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160 mph
Speedometer
Exclusively

for the

74 Chopper! ane

Sportster

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

Have Ended!

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

That's right—a big mutha that’ll get you
there and back and let you give the finger to
the gas stations—while 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-
arc welded, with a Frisco style tunnel,

There are two styles available: The one-hole
costs $60. The two hole costs 865, Chromed
gas caps ($2.50 each)

Steel Braided
Qil Lines

Aircraft type for 74s
only. Intake, return, and
breather—all 3 for only

29.95

22 -ﬁu x

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

and light $44.95

74 Kick Cover
Super strong—and

reinforced! 29.95

Oil Gauge
(Chromed)
Easy to read. 0 to 60 Ibs.
A must for long rides.
Fitting supplied for 74s
and Sportsters, but you
must specify which one
when ordering. Can be
modified to fit other bikes

9.95

Your Gasoline Hassles

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,
Callfornia 91201
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Did you read about the dude who went around
claiming to be an official breast examiner?
It seems that he offered to examine women
for breast cancer as a free public
service—until he grabbed the wrong tit and
got arrested for indecent assault—
whatever that is.

The grass grows high in Oklahoma! "I tried
weed killer on them, " said E1 Reno Sheriff
Jerry Ervin, "but when they got so tall

I decided they must be some kind of a tree."
The sheriff was talking about a fifteen-
vear-old grove of marijuana plants that
took sixmen with axes five hours to chop
down. Some were over 12 feet—if you'll
excuse the expression—high!

Dipshit file: A dude in England was
sentenced to jail for stealing a car—now
get this—in order to get to court on time
to face other car theft charges.

There is some justice: The California
Supreme Court has ruled that an inmate can
sue for false imprisonment if kept in
custody beyond the established release
date.

Big deal dept.: In Satellite Beach,
Florida, a woman's libber had the wording
changed on a purchase order for some man-
hole covers to "personhole"” covers.

Our sick country: The Reno, Nevada, City
Council passed an obscenity ordinance but
couldn't—or wouldn't—publish the
ordinance in the newspaper as required

by law because of the explicit descriptions
of sexual conduct. What did they do? They
just published the title of the ordinance
and shined on the nitty-gritty part—thus
breaking the law.

Ah, yes, another example of our fair and

TAKING
IT EASY

equal justice: Lamar Fountain of Ray City,
Georgia, has been in jail six years and
still faces another 20 years—for a theft
of five bucks! It seems that he felt he'd
spent enough time in jail for such a petty
crime, and escaped six times. Each time

he escaped more time was added until now
he faces the unreal twenty-year stretch,
while the richhigh rollers and
government officials get offwitha little
slap on the wrist.

Speed 1imit reduced ! While we squirm and
fume behind do-gooders religiously obeying
our national 55 mph speed limit, the French
government just cut their speed limit from
87 mph to 80 mph!

Better keep your eye on her: Anational
survey has revealed that women can murder
just as brutally as men—which explodes
the commonly held belief that women prefer
to poison their victims. The victims, by
the way, are usually their husbands, and
they are done inwith an axe or a hammer.

Leg-wetting fact file: I haven't met any,
but it's a medical fact that at least 1 out
of every 200 women have more than two tits.

You can legally tap your ol' lady's phone.
The Supreme Court has ruled that it's okay
to tap your ol' lady's phone without a
court order and use the conversations
against her inadivorce suit. It said wire
tap laws were not intended to regulate
marital home life and domestic conflicts.
(Remember, she cando it to you too—so
cool it.)

Dumdum bullets, which are outlawed by
international law, are being used by police
in Louisiana, Delaware, Pennsylvania,
Massachusett, New Jersey, and, recently,
California; .357 magnum revolvers with
dumdums are used in Washington, Arkansas,
Texas, Colorado, Wisconsin, Montana, Utah,
New Mexico, Nevada, South Carolina, and
Louisiana.

The dumdum or hollow-point, soft-nosed
shell, is the most damaging bullet of all
because it expands inside the human body.
The .357 revolver is a cannon that can stop
cars—clearly a case of overkill.

The Civil Liberties Union is fighting
against the police using such cruel and
inhumane weapons and ammunition because
there is no reason for police to have
weapons which the U.S., Army isn't allowed
to carry. I agree. ®m




We can honestly say that

it’s the best Harley buckle
you can buy

05005

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

—and at the best price!

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
you want a silver or bronze buckle.

Products
Box 361, Seal Beach, California 90740

Dealers inquire on your letterhead



Horseshit
[ ] Most of the women who
write you seem proud that

their men treat them like
shit. Well, | have no time
for a dude who comes home
just to eat, fuck, belch, and
then putt off again. | can
dig he's into his bike and
that he needs lots of time
alone with it, but there is
an implication in your rag
that any dude who doesn't
put his bike before all else,
including his ol" lady, is
fucked, and is not a real
biker. That's a bunch of
horseshit,

E.M.

Richmond, Calif,

B No—that's toughshit,

Brothers
[[] | want to thank all my
ol' man's brothers for being
there when he needed them
most. He got into an acci-
dent that fucked him up
good. He lost his leg, one
kidney, and his spleen. They
were there day and night
giving him all the love and
strength he needed. Be-
cause his scooter got all
fucked up too, they're build-
ing him another one for
when he's up and around.
Each guy is taking one part
of his bike to build my ol'
man's. All | could say is
thanks a lot and | love you
all.

Lightfoot's OI' Lady

Staten Island, N.Y.

Who? Us?
[l The only thing wrong
with bikers is that they are
such goddam male chau-
vinists,
Nicki
Galveston, Tex.

B Well, hell, whatta ya gonna
do?

Man's Job

[ | dunno what the hell
constitutes a “man’s job,"
but I can quess. I'm a car-
penter, and | dig the hell

out of it! If you ask me,
(and my boss!) it's not a
worker's sex that matters,
but his or her ability to do
a good job. | dare any
F.OW.L. chick to tell me
to my face that | don't de-
serve my job, or my scooter,
or for that matter anything
else | earned with my sweat
and hard labor — just be-
cause | happen to have
been born female! I'll give
her three years of martial-
arts training in one easy
lesson!

“The Lone Wolf"

Santa Ana, Calif.

B Bet ya can't shake ex-
cess wee-wee off your
crank,

Digs Mutha
["] | enjoy good old Miracu-
lous Mutha, and if she's the
bitch you say she is, send
me a picture of her so the
next time | come up against
a fat, sloppy bitch sittin’ on
a Hog, I'll know what in hell
I'm up against.

Gene A, Touk.

B She'll probably be strad-
dlin” and groovin' on a fire
hydrant,

Enough Is Enough
'] You quys are starting to
bore me. Every fucking time
| get my hands on your rag
and flip through it, | see the
same old shit. Hogs, Hogs,
and more Hogs. | mean
enough is enough, There
are a helluva lot of other
good-looking scoots, and |
want to see them, especially
some Limeys,

Moot

Sterling Heights. Mich.

B Then you'll climax on
Limey Scoot in this issue.

Arizona State Prison

I would like to thank
all the bro inmates here
for the cigarettes, coffee,
stamps, paper, and other
items they have been send-
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ing me while I'm being held
in isolation. The love they
show me makes the time
I'm doing easy.
Brother Pollock
Florence, Ariz.

Head Problem
"1 I'm a sexy blonde chick
who wants to know how to
give good head. | also want
to ball Sonny Barger.

Janie

Dallas, Texas

B My dear, you've written
to the right people. Just
send your address, and out
of the kindness of our hearts
we’ll figure a way of giving
you expert lessons—an un-
limited number, by the way
—in whatever it takes to
make you righteous. Now,
how's that for being right-on
dudes? Sonny isn't available
at the moment.

Question

1 If people are supposed

to learn from their mistakes,

why do | keep buying every

i1ssue of your rotten rag?
Hawk
Detroit, Mich.

M We're like fungus: we grow
on ya,

67-Year-Old Reader
| get a big laugh and
bang out of the Monger
column and the articles—
especially the bike features,
with their excellent photog-
raphy. | also like the con-
struction charts, I'm 67 years
old
Charles Blair
St. Paul, Minn,

B True bike lovers are of
all ages.

B.S.A. Who?

[1 | have one big fuckin’
gripe! I'm really getting sick
of all this Harley-Davidson
bullshit all the time, Every
goddamned issue you have
belt buckles, shirts, bike
parts, ways to improve on

Eovyriders

your bike (if it's a Harley)
and articles about Harleys
built up from scratch! Never
anything about BSAs or
about the poor bastards
who start out with a fuckin'
basket case BSA like my
ol' man did!

BSA Biker's OI' Lady

lowa City, lowa

W |i you search closely,
you'll see a tear stain some-
where in this issue.

Down On Carol
|| Look, guys! How's about
getting rid of that fucking
Carol bitch! That cunt hasn't
got any respect for her ol’
man like scooter chicks
oughta! Man, if my ol’ lady
smarted off to me like that
bitch does to her ol' man,
I'd give her five in her
fucking big mouth! Her ol
man must be some candy-
ass pussy punk to take shit
like that off a broad! That
fairy might have a Hog, but
it's probably his fucking ol'
lady's!

Hulk

Philadelphia, Pa.

One Nice Thing
1 I'd like to make a com-
ment about the letter from
Frank Berry (Nov. '74 issue).
Bite my ass, dude! I'm not
liberated, but I'm still a
chick and I'm not stupid.
I'm sick and tired of you
stupid males thinking that
just because you've got a
dong, you're better than
chicks. What makes you
think you're so superior any-
way? A man's only got one
nice thing about him and
you know it's not a brain
that turns chicks on.

Chick

Farmington, N.H.

B You mean two things.

Socially Degrading

1 I'm writing for a few rea-
sons, (1) To run this damn
pen out of ink, (2) I think



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 alt 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 (50 you can see the

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

nitty-gritty detail — where he does all kinds of  e=aus

Book

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.

Namee .. co s g Rl i Agase ot
Address_ ik
City State S Fp s

(California residents add 6%, for tax)



Two Year
Guarantee V
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
g 3835 Broadlawn Dr. 1
Hollywood, Calif. 90068 ]

lGentlemen: Please send me postpaid I
g ———Watch(es) price: $31.50 each. I
lCahf. Residents add 5% tax, $1.58. |
l!Enclos,ed find [0 Money Order
0 Check for $____ — . Please,
I No cash by mail — No C.0.D. Orders v
1

i

Name e — - [ ]
1 Address______ e ===
g City_______ State Zip i
LA R A R B & N B B F T T R R

Immediate Delivery

you've got a raustacious
rag, and | enjoy it. (3) I've
got only 90 days left in this
zoo called a joint, (4) |
started my Knuck today. (5)
I'm a little (?) loose. (6) |
got nothing better to do
Now a sort of explanation.

I hate red pens, and this
is the only one I've got. |
highly enjoy your rag. If
you have to charge a dollar
each, far out. It's well worth:
it. The reason | call this
place a zoo is because of
all the weirdos here. That
Mormon sonofabitch of a
librarian won't get your rag
here because it's 'socially
degrading and is put out by
a bunch of dirty dope
fiends." | wish we had a
"dirty dope fiend” for a
warden instead of the de-
ranged faggot that's here
now!

Name withheld by Editor

Draper, Utah

M We're not dirty,

Wants Meat
[1 We're a couple of chicks
who recently got hold of
your September rag from
these bikers we know, It's a
heavy rag, man, but we
would like to see some
meat on a biker once in a
while.
Chicky and Siugger
Houghton, Mich,

Evel Knievel
[] 1 don't care what anyone
thinks, Evel Knievel is chick-
enshit. He always rapped
big shit about how if he
didn’t make the Snake River
jump, he'd spit at the wall
before he hit it; then the
turkey parachutes out, |
really wanted to see him
splatter his tired ass on the
wall. What a letdown!

Half Track

Concord, Calif,

Suggestion
| think you should start
showing more twats.
Pussy Lover
Etters, Pa,

M Sodol.

She Cried

Hey, guys, | just read
“Ms. H-D"" (December issue)
and 1| really can connect
with it. It was so beautiful |
cried—really! When Easy-
riders comes in the mail, |
have to read it—cover to
cover. We subscribe to most
other rags but yours is the

8
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only one | read every printed

word of. | also got off on
that little stion on "OI'
Ladies™ (I cried when | read

that too). | can't say what
the rest of the rag is like yet
'cause | had to stop and tell
you how much your beautiful
rag fucked up my head (in
a nice way)

Skip's Ol' Lady

Cranston, R.I

Forty-four Inches
[J] The kitchen is fine for
chicks when you're hungry
—but I'd rather ride. I'm in
the process of putting to-
gether my first bike, a '48
pan, I've waited a long time
for this mother, and |
wouldn't trade it for any-
thing. It doesn’t make me
any less of a woman. With
44-inch tits, who can fight
it?

Mama Lynn

Portsmouth, Va,

B Amen.

Clean Letter
| After all the rotten letters
you get, we thought we'd
send you a clean one. We
really get our nuts off from
your rag,
Big Den and Big M.
Griswold, lowa

Talk About Frustration
[7] The West Coast Nomads
here in McNeil Island Fed-
eral Prison have five bikes
in our club at present and
are putting together another
four. We're not allowed to
have the rear chains for our
bikes, so we have to limit
ourselves to starting them
up and just letting them
run for a while

Joe Nanny

McNeil Island

Steilacoom, Wash.

B Christ, we feel for ya-
but still, it's better than a
jab in the eye with a sharp
stick

Pissed Off

I'd like to give my thanks
to the four cock-suckin',
mother-fuckin', sperm-eatin’
bastards that ran me into a
steel light pole, and fucked
me up for a couple of
months, but most important,
you pukes fucked up my No
1 s0 bad that she is still

collecting dust because of
all the green il's taking to
get her breathing again

How does it feel 1o be the
cause of a lhfe lying in a

dark, cold corner of a gar-
age collecting dust? You
shitheads!

Oh. let's not forget the
two members of the law.
After finding out (to their
disappointment) | wasn't
dead, they got into their
ambulance, leaving me (ly-
ing on the road) with the
happy and joyful words,
‘Sorry, there isn't anything
we can do.” To you | say,
“suck off.”

Cochise
Pittsburgh, Pa.

She's In Love

I'm in love! Crazy
George's letter in your No-
vember issue was exactly
where my head’'s at. If |
ever make it back to Ohio,
I'll find him for sure. I'll just
go to a scooter bar, bend
over, and when | hear,
“Cunt, drop your drawers!"”

I'll._ know him on sight
(sound?).
Cunt
So. Calif.

B Then again it might be
someone from the Easy-
riders staff!

Digs Word
[7 Hi, | dig your mag. It's
nice to see or hear people
refer to fuck as fuck. not
as fug or made it or do it or
did it. | really like the word
fuck. | fuck! | have been
fucked, and it's a fucking
shame that | am not being
fucked right now!
Cindy
Ardmore, Ore,

W We'll gladly help—if you'll
send your address. (it was
a great letter.)

Needs A Broad
[ ! Is there a biker chick
out there who would like an
outtasight ol' man biker up
here? All we have are fuck-
ing hippy chicks, liberated
asshole chicks, too-fucking-
good-for-you chicks, and
a lot of one-night-stand
chicks.
(The Wolf) Martin
Dover, N.H,

B There's others?

Parties Instead of Lead

I am a devoted biker and
belong to a club | love, |
am less fortunate than a lot
of bikers, though, because
my crib is in Pittsburgh Pri-
son. | am here with a couple
of my club brothers, and all



A Man-sized
Beer Mug!

PERCENTAGE
ALLOWIED for CLING

ERY SEALE D

WIDSON MOTOR CD.
NILWAUKEE

 U.S.A.

IN U.S. A,

1 Ly

Here's a man-sized beer mug. The design
is an absolutely perfect reproduction of the
old, original Harley oil can. Bright orange,
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 vour colors,

$5.95, plus a lousy buck for postage and
packing. As with all Righteous Products, sat-
isfaction is guaranteed, or money immediately

r(‘flln(i(‘d. California residents add 5% sales lax.

Holds a
half quart

and weighs
12 lbs!

Righteous Products —,

Box 361, Seal Beach,
California 90740.

Quality guaranteed
or money refunded



BEAT INFLATION.

MAKE YOUR OWN
BREW FOR

PENNIES
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YOU CAN HAVE
YOUR FUN & DRINK
IT TOO!

Wine, Women and Song.*
Wine, beer, cider, fruit wines. ete.

Other wine and brew “parapher-
nalia™ brochure available with
each kit,

Send coupon and check or money
order to Sandy with the purple
feet from stomping grapes,

You supply the 5 gallon jug,
women and song. We will supply
yvou with everything yvou need to
start and how-to recipes.

o $9.50

3 gallon
Starter Kt
= |

BaCHaNdLia

Home Wine and Brewing Supplies
1105 Indiana Ave,,
South Pasadena. Ca. 91030

i BACCHANALIA

1105 Indiana Avenue

]

1

1

" )

: South Pasadena, Ca, 91030 |
1 |}
1 [ want toorder I
=3 d [}
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1 BEER KI'l WINE KI'l 1
| 29,5 $9.50 !
| ‘ ; I
1 Includes tax and herered e I
1 I
1 I
] .\.‘I'H‘ —— !
I I
i ldress !
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1 1
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Il . 1
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1 You must be 21 1o order hits !
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the bikers in here stick to-
gether. Maybe by the time |
leave here, instead of throw-
ing lead at each other, we
will throw parties with each
other. If the outside shit
doesn’t stop, the politicians
will come down with a new
law, And that will be No
Wearing of Colors. All | can
really say is, think about it

Hill Billy N.F.G.

Digs Rabbit
| Hope to hell you put
Larry Cole on as a full-time
feature writer. He's one hell
of a bro, as well as a tal-
ented writer. Hope to see
all you rotten muthas in
beautiful smogay city soon.
Jeff
Vacaville, Calif.

Big Smiles

All these assholes who
read Easyriders and then
think all bikers are counter-
culture heroes are a pain in
the ass as far as I'm con-
cerned. Every time | go out
for a putt, | get big smiles
and peace signs from citi-
zens and power signs from
dudes on chopped 350
Hondas.

Also, all the new riders
who have been “turned on”
to choppers through mags
like your competitors and
who don’t have the slightest
idea what words like “class™
mean, make me sick.

Don't get me wrong, |
know some righteous dudes
who ride Hondas, and some
of the new people ain't half
bad, but as far as I'm con-
cerned. I'd rather have it
like it used to be, Hard,
looked down upon, but tight
and together people,

Judae
Camden, Ala,

B Every biker is a brother
—excepl some zit-lfaced
strokes on two-strokes who
give other bikers a bad
name with their ear-piercin’
dirt bikes on city streets

Not Supposed

Every time | bring a requ-
lar motorcycle rag lo work
to read in my spare time, all
the men and the boss tell
me, don't bring that shit in
here any more and get to
work, But when | bring in my
Easyriders, all | have to do
IS just lay it around, One by
one the men (all in their 50s
and 60s) come around and
look at it. They laugh and
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take turns reading it. One
time they ripped a book
right in half fighting over it.
| don’t understand these
people.
Mark Kmiotek
Flatbush, New York

Big Joints
1 My ol" lady would like to
see more joints—but bigger
than my 12 inches—so how
about it, anyone on your
staff ready (or qualified) to
pose?
Frog
Dallas, Tex.

B We wouldn't want to see
you cry, nor would we want
your ol' lady to leave home.

Patty’s Letter
[7] If you'd like to hear from
me again, drop me a line in
your next issue.
Patty
California

B Hell yes, we want to hear
from you. Spider and | arm-
wrestled over the photo-
graph you sent and he won
it—s0 send the next one to
me.

Red Wings
Thought I'd let you know

that | earned my red wings
last night. It wasn't bad ex-
cept for so many brothers
watchin’.

Diver

Bluefield, W. Va.

M |f your head was buried,
how could you see whether
anyone was watchin'?

Mail Call
| wanted you to know
that | found a ray of sun-
shine when | started writ-
ing a dude in the slammer
through your 'Mail Can"
section,
Moundoggie
Jacksonville, Fla.

Dear OI' Mutha
_| | think that Mutha looks
like a dog.

R.S.

Livonia, Mich.

B She smells and scratches
like one too!

What Gives
.| Hey, you bunch of horse-
cocks! Who's the asshole
who forgot to put Red Rider
in the November issue of
Easyriders?
Big Ed
Jeffersonville, Ind,

M Look again, Ed.

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 letlers, and
demands for payment, may
all be sent to Wordmonger,
Easyriders, Box 52, Malibu,
Calitornia 90265,
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“If | had known what ‘sentence suspended’ meant, | wouldn't
have shouted ‘I'll get you for this, you asshole!



Barger letter and answer
in TV Guide . . .
In the Sept, 7 issue of TV
Guide you carried a pro-
gram listing that read: “The
World of the Hell's Angels
motorcyele club is scheduled
to be explored by Geraldo
Rivera, Interviewed: Sonny
Barger, former president of
Hell's Angels, now serving a
life sentence for murder at
Folsom (Cal.) State Peniten-
tiary: rock star Jerry Garcia,
a long-time friend of Bar-
ger's.” 1 would like to inform
you, | am not in prison on &
murder charge, but for pos-
session of narcotics. [To be
more exact, one gram of co-
caine equals a 5-t0-20-year
sentence: one ounce of heroin
equals 10-years-to-life. That
equals a 15-years-to-life sen-
tence, which is eight more
years than a first-degree mur-
der charge calls for.] I was
charged and tried in Alameda
County (Cal.) for murder in
1972, but was aquitted of the
charge after a jury trial. My
reason for writing is that the
American public has been led
to believe that every Hell's
Angel is a murderer. The fact
is, there arc very few Hell's
Angels in prison for murder.
I only know of three, and
only one of these is first de-
gree.,
Sonnv Barger
Represa, Cal,
[We have confirmed that Mr.
Barger was nor convicied of
murder, as indicated in the
program note, We regret this
error.—FEd.)

—TV Guide

B 7y &

Clods on cafe racers . . .
the classic cafe racer is
as unsuited 10 American rid-
ing styles and roads as a
Bonneville dragster: most of
its practitioners are hopeless
clods in pursuit of an imita-
tion reality: and the “sport”
itself is as hyped and created
an interest as “The Great
Gatsby™ or “The Exorcist.”
-, . Still another big item is
a small, thinly upholstered,
solo seat. That'll guarantee
that cafe racing isn’t going to
be one of the great “let’s go
out and meet some girls
(guys)™ sports, Where are
you going to put the sud-
denly-chance-met love of your
life? Riding on the handle-
bars? Nope, the fairing's in
the way. Well, she can always
drive along behind you. Such
brazen romance leaves people
breathless.
—Sandy Cass
Big Bike

The Evel rip-off . .

. Much of the public

didn't buy that story. Cries
of hoax. con and rip-off filled
the jump site and the news
media. Those yelling rip-off
were justified if they were re-
ferring to monetary and logis-
tical nightmares. Those yell-
ing con had 10 know it was
that from the beginning. Evel
is not a hypocrite about his
hypocrisy. He will sit on na-
tional television, clutching a
gold-tipped cane with internal
liguor compartments, and
swear he rarely ingests an
alcoholic beverage. He will
spin & web of impossible stor-
ies and if you are caught up
by them, that’s not his fault
If you see him clearly and
don’t like what's there, that's
your privilege, He said he

Digest -

Miscellaneous quotes
from other biker rags

would try 10 jump the can-
yon and he did. A 1000-pound
steel coffin bouncing off sohd
rock can’t be called a hoax.
Evel Knievel isn't an easy
guy 1o like. Temperamental,
egomaniacal people are almost
always offensive. His bravery
is even questionable: most any
good rider who hits a ramp
at 80 mph will clear 19 cars.
Every half-miler or road-racei
dares the devil just as in-
tensely as Knievel—and
longer. Daytona lasts two
hours,but Evel's danger is over
in ten seconds.
Dale Boller
Cvele Magazine

Bull Durham bag? . ..

. . . The Motorcycle Indus-
try Council. all other indus-
try organizations, and all
consumer organizations such
as the AMA, MMA, ABATE,
and the rest if there is any
“rest.” are incapable of effec-
tively fighting federal bureau-
cracy because they are simply
not structured or chartered to
deal with this motoreyele men-
ace as the NCCSI is. Expect-
img ABATE 10 do something
about unfair laws and restric-
tions is about like expecting
to stem a  Mississippi river
flood with sand-filled  Bull
Durham bags

I'he role of ABATE, which
is actually a consumer organi-
zation, is 10 keep the member-
ship informed of current
events in these matters, and
10 make financial grants to
the NCCSI in consumer sup-
port. On a number of occa-
sions ABATE has done both
of these things, These func-
tions should be the moral
responsibility of all consume
groups.

Larry Kumferman
Custom Chopper

NCCOS! fighis for industey
{BATE fighis for
the street biker's interests

und ABATE feels thar any
amiount of friehting is hetter
Editen

wleresty

than o frvhting ar all.
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Smooth, clean lines
" Outstanding design
s Heavy bronze finish

Finest leather
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, fines
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 =S

Box 361, Seal Beach,
California 90740,




Bicycle Saddle for the Use of Either Sex

UNITED STATES PATENT OFFICE
BICYCLE AND MOTOR-CYCLE SEAT

Patented May 19, 1925 1,688,542
Application filed February 16, 1924, Serial No. 698,827

« + . Itis a primary object of my invention to provide a
bicycle or motoreycle saddle having a suitable cavity prop-
erly located to allow comfortable clearance for the private
organs of the male rider, said saddle having also a channel
adapted to allow clearance for the female rider’s private
organs, to prevent pressure at the opening of said organs
due to the weight of the rider, and tending also to keep
said organs in a naturally closed state, the sides of said
channel being substantially parallel and bell-mouthed. . . .

Referring to Fig. 1, a somewhat circular cavity 8 is
formed on a medial line of the apparatus as a whole, at the
Jjunctions of said extension with said larger seating portion.
Said cavity is of suitable size, shape and location to com-
fortably receive the private organs of a male rider and more
particularly the testicle region of such rider. Said opening
is of bell-mouthed formation, the bell-mouth character
thereof being formed on the upper portion of said opening.
Such bell-mouthed formation is particularly useful to the
comfort of the male rider both during the riding act and
also during the mounting or dismounting acts, said organs
being slidably lodgeable or dislodgeable in relation to said
opening when same is thus covered or uncovered by angular
movement as compared to what may be called a vertical
straight-away movement. , . .
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{llustration by Dutly Quggan

he thunder of scoots and trikes

pierced the desert air, sending a
cacophony rolling imto the distant
hills. Flashing like so many explos-
ions in the night, the bobbing head-
lights strobed the landscape, throw-
ing surrealistic shadows and figures
against barren outcroppings.

Trailing through the choking
clouds of dust raised by man and
machine came the twin hell wagons
with their cargoes of busted scoots,
weary bikers, and booze, They were
all heading for the peak of the run,
that nowhere land away from the
fuckin' hassle and bitchin® of the con-
demned world. They were jammin’
to a forgotten land; just a place
where they could smile again, and
ride easy.

A nameless ghost town near Lost
River was the site. Long abandoned.
it remained unknown until redis-
covered hy a couple of brothers
humpin' along on a short vacation
from The Man. The club staked it,
and it remained reserved for those
special party times unknown and
unwanted by those not of the blood.

In the lead. Pacer’s lamps first
picked out the shapes of the few re-
maining buildings up ahead. He
grinned at the cordon of beer cans
reflecting back at him the righteous
times of other days as he wheeled
his seventy-four through

“Ya dumb muthafuckers,” he
laughed at the top of his voice, kick-
ing out. “Get the fuck outta my
way.” And with his head in the air
and Avon reaching for the sky, he
throttled up the dusty street, touch-
ing the freedom of the gods, his
colors whipping in the wind,

The place was a mass of organized
confusion as Pacer wheeled around
and putted up to the ramshackle bar.
He flashed a quick look at the old
place bathed in moonlight; it ap-
peared to be tilting a little more,
and the gaping holes seemed just a
little larger than the last time he
was here. The jutting splinters of
glass hanging from the windows
made him think of old Lucy, and
looking up, he saw her smilin’, high
m the sky.

“Jesus H. Christ, 1 gotta be flippin’
out.,” he whispered to himself. But
he knew he'd be secing her again—
and again

The righteous sounds of the big
panhead slowly died away after he

shut off the engine. and pulled his
ass from the seat. Remembering to
set the stand, he punched ineffec-
tively at the dust cloaking him,
hunched his shoulders, and gave up.

Bonfires were starting to sprout to
the sounds of popping tabs, and the
sweet smell of killer weed filled the
air. Bustin' himself a jay, he sucked
the harshness into his lungs, held it,
and then exhaled slowly. Man, that's
some fine shit, he thought as he
ambled over to a cooler and plucked
a brew from its icy grip. Settling
back on the porch of the rickety bar,
he just sipped and smoked, and let it
all hang out as the tensions of the
day started to leave,

Fveryone was building up for the
party when he finally managed to
struggle to his feet a half hour later.
Filling his lungs with air, he yelled
at the top of his voice, “Get all your
scraggly asses over here, Now!"” But
he didn't even disturb the smoke
comin’ from his second joint, Mutha-
fucker. he thought. Getting his shit
together once again, he gave the
roar. and it carvied almost three
feet. Luckily. Gnat was passing by
with his three hundred pounds, and
caught the message.

“Ay, Pacer. What's happenin'?
What ya gettin® uptight for? You
just rest yourself, and I'll gather the
boys."”

It wasn't until a couple of tokes
later that Pacer got his voice back,
and by then everyone was around.

“Frenchie, Animal, Where the
hell is that prospect?”

“He was right here a minute ago,”
replied Animal. I just turned
around, and he disappeared some-
where.”

Pacer felt his throat start to tighten
again, and the muscles on his thick
neck began to bulge. “Well, get your
shit together and find the bastard!”
he grated. “If you'd keep pussy off
your mind for a minute, ya wouldn't
be fuckin' up like this.”

Animal started to get pissed, but
he knew it was like pissin’ in the
wind to say anything when Pacer
was in one of his moods, Maddox
was his responsibility, and he really
didn’t want to get his head busted.

“Go with him, Frenchie, and shake
it Pacer added. “Tell Mama to get
her humpin’ ass outta the bushes and
pet down here. The festivities are
about to start.”” Smiling to the rest of
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By Zack Thomas

the dudes, he said: “Ya all know
what's comin’ down and what to do.
so le's get it on.” And turning on
his heel, he walked right into the
bar. or rather, the bar door. A muted
“muthafucker” was drowned by the
cheers of the brothers as they helped
him inside.

Smoke and suds were making the
rounds amid the laughter and noise
of the brothers. A lantern hanging
from a rafter provided the only il-
lumination for the place.

Suddenly. the noise stopped as if
by command, and the shaggy head
of Animal came into view. Maddox
appeared next, being held in tow by
the hairy arm of Animal. Mama was
doing a two-step with Maddox. and
gripping Frenchie behind her. You
really couldn't tel] if Maddox’s eyes
were glazed, but he sure as hell had
a problem walking.

Pacer's diffused vision focused on
Maddox as he said: “What’s the mat-
ter, fuckup? Ya wouldn’t be thinkin’
of coppin’ out on your big night
now, would ya?"

Maddox’s arms started to twitch,
and his mouth felt full of marbles
as he replied: “N—naw, Pace. It's
been @ bummer tryin’ to keep the
cool. especially with Mama chasin’
my ass all over the place. I ain’t had
a break since va put me out, and
since then she's been tryin’ to put
the shine on my meat. Goddammit!
A dude can only take so much, ya
know!"

A trickle of snickers from the
brothers changed into a cascade of
whonping and hollering as Maddox
tried and failed to pull away from
Mama's grip.

“Pacer!” he groancd. “Wo—wo—
woodja tell her to get her goddam
hand outta my pants!”

Pacer’s gasping for breath turned
into a rattling laugh as he tried to
steady himself. “What the hell for?”
he finally asked, in a choked voice.
“Ya know she wants to be human
too.”

As somebody hit the radio for
some sounds, the joint exploded into
heavy waves of rock, and Mama,
with her everpresent cool, just dug
her hand in deeper.

It came to the point a short while
later that Blackjack started to swing
off the lantern, and Crabs was float-
ing around the ceiling, while Spider

—Continued on page 64
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Dear Manny
Any Joint, US A.

O buddy, 1 have a story | want
to pass on to you. Any similarity to
persons living or dead, I leave up to
you. You and I are the only living
witnesses, so who else is to say?

This much I assure you: The
identities of the persons involved have
been well established. Many times,
in many places, it was my exper-
ience to observe the activities and
situations of one young man in the
process of growing up.

In the story, as well as in life, this
dude would have to be known as
“Heavy,” and, poppa, I mean “Big
Heavy”

The first part of the story you al-
ready know something about, but 1
doubt that you've heard the rest of
it. So bear with me while I repeat
the early part before taking vou into
the part you undoubtedly don't
know.

Big Heavy

he town of Waterhole, Texas, is

a couple of hundred miles from
the Mexican border, and there
aren’t more than four thousand in-
habitants in the complete distance.
Waterhole is the home of a cat
named Cactus Jack, an old time
hustler, now in semi-retirement,

A couple of eastern gents, in the
importing business, had come to
Waterhole to contact their friend
Cactus Jack, because he knew where
to score for some of that fine Tobac,
which flourishes with great abun-
dance south of the border and is
known far and wide for its quality,

Manny and Moe, the eastern gents,
spent a couple of days visiting with
their old friend and his family,
reminiscing some old touches, pokin’
on a few tokes, and laying plans for
the trip to score,

It was decided that only Cactus
Jack and Manny would make the
trip, so they are off and runnin’ the
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next day, a trip which was unevent-
ful.

Upon arriving at Ciudad Villa
Acufia, Coahuila, Mexico, which is
across the Rio Grande from Del Rio,
Texas, they went straight-away to
the connection,

After an agreement as to the price
per kilogram for the weed, a time
was set for the meet that night; and
then, so as to be as unobtrusive as
possible, Manny and Cactus Jack re-
turned to the Texas side of the
border, driving out to where the
Devil’s River meanders treacherous-
ly along its timeless way. Here they
pulled off into the bush and under-
brush, where they made a dry camp
and settled down to await the com-
ing of darkness and the expected
pickup,

This being Manny's first trip
along the border, he was more than
somewhat impressed at the extrem-
ity of the air temperature. The car
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radio had just announced: “That
winds up the noontime news. The
present temperature stands at one
hundred and fifteen degrees.”

Manny glanced at his partner,
Cactus Jack, and said, “Jack, I always
thought you had a sort of strange
look in your eye, and now I under-
stand why. Anyone who can live in
this environment has got to be just a
little touched in the head; Jeeez-us
H. Christ, ain’t this a hot mother-
roo?"”

Jack smiled a wry, knowing smile
and replied: “Many ol' buddy, if
you think this is hot, evaluate the
possibility of the heat we will under-
go if this Chicano sets us up for The
Man. They will fry our asses if that
happens, and when dealing with
these people, who knows?”

*Do you think this guy will put
it on us?” Manny wondered. Jack
mused aloud: “Well, T have done
business with this dude on several
different occasions, and he has al-
ways come up right; who'n the Juck
knows, though? These people are
something else. Especially since the
feds give them twenty percent of the
street value; and most of the time,
give them most of the weed also.
Makes it mighty tempting, and has
rned many a connection into n
fuckin® fink, We'll play it by ear and
be real cool; and if we don't like the
happenings, we simply back off.
Okay?"

After several hours of sweat and
fighting a various assortment of
gnats, flies, wasps, and one large,
ugly, as well as unsociable rattle-
snake—which Manny disposed of

with one round of his .38—01' Sol,
the sun, finally gave it up and sank
below the horizon, much of the plea-
sure and comfort of these two road-
buddies. :

Entering back into Mexico, cross-
ing the Rio Bravo—or as we gringos
call it, the Rio Grande—Manny and
Jack proceeded out to the edge of
town to the small cantina where
they were to make the pickup of

fifty kilos of the Mota.

Upon arriving, Jack said to
Manny, “I'll go inside and let the
stud know we're here; you stay out-
side and cover me. If anything goes
wrong, you'll hear it; this I guaran-
l(‘(’.”

With Manny holding off the dogs,
Jack went in to meet with the dealer.

Now this cantina was a typical
one of many in this small border
town. It had a ten-foot adobe wall
surrounding it. Inside, the wall was
lined with very small rooms, or cribs,
as they are commonly known, to be
used by the young ladies of the
evening in pursuit of their amorous
and monectary activities.

P Inquiring of the bartender as to

the whereabouts of the connection,
Jack was told he was in a certain
crib and was awaiting Jack’s arrival.

Entering the crib. the short hair
on the back of Jack's neck bristled.
The mental bell of warning that
had become second nature to him as
a combat parachutist sounded,
boing!

Facing him in this tiny cubicle
was a man of Mexican origin, whom
Jack had never seen before. A man
dressed in dark trousers, white dress

By Wendellell

shirt, a black string necktie, and a
fine white Panama sombrero.

Having lived among the natives
and being aware of the gulf that
exists between the affluent, who are
Don Jefes, and the po’ boy. who is
referred to as a peon, Jack mentally
surmised, “This 18 The Man!”

The Mexican opened the conver-
sation with: “Chopo he say he no
can be here, but ees okay, for I am
the one who ees got the weed, only
it will be thirty duller for kilo"—
meanwhile, handing Jack two big
fat joints, which Jack lost no time in
firing up.

The quality of the grass.was of
the finest Jack had ever burned; and
friends, that boy has burned good
Mota for more than thirty years.
Yet the animal instinet in him kept
saying, o-nay. o-nay, so he told the
man that he wasn't prepared to pay
that much, and would have to check
with his people, as Chopo had set
the -price at twenty-five a kilo; he
would have to get the word from his
friends, whether they would go for
the raise in price. Promising to re-
turn within an hour, he left the man

- in the cnib.

Going out to his car, and finding
Manny standing in the shadows of
the/cantina, Jack said flatly, “Lets
get the hell out of here, buddy, we've
heen fingered,” explaining what had
happened inside the erib.

“T know a side trail we can take
and miss the downtown traffic, and
come out just this side of the bridge,
which is about four miles from
here”

With this, Jack turned off the road

—Continued on page 66
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Hey. Rabbit! Hold up a second,-
man!"”

I waited as The Man unlocked
the big iron gate to let my brother
onto the third floor. Ironic, but the
only place I'd ever know Smokey
was in prison. He was a young dude,
only 20, but then again, maybe I'm
saying that rather than mention the
fact that I'm a bit older. I'm not
sure. I am sure of one thing though,
when you use the words class ard
heart, you're talking about Smokey,

as well as a lot of other scooter
tramps  who walk inside prison
walls.

Smokey threw his arm around my
shoulder,

“Did you see that bitchin’ knuckle-
head out in the parking lot this
afternoon?" >
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There was excitement in his voice
and he didn't even give me a chance
to answer hefore he 'went on.

“It was one bad motherfucker!
Raked, kicked out, with an 18 or 20
springer!" ‘

He was waving his hands for em-
phasis, “Gold and brown with a
Sporty tank! And man, it was
chromed to the ass! Musta been a
forty-one, or somewhere around
there!”

I knew the scooter Smokey was
talking about, but he was so en-
grossed in his description that [ had
no chance to tell him that!

“And dig on this, Rabbit! I'm trip-
pin' on the scoot. right? Then out of
the visiting room comes this old
dude, about a hundred and ninety
years old, walks over to this bitchin’

\By Larry (Rabbit) Cole

TheOld Man
-and the Knuckle

knucklehead. climbs on, primes the
mutha and fires it up!” His voice
had gone high with pure amaze-
ment.

“I ain’t lyin', Rabbit! No shit! I
know this sounds like that little old
lady from Pasadena story, but I
swear on my patch it's the fuckin’
truth! I mean to tell you, I almost
shit my pants!”

“Do me a favor, Smokey, Don't
shit your pants here. The Man’s
been on my ass already 'cause my
cell's such a mess!” :

“You think I'm lyin', huh, Rab-
bit? You think I'm bullshittin’ about
the old man and the scooter, huh? I
swore on my patch! Ain’'t that
proof? Well? Ain't it?" There was
genuine hurt in his§ voice.

“That’s proof enough, Smoke, And



—Illustration by Mac Haserot

besides, T know you ain’t lyin'"”

He eyed me suspiciously.

“You do? How? Did you see it
toon?”

ALNO ”

“Then how do you know?"

“I know the old man, Smoke.
That's all.”

“Oh, yeah?” He paused in thought.

‘“Goddam, Rabbit! T knew vou was

old, but not that fuckin® old!"

“Up vours, Smokey!”

His face lit up with a big grin
and I'’knew I had made a mistake by
letting him see that he'd hit a sore
spot!

“Damn, Rabbit! If vou know that
old dude, you must be about 90 or
so yourself!"

His voice dropped low. “Now tell
me the truth. bro Rabbit, what was
really written on those tablets that
old Moses brought down from the
mountain?”’

His laughter left no room for
response. . Besides, it 'was ‘useless.
Smokey was notorious for his quick
humor!

“Let’s talk about the man mstead

okay?”
“The old man?” He paused in
thought. “Oh yeah! Where'd you

know him from?”

“Tennessee.”

“Tennessee?” '
“Yeah, a long time ago.” 5

“Well, it sure blew my head to see
that old dude fire up that scoot! And
it was a kick-starter too! Wonder
why he's still ridin’. Man, that dude
was old!”

“First off, Smokey, anybody over
twenty-five is old to you. And sec-

ond, maybe that's all he knows.

Maybe he's been ridin' so long it's
his whole way of life.”

“Hell, you said you knew the
dude. Why don’t we grab some cof-
fee and kick back on the yard? Then
you can run this trip down to me,
okay?" :

*Okay.”

Later we lay in the grass, passing
the luke-warm coffee back and forth

.

‘between us. Smokey fired up a cig-

arette as he waited.
“You were right, Smokey, what

you saw today is an old man, You'd '

insult him if you spoke to him ahout
an electric starter. He always® says
that when he gets too old to kick
that knuckle over, that’s when
they’ll be throwin® dirt in his face at
the cemetery.”

Old memories flooded my head as

1 lay there staring at the sky.

“Yeah, he's old. Fifty-three, as a
matter of fact. But I remember a

younger dude. His hair was black
then, not grey. He wore the old
stove-pipe levis and a leather jacket
with a dozen chains. He rode a
knucklehead back then too. I've

_seen him with cuts and brulises he's

picked up on the way out of a beer
joint, Or after layin' it down on a
strip of asphalt. Then I've seen him
add sweat and a few skinned
knuckles to those cuts and bruises,
as he worked on somebody’s car or
truck, to get the meney to put his
scooter back on the road.”

I stopped long enough to ﬁm<h
the rest of the coffee.

“Yeah, -Smokey, he's tough
sonofabitch! Except for one time. He
was on his way home from a party
that him and his brothers were hav-
ing at the state park in Tennessee.
He was pretty loaded and missed
a curve, up in the mountains, on
old route 25. He was packin' his ol’
lady with him. She died on the way
to the hospital. The doctors put him
back together with steel pins and
catgut. His bike was in the garage
at home and he never showed any
interest in rebuilding it like before.
It sat there for months. Then one
night, he got extra drunk and
headed for the garage. I watched as
he picked up a couple of tools and
started to dismantle the fallen
knuckle. That was the one time in
my life I saw him cry. But the tears

“were soon replaced by sweat and

cussin’, as he worked.”

Turning, over, T faced Smokey.

“You ever seen an artist paint,
brother?"”

“Yeah, a dude m my cell block
paints.”

“Well then, that's the way the old
man works on,_a scooter. Like an
artist. Drunk or sober. His hands get
a little stiff. Tt takes him a little
longer. But the artist in him is still
there, He used to say to me, “The
bike' a man rides is a reflection of
what he is on the inside,” That's
what you saw today, Smokey. The
inside of the man. And to use your
own words, “one beautiful mother-
fucker.”

Smokey shook his head.
was one bitchin' bike!™

“Yeah. But he's more than that.
Smoke. He's a guy who'll fight you
from daylight to dark. If he kicks
your. ass, but you fought a good
fight, likely as nat he'll help you
up and offer to buy you a beer.
He'll split his last cigarette with
you. Give vyou half of his last
dollar. Stay with you till the wheels
fall off, even if you're wrong, as

“That
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long as you're his brother! And

never turn his back on a friend in
trouble. He used to tell me, “You
may not be ahle to say you won the
fuckin® fight, but the important part
is, you should always be able to say
yvou was in the middle of the damn
thing!”

I watched as Smokey nodded in
agreement. That was the code that
Smokey knew well and practiced
often.

“I " guess by society’s standards
that old man’s a failure, He has no
steady job. Has no car or house. And
most. of the clothes he owns, he's
wearing on his back. He can’t write
too well, Can’t spell worth a damn.
Talks' very Iittle and drinks a lot.

‘Fact is, that knucklehead is about

the only thing the old boy owns
that has any real value. That is, un-
less you can put a price tag on his
brothers and his frignds.. Because
right  there's where the old man
comes out on top. He's a rich sonof-
abitch when it comes to friends.
When ' you juse words like brother,
class, heart, respect, righteous scooter
tramp—well, he's earned all those
titles through the years. And he
wears the ¢cars for each, inside and
out. Yeah. I guess by some people’s
standards the old man’s a failure.
Someone the creeps laugh at, or use
as, an example of how their son will
turn. out if he doesn’t go to school.
But to me, he's a success. He lives
his life the way he wants to live it.
He's never wasted his time trying to

~ live up to the expectations of other

people. He's more concerned with
the expectations he sets up for him-
self. His philosophies are’ realistic
and simple ones, like, “Don’t judge
a man_on how bad he gets-knocked
down. we all go sometime; take a
look at how he gets back up.” An.
other favorite of his is, “Earn respect,
don’t buy it. Give it away free when
it's deserved, don't sell it.”

‘T looked at my empty coff(»e cup
and stood up to stretch.

“You say he's old, Smokey? He is.
But his philosophies are still up to
date. That is, if we use them. Fact is,
if all the brothers used them, we'd
have a lot more ‘righteous scooter
tramps’ around. He might appear
small in the eves of some people, but
to me the man's a giant!™

I started to walk away, and then
turned back.

“Oh. In case you're wondering
how I happen to know so much
ahout that old man. 'l tell you, You
see, brother, he happens to be my
dad!" |



By George Antonich

The Substitute Stud,

was about ready to puke. I mean,

seeing your best buddy and fear-
less ¢club leader pacing a jail cell is
as jarring as a knee in the groin.
* Pale of face, bruised and shaken,
Jojo looked lower than a crocodile
- milker’s stool. No crap, he'looked
like somebody'd tried to do away
with him in a malfunctioning gar-
bage disposal. -

What made the scene even more
of a bummer was the sight of Jojo's
col’ lady, Thelma Thunderpussy,
standing there blubbering all over
“herself. T wasn’t sure if she was
grieying more for Jojo or for herself.

The fact 1s, Thelma is about as ecager .

as a mare on Spanish fly. Three
days without balling or giving head
had left its mark on her well-stacked
chassis. She couldn't go on much
longer without a good re-bore joh.

Man, she was something to see in
her skintight denim pants, her bel-
‘ligerent bra-free boobs straining
against her chopshirt, with those
lewd. pouting lips quivering under
a head of shimmering black hair
held tight in a beaded Indian head-
hand.

Digging my drooling glance she
snapped, “Pull in your eyeBalls, you
horny bastard. You could be busted
for statutory gape!” ey

“You read me wrong.” T lied
through my pot-stained fangs. “I,
too, am worried about Jojo. But one
thing is for damn sure—they cannot
legally execute him without first
bringing him to trial by a jury of
his peers.” :

“Peers-schmears,” Thelma wailed.
“You goddam bhook freak! Just see
how pitiful' my loving stud looks.”

I had to admit that Jojo did not

look well, not well at all. But then
who would after being discovered in
the pad of a strange and unwilling
straight chick, who also chanced to
be a karate instructress!

“They should have left his pain-
wracked ass in the hospital,” I mut-
tered, noting Jojo's out-of-camber
shuffling. Tt was a lopsided kind of

gait, not unlike that of a wounded
water buffglo suffering from a severe
case of jodRiitch, ‘

“It looks to me like thev've sprung
his ggddam frame,” Thelma Thun-
derpussy moaned. “He won't be
worth a \diddly-damn in the sack
until I nurse him back to health.”

“Just he brave,” I said, patting
her tempting backside, “and pray
that he does not develop lockjaw.”

“Don't ever say that,” Thelma
groaned. “Not even in jest!”

Then, leaving her to worry about
that possibility, T cut out of the
dank corridor and went to rap with
the desk sergeant in charge of the
pokey.

“We have tried all over town,” |
told him in my very best junior
college syntax, “to raise the exorbi-
tant hail levied against our friend
and comrade, but without success. Is
there any chance of having it
lowered? You could release him in
my- custody.” ¢

“No way!" the lard-assed fuzz
snapped. Then his fat face took on
a shit-eating grin. “Why don’t you
hock your buddy's meat machine
and spring him?”

What blasplhemy!

I felt like telling him to go take
a flying hump at himself, but I
thought better of it. T mean, you
have to go through the whole god-
dam humble bit with these shit-
heads. :

“That's quite impossible,” T said
from between clenched teeth. “Al-
though Jojo's righteous scoot is valued
at more than three grand, he would
rather remain incarcerated than rick
losing it."”

Lard-ass shot me a bored glance
and turned away. “That,” he said,
“is tough titty, But I don't make the
rules. 1 just enforce them.”

“You must have se¢n many cases
like this one)” T said tentatively.
“How much time do you think my
friend will get out of this?”

Lard-ass shrugged. “For Assault
With Intent To . . . 27
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“Intent to what?" I queried.

“Intent tp commit rape! They'll
probably throw away the keys on
him. Unless . . "

“Unless what?” 1 demanded.

“Unless the complaining witness,
Miss Abigail Lipshitz, drops the
charges against him.” -

I shook my head slowly. “No way,”
I said: “I kndw Abigail. Miss Lip-
shitz is hard-hearted, an odds-on
favorite for spinsterhood, and is suf-
fering from terminal frigidity. Billy
Graham,_ is more apt to drop his
drawers in Madison Square Gardén
than she is to drop the charges!”

“How come you know the com-
plaining witness?”

“We all live in the same build-
ing,” T told him. *That’s how this
funky comedy of errors began. You
see, Jojo's ol' lady, Miss Thelma
Thunderpussy, lives on the fifth
floor. Miss Lipshitz lives on the sixth
—directly above her. My good
buddy Jojo was slightly high when
this alleged offense took place.” :

“He was gassed to the ass is
what he was,” smirked the sergeant,
“When they brought him in his
breath smelled like a condemned
winery located in a field of weed,
There was a goddam swarm of Mex-
ican fruit flies circling in a holding
pattern over his head!”

“At any rate,” I went bravely on,
“Jojo thought he was entering Thel-
ma’s apartment, when in fact he
had pushed the elevator button
for the sixth [loor by mistake and
climbed into Abigail's sack.” *

“Then it'll all turn out okay in

] . .
court,” lard-ass said, clucking sym-

pathetically. “Your friend can ex-
plain all that to the judge when he
comes up for trial next week.”
“But we can't wait until
week!™
“Not that it makes any difference,”
he said, “but why not?”
“Because,” 1 cried, "after two
vears of blood, sweat and tears, Jojo
has finally established the Maiden-
head Wheels M.C, and this weekend
—Continued on page 72

next
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“Aw,
c’mon,

you

guys!’’

By Carol



Aw, ¢’'mon,’you guys! What the hell are
us ghicks supposed to be doing in

the kitd‘l.on and the bedroom all by our-
selves? The days get long and the nights
even longer when we're spending them
waiting for you to come home, When

we get a substitute for the bedroom

while we're waiting for you. you get all
uptight and nasty about it. If we wait

in the kitchen we get fat and then you bitch
about that. So what do you want

us to do? Even if you expand the old
saying to claim that our place is

“in the home”, . . what do you think there
is to do for 24 hours every day in one dump?

People are just people whether they
have a cock or a cunt, and all people
have individual likes, dislikes, ambitions,
habits, ete. It’s always been my ambition
to get the sprinkler system in a Sears-
Roebuck store to come on. I can’t figure
out how to get the whole thing to going
without starting a big fire—and I have
no desire to start a fire, But that’s a
whole 'nother story.

The fact that 'm a broad and not a stud
doesn’t mean I'm immune to the bug that
gets into your blood and makes you want to
build machines. That bug doesn’t check your
pants before it attacks. It gets in through
your head, not your sex organs. It doesn’t
make me any less a woman,

Fuck women’s lih! They're just a bunch of
insecure females who are mad because mama
nature gave each of us only one set of tools
and they don’t think they got the right ones.
They think they should have had a choice and
they are trying to trade places with men.
Dumb! They are insecure as women, so they
are trying to be something they can’t be and
trying to drag the rest of us with them. Screw
them. I'm happy the way I am. °

- I’'m talking about plain ordinary people.
The way I see it, the only thing that makes us
equal is the right to exist. We all have an
equal right to exist and that’s where equality
ends. Men aren’t even “equal® to each other
in any other sense, so how can they be equal
to women ? The same goes for women. 'm_
not equal to my ol man and he’s not equal to
me. We are totally different individuals, so
how could we be equal except in the sense that
we both deserve to be here as much as the
next couple? My ol’ man can do a lot of
things better than I can. I can do a lot of
things better than he can. What he can do
and what I can do are all important things, so
what difference does it make which of us can
do them? Whether any of the things we do are
generally associated with one sex or the other
is totally irrelevant. *Equal™ is another of
those words people tack on places where it
doesn’t helong,

Face it, men! There are some women who
are capable of heing better mechanies than
some men. I'm not a dynamite mechanie, 1

-

am, however, better than some men, as good
as other men, and not nearly as good as
others. Some men as mechanics make very
good dishwashers. As a dishwasher, I'm a very
good mechanic.
~ People who aren’t turned on by the pulsing
of a sound engine aren’t capable of being a
good mechanic because they don’t want to be.
Whether.they are male or female makes no
difference,

Look at it like this. You like building
machines, right? In fact, you love building
machines. The feeling it gives you when you
get an engine together and running is really
far out, right? You dig taking the scoot you
just built with your own two hands out to
show it off to the world—to be able to say *I
built this beauty myself!” Right? Ok. Now
your ol’ lady says, “It’s me or the bike, which
do you want?” What a letdown, right?
Whether you chose her or the bike makes no
difference. It's a still a letdown. It’s like
someone saying, *Give me that toy!” and
smacking you up side the head with it right
in the middle of a really fine trip. So what
makes you think chicks are immune to that
same thing? If T built a machine that I was
really proud of, was out profiling on it, and

~my ol man suddenly grabbed it away from
me and said “Go sit in the kitchen!" it would
be the same thing.

Hey, I don’t mind cooking for my ol man.
I'm not much of a cook but at our house
eating is just something you do to stay alive
anyway. I dig being in bed with him. It’s what
makes the hassles of the day worth going
through. I have kids, one ready to drop any
day, and will probably have more kids. I dig
them, too. I dig playing house with my ol®
man. (There’s only one thing I despise about
that game and that’s washing dJishes.) But it
still doesn’t take up all my time and I'm the
diind of person who gets bored stiff and hard
to get along with when I haven’t got anything
useful to do. Most of us are like that. I have
tits and a cunt like any woman does. There’s
nothing nnwomanly about me. I've never had
any complaints from my ol® man. In spite of
being a woman. I have engines and grease
and wrenches and wheels and nuts and bolts
running in my blood. and if I were foreed to
stay “in my place” I wouldn't be any good at
much of anything. Take a person’s true love
away and she loses her desire to do anything.
Who wants to live with a zombie?

I don’t want to take your manhood. I just
want to borrow some wrenches,

P.S. To the guy who thinks *“*chicks’ came
from the word chickens because we're stupid:
It didn’t come from the word chickens until
women’s lib got hold of it. Evén so, what
makes vou think “cocks™ (male chickens)
are any smarter? Anybody who starts erowing
at sunup out of choiee has got to\be stupid.
Not to mention inconsiderate. L
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Strange Collection

I've been collecting and
hoarding rare and unusual
human by-products, | have
the largest and finest group-
ing of such in this man's
universe.

The following is a partial
listing of my fabulous find-
ings: 37 Ibs. of belly button
lint, stored in a Holiday Inn
pillow case; one kilo of toe
jam, neatly bricked and de-
odorized; two cans of ear wax:
six pairs of Tricky Dick's
shorts with genuine hash
marks, marked there by the
biggest brownie in the U.S.A.

My problem is that the
bacteria from this collection
have given me lofmofadosis.
That's when the sweat from
your balls runs down your leg
and rots a hole in your sock.

Question: Do you know any-
one who might be interested
in buying fifteen right-foot
socks?

The Travelin® Terror
Safford, Ariz.

® Pass,

It Buggers Him
How can | get my man to
quit calling me ‘“cunt"? It
really bugs me when he calls
me that,
Frank W,

Gainesville, Ga, .

- ® Tell him that if he doesn't
stop you're never gonna grab
your ankles for him again.

Deep Throat
| saw the movie Deep

Throat three weeks ago, and
my joint still hasn't gone
down. Please send me your
pic in order to scare it down.
It's really getting embarrass-
ing to have a hardon all the
time, so how about helpmg
me out?

Boze

Rapid City, S.D.

MIRACULOUS

TELLS

® Just who do you think
taught Linda how to do such
righteous knob jobs? As to
your problem, ring your dog.
That might do it—depending
on how off-the-wall you are.

Best Friend
| came home recently and
found my ol' lady in bed with
my best friend—my dog. How
could a chick do this to a
guy?
Disgusted
Memphis, Tenn.

® Well, she might have
thought it was you. And, of
course, he might be hung
better than you. And besides,
Christ knows that all dogs
have beautiful long tongues.

Strange Trip
My ol' man has a strange
sex trip. He fills the bath tub
with lime jello and then we
crawl into it and ball,
Cody
Geannette, Pa.

® Yeah, lime jello is a little
unusual. | prefer strawberry
myself.

Old-Fashioned
| like to ball the.typical
old-fashioned way, but all my
oI’ man wants to do is go
down on me or poke me in
the poop chute, What should
| do?
‘Horny Mama
Oakland, Calif.
&

® Let him continue his act,
and dig on it—but on the
side, buy yourself a cucum-
ber. I've found the knobby
ones are bitchin'.

Comin' Dust
| have this problem. | am
doing time, a 5 to 15 in a

. nuthouse; they have me on

this stuff called Elavil; and

MUTHA
ALL

24

every time | jerk off all | get
is dust. But that's not my
worst problem. They think I'm
getting better and they want
to send me back to the pri-
son. Do you think if you sent
me a picture of you and |
put it on my wall, they would
really know I'm crazy?
Crazy Mack
Aurora, N.C.

@ They'd have to.

Big Stud
I've been having trouble
getting some ass from my ol’
lady, I'm 6'4", 280 Ibs., and
she's 5°, 100 Ibs. I'm enclos-
ing a self-addressed envelope
for your picture — maybe
that'll scare her into giving
me more. Do you think it's
my size that turns her off?
Yogi
Detroit, Mich.

® Maybe she doesn't like the
size of your meat. I've seen
some huge dudes with cranks
the size of an underfed worm.

Can't Imagine
| saw your plcture in a
recent issue and you were
holding a huge roll of bo-
logna. | can't imagine you
putting that between your
legs.
San Francisco, Calif.
Steve Yanz

® Baby, you'd be surprised
at what | stuff or what gets
stuffed between my lovely
legs.

Big Problem

I got this problem. I'm in
the can and | need some help
with my chick. Like when she
comes to visit me she won't
give me -any head. But a
bigger problem is that when
| tell her to pull up her dress
s0 | can eat her she keeps
saying no, 'cause she thinks
the pig will stop me, but |

Easyriders

don't care about that as long
as | can get a quick taste of
her dynamite pussy. It's been
5 years since I've had any-
thing.
Dirty*Del
Somers, Conn.

® Tell her to sit on your
lap. If she doesn't, then break
her neck.

Ditferent Spots
| just got your picture, and |
want you to know that the fact
you're overweight doesn't
mean a thing to me. | think
it would be far out having a
different spot on your body
to screw every night,
Dan Way
Texarkana, Tex.

® Why restrict it to nights?

Taking A Bath

How in hell can | get my
ol' lady to quit bitchin’ be-
cause | don't take a bath?
I've washed my cock twice
this summer, so what more

. could she want?

Jocko
Mansfield, Ohio

@ Shit-can her and find some-

‘one who understands (can

stand?) you.

Digs Me
| got your pic, and even

though you're an ugly, rotten,
scraggy-lookin' whore, you're
still better than the fags here
in prison.

Dino

Vacaville, Calif.

® Gee, thanks.

—Séend your problems or ques-
tions home to Mutha, c/o
EASYRIDERS, Box 52, Malibu,
California 90265. Send a stamped,
self-addressed return envelope
(#10 business size is best),
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