


160 mph
Speedometer
Exclusively
for the

74 Chopper!

and
Sportster

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

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

and hght
$44.95
Specify 74 or Sportster when ardering.

AXED HARLEY

GAS gives your bike
TANK the fat bob look!

#818A Single cap 44.95
#819A Dual caps 49.95

3.8 gal. capacity.
Deeper tunnel

LEVER Chromed, Stock

replacement; fits
1936 to 1954 with
foot shift assembly

HD 74 \
Extended

Kick Stand
Chromed

6-10 over stock
10-15 over stock $24.95
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OUTER

SHIFT
BRACKET

FOUR GALLON
AXED HARLEY

. 817A DUAL CAP 44.95

COVERS

=737
. Fits 1972 to
present HD 74
with large calipers.

14.95

#737A
Fits 1974 HD
74 with small
calipers;

front only. 13.95

4 gallon capacity; 1315”
long, 9” deep. Frisco style tunnel.
=816A SINGLE CAP 4250

Dress up and protect your brak

wide, 16"

DISC BRAKE

e caliper!

SHIFT BRACKET

Chromed stock replacement. Fits
1936 to 1954 with foot shift
assembly, will fit 1955 to 1973
with 33" spacer on bushing.

#203A 14.95

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

CUSTOM

PRIMARIES

bikes 9.95

HD XLCH Sportster 1958-69
#761 DIAMOND STYLE 33.95
#762 SMOOTH STYLE 33.95
#763 SUPER SMOOTH 33.95

OIL TANK

FOR ELECTRIC START 74's

HEADLITE

ks )

4 quart capacity; side fill,
Designed for aircraft style and
FX Electric Start Battery.
Mounting plate and battery
clamp included. 746B 65.50

BRACKET

Chromed; use
on extended
front ends.
Fits all 74FX
and Sportsters,

#526 3.50
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Vista Chopper Products

Box 3536, Glendale,
Callfornia 91201
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Did you know that your government and
mine has spent almost $500,000 to find
out that when people are angry, stop
smoking, or hear loud noises, they
clench their jaws? Here's a freebie for
'em. They do the same when they read
about waste like that.

Grow legal pot: Some hip people in
Berkeley, California, are legally grow-
ing their own pot by grafting marijuana
shoots onto hops plants. The result is
a hops plant that produces THC--the
ingredient that gives pot its power.
There is no law against growing hops
plants--the plant used in making beer.

Did you know that male elephants get
real romantic only about once a year?
It probably takes 'em that long to
work up a good elephant-sized load.

Be nice to your ol' lady week: A dude
in Florida was wailing away in bed with
a chick when his ol' lady walked in

and caught him. She didn't say much.
She just waited until he fell asleep,
then tied him to the bed, poured
gasoline on him, and tossed in a match.
Whomp. Instant roast meat.

Did ya hear about the duck who raped
this broad, then fell asleep? The
asshole didn't wake up until the police
threw cold water on him. He got 22
years! She musta been some kind of good!

This will come as no surprise to any
of ya, but I thought I'd lay it on vya.
Women are almost entirely to blame

for the nation's lower moral standards,
says a woman judge who heard divorce
cases for almost 20 years. "Women

are anxious to exercise freedoms and
permissiveness promoted by the women's
movement and the result is dissolution
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of marriages, homes and families,"
said Massachusetts Judge Beatrice
Mullaney.

Speaking of women, how about the first
woman hired by the Tuscaloosa police
department getting busted for possession
of pot?

North Carolina bikers note: Due to an
anti-Ku Klux Klan law enacted in 1953

it is illegal to wear a "mask, hood or
device" over your face while in publiec.
According to Chief of Detectives William
Jackson of the Greensboro police
department, "It is even technically
illegal for people riding motorbikes to
have a protective, tinted visor

pulled over their faces."

In case you ever wondered, a judge in
Wisconsin determined that a horse shits
about 25 pounds a day, or 5 tons per
year. How do you like them road apples?

Four bikers railroaded: Four members of
The Vagos were sentenced to death for
snuffing a dude, convicted largely

on eye witness testimony. After the
trial the witness said that she had
lied, was forced to by sheriff's
detectives--that they had put words in
her mouth. But the judge refused to
grant a new trial.

Speaking of bikers: The Warlocks were
making their annual "Gravevard Run"--
visiting graves of downed brothers--
when the Pennsylvania state troopers
swooped down on them., Out of 80
choppers, 113 traffic tickets were
passed out to 60 of them. What for? Get
this: Following too closely, extended
front ends, no fenders, improper lights,
loud mufflers--in short, plain ol'
every day harassment.

Are you ready for this? Stanfield,
Oregon, has banned all sex acts between
animals within view of the public.

The owners of any animal caught screwin'
in public will be fined $15 or sentenced
to 25 days in jail. I just made my

dog a four-armed raincoat!

Ecwyriders



The Original’
We can honestly say that

it’s the best Harley buckle
you can buy

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

—in fact we guarantee it!

They say that the
sincerest form of flattery
is imitation—well
bullshit. An imitation is
just that—an imitation.
Copies have been
reproduced from our
buckle, but in doing so
they lost all the fine,
crisp detail contained in
our buckle.

The imitations are also
produced more cheaply
and show it—but the
only way you'll know is
by comparing the copy
with an original,

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 friple bronze
or silver plated for a lifetime of rugged wear. Each is
individually hand polished.

Each buckle comes with a 134 "-wide belt, handmade
from the finest cowhide we could find. A dark brown
belt is sent with bronze buckle orders and a black belt
is sent with all silver buckle orders—unless you re-
quest otherwise.

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.

Now you can geta
universal buckle, It
will fit any t¥-inch
wide belt. All you
gotta do is say that's
the one you want
when ordering. No
extra cost.

Products

Box 361, Seal Beach, California 90740



Worth Findin'?
71 A friend of mine turned
me on to your mag last
month. | think your mag's
really fucked up. But there
is something about it that
keeps me traveling for miles
just to find it.

Slick

Ft. Campbell, Ky.

W That's what chicks say
about me.

Fine Chick

[[] The chick on page 30 of
issue <29 with the parrot
tattooed on her super-full
firm right tit was the most
sensuous lady who ever ap-
peared in your slut-laden
magazine,

Side note: That fuckin’
Armond dude needs a gad-
get to make shifting easier
as much as Mutha needs a
tear gas pen to discourage
rapists. He'd flatten Moham-
med Ali in round three.

Rex
San Diego, Calif,

Men On Top

[] I'think as long as women

are split like they are, the

men will always be on top.
Klim Kiddle Chopper
Mesa, Arizona

B Square!

Paperbag
[] First off, I'd like to say
how really great your rag is;
even better if | can read it
when I'm stoned. There's
one thing your magazine
looks a lot like: a dope-
oriented one that came out
in the Frisco area about
1966 or so called Paperbag.
They used paper like some
of the paages in Easyriders.
| was just wondering if there
was any connection. Stay
high and keep on ridin' and
writin'.

Capt. Grass

No. Highlands, Calit.

B Yeah—those were the
good ol' days.

Good Offer
[71 My bro's say that if you
print this they'll get their ol’
ladies to go down on me.
Sudsucker
Orlando, Fla.

W Enjoy, man!

Jailhouse Law

"1 In response to the letter
to guys doin’ slammer time
in joints where their mail is
restricted, subjected to cen-
sorship, or denied because
of an “approved” corre-
spondence list; In 1974 the
Supreme Court ruled in dif-
ferent cases that mail shall
not be restricted, censored,
read, or reproduced; no pre-
requisite of correspondents
may be demanded. Anyone
who is In an institution that
fucks with the mail in any
way should file suit with ac-
tion number 1983 Title 42 of
U.S. statutes. The rules are
explained in Jailhouse Law-
yer's Manual, available free
from Prison Law Collective,
558 Capp St., San Fran-
cisco, California 94110, Do
itto 'em, dudes!

Grassman
Rockview, Pa.

Ride To Live, Live To Ride

[1 Go ahead, stay home
with the rug rats, clean
house, do the dishes! Stay
in your golden cage. I'd
rather be free, really free,
building and riding bikes.
Me and my ol' man sharing
something we love. What
better way to say | love
you? Our bike will be built
out of love. Strong and free.
I'm a woman, but yet he will
teach me his secrets about
bikes. Who would think
Zombie could ever share his
life like this? Am | less of
a woman ‘cause | share the
love of bikes? If you can't
share his world, you had
better start looking for an-
other man. | may never get
all his experience with
bikes, and when | dump it,
I'm up shit creek. But I'd
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give my life to know | suc-
ceeded in really getting the
freedom I've always wanted
with my Louisiana man.
California woman
Lewisville, Texas

My Bike Is First!

11 have a bike and I'm
also someone's ol' lady. My
bike, not my ol' man, comes
first. My stereo equipment
comes second, and he
places a measly third. That
doesn't mean | don't love
him. | do, but | would defi-
nitely give him up before |
gave up my bike or my ster-
eo. | got him even before |
got my bike or my stereo,
but they both rank higher
than he does. He probably
digs his guitars, amplifiers,
and music shit more than he
does me, Big deal! I'm the
same way with my bike.

Nancy Ewers
Milwaukee, Wis,

B And she signs it!

More Copies
] If you assholes had
enough sense to print more
than 100 coples a month,
they might be more avail-
able over the counter. But
| guess it makes you feel
good to know you sold all
the copies printed.

Norm (Star Rider)

Pitman, New Jersey
Fall Out
[] Why in hell does your
centerfold always fall out?
| rarely get your rag home
from the bookstand before
the center falls in the mud.
Get your shit together.

Zammer

Lexington, Ky.

B Our printer fucks up
more than we do.

Far Out

] In regard to the cop who
had a letter in the April
issue. | have to say, far out!
The dude had to have some
class. Only people with class
buy Easyriders. Low class

Eosyridars

maybe, but class! Good luck

to everyone this season!
Brandy & Bob
Denver, Colo.

Good Smokin'
[C] Dropped a vial of hot
hash oil on page 27, April
issue. That Harley not only
looked good, it smoked
good!

M. J. P,

Muskegon, Mich.

More Against Carol
[] We couldn't believe all
the letters in your May issue
from chicks who liked that
bitch Carol. They must all
be a bunch of women lib-
bers, We just wanted to let
you know there’s a lot of us
chicks out here who think
the bitch is full of shit.
Judi, Rae, & Froggy
Staten Island, N.Y.

Sonny Barger
[ Sonny, regarding your
open letter in Easyriders
(January '75), when | first
read that letter, it didn't
sound like the Sonny | used
to know, | took it to some
people you and | know and
they said the same thing.

So | went back and read
it again, and after doing so
| can see how the people
who now have you under
their care are really fuckin’
with you and your mail. I've
been trying to get in touch
with you with no luck. So
now I'm turning to Easy-
riders to print this so you'll
know that the old timers of
Hell's Angels are behind you
100 percent.

| hope you'll put more
open letters in Easyriders so
we'll know you're all right.

An ol’ Angel
Swede

Pullin' a Train

[[] Boy, are you guys really
tryin" to turkey some poor
s.0.b.! I'm referring to the
answer you gave '‘Virgin
Reader’" about pullin® a
train. Anyone knows that a



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 rajects 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

Rk -

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 ¥

Book T
Easyriders Magazine
Box 52, Malibu, California 90265
Send me __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.

EName’: =T R 8. T jrer s oe e
Address- o i O3 S Bf
City. State_____Zip______

( California residents add 6%, for tax)



‘HARLEY EARRINGS

-
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Geffuine
“Goid or
Silver

Man, you've

got to hold these to feel and see the quality!
They're for pierced ears and each earring is solid
bronze with either 22K Gold or Sterling Silver elec-
troplate. That means quality like you gotta have.
It's far past the governments dumb specs.

The very intricate detail is damn near unreal. You
can even go down on these with a glass and find more.
They're available in either post or dangly, so when
you order specify Gold or Silver, post or dangly and
how many. The post type even makes a hitchin'
lapel pin or tie tack, or add a chain to a dangly and
you've got one trick pendant.

Costis only $8.00 each or §15.00 per pair. Yup...you
read it right. That's so cheap for real Gold or Sitver
| tried to get "em to raise the price. | got told to
shut-up an' just do my thing, that Bare Essentials
wasn't rippin’ off no scoot folk.

They'll even give you your bucks back immediately
if you ain't satisfied. So order now and fill that hole
in your gar with somethin' bitchin’

% ACTUAL SIZE
GOLD OR SILVER
POST OR DANGLY

Dealers inquire on letterhead

BARE ESSENTIZTS

Box 4725  Long Beach, CA 90804
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chick getting plugged in at
both ends at the same time
is getting sandwiched, not
trained.

Trained is getting It by a
llne of guys, one after the
other; consequently, the
term train.

J. & R. Thom
Lincoln, Nebr.

[ You guys are fucked up.
To pull a train is to have a
line of dudes waiting their
turn to ball a chick. When
she gets It at both ends, it's
called "air tight,”

Engineer Bill

Meridian, Miss.

[71 When | was in a club
back in the late '60s, a chick
pulling a train meant that
she was on her back In front
of a long (the longer, the
better) line of dudes waiting
their turn at her. Not that
she might not be plugged at
both ends at one time or
other, but that wasn't the
main Idea of a train.

Of course, no traln was
complete without a “pros-
pect” at the end, waiting to
get down on It when every-
one was done.

There was one fella who
had a talent for cultivating
more new mamas for the
club than anyone else; he
wore a striped, grey, engl-
neer's cap everywhere he
went,

Charlie Maglas
Williamsburg, Md.

Number Two
[1 This is to any guy who
thinks he's number 1, his
blke number 2, and chicks
number 3. Go fuck the ex-
haust pipes on your bike,
because that's as close as
you're gonna come to a real
fuck! | don't think any chick
would waste her lime on a
dude like you. Now, if the
pipes don't turn you on, then
go find another biker with
the same fucked-up opinion
as yours and get it on with
him, Enjoy!

Ramona B.

Douglaston, N.Y.

Think Piece
['] Don Sharp’s “Fuck It!"
was right on target; it's
good to see an occasional
(I said occasional) think
piece in Easyriders.
Readers may be interested
to know that the philosophy
Sharp describes has a
name: libertarianism (mean-
ing, respect for liberty).

8
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Some might also like to
know that there is already
one organization dedicated
specifically to telling Big
Brother to stick it in his ass.
Namely, the Libertarian
Party, which has over 6,000

dues-paying members in 40
states. The LP is on record
against helmet laws, the
55mph speed limit, and
other such bullshit, They
will be running a presiden-
tial candidate next year, and
anyone who would like to
help support someone who
will speak out against Big
Bro should write to: Liber-
tarian Party, 550 Kearny
Street, San Francisco, Cali-
fornia 94108,

Also, if you'd like to show
the power freaks that there
is increasing support for the
hands-off phllosophy, the
libertarians have their own
graphic symbol (see en-
closed) which bikers can
help spread around the way
the anti-war folks plastered
their peace symbol across
America in the '60s.

Jim Connors
Englewood, Colo.

[] I'm writing about that ar-
ticle “Fuck It" in your May
'75 issue. It's the fucking
truth to the max. We'd bet-
ter get off our asses before
we're walking around with
a number tattooed on our
cranks. Keep up the good
work on your rag.

John

Westminster, Callf.

[71 I'just read “Fuck It", and
wanted to say Don Sharp
has definitely got his shit to-
gether. It's about time some-
one wrote the honest fuckin'
truth about how the feds are
rippin’ off everyone's bread
and natural rights to be dif-
ferent and take their lives
Into their own hands. Tell
that mutha he drags a mean
pen.

Frank

Melbourne, Fla.

Pissed Off

[] To the zit-faced, maggot-
brained, come-eating jar-
head that tipped my Sporty

over, | hope you're reading
this, but | doubt if you have
enough fucking hair on the
pussy your faggot parents
gave you, I'll cut your throat
and lubricate my diamond
with your pale, greasy
blood. With my gas-stained
and dinged custom tank, I'll
drench you with Arabian
blue and laugh as your II-
luminated, shock-filled car-
cass sprints off to nowhere
trying to rid yourself of the
hot new yellow jacket. The
color fits fine; the USMC
colors you fly eat shit. And
to help you see behind you,
I'll implant the busted iron
cross mirror in your eye
socket. No balls to try it
a second time, punk! You
know who you are!
Willie The Pissed
San Diego, Calif.

Anti-Feminist
[ Your advertisement for
“Engineering Drawings” in
Easyriders is anti-feminist In
that there is no apparent
reason to have the woman
standing in front of the draw-
ings. | assume the purpose
is to attract the reader’s at-
tention. As a feminist, | am
very disappointed in this
form of advertising.

Dana A. Phillips

Student, Grossmont

College

San Diego, Calif.

M No shit?

Whatthefuck?
[] What a fuckin' fuckup,
Here I'm wastin' away in the
slammer for rippin' off a
scoot, and it wasn’t even a
Hog. How the hell was I
supposed to know it was
against the law to rip off a
Beezer?

Mojo

St, Johnsbury, Vt.

50 Times—Count 'Em!

[1 Hey, man, one for the
record. At the Unlon Grove
Fiddlers convention in
Union Grove, North Caro-
lina, they had to let Hell's
Angels and other outlaws
in this year, after turning
them away last year, The
fuckin' newspapers had a
field day. They had a big
write-up on the Angels for
repeatedly raping a bitch
(50 times) In their van. Then
this bitch had the brass to
tell the papers that she es-
caped soon after and walked
to a nearby town for help.
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Beer

PERCENTAGE
ALLOWED for CLING

AIDSON MOTOR CO.
MLWAUK EE

U.S.A.
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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 your colors.

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

B
I funded Calif. residents add 69 sales tax.

Mug!

Holds a
half quart
and weighs
12 lbs!

&

We have an imitator, folks—only it's not a
very good one. Our mug is the only one that is
an exact duplication of the original Harley oil
can design—authentic in every detail. Don’t
setile for less—get the Righteous mug.

e dridyﬁ
‘ Products

I !\ ’A,

Box 3617, Seal Beach,
California 90740



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.

LA B B N N N N N ¥ N N ¥ ¥ |
lTo: Rapid Mail, Unlimited
3835 Broadlawn Dr, [ |
Hollywood, Calif. 90068 |

.Gentlemen: Please send me postpaid 1
' watch(es) price: $31.50 each. |
'Cahf‘ Residents add 6% tax, $1.58. |
Enclosed find [ Money Order
0O Check for § . Please,
I No cash by mail — No C.0.D. Orders 1

Name —— s S ]
lAddr(ess ~ e o |
g City s e O e v T I
LA B B N N & § ¥ N N B N ¥ §F

Immaediate Delivery

All this fuckin' took place In
three hours. That Included
the rapin’, escapin’, and the
walkin' too.

She said she wouldn’t
press charges or identify
her rapists because she was
in fear of her life.

But we know why, don't
we?

Big Benny Benfield
Harmony, N.C.

B She dug it, she dug It

Needs Help
[ We have about 50 blke
brothers together here In-
side these goddam walls.
We are going to ride as
one when we get out, and
we need some help in get-
ting a charter from some
damn good club, We don't
want or need some chicken-
shit club. We want a
get-down motherfucker, be-
cause we are out-front, all-
the-way outlaws,
We would appreciate any

help we can get.

Jim Christian #82852

P.O. Box 97

McAlester, Okla. 74501

Busted
[71 | bust my ass for every
fucking penny invested In
my panhead, and | feel that
the worthless bastards who
ask for donations In the
"Chopper Shopper'' can
klss my busted ass.
The Grunt
Newcastle, Pa.

When? When?
[J When are you going to
ao monthly? You said in the
December 1971 issue, page
6, column 2 (just to refresh
your memory), that you had
plans to go monthly, Well,
what happened?

C.C.L.

Detroit, Mich,

W We're plannin’, we're
plannin’.

No Class Chick
[] In your May Issue, the
story called ‘“No Class
Chick" had to be the best
you have come up with yet.
I almost laughed my right
nut off,

Ed Roman

Grim Reapers M.C.

Ohio

1 What did you assholes
do! Sell out for a Honda
3507 "No Class Chick' and
“Whatta Surprise” have to
be the biggest waste of good
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space yet! Man, | know It's
been a long funky winter but
that's no reason to ruin the
summer before it even gets
started with shit like those
two stories.

Ragnar

Forestville, Calif.

[ | never write to maga-
zines because | don't like to
make an ass of myself in
public, but while seized in
throes of ecstasy, | have no
control of myself. Your May
issue |s the most leg-wetting
yet, but my special congrat-
ulations are for J. J. Solari
and his new classic, "No
Class Chick." A genulne
masterpiece.

Warren Lynch

Rockport, Texas

[l In a recent Issue you
printed a story called "No
Class Chick.” It was the
worst fucking story | ever
read. It's hard to believe you
chose something so goddam
sad. If that's the best fiction
you can come up with, I'l
start reading the back of
cereal boxes.

Vicki

Denver, Colo.

[ I don't know where the
fuck you guys got that story
“No Class Chick' from. It is
the grossest, most pervert-
ed and absolutely deranged
thing I've ever read. | never
laughed so hard in my life.

Slink

Salt Lake City, Utah

Number Three

[ This is to those bitches
who are all upset about be-
ing #2 or #3, Well, I'm #3
and | don't really care. If |
did, | sure as hell wouldn't
be with my ol' man now.
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So you're upset ‘cause his
scoot comes before you, but
you'll never be able to give
him what that scoot gives
him. | can see why I'm #3
every time | ride on the back
of my ol' man’s Hog. If you
can't see it, then why are
you living his kind of life
and riding on his scoot? If
it's not your way of life, then
why stick around?

Bubblegum

Merritt Island, Fla.

One, Two Three
] In your May issue, some-
one said the male is number
1, bikes are number 2, and
ol' ladies are number 3. I'd
like to see the asshole who
wrote it fuck his bike.
Barbara (¥2)
Bayside, N.Y.

Comin’ to USA
[1 My ol’ man and | have a
problem. We want to come
over to the States to join you
bikers there! The thing is,
we'll be coming over on a
standard Norton Commando
750 (1973 model), but once
we're there we want to swap
it for a really chopped Har-
ley 1200. Anyone interest-
ed? Also, if any outlaws,
preferably Angel clubs, want
to communicate, then write
to me at: Box No. 7022, 22
Beech Drive, East Finchley,
N2 9NY, England.

Maria Barry

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, porno mail,
threats of violence, love Jetters,
propositions, and demands
for payment may all be

sent to the Wordmonger,
Easyriders, Box 52, Malibu,
California 90265. | |

Easyriders

“Ain't ya supposed ta rape me or something?"”



Write today!

Connecticut Congressman
Stewart B, McKinney has in-
troduced a bill (HR 3869) in
the House of Representatives
which would alter the Federal
Highway Acts to prohibit the
Department of Transportation
from withholding tax funds
from states which do not enact
{or those who repeal) laws
which the DOTlies are push-
ing. If this bill passes, it will
remove what the National
Highway Traflic Safety Ad-
ministration has bragged about
being their “stick™ to force the
passage of mandatory helmet
laws. In other words, McKin-
ney's bill will put an end to
that legalized federal extor-
tion/bribery/blackmail thing
simply by making it illegal.
Congress has taken a stand
against mandatory seat belt
laws and interlock systems for
automobile drivers but motor-
cyclists, still subjected to sim-
ilar restraints, are victims of
discrimination. HR 3869 could
put an end to that. Urge your
Congressional representatives
to support this proposal!

~—Roger Hull
Road Rider

House Broken . . .
Historically, the biker seems
to bite the hand that feeds him.
Such biker social events as La-
conia, Elsinore Grand Prix,
Big Bear, Clovis, Sturgis, and
God knows how many small
and local shows are either
threatened with extinction, or
are already gone—all because
the biker as a species is inca-
pable of tolerable conduct., He
is unpredictable, warlike, short
fused, argumentative, boorish,
ill-mannered, and every other
anti-social trait you can think
of, including not house broken.
—Larry Kumferman
Custom Chopper

Biker brothers . . .

The brotherhood of mo-
toreycle riders is a big, loose,
friendly group of people from
all walks of life. It's not
organized or documented, It
has no membership lists or
formal meetings, but it does
exist. If you ride a motorcycle
you are a member. Your bike
is your membership card and
entrance fee all rolled into
one,

There are a number of
benefits to belonging and the
dues are small, In fact if you
have ever stopped along the
road to help a fellow rider,
you have already paid your
dues. You will see evidence
of this fraternity of riders
almost every time you ride.

—Dick Blom
Rider Magazine

Phallic-substitute? . . .

Kawasaki, in the promo for
the KZ-400, features a pic-
ture of a young lady putting
on her helmet, just before
buzzing off on their com-
muter's special.

Wonder of wonders.

Maybe a little of the ob-
sessive, phallic-substitute pseu-
do-masculinity is gonna go out
of the sport.

Quite an improvement over
Harley-Davidson's “Great
American (Male Implication)
Freedom Machine,” with a
slicked-back Muscle Beach re-
ject on a Super Glide, and
three twittering models eye-
ing his bulging cylinders cov-
etously,

Big Bike

Miscellaneous quotes
from other biker rags

Cafe racers . ..

In a nutshell, that's what's
wrong with the cafe racing
fad. Cosmetic changes and
additional horsepower are
combined with a stock
chassis and suspension to
make a bike that may
handle worse than the
stocker, especially in the
riding position created on
many home-grown cafe
racers. Up to this point the
cafe racer is like other cus-
toms: a cosmetic deviation
—a vchicle for profiling.
But unfortunately, too many
riders believe they are really
riding a road racer, and they
start trying to live up to the
image and expectations
created by the bike: they
ride fast. Too fast.

—Art Friedman
Cycle Guide

Helmet Laws

For many years, the battle
has raged between the pro-
and anti-helmet-law people.
Cvycle World has in recent
vears taken the anti- posi-
tion. We still don't like any-
one legislating us to protect
ourselves. But, we are losing.
Helmet laws are in effect
in nearly every state, with
California being the strong
hold-out to the end. With
the enactment of the Traffic
Safety Act, I'm afraid our
days are numbered in Cali-
fornia, too. We will still
oppose it, of course, but 1
haven’'t much faith in what
will happen.

Personally, T won't ride
around the parking lot with-
out a helmet. 1 read a quote
in a magazine not long ago
from a woman rider. She
said a helmet is not a matter
of freedom; it's a matter of
plain common sense. I
couldn’t agree more. 1 also
read an opinion that the hel-
met industry was fully be-
hind the compulsory use
laws. No helmet maker with
integrity was, 1 can assure
you.

—Joe Parkhurst
Cycle World
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Smooth, clean lines

»  Outstanding design

~ 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, 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.




The Speedy
Wasn't Alone

Can you imagine how dull life would
be if Harley did everything right?
Think of all those screwed-up parts we
wouldn't have to replace, and those junk
stock pieces we wouldn't have to trash-
can. Shit, most of the dudes into making
custom parts would be broke—and
bored.

Take the Hog shift linkage for example.

For years it has been a source of inspira-
tion. The tank-mounted gearchange and
foot clutch showed a lot of class in the
'30s; but after the war, dudes were
arinnin’ at the foot shifts they had seen
on Limey bikes in Europe. So before too
long (1946, to be exact) an outfit up in
Oregon called B&H dreamed up a
conversion consisting of a ratchet
linkage and clutch booster (1) to swap
Hogs over to the same system. Hidden
behind the cover plate was a notched
bar and spring-loaded catch (2) that
wasn't particularly refined, but worked.
Not too long afterwards, the Thoro
Corporation of Illinois added a footshift
conversion of their own (3) to the
market, also for big twins. It's not
surprising that when H-D did come out

" |
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with a factory footshift in 1952, their
mousetrap looked suspiciously like the
B&H clutch booster, and the ratchet
assembly seemed almost to be a Thoro
conversion mounted right on top of the
gearbox!

After the development of the most
advanced accesory shifter, the Speed-e-
shift (see part one of this gonad-grabbing
series), dudes seemed to be satisfied
with the state of the art for another
15-0dd years. People futzed with the
mickey-mousetrap, and hassled with the
yard-long footshift linkages.

Then, in the sixties, mousetrap elim-
inator kits began to appear, followed
—of course—by an official factory
change in that direction a few years later.
And finally, Cycleology in Fremont,
Calif., came up with an innovative short-
cut shifter that ran directly through
the primary cases (4). Yep, you guessed
it. The same idea showed up in stock
form on 1973 and later Superglides. No
doubt the future will hold some more
changes in Hog shifting—and no doubt
the factory will continue to let us scooter
tramps do most of their R&D work.
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Iron this
Iron-On Transfer
onto your T-shirt

Instructions: Read all the way through before
starting work.

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

Transferring the pattern:

1. Use a dry jron at the “‘wool' femperature
setting.

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

3. Place the transfer page inkside down on top
of the shirt, aligning it with the bhottom edge
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of the magazine. Place n 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 (ron 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
40 seconds by counting rather briskly from 101
to 127.)

6. Laft the edge of the transfer page after allow-
g to cool for 60 seconds and peel 1t off, pulling
stratght up. That's It! Your Easyriders T-shirt is
ready 1o wear,
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It's the punk getting his gun on
the noise he makes that screws it up
for the rest of us.—Wordmonger

Yeah. Punks like Squeaky Clamor.
He's the type that gets his gun off
on noise.

I swung my Duke to the left at the
Dead End sign, then reined up in
Squeaky’s driveway. His Zit-Face
Special was leaning on its stand out-
side the big garage door. Squeaky
pitched a Craftsman adjustable
wrench and a screwdriver into his
toolbox and stood up as I ap-
proached, wiping his hands on his
Levi’s. He was grinning so hard he
was getting earwax in the corners of
his mouth,

‘‘Hiya, Squeaky!”’ I hailed.
“What's up? You look like a canary
that’s swallowed the cat.”

“Dynamite, man!" he exclaimed.
“Last week I put my big jugs and a
trick sprocket in this fucking thing.
Now I just finished bolting on them
straight pipes to give her more shit
on the top end, What fucking music!
Listen to them.”

Before I could jam my molded GE
Peacemaker earplugs into my nog-
gin, Squeaky came down hard on
the starter crank and lit it up. He
screwed the tach on up to eight
grand. as his eyes grew bigger than
Barnett clutch plates and drool
trickled down his chin like Mr. Hyde.
The noise was like a pointblank salvo
from a battery of quad-50s. Spar-
rows roosting on Squeaky’s house
gutters plummeted to the ground,
dead from shock, their tiny feet
pointing straight up in the air like
comical peace symbols. Across the
fence, his elderly ncighbor clawed
frantically for his earpiece as his
Beltone hearing aid exploded his vest
pocket like a railroad signal torpedo,
If it hadn’t been for the dirt in my
ears, I might have suffered a lifetime
migraine,

At long last, Squeaky eased off
and idled it down to a roar. Eas-
ing it into gear, he beckoned and
screamed, “Come on—let's rip on
out to the freeway. I wanna see
where this motherfucker redlines!™

I could hardly wait.

We banked south on the entrance
ramp onto Interstate 57. As I rum-

bled along at a steady 5S5mph,
Squeaky delighted in flicking his ac-
celerator grip in and out, boiling his
rear tire and lurching ahead of me
a good fifty feet with each flick. Hop-
ing to catch him napping, 1 eased
into third gear, cast a sly grin at him,
then laid the whip to the Duke. 1 got
out twenty feet before the thunder-
clap struck. Squeaky dropped down
a gear, hunkered over his replica
peanut tank, then blew by me like a
Nike Zeus. The turbulence, the vi-
brations, the shrill tommygun volley
coming from those straight pipes as
he rocketed past me were so over-
powering and distractive that I had
to squint at my tach to tell if I was
still under power. Flat out and trying
to catch him, 1 felt like Haystack
Calhoun trying to overtake the whole
Ringling Brothers, Barnum & Bailey
circus caravan against the wind on
a 60cc Shortster. No way! It went on
like that for several miles up and
down the freeway, Squeaky flexing
his muscles and kicking sand in my
Duke’s face. Finally, when I caught
up with him where he was waiting
beneath an overpass. I hollered
“Uncle” and I leaned into an off-
ramp homeward. All along the way,
the victorious Squeaky kept screwing
it on and off. He was enchanted by
the masculine roar of those straight
pipes—nhis triumphant warwhoop.

We reined into a service station
s0 Squeaky could fill the peanut tank
again. Inside an open bay, we spot-
ted a stock-looking Sportster.
Squeaky’s eyes lit up with a twinkle.
“Hey, whose fucking tractor is that?”
he taunted aloud, pumping his own
gas.

“Er—that's mine, Sonny,” admit-
ted the attendant. an old man who
looked to be two days older than
God.

“Ya wanna race me down Cicero
Avenue here, to see if them saboteurs
in Milwaukee put it together right,
Pops?” Squeaky jeered.

“Gee, I-1 don’t know.” the old
man quavered, “Are you running
stock?”

“Yeah,” Squeaky lied. winking at
me with a shit-cating grin. “You
stock?"”

“Why, of course,” the old man re-

Continued from page 48
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{llustration by Robinson

everal months ago I was kead of the
bowling lanes equipment division of
our father company AMF, happy as a
hog inslop. Now P’'m in our new com-
pany, Harley-Davidson. Three months
ago the merger was completed, but
we had been installed in October of last
year. I was only on the advisory council
to start with and had even received notice
of a pay cut, not to mention the fact
that I despise motorcycles. There’s some-
thing about those obese old two-wheelers
(Hogs, they call ‘em ) that just makes
me see red. | even hate getting ticketed
by @ cop riding one of the mother- fuckers.
Well, I'd have to make the best of it.

Another AMF manager and I went
into a little moonlighting at our new job.
There's nothing wrong with that. After
all, we deserved it. Qur company was
saving this ancient asshole company
from going under. The best they could
do was lie back while Jack and I sort
of liquidated their excess assels, if you
Enow what I mean. One night we made
contact with an inferested party to
sell some under-the-counter discount
parts. The next morning, Jack and I
advised the department heads to liqui-
date all stocks of obsolete outer primary
covers ( Harley-Davidson part #60506-
36) and inner primary covers (H.D part
#60620-36 ). This was just small fish, a
dry run so to speak, to test out our
proposed system. They were delivered
to Milwaukee Serap and Iron, where
they were to be sold for the price of
steel alone. The old man running the
scrap yard turned all the parts over
to Jack and me, and we delivered them
at our buyer’s door. To the tune of
five-fifty apiece. A stock of six thousand
eight hundred twenty covers turned
a fair price indeed.

The wheels were rolling at last. Jack
and I began to feign great company
interest. I even rode one of the damn
machines to work. We began to find new
stocks of parts. which we disposed of
immediately upon discovery. Our super-
visors hailed us as great minds and we
received raises for merely emptying
their garbage. Imagine obsolete parts in
warehouses gathering dust. No wonder
they were going bankrupt. Not all of our
parts sales were obsolete items though.
Anything we could lay our hands on was
soon converted into cold, hard cash.
Almost all our sales were to disreputable

Is That Hog Laughin'?

(or smart) custom accessory houses. So
what? Those chopper freaks would buy

‘anything.

We were soon gathering more cus-
tomer contacts. [ was approached by a
man who represented an antique auto-
mobile and motorcycle collector. He
wore a crisp black suit and sported a
derby as well. Sort of a Milquetoast. Any-
way, he said his employer was interested
in purchasing a museum that Harley-
Davidson had. I stated that the museum
was Harley-Davidson property, and
therefore not for sale. But this guy per-
sisted and casually mentioned that he
was willing to buy the collection of old
motorcycles “using whatever means
necessary.” That did it; that was all I
needed. I grabbed Jack. and we and the
dude went out for an early lunch. Much
to my surprise it was easily arranged.
The “gentleman’ paid for our lunch,
shook our hands. and split.

Back at the plant we informed the
museum officials that because of sky-
rocketing overhead, the museum would
be closed. All machines would be crated
and stored in Warehouse *11 of Mil-
waukee Ace Warehouses “until further
notice.”” Yeah, until further notice. By
Thursday night the crates were loaded,
and unloaded by Saturday morning at
their new home. Jack and I received
checks for seventeen thousand apiece by
Monday morning mail. Maybe these
maverick murdersickles weren’t so bad
after all. Not when they could haul in
cash like this.

Anyway, I was just on my way home
tonight when this—this thing—this
accident happened. I was riding my
Electra-Glide (in blue, yet) home (like
any good plant employee) when this low-
hanging branch from that old oak over
there knocked me backwards. That
would have been bad enough, but then
my pants leg got caught on the frame
and I just kept falling backwards. The
bike dragged me for fifty feet or more. I
didn’t think it was ever going to stop.

But why am I telling you all this? I
guess | know P'm going to die, after split-
ting my skull like I did. I don’t want to
hear any bullshit like 'm “gonna be all
right.” *cause 'm not—I"m near dead
and I know it. So keep your mouth shut,
but just tell me one thing—am I delir-
ious or is that goddam Harley-Davidson

laughi ?
en i e By Weird Willie
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The

by I. 1. Solari

Pasadena
Run

iour Honor, I damn well appreciate
you giving me this opportunity to ex-
plain the actions of my club on New
Year’s Day, and I want to assure you
and the rest of the people here that it

was not our intention, as I heard some-
one in the hall say, to make a shambles

N\

)

of a sacred tradition, We only meant to
give other bikers something to relate to
with a float of our own. After all, can
you think of a greater honor than ridin’
in the Rose Parade?

I don’t know what all the fuss is about
anyway. Every vear they got more horses,
cars, people, machines, carnival vendors,
pickpockets, pimps, whores and perverts
runnin’ around Colorado Boulevard than
any freak rock concert on earth. So what's
all the fuss about... What?

Oh, fuck it, Your Honor. These fuck-
ers in here have heard worse talk than
this from their own kids in their own
houses . ..

... Yessir, T'll sure fuckin' try and
keep it clean, sir. Yes, Your Honor.

Where was I?...0oh yeah...

So we knew that the Rose Parade was
comin' up in a couple of days, and we
just couldn’t figure out why, since our
club’s been an integral part of the Pasa-
depa civic activities now for the past
twenty vears, why the fuck...I mean
why the...uh, why we ain't been...

v What? '

Well, how the fuck else am I supposed
to talk if I can't use fuckin words! Huh?
coHow? ... I ask you. ..

Okayokayokayokay. I'll try. But re.
member, vou were the one who said I
could tell this fuckin’... blessed, I mean

.. story in my own words rather than
have a lawyer here, so don't for chrissakes
blame fuckin' me if T can’t always choose
the “proper and dignified mode of com-
munication,” as you put it, to tell my
fuckin® storv. I'm doin” the fuckin® best
I can. I ain't said pussy yet, have I?
Well, that should be good for something.

—Continued on page 66



here were eighteen patch-holders sit-

ting in a truck stop the first time [
saw the dude, I watched with mild curi-
osity as the three scooters pulled up out
front and hegan parking parallel to the
club bikes. I jerked my thumb toward
the trio and spoke to the brothers sitting
in the booth with me.

“Dig this!"

Pecos laughed,

“They outta their fuckin® mind, or
what?"

“Dunno, Must be!"

“Say, Pecos, you're the chapter prez,
you go jack 'em up!”

Pecos took another bite out of his
double burger and answered with his
mouth full.

“Fuck you, Rabbit! T ain't walkin
clear out there and leave vou assholes
here to rip off my french fries!”

He took another big bite of the sand-
wich.

“Let "em come in here!”

All the brothers fell quiet as the
three approached the booth where Pecos,
Mutha, Smokey, and I were sittin'.

They sure were an odd sight! One was
about six-two and skinny as a rail. The
second was about five-ten and fat. But
the third one was somethin' else! He
probably weighed in at about one-thirty-
five and that was mounted on a frame
that couldn’t have been more than five-
four!

And I'll be a sonofabitch if he wasn't
the one that turned out to be the spokes-
man for the trio!

“We wanna talk to the prez.” he in-
formed me. 1 guess he directed his re-
mark my way because I was <taring at
him so hard,

Without saying a word, I peinted at
Pecos and found him to be pointing back
at me,

The little dude caught on and directed
his words at Pecos.

“We wanna know if you dudes are
taking on prospects.”

Pecos replied by shaking his head as
he crammed home a handful of french
fries.

Smokey laughed.

“Prospects? You?" He laughed again.
and Mutha joined in

The tall. skinny dude laid a hand on

the little guy's shoulder and gave him a
“let's get the fuck outta here” look.

But the little dude sasn't about to give
up that easy even though it was obvious
his two companions sure as hell were.

“I don’t see a damn thing funny about
that.” he remarked.

The seriousness in his voice made Pecos
put a fistful of fries back on the plate.
He motioned for me to slide out of the
booth so he could get out. I did, and
Pecos came to his feet without a sound.
Looking down from his height of six-
four, Pecos pointed his finger in the
dude's face.

“T said we ain't acceptin' prospects, If
we was, vou wouldn't qualify, ‘cause your
ass 15 too low to the sidewalk! Now take
vour little ass outta here and carry Fats
and Slim with you!"

Once again the skinny dude wanted to
go, but his silent plea was ignored.

“You the chapter prez?” he asked
Pecos.

“That's right.”

“T hear you dudes got an invitation for
prospects.”

“Right again. And you gotta be spon-
sored by a patchholder. You ain't. Now
get the fuck outta here so I can finish
my food!"

“T'll fightcha for the right to prospect.”

The little guy almost whispered the
words, and my first reaction was to
laugh, But the seriousness in the little
dude’s eyes told me he wasn't joking.
Holy shit! Pecos stands a foot taller and
out weighs him by two hundred pounds!

“Did T hear vou right, man? You
challenge Pecos to a fight for the right
to prospect with our cluh?”

“That's right.”

I looked at Pecos, and he was standing
there with his mouth wide open, just
staring!

Then he roared with laughter.

“I got a better idea, little man! How
‘hout I fight you and vour two partners
at the same damn time?”

Pecos looked at the other two, who had
now succeeded in stepping back closer to
the door. Pointing a massive finger at
the tall, skinny one, he said. “What about
it. Bones? Huh?"

He looked at the fat dude.

“What do you say, fat boy?”

“Not me! Fuck that!"

“Me neither,” chimed in Slim.

Pecos directed his next remark to the
little guy.

“That leaves you by yourself, short
shit. Still wanna challenge?”

Turning around, the little dude ad-
dressed his two companions,

“Why, wyou chickenshit bastards! Ya
talk all that garbage and now get scared!
Fuck off, both of ya! And if ya ever get
in my face again, T'll down your shit!”

The two mumbled something as they
headed for the door.

There was something about the little
dude that I liked. T don't know what and
I don't know why. Three years in prison
had taught me to form an instant opin-
ion of a dude, and mavbe that was it.

Turning back around, he spoke to
Pecos.

*My name’s Jason, man! And the idea
of fightin' somebody as big as you don't
much appeal to me, But T goddam sure
will if that's where I have to start.”

He let out a small laugh, then went
on talking. :

“Besides., I'm beginnin' to think I'm
immune to ass-whippin's. I've been in a
hundred fights. T've Jost ninety-nine and
tied one! So let's go out in the parkin’
lot and get this <hit on with!"

Needless to say, all the brothers gath-
ered around to watch the fight.

The little guy squared off, and it was
obvious that everyone who'd bet he
would break and run had definitely lost
their bet.

Pecos threw a roundhouse right that
missed its mark. The little dude jumped
straight up in the air and hung there
just long enough to land a right on
Pecos’ unprotected jaw! The punch did
absolutely no damage, but Pecos still
grunted from pure surprise!

Jason threw a flurry of punches to the
midsection as Pecos walked in, grabhed
him by the shirt with his left hand, and
hit him with a right that sent the little
guy sprawling in the gravel.

Wiping the blood from his face, he
came back swinging, only to find himself
flat on his back again with one cheek
split open,

Silently 1 was hoping the little dude
would stay down. No way! Back he came.
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Down he went,
Even Pecos gave way to his feelings
“Stay down, Jason. Just stay down,

man!”

It took him several minutes, but the
little dude found his feet and stood there
with blood all over his face, He spoke
through broken teeth.

“Fuck you! I ain't through with your
big ass yet!"

I knew I would pay the consequences,
but I stepped in between them.

“I'll sponsor him!”

“You dom't even know him, Rabbit.”

“I know encugh.”

“You'd be responsible.”

“I know.”

Pecos shook his massive head, and
when he spoke his voice was full of
amazement.

“Little sonofabitch is still on his
feet!”, . .

Mutha was packing Lucky, whose scoot
was laid up for repairs, and it was Lucky
who rode Jason's bike to the hospital. I
packed Jason on my bike.

“Fell off the back of a bike."

The nurse obviously didn’t believe it,
but took Jason inside and motioned for
us to wait out in the hallway.

Jason had already proved that he not
only had heart but that he was also
quick with humor, spiced with some
damn good common sense!

Three weeks later we had left Jason
outside to keep an eye on the scooters
while we were having a club meeting.
When I walked outside to check him out
—1 found him asleep.

“Prospect! You sonofabitch! Were you
sleepin’?”

“Nope! Just checkin® my eyelids for
holes!™

“You were sleepin’, dipshit! But T got
a cure for that.” I took a twelve-foot
length of cham, ran it through the
wheels of four of the scooters, and
wrapped it around Jason’s neck. Then
I locked it up!

“You fuckoff! Now if a scooter is stolen
they take your ass with them!"

I was still pissed off about his answer
when we left for a weekend run the fol-
lowing Friday night.

We were up in a canyon, and from
our vantage point we could see the full
length of the gravel road. Any car turn-
ing off the main highway was wvisible

—Continued on page 64

By Larry ( Rabbit ) Cole

—{llustration by Duffy Duggan
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A Perfect Biker H

Anybody can do it. And if

you're a biker you've got that
much of a headstart on every-
body else. Doesn’t even take
much time or money. Just a lot
of determination. And usually
some time off from work,
‘Course that's an advantage. And
if you do achieve any amount
of success you can really add a
lot of class to that disgusting
dump you call home. I mean, is
the ol' lady starting to get on
your case about your buddies
coming over every weekend
and drinking until all hours?
Like your place is up to knee
level in empties? Is the Dept. of
Sano bucking for combat pay
when they come around once a
week to tip your trash cans?
Have you had more than eleven
flat tires in the last month

oy

running over busted bottles in
the driveway? Cracked your
molding all to hell when you ran
over that discarded beer keg?
Well, it’s time you changed your
tactics. Show some style. Get
into beer collecting, 1 know it
sounds a little strange, but it can
really pay off. Since you're
putting away a case a night
yourself, to say nothing of your
freeloading buddies, you may
as well expand your horizons a
little. Break out of the old

rut. Give the taste buds a treat,
Puke different shades of yellow
into the bowl for a change.
When your next door neighbor
comes over again to complain
that the prevailing winds are
causing your breath to take the
paint off his house, tell him

it's for a good cause. Don't just
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smack him around like usual
with your metallic gloves. You're
not just another chrome-plated
idiot like he and the other
neighbors think. You've got a
real hobby going and it sure
beats the piss out of stamp
collecting!

Take me for example. I've got
a collection of upwards of a
hundred bottles. All domestic
brands, don't go for those fancy
foreign brews. At least not for
the collection. All those different
brands make quite an impressive
display. I like beer, I drink a
lot of beer, and most of the
people [ know do likewise. Of
course the collection is pretty
fucking impressive to some
of the other guys in the club.
(Festering Boils M.C.] Most of
them never dreamed that some




beers are only available in
certain parts of the country.
Presently there’s something like
a hundred and a half active
brands. According to so-called
expert testimony there's been
around 12,000 different brands
on the market since 1935.
(Prohibition ended in 1933 and
it took a while for the breweries
to gear up again.) Twelve
thousand brands equals five
hundred cases—that's a lotta
suds!

Maybe you've read something
before on brew collecting.
There's a couple of national
organizations that collect the
old-time bottles and cans and
trade stuff back and forth. Some
of these clowns have over a
thousand different brands in
their collections. Now you're
probably wondering what the
hell's wrong with me if I only got
in the hundred range. Right?
Well, here's where my collection
(and yours too if you get
slarted) stands out from the
pack. A lot of these big-time
collectors are real candyasses.
All they care about is getting
their hands on an empty Beaver-
fever Ale can—no way they’ll
ever have a chance to taste
the stuff. I can say about my
collection that I've personally
sampled all the beers on my
shelves. Also, going after current
beers saves me from spending
a lot of valuable time in local
dumps scrounging up old beer
cans and picking up rare
diseases and rat bites. (That's
rat bites, Bandit. not rat bikes.)
The dump is where most of the
old-time collectors make their
big scores and vou'd have to
have a shot-peened brain to
drink any old stuff you found
there. Beer only has a shelf life
of about ninety days—then it
starts to go flat. And I mean
that's what it's all about. What
the hell's the use if you can’t
drink 'em? I remember the club
was partying one time in an
abandoned house. The junior
member found an old rusted can
down in the basement some-
where. It was a Ballantine—

some kind of special edition for
a world’s fair or something—
dated in the fifties and still
unopened. That crazy fucker
chugged the whole thing. Too
bad he had the hershey squirts
for a month afterward. It was
like he drank a quart of fifty
weight, Like I say, the old stuff
can be rough. Better to drink
something fairly fresh.

Personally, my goal is to
sample all the American-made
beers. Right now I'm collecting
only bottles and no ales or
malt liquors. But that's an arbi-
trary choice on my part. 'Course
I don’t turn 'em down at parties.
It seems kind of funny but the
longer I wait the better my
chances of getting all the U.S.
brands. That's because, just like
in everything else, the big guys
are putting the squeeze on the
local talent. In 1934 there were
seven hundred breweries. Now
there's only about one hundred
and twenty and those one-twenty
are owned by seventy com-
panies. In a few years there may
be only a handful to choose
from. That's why if you want a
decent-sized collection you
better get your ass in gear
pronto.

My collection’s all in the living
room. A real showcase. All
those browns and a few clears
and greens used to look real fine
in the afternoon sun until my
shithead landlord bricked up the
only window. All the different
labels still throw out a lot of
color, though. Those bottles
really add something to my
shack. And with as many as I've
got, I can do a hell of a lot for
interior decorating, especially in
terms of hiding the bullet holes.
I've got about twenty-five over in
one area where Big Mary passed
out against the wall and knocked
about sixty pounds of plaster
to the floor. Real asswipe move.
And then I've got to have -
another thirty strategically
placed to cover that weird stain
on the wall from that leaky
toilet upstairs. Can't keep it from
spreading, that's the real
problem.

23

It's prelty easy to get started—
all you have to do is pick up a
few brands from your neighbor-
hood store. Most of them you
probably know anyway from
moving so much through what's
left of your kidneys. After
tasting the beer and rating it on
a one to five, or excellent to
weasel piss, or whatever, rinse
out the bottle and carefully
replace the cap. You just made
vour first contribution to
your own collection. Make sure
you make a note of the brand
and what you decided to rate it.
It's a good idea to split the
bottle between a couple of
people so you have more than
one judge. Keep your score card
with you—I carry mine with
me wherever | go. You never
know when a chain is gonna snap
clear through your cases and
leave you stranded in a place
like Glendive, Montana. At times
like that, you appreciate having
your rating list in your pocket.
You can head immediately for the
closest liquor store (where you
were probably going anyway)
and order up a decent brand
to put you in the mood for a little
repair action. You've got your
rating list and you know it ain’t
gonna be profitable to mess
around with Mutha’s Malt
Liquor, even though the price is
right. And don't give me that
crap about “I'll drink anything
wet” or "Beer’s beer—what's the
difference?”’ The Craw and
myself were in the process of
knocking off a ten-bottle string
of “exotics” and the poor guy
broke out in a rash on the third
brand. (On his arm, where'd ya
think?) Fortunately, this rare
(he hopes) affliction cleared up
two brews later. I don't want
to mention the name of the
particular brand that apparently
caused the rash because it'll be
a lot more fun for you to find it
on your own. I will say that it
came from Pennsylvania. That
state also has some kind of
fucked-up law that says you
can only carry out twelve bottles
at a time from a restaurant.
That's where a lot of the prob-



lems arise-—being in unfamiliar
territory and trying to dredge up
the local brews. I thought I'd
once made a big score in the
Motor City—bought some
strange stuff called Hop'n Gator.,
Holy shit! It was brutal.
Reminded me of a beer from
New Jersey that had an oil paint
base. But that's half the fun of
collecting—trying out the

new stuff. You just have to
decide what the trade-off is
gonna be—how many days of
the runs for each new addition to
the collection.

When you do find yourself in
a strange city it's always worth-
while to check and see if there's
a brewery in the area that gives
tours. It doesn’t usually help
your collection but it does give
vou the opportunity to tie one on
at their expense. The tours are
usually free and always end up
with a stop at the sampling room.
Since I'm somewhat familiar
with the brewing and container-
izing processes—I've taken the
tour in my area thirty-seven
times—I usually skip the walking
part of the tour and motor right
over to the freebie room,

It's still pretty damn cold
where I'm holed up for the
winter. But the temperature only
has to be between minus twenty
and plus one hundred and ten
to bring on the urge for a cold
brew. Come to think of it, I
spend a lotta the winter strength-
ening my elbow joint tipping a
few. What the hell else is there
to do except shape the putt up
for spring and argue with the ol’
lady? Work on my collection,
that's what. Nothing like a little
variety. It's no lie to say that
I've been getting a lot more
respect around here since people
found out I'm a collector. Sure
it didn’t change my status
from registered pervert, but what
the hell? Nobody's perfect. I
wonder if that ugly sofa’s still
under all those old bottles? Can't
remember seeing the ol’ lady
for a while either. I guess I can
wait until tomorrow to rent that
truck to get rid of some of these
extras. May as well pop another
brew. ... 2]

Drizzlin' Shits File:

Lighting Cigarette, Car Drifted

Shope Found Innocent
In Traffic Fatality

ERIE (AP) — Westmareland County
Commissioner Dorothy Shope was found
innocent yeslerday in an Erie County
Courl trial stemming from a traffic
fatality last July 25,

The jury deliberated less than three
hours before returning the verdict about
3:45 pm. in the trial which began
Monday before Judge Edward Carney.

Mrs. Shope, 48, mother of seven,
testified she was lighting a cigarelte
when her car drifted into the wrong Jane

along Pa. 66 near Delmont in Westmore-
land County.

HER CAR TRIGGERED a four-vehi-
cle accident that killed Robert Elliott,
18, a motorcycelist from New Bethlehem,
in Clarion County.

The state Supreme Court ordered the
trial moved from Westmoreland to Erie
County because of publicity.

Mrs. Shope, first of 21 defense wit-
nesses, stressed she was lighting a ciga-
rette and not trying to pass another car
when the accident occurred.

“Does it show a total and utter disre-
gard for the lives of others by the fact
that you smoke in a car?”’ defense attor-
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ney Richard Galloway asked in his cios-
ing argument,

IN HIS ARGUMENT, Westmareland
County Asst. Dist, Atty. Morrison Lewis
Jr. asked, “Was Robert Elliot's life
traded for a smoke? The answer is
yes."

Among defense wilnesses was Oscar
Fink, fire chief in North Hempfield
Township.

Fink said that after his men hosed
down the scene of the crash, he noticed
a gradual dip in the road that might pull
a car to_the left

Richard Erelac, an engineering
professor al the University of Pitts-
burgh, said his caleulations showed
Mrs. Shope's car could not have
traveled far in the wrong lane before the
crash.

Mrs. Shope, chairman of the West-
moreland board, who is seeking renomi-
nation in next week's Democratic pri-
mary, also had 15 character witnesses
testify in her behalf. They included gov-
ernment officials, businessmen and
representatives of civic groups.




like every other rag in the world, we
get an occasional complaint, beef,
bomb or lousy vibe. One complaint we
don't usually get (but once in a while
somebody gets on the rag and runs it
down to us) is a beef about runnin’
pretty scooters. Like some of the sleds
we feature are too pretty to putt.

Well, some time ago, a night spent
behind a bar rat-packed with the
callused fists of a bunch of cowboys |
called queers 'cause the name of the bar
was the Gay 90s, | stumbled into the
photo studio the next morning. And
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there before my glassy eyes was this
Sporty posin’ there like some goddam
prima donna. As if my puffy, deserving
skull wasn't throbbin’ enough, when
my eyes fixed on the glare from this
flashy bitch, my ol' head started bangin’
like noon at the local cathedral. | ain't
much into pretty bikes, and | thought |
wouldn't ride this gem even in the glass
case it ought to be stored in.

Well, all set to cop an attitude that
it probably didn’t run, | looked at the
owner. Besides being a husky dude, he
looked like someone who'd been ridin’.
His hair was a taste shabby and his
threads didn't look exactly Fifth Avenue.
So as not to step in my own face more
than once in a twenty-four-hour period,
| looked out front to see if there was







Owner' George Chicarilli

Generol

Cify- Fresno, Calif. y

Frame

Fabrication by owner

Yeor

1974

Yecn and make: 1973 H-D

Builder:r Arlen Ness

Model: Sportster

Type hordhead front section

Value: $4.000

Rake: 45°

Assembly byr:v owner

Svretch: 4in.in fronf-

Time: 1 year

Other alterations: Ness struts

Chroming Ey: Meclec Accessories _
ﬂ!giqe Bars: pullbacks .

Year: 1973 Risers: integral

Model: XLCH Fender(s): Del Rio fiberglass

Rebuilder: John Dove

Headlight: Bates

Ignitisn: 12v distributor

Taillight: Bates

Displacement: 61 cu. in.

Speedo: none

Lower end: poliéhed

Front pegs: stock

Balancing: Edelbrock

Rear pegs: Arlen Ness

Pistons: 9:1

Electrics: John Dove, owner

Cases: black wrinkle

Gas tank: Arlen Nes;_

Heads: by Riffel

Oil tank: Universal Engmeermg

Ccm H-D

QOil system: brcuded lines

Lifters: solids

Primary cover: stock

Carb(s): 40mm Mikuni

Seat: owner

Air cleaner: Branch

Sissy bar: none

Pipes: drag Height:
Muffler(s): shorty Material:
Forks

Transmission

Modifications: none

Type: springer

Year: 1973

Extension: 8 in. over stock

Siu’fting: shift lever by owner

Builder: Arlen Ness

Engme sprocket 21

Special features: none

Trans sprocket stock Wheels

. Wheel sprocket: stock Front Rear

Painting Size: 21 Size: 16 *
Molding: Ron Schramek Hub: Dan Hub: H-D
Painter: SchramIAve;m Rim width: 21/ Rim width: 5in.

Color: blue peT;ri

Tire: 2,75 Avon

Tire: 5.00 Carlisle

Type ccrylic lcxcquer

Brake: Danny

Specual ! paint: gold stnpmg by Avenll

Brake: Sponsfér—

Other special modifications: clloy rims, stoanless steel

(by G. Chicarilli, Sr.), gold- plmed allenheads and - velocity smck (thanks to

John Dove] compression release use

chmed from sohd bross

motor and coil mounts

d for front brakerlever gas cap ma-
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another scooter parked at the curb.
Nothin'. | went out back. Still no other
scoots. Well, | got real curious and came
back to take another long look at the
scoot. Sure enough. there was carbon in
the pipes. | laid my hand casually on a
shiny rocker box, and dammit if it
wasn’t warm. So | asked the dude if he
lived in the area. Nope. Well, | found out
after rapping with the cat a few minutes
that the bro had come about 250 miles
on that jewel just to get some photos
taken.

It sorta taught me somethin’. Just
'cause the bike is pretty enough to win
a fashion show, that don't mean the
owner ain't ridin' the hell outta it—or
somethin’ like that.

—Renegade



Pappy’'s Last
Great Fight

By Ed Armstrong

Aﬂet nearly eight years of harass-
ment, the bikers are getting
organized well enough to put down
anti-bike laws, These laws swept
the nation state by state under the
loving guidance of the DOT, whose
only concern is to save our lives.
This (unwanted) guidance by the
DOT has as its source the Highway
Safety Act of 1966, In this act,
the US Congress gave the DOT the
right to withhold highway funds to
states not implementing into law
the safety standards established by
this (non-elected) body. States have
been coerced (blackmailed is an-
other term) by threats to state gov-
emors to deprive their respective
states of millions of dollars for
either failing to make the DOT
standards into law, or repealing
existing laws. However, the DOT has
been very selective as to which
standards they have bullied states
into making into laws—the main
one being the helmet-wearing stan-
dard for motorcyclists,

The meeting of the Connecticut
Legislative Joint Transportation
Committee, at 7 p.m., April 1, 1975,
is a classic example of what is
probably the only way to put down
oppressive laws short of outright
revolution. The subjects of the
hearing were: 1. a bill to repeal
the existing helmet-wearing law,
and 2. a bill to require lights
on all day for motorcyelists. Don
(Pappy) Pittsley is president of the
Connecticut Motorcycle Association,
and has registered himself as a
lobbyist with the state legislature.
Through his work, the repeal bill
was introduced. He then organized
a number of scheduled speakers
and he and the other clubs got out
some 800 motorcyclists that night
to fill the meeting hall, the bal-
cony, and the hallways! He had TV
coverage as well as newspaper and
radio reporters at the meeting,

Several items will be covered in
this report: 1. how Pappy keeps
track of legislative matters coming
up; 2. the main points presented,
speaker by speaker; 3. how the
motorcyclists were received by the
legislative committee; 4. what must
be done so we can go back to rid
ing instead of forever hassling with
courts and legislatures.

State legislatures publish daily
(at least in some states) a record
of bill titles, numbers, and a brief
summary of each bill being intro
duced. You've got to get these bills
at their introduction, not later, after
they are passed and a note ap-
pears in the newspaper. In fact, as
@ public service, newspapers ought
to publish this list every day so
the public can protect itself more
easily against government, (Ask
your newspaper to do this!)

Biker clubs in every state should
get some responsible motorcycle
dude in the capital to register as
lobbyist so that @ couple of times
a week he can pick up the record
of incoming bills. Pappy does this
in Connecticut, When he spofs a
potential problem for bikers, he
gets in touch with a congressman.

Sometimes these things can be
killed right away, even before a
hearing, One way is to get the
bill's sponsor to withdraw the bill,
as was done recently in California
on a helmet-wearing bill. It didn't
even get to the committee hearing
stage, With the contacts set up, the
lobbyist can get his state congress-
man to introduce bills favorable to
motorcyclists, Pappy did this in
getting the helmet-wearing repeal
bill into committee. He was on top
of the problems all the way and
had ample time to arrange for the
presentations at the hearing and
to get out bikers by the hundreds
to show up at the hearing. If your
state doesn't have a man repre-
senting motorcyclists at the capital,
get one!

Now, about the presentations be-
fore the Connecticut Legislative
Committee. The committee chair-
man, Thomas Sweeney, started with
4 plea for good behavior during the
hearing and for the speakers to
avoid repetition, He said that he
and the committee were on our
side and he hoped we'd not do
anything to change their minds!

The first speaker concerning the
helmet repeal bill was Connecticut
State Senator George Gunther, The
senator said that one of the worst
laws on the books is the one that
tells a man that he must wear a
helmet that might endanger his
life. It appears, he went on, that
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the legislature is going to tell peo-
ple what to do even if it kills them!
The helmet cuts down on the hear-
ing and seeing that are especially
important in city traffic where both
are needed to the full extent. The
senator cited the previous helmet
law repeals by the legislature, and
the DOT threat of loss of funds that
caused two different governors to
veto the bills, He told of a Con-
necticut court case on helmets
where the judge said she had to
enforce the law, but as far as she
was concerned, the bill ought to go
off the books.

Senator Gunther then called the
DOT threat to withhold funds a
“hollow threat.”" Not one state has
lost highway funds or traffic safety
funding for failure to enact many
standards into law. There is no
uniformity among the states on en-
actment or enforcement. He con-
cluded: “We have another shot at
repealing the helmet law this year.
It's time to stand up to the big
boys in Washington. Tell them we
think it's a bad law and it should
be repealed.”" (Much applause and
cheering.)

Another state legislator, in a
brief presentation, said he has
been a rider for twenty years and
he normally wears a helmet, but it
should be optional, He referred to
Senator Gunther's speech as saying
it all. He ended by saying he was
in favor of repeal of the helmet
law. (Applause.)

The third speaker was Connecti-
cut’s State Senator Howard Owens.
He began by saying he was the
sponsor of the bill and that while
helmet wearing minimized some in-
juries, in other cases it could cause
more severe injuries and death. He
pointed out that there was no con-
sistency among the states on this
law and that it was a dangerous
law. He urged approval of the re-
peal bill. (Much applause, needless
to say.) This concluded the remarks
of the legislators, Don Pittsley next
announced his planned program of
several speakers, | was introduced.

I pointed out that statistics were
being used by the DOT to prove the
benefits of helmets, but that the
numbers were being twisted. For
example, in the DOT-sponsored I1i
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nois-Michigan motoreycle accident
study, out of a possible 23,000
motorcycle accidents over the two
years covered, only about 4000
were included in the analysis. Of
course the numbers proved that
helmets were no less desirable than
apple pie. My argument was, let
me choose 4000 points out of a
field of 23,000 and | can prove
anything anyone who pays me
wants to prove.

Next | presented age statistics.
These showed clearly that helmets
were contributing nothing to reduc-
ing death and injury. The death
rate due to motorcycle accidents
for 24.year-old riders and younger
was twice that of riders over 24.
The same result applies to auto
drivers. Since there are more riders
under 24, proportionally, than auto
drivers, this tends to make the over-
all rate higher for riders than
for drivers. These results show the
need for better rider training and
education. This training should be
included in high school driver edu-
cation courses.

I concluded by showing the lim-
itations of helmets. Helmets are
about one inch thick or less, and
in this one inch, the impact velocity
must be reduced to zero before the
skull is reached and without ex-
ceeding the number of g units of
deceleration the brain can with-
stand. It turns out that even at the
135 mph impact of the test, g
forces already exceed what most
experts claim is the limit of the
brain to endure. In addition, test-
ing only with a mock head of about
8 pounds instead of the total body
weight of, say, 170 pounds, gives
energy to be dissipated of only 66
foot/ pounds instead of over 1000,
The helmet can barely take the 66
foot / pounds. Anyone who thinks
this isn't important ought to drop
a 10-pound weight on his toes from
about six feet, then try a hundred
pounds.

The second CMA speaker was
Burton Weinstein, a Connecticut at-
torney. He opened by pointing out
that he had about a hundred hel-
met cases clogging the docket,
Helmet laws are: 1. unfair: 2. irra-
tional; 3. not accomplishing their
purpose; 4. enforced in a discrim-
inatory way.

He cited one court case in which
a state expert engineer witness tes.
tified under cross-examination that
there was a greater chance of ser-
10uS injury or death in a rear-end
collision with @ helmet than with-
out.

He referred to the “sub-culture”
represented by the riders as he
waved around the room packed
with 800 riders, many with long
hair, beards, and leather jackets



“| can understand,' he went on,
“that some people may think that
when state funds are threatened,
the motorcyclist is expendable. But
these people should count the cost
of the clogged court system han-
dling the additional burden of hel-
met cases.” He concluded by saying
he hoped the repeal bill would pass
for the sake of the courts—as well
as for the motorcyclists. (The ap-
plause shook the building!)

Don Pittsley next made his pre-
sentation. He reviewed the Connec-
ticut situation. In 1969 and again
in 1971, a helmet bill was passed
by the legislature. Each time, a
different governor vetoed the bill
under direct threat from the DOT
to withhold highway funds. At the
present time there has been intro-
duced in the US Congress, by Con-
gressman McKinney of Connecticut,
a bill to prevent DOT from with-
holding funds from states without
a helmet law. This hill, HR 3869, is
in the Committee on Public Works
and Transportation (Chairman Rob-
ert £, Jones). The subcommittee on
Surface Transportation will first
handle the bill (Chairman James J.
Howard). (Motorcyclists all over the
country, write to the above Chair-
men, your own Congressmen, and
President Ford, to support this bill,
It must be gotten out of committee
and voted into law.)

Don then reviewed the California
experience of having no helmet law
to date, yet never losing federal
funds. He read from a letter from
the Governor’s office to the DOT
stating that helmets have not been
proven to be effective and, in ad-
dition, that personal safety is the
responsibility of each individual,
not the government. He concluded
by urging the committee to vote
favorably to put the hill out of
committee,

This concluded the CMA presen-
tations. Don urged any other speak-
ers to keep it short and not be
repetitive.

During the hearing so far, TV
coverage was carried out. Several
newspapers and radio stations were
taping, photographing, and inter-
viewing.

Next, Mr, Frank Corbin stepped
to the microphone, He said he was
president of a motorcycle accessory
manufacturing firm, and that he
was a professional racer, having
ridden a motorcycle at 191 mph.
Helmets make sense in some situ-
ations, he said, but kill in others.
Let the rider decide for himself.
Helmets aren't the answer, he con-
cluded, rider training and educa-
tion is.

A comic was next; he wore a
white half-helmet. James Owens,
Executive Secretary of Hop Brook

Park Motorcycle Association. This
group, he told us, is coed, 28 men
and 26 girls! (Applause) He an-
nounced that he is an all weather
rider, has been riding since 1930,
and logged 14,000 miles last year.
He is wearing the half-helmet to
make a point, he can hear with it!
In addition the helmet has other
purposes, such as fending off bugs.
... (More vigorous applause.) He
cited the big danger. A kid can get
a big bike and a learner’s permit,
come back in 30 days, take a test
ride around the block. If he comes
out of this alive—he gets his li-
cense. (Thunderous applause.)

Next we had two speakers, David
Vesce and Andrew Melechinsky.
Both covered constitutional rights.
Both quoted the Constitution and,
with great force, showed that com-
pulsory helmet wearing violates
constitutional law. One of the
speakers brought out the point that
some jurisdictions are reducing
non - helmet -wearing penalties so
that the "offense” comes just under
the level where you're entitled to a
jury trial. And here | was a naive
slob who thought that by the Con-
stitution | was entitled to jury trial
in any case.

The problem with two speakers
on one subject is that the fact irri-
tates the busy committee members.
In addition, some committee mem-
bers are lawyers, and all deal in
law, and thus know that, right or
wrong, some 25 out of 26 state
high courts have declared compul-
sory helmet wearing to be consti-
tutional. In other words, we've lost
on constitutional grounds. So one
talk on the Constitution is enough,
and then concentrate on showing
how helmets can kill by reducing
vision and hearing, cause discom-
fort and neck and head aches, de-
crease reflexes, and break necks.
Concentrate on limitations of hel-
mets, and how the limit of testing
is equivalent to your helmeted head
rolling off your shoulders to the
sidewalk while you're sitting on
your bike in your driveway.

The constitutional speakers were
rewarded with long applause, which
shows of course that the common
man knows very well what his rights
are, even if judges do not,

Next, Pappy wound up the talks
with a plea that the lights-on bill
be killed in committee. He cited
AMA data that showed that seven
of eight states with lights-on laws
in effect long enough to obtain
data, experienced an overall in-
crease in the accident rate since
enactment of the law, not a de-
crease!

A gentleman of the AAA had
signed up to speak against helmet
law repeal, However, he did not

an

respond when his name was called.
| hope he did not chicken out be-
cause he was afraid in this environ-
ment of the motorcycle sub-culture.
| am sure that the limit of what
would have happened is lack of
cheers and applause.

It was evident that the bikers
were well received by the commit-
tee. Several of the committee mem-
bers stayed for an hour after the
long hearing to talk to us about
the situation. The key was the over-
all good behavior of this large
group and the obviously well pre-
pared presentations with strong ar-
guments, well presented.

A week or so after the meeting
Pappy sent me a clipping from the
newspaper announcing that the re-
peal bill had been voted out of
committee. The article went on to
explain that the committee hoped
the bill would pass and become
law. However, the chairman ex-
pressed fear that the DOT may
again threaten the governor with
loss of funds, and if this loss be-
came imminent, the legislature
would have to re-enact the helmet-
wearing law. Therein lies the crux
of the problem.

What the motorcyclists have to
do so that they can work on the
state level with reason and facts, is
destroy the DOT's power to threaten
states with loss of money over the
lack of helmet laws. This can be
accomplished by passage of HR
3869, previously mentioned. This
bill is of overriding importance.
Until this bill is passed by the US
Congress, we cannot be successful
in convincing states to repeal hel-
met laws. The states have it in
their power, of course, to repeal
helmet laws regardless of loss of
funds. They should do this for the
safety of motorcyclists in spite of
fund loss. If enough states would
repeal the law, the DOT might be
forced not to carry out their threats.
But with the federal law on the
books authorizing the DOT to with-
hold funds in case of no helmet
laws, the threat is always dangling
there, and can be brought out and
used at any time. We must get rid
of the law-imposing power that
presently rests in the hands of the
non-glected body known as the
DOT. Many tens of thousands of
letters, telegrams, and personal
contacts are needed to get HR 3869
out of committee and then passed
by the US Congress. Since Ford has
to sign it, send copies of your let-
ters to him also. This bill must
pass, or we'll be wearing for the
rest of our lives all the helmets
and other stuff the DOT will dream
up.
Let's have repeats of the Con-
necticut hearing in other states!

Don “Pappy” Pittsley, a
Connecticut Motoreyele As-
sociation leader, a brother
Hun, a legislative lobbyist for
Connecticut bikers, and a
brother to all brothers of two
wheels, died on Sunday, May
18, ax a result of a heart at-
tack. The attack came while
hassling the helmet law ques-
tion with a cop.

We as bikers are always
familiar with death. Too often
we lose a brother, paritner,
acquaintance, or someone we
occasionally putt with, and it's
always a bummer, but we
know what it is and face it.

Pappy fought for our free-
dom and safety here on earth
and we're sure he'll always do
the same in spirit—keep the
faith.

—FEasyriders
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i\.\ you can see, our readers are really

cotting with of and are sending us some good
usable stuff. We also receive a lot of good
color prints and color negatives. but we
cannot use them. We can use only black and
white prints (any size ), and transparencies
Ceither 350mn or 245 x 244 ) nothing else,

As we've said in previous issues, we feel the
photos shown here tvpify the echilaration and
feeling of complete freedom enjoyed by bikers
cverywhere, Nothing illustrates-this freedom-—
This leaving all your problems and cares
behind you. this letting it all hang out groove
better than the sight of u guy kicked back,
feet up on highway pegs, with his girl tucked
in behind him. lying down the highway with
their hair blowing in gl directions.
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~from Choo Choo, Valley, Calif.

from Jim Turner Roanoke Virginis
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—from Mel,



from Wino Joe, Monterey, Calif.
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—from Joe Bisanz, St. Paul, Minn.
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(Bullshit!) ...
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Right up front this ain’t no happy tale.
If you're into H-Ds as much as we
are, it sorta hurts when one gets wasted
in one way or another. For example,
recently a bro saw where a farmer had
cut a side-hack body in half to use as

a feeder! Whatta drag.

And then, not too long ago, Ed
Martinez, owner of this nice shovel, sent
us some scribes and a few shots of his
putt, ‘cause he thought we would dig it.
We did and contacted him. But between
the time he had written and the phone
call, his scooter had burnt to the ground.

He's been keepin' his shovel in, out of
the rain, in his garage for some time
now, and he never thought twice about
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| Owner: Ed Martinez City: Souﬂi'nggia_tg,r Cal if. A \

General Frame - \
Fabrication by: Mass. Chassis Year: 1974 TR — '
F ‘—;(ve;r and make: 1972 H-D ‘Builder: Denver's
~ Model: FLH Type f!‘gjcl_ .
 Valve: $4000 Rake: 45°
- Assembly by: owner Stretch: 4 in., down- tubes
i Time: 1 year T Other alterations: 2'/, in. re;;ﬁsrre;hﬁ
7-ngr—o‘r:m—ng by Christenson Accessories
Engme Bars: owner, modified for H- D'thfom;
Year: 1972 Risers: owner
Model: Shovel Fender(s): Bates rib
Rebuilder: Laidlaw's H-D Headlight: Bates
Ignmon 12v, coil, dasmbutor N—Trc;illight: Cat-eye .
I Displacement: 74 cu. in. Speedo: none RS
Lower end: Speed-omotive * Front pegs: Gary Bang >
BJI&ncing: Speed-omotive Rear pegs: Gary Bang
Pistons: 9:1, H-D ~ Electrics: Owner 5/16 brake line hose
~ Cases: metallized Gas tank: Paughco 3-gallon i
Heads: Branch Flowmetrics Qil tank: Alphabet'smy
~ Cam: 412 Siffon Oii;ystem: stainless braided lines
Lifters: Sifton solids Primary cover: Paughco -
'—C:,arb(sl: Bendix Branch Seat; Cheatah %
~ Air cleaner: Gary Bang . S:ssy bar: owner N

Plpes World Motorcycle Products Hengh' 36 in.

Muffler(s) with pipes Material: %, in. double round
Transmission | Forks 7
i Modifications: metallized Type: round girder )

Year: 1972 A éxtension: 16 in.

Shifting: foot Builder: World Motorcycle Prod.
=] Engine sprocket: 23 Special features: brake cable thru leg

Trans sprocket: 25 Wheels

Wheel sprocket: 51 Front  Rear
’ainting Size: 19 ' Size: 16
Lk Moldmg Brothers' Paint Shop Hub: Hallcraft  Hub: Hallcraft
B Painter: Brothers Pomt Shop Rim width: 3.25 Rim width: 5.00

Color blue murano over condy Tire: Avon Tire: Arco

Type acrylic Iocquer Brake: coffee can Brake: Disc

~ Special paint: pmstnpmg by Nez

Other specuol modifications: Action Pack bcmery, oul cooler from Ford power

steering, brmded brake li Innes swnch panel on starter motor.
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where he should park it in its home. So
one glum day he left it next to his water
heater. The gas fumes from the sharp
putt were ignited by the exposed flame
of the heater and turned his scoot to
dust.

Even if a bike doesn't leak gas, there
are still fumes runnin’ around the vent in
the gas cap, creepin’ out the mouth of
the carb or seepin’ off the air cleaner
element, And if the ol’ shack has got one
of them gas water heaters it best have
a shield over the burner, and even then
the scoot shouldn’t be anchored too
close to that fire.

Well, bro Ed faced a grim downer, but
it didn’t take him long to bounce back
onto the road with another scoot. And
this sled looks just as fine as the dusted
one. But now Ed takes his weekly rub
'n' scrub in cold water, 'cause his water
heater is full of buckshot,

—Bandit
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No Love
| spent many years in jail

and for sex | dug takin' it in
the ass. Now that I'm old and
on the streets, no one wants
me any more. On the inside |
was appreciated, but on the
outside I'm considered an old
weirdo,

Dust Hole

San Francisco, Calif.

@® | suggest you go up to the
nearest cop and kick him in
the nuts—that should put you
back with dudes who appre-
ciate you,

Hot Mama

You =eem to be a pretty hot
mama |5 there any particular
spot on your body that gets

you more hot and bothered
than ary other?
Curious
Chicago, Il

® It's not any particular spot
but rather the dude who's
fouchin’, tonguin’, bitin',

pokin', kissin” humpin',
maulin', and hurtin' that gets
me on
Hash Marks

Every time | take my chick's
pants off there are brown
hash marks all over them.

Seeing this sorta turns me
off about draggin' my nose

through her bush. Do you

think I'm justified?
Bushman
Dallas, Tex

@ Shut your eyes—what you
don't see won't hurt ya. (if |
let things like that stop me,
half the slobs around the of-
fice would be cut off.)

Wild Granny

My grandimother goes down
on all my boyfriends, and |
can't hack munchin' on some
dude’s meat—so what hap-
pens? | lose them to her!
Even if | did want to com-

MIRACULOUS
MUTHA
ALL

pete, | couldn't; how are you
gonna compete with someone
with no teeth?
Aced Out
Omaha, Nebr

@® How does your granny feal
about chicks? You might con-
sider switching—it has a few
things going for it—no head
cheese and shit like that.

Deep Throat
| just saw Deep Throat, How
come they didn't use you in
that movie? You can eat more
than Linda Lovelace, can't
ya?
Tojoe
Whaleyville, Va.

® | shot a deep-throat movie
with a couple of my barnyard
friends, but you'll only be able
to see it at stag shows, for
some reason.

Hairy Problem
Every time | dive on a chick

I wind up with her twat hairs

curled around my palate and

| have a heliuva time getting

rid of tham. Any suggestions?
Hair Breath
New York. N.Y

@® I've found that it's the
curly-haired dudes who are
the worsi—so be selective or
have her shave her bush off.
Those Brilo pads can be a
hassle.

Bugs Split
| received your plclure to-
day and hung it on my wall,
and aimost immediately there
was a mass exodus of bugs,
cockroaches, fleas, spiders,
etc. Where the fuck do you
think theyie goin?
Danny
Hampten, Va

® They're comin' home, ass-
hole—they saw their creator
and are heading back to
mama.

TELLS

- .

Cuffin' The Carrot
Is It possible for a guy to
beat his meat too much?
Lately I've been pounding my
pud and nothing happens
when | climax—not a drop.
Cunuua
Denver, Colo.

® You should wait at least a
half hour between whippin'
times.

Some Problem
My crank isn't very long, but
it’'s about as thick as a beer
can. Do you consider that to
be a problem?
Stump
Boise, |daho

® | don't, but the guy you're
livin® with might,

My Cucumbers
I'm a vegetarian and | sure
could dig scarfin' on all of
your used cucumbers,
Unk
Frazier Park, Calif.

® Sorry. Ronme, the snotty-
nosed office boy, gets '‘em
to get off on. (The smell is as
close as he comes to actual
sex.)

Oversized Crank
Do you know how to shrink
an oversized cock? My ol
man’s got the biggest, chees-
iest crank in the country.
Please help, before he
stretches me all out of shape.
Loose Lips
Wilmont, Wis.

® There Is no such thing as
an oversized cock.

Wild Dream

For the past few years I've
had the same dream over and
over and | always die before
I wake up, This big fat chick
sits on my face, and the only

Eosyriders

air | can breathe is the air
that's in her. Her snatch is
stretched around my face and
the air soon turns into carbon
dioxide and | die. Now I've
been terrified of all fat broads
over 400 Ibs. Since | was told
“if you die in your dream,
that's how you really die,"
would you mail me your pic-
ture? The suspense is killing
me, I've got to see if it's you.
Smothered
Corona, Calif.

Granny's Day!

I've got this irresistible urge
to eat out an old grandma,
but | can’t find one who'll go
along with it. What should |
do?

Pastor
Schwabach, Germany

® Go to Central Park in New
York City like everyone else
does and grab off one.

Off-sided Question
I'm a one-legged biker and
I would like to know if you
have ever balled a dude with
a stump.
Easy
Menard State Pen

® Have | ever—stumps are
somethin’ else!

Loose Chick
I find a lot of slack between
the piston and the cylinder
wall when | ball my chick.
How can | make the piston fit
tighter?
Big John
Tuscaloosa, Ala.

® Get an over-sized piston,

—Send your problems or ques:

tions horme to Mutha, ¢/o0
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