. Needless to say, |
haven't been getting any. Do
you think if | stood in front
of her instead of behind her,*
it would help?
Roached
Scottsbluff, Neb.

® With some of us, the only
thing that would matter is
how much you had to offer.

Another Connection

Your advice on curing
hemorrhoids was wrong. The
only cheap, permanent cure
for them is to drop your

Ecsyriders

Stuck |
Tri-Cities, Wash,
® Don't sweat it—some

dudes dig bushes and some
don't. Maybe he's tired of
those hairs curling around
his palate.

Bent Eight Inches

| have an eight-inch cock
—but it's bent. Is there such
a thing as a cock straight-

. ener?

Los Angeles, Ca.
Big and Bent

® You just wrote to her,

—Send your problems or ques-
tions home to Mutha, ¢/o
EASYRIDERS, Box 52, Maljbu,
California 90265, Send a stamped,
self-addressed return envelope
(#10 business size j§ best),

if you want a picture of Mutha.
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tand back! Here comes a gooseneck
frame; it may break at any second
and wipe out the entire town!

Horseshit.

Remember what people used to say
about stretched frames a couple of
years ago? You'd be lucky to turn the
bastard around on a football field,
they’'re unsafe, etc., etc. As you know,
most new ideas bring out the it'll-never-
fly attitude. If somebody twists my arm,
even | will confess that everything
invented for scooters hasn't flown—
but I'll whisper it.

Maybe we should all follow what my
ol’ man used to run down to me. He
would growl, “Take a positive attitude,”
just before he'd beat me with my junior
high school baseball bat. Well, | did,
and split. That's one way to look at new
ideas. Another point | gotta throw out
to you folks is that many of the ideas
we see flash before our eyes aren’t
all that new.

Remember Ed "Big Daddy”” Roth?
Well, he had a scooter mag in the
sixties and was featuring freaky things
like extended front ends, frisco'd tanks,
S.U. carbs for 74s—now get this—
stretched frames, and goosenecks,
only then they were called “extended
yokes." Somebody was wielding some
pretty positive vibes a few years back.

The sixties may not seem so long

ago, but the chopper field has been
around, up, down, through and over
many changes in a short period of time.
Consequently, when something
seemingly new wheelies down the
street, the fucker standing next to you
sipping suds, not paying any attention
while you freak, may have been riding
the same sort of setup five years ago.

Okay, a few people might say, so
what, that doesn’t make a gooseneck
frame safe. That's true, but if people
did it in the past and are still alive
today, the idea must have had merit.
But that does not mean that every
gooseneck put together is safe. In other
words, there are plenty of ways to go
when a bike is being built, but the
important thing is how it's done. Put
that scooter together right and it will
stay together, but if it's put together
wrong and something goes south, then
a black mark will end up on that
particular modification and it may find
itself in a law book under no-can-do's.

Paul's goose here was put together
right and has withstood New York
streets for some time. Consequently,
take a positive attitude toward things
that might seem a taste off the wall,
but be sure to see to it that the work
is done right.

—The Inventor

~Conlinued on next page
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Owner: Paul Schneider ~ City: Plainview, New York -
General Frgme

Fabrication by: owner

Yea r: 1955

Year and n;\ﬁke: 1955 H-D

Builder: Alphabet

Model: FL

Type: goose-necked straight bar

Value: too much

Rake: 2%, in.

Assembly by: owner

Stretch: 6-inch neck

Time: 1 year

Other alterations: tank molded

Chroming by: High-Grade

(breakaway) to frame

Engine

Accessories

Year: 1955

Bars: owner

Model: FL

Risers: none

Rebuilder: owner

Fender(s): 6-inch flat, frenched

Ignition: 6V Sportster coil

Headlight: Bates

Bi;plocement: 74 cu. in.

Taillight: Lucas

Lower end: stock

Speedo: none

Balancing: stock

Front pegs: Anderson

Pistons: 50 over, 10:1

Rear pegs: Anderson

Cases: chrome

Electrics: relay and 3-brush

Heads: 1964 Gas tank: Sportster
Cam: FLH Qil tank: center, custom
Lifters: solid QOil system: stock steel lines

Carb(s): M-74 Linkert

Primary cover: stock

Air cleaner: stock

Seat: owner and Phil Ross

Pipes: Alphabet's

Sissy bar: owner

. Muffler(s): Alphabets collector

Height: 14 in. above fender

Transmission Material: % and Y, square
Modifications: none Forks
Year: 1955 Type: girder

Shifting: ratchet top

Extension: 22 in. over

Engine sprocket: 22

Builder: California Cycle Works

Trans. sprocket: 24

Special features: none

o Wheel sprocket: 48 Wheels

~ Painting Fromt Rear
Molding: owner Size: 18 in. Size: 16 in.

b Painter: Bill Martin Hub: spool Hub: Barnes
Color: sky blue Rim width: 24 in.  Rim width: 5 in.
Type: urethane, flake Tire: Pirelli 2.75 Tire: Good'yr. 5.00

Special paint: Bill Martin

Brake: none Brake: Barnes disc

Other special modifications: Gas tank turnel lowered, petcock moved to rear
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By Gary H, Cape
Photos by Wino loe

Big.Wild,
Gathering

A different view of the
Knievel Snake River Rip-ofif

S(mwwlwro in eastern Montana.

Somewhere in Evel's home
state. Hundreds of miles from mod-
ern civilization as we know it. Just
endless thousands of square miles of
sagebrush to root about in for those
who dig that sort of thing.

Running about 80 to 85. In this
part of the country at this time of
night you see another set of head-
lights about once per half hour.

At this rate I'll be closing in fast
on Billings, where 90 or so days ago
this happened:

MONTANA GIVES BOOT

TO CYCLE GANG
Billings, Mont.—The outlaw mo-
torcycle gang known as the Ban-
didos is gone, literally kicked out
of this Cow Capital of southeast-
ern Montana.

The group was subjected to a
pre-dawn raid, as they slept in a
public park, by 100 police officers
clad in riot gear and armed with
shotguns.

Yellowstone County Attny. Har-
old Hanser denounced the raid,
and the local chapter of the Amer-
ican Civil Liberties Union charged
the gang’s civil rights were vio-
lated.

They obviously feel they know
how to handle bikers around here,
A brand new helmet law has brought
outrageous fines running into the
hundreds of dollars. There’s also a
headlight law to contend with, What
other new, kinky shit, T wonder,
have they conjured up to pounce on
unsuspecting out-of-state bikers with?

It was not far from here that a
friend stopped his bike on a lonely
stretch one very dark night to take
a leak—when out of some nearby
slimy pool crawled a vicious, snarl-




ing creature which immediately be
gan to attack. It lunged forward with
vellowish foam dribbling from its
huge fangs. My friend slashed at the
damn thing repeatedly with a Buck
knife, but it would draw back only
to run in again for another attack.
Finally, in desperation, he began to
kick the beast wildly in the head.
But even this would not faze it.

My friend was tiring: the devil
animal was crouching for the kill.
He ran to his bike and sped down
the highway like a madman. Only
miles away did he turn and look be-
hind, and—sonofabitch!—two green
eyes were right there . . . closing
fot i
A town was approaching, Helena,
the state capital. But gas was low.
He didn’t know if he'd make it,

The town was dead at this hour of
the night. The heavy panting of the
beast became louder in his ears. Rac-
ing under a street lamp he turned
around to see that it was about to
rip him to shreds. God! . . . a. .. rat!
A giant bastard the size of a dog! A
meat-eater, too, from the shining
fangs and the hungry look.

The bike ran out of gas, and its
rider jumped off to face the vile
killer in a last desperate stand. But
just then the beast stood stock still
and turned its head toward a huge
building standing ominously in the
dark, And then, as though obeying
some mysterious and twisted homing
instinct, it ran headlong for the
structure.

Presumably, my friend says, the
evil thing is lurking still about the
dark recesses of the Montana State
Capitol Building. Another friend
theorizes further that the unnatural
creature is the reincarnation of some
politician, now returned to its nor-
mal habitat.

Ah, Jesus! T've got to pull some
loose ends together and justify this
thing, before it unravels any worse
and gets completely out of control.

Well . . . there were two big cam-
paigns going on in the country dur-
ing the summer of this crude year,
1974, One involved bringing the
hammer down on Nixon, but the
other was an even more positive
thing. Someone said.

All summer long you couldn't turn
on the box or the tube or flip through
the paper to the bike want ads with-
out being blasted by a story on Evel
Knievel and his infamous Snake River
Canyon Jump. This upcoming spec-
tacle was evoking mild interest in
most people, but it's interesting to
note that the slob culture was es-
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pecially high on this one: super-
markets, teenyvhopper radio stations,
and TV game shows were giving
away tickets to The Jump as contest
prizes.

You couldn’t turn around without
hearing Knievel rumors, tales of
Evel's barroom feats, big money
deals, bets, last-minute detailing of
the “Skycycle.,” Evel buys some
gaudy diamond trinket he says is
worth 82 million and hires some
monster thug to follow him around
carrying it in a suitcase. A real orgy
of overexposure.

What transpired next is still not
entirely clear now, but a combina-
tion of greed and about thirteen beers
got me sucked into this fool's adven-
ture. I made several $25 bets giving
4 to 1 odds that Evel would make it.
It was agreed I'd use the bet money
advanced to me to make the trip and
Check Things Out. And if the man
ended up with the fish way down at
the bottom, I'd owe something in the
neighborhood of $400 when I got
back.

These are the kinds of bets reckless
dumfucks commonly make, and late
Thursday night, getting the hike
ready, I bitched hard about letting
myself get screwed into this mad
project. But I was committed now . . .

Opted to try for a room at Burley,
a fast 30 miles down the Interstate
from Twin Falls, after a pump jockey
in Blackfoot said any available rooms
would be no closer than there.

On the last stretch from Pocatello
to Burley I ran it at over 80 all the
way. This was due to a total lack of
highway cops, all probably convened
at the jump site waiting, no doubt,
for some kind of inevitable riot, Six
hundred National Guardsmen were
also stashed away in some handy
place for a quick call-up in case it
was revealed that Evel had grabbed
the money and run.

After some routine stuff was
cleared away—a cheap room was
secured and some minor work done
on the Hog—I hit the last 30 miles
and rode into the teeming city-on-
the-canyon just about 30 hours before
Launch Time,

A mass of confusion. Traffic was
jammed up badly and was a weird
mix of campers, custom vans, rods,
dusty pickup trucks, cop cars, and
a hell of a lot of hikes,

Bikers were everywhere, in fact.
This—and a large freak contingent
—was something 1 hadn’t expected.

At the L. A. Coliseum in early '73,
I went to a Knievel show. Then it
was mainly suburbanite, middle-
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class tyvpes out with the kiddies to
see a respectable show. Very few
bikers or freaks then,

Hell. T came expecting to be solely
an observer: now it looked as though
I might end up being a participant.
In something,

Cursing the trafic and thinking
about this overheating problem when
a Detroit luxury barge pulls closely
alongside. Some geek discreetly low-
ers a window just so far and says,
“What gang are vou with?”

Huh? Who is this shithead?

Then some slack-jawed little fart
in the back seat inches open his
window just far enough to shove a
fist out, and says, “Is it really true
a bunch of gangs from California are
coming to cause trouble tomorrow?”

Where do these kink-brained bas-
tards pick this shit up? Are those
goddam movies still at the drive-
ins?

“Well, that's partly true,” T shout
over. “There’s one gang—the Sons of
San Clemente—they've been sitting
down there for a solid month with
absolutely nothing to do, building
up a lot of hate and getting uglier
every day. T heard they're coming
up here to thrash the hell out of the
town and everyone in it,”

I never know when to stop.

“Yeah,” I ramble on. “Their leader
—funny how fast you forget a
name—has been on some kind of
perverted revenge trip since 1962

They apparently believed me, At
least at first. T split some lanes and
moved ahead. leaving them babbling
among themselves.

I's sunny and in the 80's, and
I'm working up a good sweat under
this hot goddam helmet. At a stop-
light several bikes cross in front of
me. Then about a dozen more. What?
No helmets? Another couple dozen
right behind them, and, again, none
wearing helmets, There's about 50
bikes in all. with both drivers and
passengers just enjoyin’ the breeze in
their hair.
~ “C'mon!" one yells, “A protest!”
He beckons for me to ride along,

Hell, yvesss! T tear my helmet loose
and cram it down over the headlight
and join the procession, Looking
around, 1 see that my first head
count was about right. Mavhe 75 of
us on 50 or 60 bikes. We pick up two
or three more every couple of blacks.

“Yesterday we had about 200 in
on the same thing,” the same guy
vells over. “But the goddam paper
said just 150, We'd have a lot more
now if the word had gotten around
hetter.”

I nodded agreement and wished
I'd been around the dav before. The
ride lasted another dozen blocks, and
afterwards everyone split up and
headed for various haunts and party
sites, No one bothered to put their
helmets back on.

“The Man has forgatten all about
the helmet law around here this
week.” he said,

We struck up a talk, He went by
“ID and was from north of Den-
ver. I admired his new Super Glide,
He said he'd explain how he came
by it later, but a series of parties
were cranking up out at the camp-
grounds at Shoshone Falls, northeast
of the city.

On the way out to the Falls we
stopped with about 20 other bikers
to drink a few beers and watch a
motel burn down,

It was hard to move through
town with traffic as heavy as it was.
A county fair at the other end of
town was drawing in large numbers
of cowboy/country-type folks. Every
now and then a pickup truck from
some well-moneyed ranch would
tangle with a camper from some
affluent suburb and all hell would
break loose. Only the hikes could
slip through with any ease at all.

Dark was overcoming the camp-
ground where several thousand had
convened. Periodic collections kept
the beer flowing; timely contribu-
tions kept the pipes going. This was
the final night for partying and
promised to be the most potentially
explosive—or the most fun, depend-
ing on which side of the line you
occupied.

The law came by early in the
evening to inform us that the noise
was getting to a nearby bunch of
good ol' boys from East Teaneck,
and would we at least cut out the
races after midnight? Well, okay.
But not the wheelie contests.

“Seriously, This noise has to be
cut down.”

“Don’t worry, officer,” piped up a
voice, “I'll quiet down this rowdy
bunch of wild bastards. I'll take per-
sonal responsibility!™

Everyone turned to see the speaker.
It was 1.D.s partner, George, so to-
tally ripped beyond redemption that
he had to hang onto some handy
sissybar in order to stand up, Some-
one gave a quick rundown on his
day’s intake of hooze, grass, reds,
whites, uppers, downers, etc., and it
was a wonder he was functioning at
all.

I.D. gave me some badly needed
whites. His woman was financing
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their trip up here with some fair
dealing.

Everyone was loose. Marijuana
mist hung heavy. Outsiders wander-
ing through were warned not to
breathe heavily and keep on moving.
Occasionally some hanger-on would
drift in and rip off a sixpack. This
did not go over, and invariably pre-
cipitated a forcible ejection minus
the beer.

Someone came screaming by, bab-
bling that a biker had ridden off
Shoshone Falls,

“Holy shit!" someone said, “Last
night some guy just jumped off, and
broke his back doing it. And he was
only the second guy ever to survive
the drop.”

No actual witness to the supposed
dive was ever found, but twenty or
so drunks readied a run into town
to inform the cops. But the excite-
ment faded fast, and such a run was
abandoned. I hope some poor shit
isn't still down there.

Helicopters would swoop low and
hover and then take off, drowning
out even the din from at least a score
of similar mini-riots. | do tend to get
a hit paranoid, but was told to forget
it. They'd been doing it all week.

Rumors flew about; Someone had
robbed a couple of stores in town,
sixteen(!) kegs were missing from a
liquor store, the governor had had
enough and was sending that Na-
tional Guard force in to annihilate
us.
“Bullshit,” I.D. said about the keg
ripoff. “There isn’t that much béer
left in town.”

J.D. and I knew some of the same
people, one of whom was Frank from
Boulder who'd been caught walking
out of a local market with a 19-
pound turkey. But everyone passed
the hat and made the $50 bail with
pocket change contributions.

George recovered long enough to
tell us of what went down at the
jump site earlier that afternoon.

A crowd had broken into two beer
trucks and proceeded to pass out the
beer while security cops stood by
and watched. Evel showed up for
pictures, ete,, and to “inspect” the
Skycycle. Then Evel got ugly and
began to wrestle with an NBC pho-
tographer, Good show.

In fact, members of the national
press corps were on the shitlist Satur-
day. Several were shoved about
roughly, and one poor bastard, roam-
ing around outside the fence, was
knocked down and had a cigarette
stubbed out on his forehead.

Souvenir stands and hawkers were



stealing from evervbody in sight, and
someone had managed to rip off a
bronze statue of Evel worth $1000

The rumor went around that some
hookers from Reno had been brought
in especially for this weekend.

“Hell. let's ride into town and
bring some out!™

“Yeah—maybe they’ll give us a
quantity discount.”

The sound of shotguns and pistols
being discharged was continuous and
mixed well with well-amplified rock
and the races,

Around 11 p.m. the sheriff an-
nounced he would block the road
into town about midnight. At least
a dozen bikers raced off to Twin
Falls for one last booze run,

None of us turned against each
other the whole night, And of that
I was glad. Ah, there was one fight
that broke out after a debate on the
merits of Evel Knievel could not be
settled by any other means.

Memories fade . . . was | in on
that? Anyway. there was talk about
mass gate-crashing on Sunday |
some chick from someplace in Ne-
vada did show up . . . The Man
showed up again for some insane
reason . . . | agreed with everything
everyone said and succumbed to my
long ride’s fatigue . . .and crashed.

A few women were up before I
was, walking about as if in a deep
trance. It was completely still when
we all began to awaken. No birds
sang, even in the distance; all wild-
life with any sense had left about
three days ago. Quite a bit of change
was lying around, so I went around
picking it up. Starvation was staved
off with a tin of rancid sardines
found in a pocket and the promise
to eat a real meal sometime later.

About noon on “Launch Day,” as
Evel had been calling it, we found
ourselves riding the road out to the
jump site. It was hopelessly clogged,
and hangovers combined with frayed
nerves to cast an ominous pall over
evervthing. A news bulletin blared
on a nearby radio that Nixon had
just been given a full pardon by
Ford. For me. that put a shitmist in
the air.

Traffic 1s crazy. I wonder if I could
jump off and begin to flag it all
madly off on a wild course to the
canyon’s rim” No, it would steal the
show from Evel

Screw all this. Bikers split lanes,
weave and skirt around the edges to
leave as much of the mess behind
as possible. A few are wondering
whether the security measures prom-
ised by Evel's henchmen and the




harried local law will amount to
anything challenging.

It turned out that crowds on the
west side of the dusty pasture trans-
formed into Evel's area broke down
perimeter fences about two hours
prior to the launch. Masses on the
east side were flattening fences more
gradually as they pressed the weight
of thousands of bodies against them.
A little later they flooded into the
area others had previously paid $25
to enter. This was all made possible
because. in the words of the local
paper, a rowdy and hostile
crowd gathered at the gate . . . re-
duced the number of guards avail-
able " to hold things down
elsewhere.

But these were good-natured mobs,
not the kind to really upset any
tolerant person. Only a perverted
bookkeeper would whine about
money at this point; hell, Evel al-
ready had a $6 million guarantee.

Knievel's hacks thought otherwise,
and, it was said, hired bike club
members “from California and Colo-
rado”—with orange rags tied around
their biceps—to help guard the gate.
“They speak biker's language,” one
promoter was quoted as saying,

Nevertheless, hordes of us heathens
crashed through other places.

Inside it is 20,000 strong, mainly
voung and many stoned, There is
some goddam crazy circus that Evel
has arranged for going on. I suspect
it is some kind of diversion to keep
the riffraff from going crazy and
tearing down the launch ramp, Sky-
cycle and all,

A cowboy takes a couple of shots
with a slingshot at some guy walk-
ing on a tightrope, but his buddy
restrains him with a punch in the
mouth.

The rumor goes forth that John
Wayne is here; but where is he?
Why isn’t he out here with wus?

Some shit-brain woman reporter
ambles up and asks me what [ think
of it all. Instead of answering, I ask
her back to my room; she pauses,
says, uh. no, but gives me a couple of
beers from a fresh three-dollar six-
pack.

Evel arrives about an hour before
the scheduled feat and scurries from
his helicopter to a trailer. He gives
a nervous wave to the crowd yelling
and screaming for his attention. One
girl right next to me strips off her
halter top. climbs on her ol' man's
shoulders, and vells, “Over here,

Evel. Hey, Evel!™ Such impromptu
nudity is common and livens things
up,

The crowd keeps leaning on a
snow fence surrounding the immedi-
ate launch area. Tt soon falls . | .

This yarn should mention, for
those who may be hiding out in
some mineshaft under Butte, that
there was a canyon jump of sorts.
The parachute on Evel’s Skycycle
popped out of the tail even before
the thing cleared the ramp. The Sky-
cycle arched up as far as it could
with chutes trailing and safely
dropped to the canyon’s bottom. In-
audible PA systems warned people
to stay away from the rim; hundreds
rushed to the edge to see if Knievel
was okay.

Back in the launch area feelings
were mixed. Evel was flown back by
helicopter, and as he stepped off it
people manifested their feelings:
“Ripoff!™ “You're all fuckin’ right!”
“Fuck it all!™

I was among those yelling that
last little phrase and a few others
like it.

A good many were ready to get
completely ugly about the whole af-
fair and began to bitch about such
unkept promises as free beer and mil-
lion-dollar parties. Rolled-up snow
fences, wooden concession stands,
and a car got the torch shortly
afterwards.

Later, security police disappeared,
and portable outhouses began to
burn,

Property owners on arteries lead-
ing to the main camping areas
around Twin Falls kept private
guards on duty throughout Sunday
night.

Stoned and naked, some dude was
spotted directing the heavy traffic
into wrong lanes,

Most of the crowd left, but I hung
around with about 600 others to talk,
drink, and watch the 100 or so who
were into all the wild, destructive
things. Nothing of great value was
destroyed. In answer to questions,
people told me that. sure, the canyon
jump was what brought them. but the
parties were what made being here
worthwhile. Couldn't have agreed
more,

- - .

After a side trip to the Denver
arca for some professional assistance
i recouping my losses, I returned
home, but imminent cold weather
kept me riding for days afterward,
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Constantly nagging me was the
thought that I should sit down and
try to write something on the Twin
Falls episode while it was still fresh.

An article in the Sept. 23 Time
jolted me out of my complacency. In
“The Gathered Tribes.” a lone Time
reporter said we were barbarians out
to rape, pillage, burn, and do a little
death-worshiping at the same time.
Bikers are like that, you know; it
was right there in black and white.

The reporter expressed dismay over
the nudity, the shouted obscenities,
petty vandalism, an alleged public
blow job, and pushed the image of
bikers as a collection of untrained
animals. He was particularly shocked
at the treatment given the press,

How does one standing on my side
of this country’s cultural abyss begin
to answer these scumbags?

It is completely typical, of course,
that non-productive fuckin' around
should be criticized while the good
ol’ boys with their good ol' ways are
pretty much untouchable. The trendy
Nevada gambler types, the crass
commercialism, the ‘‘stars” and
“VIPs" that flitted around Evel, and,
in fact, a very important part of the
American Dream-—where you rip off
millions of bucks overnight—none of
this was considered by Time. It's
easier to just call bikers subhuman
monsters and let it go at that, It'll
play better in Peoria, Time’s market-
place.

No point in dignifying that article
by probing its bullshit any further,
Just one parting shot: It was the
party that was the real lure of Twin
Falls. Evel Knievel was the excuse
for making the long trip, but nothing
more. No one, [ believe, was actually
thinking Evel would die. Just that it
was a funky, wild stunt, unigue as
hell, but not so dangerous that it
would preclude his ever spending
that $6 million he made.

The partying was crazy and un-
inhibited, as it should’ve been: how-
ever, any reporter who thinks that
what went on is some kind of de-
praved activity reserved exclusively
to bikers is damn naive. But, hell,
Time and, it follows, its readers, are
stuck in the rut of stereotyping hikers,
No wonder then that whenever bikers
get together and anything happens,
the shit train tries to run us down.

Most of us would've rather been
at an outdoor concert listening to
Steppenwolf roar through “Born to
be Wild,” but this Knievel thing was
the best excuse for a big, wild gather-
ing in a long time. | |



A Man-size
Beer Mug!

PIRCENTAGE
ALLOWED for CLING
h Y
Holds a
half quart
L4
and weighs
12 1bs!
WIDSON MOTOR CO.
IILWAUKEE
p 2
Here’s a man-sized beer mug. The design Righteous Products . m})
is an absolutely perfect reproduction of the Box 361, Seal Beach, ‘
old, original Harley oil can. Bright orange, California 90740.

black and white—it's a bitchin lookin’ mug.
The colors are exactly like the original oil
can—authentic in every detail

Show some class—drink your favorite brew
from a huge mug that shows your colors. Tell
your ol' lady you'd dig one for Christmas—
only $4.95, plus a lousy buck for postage and

packing. \s with all Righteous Products, sat-

isfaction is guaranteed, or money immediately
refunded.

Quality guaranteed
or money refunded

California residents add 5% sales tax.
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Through the years
with a Hog ...

D g i Ve A G S S -
e il mos read the ad out loud, his
e 3 : // U voice soaring in awe and

excitement. “Harley-Davidson—
The Motor Cycle Magnificent,”
and, reading on, he was informed
by the well-worn magazine that
the model 20 | equipped with
electrical lights was now ready
for delivery. He had to see one if
nothing else; yvet even then he
knew that it was love at first
sight and some time soon he
would be the proud owner of the
little V-Twin Harley.

The shrill chimes tinkled their
announcement as Amos walked
into the dimly lit dealership
showroom. Showroom was
hardly the word though; except




for the clean white, black and
orange banner proclaiming the
new 1920 models the shop had a
coating of black dust and the
floors creaked merely from old
age. But the bikes were there,
and now so was Amos. There
they sat—the Loden green paint,
the soft gleam of the gracefully
curved handlebars, the valanced
mudguards, the red striping and
the red letters on the gas tank.
He rocked back on his heels and
sighed; here was a machine to
ride to the sun on, and back if
need be, he thought. He

reached over and touched the
smooth tan leather of the saddle,
ran a finger over the nickel plate
of the headlamp, and looking
quickly around gave a gentle pat
on the gas tank. Yes, it was too
late now, the fever was in him,
it filled his senses, he had to
have one now.

He had scratched and saved,
bartered and burned and now,
finally, now it was his. A group
of other riders and hangers-on
stood in front of the shop to
watch his maiden voyage on the
virgin bike. Another rider he had
met at the shop had taught him
how to ride, and now much to
the amazement of everyone he
pulled smoothly away from the
curb and sped off. At speed he
found that his eyes began to
water so he pulled up his goggles
to slip securely over his eyes. He
had wanted to look and feel like
the other riders who hung
around the shop and so he had
bought boots, a jersey, a
horsehide jacket, goggles, and a
pair of gauntlets. This was the
garb of motorcyclists and Amos
felt very proud and euphoric to
be wearing them now. The little
Harley, all 61 cubic inches, was
clanking, chuffing, and clattering
down the dusty road. Looking
around, Amos was astounded to
see the myriad of fall colors
blazingly blurred as he rode. The
colors had never seemed so
distinct and varied as they did
now, the autumnal air blew crisp
around his ears and through his
hair and Amos accelerated to
pass a Model T, then disappeared
over a hilltop.

His best friend, Leonard, was
amazed at Amos's daring, or
foolhardiness as he preferred to
call it, and would chide Amos till
his ears rang about the dangers
of motorcycles to the riders and
to other motorists. But Leonard
spoke to deaf ears and mute lips
until Amos offered the 20 | to
Leonard for brief riding
instruction. As fate would have
it, Leonard loved it, and being a
complete convert, bought the last
remaining 20 | and all the
regalia. He, however, was one up
on Amos when he bought a
black captain's hat with a
winged wheel insignia over the
bill. Leonard cut a jaunty figure
with the hat and the Harley-
Davidson. The two friends
became familiar sights around
New Haven and would ride long
distances whenever possible, at
whatever time possible. They
would spend every spare
moment in the saddle traveling
to all points and back again.
They kept a large map with all
their trips penciled in red posted
on the wall of the garage where
they kept their bikes. Even
though they put their motors to
the test, they kept them
immaculately clean and polished
to perfection. After each run a
cleaning session followed and
each bike was polished, with a
routine tightening of nuts and
bolts thrown in for good
measure. Amos and Leonard
were not ones to discriminate
about weather either. One time
on a trip down to Philadelphia
there came a cold snap that
dropped the thermometer down
to 10 below from an original
reading of 45 above. That time
they rode all the way back in
record time, riding with their feet
on the engine casings and
warming their hands on the
cylinders. That same winter
Leonard died of tuberculosis, and
his wife sold the Harley to pay
for his funeral. Riding wasn't the
same after that; the friendship
had gone a long way toward
making riding more spontaneous
and enjoyable. Amos didn't stop
riding though; Leonard would've
wanted it that way. He just never




Owner: Dennis Gill

rode with the other riders: he
merely became a lone wolf and
branched out even farther on his
long rides.

The years wore past and, as
the years changed, so did Amos’s
motorcycles, The brand
remained the same but the old
20 | was gone, gone to wherever
old motorcycles are relegated to.
In its place was a 1937 EL. It was
faster though heavier, and was a
lot more steady feeling. Amos
was just as meticulously careful
with this new red and white war
horse as he was in 1920 with the
20 |; the times, the bikes and
even Amos had changed, but the
old love was the same. The
selfsame feeling that once drove
him to ride far and wide so many
miles, so many times, was still
there. Riding a motorcycle was
the romance that Amos thrived
on; without it he would have
been restless, withered and
unhappy. In another century,
perhaps, Amos would have been
a centurion, or a knight, or even

a cowhand. But this was a
different era and Amos was a
man just as proud, adventurous
and lusty as any other men
before him; he was a
motorcyclist.

Now the year was 1977, and
even now the feeling was still in
him. Amos was 78 this year and
the changes were deep inside him
also. He had just gotten word
that at midnight there were to be
no more motorcycles ever ridden
on the city streets again. All land
was closed to motorcycles and
now they were to become
extinct. Harley-Davidson had
gone out of business a year ago
along with all the European
manufacturers. Only the
multi-million-dollar Japanese
industries remained. Amos had
never paid any attention to their
progress until Harley-Davidson
declared bankruptcy and the
bank foreclosed on all the assets,
Now even the Japanese giants
were exiled from the land.
Motorcycles were big business
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as antiques, yel many were
crushed into scrap 4s a final
coup de grace on motorcycles
in general.

Amos was old now and
beginning to lose the vitality that
he held so dear; it just wasn’t
the same anymore. After tonight
life would lose a certain amount
of joy; it was a dead era and it
would take a part of Amos with
it to the grave. But wait, the sun
was just now setting and there
was still time for one good ride.

In half an hour Amos was
riding the old roads again, the
old roads of memories. The
visions danced before his
headlight, trembled with ecstatic
adventure. There he was with
Leonard and there he was in '37
and again in '58. The many days
and years, the many roads and
highways, all flashed before him
and he rode with a vengeance
through sweeping turns and up
and down the mountains. Hour
after hour he rode, narrowing his
eyes to slits, steeling his body



against the steady blast of wind
at his chest. What would happen
to Amos now? What would
happen to the memories? Why,
why were people so determined
to see motorcycles killed off
forever?

It didn't matter now; it was
too late. It was all over; the
beautiful old ragtime song had
come to an end. Up ahead was a
sharp right-hander and this time
Amos's fingers didn't grasp for
the brake. The thin guard rail
didn't offer any resistance as
bike and rider plunged out and
over the deep ravine, to plummet
downward.

It was over, all over. Amos's
dying thoughts seemed to sing,
and far, far away in the distance
he seemed to hear the vibrant
harmony of midnight chimes.
And in the split second before
silence became eternal, his ears
also seemed to pick up the
faint but unmistakable thunder of
uncountable thousands of
powerful Harley engines. 51
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Why Are So
Many Chicks
Getting Tattoos?
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Hell, don’t ask us—we just wanted an
excuse to photograph some female
skin. We don’t even know why dudes
get tattoos—and some of us here in the
salt mine often wonder why we got
tattoos, There’s even one dude in the
office that has a tattoo of a pile of

dog shit on his arm. Another has a small
rooster tattooed below his knee, so he can
win a few brews—and not to mention
the fact, to impress a few chickies.
Having the tattoo there allows him to
say that he has a cock below his knees.

Men have been getting tattoos since
year one—cither homemade or profes-
sionally done. Did you know that there are
some dudes in Japan, and perhaps else-
where, who actually have a complete
shirt tattooed on them? All they have
to do is throw on their naturals and
boots, and they're dressed!

Perhaps women have been getting tat-
toos for a long time too—but most of
theirs are hidden. You never know until
she drops her drawers and you see a fox
chasing a rabbit into her hole tattooed
in full color. Or how about the chick






who has “hot” and “cold” tattooed over
each tit?

Most chicks are having butterflies or
small flowers tattooed on their hip, just
above their snatch, or on the cheek of
their ass. The discreet size of the tattoo
is probably determined by the fact that
it hurts like hell when the tattoo artist
does his number.

Recently we received a letter from Kris
Fenton stating she was going to get a
tattoo, and was wondering if we would
be interested in photographing her get-
ting it. Two things made us contact her
immediately. 1. She was going to have
our Easyriders logo tattooed on her left
bun. 2. She only lived a couple of hundred
miles from the office. So, as you see here,
we shot the photos of Doc Webb in San
Diego tattooing the Easyriders logo
where it’s never been before—we
don’t think.

Are there any other brave chicks out
there who have tattoos? Well, send us
a photograph (black and white) of it—
we dig lookin” at photos of chicks—
er, tattoos on chicks. When we get
enough photos, we'll feature them in
the magazine. m



Southern
Hospitality

—LContinued from page 21

and promptly whipped out his .38,
blowing three-quarters of the top off
before Jerry could think to vell.

“Thanks.” muttered Jerry, as his
two buddies hysterically rolled on the
floor, A few minutes more of wasted
conversation and planning for the
evening's bash, and the three left the
house. Jerry and Porky headed for
the local Harley shop, and Tink
headed for the nearest “authorized”
stash place. As the trio went about
their business across town, Deek and
Animal were lighting wo their break-
firt

Deck and Animal were kinda a
strange pair. Deek was a small,
sharp-lookin’ dude with glasses and
a bushy beard, As for Animal. go dig
up yer aunt’s encyclopaedia and look
up “Grizzly Bear.” They stumbled
around with the o' morning grog-
gies, preparing to meet Jerry and
Porky at the shop. This morning’s
back room discussion was to center
around a subject dear to all: Party
tonight!

AFTERNOON

A very important thing that you
should be made aware of at this
point of the story is that there are
three kinds of “low life” here in the
South: Spades. Hippies, and Bikers.
If yvou happen to fall into one of
these categories, tough shit. All three,
and you can bet there's a warrant
out on your ass. Anyway, . . .

Back at the roval third floor pal-
ladium. with all aforementioned per-
sons present, things started cookin',
Plans were made for a midnight run
to the local romancin® place atop
i nearby mountain, raiding parties
were sent to the local brewery, and
Porky attempted to make the Guin-
ness Book of Records by rolling no
less than a gross of joints in about
an hour.

Bikes, snatch, and suds arrived all
afternoon, as the local boys made it
into town for the first hig bash of the
summer. By 7 o'clock, the place was
hummin’, Evervwhere in the apart-
ment there were sounds of Janghter,
and moans, and—well, you know.
Terey rolled the Sportster he was
building out onto the balcony and
fired it up. much to the delight
of the rednecks gathered below in
the usual Friday night. Dixie Drive-

In beer-drinking and engine-revving
contest. The fuzz, strangely enough,
were nowhere in sight.

Nobody was paving much atten-
tion to the intermittent cranking of
bikes below in the parking lot, Every
now and then. some stud would talk
one of the local wenches in the Drive-
In parking lot into taking a little
spin. Animal had just pulled in for
about the second time that evening
when all hell broke loose., As he
entered the apartment. he walked
toward the balcony, a contented look
on his face which made several of
those present wonder exactly where
he had just been. As Tink entered his
room, which also happened to be the
room with the entrance to the bal-
cony, he was bowled over by 265
pounds of fast-moving meat.

“Get yer ass offa that motor!”
velled Animal from somewhere
around the second flight of stairs.

“What the hell!” yelled Jerry, as
he rushed into Tink’s room and out
onto the bhalcony, jumping over the
dazed Tink to do so. From his perch
above the parking lot. he stared open-
mouthed at Animal’s pan veering out
of the Drive-In and down the road,
obviously not driven by its owner,
who was running swiftly some
twenty feet behind it. with one hel-
lacious string of curses floating along
behind him,

“Jesus H. Christ!” hollered Jerry,
loudly enough to be heard in the
next county, “Somebody’s burned
Animal’s bike!™

If vou've ever seen one of those
old SAC films where all the fighter
pilots come pouring out of the bar-
racks when the alert sounds, vou got
a pretty good idea of what happened
to the party. At least 25 dudes were
kickin’ and cussin’ as a stream of
motors poured out into the street in
the same direction taken by the pil-
fered pan, Jerry was hot in the lead,
and nobody was far behind. Tink
slowed and took on Animal. whose
lack of wind didn’t deter him from
voicing the misery which was to
befall the thief,

The chase led the enraged group
out of town on the main westhound
thoroughfare, some mile and a half
behind the taillight of the stolen bike,
which was no slack mover. At the
city limit, Deek went down, his Tri-
umph striking a goodly-sized dog
that had timed his street crossing
poorly. A pair of motors dropped
back to assist. while the main pack,
bound for vengeance, forged on with
added zeal. Jerry and Porky, having
the two strongest bikes in the group,
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were slowly closing the gap between
the chasers and the chased. The pair
could make out the lines of their
friend’s motor as it turned sharply
up the road which led to the local
sporty-car heaven: a five-mile stretch
of mountain road which was con-
sidered risky at 35 in daylight. By
now, only three bikes were after the
stolen vehicle: Jerry's, Porky's, and
a down-home dude name of Floyd
with a hot Sportster—Animal's
eighty-incher proving too much for
the average street machine to follow,

Shit! thought Jerry, he coulda at
least picked a slower motor!

The group was seven or eight miles
from the start of the chase, and it
was getting tricky trying to straighten
out the more hairy curves. As the
crest of the mountain loomed into
the beam of the headlights, Jerry
thought he heard a sound ahead.

“Hot damn! Maybe the little
motherfucker's run out of gas or
such!”

A sorry sight met the tired eyes as
the top of the hill gave view to a
half mile of down-sloping road; a
huge bonfire some hundred yards
away slowed the group down quickly,
Jerry slid to a halt and surveyed the
scene, as did Porky and Floyd. A
late night Highway Patrol road
check had been the last leg of the
journey for the thief. Animal’s motor,
or rather the remains of it, were
imbedded in the side of the car, hoth
burning fiercely. Scant feet away lay
a badly broken figure, the charred
aniform clearly recognizable. Floyd
pointed silently a dozen yards fur-
ther up the road. Another figure, He
walked slowly to where it lay and
bent down.

He remained only a moment, and
stood up. Jerry was puzzled as he
saw an unmistakable look of grief
on Floyd's face, He walked over to
where his friend stood and gazed
down at the bloody corpse of what
had been the cutest little blonde
chick at the party.

“God.” moaned Jerry as he turned
away, “she asked me three times if
she could drive me around the
block. Said her daddy was a bike
heat and taught her how to ride.”

“That he did,”” came Porky's
stramed voice from behind, “Shit!™

“We'd better beat feet, man,” said
Floyd, pulling Jerry toward the si-
lent motors.

As the trio mounted up and headed
back toward the apartment, the only
sound on the mountain other than
the receding roar, was the crackling
of flames. ™
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teg g ey, dipshit!” It was one of the
office broads. *You're wanted on

the phone.”

“Who is it?"

She got a what-do-you-want-from-
me look on her face. "“How the fuck do
| know?" She started to turn away from
me, then probably realizing my question
didn’t really warrant a shitty answer,
she explained, ""He said he was a
colonel something or other.”

| watched her as she hurried away on
whatever her trip of the day was.
| decided that she must have been on
the rag or she had a lousy lay last
night; all of us around the office
actually groove with each other,

A colonel. | don't know any colonels.
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Then, paranoia started to take over.

It must be The Man—they musta found
my plant. Or maybe somebody fingered
me for shovin’ a few dime bags of
whites for some fun-and-games bread.
The money | earn here is—but that's
another problem.

As | went to the nearest phone (I don’t
rate one of my own), my mind flashed
on all the probabilities of why a
“colonel’ would be calling me. The
only thing | could come up with was
that it must be the police. | never heard
of any fuzz having the rank of colonel,
but—well, anything's possible.

Not knowing what to expect, |
hesitantly said, “Hello.”

“Hello, this is Colonel Mundy."” He



was a cop. | could tell from the to.

of his cold, hard voice. “I've spoken
to you before—do you remember?”
Oh shit, it's that prick that rousted me
about playin’ stink finger with that wild
young chick. A cold chill flashed
through me—her fuckin' parents must
be pressin’ charges—and they agreed
not to after | gave them that kilo of
weed—the bastards.

“Hello—are you there?" Yeah, |
thought, it’s that bird who rousted me,
sure as hell. Nobody has such a cold.,
eat-it tone, except some dude in
authority.

“Yes, yes, I'm here.” | tried to sound
as goody-goody as | could. “What can
I do for you?”" | puckered as | prepared
for what was coming next.

“I'm Colonel Mundy, United States
Air Force.” | unpuckered. “During the
Nam war | flew B-52s. At the moment
I have been assigned a desk job during
a special emergency.” Special
emergency—I puckered again.

“No shit?" | tried to sound real
buddy-buddy with the dude—Christ
knows what the hell he's calling about.

“Yes, I've been assigned to the task
of tracking down draft dodgers.” With
that, all circulation was shut off in the
area as my pucker turned into a vise-

photos by David McElyea



e O;/;r:;r;JirwlMundy 7

City: SBQEO ne, Wash.

— B3 £2
General Frame ,j;-’;‘_ iy /f 3
Fabrication by: Larry Bass Year: 1971 kgl e
" Yeor and make: 1972 Honda Builder: AEE -
" Model: CB750 " Type: rigid s
Value: $37,('7)£ e s . Rake: 40 degrees

Assembly by: Larry Bass

Stretch: 5 in. front, 4 in. rear

Time: 3 mon}hs

Other alterations: none

”Chrm'ng. by: Paul's Cust. Chrome Accessories

Bars: Larry Bass

Engine
Year: 1971 Risers: none 2
A Model: CB750 Fender(s): 5-in flat

* Rebuilder: R. C.”Engineering .

Ignition: 12V distributor

Displacement: 900cc

Lower end: miéro-polished crank

" Headl ight: Bates

Toﬁ[ight: Lucas

Speed<;: 350 Honda tach

 Front pegs: Anderson

Balancing: R. C. balanced

Pistons: 900cc sleeves & pistons

Cases: black wrinkle

Heads: R. C. valve springs

Cam: R. C. intermediate cam

Lifters: none

Rear pegs: Anderson

Electrics: 12V generator and regulator

Gas tank: Garry Littlejohn, coffin

" Oil tank: Larry Bass

Oi@istem: Stewart Warner gauge

Primary cover: stock

Carbls): stock

Seat: Larry Bass

Air cleaner: K&N

Sissy bar: Larr'y Bass

Pipes: T&T

Muffler(s): shorty

Transmission

]Aiocriiific;;ons; none
Shifting: foot

Engine sprocket: stock

Trans. sbrécket; 18 S;:;eciol features: made to fit disc brake -
3 Wheel sprocket: 48 Wheels V 7
Painting Front ~ Rear
Molding: Larry Bass Size: 18 Size: 16 ne
Painter: Dick DeBenedictis Hub: Larry Bass Hub: stock
~ Color: pearlblue ~ Rimwidth: 2 in.  Rim width: 5in.

Type: acrylic lacquer

7Speciol paint: flames by Dick B.

Other special modifications: Electrical box by Larry Bass.

connecting rods,

Height: 7 in. above fender

Material: ', -in. round

T;pré: Ngirider

Extension: 20 in. over

Builder: Wayne Eng.

—

Tire: Avon 2.75 Tire: G;cﬂ‘yr. 5.0

Brake: mech. disc. Brake: stock

High -perfrorrﬁ'ance 7
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grip. “It appears,” the Colonel
continued, “that you've been dodging
for one helluva long time.”

| tried to think up defenses fast.
“The war’s over, man. What do you
want with a pill-poppin’, grass-smokin’,
child-molestin’ scooter tramp?”

“That's exactly why I'm calling.
| want to inform you that you have to
turn yourself in and work off President
Ford's amnesty program by January 31,
1975—or else.” That “or else” made
the visegrip pinch tighter.

“Oh, man, you don't want me—I’l|
fuck up your program.”

“I know that—and that's why I'm
going to give you another choice.”
Blood started to circulate again—but
| was wary. “What kind of another
choice?"”

“Well, | understand that you are
employed by Easyriders magazine. Is
that correct?”

“Well, they let me hang around. I'm
sort of a chopper groupie—you know
what | mean?"

“Okay. Here's the proposal. | have a
custom bike and | would like it featured
in Easyriders. If you get it featured, I'll
forget you're a draft dodger.”

Wow, | thought, I've got it made.

I almost started to feel relieved, but then
| puckered again—what if he has a
Vespa, or a Jawa, or any ring-ding
scoot. With the visegrip squeeze
returning, | hesitantly answered, “Hey,
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man, that's great.” Now for the key
question. “What kind of a scoot do
you have?”

“Scoot? What's a scoot?'" He started
to get uptight. “I told you that | had a
custom bike. It's a 900cc Honda."”

I could feel gangrene setting in from
the lost circulation, ““A Honda? But we
try to feature Harleys—all the other
mags feature all the other bikes, but we
try to specialize.” To make certain he
understood, | pushed the point, “It's
not that we're against any bike. It's just
that we decided in the beginning to
specialize, We don’t intend it to be a
putdown of any bike.”

His voice was firm: “It's the Honda,
alternative service—or Leavenworth
Prison."”

“Hey, man,"” | started to plead, “if |
have to present this to the editorial
board, it's gonna be Buck knives and
axe handles to the last man!"

“That's your problem—or perhaps
you'd like to work in the laundry? You
have a week to make up your mind.”

“But—but shit," | pleaded as he
hung up.

Well, to make a long story short, I'm
free, but it cost me my cherry shovel-
heads and barrels. The editor took
those, and | had to tear down my bike
to bribe the rest of the staff with parts.
They're all a bunch of whores—but
whatcouldl do? nm

—Snake



MOTORCYCLE BOOKS
TECHNICAL MANUALS
and other goodies

Wheels of. Rage $3.95

True story of the notorious Iron
Cross motorevele club. Ride with them
to gunfights, dynamitings, and super
wild parties. Documented. With bonus
chapters on Chopping a Harley (how
to save much bread), The Biker and
the Law (how to slide out of legal
hassles like the pros), and Sponsors
(tapping citizens for financial help).
165 pages,

The Poor Man'’s
James Bond $7.50

What do vou do when Big Brother
takes away vour guns? Make bombs,
of course, Includes how to counter-
feit, arson by electronics, poisons, si-
lencers, and homemade explosives.

The Strength of Samson:
How You Can Attain It $8.95
Only weight-training course ever based
on the Bible. See National Tattler,
May 5, 1974, page 20 for photo of 16-
year-old boy lifting 550 lbs. while
training under this system.

Be the life of the party! Pick up
vour Harley and walk off with it! Un-
believers send 25¢ for proof.

Suppressed Inventions:
And How They Work $4.95

50 mpg auto carburetors ( modify
your T4 for over 100 mpg), fuel sub-
stitutes, how to distill gasoline from
garbage (a process called pyrolysis),
and maore,

11 by 17" poster of Pres. of Iron
Cross M.C.~ideal for insulting in-laws,
repelling relatives, or for dart games
at local bar, Shipped rolled in sturdy
mailing tube. ... $3,00
We stock Paisano, Chilton’s, Clymer,
and other technical manuals. Write
wants or send for free list. We also do
aluminum paolishing (preferably for
Harleys).

Madison Publishing Co.
Box 213 Dept. E
Richmond, Kentucky 40475

Afghanistan

—Continued from page 19

Herat, where one should settle
into the New Super Behzar Gar-
den Hotel and start to enjoy. Dope
is everywhere. One little item you
should have along is an accurate
pocket scale. Just to keep honest
people honest. Short weight is not
a peculiarly American phenome-
non. For your own personal use
you'll want to score a bit of this,
a bit of that—a bit of variety.
Chances are that as you came
through the border some freak
going the other way laid his stash
on you, and people carry around
only good shit. Hash is sold by
the "tola” (11} grams, or a little
over a third of an ounce), which
should cost no more than forty
cents. In bulk it is cheaper, and a
kilo (1000 grams, 2.2 pounds, or 35
ounces) can be scored for $20 or
thereabouts. Shop around a bit,
and always take a toke to check
the buzz. Pardees Hotel and Res-
taurant is the heavy scene, with
good food, sounds, and dope.
Everybody sports a chillum, and
fine ones can be picked up all
over town. Your throat will proba-
bly be ripped out for the first few
days from all the smoking, but you
can always bake a chocolate cake.

From Herat there are 400 miles
of really bad dirt road going
northeast to Mazare Sharif. And
an even worse one goes due east

Easyriders

“Quit your bitchin’, you
got the pretty one."
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to the capital, Kabul, If you're an
off-the-road freak, take one of
those. But there is a fine paved
road going down through Kanda-
har and up to Kabul. It was built
half by the US, half by the Rus-
sians, and each side tried to out-do
the other. A little heavy trucking
is in order, with nothing much but
stray camels to worry about. In
Kabul you check into the Friends
Hotel and really begin to party
down. Chicken Road is where to
hang out, and you do a number
in the garden at Sigi's. Good
dudes, dope, and dub.

The really great Af shit comes
from up north near the Russian
border, and it is a nice putt up
from Kabul to Mazare Sharif. At
the Saleng Pass you motor up to
11,000 feet, which will really make
your Lakes suck. Then you drop
into a series of canyons before
you are spewed out onto the ab-
solutely flat desert which sur-
rounds Mazare. A lot of Af narcs
hang around up there, mostly to
be sure that the kickbacks are
paid. If you know your shit, order
it up, but have it delivered in
Kabul, payment on receipt.

With all this good shit every-
where, you’'ll probably want to
bring some little gifts home to
your friends. If you're riding a
Harley, there is no problem in
stashing about five keys in some
appropriate places. And that five
keys of good shit, 175 ounces, can
be scored for $100 or so. You
should be able to make the trip
pay for itself, with a bit left over.
European scoots are a bit harder
to work with, but a little heavy
thinking should put something to-
gether. Do the job right, with a bit
of weldina, paint, and all, and
your iron has just taken a big
increase in value, And few narcs
are willing to hacksaw a piece of
machinery to bits. A scoot can't
even hold enough to interest them.

Living is cheap in Afghanistan.
A bed costs forty cents or less.
Eating prices depend on you, but
they're low. You've come about
3300 miles from Istanbul. Hang
around, and then motor on back
when you're ready. Or stay and
open up a chop shop. Kabul needs
one. |



Paid Advertisement

3 oster s $3.00,

nd a special mailing tuoe.

SUPPORT YOUR LOCAL |

 HELLS ANGELS

The bumper stickers sell for only a lousy buck each.

«FREE §i¥tes

BARGER +

It}

All we want for eac
plus 50¢ for postage @

-
|

/

The

Hell’s
Angels

are raising a legal
defense fund to finance legal
fees for appealing Sonny
Barger's recent prison con-
viction, as well as building
a legal fund to defend
other Hell's Angels that
may need legal assistance.
To do this we are selling
t-shirts and tank-top shirts
with the lettering “Free
Sonny Barger” on them.
We are also selling
bumper stickers: One mea-
sures 1004" x 3" in red,
white, and blue and simply
says “Free Sonnyv Barger® ;
the other measures 2" ¢ 77,
printed red on white back-
ground, and savs “Support
Your Local Hell's Anzels.”
We also have a heary
poster that showld be in
every biker's pad. It mea-
sures 2 x 3'. It is black and
white and depicts numerous
scenes of Angel brothers
doing all sorts of things. In
the middle of the poster, we
state our case—a case n
which we're sure vou'll
agree,
There may be
some of you who will want
to aid us in our effort, but
don’t have use for the above
items—and would just as
soon send a contribution.
We can dig it. Any amount
will help—Ilegal battles cost
money, so contribute what
You can.

Send your orders to

Free Sonny P.O. Box 5295
Oakland, California 94605
Please send me the following items:

Be sure to state size: sm., med., Ige., ex. |ge.
Name
Address
City
: -1 , 3 , State.
“Free Sonny Barger” t-shirts and tank tops :

— - Fipas s —
Califarnia residents add 5%

For fastest survice, send money order or coshier's check.
Personal checks must clear your bank before we can ship
your order. Allow three weeks for personal chacks to
clear.

sell for only §5.00 cach, in all sizes ‘

small, medium. larse., extra laree



Y’ou dudes who have the stomach

to run through this drivel every is-
sue know that the staff isn't on much
of a gear-head trip. For one thing,
the bro's around here think that good
times mean buildin’ a scoot that's mel-
low and practical—and no squeezing
that last half-horsepower out of the
engine. For another, most of us are
usually too wasted to do any high pre-
cision wrenching anyway.

But it pisses us off how we've been
hearing recently that the Sportster is
over the hill, that the new models
don't have the balls of the old, that
any half-litre riceburner can blow the
turkey off. Whatta buncha jive! Ev-
erybody knows an H-D stocker, or
any stock bike, is just good raw ma-
terial. It's got to be refined a little
to get what you want.




For example, on these pages is a
chopper built by Dan Trenholm,
mechanic at DC Enterprises (East-
hampton, Mass.). At Lebanon Valley
dragstrip in N.Y. last summer, it
turned a 12.36-second, 117mph quarter
mile, with skinny rear tire, rigid
frame, pearl paint and all. That ain't
a record—but it shouldn't be sneezed
at either.

You can see that a high-perform-
ance bike doesn’t have to look like
a plumber's acid trip or a four-cy-
linder play racer. Danny built his
scoot around a Sportster engine and
tried to eliminate as much as pos-
sible for a clean and uncomplicated
look, Even inside the cases things were







simplified: the cam gallery was ma-
chined to do away with the oil sludge
trap, and in the trans area the coun-
tershaft boss was beefed by eliminat-
ing the speedo drive.

The extra things that did go on
the bike (like the oil filter, Lock-
hart cooler, and crankcase vent) were
concealed as much as possible. Mickey-
mouse linkages were avoided by con-
necting the rear brake pedal directly
to the master cylinder, and using a
hydraulic light switch that runs right
off the end of the brake line, near
the rear wheel.

As we said before, we don't usual-
ly get into a high-performance trip.
Most stock scoots on the road can't
use all the power they've got any-
way—Ilegally, that is. But if buildin'

a smokin’ stroker is your gig, you

see that it is possible to make a bike
haul ass and look good at the same
time. Even with—as others would
have you believe—a so-called anemic
Sportster engine. Continued on pext page
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P Owner: Dan Trenholm

City: Greehfield, Mass.

General

Frame

~ Model: Sportster
Value: $3,600

b2 i [ , FgricatiOn by: D. C. Ent.
‘-\ Year and make: 1957 H-D

Year: 1972
Builder: Ceﬁ?ury Enterprises
Ty:;:e: singl;Toorp rigid 7
Rake: 40 degrees

Assem bfy by owner

Stretch: 4 in.

"~ Time: 2 years

Other alterations: fork stops, D.C.

B 'Chroming by: J&J Chrome

Accessories

Bars: drag, by Cenfufy Ent.

~ Engine o
Year: 1957
Model: XL

Risers: one-piece with bars

Fender(s): 4 in. flat

Rebuilder: owner (at D.C.)

Headlight: H-D spot, snowmobile bulk

Ignition: Joe Hunt mag

Taillight: cat’s eye

Displacement: 77 cu. in.

Speedo: Sportster tach

Lower end: S&S Stroker Wheels

Front pegs: H-D kicker pegs

éalbﬁciﬁé: Lindskogg

Rear pegs: H-D sh'if;terApiegs

Pistons: Venolia 11:1

Electrics: D.C. Enterprises

Cases: all internals microsealed

Gas tank: Santee, Trock shut-off

Heads: Branch Flowmetrics

Qil tank: Century Ent.

Cam: Sifton plus HH

Qil sys.: 'y -speed oil pump, retimed

Lifters: lightened
Carbls): S&S 17% in.

Primary cover: early Sporty, steel

Seat: Duncan

Air cleaner: S&S stack

Sissy bar: none

Pipes: D.C. Ent.

e Height:

Muffler(s): none

Material:

Transmission

Medifications: SpeedoAEm.

WForrkism

Type: springer

Year: 1957 'C" ratios

Extension: 10 in.

Shifting: foot

Builder; Century Ent.

Engine sprocket: stock

Special features: béllioint spriné-rods

Trans. sprocket: 22

Wheel sprocket: 49

4 Painting

Molding: Mark Picard

Hub: Hallcraft

 Painter: Spectrum Paint
Color: black
Type: polyurethane
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RTm width: 2, in.

Tire: 2.75 x 21
Avon

door, Lockhart oil cooler, polished rods and flywheel, nickel plated rear chain.

Wheels . -
Front Rear
Size: 21 in. Size: 18 in.

Hub: Hallcraft

: Rim width: 4 in.

Tire: 400x 18

7Michelin

Spec’l. pnt.: trans. pecrlirponernsr Brk.: Hal'er'ft. disc  Brk.: Hal'cr'ft. di

Other special modifications: bircg Specialty aluminum cylinders, Trock transmission
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Virginia: Safety equipment is now
required of the operator of a
motorcycle and all riding pas-
sengers. Both the operator and
passenger must wear a protective
helmet of the type approved by
the Superintendent of State Police.
The operator is further required
to wear safety glasses or goggles
or face shield, or he must have
his 'motorcycle equipped with a
windshield. The protective heimet
isunot required when riding on
vehicles with wheels of eight (8)
inches or less in diameter.

Washington D.C.: National column-
ist. James ). Kilpatrick recently
said better than we could: The
House of Representatives caught
the bicentennial.spirit. In a burst
of overflowing resentment, the
House turned upon the Depart
ment of Transportation just as

the colonists turned on old King

George. It was a new American
Revolution, and it was wonder-
fully welcome.

“Taken by itself, the House ac- |
tion may seem ftrivial. By a vote
of 337 to 49, the House ordered
an end to the DOT's maddening
requirement that new automobiles
‘come equipped with a seat belt/
ignition interlock system. On any
scale of values, seat belts rank
somewhere down the line from the
Magna Carta.”

"Yet the House vote has much
symbolic value. The DOT's.inter-
lock decree is a classic manifes-
tation of Big Brother government
at_work. Because some citizens
may not yet have encountered the
decree in action, perhaps it
should be explained that the in-
terlock was invented by the same
devilish. genius that in times
past contrived thumbscrews, the
iron maiden, and the rack. The
infernal device prevents a motor-
ist from starting his car until a
precise sequence of actions has
been completed, The device is ex-
pensive; it is subject to constant
malfunction; it is universally de-
spised. :

“Why has a benevolent govern-
ment saddled this imposition upon
the people? It is because a bene-
volent government believes it
knows what is best for people.
The government will compel the

people to be good. Big Brother is
watching over us.

“What the House said, in lan-
guage Secretary Claude S. Brine-
gar cannot misunderstand, was:
To hell with Big Brother! The
House action, taken as an amend-
ment to an omnibus motor veh-
icle bill, also would prohibit the
airbag, or passive restraint de-
vice, now scheduled for manda-
tory installation in the 1977
model year.

“Because of the parliamentary

situation, the House amendment
may not survive a conference
committee. But the, Senate hap-
pily is in a mood of similar re-
bellion. On July 31, New York's
Conservative Senator James L
Buckley introduced a bill to ac-
complish substantially the same
purpose. It is part of his continu-
ing effort, he said, “to remove
the grasping hand of Big Brother
government from the lives of
American citizens."

_ “Buckley's principal co-sponsor
on the bill is Senator Tom Eagle-
ton of Missouri, a practicing |ib-
eral who was briefly George Mc-
Govern's vice-presidential choice.
The two sponsors have been
joined by 13 other senators whose
philosophies reach across the
spectrum. Among those urging
that the interlocks be made op-
tional instead of compulsory are
such liberal Democrats as Nel-
son of Wisconsin and Church of
Idaho, and such conservative Re-
publicans as Helms of North
Carolina and Hruska of Nebraska.

“Because of this strong biparti-
san support, Buckley and Eagle-
ton intend to offer their bill this
month as a floor amendment to a
pending public ‘works bill. It will
be a popular amendment, com-
manding the same overwhelming
vote in the Senate that Congress-
man Louis Wyman's amendment
commanded in the House. If all
goes well, motorists may soon
regain a measure of personal
freedom. Hallelujah!

“Both Buckley and Eagleton
have made it clear that they do
not oppose requirements having
to do with’ product safety as dis-
tinguished from personal safety.
In the manufacture and sale of
automobiles, as in other fields

of inter-state commerce, the |eg-
islative power of Congress surely

extends to the prevention of in- .

visible hazards, Big Brotherism
is something else.

“‘If freedom is to have any
meaning in this country,’ Eagle-
ton said, ‘it cerfainly must en-
compass the right of an individual
to lead his life as he sees fit,
so long as it does not interfere
directly with the similar pursuit
by others.'

“On that vital principle of a
free society, conservatives and li-
berals alike can find many areas
of agreement. Wiping out these
infuriating interlocks as a com-
pulsory requirement is only a first
step. Plenty of other steps re-
main."

The point in this situation Is
that one law was passed to eli-
minate another. Something of this
nature could be applied to helmet
laws. )
Colorado: Rick Hall is a Lake-
wood fireman and a motokcycle
enthusiast. Last year he was
taught a lesson by the Lakewood
Police Department,

As a result, he offers a bit of
hard-earned wisdom to those who
ask: “If you're going to ride a
motorcycle, don’'t ride it in Lake-
wood.""

Hall spent $2,300 for his 750,
and proudly mounted his ma-
chine to tour Lakewood's streets,
He paid a price, however.

“The first week | had it, | was
pulled over eight times,"” he said
Each time the flashing red light
of a Lakewood patrol car signaled
him to the side of the road, Hall
dutifully produced his driver's
license and the registration slip
which showed the motorcycle be-
longed to him.

“They never gave me a ticket,"
he said. “I was never violating
a law. Every time, they said they
were just making a routine
check."

During one check, a sharp-eyed
patrolman decided one of the fig-
ures on the bike's identification
number didn't look the way he
thought it should.

Many motorcycle makers, it
seems, use different kinds of
identification numbers for differ-
ent models. And when it looks as

though .one kind of number is
etched onto the wrong kind of
bike, policemen—especially Lake-
wood policemen—get very sus.
picious.

If a bike's owner has fooled
with the identification number, it
could be because the motorcycie
or parts of it have been stolen.

Hall said he was told his bike's
identification number was a “fun-
ny number."” The officer told him
to park the bike in the garage
and not to ride it anymore, be-
cause a “funny number” is suf-
ficient reason for police to im-
pound the bike and launch a
lengthy investigation to deter-
mine whether it had been stolen.

Hall took the bike home and
called the Denver Police Depart-
ment where a friend of his, De-
tective Rich Jones, earns his pay-
check for working 40 hours a
week in the Auto Theft Bureau.

He prevailed on Jones to run
a check on the cycle. Jones said
it took him two days to find
that none of the bike's parts had
been stolen, that the alleged
“funny number” was legitimate,
and that Hall's cycle was “street
legal.”

Hall called Lakewood police
and told them of Jone's findings.
They said they would have to
conduct an investigation of their
own, came to his home in a pick-
up truck, and carted his bike to
the auto pound.

Four weeks later, they, too, be-
came convinced the bike was
“street legal.”

“The police just wouldn't let
me have it back,” Hall said. "It
really surprised me. Polica and
firemen . . . well, have a lot in
common and usually we try to
help each other out. | even had
the chief give them a call It
didn't do any good.”

When he did get the cycle
back. he sold it—for $300 less
than he paid for it.

The open area in the car pound
where the bike was kept did
nothing for its resale value. It
had rained several times during
the machine's stay, rusting its
gaudy gauges, spotting its chrome
and ruining its foam rubber seats,
according to Hall.

Also, he said, the bike's horn
was broken off and there was a
chip in the gas tank and a new
dent in a fender. :

Hall, at least, got his bike back.
Others haven't been so lucky.

Robert Appolson, of Detroit,
roared into Lakewood Aug. 19
for a long-awaited motorcycle
vacation. On Aug. 23 he ran afoul
of Lakewood policemen who im-
pounded his vehicle because its
old identification _number had
been replaced with a new one.



Appolson's explanation that
the new number was assigned
to him by Michigan authorities—
an explanation verified by the
News—has done him no good.
His bike sits in the Lakewood
car pound.

Norm Poteet and Jim Sickles,
botlr of Temple, Arizona, were
passing through Lakewood en
route to Idaho, where they plan-
ned to witness the jump of cycle
king Evel Knievel across the
Snake River Canyon.

Maybe they should have tried
to leap Lakewood. On Aug. 30
their bikes were impounded by
Lakewood policemen who stopped
them on.a routine check and dis-
covered the bikes' identification
numbers apparently had been alt-
ered.

“We didn't steal these bikes,"
Proteet said. “We bought them.'”
The Lakewood Police Department
is investigafing. The bikes sit in
the car pound. —Frank Moya,
Rocky Mountain News.

Idaho: S. David Swayne, ABATE
State Coordinator in Idaho, is be-
ginning @ push against the helmet
law. With the assistance of Pappy
Davis in southern Idaho and. an-
other brother in the northern part
of the state, they hope to-organ-
ize and protest the helmet law,
and they'll need your support.
Contact Dave at 882.8540.

New York: About 200 motoreycl-
ists protesting mandatory helmet
laws and ather bike regulations,
staged a “Freedom of the Road"
demonstration in Albany.

The motorcyclists rode slowly
to the Capitol where they parked
their machines in a long row
along Washington Avenue. Motor-
cycle policemen, who escorted the
huge throng along Central Ave-
nue, patrolled the area and joked
with the protestors.

Following the demonstration,
the motorcyclists rode to a north
Albany picnic area where a party
ensued.

Warren Bennet of B & B Cycle
Works plans to have more and
stronger demonstrations in the
future. Supporters should contact
Warren at B & B Cycle Works,
1219 Central Avenue, NY. 12205,
for information concerning future
protests,

Wisconsin: Everyone bitches about
the laws, but when someone really
gets into it, most everyone is all
talk and no do. | had my name in
ABATE not too long ago to try
and get something going for the
Wisconsin laws, but we received
letters from only three guys (one
was from out of state). We thank
those guys, but without the sup-
port of all the bikers in the
state, there is hardly any use

trying fo change the laws. Since
the law is already in effect, we
need a state-wide movement to
change things, or what kind of
a chance do we have? Beowulf
M.C., c/o Don Tyrer, 401 S. lowa
St., Dodgeville, Wis. 53533,
lowa: C.O.M.E., Committee on Mo-
torcycle  Education,  successfully
defeated the helmet law in 1973
and is now working against the
current compulsory -helmet bill.

Under the enthusiastic leader-
ship of Mark Spragg, COME, is
fighting the Bill in a committee
of the lowd House of Represénta-
tives at present. They stand & 50-
50 chance, Last year C.O.M.E.
scheduled & ride-in at the lowa
State Fair where there was a “No
Motarcycles Allowed' sign. They
called- the State Police, the Fair
Board, and the Attorney General
so that' they could get arrested
and make a test case of it. How-
ever, the bureaucracy, gutless as
it usually-is, took the sign down
before the pack got there.

For more information, lowa bro-
thérs should contact James P.
Gould, M.D.,, c/o COM.E, 1028
4th ' Street, Des Moines, lowa
50314.

New Hampshire: A new law: Tour-
ists and campers. Stay out of
New Hampshire—if you prefer to
travel on vehicles with less than
four wheels. You will not find any
camping areas open to you and
you will be insulted and threat-
ened with calls to the police if

you ask why,

It matters not that you are
fifteen-year veteran family camp-
ers who have recently discovered
the pleasures of motorcycle tour-
ing, or that you have camped
across the country several times.
You will be refused a place to
sleep in New Hampshire, Nor does
it matter that you are a2 N.H.
resident or that you are a vaca-
tioning executive whose salary ex-
ceeds that of the governor. If you
drive a vehicle with less than four
wheels, you must go home or
leave New Hampshire to sleep.
Even Governor Thomson would be
rudely evicted if he drove in
with a Honda and would have to
drive to Maine, Massachusetts, or
Vermont to camp,

There will be no signs out-
side the campground to wam
you. You must ask to be de-
meaned. Tourist information
stands don't tell you, nor does
camping literature, but the bigo-
try is there. If you are on two
or three wheels, get out of the
state before dark. N.H. camp-
grounds are so paranoid that
even ten-speed bikes must be
pushed to the highway before
riding. It's not for safety; tén-

thousand-pound, sixty-foot-long
Cadillac-Airstream- rigs have no
such _restrictions,

It will be amusing to watch
the inevitable future unfold. The
price of gasoline rises to. $1.50
a gallon in, say, four years and
large campers and motor homes
become parked permanently in
back yards and resort-area shanty-
towns. The ‘roads will contain
only underpowered trucks, mini-
cars, and motorcycles. Private
campgrounds will go bankrupt left
and right, and the few remaining
tourists (largely cyclists) will stay
at nearly empty government
camping areas, Cycle tourists will
have the last laugh.

In the meantime, | reiterate
my warning: |f your ‘vehicle has
less than four wheels, The "“Wel-
come to New Hampshire” signs

really say, “Keep out of New
Hampghire, Undesirable! This
Means You!"

Even if you live in NH. (as |
do), | recommend touring Maine.
There you can camp like any
other motorist, without this un-
fair discrimination,

| am sending a copy of this
warning to you in the hope it will
prevent another tourist from mak-
ing an unexpected ninety-mile
drive home in cold, rainy weather
late at night with a child aboard,
as | did, and turning their camp-
ing weekend into a nightmare.—
Jordan Spofford. g

Rhode Island: A reckless driving
charge, resulting in the death of
a passenger on a motorcycle,
against Ronald E. Tennet, 33, of
15 Algonquin St., Providence, was
dismissed on a motion.of the pro-
secutor in district court, War
wick,

Mr. Tennett had been charged
by Coventry Police in connection
with an Aprit 28 accident result-
ing in the death of Candice Deus,
20, of 46 Wakefield St., West
Warwick. Mr. Tennett was the

operator of a car which collided

with the motarcycle.

Brothers: The Rhode Island
thing is something that we all
must live with and a problem
that pisses all of us off. It just so
happens this one is really a bum-
mer. The.car cut in front of the
bike and the scooter hit him
broadside. The biker and his wife
went ‘over the car, and she was
killed. When the guy got out of
his car and looked, he just shrug.
ged his shoulders as if to say,
“Oh, well, just another cycle bum
down.” For the first time in my
life | wanted to kill somebody.
| wanted to shatter his brain all
over the ground. | can't help
feeling for the brother. They were
married less than a year. She was

buried in her wedding dress. Just
thought I'd put this in to show
that we must stand together all
over the US. It's the same all
over. The names are changed, but
the heading reads just about the
same every time.—Barbarian,)

Florida: I'm a real pig, but | want
you to understand something.

First of all, | fight every damn
bill that is proposed by the State -
concerning chopper legislation that
is restrictive and stupid, ‘and’
some that are plain unconstitu-
tional. House Bill 3365, which
goes up before the State Senate
shortly and deals with muffler
modifications, was one of the bills’
| have fought the hardest -and
one that | brought to the atten-
tion of a custom shop hers in
town, The feeling in the Serate)
is that the bill will be defeated: /!

Since this is the state capitaly
| can keep an eye on thingsi
pretty well, and | fry to my:
abreast of what's happening i

By the way, | have a '67 H-D,
completely chopped. So not il
pigs are pigs—some do try, even
if we were borm wearing a uni-
form.—G.E., Tallahassee.

Michigan: At a time when a pro-
vision for optional exclusion of
motorcycles has been included .in.
a federal no-fault insurance bill
recently passed by the Senate and
when motorcycles have been, %
cluded in the vast mapon;y
states which have approved

laws, a recent court dmsnon
threatens to turn the mlalm&
stable no-fault situation intq 3
turmoail.

Wayne County Circuit quu
Judge Horace W. Gilmore rem!
held in a Michigan suit that wlyl
the state's no-fault insurance ac
is basically constitutional, certam‘_
provisions of it are unconsitution-
al." Included in those pravisions
was the section of the act which
excluded motorcycles from man
datory no-fault coverage. 3 !

The original exclusion was
granted after “motor vehicle” had
been defined as having more lg'a

a1

Atwo wheels for purposes of

act. Judge Gilmore ruled tha
resultant exclusion of rnolorcyi:
created a separate class of tot
vehicles designed for opera(lon o,
public highways and that creation
of such a separate class wolated’
the Equal Protection clause of the
14th Amendment and certain
tenets of the Michigan con;titu
tion of 1963.

Testimony. at the trial, which
lasted a total of 13 weeks, indi-
cated that prohibitive cost was at
the basis of motorcycle exclusion
from no-fault insurance. Judge
Gilmore ruled that alm)idalnce'ol‘1
higher costs is not a purpose rea-

ah
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sonably related to the legislative
goals of the Michigan no-fault act
and that the act's classification
of motorcycles discriminates
against a class of pedestrians who
might be struck by such ve-
hicles and others who are not
owners and operators of such
vehicles.

The Michigan no-fault decision
is currently undergoing careful
study by the American Motorcycle
Association, the Michigan Motor-
cycle Dealers Association, and
the motorcycle committee of the
National Association of Indepen-
dent Insurers. Appeals being plan-
ned” by several of the insurance
companies involved in the case
could have far-reaching effects on.
the national no-fault scene. If the
decision is upheld, it could mean
that motorcycles will not be ex-
cluded: from no-fault laws en-
acted at the federal and state
levels.

Washington: On July 24, the state’s
mandatory motorcycle “head-
lights-on" law went into effect.
This law requires both headlight
and taillight to be on at all times
when the motorcycle is in-motion
on public highways.

As reported in the Seatttie Mo-
torcycle Trade newsletter, a strict
reading of this law would mean
cycles being towed or on bumper
racks would have to be lit any
time the vehicles were Dbeing
moved. (There is no reference in
the amendment to self- propelled
cycles only.)

A problem might result if the
police do not enforce the law in
this strict sense, because then it
might be possible to challenge it
on the grounds of selective en-
forcement or because of ambi-
guous language. Think about it.

A noise tolerance survey was re-
cently conducted in Spokane
(Exoo '74) by Richard Loucks a

Join and/or Contribute

Reprints of ABATE engineering
reports that prove the safety of
extended and raked front ends are
being mailed all over the country
in response to ABATE member re-
quests for ammunition to fight
anti-bike legislation.

This is just one of the services
that ABATE performs, and even
though there is much being done,
we never have enough funds to do
all of the things we know, first
hand, that must be done.

If you gnash your teeth at the
injustice of some laws, imagine
the frustration that we fee! when
we receive pleas for help, for per-
sonal appearances at legislative
hearings, and are not able to do
more than send our printed mate-

------------,--------

ABATE
Box 2280,

Seal Beach, California 90740

rial, whereas an engineer, in per-
son, would carry much more
weight.

We don't want to be corny, but
ABATE needs your support—and
you need, or will need sometime,
somewhere, ABATE's support. ABATE
has no commercial ‘ties. Its only
purpose is to protect the rights of
the street biker.

If you haven't joined, then join
today. The need is today. ABATE
needs you, and you need ABATE.

The Power!

You can let politici-
ans on every level—federal,
state, and city-—know your
feelings—and in a very ef-
fective, positive way.

All you have to do is vote.

[] Here's a contribution to ABATE to aid in their nation-
_ wide efforts to combat anti-bike legislation and to edu-
cate and inform lawmakers, the police, and civic leaders
to the facts about chopners.
[7] Here's a $5.00 contribution for a year's membership in
ABATE. Send me my membership card and decal and
keep me informed of laws that affect me as a biker.

Name Age.

Address

City State Zip

Phone Can you help us in your state? ____
~ Comments:

.

Pullman, Washington, attorney. Of
260 Spokane residents questioned,
only 229 reported they wera not
bothered by motor yehicle noise;
most of the remajning respon-
dents were bothered by inter-
ruption of thought, aggravation,
invasion of privacy, and _inter-
ference with sleep, Motorcycles
were felt to be most responsible
for vehicle noise by 689%%; 249
blamed trucks, and 199¢ felt that
passenger cars were responsible
for the most noise.

Regarding possible changes to
existing laws, 380 thought sel-
lers of motor vehicles should be
regulated to lower the noise prod-
uced by new wvehicles; 319 said
manufacturers of motorcycles
should be required to weld the
muffler equipment in place in
order to increase the difficulty
of converting them into excesSive
noise producers; 549 said manu-
facturers should be required to
produce motorcycles as quiet as
ordinary passenger cars,

The data compiled in this survey
were used to gain passage of
noise control ordinances in Pull-
man, Washington. Concerning the
small sample size, Loucks says
that he has assumed the sample
answers would deviate from the
total attitude of the Spokane citi-
zenry by less than 69, with a
959 probability.

Ohlo: Ohio’s motorcycle lights-

on proposal (House Bill 273) re- .

cently died in the Senate Rules
Committee. The AMA and Ohio
Motorcycle Dealers  Association
(OMDA) had fought this legisla-
tion on several grounds: lack of
data on the effectiveness of man-
datory lights in reducing accidents,
inability of many motorcyclists to
comply with such laws, and the
discriminatory nature of the legis-
lation. Now that lights will not

‘be mandatory, the AMA and the

OMDA have joined with the Ohio
Department of Highway Safety
to urge their state’s motorcyclists
to burn their headlights volun-
tarily during daylight hours.

The following is a new bill re-
cently introduced in Ohio, It has
not been passed into law.

H. 1412: (Stano) To establish a
state system of motor vehicle in-
spection.

California: Sepate Bill 1750 (Bid-
dle) authorized the State Air Re-
sources Board to adopt, by regula-
tion, emission standards for mo-
torcycles. Up to this time, mo-
torcycles have been exempt from
vehicle emission standards. The
EPA has proposed such standards
beginning in 1976, and SB 1750
was designed to extend authority
to the Air Resources Board to in-
corporate such standards into the
the California program. Motor-
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cyclists have no desire to be
guilty of air pollution unneces-
sarily, so we have gone along
with such legislation as long as
the standards apply to motor-
cycles to be manufactured in the
future, and are not retroactively
applied. However, in the shuffle,
an amendment was made to SB
1750 that included the following
wording:

“Such standards shall apply
only to new 1976 and later model
year motorcycles registered or
identified by the Department of
Motor Vehicles which are sold in
the state on or after July 1, 1975,
or such later or date as esta-
blished by the board. :

“The board's cost in admin-

istering this section during any
fiscal year shall be apportioned
between the Motor Vehicle Ac-
count in the State Transportation
Fund and the Off Highway Fund
in the same proportion, as in-
dicated by the records of the De-
partment of Motor Vehicles for the
prior fiscal year, of motorcycles
registered and motorcycles iden-
tified, respectively, under the Ve
hicle Code.,”
Delaware: The following are new
bills recently introduced in Dela-
ware. They have not yet been
passed into law.

H. 358 (Knox): The Department
of Public Safety shall have the
power and duty to:

a. adopt regulations, after pub-
lic hearing? establishing the
standards, test procedures, and
instrumentation to be utilized in
the control of noisa from motor
vehicles;

b. adopt regulations, after pub-
lic hearing, necessary for the in-

-spection of noise control and

abatement equipment of vehicles
to assure compliance with the
noise standards promulgated by
the Department.

H. 436 (Dillman): Every motor-
driven cycle and motorcycie, when

~ driven upon a highway within this

State, shall display Iighted lamps
at all times.

H. 982 (Crow): This is an Act to

make it unlawful to alter or forge
or to use an altered or forged cer-
tificate of title, manufacturer’s
certificate of origin, registration
card, vehicle warranty, certificate
sticker, vehicle identification plate,
or other documents or numbers
relating or pertaining - to motor
vehicle identification.
Louisiana: H. 275 (Leblanc): Ev-
ery motorcycle, other than a mo-
tor-driven cycle, registered in this
state and manufactured or assem-
bled after December 31, 1972,
shall be equipped with multiple-
beam road-lighting equipment.

The uppermost distribution of
light, or composite beam, shall be



so aimed and of such intensity
as to reveal persons and vehicles
at a distance of at least 300 feet
ahead under all conditions of load-
ing. '

10% Discount
ABATE Members

The following shops are giving a
10% discount to ABATE members.
If other shops would like to be
listed, just send us your name and
address on your letterhead. Munch
Choppers 3921 South Archer Ave.,
Chicago, Ill. 60652. Villa Park H-D
305 East North Avenue, Villa Park,
lli. The Hawg House Box 2, 612
S. 17th, Matooklll. 61938. Chop-
per Specialist Box 97, Liverty, |II.
62347. Dan's Hog House 425 N.
Sth St, Lafayette, Indiana 47901,

National: On June 18th, Congress
sent the President H.S. 14368
amendments to be Clean Air Act,
to be titled the “Energy Supply
and Environmental Coordination
Act of 1974." In the Congression-
al amendments, the interim 1975
auto emission standards would be
applicable for 1976 and 1977
model years. The regulations ap-
plicable to emissions of oxides
of nitrogen from light-duty ve-
hicles and engines manufactured
during model year 1977 would
contain standards which provide
that such emissions from these
vehicles and enzlnes‘ may not
exceed 2.0 grams per vehicle mile.

Additionally, at any time after
January 1, 1975, any manufac-
turer may file an application re-
questing the suspension for one
year of the effective date of any
emission standard required above
with respect to such manufacturer

for light-duty vehicles and engines

manufactured in model year 1977,
At this printing, the President has
yet to act on H.R, 14368.

Meanwhile, back at the EPA . . .
In the Advanced Notice of Pro-
posed Rule Making: Emission
Regulations for New Motorcycles,
the oxides of nitrogen standard
anticipated for 1976 is identical
to the existing 1976 interim
standard for light-duty auto-
mobiles.

The EPA is considering limiting
exhaust emissions from 1979 and
later model year motorcycles to
the same levels as the statutory
emission standards for light-duty
vehicles, The agency's reasoning
is that since motorcycles serve
primarily as passenger automobile
substitutes in urban areas, like
standards for both «automobiles
and motorcycles are appropriate.

Dirt
Christmas Cards

HERE oS A LTTUs
SONIETTH TRIE? g
[FOR YOUuIR Sk

Outrageous
Cards to be
given only
to your
closest
friends 1

We wanted to come up with some Christmas cards that guys wouldn't
mind giving out—sending to their people in the joint, pr sending to
someone just to blow their minds,

To be different we decided to create some really rank cards—some-
thing heavy—strictly for guys. So gross that even some guys would
groan when they saw them,

To get in a creative mood we decided to hold a juice-and-smoke
session, after hours, with all of the strange ones in the office attending.
As the session got loose, the card ideas got dirtier. It wasn't long until
the chicks left. Finally, when Weird Harold came up with a particularly
gross Idea, complete with rough sketch, even Miraculous Mutha decided
she had to go take a leak. She didn’t return.

, What we came up with is six different cards. They're so rank we can't
show them in this ad—but believe us, don't order them unless you want
some really sick, mind-blowing Christmas cards. They're not for the
squeamish. Remember, you've been warned.

$5.00 per set Two sets *8.00

r--------------------- P'ice |n%|“:d°s pots'.gﬁ -----'
] and handling costs,
i Christmas Cards :
1  Box 711, Burbank, California 81502 1
! t
1
I Please send me __ _______ sets (six different cards and :
: envelopes per set) of rank Christmas cards. | realize that 1
1 they are outrageous. | also state that my age is — :
: (You must be 18 years of age to order these cards) :
. 1
: Name __ _— X e DI 1
1
]
= Address’ il et et actin O :
1
!
: oLy (R SRS Ll Sy T R S T :
]
] -
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FREE Eﬂ_S

ours, ‘when you make a

- measly‘sw.oo purchase from any of the cl;opper'shops listed here.

¢1haf'sfright—a free copy of Easyriders i

:

lllumﬁ

Wheels Inn 1808 Duval 5S¢, Mobile, Ada.

Dene By Dove, Ine, 3301 Lower Wetumpko Rd,,
Morfgommy, Ala,

HaAMN Conom. 3700 12th Ave. Ne., Birmingham,
Sportiter Spacialties 564 51, Francis St Mebile, Ala
The Cumom Cemter 2909 Hunlaville #d,, Horance,
The Chappin Center 2909 Hunrsville R4, Flor
arce

© ALASKA

Borry’s Cystam Cycle 2439 Spenord Rd . Anchoroge,
A 3

- ARIIONA
Kap's Cycle & Supply 2150 £, Apcchw Bhvd,, Temps,
The Scooter Shep 4380 E. Speedway, Wuucn Az,
Mote Tedh 2406 L. Spesdway, Tocson, Az,
Readrunner Cycles 1430 W. Wetmore Rd,. Tucson,

CALIFORNIA

B 2 B Cycle Pactory 200! Fultes Ave., Soormmenio,
Ball Gardens Cydle 6401 Eosie'n Ave,, Bell Gardens,
Bike Stap 1608 Locust, Walnyd Creek

DAG Cycle Ports L5715 Amar Rd., La Puente

Custom Bike Supply o Ave., Westynster,
Energy Crisis &s’lcmn %Mnm:, Co.

Discount Chopper Parts “6!0 Qrangethorpe, Fuller-

on, y

Fot ?:Mn 514 E. Holey So.. Sanm Borbora, Ca.
MD West 2499 Linceln Bivd,,

Jodkion Molors Kawasoki PQ Bnu 25, Holf Maoon

Bay, Ca.
Knight Kusom of Pasadena 2318 E. Foothill Bled.,3
Posadana, Co

Mike's MC Shep 4005 Howard Ave., Los Alomises,

Domald Mywrs MC Ace. & Party 3995 Sen Leandro
St., Oakland, Ca.

Scata Maria Cycle Ports 2160 W. Lomita, Blwd.,
Lemiva, Ca,

Enjoy Chappers 620 Wilbur Ave., Antiach
ano Honde Custem Chap 3500 Fulton Ave., Sec.

cJ Cﬂbu— Cycls Parts 2224 Waterioo Rd., Sledt

4. Sammar 800 5, San Farmands Blvd., Burbank,

Cs, 21502

Elsca's Cycle Conder 3548 Bamett Ave., San Disgo,

Corl Spatt's MD 30M3 Geass Valley Mwy, Aubum,

:el'bobcﬂ'l Custom West 82) W, Gardena Blud., Gar-
no, Co

The Blke Shop 14430 Victory Blivd., Van Nuys,

Hallideys 180 N, Lewis Rd., Comarille, Ca.

Howte of MC Parts 290.A El Camino Real,

$an Beuno.

The Indion & MWD Shep &5 Fix Wuv, Ventura, Ca,

Mesrcad Custom Blks 131 W, 17th, Macced, Cp.

. Mels Cycles 733 N, Sansa Fe, Viswa, Co.

Motarhead Eng. 691 E. Volley Blvd., Colren, Co.

© Unche Soms West 25825 Warm Springs Blvd ,

Fremont. Co.

COLORADO

2 Wheelers MC Shop 1433 W. 38ih 51, Denver, Ca,
Midnight Cycle 2500 5. Fedesol, Denves, Co,
T4t Dimansien 2020 5. Prairie, Pueble, Co.

Custom Cycle sﬁo"l‘leo W;'b Cross P

0] Ubur /
e«lm. (<% o iR
The Cycle Warks 1414 Gold Stor Hey. ®1. 184,
Groton, Cr.
The Other Morse 345 Forbes Ave., New Haver, C1,
Costom Cycle Acc, U5 Rie. 7, Breckfield, C1,
KA&P Cyches 2015 Storfard Ave., Seravfeed

DELAWARS
Hall Cycles 414 Marylond Ave, Wilmingres, Del.
FLORIDA 2

0{:& Boukique 515 24 Ave. N, Lake Worth, 'Io
chlvy 74 Soles & Secvice 601 NE ddth 51,
Lauderdole, Ha,

:::h Cuttem Cycles 1335 5. Divie W., Pompano

Ferido MC mw.. 1203 5. Dixie Mwy., Mols
lyweed, Ha

Larerys ‘Scooter Depot 14835 Nebeaska, Tamga,
B & D Chopper Shop 1414 N. Mcgnolio Ave |
Ocale, Fla,
Cyche Eng. 423 S, H 5, l.oh Weeth, Fa,
Jesses Bike Shop ®t 3, D« 211, Sorgscra, Fla,
$hodow Custem MC 805 Posk 51, Clearwarer, Fla.
Florida MC Rebwilding 1204 Dixie Hey.,
Hellywosd, Fla.

GEORGIA
The Pit $top 3123 Viesary Dr., Columbus
Glen's Cycle $hep Rie, 3, Codcvw~n Go.
Moln Cycle Supply 2840 Deans éﬂdw R, A»gum,

LINGIS

Cycle Delicotussen 311 Pann Ave, Wilkinsburg, Po.
Chicege Ruy's 5730 W. 27 S, Burbank, 118,
llnp': ro Soles & Sarv, 304 5, Schuyler Ave , Brod.
wy, IN
Cycle Jommer Shop 3159 23 Ave,. Moling, I
Avrora  Cyde Eng. 720 Aure Awve., Aurces,
Chepper 'am & !lv" 1515 W, Sprmgu-ld AV,
Champ , il

Paycho or 3700 £ William St De-

ootur

“ow of Cycles 11108 5. Westorn, Chicago
R & W Choppers 1108 Mill S4., Plainfield,
Ricks Choppar Shep R1. 1, Hosrisburg %
Rats Cydle Shop 9900 Ewing Ave., Chicage, Il
Seandays MC Sepply 20335 Rond ®d,, valatine,
m‘.ﬂ'“‘biw & Ge Choppens 514 N, Chicego, -
Linge Rocing Engines 5732

Rd.,

I,

5. Puleski, Chicogs, 1I.

s 'INDIANA’ ¥ Ao

e 2172 Colbaun 3., It Wayee, Inx

Tmance ?W‘)Y'on’ L n‘o:'e"e

D Ine. 1617 £ Wub'*rw 51., Waobash, Ind
Cyele ipﬂlomh 2012 5, Cothoun, Fr. Woyne, Ind
Chopper Shep |03 Hozel St., Dalaville, Ind.

1ML, Oppper Spec: 2832 165 St Mommand,
5 & W Cycle Shop Cuntem Paint By Gene 80% Maory
St., Evonsville, Ind

WD of Michigen City 1004 Franklia $1., Michigan
Ciry, Ing,

1oWa
Contemparary Guild 1732 5 Federal, Masen City,
Custam Cycle Desiga 900 141 Ave., Cosaluilln

KANSAS
Custom Cyela Builders 311 N. Arkonsos. Wichisa, Ks.
Cycle Acc. 409 §. Main, Huschinsen, KS
Jotry's Custem Cyelo & Ace, 1128 Main, Parsons, Ks,

OUISIANA

1
Jock's Cyele Shcp 790 Clgitbame Dr., New Orleans,
Low's Chapper Shop 2513 Mission Oy , Batan Rouge,

MARYLAND
Waeldorf Cycle R, £, B 317, Waldoef, Md.

Routt's Cycle Center, Inc. 4033 42nd P, yotts-
ville, Md,
Reyel Polm 1os Co. 7410 Stuort Le,, Clinton, A

\Onn Eyes Custom Cycle 401 Moce Ave., Balhimory

R & R Speed & Cycle B80& Stamp Rd,, Terple Hills,
John Spicer & Sent Box J Rd 1, Bel Ak, Md,

MASSACHUSETTS
D.C. Ent. 107 Union %2., Easthompron, Moss.
‘Nu Na\nn Shop 3 Lammentine 51., Weeensler
Cod Choppers & Custem Bi Ine. 2474
Cmnbcny Hwy. P.O, Box 624, Warehom, Moss.
Chopper Parts City 314 Giofton S, Worcester,

Calif. Chepper Spec. 233 Willman, PO Bx 125,
New Bediord, Mo

CHIGAN
Debrais Cyele c;eb
Cyclastuf G 5274 nha Bd., His,
Dirt & Chromsa Shop 800 E. CalumM Ave ., Banle
Creek, Mich,
HAD Kustom Cycles 1322 Shakaspechn, Kolamaiso,
Heowy Custom Cycles 11389 Jufinncs, Rnec Rooge,

Corlimi Cyche Cremtiams 25245 food Rd., Dearbom,
OM Cyele BB12 Greenfiald, Detroir, Mich,

Mild o Wild Xustem Acc. 2409 Parkview An.,
Kolpmazoe,

MM Culn- Cyd« Bx B 351 W f-ml Rd,,
Fermmwick, Mich.

Jode Culb- Cycles 2284 Oakddale,  Drayton
Plaimg, Mich.

% MINNESOTA
The Ou,poy Shep 218 £ Clork, Albert Lpa, Mn.
Northar Leiwer Corp 23 N Bervon Dr., Saulk Rapids,

Michigen MC . J227 Ak 51, Grondville, Mick.
D Jommes r Ave. N., Minfeapelis,

Minn, 55427

Northecat

or Sup) 1054 Central Ave., NE,
Mimcpo-o.rnn. s
Valley Enterprises 400 ﬁucapo Ave. 5., Minre-
-som. Mipn

S, Seper $tock Chopﬂn 3449 Cedor Ave.,
Mm-m:poh;, Minn.
Babs Cycle !m!y Co. 8529 Penn. Ave S,
Minnecpolis, M.

NEBRASKA |

Wesl Point Cycle &80 S, Main Sh., West Peimt,

NEVADA
Shadow Km Cycles 3049 Rigel Ave,, Loz Vegaes,
Carys Custam Cyclos 3031 E Choslesson, Suite G,
Los Veges, Nev,

. NEW JERSEY
The Bike Barm 275 River Rd., N. Ardiagen, N.J.
Bob's Custom Cyches Img, RE 38, M1 Helly, N.J.
Compatition Cycle Ine. 290°F, Blnaw-" 51., Dover,
Middlssex Co. Cyclo Sales 54 Motowon Rd., Old
Bridge, N.J
The Chopper Shop 597 RE. 1, Edisen, N.. 37
Cyde Shatk 602 Bece Taven Re., West Trenton,
HD of Camden 100 §, Blockharse Pke, W, Callings-
worth, N.J,
Cuvtem Cycle Engime 700 £ 20tk S1., Patesson, NJ.
MC Mander 500 Falrview Ave., Falmviews, NJ
$hips Comtom Cycle 128 Main 51, Franklin, NJ.

NEW MEXICO
Now Maxico MC Salvoge B27 lsleta Blud. SW, Albu-
auergue,
Al Cycles 'am & Acc. 112 Guneral Arnold NE,
Albuguergue;, N.M.

NEW YORK
Choppers Unlimired 1863 Boiley, Ave., Bullale, NY.
Chappers Unlimited 28 Madisan Ave., Endicost
JEG Cycle 52 Boulevord Ave., Celoren
AN Cycle Ate. Shop Box 54, Helene, N.Y.
Al's Cyele Poets 915 £, Daminick 21, Rome, NLY

MISSISSIFPI
Lorrys Custem Ports Harper Rd, Corinth, Mids.
Mississippi Cycle 032 W, Divislon, Bilaxi, Miss.

MissouRrt
Counly MC rgm 7342 N, Lindbergh, Hazelwood,
Doug's Cheppers 4026 N. Clavaland, Kanaca City,
35 Jee HD 402 § %th, S Jaseph, Mo,
g.v“l & Wider Acc, 4800 Trumon Rd.,

Choppertown USA 5228 Grovols, 51 Leuis, Me.
Cycle Specichties 2902 Clark Ln., Columbia, Mo

\

Kansas
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33 Scuthfield Rd-‘ Dam-lr. Mich.

Bikers World 271 Dewny Ave., Rochaster, N ¥

REV Sales CAY ®1. 400, Walcot, N.Y.

Brockiyn HD 1)40 Ulvs Broaklyn, N Y

The Chrame Link 121 Loke 51, Elmira

Cycle Werks Ine. 27 Stane Se., Mb:’dhp-orf NY

Jots Chopper Shop Arlantic Ave & Church Sa., 8¢ 104,
Scottville, NY.

Pete Smith's Chopper $tep 16 N. Tranat 5o, Lecks
port, N.Y.

Amie's Custom Shop 23 Box Ave., Bulfale, N Ve

8 & B Cycle Works 171G Central, Albany, NY,
Custom Fobricotion 901 William 5., 8uifale, N.Y

Ecat Coast Choppars, Inc, J52A. !foodwny. Bath.
pose, N,

Wallwoad Crcl- Co, 579 Suniise Hwy. W. Babylos,

OHIO
The Rlke Shop 1112 5 Store R1. 19, Fremaont, Ohie
Cleveland MC Sepply 4530 Pearl Bd., Clevelond,
CWs Motor Shep PO B 464, Co. Rd, l3A Nese
polecn, Ohio
J&S5 Cheppers 4500 Worren Sharon Rd., Viesna, Ohia
Sebring Custom Cng 207 N. 15th Se., Sebring,
Von Ard Custem Cycle 4251 Splimwn Ave., Cin.

cannati, Ohs

Ashlesd th Supply 285 E. Moin St., Ashload,
Horley-Bamn Rear of 528 E. Town &, Columbvl.
Teledo Choppers, Inc, 205 151, Tol.do. Oh,
Custem Cycle 1400 Chaffin, Akron, Ohio

Mt Veman Custom Cycle 305 5. Main, Mt
Vemnon, O5lo

Ooelnnng “c‘ulmu Cheppers 7711 Blue Ash Rd., Cin.

Matercyches, Ins. 11712 Detrsit Ave., lokewood, Ohie,

PENNSYAVANIA >
Bill's Custom Cnl-; Bt 5 Bloomshurg
ot Shak 842 Sawmill M l(vd Pitrsburgh,

Cyche Bom Bx 205, Clintonville,
Dysen's E-2 lf‘n Shop 1011 EM« E Sneudsbung, :
’7:'7 :u d 2100 G Ave., Chestman

“The HD ’ug”)ll Walnut 5t., Vesdergeift, Po.
Reesa’s HD E. Main 5., Plymeuth, Pa,
Sn'l" ;ampnv Shop 110 Shesman Ave,, Vonder-
grife,

Cytl-‘-lk Ch-n-n Gouno Ave., Wyomining,
‘ — c. 150 Pennsyl: Avo., West Reod-
ng, Pa.

Con Bes Ent,, Inc, 218 S Main 5t Old Rye. 305,

?}.'""3.'"‘4& Stot

F ion St., Sridgeville, Pa.

proe gl B PR g A U

g of o oy Creatioms R, 2ch51 Naovthhame.
on,

Knn‘nwud Cycle Conter 4111 Kennywood Blvd., V.

SOUTH CAROLINA A
Cycle Den 3417 W, Montogye Ave.. Chorleston y
Haights

Pa.

Villoge Rt. 7, Box 51/ Richlond Awe. E.,
Alken, §.C.
Calumbio Cycle Shop 1925 Main Sn Cedumbie, §5.C,
S-um.-hm Cheppery 300 West Ave., N, Augusta,
CF Rorsatt Cycles 2472 5, Park 8d., m Park

The Chopper Den 508 Travis Ave.. Soludo, SC.

- TEXAS
Andy's' MC Sales 1408 E. Lerconter 51, Ft. Wooh,
REL Custeen Cycles 0745 B No. luu Austin, Tx.
Mid Cities Ch-”w Supply 1104 Enterprises Dr.,
Grand Prok

VIIGINIA
Banded Choppen, | Nerfolk, Ve,
Cyclas Unlieired 106 £. A= svt" Fails Chursh, Ve,
Depariure Bike Worke 3093 Hull $t. Richmond, Vo.
Cyele & Heod Bastiqgue 7 Whyte 51, anlmrq
Coteys Cycle Cliy 434 Clyde Moriis Bivd., Newpart
News, Va.
Cycla Shed 2003 Mi. Vemen Aww., Alexandria, Vo.

WASHINGTON N
Brodferd MC Spacialty 3729 5. G St Torome, We.
ID-Vln Costom Cycles 4419 Rainler Av' S e,

W g 2613.15 Wh Way, B¢ .

Usiversal Choppars 6232 § Tocoma Way, Tecoma, Wa.
WIsCo!

Clmppu Spacialties Rt

ﬂoi Ov'z lg:in. Wise,
Born. inc. l Jerasville,
ll‘i‘g Pix Stop 5711 W Norm Ave., Midwaukes,

PJS Cyele Shop 2459 Kinnickireml, Mllwcukan Wi,

4 WYOMING
Sheridan Custem Cycle 751 5. Sherdidan Ave., Stari- -
dan, Wy,

LATE ADDITIONS

&Mm 171 5. Becndwoy, Blotiloot o

or P MC 15 G Ave., Beistol, RE.
Sundys  Chopper Shep US N Kmnwow ey,
Blountweille, Tn.

Netional Cycle Supply 2358 Gerondyview Mwy., So. Van.
couver 5C Canoda

Notional Bike Swpply 1947 Kingsway, Vantouver,

B, Comada

'!m:'m C't or House M1 Saush Bhvd,, Choe

eite

Chapper !noollin 405 Swonpansca River Rd.,
Asheville N.C.

.
New England Chopper 7 Whittord 1114, Neakua N.H.
Gronite um. mc o8 AR 1 Bow 307, Keene, N.H.,
Mels Chappers 1181-1183 Main S, Berlin, NM.
Sam's Costom Cycle Mowse 8131 E. Admicel PI.,
Tulss, Okig

Choppers, Ine 12425 SE &2nd Ave., Portlond :
Mirch's Clossic Cycle Cir, 4918 55 l‘v-vl" Port-
fand, Ove.



Chopshirt, the quality shirt designed
exclusively for chopper freaks.
Righteous drawings by Robinson, of
the Harley Wings, and the Panhead,
Knucklehead, Shovelhead, Sportster,
Triumph, and Honda 4 engines!
Completely washable, durable, and
100% colorfast. All Chopshirts are top-
quality American-made shirts. Chopper
_ drawings printed in masculine black
on a virgin white (what else?) shirt.
If you want a bitchin® shirt, and are
proud of the type of bike you ride, and
don’t want to wear the usual hokey
mickey mouse shirts that you usually
see—get yourself some Chopshirts and
show the same amount of class that
your bike does.

PN Rl

POR g uts

?
.
\—‘“‘\“““““““““\-\‘\\\\““,

Send your order today to:ChOPShiﬂ
Box 711, Burbank, California 91503
Please send me ______ shirts. | have
enclosed $4.45 for each shirt ordered
($3.95 plus 50¢ for postage and handling).

-

Harley Wings Triumph

— Knucklehead ____Shovelhead
Panhead —Skull

Sportster —Miraculous Mutha
Honda 4 Keep On Tokin'

Be sure to state size: sm., med., Ige., ex. Ige.

Name 2 Lnes -

Address =
City_____
Statd_r s e Ao

F MR LL R R AR R R R R R R BRRLRRRRRRRRRRS
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Safety FirSt

molherhood, the American Flag. and
Safety are three sanctimonious subjects
that no one has the audacity to publicly
critcize. Everyone is gung-ho on the idea of
safety; provided that it in no way attenuates
their profit-making capabilities. These
hypocrites continually preach the gospel of
safety while doing everything that their wealth
permits them to do in opposing any actions
that would enhance public safety, if this

e cement could possibly restrict their
profit-making. Unfortunately, this pre-
dilection for money rather than safety is not
confined to just a few avaricious individuals
or mercenary business concerns; the disease
infects the state governments. the federal
government, and the whole of mankind,

Every year for over a quarter of a century
I have seen the government reports that
annually state with monotonous regularity
that over 509, of all highway fatalities involve
drinking. So, the logical approach to this
problem (in Massachusetts ) was to lower
the legal drinking age. The State of Mass-
achusetts is the annual recipient of 60 million
dollars in tax revenues derived from the
sale of alcoholic beverages. Now. if we
project these figures over 50 States, it becomes
readily apparent why highway safety must
remain subservient to the profits of the
liquor industry, and to the State and Federal
tax collectors® piggy banks.

“Warning: The Surgeon General Has
Determined That Cigarette Smoking Is
Dangerous to Your Health,” This incon-
spicuous warning appears in small print on
every pack of cigarettes; and from no lesser
medical authority than the Surgeon General.
W hy are we still constantly being enticed
in the cigarette ads by some voluptuous
female, who, drowning us in her seductive
glances, holds our hand as we walk off toward
the nearest cancer hospital? The answer is
all too obvious when you realize that, for
example. the State of Connecticut “lost” over
9.3 million dollars in tobacco lax money

Jduring the first six months of the cigarette
cancer scare. Again, private profit and State
tax collections must have priority over public
safety or public well-being.

Many motoreyelists may wonder why the

States did not make the wearing of seat belts
compulsory for car driversin the same
manner in which most of them made helmets
compulsory for us. The answer is simple
when you realize that legislation is often
prompted by pressure from commercial
interests,

To assure the sale of helmets, it is necessary
to make people wear them. But the sale of
seat belts can be assured merely by making
the fitting of them to cars compulsory at the
time of new car sales. An unused seat belt
in a car does not promote safety—it only

' promotes sales (and profits ) ; and that is

what it is really all aboudt.

Let history record that the first piece of
legislation in the President Ford era sprang
right from the hearts of conservative
philosophy. The arena of freedom was the
sacred tabernacle of the American way of life,
the automobile. The U.S. House of Repre-
sentatives on August 12, 1974, decided to
eject bureaucracy from the driver’s seat
and to ban the tyranny of the seat belt law
by a vote of 339 to 49.

The arguments offered by the U.S,
Representatives in opposition to the seat belt
law were all too familiar to helmeted bike
riders. “Unconstitutional, invasion of privacy,
big brotherism, the mandatory aspect is
ominous in principle and outrageous in
practice, the Federal government has no right
to'intrude,” and last but not least, “the people
of our country are fed up with regulations
by the Federal government in all aspects of
their lives.”

Years have elapsed since the one-sided
regulation was introduced forcing motor-
cyclists to wear safety ( 7 ) helmets; but now
the legislature decides against making car
drivers wear seat belts. Either penalize both
for not wearing safety equipment or leave
both free to make their own decisions for
their personal safety.

In our system of “democracy and fair
play’ where ostensibly everyone is equal, it
seems strangely inconsistent that some are
always more equal than others.

So what elseis new? @

(Charles Simon personally fought the mandatory
helmet law all the way to the U.S. Supreme Court.)

By Charles Simon



M-1

“One for the Road”

M-4

S Mann paintings in

The best of the Dave avy art stock!

3 he
________________________ beautIfU| ‘_"_Ok" on (26 "' X 38"")

Easyriders Posters, 819 South Glenoaks Bivd. All posters Sh/pped n
Burbank, California 91502 . cpe
wrinkle-free heavy mailing tube.

$3.00 each or all four for $9.951

(On orders less than $6.00, please add 50¢
for postage-and mailing tube.)

Printing quality will be even better than
paintings as they appeared in Easyriders,

Enclosed is $ for the posters indicated below. (Plus 50¢
for postage and mailing tube on orders under $6.00)

@ $3.00 each All four for $9.95
[ M1 M M2 1 M3 [0 M-4

Nome for posters are custom printed specifically
Address for much finer quality than a mass-pro-
City____ = i ataia . Zip duced magazine, and posters are printed

on much heavier paper.
California residents add 5% sales tax



NOW !

Dealer Inquines Invited

WHEN YOU ORDER FROM
THE WORLD'S BEST

CYCLE
CATALOG

This 1s the big one-the one you've

been waiting for. The world's most

complete inventory of motorcycle and

chopper parts and accessones, Thou
sands and thousands of goodies
just waiting for you in the brand
new, all new, GIANT 1974 C.C.D
CATALOG. All for anly two bucks
Send for yours today.

Send $2.00 to: DEPT.G

620 East Walnut Ave,
Fullerton, CA 92631

PHONE (714)525 3591

VISIT OUR RETAIL STORES:

BELLFLOWER: 8B46 Alondra
FULLERTON: 620 E, Walnut

.'...'..'...'.."t‘

Our Own Good

~Continued from page 15

taken Jerry and his people more than
three months of almost constant labor
to piece that mean machine together,
tune and re-tune it, check, double-
check and then check it over again.
All for a single purpose. All for the
protest run tonight,

The bike was painted flat black.
No chrome. No decoration of any
kind. Up front, a single powerful
headlight. A small, reliable tach
was mounted on the bars. There was
no speedometer, no taillight, no muf-
flers, no license plate—no frills and
absolutely no bullshit about it. The
machine had been built to do just
one thing. Perform. Go. Fast. To-
night. And it was almost time.

Jerry stretched the elastic band of
his goggles around his long, dark
hair, letting the eye-pieces rest on
his forehead. He threw a leg over the
hard, unsprung saddle. A deep breath

. and then, “Okay—so let’s fire 'er
up, man.”

The massive engine caught on the
first kick and thunder filled the
room, hounced off the walls, echoed
and roared and rumbled, The tach
needle trembled, rose and fell as
Jerry twisted the throttle and revved
the magnificent engine. Blue flame
danced at the tips of the tuned
straight pipes when he backed it off
to a low, ragged idle. The radical
cam made the whole machine shud-
der and rock. Jerry cracked the gas
grip again, gauged the fantastic re-
sponse, and was satisfied. His right
hand nursing the throttle, he used
his left to shake Jakes. “It’s a good
job!" he shouted over the engine’s
storm. “A fuckin’ good job, man!™

The rest of the brothers had come
in to stand in a half-circle around
the snarling cycle. Jerry saw their
lips move and read rather than
heard them wishing him luck, telling
him to hang tight, promising high
times and mad parties when he re-
turned. Hands slapped his shoulders,
gripped his arms, pounded his back.

It was Ralph who brought out the
old club colors, a faded, tattered,
stained, worn and weathered patch
sewn to the back of a sleeveless Levi
jacket. A felony in itself, the old
patch had been hidden away for
yvears, waiting for something special,
something  important—waiting  for
tonight.

They watched in almost reverent
silence as Jerry slipped the outlaw
patch over his leathers, Past flashes
crawled through their brains, Images

66

Easyridens

GESTAPO!

Secret Police Warrant Identity discs. with the origi
nal RZM contral number and *'Geheime Stntmul?m‘f"
in raised relief on the rear. Very pood to excellent
— $6.50 each. Or send for our latest free illustrated
catalog of many other exciting military collectibles

DELTA INTERNATIONAL

Box 361, Dept. ER, Lafayette, Calif. 94549
(Dealers please inguire)

Biker Patches
High Qualit y
Embroidered

Emblems

Big, beautiful and
Embroidered, all
ready to sew

on your jacket,
shirt or?

[HARLEY-DAVIDSON]

v

ME-1-A $2
Only $1 for front pocket size
Only $2 for large back size
plus 50¢ for postage and handling
(California residents add 5% for tax)
SEND TO:
KRAZY THINGS (DepL ER)

P.0. BOX 2223
IRWINDALE, CALIF. 91708

Send 25c for illustrated catalog

LRSS S8 8 2 8 88 8 S S e e

Moving?

If you are, then you must let
us know at least six weeks before
changing your address. Important:
Attach current address label and
fill in your name and new address.
Your filling out a change of ad-
dress card at the post office will
not help us, so if you want unin-
terrupted service. without! missing
a single copy, send us the info
in advance of your move.

et R RS



9. Hollywood Run
(10” x 1714%)

21. Untitled (11747 x 171,")

10, Tecote Run (103" x 18%)

2. The Blackboard Cafe (121" x 183 ")

Original Dave Mann
pOSfers You've heard choui

them — well,
here they are...

We scored! We've located all of the
original Dave Mann posters — and they're
in absolutely perfect condition!

They are not reprints — they are the real
thing — and they are as rare as tits on a
bowling ball! They aren't for sale anywhere
except through this ad.

Printed in full color on heavy slick stock.

A perfect Christmas gift! Mailed in sturdy
mailing tubes to protect them — order yours
today. The supply is very limited — after
these are gone, they won't be available
again. Do it today!

12, Bike Zodlae (83" x 14”)
r--.----.----.------.-------------------.----I
Mackenzie Company

Box 29

Calabasas, California 91302

Please send me posters numbered = N sw—w

En;l;ed you will find 337.00 for each poster. (Add 50¢ postage
to total order.)

- N . 3 20. Psvehedelic Love Temple
15. Booze Hun (93, x 15%;") (87" x 14%)



HERE'S A PAIR
OF CHOPPER
STOPPERS *

\ Find out how fast hauling

' \\ ass really is. Put this pair

Hné:. of precision-made min-

L AR\ iature instruments on

W MRS~ .o yourchopper ... tachometerand 160
WA ?

MPH speedometer. llluminated dials.
Show chrome. Takes stock cables
and fits without hassles. Fits all
Harleys, Hondas, 900 Kawasaki,
Yamahas, Triumphs and BSA.
Chrome brackets and all
fittings included. $45 each.
Send for yours today.

).
(o

Send $2 for our full color catalog. m
A complete line of components and ACCESSORIES

accessories to build with. In this cata-

i ; 28TH STREET
log you'll find some of the best radical 3227
and show-stopper motorcycles in GRANDVILLE ,MICH, 49418
Michigan. (616) 532-9088

=770 Quilted Diamond, built-in sissybar $64.00

=772 Quilted Square, built-in sissybar $64.00
#752 Quilted Diamond $38.95
g Y =754 Quilted Square $38.95
#760 Quilted Square with buttons $44.95
' #756 Diamond with buttons $44.95
=780 Quilted Diamond $44.95

#782 Quilted Square $44.95

Hi"StQP Seats

Quilted and Diamond patterns. Expanded
naugahyde. High density foam.

Length: 29% "

Width: 8"

Plate: 12 gauge steel

Will fit rigid frame bikes

Made in U.S.A.

They fit: (all come with brackets)

1871 Honda 500 1972 up Honda 750
1971 Honda 750 1970 Triumph 650
1972 up Honda 350 (2 cyl.) 1971 up Triumph 650
1972 up Honda 350 (4 cyl.) 1973 up Triumph 750

1972 up Honda 500 1971 up Yamaha 650
1971 up Yamaha 750

Be sure to specify your model

morams s s wenew Vista Chopper Products
BovHIe iy B40% 100 e, S oS e L Box 3536, Glendale, California 91201



formed and faded. They all remem-
hered,

And now it was time. Jerry locked
eves with each of his brothers, one
by one. He snapped the throttle once,
backed it off. toed the transmission
into gear.

Over the engine’s racket and roar
Carrie came into the room. Jerry's
woman., awake now, her light brown
hair tangled and tossed from recent
sleep, The waiting brothers glanced
quickly at her, then turned away,
not from embarrassment, mostly out
of respect, for both the woman and
the moment. Carrie knew it was
time. She stood apart from the others,
quiet, expressionless, watching her
man.

Jerry brought his eyes up to his
woman's. His gaze touched hers and
held. A space of frozen timelessness
—no words said—nothing to say.

Then Mad Mike unbolted the big
rear doors and shoved them open . ..
because it was time. Jerry switched
the ultra-bright headlight on. pulled
goggles over his eyes, bobbed his
head once to the assembled crew,
released the clutch lever and burned
out into the back alley, growled out
into the city night. His brothers stood
in the open doorway and watched
him disappear around the alley's
corner, heard his engine race down
a side street, listened until the sound
was lost in the distance. Then they
closed the doors, bolted them, opened
beers, fired up joints and settled
down to wait.

Carrie climbed the stairs slowly
and went to her bedroom-—hers and
Jerry's. Alone on the still-warm bed
she sat in the dark and stared at the
black square of window glass . . .

At the outskirts of the city. already
cight miles into his run, Jerry let
himself relax long enough to groove
behind the sheer, solid joy of the big
machine's perfection. The rush of
wind snapped his flying hair, pulled
his mustache away from his lips and
tore at his breath, On a long straight
away he stomped the bike into fourth
gear and cracked the throttle wide
open. The sudden surge of unleashed
power jammed his ass hard against
the rear fender and he fought to
hang onto the grips. Chancing a
single quick glance at the glowing
tach. he saw that the quivering
needle hadn't even swung near
enough to kiss the redline, The road’s
broken dividing line turned into
stuttering dots, then the dots merged
ta form an unbroken ribbon of white.
And the machine still had more to
give-—much more!

Now you can bolt these huge
Harley Wings to your derby cover,
sissy bar, or wherever you want—
for we have designed expensive
dies to include two '4-inch bolts as
an integral part of the wings—one
solid unit—not soldered on.

Photos shown are actual size.
They're solid metal, weigh almost
a half pound. They're individually
made and are either triple chromed
or bronzed plated for a lifetime of
rugged use.

Each unit is of the same fine
quality as all other Righteous
Products-—same high. quality
materials, workmanship, and
intricate detail.

When ordering, be sure to specify
that you want the bolt-on Harley
Wings, and whether you want
chrome or bronze finish. $10.00
each (we pay postage).

Satisfaction guaranteed or full
refund of your money.

. Products
Box 361 Seal Beach, California 90740
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Here's a
mind
blower!
An authentic looking slat

of wood (412" x 23"), de-
signed to look like it is from

/ an original shipping crate
6‘ that contained marijuana.

-

$2.00 Plus 50¢ for postage

IR %S
,4\ MAlu.umvfw

GEE, OKLA

. KET WT. 47 kll"(’(’ lBJ

W Py

Black lettering, and purple
colored Government inspec-
tion stamp, makes wooden
slat look like the real thing—
A fun thing for every pad!

First National Nothing, \f
Box 711, Burbank, California 91503 ;a

and handling. . '
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4202 N. COLLEGE AVE.
INDIANAPOLIS IN 46205

(317) 283-2441
253-6656

Procurers of fine quality
new and used
obsolete motorcycle parts

MOTORWORK

PARTS AND PARTS SCOUTING FOR:
‘HARLEY- DAVIDSON

INDIAN

-ANY OBSOLETE PART

FOR ANY MOTORCYCLE

MANY SERVICES AVAILABLE:
-DEALER INQUIRIES

Selling basket cases

*BUY - SELL - TRADE

LOW PRICES ON ALL PARTS

Alarm location on swing-arm 74,

Not a bulky addition, it grooves with the
{ hui);wl engine and 15 practically unnotice-
able, for it 15 chromed to blend in—vou

actually have to look for it 1o see it

A few dollars can save
you hundreds!

Please indicate Rigid T4, Swing-arm 74,
Sportster, or Honda Alarm

send to:

Chopper Alarm!

Alarm location on Sportster.

A loud nosy, tamperproof alarm that will
blast away for 1': hours after the slightest
movement by a rip-oft artist

Designed especially for chopper protection!

Small (4%x3x 1) and weighing only 20
ounces, it s completely tamperproot,
weatherproof, and has its own sell-contained
power source, Absolutely no maintenance
required and is simple to imstall on any

bhike. Designed to (L into a specilic area

on each bike, s0 as not to stand oul or

he obvious.

$24.95 Chopper Alarm
2.40 Batterles
1.50 Poslage

$28.85

Honda Alarm
$14.95

(1t Is not self-contained)

CHOPPER ALARM, Box 7143, Burbank, California 91505
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to shut down long before he'd found
the bike's top end. But there were
more straight stretches of highway
ahead, There'd be another chance to
open it up,

The heavy machine swung through
the curves like a dancer, graceful,
sure and perfectly balanced. Jerry
downshifted for a hard hairpin to the
right, slid through easily with the
pipes burping their back-off tune,
then he rolled the throttle open
again and leaned into a short sharp
lefts s

And that’s when the pursuit car
tied onto his tail. It'd been lurking
on a frontage road with its lights off,
had picked him up on radar two
miles away, and now moved in for
the kill. Jerry actually felt its omin-
ous presence behind him even before
he saw the flashing lights and heard
the howling siren. He slowed just
enough to let the car pull alongside,
let the two uniforms inside get a
good look at the full extent of his
“erime.” Then he saluted them with
a stiff middle finger—and punched
it! The chase, as they say, was def-
initely on.

Through a long, winding S-curve,
then out onto the straight, Jerry
wasn't just riding on the bike now:
he was part of it. And every part of
that machine was flat-out hauling
ass! Behind it the pursuing siren
screamed. wailing in red anger, howl-
ing in impotent outrage.

Only a few miles later a second
scream joined the first. Then a third
added its whine to the chorus. Jerry
poured it on, followed by a yowling
band of shricking banshees. Lost
souls in noisy torment, hunting a
wild brother still running free

A pair of headlights appeared on
a side road at the top of a hill and
raced down to cut Jerry off. They
rushed toward him. looking like the
blazing eyes of a squat monster, red
fire flashing on top of its head, The
scream of sirens filled the night.

Jerry swerved onto the shoulder of
the road. His rear wheel locked for a
split instant and skidded in the
loose gravel. Momentarily out of
control. about to lose it completely,
Jerry grabbed a fistful of throttle,
twisted it hard and would've done
some praying if he'd had the time.
For a sick eternity the machine con-
tinued to slide. Then the rear wheel
caught solid asphalt and sudden trac-
tion. The front tire leaped high and
the bike shot forward, swerved pre-
cariously, straightened out and
pulled away from the fire-eyed mon-



sters, the siren screams, the flashing
red hell-world lights. They fell be-
hind, tangled and confused. But not
for long,

Uncluttered open road tunneled
mto the night ahead. Jerry kept the
throttle three-quarters open, cruising,
resting his body and his machine—
until he heard the sirens cut in
behind him again, coming closer,
Then he twisted the right-hand grip
another notch and ran, playing the
game. A game, he began to think,
that he just might win. Not much
farther to go. If he could make it to
the abandoned barn three miles past
the crossroads he'd have half a
chance. Hang in there just a little
longer and he might just fuckin’
make it . . .

The chase lasted nearly sixty miles
from start to finish but took only
twenty-four minutes from beginning
to end. The police set up their ma-
chineguns at the crossroads. When
Terry came over the rise he was
sorry but not terribly surprised to
see the bright bursts of orange flame
from the line of automatic weapons,
He felt the first two slugs that found
their target. But not the next eleven.
And he didn’t fee] the beautiful big
machine go down, didn't feel the
asphalt under him. It was cool. And
dark.

The cops hurried over to the fallen
body, poked it with gun barrels,
turned it over with the toe of a hoot.
The pursuit cars arrived and more
uniforms joined the crowd,

“Whattid he do?" asked one of the
cops who'd been behind a machine-
gun,

“Riding without a helmet,” an-
swered one of the cops who'd been
behind the wheel of the first car.

“And he was flying illegal colors,”
added his partner.

A sergeant shook his head in dis-
gust, saying, “When’ll they learn?
We're doin’ it for their own good!
Those laws are for a reason! They're
to protect these guys, keep ‘em safe!
Jeezuz, ridin’ one of those motorcy-
cles without a helmet is dangerous!”

Uniforms nodded their heads in
vigorous silent agreement, One of
them made the observation, “Hell
ves—a guy could get killed . | "

- . .

Back at the old shop the brothers
waited till morning for the word.
When it didn't come, Loose Lonnie
brought out a deck and they cut for
high card. Samson drew the Queen
of Spades. It'd be his turn to make
the protest run next month. n

COMPLETE[Cy £]PLATING

H TRIPLE PLATED
B FULLY GUARANTEED
Wl CYCLE SPECIALISTS

ll BEARING SURFACES
AND THREADS MASKED

W STEEL

B ALUMINUM

B GOLD PLATING 4
B LIMITED BLACK CHROME

Please specify make

Write the Chrome Man: Irish Davidson of bike for price sheet

1520 N.E. 2nd Avenue, Ocala, Florida 32670
Call 904-629-6818

Full Sized
Engineering
Drawings
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Just what every panhead owner should
have. Full sized engineering drawings of
each side of the panhead engine. Accurate
in every detail. Drawn by an automotive
engineer. Overall size of posters are
25" x 38" (posters of the right and left side
of the engine are available). One poster
$2.00 plus 50¢ for postage and handling.
(Be sure to state if you want the right, or

left side.) Two posters (both sides of engine)
$4.00 plus 50¢ for postage and handling.
Printed on yellow poster paper and mailed
in sturdy ma:ling tubes,

First National Nothing,
Box 711, Burbank, California 91503
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Having a Hard Time Finding Easyriders?

If you go to any newsstand that
has sold out (which, as you know,
is usually the case), or they don’t
handle it, ask the man to order
more if he's sold out, and educate
him to Easyriders' popularity if he
doesn't know what the hell you're
talking about.

If enough people request a cer-
tain magazine, the dealer will us-
vally start selling it. But with 16
zillion rags on the newsstand, he

oL, :
‘va gotta do is get yourself tm binder
AP hold twelve issues of

ur binder 15 ik 10 other—stricly cless

ombuiod 1

of that st
decs! Our's features .

Mail to: Back Issues
Box 711, Burbank, Calitornia 91502

for each binder | order,

Address ceeee eesnnasEReEcasema LR RN SO L S

needs another one like he needs
another tit, so he won't pick up
the phone and order it without be-
ing reasonably certain it is really
wanted,

Easyriders is distributed through-
out the English-speaking world by
one of the largest distributors in
the business, Dell Distributing
Company of New York — which
means any newsstand, anywhere,
can sell the magazine.

plus 50¢ m mtun ond luldllng

You can get a binder free if you
order twelve of the past issues at our
regular back-issue price of $1.00 per
copy! See back-issue ad in this issue
for issues that are still available—
some have sold out.

C1  Enclosed is $12.00 (plus $1.00 for postage and nandling) for my binder
and the first 12 issues of Easyriders that are still avaiiable.

[0 Enclosed is $4.50 plus 50¢ for postage and handling
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The Breeze

—Continued from page 17

around. Behind me are the Cascade
Mountains, tall and cold, still covered
in snow. To the right the Olympics and
to the right Mount Rainier. Someday
that old volcano is going to puke fire
twenty miles high, Just let me be stoned
when it happens. Onto the Interstate
now and | let her roll. Feet up on the
pegs, smooth at about sixty., No hurry,
just enjoy. The wind is pushing my
beard flat against my face., | pass a
convertible full of waving bubblegum-
mers. | wave back, I'm all smiles now.
The bike's running right, the world's
running right. | head over to Alkai
beach to see who else is diggin’ on the
sun.

Now most of Alkai ain't a real beach
like Malibu. It's just rocks, but it does
have a grass strip where a man can lay
back, feel the breeze and the sun, and
watch the world go by.

I cruise in slow. Up and down the
beach twice to check the action and let
the action check me. There's plenty of
lovelies out today and plenty of other
bikers out too. A few | know, a few |
don’t want to know. Today I'm not look-
ing for a rap session on where to find
the cheapest chrome plating or who got
busted last week. Today I'd like to find
some fresh meat, so | just park her in
a likely spot and settle back to see what
| can make happen.

I'm not even real comfortable yet
when right behind my Treasure stops
the longest, reddest Eldorado | ever
saw. Out steps some dude’s prize kitten.
Silver blond hair all piled on top of her
head and held together by about two
quarts of hair spray, She’s wearing big
plastic sunglasses, some sort of a beach
coat, and carrying a bag crammed full
of God knows what. Probably more hair
spray. Normally I'm not into the Clairol
and spray set, but I'm no prude.

Just guessing, I'd say she runs about
five feet four and twenty thousand
dollars. If those legs are any guide to
what else she's holding, this looks like
the kind of horseflesh that an old coun-
try boy like me would do something
stupid for.

Now I'm not even trying to be cool.
| just lay back with my hands behind
my head and stare right at her. She
picks out a spot about fifteen feet from
me and pulls a big towel out of that
bag. I'm still staring. Next, out comes a
transistor tape player. I'm still staring.
She looks around like she's satisfied.
Same stare here. Then she slowly re-
moves that sack she's wearing and—
sweet Jesus——gang busters! Now I'm
drooling like a hound. She's about two-
thirds legs and the rest is ass and
boobs. Long trim stems, big, round
boobs with just a trace of bluish veins,
and the ass you'd love to touch. This
whole package is almost wrapped in the
littlest blue bikini that ever tried to



cover that much woman. Since blue is
my favorite color | figure that we have
enough in common to have a beautiful
friendship.

When she turns her back to me | get
a fresh thrill. About three inches of the
crack in her ass is showing above that
strip of blue and down below is the
nicest set of dimples this side of the
Rockies. She pulls out some book and
lays down to soak up some rays. As if
she doesn't know it, she is also soaking
up my attention, Remembering my old
dad's words that “you'll never know
until you try," | proceed to close in on
this delicious creature,

| get up real close and give her my
best line right up front, “What are you
reading, luscious?"

She turns her head my way real slow
and lifts those plastic shades from her
eyes. The greenest eyes this boy has
ever looked into. Now | know I've got
to play some games with this doll. Still
moving real slow she says, “What do
you care?”

Not much of an opener but better
than the “fuck off" I've heard before.

“Oh, I'm pretty much of a book lover
myself."

“I'll bet.”

| have gotten off to better starts but
this number is just too nice to give up
on. “Yeah, | read a lot."” Well, | do look
at the pictures in Playboy. That must
count for something.

She flashes the cover at me. “If you
really must know, it's The Exorcist.'

“Heav-vy."” | always was a smooth
talker.

| can see that I've got to get this con-
versation going the right way fast, so |
give her my big one. "You're the most
beautiful thing I've ever seen on this
beach.”

That gets a smile out of her. "Well,
thank you. | thought you bike freaks only
cared about your motorcycles.”

"Oh, we have other interests." At this
peint I'm looking at the five inches of
pink skin between her navel and her
bikini.

“I can tell." | guess she saw where
I was looking.

| pry my eyes off the bod long enough
1o notice the rings on her left hand.
One of those diamonds looks as big as
the Lucas on Treasure,

“Does hubby always let something as
valuable as you run around loose?"

"Don't worry about hubby." She said
that like she meant it. Chalk one up for
the home team,

She glanced at the bike. “Isn't it
dangerous to ride one of those things?”

Now the talk was going in a direction
| can handle,

“Not if you know what you're doing.
You want to go for a ride?"

“No, | couldn’t." She took a long look
at Treasure, then around the beach and
then back at me. "Maybe some other
time."

I'm floating about three feet off the

ground now, figuring | got this deal
sewed up.
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The Proud Hang-up for the Proud Rider Products

It's a bitchin® H-D wall plaque 3 ft. long by 114 ft. wide. The
H-D plastic wings stand out from the background a full 2
inches and are high quality chrome plated. Background area is
covered with a velvet-like flocking that adds color and balance.

Frame is plastic.

You get a choice of 3 background colors—Red, Blue, or Black
(please specify color when ordering).

It's one helluva beautiful way to show everyone how you feel!

Send $14.95 plus 2 bucks for postage and handling to

Dealer Inquiries Invited!

Proud Rider Products

Dealer Inquiries Invited!

P.O. Box 387
Osseo, Minnesota 55369

Hand made Seats by Real People

Available for Rigid 74
FX & Swing Arm 74

Sportster k.,;,d

Sportster Swing Arm

Low-Square Racks 44 95
18" High (wide or narow] Backs 6995

Specity with or without chrome buttons
No-Back Available Upon Request

Hex Sissy Bars $39.95

Available for
Swing Arm FX, Spoetster and 74
[Rigids' coming soom

All owr seats will accommaodate our Sissy Bars
0% Depasit (No checks please)

Halance COD
Anzora residents add 5% Sales Tax

The Wheel ShoP

1740 East McDowell Roud
Phaenix, Arizarna B5006
-

602 - 252.0717
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We've been warning ya and
warning va—and now it's finally
happened, We sold out issues
number one, three, nine, fourteen
and fifteen. That's right—even the
immortal, historical, leg-wetting
first issue!

The others aren't going to last,
50 you'd better whip off a dollar
today for every copy you want. Do
it mow—or you're gonna be sorry

Note: Before ordering, see buk_-is?uo
binder ad in this issue

Send $1.00 for each
copy (we pay postage) to:

BACK ISSUES

Box 711, Burbank, Calif. 91502

We talk back and forth this way for
about a half an hour, I'm ready to jump
her right here on the beach by this
time. I've got to cool off. “Let's go get
some beer,"” | say.

She agrees to that quick enough, but
she still isn't hearing getting on that
bike. Too bad, because we all know
what all that vibration and power does
to uptown little ladies like this.

We take the Eldorado instead. That
is, after | chain Treasure to the nearest
tree, padlock the back wheel, and worry
about her all the way to the store and
back. After we return, things take a
big change for the better. A couple of
six packs loosen us both up. If she got
any looser she wouldn't be able to walk.
Finally she says, “I'd like to ride on that
thing now.”

"“Always ready to oblige a lady," |
tell her. I'm getting smug now.

Oh, | do like the way she holds on.
She's either drunk- or one hell of an
exhibitionist, because she doesn't put
the beach coat on. She lets it all show.
To say we got some looks ain't the half
of it. Must have been quite a sight.
Six feet two inches of hairy-faced,
greasy-booted Pete Winters (that's me)
and one hundred ten pounds of mostly
naked Francine Grayson. The weight is
a guess. | picked up the name on the
way to the beer store. Now if you have
never felt the soft, warm flesh of a bare
belly against your back and smiled back
at the outraged stares of a couple of
thousand citizens, you ain't ready to
graduate from training wheels yet!

When we return to our spot she an-
nounces in a little girl voice that she's
cold and wraps herself up in that tent
she was wearing when | first saw her.
What a shame. | was just getting around
to memorizing the back of her left knee.
I already had the rest of her anatomy
wired. | don't know who invented sun
tan fotion but here's to him. Rubbing
that cream on a nubile young body is
the second greatest feeling in the world.
Well, maybe the third greatest, because
Francine hit me with the big question
about the time she finished wrapping
herself. Do you have any grass?” There
was that little girl voice she started
using as soon as she got off of Treasure.

“Sure.," | said. “I've got enough
smoke back at my place to get a
platoon stoned.'

"What's a platoon?" she asked, Then,
“Never mind that, but | don't think I'd
better go to your place. What | meant
was, do you have any with you?"

“Well yeah, a little." | always keep
a few J's hidden in Treasure's guts,

"Can we smoke some?" That little
girl voice again.

"Of course," | answer, “But not here."

“Well then, let's go to my house. It's
kind of far but I'm sure it's safe.”

"Where is it?" I'm calculating now.
I'd rather keep this thing on my own
turf, but then again I'm not going to
kiss off the whole deal just to get my
own way.

74
Fosyriders

WHITE POWER T-SHIRT

Grade A cotton T-shirts with
colorfast printed design.

We have a new supplier—price
is now only $2.98 (we pay
postage). We’'ll refund $1.00 if
you have already sent $3.98.

SIZES : Small, medium. large.

gorilla.

CITIZEN
P.0. BOX 274
MC KEES ROCKS,PA 15136

CHROME-PLATING

We specialize in plating motorcycle parts,
Quality plating on steel or aluminum,
Reasonable prices Work guaranteed, Now
available HONDA 750 chromed aluminum
exchange. Dealer inquiries invited, For
information call or write:

BROWN'S PLATING SERVICE
Route &5, Box 534 « Paducah, Kentucky 42001

Phone 502/554-1146

® ALUMINUM & STEEL PLATING @

Try Our Fast Service For Your
Triple Chrome Plating Needs
GRAVES PLATING CO.
P.O. Box 1052, Florence, Ala. 35360
Phone 205/764-9487
* Serving the Soulheast Since 1945 «

QUALITY ENGINE
REBUILDING

45,61, 74,80, Flat, Knuckle, Pan, Shovel
Mailordersvc.onengines/transmissions
465 Riverside Ave., Burlington, Vt. 05401
ROAD CHOP SHOP INC,
802-863-9170

TRIPLE PLATED + GUARANTEED

CHROME PLATING

Write for free price list specifying machine

ME 1000 Orange Ave.
j&J c R West Haven,Conn. 06518
Dealer Inquiries Invited « 10 Day Service
PHONE 203-934-8510



 Steel Braided §
Oil Lines

Super
strong—and

reinforced

where it

counts! Aircraft
type for 74s only.
Intake, return, and
breather—all 3 for only

29.95

Vista Chopper Products
Box 3536.Glendale, Calif. 91201

Moving?

If you are. then you must et
us know at least six weeks before
changing your address, Important:
Attach current address label and
fill in your name and new address.
Your filling out a change of ad-
dress card at the post office wili
not help us, so if you want unin-
terrupted service, without missing
a single copy, send us the info
in advance of your move.

“Over on Mercer lIsland,” she ex-
plains. Of course. Where else would a
high class chick like her with an Eldo-
rado of her very own live?

“Okay," | say, "I'll follow you."

As we're leaving | know | just made
a big mistake offering to follow because
sexy, beer-soaked Francine wants to
show the whole world how fast her
Cadillac will go. We make it to her
house, more mansion than house, in
record time. | rode the whole way ex-
pecting The Man to fill up my rearview
mirror,

She waves me around to the back
of the place, where | park Treasure and
remove enough of her bowels to expose
my stash, Four joints of the finest Co-
lombian. Made my eyes red just holding
them.

After the first number, things naturally
got a little fuzzy. But | do remember a
naked Francine, the foxy bitch, danc-
ing real slow to some Moroccan rock.
At least it seemed like a slow dance at
the time.

While we were drinking and smoking
| found out who pays for the layout
and how. It seems that Mister Grayson
is the J. Thomas Grayson, attorney for
the elegant. |'ve never balled a lawyer's
ol’ lady before, but if she's willing |
won't argue.

| won't go into all the sordid details.
Mainly because | don't remember and
| was too busy to take notes. | can say
that there was a lot of moaning and
whimpering. And after the third joint
the bed started glowing.

We were recovering in a bathtub as
big as a swimming pool with the last
J and a bottle of wine good enough to
have a date on it, when nature called
me.

| had been standing there for about
three hours watching a stream of yel-
low fall twenty feet or so to the bowl
when | heard that sound that only
burglars, teenage sneak smokers and
stoned bikers still weak from somebody
else’s ol" lady know. The key in the
front lock sounded like the last door to
the electric chair was being opened just
for me. J. Thomas Grayson had arrived.
“Honey, I'm home." God, the bastard
sounded cheerful. I'm thinking on my
feet now. My bare feet, because my
clothes are downstairs in the den. |
could go out a window, but then I'd
have to come back inside to retrieve my
duds. J. Thomas was solving the prob-
lem for me. | hear him coming up the
stairs.

I'm listening through the door and |
don't like what | hear. He found Fran-
cine quick enough, and some low-
pitched conversation | couldn't make
out came from the other side of the
door. | think he was suspicious, be-
cause | heard the next words well
enough. "What the hell's been going on
here?" he screamed. Right off | knew
he wasn’t going to ask me to stay for
dinner.

| decided on a crashout, Through the
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FORKING BY FRANK

Fine fork tubes (there
Is a difference) and
front suspension
components for ALL
CYCLES in any
length, one piece
seamless tubing.
Springs, collars,
crowns, trees, braces,
kickstands, spring
conversion kits,
rakes and decorative
fork tube nuts.

- Reliable fit and
freight paid delivery.

FRANK'S
Maintenance & Engineering
945 Pitner, Evanston, Illinois 60202

“If only | had

this book before
/ started shackin’
with my present

orangutan!”-Spider

i jews
o cvlg"l',g",'ml girts!

It's easy to handle girls once you've
been introduced to them. But what if
there’s no one around to introduce
vou?
HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS has all the
answers, Here are just a few of the
surefire techniques you can learn and
master:
How to make shyness work for you
How to be sexy
Best places to meet girls
50 great opening lines
World's greatest pickup technique
Why women are dying to meet you
How to get women to approach you
Send $7.95 for your copy . With-
in days, you can actually be picking
up beautiful girls.
How To Pick Up Girls
Box 711 Burbank, California 91503

TRIPLE CHROME PLATING

All parts beautifully plated. Give us make
of cycle when writing for free price list.
Dealer inquiries invited, W. Swirin-
2448 3rd St., Fort Lee, Mew Jarsey 07024,
Phone: 201-947-3082.
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Want to hide that watch Aunt
Matilda laid on you? Or protect your
going-tochurch watch from teeth
marks? Or maybe just show some
class?

Well, now you can do all of those
things by getlling yourself a Wrist/
Watch Band. It's hand-made, two-inch-
wide hunk of leather that has a
leather flap riveted on ane side with
the other side snapping shut over
your funky riding watch
The top of the flap comes either
plain (so you can do your own thing),
or with Harley Davidson design as
shown, or with a wheel and wings
with "Ride To Llve, Live to Ride"
surrounding it

The strap is dark brown and, in
addition to brass rivets, it is also
machine stitched along the edge and

it to be @f the best leather you can

Harley Watch

A watch with some class.
Harley emblem and wings are
in middle of face with simu-
lated gold numbers, Wings are
orange and the Harley emblem
is red and black.

for only $19.95 plus a buck
for postage and hdndling.

Wrist/Waic Band

buy, and of excellent workmanship,
or your money Is refunded.

has a two-inchwide buckle,We guarantee

It's a classic and it's yours l]

Be sure to tell us if you want the
Harley Davidson emblem, or the
“Ride to Live, Live to Ride” brand
Send the info along with a money
order—

$8.50 Pius 50¢ for

postage and handling.

BUCK KNIVES

Each knife equipped with
a saddle leather — = _ .

sheath. $22.00 | m’_)
plus $1.00 for post:‘a’g'é
Chopper Wallet
A rugged, masculine wallet
made from thick cow hide,
and riveted with brass rivets all
around outer edge, which adds
to its rugged masculine look.
Upon request, and at no addi-
tional cost, we will stamp the
Harley emblem or the words
“Ride to Live, Live to Ride"
on your wallet order. Comes
complete
with
safety chain

Only $10.00
plus 50c for postage

and handling.
California residents add 5%

*R=S*LimireD

Box 275 Port Hueneme, Colif. 9304

Satisfaction gharanteed or money refunded.
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Moving?

ATTACH YOUR MAILING LABEL HERE
(It mot possible, print your old address here)

Name

If you are, then you must let Street ____ e

us know at least six weeks before
changing your address. Important:

Attach current address label and State

Clty ____ 2 e

T e e (e

fill in your name and new address. pRINT YOUR NEW ADDRESS HERE

Your filling out a change of ad-

dress card at the post office will Name
not help us, so if you want unin-  syreet

terrupted service, without missing

a single copy, send us the info Clty
in advance of your move. State

NN NN NN NN NN NN NN NN NN NN N O O
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bedroom, down the stairs, grab my
pants, the hell with the rest of it, and
out the door. Good plan so far, Now
comes the hard part. | have to do it

| pull the door open and look right
at a somewhat surprised corporate law-
yer. He doesn't move, so | do. | holler
in my best Marine Corps attack scream
and run past him. | hope that yell
scared him, because it sure scared me.
| make it down the stairs, around the
corner, down some more stairs and
into the bar area where things had been
a lot more comfortable a few hours ago,
Grab the pants and out the door. I'm
trying to pull the key out of my pocket
when | hear Grayson yelling at me,
Something about stop or I'll shoot. Man,
if 1 stop I'll wish he had shot me. Now
| don't know what sweet Francine told
him or even if he stopped to ask her,
but | got all kinds of ideas. I'm a
burglar—twenty years in the slammer.
I'm a rapist—twenty years. I'm both—
forty years. Or, I'm some animal who
had been scrogging innocent young
Mrs. Grayson, in which case | get shot
like a dog and the proper Mr, Grayson
gets congratulated by the judge.

As | straddle Treasure | beg her to
fire on the first kick., Instead, Grayson
fires on the first kick. Lucky for me his
aim is no truer than his wife and all
| get is another scare. As if | needed
one.

Treasure starts and | leave rubber all
the way out the driveway. | don’t know
my way around this end of town but |
don't need a road map to tell me I'd
better put some distance between me
and where |I've been, Fast!

On the road, | know | don't look too
conspicuous, casually riding along at
eighty miles per hour bareass naked,
sitting on my pants, It occurs to me that
if | stop and put the pants on along with
that damn helmet | just might be able
to avoid the suspicions of the heat.
Right now | don't feel like explaining
what I'm doing streaking on the back
roads of Mercer Island, Washington. |
don’t look like the college prankster
type.

| pull over and get off the bike about
the time a pair of headlights round the
curve behind me. Quick like, | jump the
fence and dive into the trees. Some
passing citizen just got a shock if he
was looking close. He was looking
close. Unfortunately he was one of those
citizens who sport a badge. He stopped
with a squeal of tires about a hundred
yards up the road. That leaves me with
two choices; well, three if you include
giving up. Forget that; ol' Pete likes his
freedom. | can take off through the
woods, or | can jump on my scoot and
ride off like the Lone Ranger. | decide
to play Lone Ranger. | don't feature
running through the woods butt-naked
in the middle of the night, and | sure
as hell don't want Treasure winding up
at some police auction.

Coming back across the fence | lose
my grip on the pants, but | haven't got



time enough to go back for them. | leap
on Treasure, grab a handful of throttle
and HI YO SILVER! We throw about
fifty pounds of gravel in the air and |
lose some meat off my left foot turning
back down the road.

After an hour or so of turning and
running I'm sure I've lost the fuzz so
| start figuring what to do next. The
law must have found the wallet | left
behind in my pants, so | can't go back
to my place, and | can't keep riding
around. Somebody is going to notice
a man dressed only in a beard riding
around in the middle of the night.

There are only two ways off this
island. The bridge to Bellevue or the
bridge back to Seattle. | decide I'll try
for the Bellevue side. I've got friends
over there who can help me. If | make
it that far, God, | could use a dime to
phone somebody to come and help me
but all my money is in those damn
pants and I'm not real sure | remember
where | left them. They're probably
evidence by now anyway, If things
weren't bad enough already, that damn
drizzle has started!

| take off for the bridge without a
whole lot of hope. Ever tried to hide
behind a set of high-rise handlebars?
The breeze across my knees is getting
colder the longer | ride.

Coming slowly down a side street in
a residential section, trying to make as
little noise as possible, | see my salva-
tion, A clothesline! | kill the engine and
roll up slowly into the yard. | ease over
the low fence and grab what looks best,
It’s dark, so | can't make out the colors,
and the fit is nothing to brag about, but
anything is an improvement. | slide back
onto Treasure and let her roll down the
hill for a block before | start her up
again. | put on the spare helmet that's
been hanging on the sissy bar ever
since the foxy Mrs. Grayson wore it.
I wish I'd never seen that broad!

For the first time in hours | feel like
I just might make it through the night
without seeing the inside of the slam-
mer. | figure that unless somebody gets
real curious and real close they won't
notice that | haven't got any shoes on
and that the britches I'm wearing are
at least six inches too short, as is the
shirt.

| make it across the bridge all right
and take the back roads to Fred's apart-
ment. I'm hoping he's home because I'm
fresh out of ideas and my place is
bound to be surrounded by now.

Standing on his porch and listening
to him work the three dead-bolt locks
he thinks will save him from a bust,
| consider what I'm going to tell him

By the time the door swings open
I've got my line figured.

“The first shithead that says anything
about the way I'm dressed gets his ass
drop-kicked across the room!" After all,
what's unusual about a grown, smelly-
assed man wearing a rad plastic helmet,
a pink lady's sweater with rhinestones
on the front, and purple stretch pants?

o

makes you ask, why didn’t
| think of that? The adjust-
ments are made inside of
bag, so that when you ad-
just bag to fit your bike, it
looks custom-made for it—
it fits that perfectly.

tooled on it, for an added

L Vista Chopper Products Box 3538, Glendale. Callfornia 91207 =

eather. Surface has design costs 50 cents more. Be sure to

At Last a Hip-lookin’
Bike Bag That Works!

Adjustable, to fit tight over
a sissy bar alone, or can
easily be expanded to fit
over sissy bar and seat.

It's the kind of idea that touch of class, Ideal for

carrying your chain, a jug of
Boone's Farms, or a douche
bag—you name it.  $16.95

Plus $1.00 for postage

When ordering, indicate if you
want this design (wheel with
wings) on the flap. It only

Made of high quality
add the 50 cents to the total.

Sterling Silver Rings

No—don't confuse these with
similar rings you may have seen ¢
—these are top quality—and
they're sterling silver!

You'd expect to hock your
scoot for something this good,
wouldn't ya? But—get ready—
they cost only $14.95 each.

There's two styles available,
Style (A) the original Harley
emblem design, and style (B),
the later style.
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Available in only the following
sizes: 62, 7%, 9%, 11, and 12
So all you have to do to get
one is fire $15.45 ($14.95 plus 50¢

for postage) along with the size
and style you want. Who knows—
you might be the first one on the
block to get one! Box 3536
Send your order to: Vista Glendale. California 91201
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Choppershopper

Classitied advertisemenls are ac-
cepted at the discretion of the
publisher. Rates are 20¢ per
word for privale individuals; 40¢
per word tor businesses. 10 word
minimum, Check or money order
must accompany clearly written
copy. No charge for Zip codes.

Easyriders box numbers are avail-

able, with mail being forwarded,
wnopened to advertiser. There is
an additunal charge of $1.00
per advertisement for this serv-
ice, lo cover handling and post-
age.

Send lo Easyriders, Classified De-
partment, Box 52, Malibu, Cali-
fornia 90265

FOR SALE

Notice: Readers are advised to use
reasonable caution when dealing
with a company or advertiser they
do not know. False advertising is
fraud and should be reported to
the authorities whenever it is en-
countered.

WARNING-<If you value your
own life as much as [ value
this hike don't Fuck with it—
Clever and amusing sticker, put
it on your bike. gets the message
across.  50g  each,

Kautz, Dept. ER-3,
St. Louis, Mo. 63101.

One week chroming and polishing
plus a compl line of cust
shit for all models at Cycledelic
Choppers, 1147 Penn. Ave., Read.
ing, Penn. 19610,

In hurting condition, Came home
from service, Parents booted me
and scooter out! Need some green
bad! I ride a Hog. Darrel Almasi
1489 Maplecrest, Youngstown,
Ohio 44515.

BUILDERS—Avoid the retail rip.
off. We've got everything you
need to get your scoot together.
Guaranteed top name and quality
products, at Jowest prices pos-
sible. Send for our catalog. Square
Deal Chopper Supply, RR2. Atlan-
tic, Towa .

Help! Getting released from pri-
son soon, Need another bike. Help
me build one. Please send con-
tributions to:; Bill McLain, 1924
Hammerlin  Ave., Orlando, Fla.
32803,

Reogld, hi 7

r
Easy-
riders is always interested In
photos of bitchin' biker women.
The only requirement is that you
be eighteen years of age or more,
Anyone Interested in posing nude,
semi-nude, or whatever for photos
like those we have published in
the past should send a few sam-
le flicks to Pete Chiodo, Photo
itor, Box 52, Malibu, Calif.
90265. Professional photographers
are also invited to submit sam-
ple photos of women. Photo rates
upon request, model rates $100
per session. For return of photos,
please include a stamped return

envelope.

For Sale: Solid Copper Bracelets,
wide clasp or chain. For your
lady—narrow clasp or chain,
£1.00, any two for $500. Write:
The Poppy Patch, P. O. Box 182,
Northvilie, N.Y. 12134.

Jody, Come get my klu;! Love
forever, Kitten,

HARLEY-DAVIDSON PARTS. We
carry a large supply of impossible
and hard to get parts, all models,
Try us! Call or write, Order now
for rnﬁr delivery on Sportster and
Superglides. We ship worldwide.
Brooklyn Harley-Davidson, 1160
Utica Ave., Brooklyn, N.Y. 11203,
(212) G29-1180. 27

Full-color blker patches. $£1.00
brings 5" oval patch (bike's
name, please). Highest quality
embroidery & catalogue. Den En-
terprises, 4104 N. Lincoln Ave.,
Chicago, IIl. 60618,

Proteet wyour ke from being
stolen! Complete plans and draw.
ings for a sensitive, foolproof
alarm system anyone can install
for under $20. Send $1 to Con-
temporary Electronics, 2915 Win-
gate, Memphis, Tenn. 35127,

HARLEY-DAVIDSON PARTS: We
carry a large supply of impossible
and hard-to-get parts, all mod-
els. Try us! Call or write. Order
now for early delivery on Sport-
ers and Superglides. We ship
worldwide. Brooklyn Harley-
Davidson. 1160 Utica Ave., Brook-
lyn, N.Y. 11203. (212) 629-1180.

H-D Chrome Plating: We special-
lze in Harley parts only. Call or
write Poet's Place, Rt. 1, P.O.
Box 614, Vine Grove, Kenlucky
475, (502) 828-2201.

STOCK REDUCTION SALE: Pea-
nut tank, steel construction $19.-
95, cap S1.00. Complete line of
custom, cho . and stock parts
at low, low prices. Catalog £1.00,
Write to: Custom Cycle Supply.
1337 Mulberry St., Reading. Pa.
19604,

CHROME decal, WARNING: If
you value your life as much as [
value this bike, don't fuck with
It. Get the message across: 50g
each, 3/81,00, Chicago Ray's 5730
W. B7 St. Burbank. [1l. 60459,

CHICKS looking for additional
kick. Model for glamour maga-
zinés or your own use and earn
scratch same time In this area.
Inquire: E. P. Box 1106, San-
dusky, Ohio 44870,

Friends, bought new Sportster and
cannot make payvments. Please
don't let them take her away.
Help. Jim Grady. Box 1671, Bis.
bee. Arlz. B5603.

PRECISION ENGINE BALANCING
—Means longer engine life—less
vibration—better gas mileage.
Hi%h performance work done on
H-D. Tri, BSA, Honda, 900 Kaw.
Strokers, cams. porting, and pol-
ishing, etc, All engines test run
before returned. All work guar.
anteed. Gordon's Show & Go
Choppers, 516 N, Chicago St.,
Jollet, NI 60432, (815-722-9100).

Frustrated underground writer
needs female correspondence. I'm
6'1"" blond hair, 2 bedroom blues
and an empty mail box. Photo
would be far out. Danny Wheeler,
c/o Easyriders, P, O, Box 52,
Malibu, Calif. 90265

Pagans M/C: Mac (Mushroom)
and Janie drop your works and
write me a letter. “PR' Tony
(Miaml), Box P, U.S. Embassy,
Phnom Penh, Cambodia.

Rust Remover: Guaranteed re-
moval without harming hase me-
tal. 4-gallon slze $6.00 postpaid.
Motormedics, P. O, Box 2101.C,
Baltimore, Maryland 21203,

Will sell my soul to devil for fi-
nancial gain. Write Dennis, e¢/o
Easyriders. P.O. Box 52, Malibu,
Calif. 90265.

Indian Chief 74",
over front end.
1901

Just rebuillt, 6'
Mike, 1-707-528-

To Willie (Mistfits M/C): When
in need you were there. A brother
indeed ‘cause you care. This is
sent to you on wings of Harley

People build walls instead of
bridges. Think about it. Lawrence
Buckley 225275, Housing unit
2B441, Box 7, Moberly. Mo. 65270.

Righteous chicks. please write
Roach. Leonard (Roach) Estes
gx“i‘g“' Box R., Buena Vista. Colo,

Need rox)"ladles 1o scribble to.
Jeff Kartzinel, P.O. Box 2000, N-

351, Vacaville, Calif. 95688,

Been down since 'T2. could dig
some mail, Walter Barenco 12686,
P.O. Box W-L Unit, Lompoe, Calif.
93436,

and meant with the deepest of Hey chick, what's the story? Theo-
respect and luv: Thank you, dore E. Tahor, 2310 Atascocita Rd.,
brother: Bozo and Punkin. Humble, Texas 77338,

Two Australlan girls would like Would like to hear from some
to correspond with bikers, prefer- loose females. Rich MeClenahan,
ably Hell’s Angels. Pat McCarthy, Box  B-45861, Jamestown, Calif.
19 yrs. old, 14 Palau Crescent, 52T,

Lethbridge Park, 2770 N.S.W.,
Australla: and Nerelle Oocenham
18 yrs. old, 25 Wangaroa Cres-
cent, Lethbridge Park, 2770, N.S,.-
W.. Australia.

HELP! Am from Laconia, dig
bikes, and am lost in Denver
(Wheatridge), Colorado, If you
have HD. Indian, or Triumph
and are looking for a chick to
ride with, write Leslle, ¢/0 Box
M. Wheatridge, Colorado SO0%3.

Biker needs lady rider—has been
loner. Girl who likes to ride,
camp. and knows where it's at,
Write to: ‘‘Head Hunter." 265
Janet Street. S.E., Grand Rapids,
Mich, 49508,

HD CHROME PLATING. We spe-
cinlize in Harley parts only, 1
or write Poet’s Place. Rt, 1, P. O,
Box 614, Vine Grove, Kentucky
40175. (502) §28.2201. (25)

Could dig some sweet-smelling lci;
ters. Leon Phoenix. Box 107, D-37,
Tehachapi, Calif, 93561.

Five to life, got time to read.
Please write. Luis A. Rodriguez,
P.O. Box B-45214-A. San Quentin
Prison. Tamal, Calif. 94964

Chicks who llke Easyriders write
me. John J. Lydon. P.O. Box BA5954,
gf&dquenun Prison. Tamal, Calif.

Hope to hear from someone soon.
Larry Staten #1111, P.O. Box 28,
Indlana Reformatory, Pendleton,
Indiana 46064

21-year-old stud secks scribes from
decent young chlekles. Gary A.
Groff #£125757. Maryland Correc-
tional Center, Route 3, Box 33313,
Hagerstown, Md. 21740,

Mail Call

The following names and ad-
dresses are bikers who are in jail
and would like to hear from girls,
We've had o condense the listings
in order to get as many as we can
listed every issue. Be sure to use
entire address given, exactly as
given, to be certain your letter is
received.

Scribble some scribes, will ya?
Richard Noel 133680, P.0O, Box 72,
Freesoll, Mich. 49411,

Friend nceds friend. Chuck War-

ren, P.O. Box 107, Apt. B-42,
Tehachapi, Calif. 93561.
Need letters from any young

ladies. James H, McRae 2019550,
Live-2-T.24, P.O. Box 221, Raiford,
Fla, 32083.

Two bikers lost contact  with
chicks, Danny Mellott B46412;
James Winters B27738A, Dorm
209, P.O. Box 2210, Susanville,
Calif, 96130,

You don’t have to be nice, just
write. Donald (Horse) Hunter, Box
BA0S2B. Soledad, Calif, 93960,

I'm a tramp. down, and heart-
broken. Please write. John (Tramp)
Stauber, Box ABN2203, Soledad,
Calif. 83960,

Please write a lonely con. Ted
Turie £1375%2, P.O. Box 492, Ionia,
Mich. 48546,

Chicks! Send those seribes on out,
James A, West #116937, P.O. Box
E, Jackson, Mich. 49204,

Nasty needs nasty women to write,
Nicholas (Nasty) DeGodwin, P.O.
Box 107, B-30, Tehachapi, Ca.
93561,

Get high anJ write, I'm lonely. Jcrf
Sidock  #137413, Lock Box 492,
Tonia, Mich. 48846.
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S body write! Ron Hotchkiss
£88850, P.O. Box 78S, Mansfield,
Ohio 44901,

Come on, baby, It doesn't take that
long to write. William A. Corley,
Bx. 700, #C-2693, Jessup, Md,
20794,

A lew words from a fox would help
to kick this beef in the ass. Danny
McCall 239177, Box 711, Menard,
1. 62259,

Need to catch some rap from
a lady, Abdullah M. Nasiriddin
#125470, 954 Forrest St.. Baltimore,
Md. 21202.

Do a good deed. write a tramp.
Russ Seaduto. P.O. Box B41187
North, Soledad, Calif. 23960

I gol to hear from some F.OW.L.
chicks. Jack L. Stolle 128268, P.O.
Box 900, Shelton, Washington
98272,

Bro needs to hear from some get-
down scooter chicks. Orville Gray
(Rebel) 2B54129, CTF North, Sole-
dad, Calif. 93960,

I ean write, but need someone to
write to. Bill LeBlanc #50221146,
La Tuna Box 1000, Anthony, N.
Mex. 88021,

All you jammin® chicks out there
write me, dig? Robert Voss 23816,
P.O, Box 28, Pendleton, Indiana
46064,

Maybe some loving, Kind-hearted
chicks could shine some light on
us. Vandy Paul Ackel, Doug Gremil-
lion, C/O Rapides Parish Prison,
Alexandria, Louisiana 71301,

Request source of communication,
female. David L. Camphell, P.O.
Box T47, Starke, Fla 32001, P-3-S-
10038514,

Writer would now like to change
his ways and write to females.
(Presently in the slam for writing
checks.) Tom McKinzey #B55874,
P O. Box A-E, Room 4277, San Luis
Obispo, California 93408,



J Knucklehead
Service Manual

for the OHV 61 and 74
cubic inch engines and
the side valve 74 and 80
cubic inch engines
$9.95

v Harley 45
Service Manual $7.50

1941 to 1954
" Harley 45, 61 and 74
Parts Catalog!

Original Harley Catalog complete
with names and addresses where
you can buy obsolete parts.

Package Specials!

Package #1

Panhead Manual
and Spare Parts
Manual

Package #
Knucklehead Manual
and Spare Parts
Manual

Package #3

45 Manual and
Spare Parts Manual

Regular
Prices

$12.50
$14.95

$27.45

$ 9.95
$14.95

$24.90

$ 7.50
$14.95

$22.45

” =/y /e 'y~ oa VIMS‘OII $12.50

Specials
Both for
$19.95

Both for
$18.95

Both for
$16.95
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Reduced to $9.95
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We've been around a long time
— since back when chopper
was a dirty word —and we
plan on being around for a
long time to come.

That's why most established
bike shops carry our Jammer
line of products. They know
that we are here to stay and
that our parts are helping to
make chopper synonymous
with safety dependability and
style,

So, if you are looking to buy
cycle products with the back-
up of a company who cares
about the quality of the parts
you put on your bike, look for
this orange and purple pack-
aging or the word JAMMER on
the parts you buy.

Catalog $3.00
Dealers inquire on your
letterhead.

Jammer Cycle Products, Inc.

800 (R) S. San Fernando Blvd. 858 (R) Decatur Avenue North
Burbank, Calif. 91502 Minneapolis, Minn. 55427



