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How to Cook With Grass
Cop Bikes Get Seen— Why Not Yours?
How the DOT Thinks (Really!)
More of Our Readers’ Ol’ Ladies to Vote For
Harleys Stormin’ At a Hillclimb
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The Harley Five-Speed Tranny!
Check Out Dave Mann's Centerspread
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That's right!! Jammer has just put together the biggest handbook package yet . . . HANMME
All the tech info, how to's & bikes from Jammer Handbooks 1, 2 & 3 condensed
into one book (just look at the table of contents). Plus we've increased the number
of products we carry from 1,000 to 2,000!!! 130 pages!!! Best of all it's FREE
when you purchase $20.00 or more (we refund your purchase price on first order).

Send $2.00 for yours today $1.95 & a measley nickle for postage) to:

Jammer Cycle Products Loy r
801 (ER) South Main Street, Burbank, CA 91506 __/(#/;
or:
Call toll free Monday-Friday 1-800-423-2633

Handbook will be sent C.0.D. for $1.95 + approximately $1.75 for C.0.D. fee & U.P.S. charges.
-Ask us for the name of the nearest dealer who stocks Jammer parts.
Dealers inquire on your letterhead.

Now
on sale
for only
$1.95!
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Miraculous
Mutha Pipe

Suck on the ol' whore's
boot for the smoke
of your life! :

A high fire porcelain pipe.
Each handcrafted and
individually fired at 2300°.
Wash or boil just like fine
china. Design keeps

light goin’.

9.95 F
we pay g
postage

ights fo “Miracuious Mutha" and character
gnu:!o from Palsano Pub;cm. e, Al rights reserved. Box 361, Seal Beach, California 90740

@ 1977 Paisano Publications, inc.

I’'ve got something
foryvou.,..on =

absolutely perfect reproduction of the
old, original Harley oil can. Bright
orange, black and white. 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, g :
$5.95, plus a lousy buck for postage
: [ X 2 ;n’gdpacking,ll\fs with all Righteouns
IEN | roducts, salisfaction is guaranteed, or
‘ U l N E ’ money immediately refunded.
) You can also get the mugs in sets of .
By E“Vlb ry four at a reduced price of $18.95 plus a
Alaldl 59& measly $3,00 for postage and handling.
[You'll save $4.85 over the single mug

{ price.)

'\) I L Either way—one, or four at a time—
it's a product that every Harley owner
will dig.

Calif. residents add 65 sales tax,
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Leg-wettin' fact: It takes 1 hour, 21
minutes, 40 seconds for an average
American to earn enough to buy a fifth
of vodka. (Shit, ya can earn the stuff
I drink after workin' only 15 minutes—
that's when they don't pay me in raisin
pie, va understand.)

Dipshit of the month: A man walked into a
Chicago bank, waited in a long line,
then handed the teller a note demandin'
$6 million in unmarked bills. The teller
told him—are va ready?-he'd need to
£il1l out a withdrawal slip for that

much loot. So the clod goes to a coun-
ter, fills out the form, and gets back
in line. (Stay with me.) When he gave
the slip to a bank officer, the official
pointed out that it was made out for
only 6 grand. Ya got it—the cops ar-
rived while the dork was still tryin'

to get his figures straight.

Get a tight hold on your toilet bowls— _

I'm gonna give you a good laxative.
Larry Flynt, publisher of Hustler,
claims he's seen the light. Yep, he re-
portedly said, "God is so awesome, no
one can understand Him." With tears in
his eyes, he added, "There's more peo-
ple who believe in God than in pornogra=-
phy." So he's switchin' Hustler to a rag
extollin' godly livin'. Flynt explained,
"I will no longer hang women up as pieces
of meat. Moses freed the Jews, Lincoln
freed the slaves, and I want to free the
neurotics." (Okay men, let 'er rip!)

Now this leg-wettin' news: A Denmark
cancer expert has discovered that tight
shorts cause cancer of the balls. "Tight
underwear inhibits the normal heat
control mechanism of the testicles,"

the doctor said. (Okay, what I wanna
know is whatdafuck is underwear?)

A new rip-off: A thief in Denver is

TAKING
IT EASY

stealin' gold. So what? Well, this dude
is grabbin' false teeth right outta old
women's mouths. But he's nice—he gives
back any dentures that ain't gold-
filled. (All heart.)

Don't ask me how, but a research team has
just discovered that 14% of all sea
gulls (birds, dipshit) are lesbians.
(Now I know why I get shit on so often
by those birds—dykes—whatever.)

I guess you have to live in a "high fire
danger area" to appreciate the stupidity
of this ad agency's brainstorm. There's
a new motorcycle exhaust collector sys-
tem on the market (that's where all the
exhaust pipes come together into one
tube that rides close to the ground).
Looks great—but the suede shoe depart-
ment gave it the name Weedburner.

Fuckin' riaises grades: Yep, according to
a new study done on 1000 university
students, regular ballin' means better
marks in school. Students who said they
screwed a lot showed up with better
marks almost 20 percent higher than the
poor slobs who weren't gettin' much. In
short, the more ya screw, the better ya
learn. (Must clean out your tubes, sys-
tem—whatever.)

Dog pees, owner zapped: In New York, a
l6-year-old girl was walkin' her mutt
on a metallic leash when he stopped,
hiked up his leg, and pissed on an
electrified sign. The juice ran up the
stream of piss, then on up the leash,
knockin' the chick on her ass, stone
cold. They brought her around, but Fido
had just taken his last leak. (Whatta
shock.)

Newlywed spat: A 64-year-old California
man was arrested after he allegedly shot
his bride of one day. It was the
couple's first argument, and the ol’

man plugged his 40-year-old ol' lady
twice with a .38. She lived, but the
romance went right out of the marriage.
(Whatdafuck—he warned her about her
smelly suatch.)

In Detroit, a guy was hit by a car and
dragged 400 feet before the driver
stopped. They had to use a jack to get
the car offa the guy. But before the
ambulance took him away, the cops gave
the poor slob a ticket—~for interferin'’
with vehicle traffic. "



We Goofed
[0 Regarding your great
Michigan Mob story (Dec.
'77), you stated that the
MCM was the largest biker
organization in Michigan. |
just wanted to tell you that
there are even larger ones
than the MCM. Other than
that, the article was terrific.
Sam
Detroit, Michigan

B Our reporters are known
to get a little loose now
and then., At such a great
party, whatdaya expect—
accuracy?

Didn't Dig Mustangs

[T Really dig your rag, but
if someone doesn't say that
the Mustang article sucked,
I'm afraid I'll be reading
about a fucking Cushman,
just because it was made
in the United States.

I am looking forward to
your WWII Indian article,
but please llghten up on
shit bikes. Like Spider
says, they have their fuck-
Ing rags

Kraut Berkhelser
Ft. Wayne, Ind.

Or What?
[0 How come you've got
the same shit on every
cover of your rag? Do you
guys get to ball the cover
girls or what?

Red

Dubuque, lowa

W Or what, what? | asked
Spider, He said we'd do
anything — even whatever
what Is. What's what? Ya
fucked up our whole day.
Don’t ask us questions like
that — we're human, ya
know,

An Offer

[] In the January Issue
you had an ad for a free
E-Z Wider rollin' paper of-
fer. All you had to do was
to mail a coupon and a
stamped, self - addressed
envelope to E-Z Wider for

a free sample. Hell, the
stamps and envelopes
would cost 30¢, and you
can buy the papers all day
In the store for 19¢ each.
Big fuckin' deal.

Sniveler

Houston, Texas

M Snivel, snivel. No matter
what ya try to do, some-
one'll snivel.

A Letter from Sonny

[ Well, | am sure that by
now you all know that on
November 3, | was released
from Folsom Prison after
five and one-half years of
incarceration.

| want you all to know
that | realize it was through
all of your efforts that |
was released. With the do!-
lars sent to the fund, an
attorney, Kent Russell of
San Franclsco, was able to
prove my 15-years-to-life
sentence illegal and have
the federal courts reduce
it to 28 months to 15 years,
which Is why | was re-
leased.

I just don't know how
to express my thanks to
everyone who helped. so
what | am going to do Is
say, very sincerely, thanks
very much to everyone of
you who was Involved!

Although | am now home,
I have many brothers stlill
In prison and | want to try
to keep the fund going to
help obtain the release of
every Hells Angel in prison.
I only hope that all of you
will continue to support the
Hells Angels as you have
supported me.

Again, | wish to say
thanks to everyone who
was involved in obtaining
my release from prison and
| hope vou willl all become
involved in our efforts to
gain the release of my
brothers who are still In-
carcerated.

Sonny Barger
Hells Angels M/C
Oakland. Callf.

Better View?
[] | subscribe to your mag-
azine every year, | enjoy
reading Miraculous Mutha,
Spider, and everything else,
| have just one complaint
about the chicks—that Is,
| and many other readers
would like to see better
close-up views of healthy
chick snappers, beavers,
bushes, twats, clits —you
know what | mean.

Vanderbilt

Flushing, New York

B We figure you see 'em
everywhere, It's the touch-
in', smellin’, tastin’, and
feelin® that's missin'. We're
tryin' to figure a way of
puttin’ that on paper. We're
figurin', we're figurin’—oh,
are we ever figurin’,

We're Wrong

0 | must tell you that |
think your stand on helmet
wearing Is all wrong. Being
an avid rider since 1971,
| have logged somewhere
between 40 and 50 thou-
sand miles. Personally, |
wouldn’t- get on any ma-
chine without a helmet. You
see, | was Involved In a
rather serlous accident,
and had it not been for the
$40 Bell surrounding my
brain, | would not be here
to bother you with this shit.
Oh yes, the old salt salute
to the old/new uniforms
was cute, real cute,

AN. M.R. Napert
New York, N.Y.

B Yeah, and If ya hadn't
got outta the sack that
day, you coulda taken your
turn in the barrel,

Red-Eyed Readers

] When the fuck are you
assholes gonna stop hav-
Ing your stories continued
80 pages after they start?
| mean, the last thing | need
Is to start countin' pages
when I'm dazed and con-
fused on some kick-ass
stash, trying to find the
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second part of a good blke
story. Either keep the stor-
ies continuous, or at least
number more of your
pages. Shit, by the time |
finally find where a story
begins agaln, | forget
what's already gone down
—so | start all over. It's a
vicious circle. Let's have
some conslideration for
your red-eyed readers!

Fly

Lakeland, Fla.

Digs “The Hit"
] My congratulations to R.
Finem, who wrote “The HIt"
in your December Issue.
Here | am, on a lazy and
high Saturday afternoon,
sippin' on a can of suds
while | read the story. I'm
expectin' righteous fuckin'
hell to break loose, when
all of a sudden | find out
the story's about a turkey.
Never laughed so fuckin'
hard—got to be the best
piece of material I've read
in a long time. Truly a
bltchin' yarn—fuckin' great.

Rocky

Bummerton, Wash.

Questions
[ I'm often asked why
bikers are always pictured
with Nazl crosses, dope,
and all that other evil stuff.
How am | supposed to an-
swer a question like that?
P. Antonik
Buffalo, N.Y.

W Tell 'em to fuck off,

Some Old Advice

[]] I just thought your read-
ers might like some advice
on impotence from the 1500's
and | quote:

“It may be that it is the
virlle member which is too
short. If so, it can be length-
ened by frequent use, fol-
lowed by extended friction,
and by the application of an
unguent compound of castor
oil, spikehead seeds, earth-
worms, and fermented goat's
milk, which has the faculty of



New lower price!
—but still The Original—made from steel dies—not
from a cheap, low-quality rubber-mold process!

The expensive cost
of the dies has even
amortized [paid off) and
so now we can sell the
best die-stamped buckles
as cheap as the rip-off, rubber-
mold cheapos that you see
sold and advertised elsewhere.

We have the nitty-gritty de-
tail that any comparison will

' bring out — ask anyone who
owns one of ours — there is a
difference — the others are
cheap-ass copies of our orig-
inal. [Satisfaction guaranteed.)

A huge, man's size buckle that is made from expensive dies for intricate detail. Photo shown is actual size—

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

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

Send $11.95 along with accurate waist size and state whether you want
a bronze or asilver buckle.

If vou want only a buckle, just send $6.95 and state whether vou

want a silver or bronze buckle.  california residents add 6%, Box 361, Slll Beach, California 90740

Finest Quality, Handcrafted, Bone China Beer Mugs.
Heavy! (Weigh two pounds!)
They're Big! (Hold 12 ounces.)

3 9-95

‘ A ,‘
Add one dolla; ‘ Ner
for postage, & 4 j
~ Insurance, and -

handiing. California residents add 6%
Maséive mugs that are something They cost bucks, but remember, these oy ' =9
special. Expensively handcrafted out of are not mass-produced, plastic cheapos C‘I»(l(v'lt enzie
bone china. High fired (2300%). Top —these are individually made—outta (—{() 'n[)a H Y
quality—a functional conversation piece fine bone china. 3 5

if ever there was one. Quality guaranteed. Box 29

Calabasas, California 91302



HARLEY EARRINGS

Genuine
Gold or
Silver

Enlarged 300% to show detail

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 guality 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 bitchin’
1apel pin of tie tack, or add a chain to a dangly and
you've got one trick pendant.

Cost is only $8.00 each or $15.00 per pair. Yup...you
read it right. That's so cheap for real Gold or Silver
| 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 ear with somethin' bitchin’

ACTUAL SIZE
GOLD OR SILVER
POST OR DANGLY

Dealers inquire on letterhead

BARE ESSENTIALS

Box 4725 » Long Beach,CA 90

"R

heating and exciting the ex-
pulsive urge. Those members
which are too long cannot be
easily shortened; the most
efficacious method is to pre-
vent nourishment from de-
scending to the site, an
objective which can be
achieved by the application
of green hemlock leaves all
around it . . . . For those
members which are curved
or crooked because of a
shortened ligament, it Is most
useful to employ compresses
containing an ointment of
fresh butter, linseed oll, and
sweet almonds. For those
which are soft and flaccld,
it is useful to employ meats
which generate heat; to apply
leeches to the buttocks and
groin; and to annoint the os
sacrum, the hips, kidneys,
groin, lower belly, and genital
member with oil of chervil to
which has been added a
powder reduced from the pro-
creative parts of a bull or
stag, as well as fine grains
of onions and dandelions.”

From Jean Liebault's Thre-
sor des Remedes Secrels
pour les maladies des
femmes, 1536. It seems the
French would try anything.

Amy
Huron, Ohio

Here To Stay?

[] Since helmet laws are
here to stay for a while,
why doesn't someone de-
sign a helmet with a built-
In radio so that we can at
least tune in to good sounds

while wearing the damn
things?
B. Palmer
Joplin, Mo.

®mWho says they're here to
stay?

Knuckle Mistakes

[] In that article about the
1937 knuckle (Dec. '77),
you come on like an old wise
man, revealing all these
well-kept secrets about
1936 knuckleneads. Well,
you came off looking pretty
dumb.

The “lightning"” cam you
claim special to '36's was
carried on through half a
year of '37's also, The
“special” timing cover and
funny pinion shaft were
standard equipment on 1936
through 1939 knuckle-
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heads. And as for the ex-
posed valve springs that
“some'' of the 1936's carrled
—all of the 1936 and all of
the 1937 knuckleheads
came equipped with them.
And they had small oll-re-
turn lines brazed into the
small cups that surrounded
the valve springs—as did
all the following knuckle-
heads. This explains the
miracle of cylinders that
weren't drilled for oll re-
turn!There is no such thing!
So how did this guy con-
vert to the top-end oll-drain
system?

And If those weren't
enough dumb lies, the air
cleaner you listed as "early
knuckle" was first used on
the knucklehead In 1940
(which was the fifth year),
and then carried through
the early fifties on the pan-
head. And since when was
a 61-In. or 74-In, Harley-
Davidson equipped with an
optional tachometer? In
19367 You show me a '36-
'39 cam cover that doesn’t
have that boss, and I'll give
you fifty bucks for It. (I
guess a lot of early knuck-
les ran tachs and speedos.)

| don't see how Yyou
clowns can take unre-
searched rumors and pass
them along to your loyal
readers as pure gospel.
Bone up next time you go
quoting the Bible.

Dave (“Junkman'’)

Member, Antique Motor-

cycle Club of America

Detroit, Mich.

B Just goes to show ya—
there's always older wise
men.

No Pool Player
[] That lady Joan (Dec. '77)
may have been hustling, but
it sure wasn't pool. Her big
mouth may have been right,
but ya can't make no money
with a bridge like that!
Lady Shooter
Portland, Ore.

W Glve her some slack—
with all that scooter trash
hangin' around (with cues),
she was watchin' her back
door, the camera, and tryin’
to look pretty all at the
same time.

Miraculous Mutha

[0 Could you enlighten us
with a sea story or two of
the series of events leading
up to and including the U.S.
C.G. tattoo on Mutha's left
arm on p. 25 of the Novem-
ber issue? There are many
civilians, active, reserve, and
retired servicemen who spot-
ted, understood, are curlous

about the tattoo, and are
anxlous for your reply.
J. G. Patrick
Detroit, Mich.

W Her first oI’ man was In the
Coast Guard. So was Robin-
son and yours truly.

Felt Good
1 Well, you guys did It
again—you printed a great
spread in the Dec. '77 Issue.
“"Michigan Mob' Is fuckin'
breathtakin'— [t shows us
how us brothers can live
free and get along like one
big family. It made me feel
good to see bros from dif-
ferent clubs get together
and get down on some
great partyln’, drinkin’, and
puttin’. Let's all show the
stiffs how to live free.

Inch

Long Island, N.Y.

The King
[] There is a bike made in
the British Isles. Its move-
ments are quick and stable.
Its coat gleams with a sheen
of self-assurance and a soul
breathtakingly pure. Men
who love it and respect it
are rewarded with glorious
flight. They know in their
hearts that there is only one
breed of animal which will
shriek and snort out its name
in the cold still night. Long
live the king! Long live King
Norton!

J. W,

Kansas City, Mo.

Novice Biker
] 'm a novice biker. I've had
a bike for only six months.
But look—we all have to
start somewhere, so don't
pull any elitist crap on me.
I've fallen In love with bikes
and | can't Imagine living
without one now. In fact, |
don't know how | ever lived
without one before now.
Anyhow, I'm sure I'm not
the only beginner, so Il
speak up. Fill us newcomers
in on what's happening. What
Is ABATE? Who's Sonny Bar-



) G EP sxlN They say that beauty is only
skin deep. If that's so, these

chrome motorcycle accessories from
Drag Specialties have deep skin.
Because they are magnificent.

Chrome won't make your mount run faster

or handle slicker, but it will make it look
eye-rubbing great. And we think the chrome
parts from Drag Specialties are the best-looking
you can strap on a bike. They're well-designed and
well constructed. They‘re available for about
every bike around (the photo shows only

a peasant’s portion of the chrome accessories
available from Drag Specialties).

And our parts fit. There's no need to take them
to a blacksmith before you can get ‘em on.

Make your bike look as tough as it runs.

— With some ““deep skin’ chrome
from Drag Specialties.
) |

6868 Washington Avenue South, Eden Prairie, Minnesota 55343 = Telephone (612) 941-6380
New 1977 Catalog available for $6.00. Refundable on first order over $25.00
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LIGHTER

"
American Made
This lighter is manufactured by high-
ly skilled American craftsmen from
the finest materials available,

Lifetime
Guarantee

If your lighter ever fails to operate
satisfactorily, return it 10 the factory
with your name and address and it
will be repaired and relurned free
of charge. (Driving over it with your
$coo! doesn't count, of course.)

An ideal gift!
(and cheap too)

To get your primo lighter with the
Harley-Davidson insignia, all you
have to do is send $5.95 for each
lighter. We pay all postage and han-
dling.

“Mackenzie
ompany

Box 29
Calabasas, California 91302

California residents add 6%,

ger? why are bikers harassed
so much? What other things
should | be aware of? What
should we be warned about?

Since | have had my bike,
several things have happened
to me. | was harassed by
cops for wearing a german
helmet. Mein Gott! How ab-
surd! It's better than most
helmets on the market! A
car deliberately ran me off
the road. | was traveling at
legal speed at night in a
residential section. | had not
even been drinking or carous-
ing. Then some car coming
towards me pulls into my
lane and comes at me head
on! | swerved, ran over the
curb, busted my front end,
and before | could get back
up, the car sped off at top
speed.

Fred
Tampa, Fla.

W You're learnin’,

Finally

O Well. you clit-eaters
have finally written some-
thing an ol" lady can relate
to. | just got the Jan. '78
Issue and read the article

“How to Live with a Biker." '

It's one of the best sets of
rules I've ever seen. |t
took me a while to learn
the rules (a lot of mistakes,
ya see). So | hope all the
other ol° ladles read it—
it'll help. |1 cut it out and
have it tacked on my wall
for a reminder.

Cookle

Monterey, Callf.

Wants Advice
[ 1 am writing In response
to the julcy item of good
news published In Easy-
riders, March '77. One of
your roving reporters pro-
vided information pertain-
ing to how the natives of
India had been able to
achieve Incredlble gains in
cock slze by using some
type of ointment. This oint-
ment has been used for
over 2,000 years and can
possibly double the size of
one's crank! | would like
for you to provide the com-
plete formula for this oint-
ment. Thanks a bunch.

Robert Poole

San Francisco, Calif.

M Splder says a chick's
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soft, wet lips and lotsa
tongue action, with a little
suckin' and pullin’, will do
wonders for the enlarge-
ment of a dude's crank.

Shit For Brains

[ As to your allegations
and implications concerning
riders of BMW's and Harley
45's, let me pithily point out
that you have offal in the
cerebrum.

My father rode as courier
for the 80th Texas Divislon
in WWI. He would have put
it more succinctly by saying
you have shit for brains.

I trust you won't take this
personally.

John Gottberg
Fairfleld. lowa

Mandatory Readin’
[l Easyriders should be
mandatory reading for the
President of the United
States and his Cablinet
members, If | had the bucks
| would send all of them
a year's subscription. May-
be you guys could arrange
it.

Loner Mike

Ocean Beach, Calif.

B We've got enough feds
readin’ us already.

Tattoo Removal

J In your November ‘77
issue, | read your article on
tattoo removal and used it
myself.

I'd like to thank you for
printing the article and I'd
llke to thank Ripper of
Granite, Oklahoma, for his
contribution. I'll be a son-
ofabitch If it doesn't work.

Leslie
Fresno, Calif.

Easyriders

Best Biker Fiction
[] | bought your book, Best
Biker Fiction from Easyriders.
As long as you fuckers put
out shit like that, I'll keep
buying it
You've fucked up from
time to time, but that's to be
expected from a bunch of
pussy-eatin' bikers.
Big Dave
Georgetown, Texas

Poor Spider
[ Just wanna thank ya for
bringin® me and the most
fantastic dude in the world
together | saw his name
in the “"Male Call" section.
wrote to him. and now
things are A-OK. Tell Spl-
der he's *2 now.
Lover
Southeastern, Pa.

W Why drop a lug on poor
ol' Spider?

From the Joint
[] Just a line to let you
know that we are receiving
your rag here at F.C.l, Ox-
ford, and to say that all
the bros here appreciate
the free subscription. It
brings us all a little closer
to the life we live and helps
promote unity among bikers
behind prison walls.

Crank

Oxford, Wis,

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 viclence, love letters,
propositions, and demands
for payment may all be

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

“Goddamnit, Martha! | told you one day your
sleepwalking would get you in a world of shit!""



Broads and bikes . . .

Fact: there are more wom-
en in this country than
men, Fact: there are thou-
sands of women riding bikes
all over the place and more
coming along each year.
Fact: there is not a single
motorcycle on the market
that's advertised specifically
as a woman’s bike, yet there
are several that are pitched
as real “men’s machines."
What gives?

Looking through the pages
of most any of the other
bike magazines on the stands
each month, one would get
the idea that a woman's
place is on the buddy seat
or back at home washing the
dishes. Not true. We females
have just as much right to
hold the handlebars as you
men do, and we intend to
continue to take advantage
of that right. JTust one prob-
lem, though. Most of us
ladies are of a slightly more
delicate build than most of
you mugs, and finding a bike
to fit us is a difficult task.
Not that there aren't any,
mind you, just that they are
few and far between.

—P. Zeitgeist
Big Bike

Creative statistics . . .

With a little help from
our friends we've managed
to get our hands on a copy
of that “unpublicized dogu-
ment” (sometimes claimed
to be non-existent) in which
the DOTties claimed a 20-
percent increase in fatalities
in those states which have
repealed their mandatory
helmet laws. Apart from
some suspicious arithmetic,
we'd like to call your atten-
tion to a sentence which has
been omitted from all the
publicity. Tt warns that the
report “should not be con-
sidered or cited as conclu-
sive evidence that an in-
crease in fatalities has actu-
ally resulted from repeal or
weakening of helmet laws,”
a4 comment the newspapers

seem to have missed in their
rush to print.

Remember back in July
when our steamed editor’s
article “Not Safety — But
Politics” voiced some con-
cern about the objectivity—
not to mention the purpose
—of that UCLA study of
motorcycle accidents being
conducted by Dr. Hugh
“Harry” Hurt? Well, Dr.
Hurt has offered to prepare
a visual presentation for the
National Motor Vehicle
Safety Advisory Council
(an advisory group to the
DOTties) which could be
“used in assisting legislators
in preventing repeal of mo-
torcycle helmet laws.” The
Council thereupon recom-
mended the same to Sec-
retary of Transportation
Brock Adams—who gave

the go-ahead on the project
on July 13, 1977. The rea-
son we specify the date is
that on July 1—just ‘a doz-
en days earlier—Adams re-
ported to the Congress of
the United States that his
department's insistence on
mandatory compliance with
highway safety program
standards would be replaced
with a more flexible stance,
We see. Uh-huh. Well, any-
how, things looked like a
change in policy for damned
near two weeks there.
Look for more creative sta-
tistics to come from the pseu-
do-studies funded by the
National Highway Traffic
Safety Administration to ex-
amine the increase in fatali-
ties in four states (Colora-
do, Kansas, Oklahoma and
South Dakota) where hel-
met laws have been re-
pealed. Highway traffic “ex-
perts” in those states already
are predicting big increases
in fatalities because of the
repeal of the helmet laws,

Digest

Miscellaneous quotes
from other biker rags

Same sort of grim predic-
tions are coming in from
Oregon and Indiana and we
found a fascinating com-
ment from Indiana State Po-
lice Superintendent John
Shettle who said, “I was not
in favor of repealing the
mandatory helmet law for
fear it would cause addition-
al fatalities and, from the
statistics I've seen, my fears
were justified.” The reason
Shettle's remark is so inter-
esting is that, at the time he
made it, Indiana’s repeal
had not gone into effect; the
helmet law was still being
enforced there.

—Road Rider

Clean up data . . .

Gary Winn, AMA legisla-
tive analyst, continues to
pursue the question of mo-
torcycle safety statistics in
an effort to “clean up" mis-
leading and inaccurate data
which are often used as a
basis for legislation, estab-
lishing insurance rates and
other activities which rely on
statistical information,

Winn’s appearance at the
AAAM meeting represented
quite a contrast to that or-
ganization's annual meeting
two years ago, when Albert
B. (Ben) Kelley, a senior
vice president of the Insur-
ance Institute for Highway
Safety, recommended motor-
cycles be banned from the
nation's roads and highways.
That attack by Kelley raised
the ire of motorcyclists
throughout the country.

“The AAAM has a sincere
desire to promote safety in
America for all highway
users,” Winn commented.
“Obviously, it is difficult to
improve any situation if ac-
curate data are not availa-
ble. That is our basic goal
at this time: We must gen-
erate accurate data on mo-
torcycle accidents, injuries
and fatalities so that we will
have an objective look at the
current situation before re-
commending specific meas-
ures.”

—American Motorcyclist
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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 Y% * thick.

Belts are hand-made from strongest, finest
cowhide we could find. Beltis 1%

wide and is available in either

dark brown or black.

Beltis 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 10 specify “round” buckie)

i? Products

Box 361, Seal Beach,
California 90740 X




Legacy !
ola
Hathead |

By Whisper'n Red

n a garage as dilapidated and

weather-scarred as he himself, an
old man knelt on damp earth by a
machine, And as he checked the
machine’s timing in the glare of a
bare bulb hanging on frayed cord
from a rotting rafter, the old man
softly cursed his failing eyesight.
Upon finishing the task, he stood,
slowly straightening his bent body,
grimacing as his stiff joints protested
the movements, But as he stepped
back and gazed upon that motor-
cycle, a cherished family heirloom,
a smile creased his drawn features
and all his pain was temporarily
forgotten.

The RNathead 80 was once again
ready to fly along the blacktop and
once again feed the dreams of a
voung man. Although it sat quietly
in dusty confinement and was se-
cured by rusting chains, the hike’s
gleaming beauty and arresting
power were evident, With tomor-
row’s first light it would slip its
bonds and yield to a new master, a
rider of the same blood as those
who'd gone before.

Wiping the last trace of dirt and
grime off the gas tank, the old man
noted with pride the still glossy
black paint his son had tenderly
laid upon her thirteen years before.
A small hole punched clean through
the headlight housing was the only
blemish on the scoot. He remembered,
with a slight chuckle, his small boy’s
reaction when he had first brought

—Continued on page 92
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—lIllustration by Dave Mann

or the tenth time since arising,
Jim pulled the window shade
aside and looked into the morn-
ing haze, The trash-strewn street
was barely visible in the early
morning fog. Once, when he peered
out into the semi-darkness, he
caught sight of a rat as it scurried
along the gutter, its huge gray
back visible above the curbing as it
made one last foray into the world
of man, searching for food.

Another time, upon hearing a
sound and thinking that it might be
his bros arriving, he looked out in
time to see a black and white patrol
car, lights out, drifting through the
haze like a silent vulture, cruising
an aimless route that would end at
its nest—the all-night doughnut shop
—there to tend to its bosomy chicks.

As he packed his bedroll, checking
each item that would be needed on
the long trip he was about to take,
he listened intently for sounds of
the companions he hoped would soon
arrive. He heard instead the clatter
of trash barrels as they toppled under
the weight of scrounging dogs and
cats, He heard the slamming of
doors, voices cursing, and the rasp-
ing, gargling sounds of men clearing
their lungs and throats after a night
of drink and smoke. And there was
the first, distant, rumble of traffic
in the city.

Outside, the sun began to rise,
taking away the mist. The dirty,
blue-white curtain lifted away from
the streets, exposing the filth and
ugliness from which even vermin
hid by day. Across the street, a
pasty-skinned fat woman, clad in a
flimsy, torn kimono, came stealthily

MIND

ENDING

By R. Finem

out onto the front steps of her house,
hungry eyes searching the vacant
street for the dealer she desperately
awaited. She bent over to pick up a
cigarette butt, and the kimono
parted, exposing enough meat to
stock a butcher shop.

They're not coming, Jim thought
as he stood by the door. If they
were, they would have beertr here
long ago. Lately, they'd all been
taking so many pills and smoking so
much weed that time and appoint-
ments, plans and promises, had come
to mean nothing to them. Jim stead-
fastly maintained the desire to
escape from this place and head out
west, but his bros had grown more
and more reluctant to discuss leav-
ing, even though they had once
loved long-distance rides and the
freedom of the road. Jim had felt
himself sinking into a quicksand of
pills and smoke because of the city
living, a bike that was down for a
long time, and nothing to do but
chase away the loneliness and
yearning by sinking into the oblivi-
on of narcosis.

Fuck it, he thought. I'll go alone.

His bike was ready and packed,
sitting beside the window inside
his one-room apartment, each item
of gear neatly tied in its proper
place for travel. His head was clear.
He had laid off taking anything for
two days, waiting to get started, but
now, nervously, he dropped a couple
of whites, chasing them with a
swallow of wine. He was going to
kiss off this filthy ghetto once and
for all and go with the only thing
he loved—his bike. He had worked
on it, slept with it, until he felt
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it to be a part of himself and he
a part of it. The bike was his love.
It was truer to him than any broad
had ever been. It was an.extension
of his very self. California, here I
come, he thought as he muscled it
out through the door and down the
steps of the building onto the street.

The Harley fired quickly and
easily. It should have—after all,
hadn’t he worked on it for over a
year, planning this trip? He stood
beside the loaded bike, listening to
its throaty chugging as it idled
smoothly. He touched its sleek sur-
face and murmured softly, “I wish
I were you, You're perfection. You'll
last forever. We are each other.”

He took a last look at the apart-
ment and spit on the steps. “Fuck
you!” he said aloud. “The rats and
roaches can have you now.” And he
rode away. Papers and dirt swirled
in the street and gutters as he passed.
Empty beer cans and bottles rolled
in aimless circles, their pleasures
gone.

Gentleman Jim, as his brothers
called him because he was always
polite, kept himself reasonably neat
in appearance, from shoulder-length
hair and neatly combed beard to his
scuffed, thick-soled riding boots.

Tested a few times for mud, he'd
proven his worth. There had been
another Gentleman Jim, once. A
fighter. This Gentleman Jim was a
fighter, too. He'd proven to be light-
ning fast and quick on his feet, and
it hadn’t taken him long to show
some class against the asshole who'd
taken him for a pushover. The loud-

—Continued on page 87



Chili Pot: 2 Ibs. pinte beans,
/5 clove garlic, 1 1b. bacon (cut
in 2-inch sections), 1 cup chopped
grass, 2 cups red wine, /3 cup
mushrooms, 4 tablespoons chili
powder. Scak beans overnight.
In a large pot, pour boiling water
over beans and simmer for at
least an hour, adding more water
to keep beans covered. Now add
all other ingredients and con-
tinue to simmer for another 4
hours. Salt to taste. Makes
encugh to serve you and 8 bros.

Spaghetti Sauce: | can (six oz.)
tomato paste, | can (six oz.)
water, 2 tablespoons olive oil, 1/,
clove minced garlic, 17 cup
chopped onions, 1 bay leaf, /3
cup chopped grass, 1 pinch
thyme, 1 pinch pepper, /; tea-
spoon salt. Mix in o pot, cover
and simmer with frequent stirring
for 35 to 40 minutes. Serve over
spaghetti.

Pot Loaf: 1 package onion soup
mix, 2 lbs. ground beef, 1 16-o0z.
can whole peeled tomatoes, 1
egyq, 2 cup chopped grass, 4
slices crumbed bread. Mix ingre-
dients and shape into a loaf pan.
Bake for one hour in 400° oven.
Serves six bros.

Boston Bean Pot: | large can (1
lb. 13 oz.) pork and beans, /3
cup light molasses, 1 cup grass,
i/ teaspoon hickory salt, 6 slices
bacon, 3 pineapple rings. Mix
together in a casserole, cover top
with pineapple and bacon, bake
in 350° oven for about 45 min-
utes. Turns you and 4 bros. on.

Banana Bread: !/; cup shorten-
ing, 1 cup sugar, 2 eggs, 1 cup
mashed bananas, 1 teaspoon
lemon juice, 2 cups sifted flour, 3
teaspoons baking powder, Y2 cup
chopped grass, }/; teaspoon salt,
1 cup chopped nuts. Mix short-
ening and sugar, beat eggs and
add to mixture. Mix bananas with
lemon juice and add to first mix-
ture. Sift flour, salt, and baking
powder together, then mix all
ingredients together. Bake for
about 114 hours in 375° oven,

y ol’ lady may not be the
“ best-locokin' chick around,

but she gives gocod head,
keeps the house clean, and if she
doesn’t always want to fuck when
I do, she compensates for it by
cookin’ the best meals in town.
Whenever I'm feelin’ low, she
knows exactly how to get me
high, and since there are a lot of
you bros out there who share the
same problems, I'm gonna share
twelve recipes with you so you
can get a lift too.

So the next time the ol’ lady
says she doesn't feel like givin'
ya some head, have her whip up
a meadl. It'll make your dick
tingle and her pussy wet.

Acapulco Green: 3 ripe avo-
cados, 3 tablespoons wine vine-
gar, Y2 cup chopped Spanish
onions, 3 cup chopped grass, 2
teaspoons chili powder. Mix
vinegar, chili powder and grass.
Let stand for one hour, add avo-
cados and onions, mash and mix
well. Serve with tacos or as a
dip for your ol’ lady's tit. Good
eatin’.

High Tea: 2 tablespoons seeds,
2 tea bags, | or 2 tablespoons
grass, honey, oranges, and cin-
namon sticks. Boil 4 cups water
with seeds and grass for 15 min-
utes, add tea bags and honey to
taste, Serve in cups containing
chunks of oranges and a cinna-
mon stick.
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Meat Balls: 2 1bs. hamburger,
/2 cup bread crumbs, 12 cup
chopped onions, 6 to 8 table-
spoons chopped grass, 2 cans
cream of mushroom soup, 4 table-
spoons India relish. Mix it all up
and shape into meatballs. Brown
in a frying pan and drain. Place
in a casserole with soup and 1
can of water, cover and cook
over low heat for about 30
minutes.

Pot Soup: 1 can condensed
beef broth, /2 can water, 3 table-
spoons chopped grass, 3 table-
spoons chopped watercress, 3
tablespoons lemon juice. Com-
bine in a saucepan and bring to
a boil over medium heat. Place
in refrigerator for 2 or 3 hours,
reheat and serve.

Apple Turn-Ons: 4 apples
(cored), 4 cherries, 12 cup brown
sugar, 13 cup grass, 14 cup water,
2 tablespoons cinnamon. Powder
the grass in a blender. Mix grass
with sugar, water, and cinnamon.
Stuff cores with this paste, top
each apple with a cherry, and
bake for 25 minutes in a 350°
oven.

Thanksgiving Day Bird Stuffing:

S cups bread crumbs, 1/3 cup
chopped onions, 2 tablespoons
poultry seasoning, 3 tablespoons
melted butter, !5 cup each:
raisins, almonds, celery, grass,

2 tablespcons red wine. Mix it up,
then stuff it.

Brownies: !/; cup flour, I tea-
spoon baking powder, 3 table-
spoons shortening, Y2 cup sugar,
2 tablespoons honey, 2 table-
spoons corn syrup, 1 egg (beat-
en), I square melted chocolate,
1 tablespoon water, 1 teaspoon
vanilla, 3 cup arass, 12 cup
chopped nuts, pinch of salt. Sift
tlour, baking powder, and salt
together. Mix shortening, sugar,
honey, syrup and egg. Blend in
chocolate, then the other ingred-
ients. Mix well. Spread in an 8-
inch pan and bake for 20 min-
utes at 350°. Take some to work
—they'll love you for it. |

~—Illustration by Asp
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,L'Jetween Issues we have this meeting, ya see. But unfortunately,

__j[)) after an issue things get kinda loose. So the meetings conslst of
«@JSnake passed out under the table, Renegade loaded on reds, wantin'
to argue or fight over anything, and the rest of the crew equally blitzed
with one foot out the door. And the fuckin' meeting is supposed to be
about the bike features for the next issue.

But when Weed comes in with a dozen blkes and presents each one,
explaining In great detall the merits of each machine, the meeting
springs Into mass confusion and all hell breaks loose. A couple of bros
slip out the door and the remaining die-hards go round and round into
the night. It's a bummer, and often bikes get cut just cuz the photography
isn’t right, or Isn’t complete, or there aren't enough pics to choose from,

I've seen ol' Weed fight, scream, jump up and down on the fuckin'
table for a bike until he's blue In the face—to no avail. But this meeting

Photos by Tom Dermott

Sober up and look again . ..

ow could we pass up featuring this

unique Sporty? It's not every day a
bike Is built with the gas tank going
the wrong way. And it doesn't look half
bad. 'Course, I'm seein’ double about
now. Maybe the builder, Ed Williams,
put the tank on backwards so the art-
work would fit the line of the tank. But
shit, if he's like me, he doesn't know

. what's gonna happen when he's
finished wrenchin’ in the garage. Any-
thing's possible.

He could have had one of those
harsh Monday mornings, when he
wished the whole world was still asleep.
Or maybe he stumbled Into the shop,
slapped the tank on the frame and,
while half on the nod, stirred the
bondo and molded the tank into place.
Imagine the look on his face when the
painter returned the frame— *'Did
| do that?”

—Spray Paint

Owner: Ed Willlams, Lake Worth, Florida.
1967 XLH Sportster




was different. Weed came loaded for bear—and anyone else who might
give him a hard time. His spiked gauntlets were strapped tightly to his
wrists, a baseball bat was tucked under his arm, and he was holding
only two features.

He broke up some of the furniture, yellin’ that he had hung up these
blke owners long enough. Then he demanded, smashing a large ash-
tray with the bat to emphasize his polint,
that we use these bikes, good photography or bad. Even Renegade
sat quietly and listened.

So here you have it—a combination article consisting of a series
of blkes that, for photographic reasons, we couldn't feature separately,
We like to share beautifully constructed bikes with everybody. But some-
times with bros who live three thousand laps from nowhere, it's a bitch
to get enough good material to make up a complete one-bike
feature. We keep tryin', though. So this feature is made up of the scraps
we could put together on each scoot. —Ride Safe

Photos by Rick Garlye

Bound to feature . ..

on sent us shots of his bike almost

a year ago. As you can see, it's
definitely a nice scooter. Since he
lived so damn far away, we had to tell
him that his bike was nice, but the last
photographer we sent out there was
never heard from again. What could
we do?

But Don didn't take no for an answer.
He found Rick, a camera freak, to take
the flicks for him. Don was determined
and the photographer was spaced out,
but they managed to get a few shots
out to us.

Bummer—I had to send them back.
There weren't enough even to start a
feature. But | sent off some Inspiring
words to motivate Don. Like he should
pound on Rick untll he got It right.

So when we received another package,
the material improved 100%, but it
still wasn't enough to do a full feature.

Anyhow, here are the raesults of the
whole exchange. Shows ya what
a little poundin’ will do.

—Punch Happy

Owner: Don Coffey, Rochester, New York,
1958 FLH Panhead




Some people get the breaks. ..

That's no shit. One bro may bulld a
putt and dump eight grand dolng it.
The next dude will get stumblin® drunk
and run across a plssed bro tryin’ to
start his uncooperative scoot. The
frustrated bro blows It at his putt and
hands the stumbler the pink slip for
twenty bucks.

Michael dished out only $650 to start
this slick flathead. Some creeps may
contest his deal as not so hot. But read
on. Through a connection, he came
to meet an old bike dealer who had
retired and was now offing what was
left of his private stock.

It was like goin' through Granny's
trunks (not the ol' gal's swimmin'
trunks) and findin" a couple of grand.
Michael stumbled onto a new 74
flathead motor still sealed In its crate,
And to top It off (like picking up the
most beautiful chick you've ever seen
and then finding out she has a milllon
bucks comin' to her when her 92-year-
old dad croaks) he also scored a brand
spanking new 1965 transmission.
Damned if some people ain’t born with
a ratchet-top—uh, | mean silver spoon
—In their mouths, —Creep
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Another tasty putt . . .

ell, here's another tasty scooter that

we couldn't get out to for additional
photos. The majority of our hassle
gettin' good flicks Is the distance from
our photographer to the bike,

It's a bitch when we receive a couple
of sample shots of a dude's putt from
New York. Especially when the blke
is something out of a bike builder's
dream—fuckin" beautiful. We once sent
a photographer 3,000 miles to shoot a
bike. But when he got there, there was
a note on the dude’s door—"Gone
puttin® (warrants). Be back in two
weeks," The photographer went berserk
and we never saw him again.

And | don't mean to snivel, but that's
our other big problem—connectin' with
people. About as bad as bros tryin' to
connect with us. Five times a year, we
move—whether we get kicked out or
not. And about twice as often, we
change our phone numbers. So if some-
one wants to catch one of us and they
manage to get all the current info, they
can either pitch a tent on the front
porch or collect blisters dialin' the
phone till they catch us home.

It's a wonder anything ever gets
accomplished.

—Snake

Steve Drake, Nitro, W. Virginia,

1971 XLCH Sportster

Owner:




Another strange motorcycle
feature in the making . . .

whnle these pictures were being taken,
a passing patrolman, discovering
Scott's pretty blue antique with his keen

legal vislon, declded to check It out. See,

it's not every day a big ol’ Hog stumbles
off the smooth surface of a highway for
the comfort of some soft, rolling terrain.
Before long, John Law drew his “biker
hassle guidebook'" and, with a deter-
mined air, proceeded through the
numbers. And Scott was caught without
his all-important day-glo inspection
sticker.

Nothin’ for the impersonal Man to
do but follow the precise letter of the
law. Impound said vehicle, charge the
brother for towing, and leave him to
think about It while he walked thirty
miles home, Ah, but they didn't take his
film box or the precious film. So, what
we have pictured here is a fugitive
from justice just before it was ap-
prehended.

We don't know if his bike was ever
returned, or if it's rusting In some damp
impound yard. Nor do we know if he
told the quick-thinking officer that he
was in the process of taking extremely
important shots of his antique for
Easyriders—a dangerous statement,
Anyhow, thls is definitely another welrd
one for the annals of Easyriders history.
But above all, we hope the blke Is re-
turned to me—er, the owner.

—Stranger

Owner: Scott Anthony,
Warwick, Rhode Island.
1937 to 47 Knucklehead
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whal started out to be a casual
cruise through the country-
side on a warm, sunny July after-
noon didn’t turn out so well. But it
did lead to a series of events which
should prove of interest to any
biker who's ever heard the phrase
“T didn’t see the motorcycle.”

Knowing how small towns can
present problems. T was holding it
well within the 30 mph speed limit,
but T still had to lay it down when
some asshole in a new Corvette
decided to preempt the right of
way. [ was lucky enough to get off
before the two machines collided,
totaling mine and doing about
$2.000 worth of damage to the
Vette.

As I picked myself up off the
pavement, T heard them again—
those five words which constitute
the most asinine, infuriating state-
ment in the English language: “T
didn’t see the motorcycle.”

I'd heard those words before.
Once, when my buddv Moose-
crotch Morris got snuffed near
Fresno. and again when I came
pretty damned close to cashing in
myself. This time T was lucky
enough to get by with asphalt rash
and a sprained ankle.

The wreck resulted from just
another of what seems like a half-
million similar situations. T had
survived innumerable close calls,
having been crowded damn near
and sometimes entirely off the road
by everything that has a motor-
cycle outweighed—and what
doesn’t?

As most of us are aware, life on
two wheels is a never-ending suc-
cession of confrontations with ma-
niacs who seemingly drive with the
dual objective of causing bikers to
become prematurely gray and mak-
ing damn sure we don't live long
enough to get that way naturally.

And the excuse—when you can
stop one of the cunts to get an
excuse—is always the same: “I
didn’t see the motorcycle.”

Our benighted bureaucrats seem
convinced that there really is a
visibility problem where motor-
cycles are concerned. After giving
us the helmet laws, they’ve got us
keeping our headlight on during
daylight hours so that we’ll be
easier to see. Fine. Maybe we
should go a step further and mount
a 5,000-watt, rotating carbon-arc
beacon on every motorcycle.

A LOGICAL
STANDPOINT
BEARS NO
RESEMBLANCE
TOA
BUREAUCRAT’S
STRADPOINT

By Hog Jaws Hamilton

Parting with my mangled mess
of Milwaukee metal was like los-
ing an old friend, but at least T got
a fairly decent settlement from the
other guy’s insurance company. I
guess they appreciated the fact that
I didn’t get up off the pavement
yelling Whiplash! because they
settled up fairly promptly.

A couple of days later, I was
sipping suds and discussing the sit-
uation with a bro who works as a
mechanic in the local Harley shop.
He told me about how his boss had
gotten into a beef with the chief of
police. It seems the chief had de-
cided to phase out routine motor-
cycle patrol, which meant getting
rid of six or eight of the depart-
ment’s bikes.

“The boss told him hell no, he
wasn’t gonna buy 'em back,”
Stoney related. “The chief called
Frank a stubborn, insolent sonof-
abitch, and Frank called the chief
a fucking misfit who ought to be in
some small town operating a one-
man speed trap. I got the distinct
impression they won't be doing any
business any time soon, which
means the cop shop probably has
some used bikes which can be had
for a reasonable price.”

Stoney was right. Unac-
customed as I am to making ap-
pearances in police headquarters
of my own free will, I bathed,
shaved, dressed like T was going to
court, and headed on down to the
big brick building downtown.

“What the hell have you done
this time, Jaws?” the desk sergeant
demanded. T assured him that T was
there for the sole purpose of dis-
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cussing a business proposition with
his superior.

The chief wanted to sell those
bikes in the worst way. T found out
later he'd already ordered prowl
cars to replace them and was about
to get his ass in a crack with the
city fathers for exceeding his
budget. I got me one with 12,000
easy miles, regular maintenance,
and clean as a whistle for about
half what Frank & Jesse’s Cycle
Shop would have charged me for
something with a cracked piston.

The boys at the motor pool re-
moved the word Police and other
official insignia, and of course they
pulled the two-way radio, the siren,
and the “bubble gum machine.”
But other than that, the bike still
looked pretty official when T rode
it home. Made me feel kind of
self-conscious,

I figured I"d wait until that eve-
ning to take my new machine on
its maiden tour of the local bistros.
Meanwhile, T was sitting there sip-
ping on some brew and watching
my snake, when I got this really
wild-assed idea.

My snake, by the way, is eleven
inches long, about as big around
as a ball point pen, brightly dec-
orated with rings of red, black and
yellow. And no, Gloria, I'm not
talking about my crank. This is a
scarlet king snake and it’s kept in
a small terrarium, not in my pants.

What is special about the scarlet
king snake is the fact that, while
it is non-poisonous and otherwise
harmless to everything except the
small lizards it eats, it very closely
resembles the deadly little coral
snake. For this reason, the big
snakes, the alligators, the bears,
the gnomes, and the other forest
creatures do not fuck with the
scarlet king snake.

I immediately got up off my ass
and beat it down to Radio Shack,
where I picked up a cheap CB
transceiver, whip antenna, and a
large aluminum “construction
box™ for mounting the rig on my
luggage rack. Next stop, the liquor
store, where I bought half a gallon
of Mogen David wine.

I'll go on record right now as
saying that, for my money, a CB
radio on a bike is strictly a third
tit, but if you've already figured
out what T was up to, vou'll realize
that it was just part of the Mas-
ter Plan. —Continued on next page



The wine? This broad who is
an art major loves it, and she’s also
kind of overweight and ugly as
shit, so for sharing the vino and
a little hanky-panky, she copied
the Star of David off the label
onto my bike. It was legal, because
that isn’t the official police or
sheriff’'s department insignia, ex-
cept maybe in Miami Beach.

After sobering up on a couple
of six packs, I paid a visit to a
uniform shop, where I purchased
boots, leggings, shirt and jacket
of the type worn by motorcycle
patrolmen. The helmet was just
a matter of touching up a cheap,
three-quarter coverage model with
the department’s unimaginative
blue and gray color scheme, which
my artist broad did for a pint of
muscatel and a fast feel.

Naturally, T couldn’t wear a
badge and a gun, but so what? On
the road, nobody ever got close
enough to tell the difference
anyway.

You would not believe the cour-
tesy I was shown by motorists—
some of the same ones, I feel
certain, who make a habit of
crowding every bike they see.
Nobody tried to pass me at all,
let alone in a discourteous man-
ner. When I drove 55, everybody
drove 55. Tailgaters? I could have
dropped my scoot in the middle
of the busiest freeway at rush
hour and I doubt that I'd have
caused anybody to panic-stop, let
alone run me over. To wipe out
in this getup, I'd have had to bash
my brain on cheap wine and hit
a light-pole, overpass abutment,
or some other stationary object,
because nobody operating a mov-
ing vehicle was about to give me
any shit. My calculated subterfuge
had made suckling piglets of all
manner of obnoxious road hogs.
It was absolutely unfucking-
believable!

On the other hand, my attire
did pose certain disadvantages
when I got off the bike and began
mingling with the public at closer
range. Like, can you imagine
walking into the Hairy Armpit
or some other biker hangout
dressed like a defrocked detec-
tive? A fag in full drag wouldn’t
have gotten as many strange looks
and off-color remarks.

Bartenders who once appre-
ciated my patronage began serving
me warm beer and requesting

that I park my official-looking
machine in the back so that it
wouldn’t scare off their customers.
Broads who used to act interested
now merely snickered in my pres-
ence. When I wanted to shoot
pool, either the tables were stacked
asshole deep with guys waiting to
challenge, or else nobody wanted
to play.

It occurred to me that perhaps
I was no longer relating to my
peer group.

Just about the time I was getting
tired of the game anyway, I came
out of a saloon one evening to find
a squad car parked next to my
vehicle and two gendarmes scru-
tinizing it with a great deal of
interest.

“This your bike?" one of them
asked. I could see that explana-
tions would be in order. Fortun-
ately, I wasn’t too juiced and I had
all the appropriate paperwork on
my person. The cops still didn’t
think it was too damned funny and
hinted that, were I to persist in
displaying the colors of John Law,
they could probably dig up some
obscure statute through which to
incarcerate me in the municipal
slammer for a long weekend at
least.

I took the hint. Next day, off
came the windshield, the crash
bars, the saddle bags, the CB, the
Star of David and assorted ex-
traneous crap. The monkey suit
I contributed to Goodwill Indus-
tries. Back on the highway, it's
the same old shit. That big beam
burns every time the Harley rolls,
and all it does is waste electricity.

Visibility? Shit! That was never
the problem to begin with.

From a purely logical stand-
point (which, of course, bears no
resemblance to the bureaucratic
viewpoint), a motorcycle and its
rider cast a silhouette in the neigh-
borhood of five feet high by three
feet wide by seven feet long. A
small compact car is shorter in
height and only marginally wider
and longer, yet doesn’t experience
a tenth of a bike’s *“visibility prob-
lem,” even though headlights are
not kept on during daylight hours.

The real problem, of course,
is one of attitude, as our little
experiment illustrates rather well,
I believe. Out there among those
respectable, middle-class makers
of monthly payments lurks a hard
core of “one percenters” whose
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thoughts and deeds are so evil as
to make any one percenter bike
club look like an aggregation of
cherubs by comparison.

Because motorcycles are
uniquely vulnerable, they often
become the object of everything
from careless disregard to mali-
cious flirtations with mayhem by
frustrated motorists trying to rid
themselves of their inhibitions.
On the rare occasions when they
are called to account for their
behavior, these types almost in-
variably come up with the stock
excuse, “T didn’t see the motor-
cycle”—but for some strange rea-
son they can see a police motor-
cycle (or what they think is one)
just fine.

Another problem, of course, is
the legislators and bureaucrats
who refuse to confront the situa-
tion and instead put the onus on
the biker in the form of helmet
and headlight laws. T was just
reading about a 16-year-old kid
who got snuffed when some pickup
jockey who was changing lanes
forced the kid’s bike into on-
coming traffic and a head-on colli-
sion. The motorist responsible
was charged with “improper lane
change,” which is good for a slap
on the wrist. By the way, guess
what his excuse was?

Now, if this same Portnoy-in-a-
pickup had been cruising this
same stretch of pavement, had not
gotten anybody hurt, had not
committed any other infraction,
but had been stopped for a routine
check by the fuzz and discovered
to be driving with three beers
under his belt, rhien his ass would
have been in some kinda serious
trouble!

With this set of priorities, is it
any frigging wonder that a lot
of guys who race motorcycles for
a living won’t ride on the street
because they consider it too dan-
gerous?

An experiment born of curiosity
and coincidence proved that a
mere approximation of police-type
regalia can make motorcycling
safer than a steel-reinforced chas-
tity belt with a combination lock.

Burning your headlight in the
daytime, on the other hand, can
only cut down on its life expec-
tancy—without doing a damn
thing to improve yours. But who
gives a shit about your life ex-
pectancy anyhow? |



Fine Tickler
You and your fuckin' cu-
cumbers! I'll bet you've got
your own special cucumber
farm that grows those big,
extra-lumpy ones. | just want
to know what's In those
vegetables that's so fine.
Bunny
Bristol, Tenn,

® It's not what's in them—
it's what's on the outside that
counts. As you said, they're
huge and |umpy—and the
best damned tickler you can
find.

Big In Texas
Mutha, would you fly to
Germany to suck a twelve-
inch crank on a horny ser-
geant in the Army?
Tommie L. Gogagin
APO New York

® Why should | when | can
go Into the next office an’
sit on Tex's desk? He hadda
get a special passport just
to get his crank outta Austin.

Good For You
A while back you printed
a letter concerning the calo-
ries In cum. I'd llke ya to
know that there's also seven-
ty-five dlfferent Ingredients—
including vitamins D and E3,
iron, and, of course, acld.
Many more.
The Wolf
Waupun, Wisc.

® Yummy! | know—I know.
Why do you think I'm so
healthy?

Sex Education
The ol’ lady and | have two
sons, ages elght and nine.
We think it's time to lay a
little sex education on their
heads. So they'll get the best
idea of sex, we've declded to
expose them to us while
we're fucking. | think this is
the most natural and honest
way. What do you think?
Prez
Muscle Shoals, Ala.

® Well, ya'd better start with
the square couple next door
—biker sex might be too
heavy at first. Then let them
watch you two freak out.
Then for a graduate course,
send 'em to me for the ulti-
mate lesson. (They'll never be
the same—and you'd better
tell your ol' lady to watch
out for them after they catch
me in action.)

College Boys

| hear you're one of the
horniest chicks around. |If
this is true, why don't ya
come on down to our college
during club hours and see If
you can take us all on?

Dave “Tombstone" Kohn

Jamaica, New York

® College boys? Oh, yeah,
they're kinda like M and M's
—take one mouthful an' it
melts away to nothin’; eat
'em all night an' ya sill ain't
full. Besides, there's a law
agalnst kiddie porn.

Beach Ballin’

Last week | dove dived
on my chick at the beach.
What a fuck! | think It had a
little to do with the ocean
roaring In the background
and the idea of fucking out In
the open In front of God and
everyone. It just Increased
the degree of our climaxes
s0 much, we couldn't stop.
We fucked on that beach all
day long. Have you ever had
such an experience?

Splke
Galveston, Texas

® It's the grit from the sand
(and the sand crabs) that
does it—fuck the ocean
sounds.

The Real Thing
My ol lady caught me
beating my meat while look-
ing at your picture the other
day, Now she's broadcastin’
it all over the fuckin' world!
Man, | don't know what to say
to her. Any suggestions?
“Horse™
Ft. Lauderdale, Fla.

® Ya mean you let your ol
lady do that to you? Throw
her in a well—and get out
and get the real thing. Get
some balls, lightweight—no
wonder you're floggin® your
dummy Instead of gettin' the
real thing.

A Steady Piece

| know you're some kinda
sick bitch and all that. | just
wanna know—haven't you
ever had one steady piece of
ass around? Just for a short
while, anyway?

Kathy
Morrow, Ga.
® Yeah, there’'s my Irish

Wolfhound—and, of course,
Spider. But I'm In for a six-
hour session when | party
with him.

Speedy Sex?

Last night | did some
speed before the ol' man and
| balled, He was really gettin’
into the downstroke when |
started havin' chest pains. |
clawed and punched and
yelled my way out from
under him, and all the time
he's rammin’ an’ jammin' me
like crazy.

My doctor said I'd had a
mild heart attack and to lay
off speed for the rest of my
life. The ol' man doesn't
know, an' now he's bitchin'

that it was the best fuck he
ever had an' wants to do it
again. Now what?
Debbie
Elkhart, Ind.

® Come ta think of It, every
time Spider rams it to me
with his pound of meat, |

think I'm havin' a heart
attack too.
What's It Like?

Every time | see your

photo | want to stick my cock
down your throat to see what
it's like in real life.
Rican
Pendleton, Ind.

® Cut a hole in the mouth of
the picture | sent ya, then
lay it over a bucket full of
hot gravel and liver. That's
close, but there ain't nothin
like the real thing, babe,

Strange Trip
I've got a problem. My
ol' man would rather eat
raisin bran than my snatch.
Shortie
Brooklyn, N. Y.

® Simple, shit-can him.

Spare Time
What do you do In your
spare time? Or do you have
any?
Mac
Houston, Texas

® Fuck an' suck—what else?

Long Dong
Even though my crank Is
only five and a half inches
long, | could fuck you for
hours. Then I'd wake you up
and do it some more. What
do you say to that?
J. Js
Jax, Fla.

® With only five and a half
inches, why bother wakin' me
up? I've got snatch halrs
longer 'n that.

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

if you want a picture of Mutha. Il



THE
UNEXPECTED

By John Watson

renchy heard Sandi coming when
she was still some distance from
his pad. The distinctive sound of her
dilapidated old van’s exhaust was
easy to recognize, especially since
she always downshifted each time
she prepared to come to a stop,
accentuating the sound. A fire
started in his groin and coursed up-
ward through his body. He found
himself smiling with anticipation as
he peered through the raised window
blind, watching her get out of the
van. He stared admiringly at her
long, slender bare legs, topped by
cut-off Levi shorts. She stood beside
the van for a moment, adjusting the
straps of the small halter top that
strained against full breasts, then
she hurried up onto the porch of the
frame house where Frenchy lived.
At the door, she tossed back her long
golden hair, and with wide blue
eyes glancing nervously up and
down the dark street, she knocked.
Frenchy jerkd the door open and
grabbed her, pulling her into the
house. She struggled for a moment,
her body tense and frightened, then
melted into his arms
“Oh, God! Frenchy,” she moaned,
snuggling into his arms, bodies
melting together, “don’t do things
like that. You know how afraid I
am that Dick might be having me

- followed, or even be waiting here

for me. Please. I've asked you before.
Don’t do that again.”

Dirty Dick was Sandi’s ol’ man,
and by biker rights and law she was
his property and his alone—staked
out, branded and tied—and unless
he gave the word, no one dared
touch. Her violation of the unwritten
code was unfortunate for Dick, but
it was the best thing that had ever
happened to Frenchy. And it had
all started when she’d accompanied
Dick on the River Run the previous
summer.

Frenchy and Sandi had met down
by the water, while she was washing
out a few things. He had been lying
in the cool shade, resting. From the
moment their eyes met, they’d been
in love, and that love had grown to
the temperature of a smelting fur-
nace. Since that time, whenever she
could get away, Sandi held frequent
meetings with Frenchy, and during
their stolen moments together, they
crashed their hearts and bodies
against one another with the force
of a storm at sea. The second time
they met, they talked about her
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leaving Dirty Dick, and during the
ensuing months the never-ending
discussion dominated their conver-
sation.

“I can’t leave him, Frenchy. You
know he'd kill us both.”

“Not if he can't find us, sweet-
heart,” Frenchy had argued. “Dam-
mit! We can go away. We'll go on
my bike. We can go down to Texas,
or back to Maine, or anyplace far
away. He'll never be able to find us
if we're careful, His club doesn’t
have charters in the south or east,
so he won't have any brothers to
help him look for us.”

“You don’t know Dirty Dick like
I do.” she countered. “He didn’t get
that name from being a good guy or
letting people take what's his. No
way! He'd have his brothers out
looking for us for the rest of his
life. The only way we'll ever be
safe is if we break up.” And then
she cried for a long time, hushed and
held tightly in the arms of her lover.
It was a tender moment. True love
changes a man into an animal, then
back still further into a child with
an open heart

- * =

The biker bar called Slim’s was
neutral territory—one of the few
bars on the edge of town where
bikers could assemble to drink and
party without interference from
citizens or the law. It had long ago
been agreed that fighting on the
premises was not allowed, although
that rule found itself strained on
occasion, Sometimes arguments ne-
cessitated an adjournment to a small
woods at the top of a hill, out back,
where difficulties could be ironed
out, far from spying eyes, or from
the eyes of anyone who felt it might
be his duty to interfere. Such en-
counters were treated with respect,
in that combatants were allowed to
settle their disputes alone, without
seconds or brothers who might jump
into the fray. That, too, was an un-
written rule at Slim’s place.

“You been eyein’ my ol’ lady,”
Dirty Dick said abruptly to Frenchy
one night. “You're allus lookin’ at
her tits, an’ I don’t like it, see?”

“You're fulla shit!” Frenchy re-
plied, as cold crept up his spine.

“I been watchin’ you, mother-
fucker, an' the way youre allus
lookin’ at her don’t make me none
too happy.”

“Stick it up your ass,” Frenchy
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said, his face reddening. “I look at
all chicks. There ain’t no law
against lookin”.”” And then he added,
“Not even your fuckin’ club laws.”

“Don’t mouth my club, asshole,”
Dirty Dick growled, stepping close
and giving Frenchy a shove. “Keep
shootin’ off your fuckin’ face an’
we'll go out to the trees.”

Frenchy stepped back and ap-
praised his foe, weighing the possi-
bilities of winning a one-to-one fight
with him, Dick was not as tall as he,
but he packed more weight and he
had a reputation as one helluva
fighter. No one had actually wit-
nessed him fighting in single combat,
since he was always surrounded by
his bros, but stories existed of his
strength, cunning, and ferocity. So
many stories that he had risen easily
to presidency of his club, and he was
highly respected by all members. He
had strong arms and a barrel chest,
but he also had a pot belly, He'd
been drinking a lot of beer this
night, and Frenchy thought that to
be in his favor, should a fight take
place.

“Youre a cocksucker,” Frenchy
said, “and youre on. Why don’t
we just go out to the trees and
settle this? Maybe I'd like to punch
your fuckin’ head in an’ take your
ol’ lady away from you.”

Dirty Dick lunged at Frenchy, but
bystanders grappled with him,
holding him back.

“Outside, fuckers!” Slim called
from behind the bar. “You know the
rules. If ya got any iron or knives
on ya, put ’em on the bar, then get
the fuck outta here an’ settle it out
back.”

Amid the agreeing rumble from
the occupants of the bar, the two men
emptied their pockets, took off their
heavy rings, and left by the back
door, They went up the hill toward
the trees, Frenchy in the lead,
hurrying, anxious to get at it and
settle once and for all the only thing
that kept him from Sandi. Soon they
reached the small clearing in the
woods where hundreds of bikers had
slugged it out in times past. They
stopped and squared off.

“Get at it, cunt,” Frenchy growl-
ed, crouching, A few hard punches
in Dirty Dick’s fat, beer-filled gut,
and he wouldn't want to fight any-
body. A man can’t drink beer all
night, then get hit in the gut with-
out something giving way.

“Hold on,” Dirty Dick said. He

glanced around, as if expecting to
see someone nearby, observing or
listening, but there was no one. The
rule was religiously obeyed. “Let’s
talk a minute.”

“What the fuck about, asshole?”
Frenchy said, relaxing—wondering
what Dick might be up to. “Get
your fuckin’ paws up, mother-
fucker.”

“No—uh—listen, there somethin’
you gotta know.”

“Okay, spill it, then I'm gonna
beat your fuckin’ brains out, cock-
sucker.”

“The truth is,” Dick said, eyes
downcast now, assuming a quiet and
innocence Frenchy had never seen
before, “that I'm not really as tough
as people think. I been fakin’ it for
a long time now. Ever since the
doc . . .” His shoulders slumped.
“Ever since the doc told me about
my heart.”

“Your what?” Frenchy asked,
amazed, His curiosity was really
aroused now. The badass dude
standing before him looked soft and
totally subdued. He looked beaten,
and the fight hadn’t even begun.

“About a year ago I found out I
got a bad heart. The doc said I got
a little while to live. Probably less
than a year. Well, my year’s almost
up, an’ I really ain’t been feelin’
too good lately. I just wanna get
through my last days without losin’
class. You see what I mean?”

“So?” Frenchy asked.

“So this,” Dick said. “Let’s stay
here for a while an’ smoke a joint,
then you go on back down to the
bar an’ tell 'em you whipped my ass
fair an’ square. I'll roll around in
the dirt an’ get messed up, then
follow you down in a few minutes.
You can be the winner without us
goin’ through this bullshit—that
okay?”

Frenchy thought it over, con-
sidering all possibilities. If what
Dirty Dick said was true, he’d soon
have Sandi without having to fear
reprisal—or death—at the hands of
Dirty Dick and his bros. Christ! he
thought, this was more of a blessing
than he'd dreamed of. He could
already imagine Sandi in his arms
on a permanent basis.

“Okay, man,” he finally agreed.
“No one’s gonna say I ain’t got no
heart. Sure. I can dig it.”

They stood in the moonlight and
lit up, taking turns passing the
joint and inhaling deeply. When the
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buzz was on, Frenchy said, “I'm
goin’ back.” He took a few steps, and
then, without turning around said,
“Listen, man. I'm really sorry. I'm
sorry about your—you know—what
the doc told ya. If I can do any-
thinpiieets

“Thanks, bro, for bein’ so under-
standin’,” Dick said. “There is some-
thin’ you can do. You can take this!”
Brass knuckles in place, he smashed
Frenchy in the back of the head,
driving him face down in the leaves
and dirt among the trees. Frenchy's
fingers convulsed momentarily in
unconsciousness, then he lay still,
with only an occasional tremor
shaking his body.

Sneering, Dirty Dick kicked him
in the ribs several times—hard—
then rolled the inert form over and
carefully, deliberately, stomped on
his face. When he was finished with
the mayhem, he pocketed the knucks
and scraped his hand against the
rough bark of a tree, wincing at the
pain, in order to give the appearance
that his bare hands once again had
done their fabled deed. He went
down the hill whistling. What I
did was all right, he thought to him-
self, After all, I've got my reputation
to protect.

- * *

The healing process was slow.
Broken ribs and split lips heal slow-
ly, and it was weeks before his
swollen eyes returned to normal.
Sandi came by his pad as often as
she dared, parking her van on a
nearby street in case she was being
watched, cutting through a neigh-
bor’s yard to Frenchy’s place,

= - *

“Get me another beer, bitch,”
Dirty Dick shouted at Sandi as he
sat watching television. “An’ then go
get my sleepin’ bag an’ roll up my
gear. There's a run tomorrow night.”

“Oh, wow!” Sandi exclaimed.
“Where we goin’?”

“We ain’t goin’ noplace. I'm goin’.
It's club business an’ there ain’t no
ol’ ladies goin’. You're stayin’ here,
but you gotta get your ass out an’
stay out till after we leave. Don’t
come back till after eight o'clock.
We'll be gone by then. We’re havin’
a war meetin’ here at the house, an’
it’s members only. Got it?”

“But tomorrow’s my birthday,”
Sandi wailed,

“So fuckin’ what?”

“It isn't fair. You said you'd take

—Continued on page 48



(lﬁ had been called Fish Hook by

his brothers ever since the day
he explained the jagged scar that
puckered his upper lip into a perma-
nent snarl. On his ninth birthday,
his uncle had taken him fishing.
The uncle was a heavy juicer and
had worked on a quart of Ezra
Brooks all day. It was late after-
noon.

“Ya gotta get way out deep to
catch the big ones,” the uncle had
explained to his nephew, breathing
warm whiskey fumes into the boy's
face. “Watch this cast.”

Giving the boy a wink, the man
had turned back toward the water
and whipped his casting rod over
his shoulder. The lure, designed for
largemouth bass, struck his nephew
in the face. For a brief, agonizing
instant, the hook buried itself in the
child’s upper lip. Then his face
erupted in blood and pain as his
drunken uncle’s cast tore the lure
free.

His befuddled uncle had placed
the screaming boy in the 1947 Buick
station wagon and numbly driven
the 27 miles into town. The boy's
parents—both alcoholics, like his
uncle—were poor and ignorant. The
three adults surveyed the child’s
ruined face and concluded that “it
ain’t as bad as it looks.” Conse-
quently, Fish Hook received no
medical attention beyond the bath
his mother gave him. To this day,
he could vividly remember the bath-
water turning pink as she rubbed
him with the bar of soap and
lathered out the dried blood.

Without stitches, the jagged
wound grew together in an irregular
pucker, leaving an ugly scar that
permanently distorted the boy's
features. As his lip healed, the
severed muscles drew it upward,
exposing his teeth. Fish Hook wore
a perpetual expression of rage. When
he tried to smile, he succeeded only
in looking even more menacing,

He was a smart kid and at once
realized it was going to be hell
growing up ugly. He could hear the

other kids taunting him through the
long years ahead. He knew he could
either surrender to his ugliness and
be the doormat for the next nine
yvears of school, or he could make
them surrender to his ugliness by
making them afraid of him.

Fish Hook grew up into a big,
mean kid. Driven by his burning
resentment, he became a legendary
brawler, the most-feared hood in
high school. Girls withdrew from
him in fear and disgust, though he
scored now and then because of his
fearsome reputation.

Over the years, Fish Hook's per-
sonality grew into accord with his
face. His snarling visage came to
mirror his true self—he felt and
acted as he looked, Taking up motor-
cycles while still in high school, he
bought his first Harley, a used

And if that don’t teach ya a lesson,
He just might show ya his Smith
& Wesson.

—“Headknocker”

by Foreigner

Sportster, when he was 20. One year
later he got his first 74 and began
to hang around other Harley riders,
gaining first their attention, then
their respect, in a series of bar
fights, He soon gained renown for
various little feats he could per-
form. For example, he could tear a
license plate in half, bite a chunk
out of a dime, and bend a church
key in the palm of one hand. Be-
fore long, he won his patch in the
Mad Dogs M.C. and quickly be-
came its enforcer.

As a club member and well-
known asskicker, Fish Hook now
found women easier to obtain, Still,
no woman had ever really reached
him, ever calmed his raging fury or
softened his snarling face. There
were plenty of women—angry,
drugged fucks, casual beatings, and
occasional ol’ ladies who loved and
feared him simultaneously, and who

were cast aside the moment they
ceased to amuse him. Women, as far
as he was concerned, were to fuck.
He was a brute, snarling in spirit as
in face.

And then, as the song goes, along
came Mary. She was the sister of
a guy Fish Hook knew at work, not
a biker at all. They happened to
meet at a party, and the Hook was
captivated. She was slim and grace-
ful,. with small breasts and a
dancer’s lithe figure. Her warm
brown eyes were set above high
cheekbones, and her smile and soft
voice made him dizzy.

Fish Hook became a changed
man, Oh, he still rode with the boys
and guzzled beer and all. Even to-
day, I can still recall his laughter
booming out across a barroom,
cutting through the pounding din
of the jukebox with its insane
energy. But imperceptibly, he be-
came quieter and slower to anger.
If Mary was present, he would no
longer engage in the brutal horse-
play or fearsome intimidation for
which he was legendary. It was as
if he was ashamed to let her see
this other side of himself. Instead,
he stood contentedly next to her,
dwarfing this slim girl whose
mildest rebuke he feared more than
any biker’s fists.

Well, I had always been the
closest thing to a friend Fish Hook
had ever known. I don’t mean the
rest of his brothers weren't his
friends of course. But he and I went
a long way back, and . . . well,
you know what I mean. I was as
blown away by his transformation
as anybody. And it was funny, in a
way. I mean, here’s this huge mother
with a mean streak in him as wide
as his patch, just fuckin’ over-
powered by this small, quiet girl.
All of us were amazed, and we
even took to calling the two of them
“Beauty and the Beast.” Never in
Fish Hook's hearing, of course—
we weren’t crazy. I mean, some-

—Continued on page 66

—Hllustration by Rat
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“Miraculous
G Loady
Photo Contest

JUST THINK — YOUR
OL'LADY COULD BE THE
GRAND PRIZE WINNER!

a"e!l, we all got together for a juice
and smoke session to pick the

first batch of winners— and we
couldn't agree. Everybody argued

back and forth for their favorites until
finally Spider threw his beer can

across the room in disgust and said,
“Well, shit—who the fuck are we to
decide if one bro's chick is better
lookin' than another’s anyhow?”’ That
one stumped everybody, so we fired

up another number, opened up another
case of brew, and came up with a
brilliant solution.

Barbara Moretti

We decided to throw it on you, our
readers. You'll decide each month's
winners. We aren't gonna say any-
thing!

OK—here's the deal. Each month
we'll publish all the entries we receive
that are of good technical quality.
That doesn’t mean it has to be a
professional photo—just that it has
to be in focus and properly exposed,
Then you readers will select the winner
and runners-up. .

So send us your votes for this
issue's contestants, and we'll print
the winners in the April issue. Final
date for voting for this issue's winner
will be February 28, 1978. Send us a
postcard, scrawl on the back of an
envelope, or whatever—all ya gotta
do is indicate which entrant gets your
vote. Send all votes to OI' Lady
Contest, Easyriders, P.O. Box 52,
Malibu, California 90265.

A winner every month. All monthly winners will compete for a
grand prize of one thousand bucks!

Each month Easyriders will print the monthly winner and runners-
up chosen from the pictures you send us. The monthly winner will
receive $100 and each runner-up will receive $25. Contributors (their
old man, photographer, pimp — whatever), will receive $10

After the twelve monthly winners have been chosen, we will put it
to you, our readers, for the final selection. Your votes will select
Easyriders” MIRACULOUS OL' LADY FOR 1978 — and a cool grand
goes to the winner!

Judging should be on looks, build, tattoos, and/or any other out-
standing features. Models may be dressed or undressed — it’s up to
you. We're not leoking for rmunchy stuff — just good ol’ lady photos
you're proud of, whether she’s wearin® dothes or not. Muff hair can
show if ya wanna, but it's not necessary to win.

We can use only good, in-focus, Back and uwite glossy prints or color
slides ~ nothing efse (no color prints) The model release as printed here must
be fully completed and accompany eadh entry.

All right, va got the idea — get yer cameras out and send us a shot
of your sexy honey showing off her stuff. Al models must be 18
years of age or older. And don’t forget that the model release must be
signed and the signature witnessed. Photos sent in without a release
will be disqualified. Sorry, no photos can be returned. All entires
become the property of Easyriders. Decision of the judges is final

Model Release

Model's Name

Easynders Miraculous OI' Lady Photo Contest
Tox 4] ,7/:.?:1//50, California 90265

Age Phone

Address..

State Zip

T ——
rholographers————— =
Address

Iam

City State. Zip

I hereby give Easyriders Magazine, its successors and
assigns, and those acting under its permission or upon its
authority, permission to copyright and/or publish any
photographs of myself with or without using my name and
to make changes in or additions to such photographs or
portraits, in such manner as shall seem proper to their use
[ also understand that editorial matter will accompany
these photos. | certify that | am of full age and am
possessed of full legal capacity to execute the foregoing
authorization.

Model’s Legal Signature

Witness to Signature

years of age




he distant glow of the campfire

looked good—even if it was a
couple of miles off to the right of
the highway. Slowing the powerful
shovelhead to thirty-five, Chugger
Smith eased the machine to the
road’s shoulder and stopped. Now
the numbing wind was only an icy
breeze sweeping across the New
Mexico night, Reaching around, he
fumbled the binoculars from the
duffel lashed to the sissybar, Hold-
ing them to his narrowed eyes with
fingers stiff from the bone-chilling
cold he fooled with the focus until,

LI i
By Pogy Hooper

abruptly, the campsite leaped at
him with clarity.

It consisted of one man huddled
beside a small fire. Swinging the
glasses, Chugger spotted the panhead
leaning on its kickstand near the
flickering blaze, highlights dancing
on the chopper’s chrome. Looks
peaceful and safe enough, Chugger
decided. One bro. A warm fire. May-
be he's even got some scarf

Lowering the glasses, he returned
them to the duffe]l and a moment
later was carefully maneuvering
the machine across rough ground,
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heading toward the enticing bright-
ness that promised warmth.

- - -

“Man, ya ain’t never met no
fuckin’ loser until ya meet me,”
said Spasm Dunn, his monkey-like
features somber as he skillfully
sliced another thick chunk of siz-
zling meat from the roast spitted
over the crackling flames. “Here. Ya
better have some more. Ya look
damn near starved.”

Gratefully, Chugger accepted the
third helping of succulent meat,
feeling its hot grease oozing over

{llustration by Ferrigan
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his gloved hands, warming them a
bit. “Where the livin’ hell didja
ever find pork roast out here?” he
asked, swallowing ravenously.

Spasm gazed emptily into the
darkness beyond the fire's light.
“Aw, shit, deserts are swarmin’ with
javelina. Little wild pigs, y'know. I
grew up out here in the middle of
noplace. Maybe that's what makes
me such a nothin’ case.”

Wiping his greasy, bearded mouth
with the back of his gloved hand and
belching contentedly, Chugger sip-
ped steaming coffee from the tin
cup, regarding the other man with
open curiosity. “Why put yerself
down like ya do, man?” he asked,
belching loudly and leaning back
with an elbow dug into the cold, dry
sand as he found cigarettes and lit
up, offering the pack to Spasm, who
shook his head. “Christ, ya got a
fine sled. Ya sure as hell act like a
real brother—sharin’ yer food an’
all with me. I've met worse dudes,

“Oh, yeah?” The simian face
smiled crookedly as Spasm’s teeth
tore at the dripping hunk of meat
he held with both hands. “Know
any who've been turned down by
every club across the fuckin’ coun-
tr}'?,’

“Well, T guess not,” Chugger
admitted hesitantly, “but—"

“Yer lookin’ at one, man. Nobody
wants me. Not the clubs. Not the
broads. Nobody. An’ I guess I can't
really blame'm.”

“Why not?”

“Because I'm nuts,” Spasm said
harshly, staring across the dying
fire into Chugger’s eyes. “Not all

-~7

the time, y'unnerstand. Just now
and then. I git these goddam
attacks. Medics claim it's caused
by my fuckin’ messed-up nervous
system. It ain’t wired right or sum-
pin’ when it gits to my fuckin’
brain, Every now and then it shorts
out, kinda. Then I go berserk. But
I never remember the rotten things
I do while I'm sick, see?” He picked
a sliver of meat from his teeth.
“Shit, I've been in more fuckin’
funny farms than any one man
should oughta hafta know.”

Chugger eased up to a sitting po-
sition, a tingle of fear rippling
through him. I better get outa here,
he thought, jist in case this charac-
ter ain’t shittin’ me fer laughs.
Aloud, he said: “Christ, that’s a
fuckin’ shame, bro. Maybe ya’ll find
a cure fer it yet.”

“The fuck I will!” Eyes suddenly
glinting with fury followed Chug-
ger as he got to his feet. “But I
ain’t goin’ back to them loonybins,
see? Never no more. You hear me,
man? Never!”

Chugger moved toward his bike,
nodding and watching the frantic
biker whose face twitched with rage,
spittle flecking his lips as his voice
rose shrilly.

“Tll fuckin’ well dust myself,
first, before they ever haul my ass
away again!”

Reaching the shovelhead, Chug-
ger swiftly straddled it. “Take it
easy, man,” he crooned soothingly.
“That’s no way to talk. No shit.”

“Don’t tell me what to do!”
shricked Spasm, his face contorted.
He was struggling to rise. “Get the

s

MEAL

fuck outa here before I—"

The rest of his words were lost
in the thunder of the machine’s
engine as Chugger hastily shifted
into gear—lurching forward with
the rear wheel spurting sand as he
bent low over the bars. Hearing the
sharp explosion behind him, Chug-
ger desperately flung himself free
of the bike, sprawling into a thick
patch of greasewood. For a moment,
the Harley's engine raced madly,
then he heard it stutter and die.
Twisting around, he peered through
the bushes at the fire, fear and
anger throbbing wildly.

Spasm lay akwardly beside it,
motionless,

Wasw’t aiming at me! Chugger
thought with relief. Little crazy,
snuffed himself—like he said he
would!

Still shaken, he got to his feet. A
pale, naked foot nearby caught his
eyes and he stumbled a few steps
toward it, seeing the girl’s nude
body lying face down on the sand.
The back of her blonde head was
dark with dried blood. Her right
buttock had been mutilated, almost
all of it cut away—and nowhere
to be seen. But—

Slowly, Chugger’s horrified eyes
went to the remains of the browned
roast still spitted over the dying
fire. He heard the dripping fat
hissing onto the glowing bed of
coals.

“Gawd!” he groaned, nausea
churning up from his gut, spewing
into his throat.

Retching and coughing, he began
vomiting. <]



Note from Spider:

Hill climbin’ is somethin’ ya don't
hear much about these days. But back
when | was a kid with more guts than
brains, we'd get together on a Sunday
run, get loose as a goose on juice
(these were the days before dope),
pick out a hill, and dare each other to
ride up the fucker. The one who went
the farthest won a goat (the local
hang-around dirt bag), or a jug of
wine, or a six-pack of cheap brew. No-
body had any money those days, ya
understand.

Then the AMA'ers got into the act—
with chains, nitro, go juice—the whole
shot.

Good O’

ill Climbin’

there's still a few
crazies around who try to make it up
a hill for some half-assed, two-bit tro-

But nowadays,

phy. So the other day J.T., from our
staff, took a ride out to a local get-
together to see what the Harleys were
doin'. Here's a report on two events
that he attended. Sure as shit, there's
still hogs, Nortons, and Triumphs tear-
in" up the hills. One dude called Crash
Baker caught his eye, and what fol-
lows is J.T.'s rundown,

(By the way, keep your eye out for
some Easyriders-sponsored, run-what-
ya-brung, good ol'-time hill climbin’
events comin’ to your area in 1978.)

ln my opinion this dude, Chuck
““Crash” Baker, is one crazy mutha
with more heart than respect for his
bruised and beaten body. When we first
met Chuck, we found him and his out-
of-hand Sporty in Riverside, California,
at a small hill climb in the middle of
the desert. The hill was about 300
feet straight up, with timing lights at
the top apd bottom. The object was to
see who (with about a 20-foot running
start) could make it over the top the
fastest.

In Riverside, Chuck had the only
Harley entered, and when he fired his
scoot there was no doubt that it was
a Harley. He runs a Sporty that burns
609, nitro.

We watched Chuck handle last-min-
ute adjustments before his run and,
as he eyed the hill with determination,
up came the revs, and he blasted out
of the hole and hit the bottom of the

hill so fast the bike seemed to want
to go through the mountain instead of
over it. Chuck creamed himself on that
one., We thought that fucking Sporty
was going to eat him alive before it
cut him loose and let him slide un-
conscious down the hill.

He and his bike were helped back
to the pit area to regroup. About this
time, thinking we had had a short
day, we asked directions to the near-
est bar. When Chuck got his second
wind and said he was going to make
another ride, we checked his knee out
and found that it had swollen up to
the size of a small watermelon. To top
it off, he had to replace his handle-
bars and was busy turning a wrench
with his bad leg raised so that when it
finally started to stiffen up on him it
would be bent in the riding position
(believe it or not).

His next attempt over the hill came
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off without incident. But on the way
down, the dirt chain on his rear tire
cut loose as he was returning to the
pit area and just about ripped out his
backbone. This was just too much for
one dude to endure for a Sunday af-
ternoon, so we left Chuck to lick his
wounds, found our bar, and proceeded
to down a few cool ones.

It was a month or so later when
Chuck called to invite us to cover
another hill in Hollister, California
(Campbell M.C.). This one had three
Sporties entered and the hill was
longer and looked meaner than hell
It was 380 feet from the bottom to
the top. We watched the smaller-class
bikes attempt to scale this bad hunk
of real estate without much success.
It wasn't long before the big heavies
were lining up for their turn. Chuck
was late for his first attempt and was
bypassed in the first run at the hill.
It seemed that he had crashed earlier
in the month at an MMA drag race
and was still trying to get everything
bolted back together. So while we
waited for Chuck to get his shit to-
gether, we settled down to watch some
of the other riders do their thing.

Our attention was distracted from
drooling over a couple of fine-lookin'
hard bellies to the sound of a nitro-
burning Sporty that was makin’ ready
for the hill. Its rider was a giant that
everyone referred to as ‘‘Hog Body"
(Bill Harrison). He was well over 6
feet tall, weighing in at around 280
Ibs. His huge frame dwarfed the light-
weight Sporty, which shook the ground
as he kept it cleaned out. Bill tore the
hill apart, going up the 380 feet with
a time of 5:93 seconds. It was a good
minute after he had cleared the top

before the dust lifted. (I was im-
pressed.)
But what's this? Here comes Crash

not long after Hog Body had made his
run. Crash lined up at the bottom and
once again blasted out of the hole,
only to have that fuckin' Sporty flip
him on his ass! Everyone thought he
had broken his neck, but | was gettin’
to know this crazy fucker better every
time | saw him. And | knew it would
take more than a broken neck to keep
him down. Sure enough, it wasn't long
before he had it together enough to
try again. This time he flew up the
hill like a raped ape, only to lose it
at the top just before the light. The
bike went down in a cloud of dust, but
Chuck’'s body flew through the light,
giving him a time of 12 seconds.

That was the last run for him for
the day. So, as the sun set in the
west, we again said so long to Chuck
“Crash’ Baker, told him to heal up his
wounds and throw more speed equip-
ment on his beloved Sporty. Best of
luck, Crash. (Ron True won the hill
climb on a snortin® Norton. His time
was 5.61 seconds. Ron makes it look
easy.)

~—J. T. McGarry.
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¢ Pete Chiodo

Tough, pliable, and artistic

ecently we {eatured El Crow’s cowhide covered bike.
The furry ceating had to be the toughest, most durable
protective layer applied to a frame, tank, and fender we've
ever run across. It had every p
; nel spray beat right down
And more and more cowhide ig I
for more than just lrangmission sea .
protection leather affords seats, the material has excellent
artiastic potential The combination of the two has made
leather work on bikes a natural—ancd
Ve have here for your eye-ple

yure thane, plastic, lacquer,

aF er

the bare metal

2ing used on sco

On top of the tough

oters

it’s (so what?) organic
yment an
sther bike
The work, which has traveled from coast to coast for
d by Mike Butler, bro of
hide' may not be a tramp's
first choice for a tank covering, but Sherlock feels that it
has held up better than any spray paint

Leather h

example of leather art and its use on a

three vears, was pa
Sherlock, the scoo

about as many uses as women and is twice
as tough {quiet, too) [t's just at
bikes as rigid frames

it as right for our style

with ¢l

Wish I owned

a cow factory

~Weed




Dedicated to
Freedom of the Road

Insurance Companies
Working Against Us!

Editor’s note: The fight isn't over
—we must remain alert. The fol-
lowing is from the Insurance Insti-
tute for Highway Safety, a publica-
tion (propaganda) mailed out to all
insurance executives, do-gooders,
legislators, police departments —
all those forces that are against
our fight to eliminate the manda-
tory helmet laws.

Their axe to grind? Less deaths
(from their point of view and
slanted statistics), thus they make
more money—but do they ever
reduce insurance premiums? You
bet your ass they don't—the name
of the game is money.

We must fight together for all
states—join National ABATE today.

B oth the number of states repeal-
ing their helmet use laws and
the evidence that such repeal will
result in more deaths and injuries
continue to grow.

In 1975, Congress eliminated fi-
nancial penalties for states that do
not have motorcycle helmet use
laws. Since then, 23 states have
amended their laws in order to al-
low heimetless riding, according
to the American Motorcycle Associ-
ation. Three other states—Califor-
nia, lllinois and Nebraska—did not
have or did not enforce helmet laws
even prior to the Congressional ac-
tion. (See Status Report, Vol, 12,
No. 3, Feb. 14, 1977.)

A preliminary study was carried
out under NHTSA contract in Kan-
sas, one of the states which elim-
inated the helmet use requirement,
to measure the effects of the re-
peal. Preliminary data from Kansas
show that following repeal of the
helmet law:

* “The incidence of head trauma
increased by 70 percent . . . .

® “The incidence of head trau-
ma is 81 percent greater for those
not wearing a helmet at the time
of accident, than for those wear-
ing a helmet,

+ » "“The severity of head injury
is 56 percent greater for those suf-

fering head injuries without bene-
fit of helmets, than for those who
are wearing a helmet at the time
of injury.

e “The crude death rate for
those not wearing a helmet at the
time of accident is 310 percent
greater than the crude death rate
for those wearing a helmet at the
time of accident.”

The results of the study, “Impact
of Motorcycle Helmet Law Repeal,”
were presented at a recent meet-
ing of the American Association for
Automotive Medicine by Michael
Lummis and Norman McSwain,
M.D,, of the University of Kansas
Medical Center.

In the Nevada veto message,
Gov, Mike O’Callaghan cited stud.
ies regarding helmet use and the
financial cost of head injuries, and

then said, “So much for statistics
and dollar signs. Let us address the
essential issue: the preservation of
human life. When we come down
to it, we cannot measure this pre-
cious gift by any numeral.

“In my judgment, motorcycle
helmets help to preserve the lives
of those who wear them."

Quoted Without Comment
Six and a half weeks after
South Dakota repealed its
motoreycle helmet faw July 1,
ten cyclists were dead. Nine
wore no helmets, and the tenth,
required by law to wear a hel-
met if he's under 17, was wear-
ing a helmet that wasn't strap.

ped on,

National Highway Traffic
Safety Administration’s
National Traffic
Safety Newsletter
September 1977
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ell, | suppose your first re-

action is gonna be, who's Big
Ruffles—where’'d he come from?
Well, pal, | was raised under a
rock on a pebble beach till the sand
got so thick in my craw that | had
to hit the highway. Me and my
bike have been travelin' round this
country for 17 years. I've ridden
across these states five times—
north, south, east, and west,

You know, that high country’s
good, but damn the sand—it's like
grit in a belt drive. It just wears
you away—Ilike the fuckin® laws
they try to cram down our throats.
A man's hardly got a chance 'less
he's related to God—and everyone
knows what they did to Jesus when
he claimed that.

Some states out there got it
pretty good, some got it better—
and some are really gettin® it in
the butt.

So what's to do? You either
give it up or you fight back. Can't
hardly go behind the barn like the
old days—gotta get right in there
where they make the laws now and
hit 'em with facts and figures and
the voice of the people. That voice
of the people—that's what it takes,
'cause it affects "em like a kick in
the dick.

So what's new? Lemme tell you
what's new—National ABATE. Now
Il have to admit | was a little
skeptical at first. | mean, you hear
all these fuckin' rumors, Hey! Who's
tryin' to rip us off? How we gonna
function with no bread? Who the
hell are these National ABATE peo-
ple? What's this shit about every-
thing’s gotta be sent to California?
Man, I've heard every fuckin' story
you can imagine about the new
ABATE—from tales of Big Brother
to yarns about Santa Claus.

Sure, everyone involved is con-
cerned, and | suppose the pro-
gram's gonna need a lot of help to
make it work—Dbut it sure as shit
don’t need all this sand in the belt
drive.

Nobody wants to rip off the
states, get all the bread, or take all
the power—that's all a buncha
bullshit! Look, here’s how it works,

You buy a $10 membership and
send it to the national office, Say
you live in lllinois. National takes
five bucks and sends the other five
to lllinois ABATE, Say a dude from
a state where no ABATE now exists
buys a membership. National takes
$5 and puts the other $5 in trust
for the state. So you wanna know
about that trust business? Well,
when enough people see they got
a chance to belong to an organiza-
tion like Nationa| ABATE and show
that they got a good solid program
headed in the right direction, with
help available to run it—well, we
want ABATE here too, When that
happens, National ABATE takes
trust money and helps those states
get organized,

OK, you say—but now the big
question. What about the five bucks
National is getting? What happens
fo that? Well, shit—just stop and
think it over. They're gonna need
office space, telephones, business
agents, clerks, secretaries, mail ser-
vice, travel money, not to mention
printing costs. Figure it up and it
comes to about 20 grand for three
months—and that’s cutting cor-
ners and using some volunteer
help.

You people who have your
states together know it wasn't
easy, It took work, it took money.
When you go national, it takes
more of the same. You can't expect
to have an efficient business agent
who is going to drop everything
and work six to eight hours a day,
five to seven days a week and not
get paid, You know what it cost to
keep your state office open, Well,
you can imagine that a national
office just couldn't be successful
if it relied solely on volunteer help
or tried to do business outta some-
body’s garage. It takes bucks.

Nobody's gonna tell you how to
run your state, States have their
own boards and choose their own
workers and pay them what they
think they’re worth—whether it's
bucks or thanks. All National ABATE
wants to do is coordinate the
states and provide a uniform way
of doing things. You know—keep
us all together, headed in the same
direction. We want to obtain the
services of a federal lobbyist with



a strong backing, finance programs
where there aren't any, and help
to get a lobbyist in every state we
possibly can. This is what will pro-
duce results.

Being national will open doors
that have been closed to us. Sure,
a few states already have a key
and they are now opening doors.
But there’s still a lot of motorcy-
clists, on evarything from Mo-peds
to Harleys, who want to be heard
and who want the same freedom
of the road we're all after. We've
got to help everyone—not just
work in our own back yard. We
need to cooperate to make the
most of all the help we can get
from each other—or we'll all be
riding garbage wagons, wearing
identical florescent jump suits, al-
lotted two gallons of gas a week,
and have to ride on the shoulder of
specially-marked roads between the
hours of 10 and 2.

Now if you're afraid that big
business, with aid and support
from Santa Claus, is trying to take
over ABATE and play Big Brother
to you, you beter get off the pebblr

beach, shake a little sand outta your
craw, and take a ride across four
or five states. Then you'll get a
look at the real Big Brothers and
what they're doing to you right
Now,

The ones we got to worry about
are the ones who will have you
riding off into the sunset with your
headlight on, your two mirrors re-
flecting the freedom of yesterday.
Your specially - designed 4 - way
blinker/flasher lights will add to
the brilliance of your pink jump
suit, and you won't see what's goin®
on around you 'cause your head
will be stuck up inside a fuckin'
helmet.

But you can always force a
smile, look down your specially-
marked shoulder of the highway,
and tell yourself you've still got
freedom of the road and that life
looks OK through the federally-
designed airbag goggles you got
last week—only $49.50, imported
from Japan.

It's your choice. A $10 member-
shipor.,..?

—Big Ruffles

The National ABATE Forum
Bike news from around the country

Every month we will pro-
vide this space for our
membership to participate in
a national newsletter through
this forum. Anyone wishing to
participate should address all
letters to ABATE Forum,
P.O. Box 162062, Sac-
ramento, Calif. 95816.

New York: You wouldn't expect to
see grandma risk life and limb
roaring down the highway on a
150 mile-per-hour Harley.

But grandma might be tempted
to hop on a 15 m.p.h. moped—at
greater risk of injury than if she
rode a more powerful machine, Dr.
John D. States, a Rochester doctor,
motorcyclist, and wehicle safety
specialist, said yesterday,

Because of their economic prac-
ticality (up to 200 miles on a gal-
lon of gas), and because there are
no licensing or helmet require-
ments for the motorized bicycles,
“Mopeds are going to appeal to
many people,” Dr. States said.

But as the popularity of the ma-
chines grow, doctors can expect to
deal with more traffic injuries, he
said.

New laws affecting mopeds in
New York State go into effect Oc-
tober 1st. The biggest change is
for the smallest moped — those

that go under 20 miles per hour.’

They will, for the first time, be
classified as motorcycles and must
be registered with the Department

of Motor Vehicles, To get a license,
you must pass a written test and
be 16 years old. But neither insur-
ance nor helmets for these smallest
mopeds is required.

Illinois: If your headlight bulb
burns out during the day and you
are unaware of it, you get a ticket,
and it’s a moving violation. Three
moving violations means you get
your license suspended!

Isn't it worth the price of a
stamp to write your senator and
representative a letter to help get
this unfair law repealed? Write
now!

Indiana: The percentage of fatali-

ties and personal injuries suffered
in motorcycle accidents has in-
creased only slightly since the
mandatory helmet law was re-
pealed Sept. 1, an Indiana State
Palice study shows,

The number of Hoosiers riding
without protective headgear has
increased dramatically the past
two months, according to the
study.

There also has been a startling
decrease in the number of acci-
dents—more than 50 percent—
but police say that's normal for
this time of year.

“It's a seasonal thing," said
Sgt. James L. Mitchell, who com-
piled the statistics, ‘Summer is
motorcycle season. As the sum-
mer season ends, the number of
accidents involving  motorcycles
decreases."”

The study includes only those
accidents investigated by state
troopers—estimated to be about
20 percent of the motorcycle acci-
dents statewide—and covers the
period from May 1 through Oct.
31.

State police investigated 175
motoreycle accidents—about 44
per month—during the four-
month period immediately before
the helmet repeal took effect.
They investigated only 34—about
17 per month—from Sept.1-Oct.

i

About 86 percent of those in-
volved in accidents before the re-
peal were wearing helmets. Only
about 55 percent of those in-
volved in accidents after the re-
peal were wearing protective head-

gear.

Of the 175 accidents before the
helmet law was repealed eight, or
slightly more than 4.5 percent, in-
volved fatalities, In three. cases,
the riders were not wearing hel-
mets,

About 146, or a little more than
83.4 percent, resulted in personal
injury. Everyong riding without
protective headgear was injured.
Of the 151 persons wearing hel-
mets, five were killed and 126
were injured.

Of the 34 accidents during the
two months after the repeal, two,
or about 5.88 per cent, resulted in
deaths. Neither rider was wearing
a helmet, Thirty, or about 88.2
percent, caused personal injury.
Again, everyone riding without
protective headgear was injured.
Nineteen of those wearing helmets
also suffered injury.

Mitchell said he will continue
compiling statistics until next
Sept. 1 to get a complete picture
of the helmet repeal's effect on
motorecycle deaths and injuries.—
The Truth, Elkhart, Indiana.

Ohio: The stall is on, HB 115, the
helmet repeal bill, will not be
heard before the full senate until
at least January, 1978. Our bill is
still in the rules committee and
since the senate will only meet one
more time this year (for 3 or 4
days) it is very unlikely that HB
115 will come out of committee.
There are two reasons: 1) HB 115
is not considered that important.
It doesn’t involve millions of dol-
lars or affect millions of people.
When the senate is in special ses-
sion, only the bills considered
most important will be heard—
welfare, energy, education, etc, 2)
The senators on the rules commit-
tee are stalling. To make sure HB
115 gets out of the rules commit-
tee in January, when the senate is
in regular session, you know what
you're going to have to do. That's
right—more letters—Ilet’s flood
the eleven members of the com-
mittee with mail. This has worked
before and it'll work again—if you
write to all eleven. These guys are
tough to convince, We're 759 of
the way there. Don't give up now.
If you let your guard down now
we're sure to get knocked on our
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ass. These senators talk to people
from the Department of Highway
Safety daily and the only way to
counteract their propaganda is
through your letters. Let your leg-
islators know what you want. Re-
member, the opposition has two
or three months to convince our
senators not to vote for HB 115,

All Ohio bikers and especially all
ABATE members should know
about the newest opposition to the
helmet repeal effort in Ohio. This
opponent isn't even from Ohio, but
from Grand Rapids, Michigan!
This newest opposition to our free-
dom is none other than Kawasaki
Midwest Distributors, the Kawa-
saki distributors for Michigan,
Ohio, Indiana, Kentucky and Ten-
nessee. Joseph Kirshgessner, the
public relations man for Kawasaki
Midwest, has sent letters to all Ka-
wasaki dealers in Ohio urging that
they contact their legislators and
Governor Rhodes to urge them not
to vote for HB 115, the helmet re-
peal bill. Kirshgessner has also
sent letters to the AMA board of
directors giving them hell on their
stand for the helmet repeal and
Gary Winn's efforts, Gary Winn is
on the legislative staff of the AMA
and has testified for the repeal in
the Ohio House and Senate. More
letters from Kawasaki Midwest
have gone to Harley-Davidson, Ya-
maha International, Suzuki, Kawa-
saki Motor Works and even to Gov-
ernor Rhodes. Kirshgessner has
urged their support for his efforts.
In almost all letters he refers to
ABATE as being the bad guy. |
understand he doesn’t even own a
motorcycle yet he sees fit to come
out against our repeal.

It seems that Kawasaki Mid-
west's biggest concern isn't safety,
but that insurance rates will in-
crease substantially if the helmet
law is repealed. We have a letter
from the Kansas State Commis-
sioner of Insurance stating that in-
surance rates have not gone up as
a result of Kansas repealing the
helmet law. The reason for high
insurance rates for bikes is not
the fatality rate. It's the theft rate,
and Kawasakis are right on top of
the list—way above Harley-David-
son (believe it or not). If Kirsh-
gessner s sincerely worried about
insurance rates causing a decline
in motorcycle sales, why doesn’t
he ask Kaw to come up with a bet-
ter system to keep Kaws from be-
ing stolen?

A little history for
the new guys

Back in June of 1971, a new and
exciting motorcycle publication
was introduced, Easyriders, a mo-
torcycle magazine for the enter-
tainment of adult bikers. This bik-
er dream came into existence
through the hard work of Lou Kim-
zey, the Editor, Mil (Hog Expert)
Blair, Editor-at-Large, and Joe (Su-
per Hog) Teresi, Sr. Editor, who
came up with some of the “green
stuff* to get things running



smoothly. Joe was Vice-President
of N.CC.S.l., National Custom
Cycle Safety Institute, which start-
ed about the same time as Easy-
riders did. This organization was
for manufacturers and distributors,
and is still in existence today. They
are credited for keeping a lot of
junk off the market and setting up
safety standards for custom parts.
By governing their own industry,
they were able to keep Big Brother
at arm’s length,

Easyriders in the second issue,
printed the following statement:
“We are interested in your safety
and will not knowingly allow any
manufacturer or distributor selling
unsafe products to advertise in
our pages.” That's quite a remark
for a new and unproven publica-
tion to make. How many other
biker rags would dare say any-
thing like that and mean it? Most
of us remember some of the cheap
crap that was dumped on us from
some of the other magazines, all
for the almighty dollar.

In issue number 3, October,
1971, Easyriders started a non-
profit organization just for bikers.
It was called NCCA, National Cus-
tom Cycle Association. It cost only
$3.00 for a one-year membership.
Remember, this was in 1971, back
when it was a no-no for a publica-
tion to be fighting for motorcy-
clists’ rights. Al the other biker
magazines were concerned with
was what they could sell you—a
big commercial rip-off.

It wasn't long till the NCCA
changed its name to ABATE (A
Brotherhood Against Totalitarian
Enactments) and for the other
magazines to become jealous and
start criticizing the intent of
ABATE. In the August 1972 issue,
Lou Kimzey made quite a rebuttal
to their remarks about ABATE.

Early in 1972, Keith Ball ar-
rived on the scene. He became As-
sociate Editor of Easyriders and
also Director of ABATE, a position
formerly held by Lou Kimzey,
ABATE's founder, ABATE started
area coordinators in  different

states to help organize bikers so
they could be better represented
and to form a better line of com-
munications. From this mush-
roomed a sophisticated network of
44 state and county chapters in 36
states and Canada.

Anyone who reads Easyriders
knows the reason for its success—
it has always told it like it is, be-
cause that's the only way to tell it.
Easyriders' small office in Califor-
nia (the address is kept top secret
so they can get some work done
when they're not “partying or
jammin' ") is where it is all put
together. Most of the articles in
the rag are written by bikers from
different parts of the country,
(now you know why everything
sounds so real). Just think where
we would all be without them.—
from Warren Bernett, ABATE of
New York.

South Dakota: The Governor's
Medical Advisory Committee (GM-
AC) is planning to reintroduce the
lid law,

A note on writing

We recently received a letter
from Janet James in Ohio. In her
note, she explained that she has
written every Ohio Senate member.
And every senator who has re-
plied has expressed support for
the helmet repeal.

That may not be startling news;
however, her brief letter did have
a point—communication. By writ-
ing the political brass, she |earned
exactly how they feel. But she
didn't stop there. She took the
time to pass on the information to
others, thereby allowing other
people in her state and around the
country to know the situation with
the Ohio helmet repeal.

She ended her blurb with, “Keep
writing, folks.” And she's right—
we not only have to keep in touch
with the establishment, but also
we can't neglect each other. Pass
that information on.

The battle is not over. The unshaded states still have a helmet law
and it's up to all of us to help our bros in every state to defeat the
mandatory helmet law. And don't kick back in your state if your law
has been repealed-—there are forces still at work to get the law re-
Instated. We must remain alert. We must fight together for everyone's
good—no matter where the unfair anti.street biker laws exists,

Join the World’s
Only
Organization
for Street Bikers!

You can take a giant step toward
protecting your rights and personal
freedom. You can stand up and
shout that you've had too many
anti-bike laws. You can damand
that the lawmakers stop the enact.
ment of discriminatory laws passed
“for our own good.” Each of us has
this power through our individual
right to vote. But each of our

voices, joined together in the A-
BATE organization, forms a unified
loud cry that politicians can't ig-
nore, We have the power to be
heard, We have the weight and the
strength behind us. Join us in our
fight for freedom of the road, Join
us in making all legislators let
those who ride decide. Join your
brothers in ABATE. Join now!

National ABATE

P.O. Box 162062
Sacramento, California 95816

[[] Here's my $10 contribution for a year's member-
ship in ABATE. Send me my membership card
and decal. | understand that Easyriders will publish
all information regarding legislation that affects
me as a biker and will publish current bulletins for
the ABATE chapter in my area.

Name.

Age

Address

City

State

Zip.

Phone

Comments.
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““You forgot the whip? . . . Wow! Some
second honeymoon this is going to be!”

A dude was complaining to his
partner that he'd never been
able to score with a chick, and
was, therefore, still a virgin.

“Hell,” said his pal, “I'll fix you
up with a sure thing. Just come
over to my pad tonight and get in
bed with the chick you find there,
But don't turn on the light—she'll
get embarrassed.”

He then went home and inflated
a life-size rubber doll and placed
her under the covers of his bed.
Returning to the bar, he proceed-
ed to get his virgin buddy jus¥
drunk enough to dull his aware-
ness, lest he discover the trick be-
ing pulled on him,

The following morning, the dude
asked his cherry pal how the night
went.

“It was really weird, man," he
replied. “l got into the sack,
leaned over, and bit her on the tit,
She cut a fart and flew out the
fuckin' window!"

—Casey
Long Beach, Calif.

“Mary Hartman, Mary Hartman."”

Two bikers were lying on the as-
phalt parking lot behind the
biker bar. One of them had his
index finger shoved up his bro's
asshole, when a cop drove up.

Leaping out of his car, the as-
tounded cop asked, ""What the
hell do you think you're doing?"

“My friend's really drunk, offi-
cer,” slurred the biker with his
finger up his bro's asshole, “I'm
tryin’ to make him puke.”

“Well,”" the pig laughed. “you
sure ain't gonna make him puke
like that."

“The hell | ain't,” the biker
said. "When | take my finger outta
here an' ram it down his throat,
he'll puke up everything but his
balls!"

—Mike Petetit
Lincoln, Neb.
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‘““Well, I'm not cutting you down until
you stop sticking your tongue out at me!"”"
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“That’s not what | meant when | said,
See if you can talk her into going down’

hen there was the biker who

was so lazy that he married a

chick who was already pregnant.
—Spike

South Jersey

he reason there is no ice left
in Poland is they've lost the
recipe,
—John Lessing
Cambridge, Mass.

Easyriders

‘““Wow! Look at all the balloons!”

he difference between a beauti-
ful girl and a bike is that the
j bike stops making noise when
| it gets oiled.
| —Shelley Bassett
Lancaster, Calif,
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hy does Evel Kneivel wear
his crash helmet when he's
takin’ a shit? So he'll know which
end to wipe!
—Ken Tasker
Burlington, N.C.

"Slow down, Maggot—yer kid
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brother just lost his skateboard.”

“‘Hey! What kinda lousy pot
pie is this? It won't even light.”

Easvriders



“That's not what | meant
by getting his attention!"”

e small town zoo keeper

wanted to breed the female
gorilla, but lacked the funds to
send away for a male gorilla.

‘“Why don't you just get one
of those dirty bikers that's always
passing through town?’ his as-
sistant suggested. "Offer him five
dollars and a bottle of Ripple for
payment.”

The zo0 keeper followed the
advice. He hired a thoroughly
stoned biker, took him to the
z00, and pushed him into the
cage with the female gorilla.

The female cooed and cuddied
up to the biker, but when he got
between her legs and started
fucking her, she went berserk,
screaming wildly and clawing
ferociously.

Frightened, the zo0 keeper
grabbed his rifle and aimed,
“Duck your head,” he shouted to
the biker, “I'm gonna shoot her,”

Frantically, the biker yelled,
“Wait'll | come!”

—Michael Corbin
Salem, Oregon

“‘Rough night, honey?"

Close Encouniers

of the

Know any funny gags? We'll fork over 20 bucks

Space Filler, Box 52, Malibu, California 90265.

“Ta daaa!"

A fine lookin' fox went into her
lawyer's office and said, "I
want to sue my ol' man for every
cent he hasn't spent on me!"
—~Roger Sadauskas
Inglewood, Calif.

organ instead of a harp.
—Roger Quale
Miami, Fla.

““Down and to your right
a few inches, Gloria—
that's just another boil.”
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Space Filler Kind!

for each joke we use, so get off your ass and send "em in to

Then there was the angel in heav- 7
en who spread her legs instead m
of her wings, and got an upright

'KISSING
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hree bikers, all baseball fans,
got loaded and headed into
town to see the Cincinnati Reds
play in their home park. They
were nearing the city on the free.
way when they saw a sign that
read “Cincinnati—Left.” So they

turned around and went home.

—Randy Sharpe
Baton Rouge, La,

After patiently listening to their
mother's garbled fantasy ver-
sion of the facts of life, the pre-
cocious first-grader said to his
younger sister, “Gee, | never
thought Dad was the kind of guy
who would do it with a stork.”
—Henry E. Leabo
Jamestown, Calif.

““Out of order, | guess.”



Rap Sheet

By John Warren Giles

Legal newsin
everyday language
Livin’ In Sin

l iving together nowadays,

without being married, is
fast becoming a well-recog-
nized custom, but what hap-
pens when you agree to sep-
arate—who gets the property?
In Minnesota, two people lived
together for 21 years, and upon
separation, the Minnesota Su-
preme Court said that each was
entitled to one half of every-
thing. You can probably hear
the squawks in many a break-
up if this rule is invoked, If
you are in such a deal, you
might protect your interests by
having each important addition
to the “capital” clearly marked
with your name, and a clear
understanding that, in the
event of a break-up, you get
that particular piece of proper-
ty, whether it be a car, a boat,
or a comfortable arm chair.
Better not leave these matters
for an impersonal court to de-
cide later. Minn. Sup. Ct., Carl-
son v. Olson, 5/13/77.

OF Lady Beaters

“ ecently in New York, bat-
tered wives joined in an
action against the New York
City police, and probation and
court personnel for refusing to
assist, or for providing inade-
quate assistance after being
beaten by their husbands. The
court said they had a good
cause of action. For a long
time, Anglo-American law
treated a man's physical abuse
of his wife as different from
any other assault, and, indeed,
treated it as an acceptable
practice. Wife beating is still
tolerated, if not condoned, by
some of those charged with
protecting its victims, In many
cases, police officers called to
the scene of a husband's as-
sault on his wife uniformly
refuse to take action, even if
the physical evidence of the
assault is unmistakable. In-
stead, they inform the battered
wife that they are unable to
render assistance or to make
an arrest, solely because the
victim is the wife of her assail-
ant. They advise her that her
only remedy is to obtain an
order of protection from the
Family Court. The police owe
a duty, the action said, of pro-
tection to battered wives—in

the same manner that they
owe it to any citizen injured
by another's assault. N. Y. Su-
perior Court, New York City,
Bruno v. Codd, 7/6/77.

Poor Reputation

I f some broad accuses you of

rape, sodomy, unnatural
acts, and assault and battery,
can you defend on the ground
that the woman has a very
poor reputation for chastity?
The Supreme Court of Massa-
chusetts says you can, The
whole point is that if the com-
plainant's poor reputation is
proven, the jury is less likely
to believe the “horror" story.
It is logical and sensible, and
should you be in that spot, it
might save you from a few
years in the slammer. 328
N.E. 2nd 496.

Drunk Flyin’

l f you are invited for an air-

plane ride in either Cali-
formia or Michigan, and the
pilot is guilty of negligence
and you are injured, you can
recover from the pilot. For-
merly, these states had airplane
guest statutes which prevented
an injured person from recov-
ering unless the pilot was
guilty of wilful misconduct or
intoxication. We favor the re-
peal of all automobile and air-
plane guest statutes. A guest is
entitled to protection if his host
is negligent, If a person does
not want liability, let him
travel without guests. 106 Cal.
Rep. 388, 524 Pac. 2nd 536,
232 N.W. 2nd 654.

Once Is Enough

p rovincial government offi-

cials reacted without sur-
prise following a recent ruling
by the Supreme Court of Can-
ada that two or more breath-
analysis samples must be tak-
en to convict a person of im-
paired driving.

The high court rejected a
Crown appeal and upheld a
lower court acquittal of Joseph
Noble of Fredericton, N.B,, in
June 1976. In granting the ac-
quittal, Judge James Harper of
Fredericton ruled that a single
breath-analysis sample was not
enough to convict because of
what he called muddled word-
ing in 1975 amendments to the

Criminal Code., Parliament
“mucked up the whole thing in
their usual inimitable style,”
he said.

Lawyers and justice officials
in some provinces are studying
the Supreme Court ruling to
determine what it means to
thousands of pending court
cases based on only one breath
analysis. In other provinces,
where two tests are routine,
persons charged with drunk
driving still aren't off the hook.

Law enforcement officials in
Prince Edward Island, Alberta,
and Manitoba said the ruling
would have no impact, since
two tests are standard. A Mani-
toba RCMP spokesman added
that certificates of analysis now
presented in court make room
for three readings,

Man’s Best Friend

Although both state and fed-
eral courts have approved
the use of trained dogs to detect
marijuana and other drugs, the
California Court of Appeal em-
phasizes that this approval is
not carte blanche to conduct
general exploratory searches
which may actually intrude
upon protected premises. As-
suming that the dogs will be
sniffing around protected areas,
the officers must be able to
show some kind of factual basis
for bringing the dogs into play.
Otherwise, the use of dogs is
unconstitutional. So the court
finds unlawful the use of two
pot-sniffing dogs at a ware-
house, which led eventually to
a marijuana bust of two men
seen leaving a rental compart-
ment to which the dogs had re-
acted. The court concludes that
officers’ failure to show any
basis for believing that mari-
juana might have been in the
compartment rendered the use
of the dogs unlawful. People
v. Evans, Cal. Ct. of Appeals,
5th District,

FBI Beef

c an an FBI agent who is
separated from his wife
take another woman into his
home if the neighbors object to
the practice? The neighbors did
object and filed a complaint
with the FBI. The agent was
invited to a hearing with his
supervisors. When asked a
question concerning the nature
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of his relationship with the
woman, the agent replied,
“With all due respect, it's none
of the Bureau's business.” That
did it, as the Bureau thought
otherwise. It suspended the
agent without pay for four
weeks, and placed him on pro-
bation. A letter of censure was
put in his file, and he was noti-
fied that he was being trans-
ferred to New York City. The
FBI Director wrote him a letter
calling his conduct “inexcus-
able.”

The agent then filed suit in
the U, S. District Court in Vir-
ginia, requesting that his trans-
fer to New York City be void-
ed. His lawyer characterized
the transfer as an attempt to
“legislate morality.” The judge
said that, while he does not
“condemn or condone living
with a woman not one's wife,
the FBI has the right to con-
demn,” The court dismissed
the agent’s suit because it said
the agent's constitutional rights
had not been violated. The
agent's lawyer argued that his
client'’s privacy of mental
fhought process had been in-
vaded by his supervisors' ques-
tion, and the FBI's instructions
to cease living with the woman
were an intrusion on the
agent's right of association. In
a brief filed with the court, the
lawyer said the FBI violated
its own regulations when the
agent's supervisors decided to
transfer him to New York,
which was a disciplinary ac-
tion. The U. S. Attorney pro-
duced a memo from the late
Director Hoover's office stating
that the FBI has never relin-
quished its right to transfer,
incident to agent misconduct,

The judge observed that
there is no constitutional right
in keeping one’s job or in not
being transferred.

“It is not the court’s prob-
lem to inquire into the wisdom
of regulations, but taking into
account the fact that this is a
law enforcement agency, the
standard of conduct may be dif-
ferent from citizens not em-
ployed by the FBI," he said. It
is a nice constitutional ques-
tion, but as a practical matter,
if you are working for the FBI,
you might better observe puri-
tan standards lest you be trans-
ferred to Buffalo or even
Greenland in December. W



few months ago we re-

ceived a call from John
Peltz, who said he was the
dude who was advertising
the 5-speed transmission in
our rag. He wanted to know
if we'd do some kind of
product evaluation on it
We told him no, 'cause as
a rule we won't give our
opinion about, test, or
boost any product. Unless
we find a dangerous doo-
dad. Then we'll get the
word out.

But we did tell him that
we thought people would
be curious to see one bro-
ken down, some specs, etc.
At least we'd know it was
real. It's risking a bundle

of cash to send away for
something no one's even
seen. We decided if he
brought one out from Colo-
rado and a bike with one in
it, we'd let our people know
the 5-speed lives. And
that's what he did and what
we've done. John's bike is
featured in this issue (Big
Red) and somewhere,
around close, should be
some photos of his mys-
tery 5-speed and a chart
showing some of the basic
information and specs.

He volunteered to answer
questions anyone may have
regarding his creation. So if
you have any, write or call
John. Then take it from there.

S-speed specs

Cases: 319 aluminum. Their own cast and pattern;

cases available— early or late,
Gears: All billet 6820.

Hardened to 60/62

on Rockwell "'C" scale,

Drawn to .035 case.

Shafts and dogs the same.
Shifting forks: 1050 spring steel.
Shifting fork clamps: 4140 impact steel.
Gearings:

1st .33:1

or .42:1 close ratio (optional)

2nd .55:1

3rd .80:1

4th 1:1

5th 1.28:1 (overdrive)
Shifting: 1 down, 4 up. Bolts to stock mounts,

no modifications.

Clutch: Accepts any clutch or primary setup.
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Eddie Money/Eddie Money:
This 6’4" hot shit from
San Francisco used to be
a New York City cop. Pre-
sumably, Money got tired
of fucking with people’s
heads and decided to work
on their ears a bit. You've
got to take into considera-
tion that this is Eddie’s
first shot out of the blocks.
How good were you the
first time you straddled a
scoot? In any case, this

is a decent collection of
straight-ahead rock, and
Money's voice provides the
rough edge which gives his
own compositions some
genuine raw power. The
best cut on the platter is
the opener, "“Two Tickets
To Paradise."” At least this
guy is thinking about get-
ting his rocks off instead
of ruining someone’'s day.
Most cops would rather
sing about tickets for riding
without a helmet—or some
other harmless offense like
shitting in the street.

Not Far From Free,/Don
Harrison: "Kick ass rock

'n' roll . . . it's my life.”
These are serious words from
Harrison, a 33-year-old

dude who has really hung

in there. Since the first

time he saw Elvis on the
tube, Don knew he wanted
only to put out heavy, mov-

DOWN
T/
DISCS

Buster Duckbutter
and White Wing

Street Survivors/Lynyrd
Skynyrd: Unless you've been
in a cave somewhere, you
probably heard the bummer
news: Ronnie Van Zandt,
Steve Gaines and Cassie
Gaines died in a plane crash.
Their latest album, which
barely made it to the stores
before the accident
occurred is probably
Skynyrd's best effort to date.
What's really heavy is that
the album cover showe the
group engulfed in flames
and is called “Street Sur-
vivors.'" The future of the
group, as of this writing,
remains unclear, and you're
bound to hear every sort of

rumor regarding its future—
or lack of it. We say lack of

it because one surviving
member was reported as
saying the group would
never record again. Well,
who the fuck knows? Not us.
There's still a long recupera-
tion period for the remaining
players. In the meantime,
you've got eight new tunes
to keep you occupied. No
surprises, just another solid
step forward with tunes like
‘“What's Your Name?" (a
piece that could turn into
one of their all-time greats),
the raunchy, piano-flavored
‘| Know A Little,” and the
tell-it-like-it-is "Ain't No
Good Life." Other than the
distinctive Skynyrd sound,
you'd be hard-pressed to
say the album is character-
ized by one particular mood.
But the variety of feelings,
tempos, Southern rock,
down home boogie, and
ultraclean production quality
make it a heavy. RIP,
brothers and sister.

ing music. Things got so
bad along the way that

he worked as a janitor in

a recording studio, just so
he could keep his hand in
some part of the industry.
After cutting two moder-
ately successful and highly
underrated discs for At-
lantic, he's got a new rec-
ord deal with Mercury, and
this is his first offering.
This bro's got a lot of guts
and a strong voice, which
is especially evident on his
version of the Beatles'

""Helter Skelter."” This is
the song that helped to
uncork Chuck Manson's
brain, resulting in a bunch
of corpses and a whole lot
of weirdness. Harrison
sends up some other hot
numbers on his album,
most notably ‘“Art School
Credentials’ and a tribute
to well-placed bananas in
“Funky Monkey.'" Not bad
for a guy who once climbed
in the ring with Muham-
mad Ali and got the shit
kicked out of himself.
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Spectres/Blue Oyster Cult:
We've gone to a few Blue
Oyster Cult concerts, bought
almost all their albums (with
money most of the time, but
none of them were for free)
and generally dug the shit
out of them—especially
when they crank up the
volume and the tempo But
“'Spectres’’ is making us
leave the Oysters and get
back into digging the moist,
hairy clams. This album is
just not up to spec, and we
hope the Oysters will be
recycled and get to cook
again (get it?). For you hard-
ened fans, we recommend
that you listen before you
buy.

Livin' on the Fault Line/
The Doobie Brothers: This
album signals a big turn-
around from material pre-
sented in The Best Of The
Doobie Brothers, which we
covered here a few months
ago. There was a hint of
things to come in their last
album of new material,
Takin' It To The Streets,
where the sound was more
mellow overall than earlier
Doobies, and some fans
may be disappointed with
the lack of power in the new
release. Don't get us wrong,
the stuff is still good, but
it's the musical equivalent
of the difference between
coke and Quaaludes. Each
of their previous LPs had at
least a couple of rockers,
but with the approach
they're taking now there's
simply no need for two
drummers. But if you can
get into a more mellow soft-
rock sound with jazz fla-
vorings, this may be your
can of beer. Overall, we feel
like we were let down by

old buddies, just like when
BTO and the Beach Boys
came out with their recent
attempts at elevator music.
While Livin' On The Fault
Line is a couple of giant
steps above the new albums
by those two groups, we're
sorry to see this trend con-
tinuing. And if Aerosmith
ever cops to this, we're
going to have to hang up
our musical hardons. a
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I’'m in heat, man—gimme my Easyriders/

Hate to break it to ya, dog breath
but they're sold out. . .

Yeah, they're gettin' desperate, folks—Easyriders |s e 0 R O O 0 e 2 S S e e B

still hard to find on the newstands! So play it safe an’
subscribe today—and we’ll even throw in a free decal!

Subscription Department
T ; p . . iption! Easyriders Magazine 57
hink of it, one free decal with every subscription Box 711, Burbank, California 91502
A spectacularly colorful, fantastically designed, gi- Check one-

gantic, super-tough, enzyme-free decal!

All this for less than ten measly bucks for a one-
year subscription and less than nineteen lousy bucks
for a two-year subscription. That's right—for less than
ten bucks you get twelve issues, and for less than
nineteen bucks you will get twenty-four issues of this
unreal rag dellvered right to your door by a uniformed
messenger.

Smiley, you old pot-smokin’, pill-droppin’ lecher,

[[] Here's $9.99 for a one-year subscription.
(] Here's $18.99 for a two-year subscription.

And quit flopping around on the damned floor,
it's only a lousy penny.

Smiley, you old pot-smokin’, pill-droppin, lecher,

] Here's $10.00 for a one-year subscription,
[[] Here’s $19.00 for a two-year subscription.
Put my penny toward the office stash fund.

[C] This is a new subscription [ This is a renewal
[] Please extend my present subscription
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Do you own a bike?______ Make?_ g

Do you plan to customize it?.______ What do you like

best about Easyriders magazine?____ e
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—Continued from page 29

me out partyin’ on my birthday.”

“Fuck fair. Just do as you're
told.”” There was nothing left for her
to say. Not aloud, at any rate,

Sandi left the house at six o'clock
the following evening, saying she
was going to go to a show and that
she’d be back after eight, when the
meeting was over and the house
vacated. Then, knowing that the
entire membership would be at the
house and wouldn’t be wandering
about the streets to spot her, she
made a beeline for Frenchy's pad.
She parked her van in front for a
change, confidently assured of safety
from discovery.

“They’re all in a meeting,” she
told Frenchy, when he let her in and
she got her breath back. “I don’t
know how long they’ll be gone, but
I suppose they won't be back for a
couple of days. Just the same, T'll
go home when I'm supposed to.
Some kind of club business. A war,
I think, I hope the motherfucker
gets killed.”

“Yeah,” Frenchy said, “and if he
don’t, then we’ll be right back in
the same goddam rat-race, sneakin’
around an’' worryin’ about gettin’

caught.”
“Let’s go to bed,” she said, tug-
ging him toward the bedroom.

“Let’s make it special, and then
we've gotta talk”™

When it was over, he felt ex-
hausted, drained and barely able to
move. Sandi lay beside him, her arms
at her sides, staring emptily at the
ceiling. Her luminous eyes filled
with tears, and she began to cry
softly.

“This is the last time, Frenchy,”

she said. “I wanted it to be special.
I wanted this to be a time we would
both always remember, because after
tonight we're not going to be to-
gether like this again—ever.”

“Sandi, "

“Don’t! Please don’t. My mind’s
made up. We can’t go on like this.”
She dabbed at her eyes, sobbing. “I
can’t keep seeing you, worrying
about getting caught, or him hurting
you again, It’s too much for me, and
it’s too much for you. Today was my
birthday, and he didn’t even remem-
ber it—after he promised—but I'm
going home to him and never see
you again. Not until he kicks me
out or gets himself killed.”

“That clever motherfucker will
never let you go, and he ain't never
gonna get himself killed,” Frenchy
said, shouting. He sat up in bed.
Pain pounded in his head. His face
felt hot. “Do you really mean it?
You do, don’t you? By God, I'll see
you dead before I'll let you go back
to him. I love you, but by God I'll
kill you before I'll let him lay a
hand on you again. I'd rather see
you dead than know that mother-
fucker is touching you and laughing
at me because he won.”

“I mean it, Frenchy. I'm going,
and right now.”

“The fuck you are,” he cried,
leaping out of bed. He fumbled with
his clothing on the chair beside the
bed, as Sandi began dressing, She
was bent over, pulling up her pan-
ties, “The fuck you are!” he shouted
again, and the blade of his Buck
buried itself to the hilt in her back,
driven by a hand that wasn’t his
own. He felt that he was viewing
the dreamlike scene from afar,
watching helplessly as it took place
before his eyes, and he eould only
stand by watching, helplessly, as it
continued. Eyes closed tightly, he
held her with one arm while the
other rose and fell, each stroke

syriders

“Stick 'em up!"
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making a hollow, thumping sound.
He let her slip to the floor.

Frenchy didn’t cry, although he
felt something inside him pushing
to get out. He was stunned at the
enormity of the thing he had done.
He hadn’t meant to do it, he told
himself. Seeing her preparing to
step out of his life, listening to her
tell him she was leaving forever,
hearing. her tell him she was going
back to that motherfucker—he had
vividly imagined her in Dirty Dick’s
arms. Now there was only the
thought of revenge on his mind. It
wasn't his hand that had done the
deed, but the brutal hand of Dirty
Dick. He would get his revenge on
the bastard after all.

Frenchy stood on the porch and
looked up and down the street to
see if anyone was about It was a
moonless night. No one would be
able to see anything. He carried
Sandi’s lifeless body out of the house
and laid her gently in the back of
her van, then closed the door. He
would take her to Dirty Dick’s house
and leave her there.

With a sharpened screwdriver, he
scratched Dick’s name in the fiber
handle of the knife he'd used to kill
her. He would wipe his fingerprints
off and leave it beside her body,
then make an anonymous phone call
to the police, telling them that Dick
had murdered her. Then he'd come
back home, pack up his scoot, and
head east, or south—wherever safety
and forgetfulness lay.

The street on which Dick and
Sandi lived was dark and silent,
with few cars and no motorcycles in
view. Frenchy slowed down as he
approached, then slowly pulled into
the yard and stopped near the front
porch, where Sandi always parked.
The night was as silent as the death
that hovered nearby. Death’s shadow
made the night even darker, and its
chill crept into his soul as he lifted
her limp body into his arms once
again. He kissed her still warm
cheek and whispered, “I'm sorry.”
Then he mounted the steps and
opened the front door.

As he stepped across the threshold
and into the house, lights suddenly
flared. Before his startled eyes, con-
fetti flew, ribbons or crepe paper,
festooning the walls and ceiling,
came into view, and the voices of
Dirty Dick and his fellow club
members shouted and burst into
song.

Happy birthday, to
n
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8{1{."1 month we select the best pictures
our readers send us and print them
here. We appreciate them all, but we can’t
use color prints or color negatives. We can
use only good, in focus, black and white
prints (any size) and color slides (either

350r244 x 2

—nothing else. W hether
il's the exhilaration of a dude and his

<t v\

chick flyin’ down the highway or the let-
it-all-hang-out exuberance of a biker bash
or the eyeball-poppin’ sight of a sexy
hnm y showin’ her stuff—these photos
ypify the fun, excitement, and freedom
of biking. (Oh yeah—uwe pay $10 for

every black and white photo we use and
$20 for every color slide we use. )
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~from Glenn Donaldson, Peoria, Illinois

—from E.P., Chesterfield, Virginia
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—from Dave, Calabasas, California



—from Kathi Kuretich, Canon City, Colorado

rom Richard Morgan, Colbert, Oklahoma
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—from Steve Bucell, Elkhart, Ind
=




—from Anné Grey, East Rosanna, Australia

—from Gary Gulig

from Truelt & Osborne Cycle Inc., Wichita, Kansas

—from Kim Peterson, Malibu, California

—from Van Leister, Wollaston, Massachusetls

—from Rick Ralston, St. Louis, Missouri










BIG RED

Another biker who thinks for himself

I don’t know if this is true everywhere,
but law enforcement against bikers
has stepped up another gear around
the area where | putt. And I've heard it
before, but recently the three-part
rationale behind it was again put to me:
biker's attitudes toward politics (if it's
wrong they'll fight it), their free lifestyle,
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and basically the fact that bikers,
tramps with heart, think for themselves.
Think about it. Of the tramps | know,
not a one works or lives by any rules
that don't suit his lifestyle. Either they
run their own business so they can come
and go as they please (and still are re-
sponsible enough to keep a successful



Photos by Pete Chiodo
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thing going) or they work where they
definitely won't be encumbered by
rules, ties, or time clocks. Not every
puttin’ fool I've ever known has been
able to live out of a garage, swappin’
and sellin’ bike parts. But the majority
aren’t trapped by the status quo, work-
ing eight to four, and living in a
stamped-out condominium. They think
for themselves—rule their own lives.

What I've just stumbled through was
an effort at a description of how most
of us are fortunate to live—nothing new.
But | brought it up to get you thinking,
and because the owner of this bike is a
prime example of the biker who thought
for himself and followed it through. I'm
not doing this to shape his head into an
over-inflated balloon. But his story was
sort of a mind snapper. John and a
handful of bros are the men who dream
together, calculate possibilities, dig up
the tools to build, and make from nuts-
up the five-speed transmission.

John started thinking seven years
ago, as he jammed up an expressway
on-ramp, about the time he hit the sec-
ond lane and tried to shift again. When
he discovered he was already in fourth,
he decided that his seventy-four needed
an overdrive. So he studied a trashed,
but complete, transmission—still
couldn’t figure out what he could do to
shove another gear into the ol’ standby,



forever four-speed. After years of beat-
ing his straining brain against a wall, he
just up and cut a stock tranny in half.
Something had to give and the stock
case wouldn't accept another tooth—Iet
alone another gear and everything it
would take to make it work. After re-
manufacturing almost every part in that
trans, jncluding the ratchet top and ex-
tending the case %& inch to the kicker
side (solving the problem of kick pedals
mashing pipes), he had himself a 5-
speed gear box. After seven years of
tripping, dreaming, thinking, and plan-
ning, the prototype was completed. It
was laced with problems but it worked
—roughly. He still has it and it still
works.

I'm not going to go into the tools he
had to find to manufacture every shaft
and gear and all the stages the 5-speed
has been through up until now. It would
be mind-boggling. But the man thought
for himself (imagine how many people
told him it couldn't be done), created,
then dedicated everything he had to put
it together. The obstacles he had to find
solutions for must have been unreal.
But the point is that every man who
builds his own bike, the way he wants
it, and rides, with or without the hassles
of being a biker, is an individualist in
the true sense of the word.

—Weed

—Continued on next page




Owner: John Peltz City: Denver, Colorado

Fabrication by: Owner Frame
Year and make: 1972 H-D Year: 1972
Model: FLH Builder: owner & H-D

Value: $5,000 without trannyr Type: swingarm

Assembly by: owner Rake: 3, in.
Stretch: 2, in.

Other alterations: lowered 11/, in.

Time: 4 months

Chroming by: General Metal Fin,

Engine Accessories -
Year: 1972 Bars: pullback
Model: FLH Risers: 4 in.

Rebuilder: owner Fender(s): by owner, chrome

Ignition: Sebring Headlight: Bates

Displacement: 92 cu. in. Taillight: rectangular

Lower end: S & S, 5-in. stroke Speedo: none

Balancing: Harley Motors Ltd.
Pistons: S & S, Carrello rods

Cases: chrome

Front pegs: H-D

Rear pegs: H-D

Electrics: Sebring

Heads: port. & pol., Manley val.
Cgm: 525 Andrews

Lifters: solid Qil system: stock
Carb(s): S & S super

Air cleaner; S & S Seat: owner

Gas tank: Mustang
Qil tank: 5-quart

Primary cover: aluminum

Sissy bar: owner
Height: 10 inches

Material: ¥4 x 1% mild steel

Pipes: custom

Muffler[s): Sportster-type

Transmission

Modifications: everything Forks

Year: 1977

Type: narrow glide

Shifting: 5-spe<.;d

Extension: 12 in,

Engine sprocket: 24

Builder: owner & H-D

Trans sprocket: 23 Special features: trees custom made

Wheel sprocket: 51 Wheels e
Pqimiﬁg Front Rear
WrMolding: owner Size: 19 Size: 16
~ Painter: owner Hub: 7-spoke Hub: 5‘spok—ci
Color: candy red Rim width: 2 in. Rim Widfi’l: 5 in.

Type: lacquer Tire: Badyear Tire: Goodyear

Special paint: flames Brake: Hurst Brake: H-D
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All you do is insert your doobie (whatever) Send $5.00 plus 50¢ for postage
into this Biker Pipe, Nght it, put the cover over and handling to:
it - andyouraroadyt;puﬁ E;onpassnf‘r%m
scool to scoot while blasting down the road. . 3
'/ { y 1.0
No wasted smoke either - if it goes out, (A"Iac}‘e’ IZ l (/
smoke stays inside container. Unbreakable.

Completely disassembles for easy cleaning. ())() )ﬂ])a n y
Smoke the 50% that floats away! 0

Box 29

California residents add 6% Calabasas, California 91302

Check our new catalog for hard to find
vintage Harley parts.

1300 Indus lal Parkway answlck Ohio 44212

Ask anyone who
rides with Bullet — and they'll tell

you he and his mamma are not people to take
lightly; and they'll tell you too, if you got some-
¥ . thing to say about his hawg, if you are going to

\ V) . W4, say it to his face you better talk nice, and if
L P o you aren't going to talk nice, you
better be a long way away, like
maybe Guam. ‘Cause Bullet's got a
nice hawg and most everyone of
those shiny little parts are from

I Cologvd .

See, the dudes at LA} know
hawgs and hawg accessories.
Dig?
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What Makes the
DOI TICK.

barged into his office and stood
upon Miss Twit.
“Hey! | can't ride with all this gear
and armor plate and shit!”

The D.O.T. man looked at me and
yawned a yawn this wide.

“You're standing on my secretary,”
his mouth said, from the side.

“0Oh,” | said, and made a little leap
upon the rug.

“Now, about these girders,
joists. . ."
““You like my coffee mug?"’

he said to me for God knows why,
displaying something round.

“It sings, tells time, hangs by its legs,
plays checkers, spells renowned . . ."

“Hey, jerk,' | said, “‘| don't want tours,
or chats, or lectures here—

just some dee-partmental slack on all
this motherfuckin' gear!

You got me more festooned in steel
than Germany's next tank!

| just wanna putt the roads, not ram
a column’s flank!"'

“So putt, so putt!” he said bright-
faced, while gesturing outside;

“The highway calls! It's yours to claim!
Hop on your bike and ride!"

“Who can ride with all this crap? [
feel like I'm in chains!

braces,

Why . . . look at this required thing—
a broom for sweeping lanes!" .

“A clean street is a safe street—so
every mile you stop, and brush
debris off to the side—and then you
once more hop

onto your little 2¢cc . . ."

“The newest rule is 1."”

“ . . onto your little 1 cc for another
mile of fun—and then you stop
and sweep some more—why, son,
it brings me tears;

bikers neat and tidy, like I've dreamed
of all these years.”

“Bikers! There won't be no bikers with
too much more o' this!

You've got us regulated out of every-
thing 'cept piss!”

““You still have piss?”' he said real
soft, his hand rubbing his chin—
“p |ittle tube-attachment could, |
think, help to hold it in."

“Hey, clown,” | said disgusted, “I
ain’'t here to field your jokes.

There's so much bullshit hardware
now, it's cripplin’ biker folks.

For all the fun a ride now gives, we'd
just as soon stay home

and diddle with our one choice |eft—
to use, or not use foam."

“Oh come now,' he said sighing, “you

exaggerate and seethe.
The Air of Freedom's still abundant
for you biker-types to breathe."
"“Who wants to breathe the Air of
Freedom if to do it you need first,
plates, beams, rails, a weathercock,
a screen of liverwurst, . ."

"“That last,"” he smiled, “was quite a
touch, a tough one, too, to get.

| had to blackmail pretty hard. Three
judges—my most yet."”

“Well, with this meat-screen . . . an’
the foglights, 'course . . .
an' the training-wheels . . . this
anchor .

why not call it square, an' rest your
pen, an' spare your thumb a
canker?"”

“Desist? You mean not regulate?” and
his hands went to his throat.

. an' then | thought you might
repeal a bit o' what you wrote.”
“My pills! My shots! My charts! My

nurse! | think my heart has stopped!

Miss Twit!"" he buzzed. “The janitor!

My brow needs to be mopped!"
He slumped within his chair and shook

his eyes back into place.

“Don’t ever talk like that,” he wheezed,

“l go blue in the face.

Me? Cease to make things safe?’' he
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gasped. ‘‘So safey-poo at last? . . .
. a doctor? . . . no, | need a drink.”
And he poured himself a blast.

“Safe? What ‘safe’ is that!" | said,
from behind a bomber-flap.

“We can't get up enough speed now
to need this safety crap!

We're encrusted now in so much shit,
we—rfuck, my arm is stuck . . .

we could ride the surface of the sun
... uh!. .. overturn a truck . . .

(this goddam wetsuit!) . . . but we've
lost the zip to beat a street-parked
Nash!"

“When will you learn it's for your
good?"'
‘“When D.O.T. spells dash.

We're so entombed in rubbish, it's like
ridin® in a vault,

Let us move, ya frump. Just grind the
legislation to a halt!

We're encased, enveloped, and en-

tangled so deep in . . . (what's
this? . . .

my mandatory spare tire, fine) . . . we
barely can . . . (what's this? . . )"

“Is it like your spirit's breaking?” he
asked, settling in his chair. “Is it
kind of crushing all your zest to
drink the open air?”

“Well, frankly, yes it is,'" | said, ad-
justing some cement.

“‘Cause these rules ain’'t got no
Easter. They only got the Lent;
there ain't no hope—no great reward

that goes with all this load.

To most of us, our bikes is just a
memory we rode.

QOur bodies? . . . great—no cuts, no
scrapes, Our souls, though—where
are those? . . .

safety-ed into dungeons where the
glow-thing never glows."

“The what?"

“The sun! The light of day! The
sparkly ball of heat!

The thing that even snakes are some-
times privileged to greet!

But not souls of biker-slobs—they’re
strangled, squeezed, and wrung,
and our empty bodies stay behind to

wade through all this dung.

So where's the safety, Jack, the safety,
when your legislatin's through?

Where's the safety when it's just a
corpse you're legislatin’ to?"

“Where's the safety?” he said, quite
amazed. “You honestly don’t know?

You don't understand what fears and
dreads these laws-laws-laws make
go?

You can't see the nightmare terrors
that these balls-and-chains erase?

Where's the safety when there's some-
one keeping everyone in place?'"’

He leaned forward, softly chuckling—
for a long time, nothing said.

Then he hissed, “The safety's here . . ."
and touched a finger to his head.l

Goin’ into
a heavy
neighborhood?

Protect your valuables with this

STASH POUCH

Won't slide down when jumping or running

Won’t open until you open it

With this Stash Pouch you
can securely stash all your
valuables and they’ll be com-
pletely unnoticed. It fits on any
size leg and can hold a lot of
weight without having to be
held tightly to your leg. You
can jump, run, whatever, and
the Srash Pouch will stay in
position—it does not slip down,

The pocket stretches and
can hold more than its appar-
ent capacity. It has a flap that
holds everything securely inside
and will not open.

It's black and (in case you're
interested ) it's washable.

Don't be ripped off—put
your valuables in a safe, secure
Stash Pouch,

To protect your valuables
send $3.95 for each Srash
Pouch. We pay all postage and
handling.

NMackenzie
Gompany

Box 29
Calabasas, California 91302

California residents add 6%

65




Ladies Love> Outlaws

—Continued from page 30

times the Hook got the joke and
sometimes he didn’t. And if he didn’t
think the joke was funny, you'd
better not be laughing.

Naturally, word got around that
Fish Hook was a different man. And
inevitably, someone mistook his
transformation, his subdued be-
havior, for a loss of nerve, a sign of
weakness, It had to happen, and I
was there when it did.

It was a hot Texas night. The
earth and pavement seemed to
radiate back the heat it had stored
during the blistering day. Seeking
relief, Fish Hook, Mary, and I took
the half-hour ride to the lake and
the funky old beer joint there named
Lester’s Hideout. Around midnight,
we left the humid fog of the bar for
the warm but fresh air of the park-
ing lot. We leaned against our bikes
and leisurely drank from the cold
longnecks we’'d brought outside.
While we were shootin’ the shit, I
happened to glance over the Hook’s
shoulder and spotted Frog, standing
with two of his buddies at the edge
of the parking lot. Immediately, I
knew there was going to be trouble.

Frog had washed out as a prospect
for our club and he’d never forgiven
us—or himself. He eventually won
his patch with another club, but he
still burned with a desire to show
us Mad Dogs what a badass we'd
passed up. I knew he was going to
do something foolish—he had to
show off for his buddies. Also, he
looked fuckin’ crazy—Ilike he was
wired to the gills.

“Hey, Fish Head,” he called.

Fish Hook leisurely pivoted from
the waist to look behind him, then
completed the turn to face the trio
advancing toward us. They stopped
an arm’s length from us, and the

way Frog was clenching and un-
clenching his jaws, I was certain
he was amped up on meth, a drug
I knew he favored. He had an enor-
mous tolerance for speed, and once
at a party had blown everybody
away by shooting an entire spoon at
once.

“So how are ya, Fish Face?” Frog
taunted, drawing his taut, bloodless
lips away from his dry, clenched
teeth.

Fish Hook glanced at Mary,
fighting to control himself. With
a sort of desperate calm born of his
determination not to show Mary
what a beast he actually was, the
Hook spoke in an even, measured
voice,

“Do yourself a favor, Froggie,” he
said. “Get away from me.”

As I watched Frog’s face break
into a speed-contorted smile upon
hearing Fish Hook’s reply, I could
read his features like a book. So it
really was true! Fish Hook really
had turned into a pussy! 1 could
see the newborn confidence in Frog’s
face, and there was no stopping him
now.

For all I knew, Fish Hook might
have stood there all night and
listened to Frog's insults rather than
show Mary his other side. But ol’
Frog couldn't leave well enough
alone, and he blew it bad the next
time he spoke. He committed the
unforgivable sin.

He gestured toward Mary with a
blunt thumb. “So this is the little
cunt that’s got ya so bent outta
shape, huh?”

Well, the Frog shouldn’t have said
that, because in an instant the old
Fish Hook returned. It's funny how
you remember some scenes from
your life with a particular vividness.
As I heard Frog’s words, every de-
tail of that scene burned itself into
my memory as if photographed
there. For an instant, it was all
frozen, like a painting: the hot,
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crank-saturated beads of sweat shim-
mering on Frog’s forehead, the
stark, brittle: mesquite trees beyond
the parking lot, the mixed fear and
anger in Mary's widened eyes. I
remember the glaring light that il-
luminated the dirt parking lot from
atop a 20-foot pole. Rapidly circling
the hot bulb in silent flight were
a dozen or more bats, feeding on the
moths drawn to the light. The
jukebox carried out to us through
the bar's open doors, flooding the
night with Steve Miller and “The
Joker.”

In that same brief instant, I
caught a momentary glimpse of Fish
Hook’s scarred face, even further
distorted from the fury triggered by
Frog's daring to insult Mary. His
face filled with rage, and the angu-
lar scar stood out ghastly and pale
against his blood-red skin. His
mangled lip drew back from bared
teeth, and he lashed out with a
bone-hard fist that caught the of-
fending biker high on the cheek-
bone, smashing him to the dirt. The
blow caught Frog's buddies by sur-
prise and they stood paralyzed
before the Hook’s wrath.

Frog lay motionless for a moment.
The thin flesh along his cheekbone
had split like a melon and thick
blood dribbled down his nose to
mix with the dust and form a
brownish mud. Frog should have
stayed down, but he slowly pulled
himself to his hands and knees. His
head hung down between his
shoulders as he struggled to regain
his senses. Every few seconds he
would exhale loudly through his
nose, clearing his nostrils of the
blood that continued to fill them.

I considered telling him to stay
down, but Frog was too far gone to
reach. His cheek was caked with
crusty dirt and he knelt panting in
frothy gasps. When he finally spoke,
it had to be the speed talking—or
else Frog had a death wish.

“Cunt!” he spat” through lips
covered in dirt and blood.

Fish Hook howled with rage and
grabbed the fallen man by his
colors, dragging him across the
parking lot to an old 53 Ford
pickup. Opening the door, he threw
Frog across the running board so
that his head fell across the door
frame. Then he slammed the door
with all the force of his blind fury.

While Frog’s two dumbfounded
brothers tried to ascertain whether
or not he was still among the living,
Fish Hook was in a frenzy of shame



and anger, apologizing repeatedly to
Mary for the guy’s remark and for
having to kick his ass in her
presence, 1 coudn’t believe it; he was
heside himself. Mary was too stun-
ned to speak, but instinctively she
reached out in shocked disbelief to
stroke the Hook's tangled hair. Her
petting calmed the beast at once.
- - -

We didn’t know it then, but
stomping Frog’s butt was the real
turning point for Fish Hook. Frog's
thick skull had somehow remained
intact and he was out of the hospital
in a couple of days. But the Hook
couldn’t seem to forget about the
beef. In the days that followed, it
seemed always to hover at the peri-
phery of his presence, though he
never said much about it really.
Frog and a few of his hothead
friends were mouthin’ around that
Fish Hook had a payback comin’,
but they were cunts and nobody took
them seriously. No, Fish Hook
wasn't scared—but something was
bothering the shit out of him.

It was about a week after the
fight that Fish Hook blurted it out.
It was a warm Sunday afternoon. He
had just finished tightening the
drive chain on his 60 FLH. I pulled
another Lone Star out of the filthy
styrofoam ice chest and leaned back
against the door of the garage. The
Hook steadied his scoot as he pulled
the long arm of the bike stand
toward him, easing the rear wheel
to the concrete. He stared at the
oil-encrusted floor and wiped his
hands on a soiled rag as he spoke.

“Ya know, Professor,” he said,
“I gotta quit the ‘club.”

“What?” I replied in disbelief. I
thought he was kidding. “What the
fuck are you talkin’ about?”

Fish Hook’s distorted mouth
looked strangely relaxed and his un-
focused gaze never left the garage
floor. “It’s this Frog thing, man,”
he said reflectively. “I gotta quit.”

I'd had all I could take. My voice
took on the cutting edge of exas-
peration. “Just what the hell makes
this Frog scrap such a goddam big
deal?” I growled through my teeth.
“It was nothin’—why the shit did
it rattle your cage so much?”

My smoldering anger failed to
penetrate Fish Hook’s distant calm.
“Well,” he began, “it’s hard to ex-
plain, Not long ago I coulda stomp-
ed his shit-eatin’ skull into oatmeal
and never thought about it.”

—Continued on page 72
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Wear or display the Easyriders logo.
Show everyone that you're no light-
weight and that you're a kind,
considerate, honest, trustworthy,
straight-arrow mutha, Dispel the rumors
that you're a snatch-eatin’, low-life
scooter tramp-—show some class (fool
everyone).

Our rightecus embroidered emblems
are bright erange, black and white
(234" x 234").

The decals are the same
colors and size.

Emblems cost $2.00 each

Decals cost 3 for a $1.00

Send your bread today to
Show Class Department, Easyriders
Magazine, Box 52, Malibu, Ca, 90265

Originally sold for $17.50
Now if’s yours ior $8.50

I's & beautiful hardcover baok, with 176 pages
{including lots of color photes) of 40 different famous
old bikas you've heard about but saldom see any marg,

This book will appeal 1o tha puriss, for the bikes featured
are guaranteed turn-ons for the dude who prefers the old
machines—large or small, simple or complex. two-stroke,
four-stroke, single engine ar multi.

A few of the bikes featured: the Triumph, for its
commercial success; the Ducatl, for its audacity;
the Velocette Roarer, for its enlerprise; the Ariel Square
Four. for its Individuality; and the Moto-Guzz| single,
for its inspiration.

These are (ust a faw of the bikas featured— the book even
Includes the Indian vee-twin! And remember, these are not
new or late model bikes—only the old-timers that have
made motorcycle history,

This book is a must for your library shalf. Order yours
today. Send $8.50 (we pay postage) to:

Paisano Book Division
Box 52 Malibu, California 90265

FIRST TIME EVER!

A: A monster-sized (45" x
72") black Harley Wings on a
bright velour-terry 1o put your
scool, of; lady(ies), bod or
whatever under or just cover

the wall,
Only $16.50

B: Really large (25" x
50"), really thick, rich
orange terry-towel

with black Har-
ley Wings on

both ends.
Only $11.00

We cover all handling, shipping & insurance. Send legible order along with money order (shipped
fast) or checks (3-4 weeks) l0:

I
N
Uc'rs Calif. residents add 6% for State’s stash fund
BOX 207 - CALABASAS, CALIFORNIA - §1302

Dealer inquiries Invited
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Astrological Profile for
Pisces

isces begin utilizing their artis-

tic capabilities early in child-
hood. Which is the main reason
they are easily housebroken. They
will go right to a newspaper,
squat, and do their duty—which
they often dabble in, thus creating
patterns in their poop. The famous
Pisces Michelangelo may have
created his first mural in feces
(a small Italian village). He just
may have acquired a taste for
sculpture during potty training,
which stuck to him. Later in life,
the Pisces will use his artistic
talents to create a paint job on his
tank, full beautiful and intricate
details.

Pisces are sensitive to those
unfortunate, crippled, or maimed,
and often prefer their company.
Pisces Jerry Lewis is a good ex-
ample. Pisceans are dual-natured;
therefore, their characteristics are
contradictory. For example, Pisces
Albert Einstein, a genius, couldn't
tie his own shoes. They are the
best excuse-finders in the zodiac.
They have an excuse for every
fault, A Pisces will always manage
to place the blame on someone
else, It's not his fault he was
born—someone else fucked up!

On the positive side, Pisces are
good-natured, humane, and have
a great sense of humor (Jackie

By Denise (Dusty) Sage

Gleason, for instance, is a Pisces).
They are thoughtful and affec-
tionate. Sometimes their good
deeds backfire—like eating pussy
with a mouthful of chewing to-
bacco.

Pisces have small assholes and
can often whistle tunes with them,
filling the air with the sound of
love birds and the smell of fish.
They often keep time to their own
music by clanging their nuts to-
gether—a regular one-man band.

On the negative side, Pisces
tend to overindulge in their use
of drugs. This trait is in part
due to their selfish side. Pisces
are susceptible to accidents or ab-
normalities of the feet. They also
catch colds easily and should be
careful they don't develop pneu-
monia, as they tend to have weak
lungs.

The older Pisces will still keep
the young things coming, They
never get too old to mold their
meat to fit the treat! They may
have to bundle, but they'll never
bungle—not when it's time to
boogie or ball!

Note to Women:

How to catch a Pisces? Run
faster than he does, baby him, be
gentle (even if it means filing
your teeth down—better yet, have
them pulled). Have an open-mind-
ed doctor who gives ya good
scrips. Put M&Ms in your under-
wear, 'cause this one has a sweet
tooth. Go in for finger-painting on
the bathroom walls.

Aries (March 21—April 20)

If you've exhausted yourself
with last month's string of peck-
er checkers, I'm not surprised. Ya
may have run low on semen, but
your scheme machine is sharper
than ever. Luck is on your side
this month, especially in a calcu-
lated risk. Just be sure not to
give your plans away. Remember,
while your enemy's shakin’ your
hand, he's holdin® an enema for
ya in the other!

Taurus (April 21—May 20)

It's time you were thinkin' of
a course to take besides inter-
course, You're in a mind-expanding

cycle that has nothing to do with
droppin’ acid. Someone ya least
expect will steer ya into an ideal
position (get your mind off sex).
But you'll have to make a move
besides your bowels, It's prime
time to approach key persons who
are waiting for you to make the
first move. So get yer balls
rollin'!

Gemini (May 21—June 20)

This month brings on another
pain in the anal area, besides a
few punctured puckers. The pussy
you've been rubbin’ the wrong way
is so perverted she digs it, and
now ya can't get rid of her. The

problem is ya have another pussy
to please at home. Just hope ya
don’'t take home any bugs or
slugs to help out with the clit
chompin' or ya may find some
bugs in your teeth that didn't
come from the road!

Cancer (June 21—July 21)

Ya won't be in the mood to do
any asskickin' the first couple
of weeks. It seems you've been
piggin' down and the old pipes
are pooped out from overwork,
Every time you have to strain, just
be sure to take good aim—or ya
could end up in a lot of shit! It's
not the time to be cuttin' up by
cuttin® farts, either—unless you
enjoy sittin’ in your own juices,
By the end of the month, the
butt burns should be long for-
gotten, so hang in there!

Leo (July 22—August 21)

Leos, you do tend to overplay
yourselves at times. | don't mean
jerkin' off, either. You've been
lettin' it all hang out, and might
get it stepped on—especially while
draggin® your dong home late at
night with telltale lip prints on it.
Be a little sneakier about snitchin’
a little extra snatch, or the next
roar you hear will be your own!
Give yourself a ball-bustin’ break,
quit braggin' so much.

Virgo (August 22—September 21)

This month ya should be bring-
in" in the bucks in between the
sucks. You can ram, cram, and
slam your rod into an oil slick and
you'll still come up with a dollar
sign on the head of your crank.
Don't beat around the bush—be
direct, and don't pull any punches,
either. You're sure to come out
ahead if you bypass any red tape
and go straight to the people in
charge. Good luck!

Libra (September 22—October 22)

One word of advice—don't de-
pend on others to bail your buns
out of a situation you bungled
yourself. Even your bros may throw
up their hands in despair this
month. Your experience, charm,
and plain old guts will see you
through a ball-bustin® mind fuck.
Slow down on the juice for a
while, unless it happens to be the
juice of a pussy—then go a-head!

Scorpio (October 23—November21)

It seems you're still at it,
bangin’ your balls against every
broad who'll stay still long enough.
Which could be quite a long
time, ‘cause once you get started,
you don't want to stop. Take time
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out from havin® your gonads
gargled long enough to get some
wrenchin’ done on your machine,
That way, you still putt and pump
your peter up, too. Hell, ya may
need the bike to get to the free
clinic to undo the damage to your
dong!

Sagittarius (November 22—Decem-
ber 20)

If ya took my advice last month,
you're probably still wired up. Best
not to overdo a good thing or slip
back into part of the fixtures.
You always tend to go from
one extreme to the other. Right
now is the time to mellow out and
hold your mud. Another thing—
don't be so friggin® frank the
second part of the month. Use
some tact, even if you do think the
situation’s fucked, Otherwise, ya
could wind up with a dotted eye!

Capricorn (December 21—January
19)

You could possibly have damned
good reason to celebrate this
month. It appears you'll finally
attain the status you've been
honkin' your horn for. You still
could find a few kinks to work
out, and one of them is in the
end of your knockwurst. So loosen
up your belt and relax a little.
Take a load off your mind and
your meat, with some grease relief
and a hot twat!
Aquarius (January 20—February
18)

This month holds a hangover
from last one, and your patience
is wearin' thin as the hair on
a whore's hole, A lot of little
mind fucks are bogglin' your brains
now. Maybe you shouldn't be so
cocksure of yourself—take some.
one else’'s advice for a change.
Speakin’ of change, that's about
all you'll have in your pockets
now, unless you count jinglin'
your jollies. At least ya can always
count on your bros to cheer ya up
with some goodies!

Pisces (February 19—March 20)

This month is a piece of cake
(birthday, of course), a piece of
ass, and a piece of shit! One
thing you can count on is your
fingers, the other's your toes (un-
less you're an amputee). Other-
wise, you're in for some strange
surprises, so don't get caught
with your pants down, If you can
flow with the fuckups and not get
flustered, you must be smokin
some heavy herbs. Keep it to-
gether, ‘cause next month's a
goodie! g
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tearing up the rug.)

send $2 to

Can't Find It On
The Newsstand®?

Well, now you can buy
itdirect from us!

Fifteen different stories packed into 320-page book.
Stories from the early years of this miserable rag—the
ones you may have missed or could get off on readin’
again—especially in a paperback book. (Besides,

they make great door stops, kindling for fires,

or even a nice-pad to put that kickstand down upon—
when your ol’ lady bends your ear about its

Best Biker Fiction

Box 52.
Malibu, California 90265.

It’s rank,
It’s gross—

and it’s

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

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

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

great:

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

ads).

We want to warmn you — some of the draw-
ings 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.
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Book
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.
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A Tribute
to Brothers

Space limitations dictate that the free
listings for this column be published on
a first.come, flrst-served basis, Note: No
names will be accepted which are not
accompatijed by & return address which
can he verified, Send your In Memory Of
listing (bikers onlyl to Memaory, Box
52, Mallbu, Callfornia

In loving memary of Uncle Rags & one-
percenter who had more Beart than
many. Brothers Two.

In memory of Bob Kelse, from all his
bros in Dllinols. and from the bro who
rode with him, Little Glenn,

In memory of Steve Hemilton, one hell
of & hro who was loved by all Lon and
Deb. Clyde, Ohilo,

—!;l memory of Ken Wilsom, who died In
wvain and whose death will be revenged.
Randy. George, and Dee.

For Joetta. You rode well by my side,
m you ride In my heart, Callfornia

To Steve Allem. Ride on forever. 'n'n(
can't fuck with you now, brother. Bill
ard Kathy, Tucson Ariz.

To Crew, who high-sided on his pan,
We'll all ride together again some day,
Dean, Great Falls. Mant

In memory of An ard my ol' man,
Poerky. We'll all join you ome day, to
ride forever. Mouse.

Male

Call

As you know, we glve free coples of
Easyriders to all prisom libraries, This
allows as many prisoners as possible to

Lonely male needs foxy lady b_o wrlse to,

California bro down In redneck country
would Jike to hear from foxy ladles
Send photoa. If you're not white
write. Mike “‘Little Callfornia® Webb
#13227, MCT.C, Box 3313, Rt 3
Hagerstown, Md. 21740,

Bruce Fiedler, Box B-BIT68,
Calif. 95327,

read esch copy. We get many reg
for Individual free subscriptions which
are Impossible to grant; it would be too
costly, But we will mow sell subs at a
reduced cost for people I prisons. Al
you have to do is send 3750 for twelve
Issues, £7.30 saving over newsstand
price} fo Prison Subs Dept., Easyriders
;ijneg;zmt Box 52 Maliba, Callfornia

Forgotten brother doing time. Age 31,
white. Will answer all letters. Blll Green
2I2E164-A,  Box 1000,  Sandstone,
Minnesota

Looking for a sincere woman who'll help
make time a little easler. Charlie Kal-
chthaler #A-009983, Mail #3338, P.O.
Drawer 1072, Arcadia. Fla. 33821,

I'm a hot mama who needs a one hun'-

dred percent biker to write to, Debra

‘l’({:h #C-77073, Box C. Dwight, ML
20,

Lanely biker down agaln because of &
stiteh. Coudd dig some letters, Robert
Vosas #3816.2, Ind. State Prison, Box 41,
Michigan City, Indiana 46360,

I'm 22 and have no mall coming in
Plense write. Rick Luttman f% Box
28 [nd, Ref., Pendleton. Ind, 46054,
A/S Unit, Cell 8:2R.

Tm sincerely seeking correspondence
with any chick who cares to write to
& 29.year-old prisoner. David G. Brooks
#134543, Hox H-5699, Lucasville, Ohlo
45609,

Down but not out convict needs mall
froen biker ehicks who love the umusual,
How about a picture tooT R

293690, Box 97, McAlester, Okla. 74501,

Downed Aryan brother wanis to hear
from ladies 17-30 who share same ideas,
L. W. Phillips #22346-149, Box 1000,
Leavenworth, Kans, 68048

Lonely brother down and would llke to
hear from all gﬂ‘ outragecus people. D,
3 288, Pox 69, London. Ohlo

Two dudes need ol' ladies waitin' for
‘em when this run into hell ls over. Don
Jollymore and Tom French 032501, Box
221. Ralford. Fla. 32063

Would 1ike to hear from ladies in Wash-
Ington State, Bill Turner #246130, Cedar
Hall A-11, Box 900, Sheltom, Wash,

To our bro, Amazon. We'll never for-
E:& Ride free, btrother. Jeff, Texas City,
X

Plense write to this con. I've got the
blues. Junior MecGee 274399, CH-7, Box
1010, Canom City, Colo, 81212

In memory of Brother Ma¢, stabbed to
desth by a punk. You're gone but mot
forgotten. Ralph and all the bros, Long
Beach, Calif.

In memory of Kid. Those who knew
him, knew him well, those who didn't
ecan go to hell. Buena Vista, Colo,

In memory of Claude and Crip. We
loved you. brothers, Ride forever. Dimg-
bat and Dingbiteh, B.F.F.B.. Houston,

In memory of Ray Rubber Watson. Ride
o, bro, you live on in our hearts and
memories. Gary, New York.

In memory of a real bro, John T. lh—o-
ﬂ. We all Joved him, From Triangle,

In memory of Andy The Greek, a biker
through and through. There never will
!ﬁ‘ano!m like you. Bermle, Ch. Wood,

Faor uu\u? Mouse. A jug of red wine
and some fine dope. We're all waltin® for
a. From Terryoso and Company, San
ose,

His name was Streteh. and he gave his
life to clubbimg and partyin® with his
bros. Pig, Kingsmen M.C, New Yark.

n memoey of Dave '“Bear’’ Melton, who
dld more for biking in this area than
anyone T know. Sheriff, LaCrosse, Wis.

A tribute to Popeye. We all loved and
cared. Righteously remembered. He still
Jives in our hearls, Siiver. Ariz,

In memory of Red and Vick, from your
beothers and sisters. We'll always re
member you, Ron Bates, lowa,

To Eddle Bable, Smoopy. We drank and
fought together. When that car stopped
you dead, you took a plece of me with
you. Big Jack, Beaver Falls, Pa

\;nuz 1o me, foxy ladies. I'm lobely and
white. Dallas Hall, Box B, CB4, H-16,
Florence, Ariz. 85232

Road tramp lookin' for sincere ol® lady,
Don Patterson #B-T0730, Box A-E Rm.
4208, San Lals Obispo, Calif. S3408.

Been in iﬂson a long time and need
rav

mall, Leo Robbins, Box B-33148, Florence,
Ariz. 8%

Down for the eount, but letters will get
me up. Tim O'Neil, Box B-35153. Flor-
ence, Ariz. 85232

Girls, girls, Cowboy Is down and needs

Foxes and freaks, I'm down. Help me
smile instead of frown. Phil Pietrowlez
#TTB128, Box 500, Elmirs, N.Y. 14902

pown, lonely and horny. Send revealing
photos letters, Wayne Johns
#8452, Box 2, Lansing, Kans. 68043,

Colorado bro lookimg for open-minded

chicks 16-30 to cotrespond with. Send
photos to revive my memory and keep
me company. Arthur “‘Duke' Perreault
141970, M.C.T.C. Box 3333, Rt 3,
agerstown, Md, 21740

Doing time and need mall from fine,
funky chicks. Gary Clark #IO-IG‘OIJ.
Mid-Orange Prison, S00 Kings Highway,
Warwlck, N.Y. 10990

Another grounded rider needs mall from
taxy young chicks. Gary Martin 230067
120, ‘1ss01 13Tth Ave. SW., Miam
Fla. 33177

Lost my lady, lost freedom, lost
my bike, Good white ers need Jovin'
too. Victor Maurus, Box B-TSTOA, Tamal,
Callf. 99964,

Lonely redhead would like letters from
nice white chicks, Al Irwin #P-1257, Box
01, Pittshurgh, Pa. 15233,

Downed brother would like %o hear from
foxy iadles. Send letters and pictures.
Tom Myers #30179, 2600 State St
Salem, Ore, 0.

Good-lookin' Folsom con needs letters
from ladies, Thurman Patterson. Box
B-68643, Represa, Calif. 85671

I'm l:‘?kluz for o sincere, adm-bnrlh
ol' lady. Larry Martin
West szrlu St., Columbus, Ohlo 43218,

to write to,
reen Haven,

I'm lonely and need s |
Willkam Feor ol
Stormville, N.¥. 1282

Foxy Iady, T would reslly lie to read
your letters, B4 Chezem ¥ B-T3836, James-
town, Calif, 95327

Big John needs to get married. 18-30.
Any takers? John Archa, Box 2000 G-
319, Vacaville, Calif, 56688,

White brother down In the pem and needs
letters from ladies, Richard
Bax B-37104, Floremee, Ariz. 85232,

Aquarian gentleman, age 23, would like
e T Rovan 61087, Do 56, Fontiae,
& ynn s . 0,
il #1764,

5

Need & fine of' lady to help me do my
time. “Tramp'’ Mark Reaves JB-SATS1
V.31, Box 2000, Vacaville, Calif. 95688,
Doln' time In the asshole of the world
Would like to hear from freaky chicks.

-3563, Box 13,

Joe Conversano A
Dannemora, N.Y. 3

All_long-legged, fi chicks write 1o me.
J. D. Davis , 4455, Drawer 1072,
Arcadis, Flo. 33821,

a lady to write to. Bl P #B-
69129, Box 441, Chino, Calif. 91710,

Ex.biker would like to correspond with
persons to share and enlighten the spirit,
Gary E. Alvord #041482, Box 747, Starke.
Fla. 32091, R-2-8-13

I'll be }»cn for ten years and need mall
from ladles. Please write, Raymond Jones
#148-0688. Box 57, Marion. Ohlo 432

Dain’ nine so drop a line. James Ham-
mand 243988, Box 1010, Ch, 1, Canon
City. Colo, SIZ212.

‘Two white males would lke to hear from
liberal women,  Mike Shouldis 1145
222 and [rvin Campbell R20468-101, Box
1000, Petersbhurg, Va. 23803,

Lookin' for ladies eight to elghty. James
MacDonald #35429, Box 1000, Steilacoom,
Wash. 98388,

Foxy ladies. I'm lookin® for your lovin',
Glen Seawell 236448-186, Box 1000, Stell.
acoom, Wash. 96388,

Would lke to hear from Northern Calif,
girl with heart. Carl Simons #B.TRET0
P.308, Box 2000, Vacaville, Calif, 95688,

Downed bro would 1ke letters from
Denver area ehicks. Richard Leonard
#23I363-175, Box PMEBE 1000, Eng d

Doing 3.8 years and want to hear from
white ehicks. Jim Johnston #P-2465, Box
2601, Pittsburgh, Pa, 15233,

Wanted: Chick or chicks to Wwrite and
share s smile and some pictures. Jerry
Bush CH-5, Box 1010, Camon
City, Colo. 81212,

doing some hard time, Would

Brother
like to hear from Interggted iadies. Eu.
gene Fred #C-60847, Menard, Il 62259,

Another scooter tramp down and In need
of letters, James D. Alred gzmx. 3-C-
794, Bax 7, Moberly, Mo.

Good-looking So. Calif. man, now down
at San Quentin, needs to hear from
young ladics. Dennis Jones, Box B.TSS22,
Tamal, Calif. 54964

Would llke to hear from anybody. Ple-
tures to remind me of the 1ife
would be wild. David Berg 3# , Bax
3333, Rt. 3. Hagerstown, Md. 21740.

Down scooter tramp needs mail. Darrell
Appleget. Box 41- , Michigan City,
Ind, 46360,

28-yr.-0ld white man doing federal time
}ucdu us::nekyumes to di z’ & line.
o0 ns| 0232 284, 1000,
Leavenworth, Kans, S6048.

Been down since 'TS and would like to
hear from some ;mg ladies; w/m 27
s, old, Robert J ton HTTA-1441, Box
B, Dannemora, N.Y. 3

Colo. 80110,

Brothers and sisters, this second fall is
a biteh Richard Merrill #A-032306 02-
0167, RM.C. Box 628, Lake Butler, Fla.

MHey. baby, regardless of gggr bag, write
is w.

Been down since ‘74 and would llke to
hear from young ladies; w/m 26 years
oid. Danny Johnston #TSA-1106, Box 148,
Attica, N.Y. 14011

White Calif. dude, down in Okle
needs mall froem chicks, Wayne
#0378, Box 97, McAlester, Okla. 74501,

to me. Wayman Harri
R 760,

etk : i, e, e pox o0 Las” Vegas:
Downed Calif, bro needs letters from any Nevada BS101. a5 Morg S A -
chick. Bllly Barrett, Rt. 3 le,

Tex. T340, I'm lonesome and like to hear

Two bros nrvlng five hundred years
need mail from chicks. Bobby J. Bridger
#234125 and Andrew M. Bogdan é-
£532. Rt. 3, Ellis Unit, Huntsville, s

Foxy ladles, young or old, write to me
lease. Larry Conley #35544, Box 1000,
teilacoom, Wash.

Scouthern Calif. tramp down In Washing-

For Beb Hadden, from Auburn, New
York. Gone but pot forgotten. George
“Slammer'” Whesler.

tos. Could use love and affection, Dean
Wagner #130.122, Box 1000, Stellacoom,
Wash, 98388,

uack. The world lost a

In memory of Q
taves and

lot when It bost you. AB
misses you, Richle, N.Y.

In memory of my dnd, Shirel Wolte,
May we be together to know each other
when my time comes. Love, Cher Wolle,

Foxy ladles, convicts need lJovin' too,
Greg  Wagner #00130-122, Box 1000,
Stellacoom, Wash, 96388,

To any chicks who ean It a pen: Please
write 1 me. George Blackman #C-
G0172, Box 112, Jollet, I, 60434,

In memary of Beth. A true Valkyrie.
Weo will ride agaln In Valhalla. Poet.

In memory of Alley. a Warlock, Loved
and missed by all. Ride Itke hell, tll
we meet again. South Jersey.

In memory of Pace, President of the
Devit's Disciples, So, Calif. From all of
his brothers wnd friends, nationwide,
who krew and respected him. We will
never forget you, brother.

I'm down with & bad disease called
prison. Please write to me. y Os-
borme FI2%62.138, Box 33, Terre Haute,
Ind, 47S08.

Looking for girls 25-32 to write downed
son. David D. Dowdell, 1000 SW 84 Ave.,
Hollywood, Fla. 33023, Motroe 1.

Callf. biker needs to hear froen ladles.
Paul DeVare #201763, rsce B-9, Box
900, Shelton, Wash, .

70

Write to William Saars 243616, Box
1010, Canon City, Colo. $112,

Would like to write to ladies who are in
love with matural thin in life.
Clifford L. James, Box %6 W.CH, 143,
R.N. C-61708, Pontlae, IN. 61764

would
lmrlxdul the beautiful chicks In the n:‘e
world, Tommy Barber Darm G,
Box 78S, ucLoo. uw

White, 28, and crazy. Could dig hearing
from any chicks, any age, from any-
n,

where, Dan bell . Box TES,
e tieht Ohis abon, o

This lomely, low-ridiag sccoter tramp
ecould dig hearing from some right-of
white chicks out there. Mark Reaves
#B-84781, Box 600, Tracy. Calif, 96376

I'd lke to hear from chubby chicks,
heavy honeys, and fat mamas from the
east and mid.-west, Dig big girle. Turn
me on Jody Vin #137279, Box 45699,
Lucasville, Ohlp 45699,

Two downed white brog need mall, Ran-
dall Sullivan #N-42760, Box 3535, Co-
romss, Calif, 91720, asd Billy Gosnell
#£4400-915. Box 94320, Los  Angeles,
Calif, 90054,

i can fiil this vold In my heart,
write. Chris Mitchell 40-271,
45689, Lucasville, Ohlo

Lonely downed Lord taking applications
for an o' lady. Release date August T8
Photo desired. Dennis '“Tramp' Kn&el
#£42785-A, Box W.R., Green f N
Searching for an ol’ lady. Age no hassle.

Kids welcome. Photo desired but not
Decessary. _lcleue Aug. 'T8. Verme

I would Hike to hear from all biking
chicks and dudes, Samuel D. Duffey
“mé"’" Box 158, A-Dorm, Lowell, Fla

Forgotten brother doing time. Age 31,
white, Will answer all letters. Blll Green
£02925.164-A, Box 1000, Sandstone,
Sinnesota 56072,

Eosyriders

' Wiegers 6-A, Box
W.R., Green Bay. Wh.m

100% biker down and needs to hear
trom ladies who Bave their heads to-
gether. Send photos. Dirty Dan, Box
W, F-Unit, Lompoc, Calif.

Moke me happy. Send dirty letters and
pholodn hs to K. Allen 39408, Box
97, McAleater, Okila. 74501
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Famous for holding
an edge

Medel #110. the
traditional
biker's knile

Blade (4-inch)
has positive lock
in open position.
Handle of golden-

grain Macassar

ebony wood with solid brass bolsters.
$24.95 plus $1.75 for postage and
handling, includes leather sheath.

WAIST/ WATGH BAND

It's a hand-made. two-inch-wide hunk
of fine leather that has a leather flap
riveted on one side, with the other side
snapping shut over your watch for
protection. The top of the flap comes
either plain (8o you can do your own
thing), with a Harley emblem, or "Ride
{o Live, Live to Ride” emblem branded
in the thick leather. $8.50 plus 50c for
postage and handling

oGOOTER WALLET

Meodel #402,
Akonua, a
classic blade
Brass guard,
Buckarta
handle and
the famous
S5<inch Buck
Knife blade.

A $54.95 plus | AV
wallet, 3
hand-made $2.50 postaga

and handling, includes beautiful
leather sheath and case.

oMALL BIKE WALLET

Made from thick Latigo
leather, this wallet is

3 inches by 4 inches,
compact, for a dude
who doesn't like to
carry much, for the
ol’ lady or for credit
cards, It can be
stamped with the
Harley-Davidson,
Live to Ride, or
the LR.S. lion at
no extra charge.
This wallet goes for $6.85
plus 75¢ postage and handling.

from thick cowhide;
small enough to fit
into your Levi's, and
it has brass rivets
around the outer edge to hold it together
for a lifetime. It also comes with a gold-
finished chain and clasp. Upon request,
we will stamp the Harley emblem or

the "Ride to Live, Live to Ride” emblem
into the tough leather—no charge.
Only §10.00 plus 75¢ postage

and handling

TRUGKER WALLET

Here's the original truckers' wallet,
made exira wide to [it checkbooks,

It has three pouches, including one
with a heavy canvas zipper. It's made
from thick cowhide, put tegether with
strong stitching, and comes with a
double-link salety chain. We'll also
brand the Harley-Davidson, Ride to
Live, or LR.S. lion into it—no charge.
The complete wallet is only $12.95 plus
$1 00 pestage and handling

Satisfaction guaranteed
or money refunded

Foreign orders must include International Money Order

Pleas? allow at
i [ RS LIMITED

Box 2623, Seal Beach,California 90740

Californie vesidents add 6% for The Man
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—Continued from page 67

He pulled his gaze away from the
floor and looked at me. “But now
I'm thinkin’ about it.”

He really meant it. He was look-
ing me directly in the eye—un-
smiling, troubled. “I gotta quit the
club,” he repeated. “I want you to
understand why.”

I thought I knew what was be-
hind all this. Over the years, I'd
known several bikers whose ol
ladies had finally driven them from
the club and, in a few cases, even
from bikes. There were plenty of
reasons—she might resent the loyal-
ty her ol’ man showed the club, or
the demands on his time. Sometimes
there were kids involved and the
ol’ lady would hound the dude about
his “responsibilities.” Of course, a
lot of guys confronted with such be-
havior just slapped the bitch around
a little and that was that—for a
while, anyway. But don't kid your-
self—women are tough, in their own
way, and pretty soon they were on
the o’ man’s case again. Now I
knew Mary wasn’t a nagging chick,
but I still figured she, not Frog, was
somehow the real reason behind the
Hook’s decision to hang up his
colors.

I was careful to keep my voice
neutral, unaccusing. “It's Mary,
isn't it?” I asked. “She’s behind
this.”

Fish Hook leaned against the
workbench and stared at his bike as
he spoke. “Yeah—it's her, I guess.
But it’s not what you think. She
never said a word about it—not a
word.”

I was confused. “I don’t get it,” I
said. “If she never mentioned it, why
do you say she’s behind it?”

The Hook pondered my question
while he lit a joint. I watched its
orange tip brighten as he sucked in
the toke before passing it to me.
“It’s hard to explain,” he began. “I
don’t exactly understand it myself
—and I never was exactly great
with words. But I’ve thought about
all this so much maybe I can get it
across to you.”

He stood up and turned to the
workbench, his back toward me.
Nervously, he stacked and re-stacked
a bunch of cork seals as he spoke.
“Mary’s all the things I'm not. I
mean, she’s gentle and decent and

—Continued on page 78



‘ e 15" & 16"
- g &€ SUPER
L STOPPER

DISC
BRAKE

$189°°
KIT CONTAINS: HUB * SPROCKET * DISG * HURST AIR- FRONT MAG DISC BRAKE

HEART HYDRAULIC CALIPER AND MASTER CYLINDER KIT CONTAING: HURST AIRHEARY MY.
* 15" OR 16" TIRE » TUBE » LINER + CHROME SPOKES DRAULIC CALIPER AND MASTER CYLIN.
AND NIPPLES » CHROME 15" OR 18" HOG RIM * NUTS « DER » DISC » 18™ MAG WHEEL = 18" TIRE
BOLTS » LINE » FITTINGS. ¢ TUBE « LINER * MOUNTING BRACKET
*Adc $40.00 for Chrome Master Cylinder, Caliper, Sprocket * BOLTS » HYDRAULIC LINE & FITTINGS
and Carrier!/ Laced & Trued — $20.00 Dual Disc s

ADD $100.00 $189

v

2 O
e

T

(TR T A Y

ki

18!!
$169°

21 ”
$189°°

18" FRONT DISC — $160.95
KIT CONTAINS

FRONT DISC BRAKE

| 21" FRONT DISC — $185.95

HURST AIRHEART HYDRAULIC CALIPER

AND MASTER CYLINDER * HUB # DISC » CALIPER MOUNT.
ING BRACKETS, CHROME RIM, SPOKES & NIPPLES » TIRE

* TUBE » LINER, SPACERS,

BEARINGS, LINE & FITTINGS »

LACED & TRUED * Dual Disc Availatle — ADD $100.00

"
15" & 16’' MAG DISC BRAKE
KIT CONTAINS: HURST AIRHEART HY.
DRAULIC CALIPER AND MASTER CYLIN.
DER » SPROCKET » DISC » MAG WHEEL
* 15" OR 16" TIRE « TUBE * LINER »
BOLTS » HYDRAULIC LINE AND FITTINGS
*Add $40.00 for Chromed Master Cylindar,

Selolbibianl $259*°

15" & 16’ REAR WHEEL KITS

KIT CONTAINS: HEAVY GAUGE CHROMED

STEEL RIM » CHROMED SPOKES & NIP-
PLES = TIRE » TUBE & AIM LINER Laces
quickly and easily to your bike's hub, or
send your hub and $2000 and we'll Lace
and True It tor you
WE HAVE KITS TO
FIT ALL BIXKES!

s$74°°

HARDHEAD FRONT SECTION
Custom look for stock suspension frames
Halist welgeu. heavy wall, seamless tub-
ing, 57 or 10" rake. Avallable for
all H-D '74 and Sportsters,

HARDTAILS $44°%°
4" OVERSTOCK AVAILABLE FOR THE
FOLLOWING: Honda 305, 350, 380, 450,
500, 550, 750, Triumph 5576 — 500, 650 &
750 (2 cyl only), Yamaha 650, HD 74 elec
of kick (specily) and sll HD Sportsters.

i

ROUND SPRINGERS & GIRDERS
Made of high guality 1018 solid steel, heli-
arc walded, and show chrome plated. Avail:
able in sizes from &" to 18" overstock
langhis for all popular bikes,

$79%

Honda 750 and Kawasaki 900,

15" x 5'' SUPERWIDE RIMS

Fits H-D 74" swingarms and some ngid
frame bikes. Rims are made in U.S. from

SPRINGER — $219.96 ) GIRDER — $250.95

heavy gauge steel and show
Chrome plated. $39°°

All prices F.0.8. La Habra .

Name

C & G Manufaciuring Co. ORDER FORM

1060 S. Cypress St., La Habra, CA 90631 = (714) 992-2050

Prices subject to change withou! notice,

DEPOSIT
AMOUNT

Address

CHECK NO.

City. State

Zi

Date

P
[__ — Bike Year-Make-Model

DEPT. ER

—l ‘

[ Rigid Frame
OJ Front 18" Disc Brgke
[J 15 Rear Mag Assem.

O chrome
LE] 95
EASY RIDE $229 RIGID $189% | O ront Mag Disc
CUSTOM FRAMES [ Hard Head
5" Overstock length — 100% Guarantaed — Rake - 5° to 10° (1) [J 15" Disc Brak
Honda 350, 360, 450, 800, 550, 750 * Triumph “55 1o ‘78 750, 650, 500 and Trident » All Lkl b
BSA's « Yamaha 500, 850 and 750 « Kawasaki 500, 750 and 900 = Norton 780 and 850 « [ chrome

HD '74 « Sportster

[J 15" Wheel Kit

(] 18" Front Dual Dise
] 21" Front Dual Disc
C] 16" Wheel Kit

] Soft Tail Frame

[J 21" Front Disc Brake
[J 16" Rear Mag Assern.

[ chrome

[0 Lace & True

[0 15 x 5" Superwide Rim
[J Hard Tails

[ 16" Disc Brake

[J Chrome

(] Springer

] Girder

[ Spoke Sat

| 50% DEPOSIT ON ALL ORDERS + PERSONAL CHECKS TAKE 30 DAYS EXTRA




Finding the key
to her
ol’ man’s heart

Hey, ol' ladies, remember the time you bitched
once too often and lost the best ol' man you
ever had? Well, that was Shawn's predicament
when she met one of the staff. Over a few beers,
she cried her eyes out to Renegade. He was goin’
for her bod, all right, but he couldn’t bring him-

74

self to attack, so he discussed lovers' solutions with
the tearful sweetie.

And what better way could a big-hearted ol’
lady bring her ol’ man's affections back than to find
him another bike? Especially if it happened to be a
cherry, stock knuckle buried in a protective coating

Easyriders




of hay in an abandoned barn. Shawn agreed that
there couldn’t be a more ideal solution to
lem. So Renegade helped her get it together. And

to demonstrate her gratitude she adreed to pose

for the accompanying photos.
They got together one Saturday. The sun shone

out of the blue like new chrome. They met outta
town in the perfect barn w a cherry knuckle
Renegade borrowed from some bros up north. So
Renegade, Ralph (the photographer), and blonde
and beautiful Sheawn put th tasty flicks together.

Shawn was somewhat apprehensive of what







might come down later in the day, ‘cquse, when
Ralph was done takin’ flicks, Renegade split to the
nearest gas station and dropped a dime to Shawn's
former ol' man. He convinced the bro that his ex
had a little surprise for him, if he could putt out to
meet her. The dude was fightin’ a hangover but
turned out to be a very decent guy, and within
a half hour he pulled up alongside the barn, where
Renegade and Shawn (still half naked) greeted
him.

Their relationship improved as she showed him
the knuckle and some more of her lucious bod—
and, as they rapped, it became obvious that they
shouldn’t have been apart. Her ol' man dug what
she had arranged and the idea behind the flicks.
So Renegade and Ralph crept outta the barn and
left the two lovers alone to ball in the hay.

Sure wish they'd return the knuckle, though.

—Hapie Inden



SEX DRIVE
DRAMATICALLY
INCREASED!

ancient secrets discovered...

F ew herbs have s2en such 2 shift in reputation as sar-
saparilla. American Indkan medicine men once cured physi-
¢al and sewwal debility with . In the 18005 sarsapariia be-
came 2 national craze when it was used as a spring fonic.
Then, in 1939 scientists found the secrel of its power.
Sarsaparila is one ol the lew natural sources of lestos-
terone. the male hormene. A hgh testosterone level in the
body premoles sexusl potency. Sarsaparila is only one
of the reasons Wilmoat Herbal Blend makes a man wnlo 3
stud . Mere are some more facls

o. What is Wikmont Herbal Blend foe the Stud?
A. 1's 100% pure herd power! A stimulating mix
of powdered damiana leaves, sarsaparilla reot and kala nut

o. How does il work?

A. In three ways. Sarsaparilla rool increases hor-
mone Jevels. Damiana is a mild euphoric. a reputed aphro-
disiac. and a tonic for the sex eegans. Kola nut reduces the
energy requirements of 1he nervous and muscular systems
by premoting combustion of fats and carbohydrales

3
Q. Why sheuld | take Wilmont Herbal Blend?

A. The peak sexuality age for men is 13 to 20. After
that our bodees prodece smaller quantities of hormones
Disease. radical swrgery. irauma, and the side effects of
various drugs can alse cause circulatory ills which intes.
fere with normal sexsal lunclion. Wamont Herbal Blend
cleans and strengihens the winary and sexual lracts so
well 1hat many customers tell us they achieve bigger
harder. prolonged erections with regular use. Other bene-
fits are a highes energy level and increased sexual vitahty

0. How leng does i lake ?

A. Herbs. kke vilamins, lake a
little time to work their wonders. Most
men starl leeling 3 renewed sexual
viger after 30 to 60 days. There-
alter. continued, regular wse of
Wilmont Herbal Biend will masntain the
higher levels of sexual energy 3 4
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MBS,
ODDULTS & =amoa
T S S e

Los Angeles, CA 90069

Please send  [Je0capsules 38 85
Calil res. 00 6% sales tas

O 180 capsules $19 95
[ FREE Adult Catalog

NAME AGE
ADDRESS =4
ciTy STATE - ZIP

SIGNATURE

charge tomy O BAO MC

—y < L ri s
S=sREREEssEmmmEES
- ) - o » ""’* b |
T
For Mastercharge-Visa, Bankamencare-Visa or C O 0 shipments
CALLTOLL FHEE BOO-421-0428
We've been satislying customers for over three years
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—Conlinued from page 72

sympathetic and all that kinda shit.”

He looked up from the workbench
and shook his head. “I don’t know.
I began to admire those qualities in
her, I guess—it takes a certain kind
of strength to hang onto ’em. Like,
it’s not hard to act like an animal—
shit, I been doin’ it all my life. But
does that make it right—just "cause
it's easy to do?”

He looked over at me and gave a
little Jaugh. 1 guess my expression
gave me away. “Look,” he said, “I
know you think this is all bullshit.”

He walked over to stand in the
garage doorway. A blazing summer
sunset streaked the late afternoon
sky. His voice was tinged with a
weary resignation. “I gotta quit the
club because I've lost my killer
instinct. I think about stuff too
much now. The other night I was
gonna slam that fuckin’ truck door
on that bastard’s head so hard his
brains woulda squirted out his ass-
hole. But just as I started to, I let
up. I don’t know why, exactly—I
was so pissed and all—but some-
thing held me back.”

I began to understand a little of
this. anyway. “So you don’t think
you can live the life anymore, huh?”

“Nope.” he replied flatly. “T gotta
figure things out and I can’t be
debatin’ with myself if a brother
is countin’ on me in a tight spot. I
can't let him down when it’s time
to act—I could get him killed.”

He stretched, arching his back,
then began to close the garage doors.
“Anyhow,” he concluded, “I just
don’t want anybody else’s hassles.
I just want to kick back with Mary
and see what happens. We're leavin’
in a few days and I want you to help
me make it right with the brothers.”

It was growing dark. Fish Hook’s
snarling lip was lost in the shadows
on his face. “I know you don’t really
understand,” he said, “and they
won't either. I just yvant them to
accept it and not think I'm an
asshole for doin’ it.”

So I did what I could. The other
club  members expressed varying
degrees of dismay or annoyance at
losing a brother and formidable
fighter. T was deliberately vague
about the whole business when talk-
ing to the others, saying only that
the Hook had his reasons for leaving
and that he was feeling bad about it
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Lightening
Gears
for All 74's

1. These gears will lighten your tim-
in? gear train by 33.3% And they're
sold in exchange for your gears. If
you've put in light valve collars and
pushrods, these are a must to in-
sure that the entire train is light
and responsive.
2. The brass bushings will also be
fitted and honed to fit standard size
shafts.
3. You can press off your cam (ex-
cept knuckles) and send only the
gear with the other timing gears. Or
send your entire cam and H.E.S, will
press off the gear and replace it
with the new lightened one,
4. If you wish to purchase the gears
outright, send for price list.
The entire set of lightened gears
gges for only $39.50 exchange, plus
.00 postage and handling.
1970 and later cam #l‘t only
$12.50 exchange, plus $1.50 pos-
tage and handling.

Dealer inquiries invited.
. Free H.E.S. T-shirt ‘
with any order for a pressure plate
or timing gears. Indicate size: small,
medium, large or extra-large.

For immediate delivery, send certi-
fied check or m.o. Personal checks
held to clear.

Calif. residents add 6% sales tax.

Hi-flow Pinion > "

Shaft Bushing & Lo
for Harley 74s
(1936 — 1972)

Add miles to your lower end with
a continuous oil flow to your lower
end. With stock pinion shaft bush-
ings you will get one squirt of oil
every revolution. But, with H.E.S.
pinion shaft bushings, you will get
continuous oil pressure to your
lower end, which will mean longer
lower end life.

Hi-flow cam bushing sells for $7.00
plus $1.50 for shipping and han-
dling. If you wish, H.E.S, will press
this bushing in your cam cover for
$3.00, which is labor and return
postage.

When ordering, state year:

a. 1936.1953 (splined pinion shaft)
b. 1954.1972

LIFETIME
PERFORMANCE ¥ 2
PRESSURE O
PLATES FOR a
HARLEY-DAVIDSON 74’s

1. Provides positive clutch action.
Machined surface on face of pres-
Sure plate does not flex. No spot
waelds to warp as in stock plates.

2. Machined surface allows clutch
plates to wear longer and get more
clutch area.

3. Less cable travel due to no flex
in pressure plate.

4. Smooth clutch action.

Complete with instructions; installs

in % hour (Add O'N
$2200 ship m'gocns()

H/E/S Box 2794  Culver City,

Pranasance California 90230 Dept.C
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PRO-TECH :
Cycle Products *
‘“HAS MORE !’

TRY OUR TANK SEALER

GAS TANK SEALER

\

H-D TRANSMISSION
MAIN SHAFTS

L5

FORK PLUGS — HONDA,
KAWASAKI, YAMAHA

— L —

TRIKE BARS —
7/8" & ONE INCH

GIANT CATALOG, 120 PAGES

ONLY $2.00
e e e

PRO-TECH CYCLE PRODUCTS
924 W. WILLIAMSON AVE.
FULLERTON, CA 92632

(714) 5254796
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too. Some of the bros had the same
suspicions I had voiced when Fish
Hook broke the news to me, but
everybody agreed to show class and
keep their mouths shut.

Fish Hook never told me where
he and Mary intended to go, or what
he’d do when they arrived at their
destination. I hadn't seen him for
a few days, knowing he was busy
overhauling the engine on the FLH,
getting it ready for what I guessed
would be a long haul. He had for-
gotten the beef with Frog, and so
had I—but we shouldn’t have. Frog
hadn’t forgotten us.

It was Saturday and my bike was
down. I had spent most of the day
in a futile search for a set of valve
guides for my knucklehead. Finally
giving up in disgust, I drove home,
tired and depressed. At that time I
lived in a dilapidated old frame
house in a neighborhood of white
trash rednecks and small-time dope
dealers. As I entered the house, I
made my hundredth mental reso-
lution to repair the glass in the
back door, shattered during a party
weeks earlier.

That's all I remember—entering
the living room, The next thing I
can recall is a dull pain in my head
that throbbed in synchronization
with my heartbeat. Opening my
eyes, I saw the rug an inch in front
of me. I pulled myself to a sitting
position, leaning against the couch.
Frog sat in a chair in the center of
the room, leveling a pistol at me.

“It’s about time, asshole,” he said.
“I thought you'd never come to.”

His eyes were bright and he
looked speed-crazy—worse than the
night Fish Hook beat his ass. His
jaws clenched convulsively and the
atmosphere was lethal,

My head hurt like hell, but I
struggled to pay attention to the

—Continued from page 83
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“I'll give you a blowjob that's
the ultimate S & M experience!"”
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fora
better
tidc..,

SISSY BARS

15 STYLES

$4800

FORWARD CONTROLS

TN $1700)

HANDLE BARS

48 STYLES

$800—$3200

EXTENDED
KICK STANDS

10 STYLES

$2200 & $2300

TOP QUALITY GUARANTEED!
(Send $2.00 for Catalog)

industries

9400 west foster ave., chicago
illinois 60656  312-992-0815



Where
Bros

et
Together
With
Bros

e discovered in our red-eyed travels

that the definition of the words
"'swap meet” wasn't known In every
state (don’t feel bad, we couldn't find
'em In our dictionary either). So,
because we're planning to have Easy-
riders Swap Meets all over the U.S.
next year, we thought we should give
ya the skinny.

A swap meet is a get-together where
you swap and/or sell things—only in
this case, our meets are restricted to
motorcycle parts, accessorles, and off-
the-wall goodies a motorcyclist would
be Interested in.

Our swap meets are different than
any other swap meet (figures—right?)
because we feature a rock band to
keep everything mellow while you roam
around tryin' to turn up that hard-to-
find part—or just rappin' with other
good scooter people—and maybe just
eyeballin’ all the really beautiful women
that seem to flock to our events,

Where it's legal, we sell beer. We
also have a tattoo booth and an ear
piercin’ booth.

Basically, it's a happenin' where
good scooter people get together for
a good time—an ideal one-day putt,

We haven't had a bit of trouble at
any meet, We' police our own events
—thus rent-a-cops are at a minimum,
and because we're bros dealing with
bros, no one wants to fuck up a
good thing, Our motto Is leave your
attitude outside—and come In and have
some fun. (Shit, where we can get
away with it, we even have a bare tit
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contest where chicks get up on a stage
and compete for cash prizes.)

In future events we plan to have arm
wrestling contests and far-out door
prizes.

Watch for the Easyriders Swap Meet
and Happening in your area, Following
Is the 1978 schedule as we go to press.

February 5, 1978
February 12, 1978
February 19, 1978

Atlanta, Ga.
Memphis, Tenn.
Nashville, Tenn.

San Diego, Ca. March 12, 1978
Ventura, Ca. (evening) March 18, 1978
Denver, Co. April 2, 1978

Los Angeles, Ca. (Pomona) April 16, 1978
Springfield, Mass. April 16, 1978
Detroit, Mich. April 23, 1978
Indianapolis, Ind. April 30, 1978
Allentown, Pa. May 7, 1978

San Diego, Ca. May 14, 1978
Ventura, Ca. June 11, 1978
Denver, Co. June 18, 1978
Columbus, Ohio June 25, 1978
Detroit, Mich. July 16, 1978

Los Angeles, Ca. July 16, 1978
Louisville, Ky. July 23, 1978

San Diego, Ca. August 13, 1978
San Francisco, Ca. August 20, 1978
Ventura, Ca. August 27, 1978
Phoenix, Ariz. September 24, 1978
San Diego, Ca. October 22, 1978
Detroit, Mich. October 29, 1978
West Springfield, Mass, November 5, 1978
Allentown, Pa. November 12, 1978
San Francisco, Ca. December 3, 1978
Ventura, Ca. December 10, 1978






QGANTIC
DAUE
MANN

POSTERS!

Some are 2' x 3
and others are
1/2" x 21/2'!

The best of the
Dave Mann
paintings in

beautiful color

on heavy

art stock!

All posters shipped in
wrinkle-free heavy mailing fube

$3.00 each or four for
$9.95! (On orders less
than $6.00, please add
50¢ for postage and mail-
ing tube.)

Printing quality will be
even better than paint-
ings as they appeared in
Easyriders, for posters
are custom printed spe-
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posters are printed on
much heavier paper.
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Heavy Jewelry

Handcrafted, Cast, Sterling Silver
Rings, Bracelets and Pendants

As featured on the July '77 Easyriders cover.
Righteous Stering Silver Jewelry for those
who want the best. Steding by Nomad is the

very finest g, Ring “A” $50.00
Skull Bracelet $55.00
Skull Pendant (without chain) $15.00
Skull Ring “B" $45.00
Combo coke spoon and “straw’’ $60.00

Get exact ring size from any jeweler and send size and
money (we pay all postage and handing charges) to:

r"idat)

enterpRrises
mOX §£1 STROLLORD, CL.O6497

Harley
Winged
Sissy
Bars

—Finest
We've Ever Seen

$65.00 each

F-X shown. Also
for Sportster!
and ever
popular
"Rigids"

NEW 20" lowhoy styled with a
beautifully highly detailed metal
cest, winged insert with Harley- Dwmsr n
embogsed in the middle. You can ge .
i rl in chrome, antique copper or ¢

Asgk about cur matching seats—4" & 14"
Kings & Queoens

Black or Brown

P S Sissy Bars Available For Hondas
Kaw-Tri-Yam. In chrome only

Catalog $2.00 refendable e 15t $20 order
Methot of shigping UPS—c.0.0. Na checks

WHEELER'S M/C SHOP. INC.
1433 W, 38TH AVENUE

DENVER, COLORADOD 80211

(303) 433-0564

Lsadies Love> Outlaws

—Caontinued from page 79

lunatic in front of me. I recognized
the gun he held on me. I should
have—it was the one 1 kept hidden
underneath my mattress. It was a
Charter Arms Police Bulldog—a .38
Special with a four-inch barrel.

Frog used the pistol to gesture
toward the telephone on the kitchen
wall. “Call Fish Hook,” he said, “and
wet him over here. Tell him you
gotta see him.” He paused, running
a dry tongue over dry, cracked lips.
“And you listen up, shithead,” he
spat through clenched teeth. “If you
get cute and tip him off, you’re
gonna be the lead item on the local
TV news tonight.”

I tried to stall so I could think.
“He’s already left town,” I lied. I
knew he was still overhauling his
engine. “He split this morning.”

Frog said nothing. Instead, he got
up and walked across the room to
stand above me. I looked up into a
face devoid of emotion. The barrel
of the .38 felt cool when he placed
it against my upturned forehead. I
watched his thumb draw back the
hammer, hYeard it click into the
cocked position. He scowled down at
me. “Say what?” he snarled sar-
castically.

I made the call. I'm not proud
of it. Fish Hook was a brother and
a friend. But I made the call rather
than die. I prayed the Hook would
get suspicious or have a flat, but in
a few minutes I heard the sound of
his old Dodge van turning into my
back yard from the alley.

The instant I hung up, Frog had
produced a pair of handcuffs, and
I now sat on the floor rubbing the
swollen knot behind my ear with

; free hand. The other was se-
c.urclv cuffed to a radiator.

Fish Hook, suspecting not}nng,
had brought Mary with him, and I
felt even worse than before. Frog
waited behind the door (as he'd
waited for me), the pistol .in his
left hand and a flexible, leather-
covered sap in his right. He de-
livered a wvicious blow. Fish Hook
gasped, blinked for an instant, and
crumpled. Frog grabbed Mary by
the arm before she had time to
react and jerked her on into the
living room. She stumbled back-
wards and sprawled on the floor, Her
skirt flew into her lap, revealing her
long, graceful legs.

Frog leered down at the stunned
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Quality and
Service
They keep
PHASE 3
in the lead.

The PHASE 3 Super-8
Belt Drives
All Sportsters and 74s.

S5, ),

Now Another

IG FIRST
NEW 74

Competitor
Clutches

The COMPETITOR clutch, a simple
bolt-on replacement, is similar in design
and function to the early Sportster. Four-
teen special hi-performance discs provide
the smoothest, street clutch ever designed
to handle big stroker horsepower — and
at half the effort to operate a stock 74
clutch. Recommended for use with a
Phase 3 “Super 8" belt drive, but it can
even be used with the stock primary chain,

Complete kit includes all necessary
parts: springs, discs, hardware, instructions.
Use only your own clutch drum.

CATALOG...........81.%0

PHASE 3 OF AMERICA, INC.
7628 Jackson Street
Paramount, CA 90723
Phone (213) 634-2134




CUSTOM PAINTED 0’ HYDRO-CAL

SCULPTURED SMOKING PIPES

SHOVELHE AD
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SEND CHECK OR
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(DEALER INOUIRES WELCOME) 3x3 ES $505 VAN NUYS, CAL, 91406

Your chest will
stick out in a crowd
with these far-out

halter tops.

These tops are 1009 cotton. |
Black shirls with white designs. :
One size fits all 1
—H.D, Uplift Wings* - —H.D. Patented*
—-H.D, Eagle* —Small H.D. Wings —_HD. Shield
Honda Wings —Ride Ta Live, Live To Ride Triumph*
—H.D. Broken Wings* ——Sworn To Fun, Loyal To None* Honda Eagle*
Indian Wings —Kawasaki Eagle* *Not pictured
Please send me—___________tops. | have enclosed $5.00 for each top ordered. (34,50 plus 50¢
far postage and handling ) Allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. U.S. funds only. DEALER INQUIRIES INVITED
Name.
Address
City. State Tip

Send order to: Joe's MCN, 9939 Canoga Ave., Chatsworth, Calif. 91311
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girl’s tanned thighs. “Nice,” he said
smirkingly. “Nice.”

Frightened and confused, Mary
struggled to rise. Frog shoved her
back down. “You an’ me’ll get to-
gether later, honey,” he grinned.
“Right now, you just sit where you
are.”

Frog fumbled in the pocket of his
cut-off and knelt beside Fish Hook.
I watched helplessly as he cuffed
the Hook’s arms behind him,

“What are you going to do?”
Mary asked.

“I'm gonna wait,” he replied.
“Just gonna wait.”

* * *

Frog squatted in the corner next
to the dazed biker.

When Fish Hook regained con-
sciousness, he had thrashed around
groggily, flopping convulsively on
the floor in a fog. He now lay face
down across the room from Mary
and me, his head wedged into the
corner and his knees drawn up
beneath him. Frog addressed him in
a taunting, vengeful voice.

“You got your shit back together
now, stud?” he asked. “’Cause I
don’t wanna start till you can under-
stand what’s happenin’.”

Fish Hook rolled his head toward
the sound of Frog’s voice. Resting
his cheek on the floor, he directed
his gaze upward. His eyes were still
glazed, but slowly, with an effort,
they focused on his tormentor above
him.

“Good,” Frog said evenly. “It’s
payback time, Now pay attention so
you don’t miss anything. See what
I'm doin’?” Fish Hook’s brow knot-
ted as he struggled to penetrate the
fog in his mind and comprehend
what was happening.

Frog swung out the cylinder on
the .38 and pointed the barrel up-
ward. I heard the shells hit the
floor as they dropped from the pis-
tol.

“See?” Frog asked, holding the
weapon a few inches from Fish
Hook's eyes. “Empty.” He paused
to let the fact sink in. “And now,”
he continued slowly “I'm puttin’
one round back in.” Fish Hook's un-
blinking eyes were riveted on the
shell as Frog re-inserted it into the
gun.

Frog spun the cylinder and jerked
the pistol abruptly, snapping the
cylinder in place. “Here we go, Fish
Fart,” he said.

He cocked the revolver and rested
the barrel against Fish Hook's tem-



ple. T clawed desperately at my
wrist, straining to pull free, to
wrench my hand from the cuffs.
Mary stared in wide-eyed horror.
Frog pulled the trigger.

Click.

“Well, well,” Frog mocked. “This
must be ol’ Tlsh Fuck’s lucky day.”

Deliberately, he again released
the cylinder, spun it, and snapped
it home. Again he cocked it. There
was real fear in the Hook’s eyes this
time—the fog was gone.

“Okay, Fish Piss—take two,” Frog
said as he pulled the trigger.

Click.

Frog grinned. “Well, they say
third time’s the charm.”

He was carried away by his en-
joyment of the deadly game he'd
devised for his enemy. His back was
turned to Mary and me—we were
forgotten. I glanced over at Mary
and was astonished to see her un-
buttoning her blouse, her unwaver-
ing eyes fixed on Frog's back.
Reaching inside the blouse, she
fumbled briefly. When her hand
reappeared, it was holding a small,
single-shot derringer. With heart-
pounding relief, I suddenly recalled
the day the Hook had given her the
gun, a diminutive, nickel-plated .41.

I held my breath as Mary rose
silently from the couch. Apparently
she was aware of the gun’s inac-
curacy. Realizing we had just one
chance, she advanced noiselessly on
the distracted Frog.

“Well, asshole,” Frog sneered, re-
cocking the .38, “here we go again.”

The revolver was almost touching
Fish Hook's temple when Frog

sensed the movement behind him.
But it was too late. Just as he spun
around, Mary lunged at him, jam-
ming the small pistol into the soft
flesh beneath his jaw as she fired.
Frog slammed backwards across Fish
Hook’s huddled figure, splattering
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\“':?'d.,i:‘,,,"’ Now another issue has bitten the dust
copy lwe pay In addition 1o issues number 1,234,567,
postage) to 8,9,10,11,12,13,14,15,16,26, and 31, we are
BACK now sold out of issues 17,18,19,25,29, and

35, If you don't want to miss out on the

ISSUES remaining issues that are still available,

: y you'd better get your ass in gear, Some

Box 711 Burbank, gudes are already advertising and offering

Ca. 91502 their left nut for the immortal, leg-wettin®
early issues,

Here's a knife. German made. German
craftsmanship. Been used by the Ger.
mans in two wars. It's a simple knife
—a lock-blade knife that can be hung
from your key chain. The blade is ex-
posad just enowgh so you can get a
casual grip on it and showly slide It
open while it’s hanging 2t your side—
while you're talkin' (scratehen’ your hip,
¥2 know). Then you release your keys
and the knife is ready in the flick of
an eye. The blade locks into place, ready
1o whittle, chop coke, or whatever,

Precision German quality—not a ring-
ding, five-and-dime store cheapo bullshit
blade. This knife is quality, And the
quality is guaranteed just like all the
other fine Righteous products (this
knife is imparted from Germany and |s
made from the finest steel svailable—
quality you'd expect from the Krauts),

Only $6.95. We pay postage. Insurance
included. Immediate delivery. (California
residents add 69 for Governor Brown.) California 90740

Limited nas‘ %‘ife \8\ |

ATTENTION DEALERS: Are you missing out by not
letting Brown’s Plating Service, Inc. do your custom

chrome work? Write for your free brochure for dealers and
custom shops.

GHROME

: Also
BLACK CHROME & 24 KARAT GOLD PLATING

Now because of our new process we are extending our
guarantee from 90 days to one full year!

LETUSFILLALL YOUR MOTORCYCLE PLATING NEEDS
Serving both dealers & individuals nationwide.

BROWN'’S PLATING SERVICE, INC.
Rt. 5, Box 534
Paducah, Kentucky 42001
Phone (502)554-1146

bits of brain and bone onto the
wall. Mary buried her face in the
Hook’s wild hair, sobbing uncon-
trollably. Needless to say, her stock
had shot up a thousand percent
with me.

There’s not much more to tell,
really. Once we got the cuffs off, I
called a couple of brothers and told
them to bring a panel truck. We
wiped the derringer clean and
tucked it into the Frog’s shirt pocket
before wrapping him in a plastic
tarp and loading him into the panel
alongside his bike, which we found
parked behind a garage a few
houses away. I don’t know what
they did with him—I never asked.
But he was never found.

Two days later I watched Fish
Hook strap the tote bag on his sissy-
bar and kick the 74 to life. Mary
climbed on behind. We fidgeted in
awkward silence while the engine
warmed up.

“Here's somethin’ for ya,” I said
at last, dropping two small plastic
bags into his palm. The members
had voted to take two grams of coke
from the club’stash as a going-away
present.

“I won't forget you guys,” he
said, handing the bags behind him
to Mary. “I owe you plenty.”

Not as much as you owe your
lady, I thought to myself as I
watched him drop the bike into
gear and pull out onto the street.
In" the confusion and haste following
Frog's death, I had forgotten about
my pistol until everybody had left
the house. When I was alone again,
I searched for it, finding it under
a small table where it had landed
when the 41 slug threw Frog into
the wall. It was still cocked. Be-
neath the hammer, the cartridge
was ready to be fired. Frog’s words
were right. The third time's the
charm. B
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It looks like the ol' lady
did something exciting to the
traditional peanut butter sandwich!”



—Continued from page 15

mouth would never forget the
suddenness of his defeat.

The cold hand of the city pressed
against him as he rode, restraining
him, trying to keep him a prisoner
in its tenacious grasp. But he rode on,
and before long it was all behind
him, and green, open countryside
lay ahead. The bike leaped forward
with new enthusiasm. It became
lighter and easier to handle. He
felt light on the seat, intoxicated by
the fresh air that surged into his
lungs, washing away the smells and
taste of the city. The power of the
engine surged into his loins and
through him, and his heartbeat
blended with its throbbing. The
wind caressed his face and body
with the tenderness of a mistress.
Freedom pushed him from behind,
urging him on

He stopped in Hagerstown and
partied with some dudes he met in
the local biker bar. He tock more
pills. Some of his new friends told
him they were leaving for California
soon, and might catch up with him
along the way. As a going-away gift,
each bro gave him a few packets to
soften the hard days of riding that
lay ahead.

At the outskirts of Knoxville, he
had his first encounter with the law.

“You one of them New York
fairies?” the fat cop asked, eyeing
the license plate, kicking the tires,
and spitting brown gobs of tobacco
juice close to the bike. “Yankee,
huh?” he accused.

“No sir!” Jim answered. “I was
born in Memphis, My mama took
me up north when I was just a kid,”
he lied, and it worked. “I'm gonna
get me a haircut when I get home
and go to work for my daddy.” Then
he added, “Farmin’.”

“Well, y’all be careful, an’ watch
y'self, y'hear?” Fatso said, spitting
again. “Folks don’t like that there
long hair an’ motorcycle stuff much,
Git along now.”

My God, Jim thought, laughing
inside. The asshole believed me.

When the cop pulled away, Jim
took a couple of Valiums to calm his
nerves, chasing them down with a
slug of wine from his leather bottle.
Popping four whites into his mouth,
he decided to let them melt there—
slowly, so the vile taste would help
keep him awake, And then he rode
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—Save—
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Guys and chicks ... \§
Jackets e Chaps » Vests e Pins e Pants
Belts » Boots e Saddle bags e Strokers
Chain wallets e Gloves e Buckles
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» Refund on first order «

Just Leather Factory
2370 Stevens Creek Dept. | = San Jose, Calif. 95128 « (408) 286-3450
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If You’ll Wearit... We’ll Print it...

ON A T-SHIRT from any photo blown
up to 8"x10" in full color. Now you
don't have to wear the same shirt as

a thousand other dudes,

Custom design your own one-of-
a-kind class shirt. Put on your bike,
vour ol lndy, vour ol' lady's tits. We
don’t care — as long as you got balls
enough to wear it, we'll print it. T-shirt
is top quality polyester blend so it won't
wurn into a rag alter you wear it. The
colors from the blowup go into the
fabric and are washable and permanent
—no bullshit ~-WE GUARANTEE IT!
Custom printing 25¢ per letter
Order raday and we'll gend you g

swrprise bonus

t S 5&‘ r \ . -y &
To order, send any size color or b&w photo, Polarold,
slide, magazine cutout, anything (returned unharmed)
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$1.25 postage. Be sure to include shirt size (S-M-L-XL).
For additional print on reverse side add $3.50.

Send to: PERMA-PIX INC,, Dept.ER- 3
1919 Route 110
Farmingdale, N.Y. 11735

LAKE SHORE HARLEY - DAVIDSON INC.

HOME OF THE "WORLDS FASTEST SPORTSTERS”
Complete Harley Davidson Engine Building Facilities

Completely equipped facility includes
a machine shop with engine balancing
and dyno testing plus a full line of H-D
High Performance Components. We
also repair damaged Harley-Davidson

OUT OF STATE? NEED SOME HARD TO FIND
HARLEY-DAVIDSON PARTS?

Call our toll free number!

STms TOLL FREE 800—323-3138
PARTS Please. parts orders only!
ORDER — 10:00 A.M. — 5:00 P.M.,, 6 Rays a Week
PHONE In lllinois use number below

FOR ENGINE BUILDING PRICE SHEET PLUS A PERSONALIZED

FOR PATCH AND
ANSWER TO YOUR QUESTIONS FROM WARNER RILEY, SEND $1.95 T-SHIAT SEND $4.95

1424 BELVIDERE ST. WAUKEGAN, ILL. 60085 (312) 623-2114

| WE ARE A FACTORY AUTHORIZED HARLEY-DAVIDSON MOTORCYCLE DEALER )
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MADE EASY!!

your own THC, Hash Oil, Mes-
caline, DMT, Psilocybin, LSD,
MDA, TMA, MMDA, Cocaine,

A home production method to
produce 99.7% pure Meth
Crystal from a non-prescrip-
tion item and household STP, Angel Dust, PCP Crystal,
chemicals at a cost of under  Rocket Fuel, Amyl Nitrate, Ni-
$20.00 per gram. Also, com-  trous Oxide, Methampheta-
plete instructions to make  mine and many more.

Send a buck for the complete brochure to:
IRVING PENKETHMAN Box 950-BD, Pocasset, Ma. 02559

SIFTON|S AR
SIFTON|s ﬂq"'j’ o8
SIFTON|STA
SIFTONJ/S T A
SIFTON|STAR
SIFTON/S AR
SIFTON/(\T R The First Name In Quality. ..

S’FTON C‘?’ZA )" The Last Word In Performance.

943 Bransten Road

San Carlos, CA 94070
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SIFTON MOTORCYCLE
PRODUCTS CO, INC.

For catalog, send $1.00 to cover handling & postage.
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on into Knoxville, feeling light and
good. By the time he reached the
city, he had smoked three joints and
taken several snorts of coke from
the hollow ring he wore. He was
floating, and when headlights from
oncoming cars gleamed on the
chromed fork legs, they seemed to
be extending themselves out from his
face, as if he himself were the bike,
and freedom the driver.

Gentleman Jim stopped off at the
clubhouse of some bikers he had
visited once before, and the brother-
hood exploded in a mushroom cloud
of friendliness and frivolity. Soon
the place was crowded and a party
was in the making. Word traveled
fast. He had been to a lot of parties
in the past, but never a party like
this.

The clubhouse was remotely
situated, with a good view in all
directions for security. Everyone
seemed to have an unlimited supply
of booze, pills, and smoke, and they
shared it eagerly. It seemed as.if
he’d been awake for days, but fa-
tigue never bothered him, especially
not in the company of so many
happy brothers and beautiful women.

At one point in the course of the
three-day party, during which he
downed dozens of pills in order to
stay awake, he watched through
fog-shrouded eyes as a sleeping bro
was stripped naked, painted with
molasses, then carefully decorated
with feathers. Several of the club
mamas opened a pillow and labor-
iously glued the feathers to his en-
tire body until he resembled a great,
sleeping chicken. They took him
outside and, after much grunting
and laughing, managed to hoist him
into the lower branches of a sturdy
tree. Many hours later, Jim saw the
dude as he staggered around the
party, awake once again, but still
loaded and still covered with feath-
ers, his fuzzy dork hanging down
like a frayed hemorrhoid, enjoying
hell out of his new popularity as
a bird.

Whenever Jim turned around,
someone was handing him either a
joint, a handful of pills, or small
bits of paper that he popped into his
mouth or simply dropped into his
beer can, When he at last staggered
outside to leave, he jumped up and
down for a full minute, cursing
as he tried to start his bike—before
realizing that he was jumping up
and down on the foot peg.

Now the road was nothing more
than a black, wavering strip before



him as he sped along toward Mem-
phis. The centerline writhed like
a snake, and as he approached inter-
sections they would suddenly race
away from him, so that he had to
accelerate in order to catch and
pass them. Sometimes, horns sound-
ed loudly in his ears, but he paid
them no mind, nor the multi-colored
blurs that brushed him in passing.

Memphis wasn’t where it should
have been. Somechow, during the
night, Memphis had disappeared. He
knew that he'd stayed on the right
road, but the sign he had just
passed had too many words on it.
The only one he had made out was
Little Rock. “Fuck!” he said, then
laughed aloud in the night. “Some-
body stole Memphis.” He sang a
song as he rode, tipped up his
leather wine bottle to chase down
half a dozen pills, then smoked
another joint. “Try these,” the bros
in Knoxville had said, “and these,”
as they'd handed him part of their
stash. He tried them all.

He looked at his hands on the
grips. His fingers were longer. They
were growing. They snaked around
the bars. It was as if each finger
were a wriggling snake. He laughed
and held his hands up, riding along
without guiding the bike, flinging
gestures at the cars that honked at
him in passing. He smoked a couple
of numbers, then began watching for
a road sign that would direct him
to the city he sought, and whose
name he'd forgotten. He took some
more pills to help his memory,
chased them with wine, and rode
through the night

He forgot to ask for directions at
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“Look, Louie, I'm warning you
for the last time! Stop looking
so officially righteous . . . people
are starting to think I'm the prisoner!"”

BLACK T-SHIRTS

for the true Harley

rider

1. Harley's Best Fuck
The Rest

2. Harley Riders Eat
More Pussy

3. Harley Riders Get
More Head

4. Ride To Live—
Live To Ride

Send size and wording

wanted with $6.50 to:

Coco, P. O. Box 3069,

Thousand Oaks, CA 91360

HERE IT IS! OUR FAMOUS
"Don't fuck with me* 1430
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THIS 3 INCH WIDE BAND IS HAND-CRAFTED OF BLACK
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OVER BRASS SPIKES AND IS MADE TO BE ADJUSTABLE
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You've seen them at v 5,

our shop in Daytona .\\\V e THE SANDAL SHEAF
Beach for the past 9 vg" 811 Main St., P. 0. Box 3337
years on bikers from ____,A Daytona Beach, Fla. 32018
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these

; fuckers
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siled ~repro Nazi buttons in
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for a set of four. We pay »

ge. Free swastika tie tack with

¢ purchase. Cash, m.o., or cer-

Strap
A
Chopper &

Watch
On
Your
Wrist

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.
L B N R
lTo Rapid Mail, Unlimited
1 3835 Broadlawn Dr. 1
Hollywoed, Calif. 90068 |

.Gentlemen: Please send me postpaid 1
i watch(es) price: $31.50 each.
lCal:f Residents add g% tax, $1.89 1
Enclosed find [0 Money Order |
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I No cash by mail — No C.0.D. Orders. 1

I Name —= oy |

g Address___ — S ] |

Oy e g e e

LA B B N _J B N B N B N B N § |
Immediate Delivery

gas stops. Usually, the attendants
would watch him warily as he
gassed up, taking his money and
retreating quickly. At one station
he served himself while the atten-
dant was busy with another customer,
and he missed the filler hole com-
pletely, pouring two gallons of gas
onto the pavement, his pants, and
his boots before the alarmed teenager
came running.

As he rode along, the landscape
changed. Trees assumed ghostly
shapes, and houses and barns became
lumps with no shape to them at
all. His head felt as though it had
swollen up, grown large and balloon-
like—so much so, and so filled with
gas, or something, that it threatened
to lift him right off the seat and
carry him away. Sparks danced on
the pavement, but as he overtook
them he realized they were millions
of multi-colored capsules and pills,
strewn there for his pleasure. He
thought he saw a sign that read
Gallup, and wondered if that was
close to Little Rock, even though it
really didn’t matter. Not any more.
He was free and he was riding, but
something was happening that he
couldn’t understand. Everything was
beginning to disappear. He was fused
to his bike, and all he could see was
the black strip ahead.

He tried once to move his hands
off the bars, to wipe his eyes, but
they were glued there, Another hand
came from out of nowhere and
dumped pills into his mouth. He
laughed and rode on.

The sun came up, blazing hot
behind him, lighting the road ahead,
but it was split with his shadow.
Fascinated, he saw himself stop.
Now, instead of he and the bike
racing forward, the road was speed-
ing toward him. His body reeled the
road in, like a spring-loaded tape
measure when the button is pressed.
He put the front wheel on the
centerline, then watched as the road
slithered up onto the tire. Like an
escalator, it crawled over the handle-
bars and touched his lips. He tasted
it, and it was good. Cars and trucks
came toward him, but they leaped
off the ribbon that was being reeled
into his mouth and disappeared into
the melting landscape, their horns
singing.

He looked down and discovered
that his body, too, was melting. It
had fused with the chrome and
paint. He looked up, eyes wide in
amazement, knowing that he had
always felt his bike to be a part of
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A HARDCOVER LIMITED EDITION

The
Tattooists

PHOTOGRAPHS FEATURED
IN
EASYRIDER JUNE, 1977

“I think you did very well in
covering the taltooists in your book. |
know a couple of them personally, but
found out things about them from your
book that | did not know."'

SONNY BARGER

Send $35.00 to: Albert L. Morse { 320 Miller
Ave. | Mill Valley, CA. 84941 | Dept. E (Call
fornia residents add 6% tax). Money orders
or cashiers checks please

“FLICKET”

OPENS LOCK-BACK BLADES FAS-
TER THAN A SWITCH BLADE WITH
A FLICK OF A THUMB...LEGALLY

Converts most lock-back blade knives to a
one hand operation for fast protection.
Actually timed at 1/400th of a second. ..
even with gloved hands. Made of heat
treated spring steel, nickel plated. Please
specify your knife make, model and length
of blade when open, when ordering

s 95 s Knite NOT Included
Only ppd. Cash. M O. or Cent

chack Add 5S¢ if cash

COCO, P.0. Box 3069, Thousand Oaks, CA 91360
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SPIKE WRISTBAND
BLACK LEATHER — CHROME SPIKES
Single row - 5 spikes - 1" wide - 15.00
Double row - 14 spikes - 245" wide - 19.90

- Please specify cholce -

S DRALER MOURIES WVITED o o
$2.00 Deposit required on all C.0.0.orders

Include 1yl payment with order & we pay postage,

SN0 CHECH Of wovl ¥ CEDER 10

'STUFF-IT’ Box 653 Molly Hill, Fla. 32017

him, but not realizing that such a
blending could occur in fact. A hand
dumped more pills into his mouth,
His eyes grew large as headlights.
The lids were gone, and they
wouldn’t close. He heard a cracking
sound, and the pain in his head
began to go away. There was a
popping noise above, but he couldn’t
tip his head back to see what caused
it because he had melted down onto
the tank, Pills conveyed themselves
along the road and into his mouth.
Chrome flashed in his eyes, He
tasted rubber and asphalt, smelled
sagebrush, rain on the highway,
burning wood and grass, dust, ether
and formaldehyde. The road came
toward him faster, He melted lower,
blending into his machine—and he
heard a humming sound begin. He
was the motorcycle. He had at last
fused with it completely. His heart
was its heart. He gazed ahead, along
the endless, ribbon-like road that
sped away through the mountains
of a strange land.
Ll - -

“Who's this one?” the new intern
said, glancing through the small,
screened window of the padded
room. Inside, curled up in the fetal
position on a cot, lay a naked man.
He emitted a constant, low, hum-
ming sound.

“Let’'s see,” the doctor said,
thumbing through a sheaf of papers.
“Here it is. James Blatchford. Found
lying beside his motorcycle near
Memphis, quite a long time ago.
Decortication. Catatonia. You'll have
a turn at him, although he's never
any problem. Just lies there staring
at the wall and humming. Record
shows he was saturated with all
kinds of amphetamines, LSD, bar-
biturates—you name it. Looks like
he’s gonna last a long time, too, poor
bastard.”

They passed on along the hall. B
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“It gets me clean, it
conserves water, and it turns
me on... au atthe same time!"”
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Here ya are, at

last — light

switches that'll

really turn ya on.

You an’ your ol lady will

both get your kicks, while flickin' the
switch. Bitchin® nickel finish over solid
metal. Only $6.95 plus $1.25 postage.

Send your order to:

R,
f_t- ¥ Easyriders-

P.O. Box 711,
Burbank, Calif. 9150,

Allow four weeks for per-
sonal chacks to clear be-
fore we ship.

California residents add

SURE-FIRE PROTECTION
AGAINST ATTACKERS!

The product "HALT' is legal, even in California.
“Halt" contains oleo resin capsicum, the same
substance wsed in "Defender of Women™. It is
perfectly legal for 2 maa or woman to have “‘Halt"
in his or her possession. Lightweight, compact
size for easy carrying in pocket or purse, May be
carried unnoticed in palm of hand. Powerful
firing range. Shoots stream (not a mist) up to
10 feet, Medically tested. Used by U.S. Postal
Service, meter readers, route men, etc. Size 4 3/4”
long—1* diameter, contents 3/4 o2. Enough for 25
quick shots. $5,00 each, postpaid. Cash or momey
order only to:

COCO, P.0., Box 3069, Thousand Oaks,
Calif. 91360,




At Last a Hip-lookin’
Bike Bag That Works!

Adjustable, to fit tight over a sissy bar
alone, or can easily be expanded to fit
over sissy bar and seat.

Made of high
quality leather
with space age
nylon straps.
Surface has
design tooled on
it, for an added
touch of class.
Ideal for carrying
your chain, a jug
of Boone's Farms,
ora douche bag—
you name it.

$19.95
Plus $1 for postage
Allow four weeks for personal checks to clear,

Vista Chopper Products
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—Continued from page 12

the bike home. He was still hard
pressed to say whose face, his or his
son’s, was exploding in more pleasure
that morning. From the very beginn-
ing it was understood that some day,
if the boy proved a worthy man, the
machine would be handed down from
father to son. And as the years slipped
by, the boy grew into a man who
understood his inheritance was much
more than a motorcycle—it was, in
fact, the legacy of a way of life.

So, on the son’s 18th birthday the
father walked up to him and simply
stated, “Boy, if va kin whip me, ya
kin have her.”

They squared off in the shade of
the ranch house, circling like a
couple of wary animals. The son let
loose with a roundhouse right that
never landed. In an instant the
young man was on his back in the
dirt and chicken shit. But without
batting an eye, he jumped to his
feet and swung again, only to find
himself once again in the dust. He
rose to his feet once more, a bit
slower this time. Again he advanced
on the man he idolized, lashing
forth with a kick, with familiar re-
sults. While using the side of the
house to pull himself upright, the
lad stared his opponent straight in
the eye and spit through broken
teeth, “Ol' man, that bike is right-
fully mine and T aim to claim her
I'm gonna keep gettin’ up till you're
just too damn tired to hit me!”

The sincerity in his son’s voice
rolled over him like the rumble of a
summer storm. The old man placed
his hand on his chin and grinned as
he spoke. “Son, a man can't be
lettin’ no young'n of his whlp him.
So the question really wasn’t wheth-
er ya could or not—onlv that va had
guts enough to try.”

He reached into the pocket of his
faded jeans, drew out the ageless
keys and passed them to his son.
And it was understood without fur-
ther words that when the time came
the 80 would in turn be handed
down to the most deserving of the
next generation.

* * -

The old man, still lost in his
memories, turned from the garage
and slowly moved toward the front
porch. He shuffled through the
gravel, favoring his bum leg,

It pleased him to think of his
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PISTOL BELT CLIP

The first practical replscement for the
holster, ‘"Pistal Baft Clip" spring-steel
clip attachment holds your guam securely
inside waistband. Easy to install. Gen
will still fit inside most holsters with
clip sttached. Specify finish (bright mick-
el ot black) asd gun model (Colt .45
wtomatic—Smith & Wesson Medel 39—
Detonic 45—Smith & Wasson Model 59),
$4.95 each, pestpaid, Cash or meney
order only 10: Coco, P.O. Box 3069,
Thousand Oaks, Calif. 91360.
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Send for your chain belt today care of Sunday Ltd,
P, 0, Box 111, Dept. R, River Forest, Illinois 60305
Absolute satisfaction guaranteed, or your money back.
Dealer Inquiries Invited

Guaranteed Not To Gaul or Rust
Hard Chromed

3 FRONT and/or REAR
. Drilled $59.95 Undrilled $44.95

When Ordering Discs specifly year 3
& model. 50% deposit, balance
C.0.D. . .. cash, certified check or
money order. 4 week delay on
personal checks, bank clearance
necessary.

FREE ... GIANT CATALOG

Listing over 1,000 replacement
parts, up to 60% under factory list.
Parts list for all 74’s and Sportsters

.. Please send §1 (refundable with
first order) to help pay postage &
handling.

MOTORCYCLES, INC,




son—how he had spent hour after
hour pampering the Harley and
then would turn around and ride
the living hell out of it. How much
like he once was—the fighting, the
loving, but mostly, the riding. At
20, his son had taken a bride Al-
though she was a sweet, pretty little
thing, she didn't take shit from any-
one. It amused him how she had
reminded him of his own woman.
The young couple rode hard and
lived hard, as he and his wife once
had. In time, they too had conceived
a fine, strong boy.

Reaching the porch stoop, he
rested his ancient bones upon steps
worn smooth by the passage of
thousands of footsteps and countless
rains. He slipped deeper into the
past. In the early hours before the
dawn, the wind moaned peacefully
through the poplars, the only sound
disturbing the stillness, A stillness
which not only conjured up the
memories of days long past but also
their bittersweet emotions. And a
tear grew in each tired grey eye as
he rememberd that night long ago.

He was watching his grandson so
the young couple could putt some
miles together. He was relaxing on
the front porch, sipping a little corn.
While enjoying the welcome relief
of a cool evening breeze after an
August scorcher, he had been get-
ting to know his grandson. He
chuckled when he thought of his
daughter-in-law’s usual reaction to
returning home and finding the
little one up way past his bedtime.
But then again, she probably would
have been even more surprised to
find Gramps had put him to sleep.
He was bouncing the lad on his one
good knee when the sheriff’s car
pulled through the gate and drove

—~Continued on page 96

“‘He's a harmless old
creep ... Justignore him."

/Marble Plagques

Here's an item that can't be entirely
explained. It's too far out to describe.
This fine product is something you have
to hold and gaze at to appreciate the
detall and the workmanship that goes
into it, The simulated marble is almost a
half-inch thick and is carefully engraved
with every detail in the HD emblem. Then

The price for this everlasting marble
Image is $26.95. Because of its sub-
stantial weight, you'll be asked to pay
postage C.0.D.

HARLEY-DAVIDSON

Strong Silver Rings
We've re-introduced the best Harley
ring we've come across and strength-
ened our skull ring with additional sil-
ver. Either silver ring goes for $19.75
and will last as long as you want to
punch walls with it—or forever,
Be sure to state your size.

A watch with some class. The antique
Harley emblem Is traditional, orange
and red, with a black background. It is
a guaranteed 1-jewel watch with a sim-
ulated gold body, and it comes with a
black leather strap.

It's a classic and it's yours for only
$19.95 plus $1.00 for postage and
handling.

I=[R=S=wimrren FEERE

Box 2623, Seal Beach,California 9074

The beautiful plagues
are a solid 12 by 14 inches

H-D Banner

Give the ol' pad some character.
This full-color, 100% nylon banner will
brighten any run-down crash pad, bike
shop or garage. Or they make fantastic
curtains for a cage. It's a big 40" by 30"
and trimmed with white nylon fringe
for class.,

The big, durable banner sells far only
$11.95 plus $1.50 postage and handling.

Leather Cutoff

More and more, brothers are wearing
leather instead of Levi cutoffs. So IRS

' has put together a fine roughed-out,

heavy leather cutoff. The cutoff comes
black, or dark brown and in small, me-
dium, large or extra large. Send your
chest size and a measly $38.95 for this
everlasting vest. The vest will be
shipped postage C.0.D.
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Clean up your act — get an Easyriders T-shirt!

Yeah, even your mother will admit she was wrong when she said you were a tramp.
Our shirts make you look like a straight citizen. Just look at the shirts above. Now ya
gotta admit, that's a good group — a little loose — but a good, wholesome group. Right?

So clean up your act. Order your shirt today. All kinds of colors and sizes available. Not
cheapo Taiwan imports — these are all American made. Finest quality. Quality you'd
expect from us tramps at Easyriders.

Look 'em over and order yours today — and don't forget your ol’ lady.



If you haven't got one of these T-shirts or Tit-tops, you're just not
with it. Pick your own design and color. (But use your head,
dipshit — not black lettering on a black T-shirt.) Each sells for
$5.95, postpaid in U.S. only. Mix colors and designs to suit
yourself — any design on either shirt in any of the colors offered.

-

Sizes S-M-L-XL

Shirt“B”

-

-+ NAME

Sub Total

Plus tax

{Caltbornia residents aod 6%)

Petite — Average

Total |

Send your order fodey fo

T-SHIRTS , BOX 711,

BURBANK, CALIFORNIA 91503
Make all checks and money orders
out to Easyriders

ADORESS

cry

STATE bl

We pay aV postage and handing on al fops. (in U.S. only)

Note: Perscral checks take 4.8 weeky to clear




BONNEVILLE PROVEN
AND THEY'RE LEGAL

$29.95 $149.95
R H REPAIR L H NEW CASE
SECTION (415)

No machining required 935-8393

CAL Products Co., .
Box 23663, Pleasant Hill, Calif. 94523

t-shirts

NEW IMPROVED — We are
NOW  USING SUper quasty

brand X lets you dawn
They come in BLACK, of
course and in e usual
Sizes — S-M-L-XL

Well wrap a1 wp and put
your name on the package
for $4.75 but If you want
it mailed to ya, please add
an extra 80¢

34 3rd AVE. EAST
EST FARGO, N. DAK. 58078

e T P TR
HARLEY-DAVIDSON SPEED

STROKER FLYWHEELS

Sportsters & 74’s $170.00
Dealer Inquiries Invited

Ductile Steel with Thrust Washers
Unconditionally Guaranteed
PARTS — Cams, Pistans, Valves, Etc.
Complete Engine Building — Street or Race

TRUETT & OSBORN

3345 E. 31st South
Wichita, KS 67216
(316) 682-4781
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slowly down the driveway. Having
stopped the vehicle in front of the
house, the young officer got out and
walked to the foot of the porch steps.

“Sir, T think you should follow
me. It's your son and his wife .
they're ...”

The old man remembered how
his mind reeled from the impact,
how his mental gears had failed to
mesh and ground themselves into
protective shock. He had nodded
affirmatively to the sheriff, replying
quietly that he had to drop the boy
off at the neighbors’ first,

He had followed the patrol car in
his Chevy panel to a roadhouse out
on the state highway. There he had
found a scene he wished he'd never
lived to see. Two crumpled forms
lying next to a Harley, their blood
staining the dry earth. Bastards! No
one had cared enough to cover their
bullet-riddled bodies from the gawk-
ing spectators. The old man turned
and walked steadily to a sheriff’s
car that held two rednecks hand-
cuffed in the back seat.

After taking a hard, long look at
the men, he spoke with a voice as
cold as the devil’s heart. “Two of
ya—and ya still had to use a gun.
I'm sure you boys will be expectin’
me around.”

The old man, his son, his daughter-
in-law, and the flathead 80 had rid-
den home together that moonless
night. He buried them next to his
wife, under an elm tree on a hill
above the ranch, The 80 was parked
in the garage.

The two cowhoys were convicted
of manslaughter and were back on
the streets in thirteen months. The
old man didn’t mind, though. It en-
abled him to levy his own dues for
damages done. But now, even the
thought of sweet revenge collected
years ago did little to console the
ache that haunted his soul.

“Wow! These candy
bars sure taste like cotton.”
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EARRING
EACH ONE IS OVER
THIRTY YEARS OLD ...
AND EACH HAND
CRAFTED. SEND $9.50
TO BATTLE AX,

P. O, BOX 19261
MPLS., MN 55419

[ SUOW CURONE ]

Copper, Nickel, Chrome —— work guaranteed
Eleven years experience, specialfzing in
motorcycle and auto steel and aluminum parts.

KILBURN'S PLATING CO.
Rt. 1 P. 0. Box 244, Adamsville, Tenn. 38310

Leon & Miley (901) 632-0481

[ “Roger Lyons Is Dead” — |

Nobody can help him now
50/50
won't shrink

Help fight
police brutality!

Against all bikers
You could be next, or
one of your brothers
Onder mow

$5.00 plus 75¢ handling

NWARHING!

Order one for the ol' lady

Send check or money order to:

Milwaukee Riders Assn.
P. 0. Box 401

Milwaukee, Wis. 53110 Bumper sticker

‘““KNUCKS”’

““Man's Best Friend!"
$6.00 each 3/%$15.00
Sold as o novelty enly
Void where prohibited by law
Atlantic Novelty Co.
P. O. Box 12627, Charleston, S.C. 29412

Build a F-z-a |

MAN
Japanese g}
Chopper £

Now you can . . . with the Honda Chopper and
Custom Shop Manual . . . 64 pages jam packed |
with step-by-step instructions on dozens of
customizing procedures, from simple 10 far out.
| A real how-to-do-it manual gives you the help you
need, including sources of ready made parts

Covers Honda from 250cc up. Many projects also
work on Yamaha, Kawasaki, Suzuki. Rushed by|
return mail. 83 ea., 2 for $5 f

Riceburner Publications, Dept. ER-9
Box 1267, Studio City, Ca. 91604

Running the ranch and raising
his six - year-old grandson single-
handedly had left damn few hours
for riding, So the 80 sat, stored for
the boy. However, those who knew
him believe it was the pain of mem-
ories more than the lack of time
which kept him from putting his
mug in the wind.

And the years rolled by like a
wheel on asphalt — fast and un-
broken. He brought up the grand-
son as he had the son, The method
proved successful once more. The
lad grew and became worthy. And
once again the old man had sat.and
waited for kin to come home.

The old man pulled a bandana
from his jeans and wiped his hands
while he forced his mind to happier
subjects. Today was his grandson’s
18th birthday, He silently hoped
the morning sun would hurry to the
horizon, for with the sun a young
man would come to claim his gift
of gifts. It would be damn good to
hear the sound of the 80 around the
place again.

His solitude was rudely inter-
rupted by the sudden jangling of
the telephone within the old house.
As he moved toward the jarring
sound, an eerie feeling crept over
him. Reaching for the phone, he
stopped, momentarily unable to
command his hand to lift the re-
ceiver. Only after he had summoned
all his courage did he finally answer
the call, putting an end to the
phone’s incessant ringing. He put
the receiver to his ear without say-
ing a word.

“Sir—hello—are you there?”

“Yes," he whispered.

“Sir—I'm sorry, but there’'s been
an accident.”

The receiver slipped from his
gnarled hand. He stood there for
what seemed an eternity, staring
out the dust-coated window toward
the garage. All the life that had
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“Give me your money . ..
this elephant’s loaded!"
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( THE BIKER'S GOGGLE )

Printed on a Black T-Shirt for him
or a Black Tit-Top for her. With
every order a bumper sticker with
the same saying. $8.00 per shirt to:

Coco, Box 3069,
Thousand Oaks, Calif. 91360

06 ANGELES (& need a

e try a snort
LOCKER
ROOM « 1 for $5 each

Aroems of Wt
=2 IR

Wrni-’
Aead Back Pamt!

MW as

OK INC. POBOX 15897
LA.CALIF, 90015

At last, the airplane driver goggles you
bin waitin' for. Glass lens replaceable in
clear or smoke (not that kind, shithead).
Curved lens allows 160 degrees vision. No
C.0.D. Cert. check or money order only.
$15.00 tax and shipping incl, unless you
live in China,

18747 Sherman
Way #206
Reseda, Calif.
91334 J

LEATHER STROKER

genuine quality
S0 black lesther
adjustable 1o
i all heads
Brands
Triumph
Noron
Yamanha
Harley Wing
Honda Wing
Suzuki
BMW, Kaw
——— No Patch

— Your Patch

Send to. STONEHOUSE » BOX 27 « CORONA, CA 81720
Satislaction Guaranteed or your Money Back  $13.95

lonclosed§ Brang
Name
Address _
City State Zip
—Dealor Inguirias invited — ER-6




| Pacific Island girls want men )

to correspond with. Exotic, whole-
some girls seek frends, romance,
marriage. For information and
pictures of actual girls waiting for
you NOW, SEND $2 TODAY.

CONTINENTAL PACIFIC

PO Box 3546 - Dept. ER

Thousand Oaks, CA 9135% =

SUNDA 1}‘;5‘; for people that want the best,

BIKER'S HAT

100% cow hide leather

This rugged looking hat featuresit's top grade suede
in a choice of five colors, beaver, chocolate, copper,
tobacco, and wine. The top button, strap, band, and
brim are all made of latigo leather, tooled and hand
finished with a wing and chain design, Four slzesare
available, sm. med, lg, & x-lg.

Send your $18, 00 now to Sunday leather goods Ltd,
P.0O. Box 111 Dept. R, River Forest, Dlincis 60305

"As always Supday leather goods are guaranteed to
meet your absolute satisfaction, or your money back"

\\QQ\ owner.
* Y —--Dealer Inquiries khvited---

TATT00 REMOVIN

witH THE TATEX METHOD
The Chemical “Do-It-Yoursslf” Ki

The TATEX METHOD wnll remove any
18100, regardless of age! Use safely in your

home. ASK FOR FREE FOLDER NO.07

ATLANTA COMPANY
P.O.BOX 494 + PICKERING, ONTARIO LIV 2R7

CHROME PLATING!

STEEL & ALUMINUM
PARTS
CHROME PLATED

Quality Plating Since 1945

GRAVES PLATING CO.

P.0. Box 1052, ER, Florence, Ala. 35630
Phone (205) 764.9487

Catseye Dath Lens
Originol Knuckle Mufflers
Old HD Literature
Knuckle Wiring Harmesses

Ports For All  Horleys
* $£1.00 For Cataleg *

ANTIQUE CYCLE SUPPLY
Box 500, Sparta, Mi. 49345

OUTRAGEOUS
T-SHIRTS!
PLUS WW2 NAZ| & SS
insignia badges flags,
daggers, helmets, etc
free catalog

KRUPPER BOX 177ER
SYRACUSE N Y 13208

sprung from his loins was gone—no
young man would come to claim his
inheritance, the flathead 80 and its
way of life.

The sky was turning gray when
the old man, walking with slow de-
liberation, left his house and walked
toward the garage. It was strange,
but it seemed that with every step,
a little of the pain dropped away;
with every foot traveled, he could
stand a little straighter. No longer
did he feel his arthritis, nor the
weariness in his eyes. For a change,
the creaking garage door opened
with ease. He swung his leg over
the bike and settled himself on the
seat. He felt great straddling this
heautiful machine, He felt—well,
he felt at home. He remembered
how his cares used to drop away
when he rode this freedom machine.

He wheeled her out of the dank
garage and down the dirt driveway.
The sun was barely hidden below
the purple horizon as his back tire
grabbed pavement. He headed to-
ward the cool green of the moun-
tains. The engine pounded and the
exhaust purred. Raw power flowed
up through the frame and into his
limbs. He was at ease, at peace. As
the miles dropped away, so did the
years, and the more he turned the
throttle, the quicker youth returned.
The tires hummeéd against the black-
top and the old man sang against
the wind. The sky was pastel, the
air fresh and clean as man and ma-
chine slipped through the foothills.
Winding out on the straightaways
and jamming through the curves,
a young man had come again to
claim the prize.

- Ld -

The next day, neighbors, having
heard of his grandson’s tragic acci-
dent, came to console the old man.
They found him in the garage with
a smile on his pale face. He was
straddling the still chained 80. W
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‘... and I'll huff and I’ll puff and
I'll give you one hell of a blowjob!"”
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CHROME PLATERS OF HOUSTON

Quality Plating on all motorcycle parts,
Aluminum or Steel. Our work is guaranteed,
our prices reasonable. For more information
write or call; no collect calls accepted.

404 Broadway
Houston, Texas 77012
Phone (713) 821-0236

INMBIKERS!!!

Now you can get your chopper
and speed parts out of the
Northeastat DISCOUNT prices.

SAMPLE: Show chrome ext. fork tubes 0-18"
over, #32.95 pr. (state year and model of bike),

Send for our 80 page catalog—
$1.00 (Refunded on first pur-
chase).

NORTHEAST CYCLE SUPPLY
184 MAIN STREET
SUITE 205
NASHUA, NH 03060

USED PARIS i
GALORE! 246,

One of the largest selections of used parts
on the West Coast.

One day service on all mail orders.

Custom chrome plating on all types of metal.
Everything for your motorcycle needs

from stock to choppers.

Write or phone:

S
MOTORCYCLE WRECKERS
& CHROME PLATING
6724 Franklin Blvd.,
Sacramento, Ca. 95823 (916) 392-0553

FORI(ING BY FRANK

g Fine fork tubes (there
Is a difference) and
front suspension
components for ALL
CYCLES in any
length, one piece
seamless tubing.
Springs, collars,
crowns, trees, braces,
kickstands, sprlng
conversion kits,
rakes and decorative
fork tube nuts.
Reliable fit and
freight paid delivery.

FRANK'S
Maintenance & Engineering
945 Pitner, Evanston, lllinols 60202




Choppershopper

Classified advertisements are
accepted at the discretion of the
publisher. Rates are 30¢ per word
for private individuals; 75¢ per
word for businesses. 10-word mini-
mum. Check or money order must
accompany clearly written copy.
No charge for 2ip codes. Easyrid-
ers box numbers are avallable with

Note: Closing date is the 20th of the dth month preceding

mail being forwarded unopened to
advertiser. There Is an additional
charge of $1.00 per advertisement
for this service, to cover handling
and postage.

Send to Easyriders, Classified De-
partment, Box 52, Malibu, Cali-
fornia 50265,

cover date.

(There are approximately 60 days between closing date and natlonal

on-sale date.)

Notice: Readers are advised to use
reasonable caution when dealing
with & company or advertiser they
do not know, False advertising 1s
fraud and should be reported to
the authorities whenever It Is en-
countered.

Harley-Davidson parts: Old and

new, large supply, flatheads,
knuckleheads, panheads, shovel-
heads, all models Sportster and
K model, also 45 flatheads.
Frames, motors, transmissions,
front ends, tanks, tool boxes,
much more. Price list 8$2.00.
Knuck,

wood,

3610 Taylor St., Brent.
Md. SU'I.'E am.ass-z(sgg).

Shit? Yes, Shit! Isn't there some-
one you'd just love to glve some
shit to? A friend—an enemy-—a

liticlan - someone, any one?

ell—now you've got the opportu-
nity. We can supply you with a
very nice 2%-inch sealed plastic
cube paperweight. Filled with
100% horseshit, bullshit, or chick-
enshit — whichever you choose.
Send check or money order for §6
to P&R Enterprises, P.O. Box 459,
Hornell, New York 14843. Allow 4
weeks for delivery. (57

Tattoolng supplies: World's finest
tattooing equipment. Designs, inks,
needles, machines, Tattoo ‘77"
and Tattoo Artist t-shirts and
tank tops. New 40-page color eata-
log 3. Our gear is like a chopper,
it's first class. Spaulding & Rog-
ers Mfg., Inc., Dept, ER, Voor-
heesville, N.Y. 12186, (65)

Tattoo course—The only tattoo
course in the world, Tells you ev-
erything. $29.95. Send money order
to Capt. Jack, 91 Rt, 23, Riverdale,
N.J. 07457, (5T)
Tattooing: Professional artists,
clean, sterile, rainbow colars.
10,000 fancy designs. 4126 Erle
St., Willoughby, Ohlo 44084, (216)
942.3567, (58)

Tattoo Shop: Professlonal artist,
bright colors. many designs, War-
ren, Ohlo, 216-399-1260. (58)

I am looking for people who wish
to affillate with the Lazy Nickels.
We are a club into the ceremonial
aspects of marijuana, new-age
consclousness, sex magle, ritual
ﬁurmutlon. John Musters, Dept.

. P.O. Box 39438, Los Angeles,
Calif. 90039. (58)

How to colleet up to $83,501
worth of government benefits
owed to you, $£3.00. K&M Pro-
ducts, Box 251, Raynham, Mass,
02767. 57

Tattoolng Outfit: Complete with
two points (outliner and colorer)
plus four bright colors. Comes in
handy carry case., Runs on two
“AA™ Dbatteries. No electrieity
needed. Welghs only 9 oz. Use it
anywhere, Pick up extra buecks or
for fun. $69.00 plus $3.00 postage.
Send money order only for $102,00
to: S & W Tattooing Inc., P.O.
Box 263, East Northport, N.Y.
11731, (57

Southwest Tattoo Emporium
(Shop), 4390 So. Archer, Chicago.
Ill. 60632, Phone 376-8119. (58)

Two young biker chicks, short on
cash, will send photos showing
their bodies. Send $1.00 for each
photo wanted (cash only, please,
Euys). Kell, P,O, Box 281, Cala-
basas, Callf. 91302. (66)

$2,000 worth of hash from one
kilo of grass, Ordinary weed to
'Superweed." Both recipes, $3,00.
Martin, Box 7422, St. Petershurg,
Fla. 33704, (58)

Government Surplus, Jeeps, H.D.s.
How, when, where to buy in your
area. 8388, K&M Products, P.O.
Box 251, Raynham, Mass. 027567.

(57)

Produce your own speed. 99.7¢<
pure meth crystal, easily and In-
expensively produced from readily
obtajned materials. Instructions
and formula for complete home
factory setup. only $10. Deveo,
P.O. Box 1143A, Groton, Conn.
06340, {57)

Azoobldes Instant Hashmaker!
The best idea to hit marljuana
since the match! Free detalls.
Bleak, e/o iders, Box 52,
Maliby, Calit, 9 o 5T

Happy 230 birthiayt  B/asves
¥ ay! (2/11

'l"oc‘?y and every day have a hap-
py!*Your lady, Della, 57

Rondeau—Get In touch. I love
you, Dlane. (57

Dude, 29, in Michigan looking to
hear a neat, sexy chick.
Please send reply to George. c/o
Easyriders, Box 52, Malibu, Callf.
90265, sn

God Rides A Harley—oprinted on
a black T-shirt for him or a black
tit-top for her. With every order
a free bumper sticker with the
same sa mﬁ;hsa per shirt to Coco,
Box soé ousand Oaks, c(.é!;‘j

Motoreyele patehes our business.
Harley patches our speclalty. Cat.
alog §1. Patchworks, P.O. Box
11506, Columbus, Ohlo 43211, (57)

'Old Tramp'' (lonely) needs a
righteous sincere ol' lady (white
only). Write Russ, e¢/0 Easyriders.
Box 52, Malibu, Callf. 90265. (57)

Wanted: Super-foxy chick for
horny Harley rider In Denver
area. Must be 6’ to 63", have
long hair, long legs, fine body,
and be a one-man woman. If

can't ball, ride, or handle your-
self. don't write. Send picture (re-
cent) with detalls to Gorllla, ¢/o
Easyriders, Box 52, Mallbu, Callf,
90265, (57)

Wanted: Foxy-looking chick for
good times. Must be 5 to 5°2%,
long hair and good body, Should
enfoy elther quiet times or hot.
One-man woman only, who likes
to take care of her man, Send
recent pleture with letter to Bil
Moore, B991 W. 1d4th Ave,, #109,
Lakewood. Colorado 80215,

Tattoo designs and supplies, 100
11”x14” sheets. Approx. 600 de-
signs, only $735 per set. Send money
order to Capt. Jack, 91 Rt. 23, Riv-
erdale, N.J. 07457, (37

Willy—I love you and need you,
Please come home, Sharon. (57)

Right-Wing newspapers: Be totally
Informed. Send §1.00 cash for list
to Grim Reaper, Box 139, Worth,
Ilinols 60482, (58)

Guaranteed Identification: Pola-
roid photocard. Full color. Offi-
clal state/province flag. Plastl-
clzed. 1-day service. Send photo,
signature, birthdate, ete. Rush $7,
Three cards $15. Or fill 'em In
yourself. Five blank age I.D.s.
rush $3. Double order $5. Plastic
covers 50g a set. Free birth cer-
tificate(s) with I.D. order(s).
1.D.5-EZ38, 934 Dodge, Evanston,
1. 60202, (57

Missi, of Grand Rapids. Happy
Birthday. I still have the time.
Smiley. (57)

Harley 45. A real looker, a real
runner. $1200. Photographs, £1.
Michael. Rt. 78, Box 22, Linn, W.
Va. 26384. (57)

Desperately wanted: Old-style
Harley metal sidecar to complete
my knuckle. Gary Goins, 1732
8Tth Ave., Oakland, Calif, 94?52;1;

Get high crulsin' on a chrome-
lated motorcyele roach clip,
andmade from stee]l wire and
aranteed 100,000 miles or 100,-
joints. Big and small bikes or
trikes. For free pictures.
stamped envelope to Richard
Gaff, 2760 1/2 Coburg Rd.,
gene, Ore. 97401, )

Blue 1976 ElectraGlide with tour.
pak and 1977 seat. £3,000. James
Loveless, 1114 East Cedar, Paris.
Texas T5460. (5N

Attention: C.J. and Johnny, Lost
your address when I went to Cal-
{fornla. Would 1lke to hear from
my bros from Germanv. Now in
England, “P'' Wayne Perry, PSC
Box 1549, APO New York 09(1;%

Never before avallable—gigantic
Harley-Davidson towel  (45x72
inch), bigger and better than a
bedsheet. Black logo sllkscreened
on Harley orange background.
Highest quality thick velour. Hun.
dreds of purposes—use as towel,
wall hanging, blke cover, ete
Compare our quality and price—
only $16.50 (postage and handling
included) ! Send check or m.o. to
Bro Products, Box 207, Calabasas.
Calif. 91302, Allow 4-6 weeks de-
livery. Forelgn add $1.50. Dealer
inquiries on letterhead lnvlte?s”

The members of the Prison Motor-
cycle Brotherhood would llke to
hear from sexy chicks. Write to
Larry (Midnight) Allen 80124,
Unit 3.16/8, Statlon A West,
Nashville, Tenn. 37203, omn

Crusaders M.C., Pittsburgh, Pa,
area, would like to hear from any
other Crusaders M.C. and any
other clubs with the spirit of
brotherhood In mind, Crusaders
M.C.., P.O. Box 158, Anqulpga.
Pa. 135001, 37

Motorcycle eclubs: your colors
silk-screened on  white T.shirts
$36 per dozen. Write for detalls,
Harley shops—advertising T-
shirts. My designs on the front,
your shop name and address on
the back. $36 per dozen. Write for
detalls. Scooter people—different
designs sllk-screened by hand in
my cell. Fuck-Off, Nosepicker,
Harley-Davidson, “many more.
Getting scooter bread together
for release in 'S80 (maybe '79),
$4.50 each (money order only) to
Dustin L. Shirley 6246348. P.O.
Box  520-C-9-BW, Valln Walla,
Washington 28362,

Smoke that joint right down to
nothing, New combination roach
ipe and coke tube, No more
urned fingers or lips. Unscrews
to make super coke tube, Small
enough so you don't feel it In
your pocket. Unbreakable. Send
$4 (we pay postage). High-Boy
Enterprises. Box 1465, Boulder,

lo. B0302. (57

Fantastic! Photo I.D, card made
to your specifications for any
state. Polaroid, sealed in plastic.
Send $5.00 (cash or money order)
with name, address, hair color,
eye color, height, weight, and
date of birth, Send color photo
with face image 14 *x1%* (photo
booth pleture O.K.) to Terry
Weber, P.O. Box 200, Paramount,
California 90723. (68)

Don't be lonely. Girls nationwide.
Enclose stamp. Club, Box 324, On-
tario, Callf, 91761, (s

Number 1 through current issue
Easyriders for sale, Highest bid-
der takes them. Bob Dixon, 414
Superior, Sandpoint, Idaho 83(9:_;).

Make your own speed. 99.7% pure
meth erystal. Also, how to make
hashish. Make inferior pot into
high quality superweed. For for-
mula send $10. Make black cap-
sule diet pills at $15 for 30. Send
now to John Maleum, Box 732,
Port St. Joe, Fla. 32456, 57

My long, blonde-haired scooter
tramp bro has only 65 days left.
How about some chicks writing to
my brother? David “Li'l John™
Florentine B-36443-5029, P.O. Box
600, Chino, Callf. 91710. Tell him
Trumpet Lady sent yal! (57)

Born on a mountain/Ralsed In a
cave/Biking and fuckin'/Is all I

crave. This sticker only $1 to P.O.
3068, Thousand Oaks, C(lé!{l).

Natural woman wanted by tall
Italian (Cancer) with destiny in
own hands, Not Interested in
Farah Fawcett, Mua' Hartman,
overwelght, or uptight types,
Vince, Chicago. 327-5269, 57)

1948 Indian Roadmaster Chlef.
99% restored, 10 miles, Best offer
over §3,800. Photo $2 ssae, oth-
ers available. Bill Knight, Rt. 6,
Box 315, Lewisburg, W. Va,

901, (5T

If you're into skull jewelry, look
into our catalog. You'll find much
more for only $1. M.C. Arts, 3312
S. Cedar, Lansing, Mlehlgn
48910, (58)

Thad (Spider): Missed February's
deadline, Happy Birthday! Your

lovin' ol' lady, J. 57
Ass, Gas, or Gms—Nobodr Rides
for Free. Tell it like it is with

this beautifully designed T-shirt.
T-shirt and deslgn of top quality,
On the front of the shirt is a ple-
ture of & biker and his ol' lady
on thelr hog. ‘'Ass, Gas, or
Grass'" Is printed above the de-
sign and ‘'Nobody Rides for
Free' below the design. Money-
back guarantee. For your T-shirt,
send 85 plus 31 handling to Doug
Stiltner. Box , Grundy, Va.
24614. State slze—s, m, L, x1, and
color—blue, yellow, or belge. (58)

"'Dirty” Rich Adams: I'm really
sorry about our split. Is there
another chance? Please send ad-
dress to P,O. Box 103582, ete. (3T)

Phantom: Nobody can take away
those times we had. Your lovin'
Is still the best. Your ‘'Secret."
Rock Steady. 57

Black T-Shirts for true Harley
Riders: “‘Harley's Best, Fuck The
Rest,'' “‘Harley Riders Eat More
Pussy."" “Harley Rlders Get More
Head.'"" *“‘Ride To Live—Live To
Ride,” and 'I'm Hers Because
She Gives Good Head.'' $6.50 per
shirt to Coco, Box 3069, Thousand
Oaks, Calif. 91360. One free T-
shirt for person sending In best
new Harley T-shirt saying, (57)

99



Leo, I'm free! Please contact me.
6804 Elkhorn St., Loves Park, IiL
61111, or (815) 633-6925, Love ga.
Buns. (&0

Lourie: Uncle s not going to
shoot, hurt, or cause you any
grief, He loves you and knows
Ellen lled about a lot of things.
1 can't find Jackie either. HI
D.P.? (57

Slick of Satan’s Lovers M.C.:
Please notify me If the c¢lub is
still ether. I'm a retired mem-
ber would like to be reactl-

vated. Roach, c/o ABATE, 5015
Millers Lane, Richmond, Va.
23231. (57)

Blg Albert (Boss) Smith, National
Pres., Lucifer's Own M.C.: All our
love from your bros In prison,
Robble Little Brother, Outlaw,
Baby Boy Chico, Bearcat, Toad
Hopp, Mountain Man, Loco Buz-
uﬂ;. Mad Dog, Bilbo, and Bobby
Jo. Lucifer's Own M.C. +4 1%ers
forever. We Jlove you and are
with you till the end. (57)

Hawk of the Loulsville chapter
Outlaws: I have lost the address,
while on the run. I'm no longer
in Butner, but rather Box P.M.B.,
Atlanta, Georgla, Write! I'm aw-
fully close to release again (14
months) and ready to ride and
Ig the colors. Johnny Hughes

00027-177. (5T

To the ex-Joker bro in the Wash-
ington joint: I won't say your
name, you know who you are. I
lost your address, bro, Drop me
another line before that 58 is up.
Urgent I contact you soon about
the Felons, but also some other
matters. Dig it? Be Cool. R. M

Spivey #8858/c-142, Box 1568,
utchinson, Kansas 67501. (57)
9. E.

Wanted: Easyriders issue
Woertz, 5841 Weymouth Street,
Philadelphia, Pa. 19120, (5T)

Notice: Shane was transferred to

Leavenworth, Kansas 66048, New
address is P.O. Box 1000.

Kirk Crosswhite, where are you?
Get In touch. Carrol Coffman
§385’.’5. Oregon State Prison,

State Street, Salem, Oregon
97310.

Looking to find a sweet young
thing to shack up with when
I get out, Send pic and notes to
Robert ‘‘Buteh’' Nordone #A-041.
447, P.O. Box 747, Starke, Fla.
32001.

Make your own bumper stickers,
Send $3.50 for complete kit to
S&S Com;nny. Box 1312.G, Erie,
Pa. 16512 (57)

Bob: Thanks for being such a fan-
tastie person. And I didn’t almost
love o biker, I did love a biker
and I still do. L.P, (5T)

Outriders, Michigan: Looking for
Jim Kendall (Englewood), Pam
Karslake, Bay View Cabins, #10,
7821 U.S. 23 South, Ossineke,
Mich. 49776, 57

To Mark's ol' lady, Nancy Beckett
or Bennett or whatever—known
to the 'fm’ in CJ.-6 as "Little
Panhandler: Mary from Chicago
would llke to get in touch with
vou. We were together around the
first weeks In March, I'm back
in Chi-town and would love to
hear from r3'0\1. Write Mary Hick-
ey, 2019 N. Troy, Chicago, IIL

You've got a horny ol lady at
home, Hurry and get out so we
can ride our Harley! Deb, Hous-
ton, Texas, 57

Wanted: Good woman to settle
with. 15 months left In prison.
24.year-11d white blker. Women
between 16 and 40 write to Tom
Seaman, P.O. Box B-36221, Flor-
ence, Arizona 85232 (57)

Downed biker wanting to corre-
spond with chicks, Gary E. Alvord
#041482, P.O. Box 747, Starke,
Florida 32091. (5T

In loving memory of Ray Ray
Greggs, who rode hard and died
fast on T-4-T4. You will always
be in our hearts, Peace forever in
Harley Heaven. Happy Birthday
1-31-98. Dundalk, Md. Love, Mom
& Dad. (57

Tattoo professionally: 20-lesson
course, S2.00 for info. Gordy's
Tattooing, 1228 East Mason St.,
Green Bay, Wis, 54301, (58)

In memory of our Prez J.B. and
our RA. Capt. Dusty, You'll be
loved and remembered by many.
Ryders M/C, Kalispell, Mont. (57)

Sworn to fun, loval to none, 63",
190 1bs. lean. '7TS Superglide, lived
and partled in Daviona 3 years,
now Va. Beh. Tall, foxy ladies,
Jersey to Carolinas, send £1.00 for
pletures and detalls, Tve. P.O.
Box G283, Norfolk, Va. 23508, (57)

Wanted: Lady 18 to 27, Must be
foxy and of slender bulld. Have
Harley and will treat the right
woman better than I treat it
Send clear recent photo and
phone to "2 in upstate New
York, c/o Easyriders. Box 52,
Malibu, Callf. 90265, =N

Help! Anvone! If Earl A. Slhler.
originally from Fargo, N.D., 15 In

your phone book, tell him to
write to his friend Ha Parshall
in Wheeling, W. Va. SET)

Chuck Mackaline, you are the
best lay I ever had, and nobody
does It better than you, 'cause
you're the best. So keep on doin'
it to me! Love from your wife,
Sam. (57

Kegger: Please let me come home
from Alaska. I love you. OR'Ran-
da 57

Uncle Vanya: Please get in touch.
No hassles. I love you, that's all,
Call collect anytime, from any-
where, Please, tovaritsch. Lil-
doesn't know. Joan. (57

Mad, mad book of formulas: How
to make, step-by-step, goodles
1lke knockout drops, explosives,
silencers, poisons, and many oth-
ers. A must In completing your 1i-
brary. Limited offer at $9,95, Act
now, second printing. Send today
to Jim Multaler, 1858 West Arrow
Street, Milwaukee, Wisconsin

Highest offer takes all: 1937 Har-
ley flathead classic chop, 1947
Indian Chief (disassembled). 1947
Harley complete flathead moter,
Write Bas, c/o Easyriders, Box
52, Malibu, Callf. 90285, (5T)

Jake, Highwaymen, Tampa, Fla.:
I've been in prison & long time
bro. I want to come home, Is
there anything left there for me?
Things change, and people forget,
but haven't. T'll never forget
what you did for me. [ lost your
address, so I had to write this
way. You're still my bros Jake,
Hobo, Carol and Carl. How's that
broken leg? Where is Ann? Con-
tact me. Bobby Bowman 04706-
156-A, Box P.M.B,, Texarkana,
Texas 75501, (57

Mouse: Happy birthday, my love.
The story is for you—everything
is for you. There's never been a
day I didn't Jove you. Bete. (37)

Trans Trickery—H.D. transmis-
ston speclalist, complete over-
hauls, blueprinting, blasting.

welding, performance products in-
stalled., belt drives, discounts to
clubs. Write for specific needs.
246-T Lanes Mill Rd., Howell,
New Jersey 07731, (201) 387-8?::.

)




Nasty Feet by Easyriders

Made exclusively for us by Chippewa (the finest engineer boot manufacturer)

These boots are the cream of the crop. As if old man Davidson built

uppers to surround the steel box safety toe with, again, two layers of

you a bike by himself, we went to the best, then asked them to make leather and foam padding for comfort. Insoles are sweat-proof leather

us a better boot — and they outdid themselves.

Here's some of the nitty-gritty:

Upper leathers are oil tan and resistant to fungus, caustic sodas,

acids and barnyard shit. Strain points are nylon lock-stitched, Heels

of the best grade. For improved arch support, you'll find combination
fibre-board and steel shanks. Midsoles are all leather. Adjustable straps
at the vamps and tops for the sound fit you demand. Your Super Boots
meet the following government standard: ANSI Z41.1—1972/75.

If your ol’ lady is goin' barefoot, you might break down and buy her

are beefed up to feature a double layer of leather (12 ounces). Vamps, a pair too—just remernber women's sizes run numerically 2 sizes larger
or toe portions, are lined with the same weight stock as is used in the than men's (for example, 2 woman's 8 equals a man’s 6),

r-_-----__-_----_--_------__-__------------_1

1
1 Send your order today to: 1
| Nasty Feet, Box 711, Burbank, California 91503 -
1 1
1 ¢ ; 1
1 B 11 in. — $59.95 W17 in, —$7495 1
1 |
: In stock sizes 814—11, D width only .
: Special order sizes 6—8, 1114,—14, B, C, D, :
1 E, EE widths (Add $12 per pair, Allow 4 to 6 weeks.) 1
1 1
: Circle/fill in your choice B Height 11 in. 17 in. :
: Size _Width BColor Black Brown :
1 MEasyriders logo Yes No 1
; |
: I have enclosed $ for. pair(s) 1
! (including $2.50 per pair for postage & handling) :
Soles and Heels are non skid oil- Easyriders logo will be branded : Write same info on separate paper for more than 1 pair H
resistant Neoprene Cord on your right, shit-kickin® toe if 1 1
featuring Goodyear welt you check box in the coupon 1 I
construction for strength, I Name :
flexibility and shape retention. : 1
Sole stitching is Dacron® y Address H
polyester. Your heels are, of WAt . !
course, the broad driving or : City State — [ :
logger type, 1 Allow four weeks for personal checks to clear before we ship. California residents add 69%. 1
1 Dealer inquiries invited on your letterhead -




COMFQRT RISERS INSTRUMENT
OFFSET SPACERS

SISSY BAR
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KICK PEDAL
AIR CLEANER

FOOT PEGS

KICK STAND
CALIPER COVERS TIMER COVER

BATTERY COVER

SHIFT AND BRAKE
DRAG PIPES ASSEMBLIES & PEGS
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OIL COOLER

All bikes shouldn’t
look alike! We feel
they should be
Jammerized to the
i owners own taste.
W caupercovers  Perhaps a less than
tolerant view point
on our part.
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Part #
69034
69035
69036
69037
69038
69039

69040
69041
69042
69054

69055
69056
69057
69058
69059
69060
69061
69062

.
adjust.

* Extra sparkle and lustre when moving.

* The savings of bolt-on and the ease
and convenience of using your stock
disc brakes.

HARLEY-DAVIDSON Bolt on FRONT WHEELS

BOLT ON

Hallrraft's

* You must have these wheels on your
bike to appreciate the design and
quality. Three sizes of fronts to choose
from - 18", 19'" and 21"' fronts - and
16" rears to malch.

* Hera's the reasons for buying the most
respected name in wheels -

» Eight spokes rather than five, for more
perfect balancing and fruing.

No more loose spokes fo fool with or

HARLEY-DAVIDSON Bolton REAR WHEELS

Description Part # Description

18" Sportster/ FX Satelite Front Bolt-On 222.30 68053 16" 74 '49-'66 Satelite Rear Bolt-on
Wheel.'74-'76 Wheel.

19" Sportster/ FX Satelite Front Bolt-On 222.30 68054 16" 74 (67 — 72) Satelite Rear Bolt-on
Wheel. '74-'76 Wheel.

21" Sportster/FX Satelite Front Bolt-On 22230 68045 16" Sportster Disc Brake Galaxy Rear
Wheel. '74-'76 Wheel, Needs Linkage Kit No. 68024,

18" 74 (67 — 72) Satelite Front Bolt-On 239.37 68060 16" Sportster Galaxy Rear Bolt-on
Wheel. FL MODELS Wheel.

19" 74 (67 — 72) Satelite Front Bolt-On 239.37 68061 16" 74 (73 & later) Galaxy Rear Bolt-on
Wheel. FL MODELS Wheel.

21" 74 (67 —72) Satelite Front Bolt-On 239.37 68063 16" 74 (49 — 66) Galaxy Rear Bolt-on
Wheel. FL Models Wheel.

: 68064 16" 74 (67 — 72) Galaxy Rear Bolt-on

18" 74 (49 — 66) Satelite Front Bolt-On 254,95 Wheel.
Wheel. ‘ 68038 16" Sportster Satelite Rear Wheel.

19" 74 (49 — 66) Satelite Front Bolt-On 254.95 Needs Linkage Kit No. 68024.
Wheel. 68050 16" Sportster Satelite Rear Bolt-on

21" 74 (49 — 66) Satelite Front Bolt-On 254.95 Wheel.

Wheel.
18" Sportster/ FX Galaxy Front Bolt-on 173.95
Wheel. '74-'76

19" Sportster/ FX Galaxy Front Bolt-on 173.95

2thee|< ‘74-°76
1" Sportster/ FX Galaxy Front Bolt-on

Wheel. 74-'76 Wic

18" 74 (67 to 72) Galaxy Front Bolt-on 186.19
Wheel. FL Models.

19" 74 (67 — 72) Galaxy Front Balt-On 186.19
Wheel. FL MODELS

21" 74 (67 — 72) Galaxy Front Bolt-On 186.19
Wheel. FL MODELS

18" 74 (49 — 66) Galaxy Front Bolt-On 205.74
gvheel_

19" 74 (49 — 66) Galaxy Front Bolt-On

2Wheel‘ 205,74
1" 74 (49 — 66) Galaxy Front Bolt-On
Whee. y 205.74

= JAMMER'S

HANDEOOK
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254,95
239.37
451,96
204.22
202.23
203.20
185.27
436.51
249.87



Elite Seats -

* Always the right length and width for
your frame

* They're sensible and not like those
flashy ones with the pretty cloth panels
that soak up water and grease

* Genuine Naughahyde with aircraft hi-
density foam so you're not sitting on
the seat plate in three months like you
are on those cheap seats

¢ Fastens on in two minutes (actual) like

stock

ADVERTISEMENT

Part No. Bike Style Back Size Price
A 115029 Sportster Pleats q 29"'x9° 59,95
115030 S. Ghlide Pleats < 29"'x9 59.95

B 115031 Sportster Square Tufted 4 29"'x9 59.95
115032 S. Ghde Square Tufted &' 29''x9 59.95
C 115033 Sportster Square Tufted 147 29'x9 69.95
115034 S Glide Square Tufted 14 29''x9 69.95

Chameleon Sissy Bars -

* Bolts right on - nothing to remove -
nothing is covered up. 8 minutes

{actual)
* Fits up against the seat on Sportsters ¥ g ~ &
& FX. No big gap between the seat o N\ \3
I] n and sissy bar -
* Never get tired of the same old em-
ﬂ blem if they go out of style. (How 82011 Side Plates. Fits all Spst. with or
many of you were stuck with peace without turn signals. 33.95
symbols or hand grenades when the

war ended?)

* * Side plates fit flat against fenders
Doesn't stab your ol lady's leg.
TOTAL - * Replaceable parts. You don't have to

buy the whole sissy bar if you skin

*with Jammer or chrome oval plate. itw

i

8101 Jammer 4.05 8107 Jammer Wings
‘hrome Purple and Orange Gold-Plated 8.95

82012 Side Plates. Fits all FX's with or
without turn signals, 33.95

8201 Square Bar. One bar fits
both FX & Spst. side plates
21.95

Bar mounts to side plates
“fast & secure" with roll
pins & set screws.

(All hardware included)

8103 Harley Wings (Gold Plated)
8.95

8105 Skull and Crossbones
Chrome 8.95

|04 Ride to Live Wings & Wheels
old-Plated 8.95 105
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BRAKE & SHIFT ASSEMBLIES

141014 Shift Assembly - HD'74 36-73
Note: Use Stock Shifter Peg. $64.98
141015 Shift Assembly - HD '74 '74 -up. $64.98

Note: Use Stock Shifter Peg.

141016 Shift Assembly - Sportster '54 -'74,
All Linkage included. Use
Stock Shifter Peg. $69.98

14101 Brake Assembly - HD Stock.
Use Stock HD Master Cylin-
der. Fits all HD 74's Using Hy-
draulic or Rear Disc. $69.98
smooth pedal action

14107 Brake Assembly - Sporister .
Stock. For Stock Mechanical
Brakes. 1954 - 1974, All Link-
age included

amec

$74.98

BRAIDED STHL
- DILLINES

* If you've ever had a cracked oil line in
the middle of nowhere, you'll appre-
ciate the quality of these

* No hassle replacing them and never
get ol on your grubbies or your ol’
lady's leg.

* Just good engine insurance

ae pe
-

-

Custom Oil Line Sets for
H.D. Big Twins
[using wrap around oil tank].

37029 1968 through 1975. (using
stock aluminum inner primary coverj

$49.95
37031 1968 through 1975. (using
stock aluminum inner primary cover
and stock oil tank). $48.95

Harley-Davidson Sportster Oil
Line Sets [using
“Horse-shoe” Oil Tank].

37032 1957 through 1961

Sporister XLCH. $38.45 External Engine Qil Lines

37033 1962 through 1965 37035
Sportster XLCH. (Using stock 1966 & later Shovelhead. $14.95
“XLCH" 0Qil Tank). $38.45

37036
37034 1966 through 1969 H.D. Sportster External Engine
Sportster XLCH. $44.25 Oil Lines. $15.95

106

SPORTSTER/ /S

* Durable aircraft hardware, case
hardened pivot bolt, aircraft lock nuts
and oil-lite bushings,

These shift units actually have more of ®
hanical advantage than stock -

makes shifting a breeze »
* Eliminates the need of removing your

feet from a comfortable forward posi-
tion to shift or brake your bike
Protects engine cases if you have to
lay it down.

Simple bolt-on operation to stock
frames, not a major project

Chrome plated to perfection - No
crummy imitations.

for long life and b

pa

& ' WMA N UFACYTI' : TR xNG’j’é@ V
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nwucw-u}tﬁ‘w‘;‘{\m

S HAYDEN

x

_AGOONERS

* [Increases engine life.

* Increases transmission and clutch
Iife

* Prevents premature oil breakdown.

* Adds to appearance of bike

37042 H.D. 74 & Sportster & All Dry

Sump Bikes $54.95
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151031 HD Shovelhead, 1970-76, FLH, S/Arm Frame.
{Not Shown) 89.00

151032 HD Sportster, 1957-76 XLH, XLCH, Rigid &
S/Arm Frame. ( Shown)
89.00

DRAG
RIBES

Alldrag pipes on this page are 1%’ mandrel bent for
custom mounting. All are made of 16-gauge steel
and are slash cuton the end. They are not baffled —
134" pipe silencers may be used or muffler 149017

Not legal in California without approved muffler.

I

b ll[ﬂﬁl@@@

Harley-Davidson. All H-D header pipes are 2 into 1 with turn-out muffler.

149017 Muffler. 13" opening. 16-gauge
steel, 17" long. Chromed. 17.95 each

15002 Sportster Drag Pipes. Fits all years of
Sportster — kick start or electric, swingarm or rigid.
(Mufflers not included.) 35.95

15001 HD '70 up Drag Pipes. Fits all Shovelhead
models — kick start, swingarm or rigid, juice or
manual brakes. Will also fitelectric start with oil tank
and battery setup that allows enough clearance for
rear pipe. (Not shown,) 35.95

(Meets 1969 92-decibel noise |evel standard
on Harley Davidsons with stock air cleaner,)

ADVERTISEMENT

Collector Pipes. Designed for the rider
who wants both fine looks and good
performance. All necessary mounting
brackets are welded on. Chromed.

Regular Style

Type of | Foot-
Part No.| Model Years Description Frame |note | Price
A 151012 | Sportster 57-up | Kick or electric | S/A 35 |$110
151022 | Sportster- 57-dp [ Equal length Sw/Arm | 3-5-6 |$115.00
XLCH, XLH Kick or electric
151018 | Shovelhead 70-74 | Kick or electric | S/A 3 $110
FLH, FX, FXE
B 151019 | Shovelhead | 66-74 | Equal length All 3-4 (8110
FLH, FX, FXE Kick or electric
Footnotes

3 It may be necessary to modify kicker arm for proper installation of

headers
4 Werecommend using 70-up FLH brake pedal w/front mounted master

pedal w/rear mounted master cylinder
ength headers

cylinderor72-up FX-FXE brake
for proper installation of equal |

> We recommend using Header Clamps when installing this exhaust

system

B It may be necess
of headers

ary to modify foot-shift lever for proper installation

107
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DTHERESTUE

e Here's some reasons to buy Jammer-
ized covers -

* No worry or waiting while yours are
sent to the chrome shop

o Will it still work when it gets back?

* Qurs are always a perfect fit for your
bDike.

¢ Triple chromed plating that doesn't
chip and peel

e I8 ¥

Custom Harley Air Cleaner -

19.99 * Stretch out leg clearance
* They're washable

5y

5
19.99

10609 Tillotson & Bendix
106010 Linkert 19.99 e Assures maximum engine protection

: and minimum air-flow restriction
106011 38mm Mikuni 19.99

10608 1 314" SU *

* Can be installed quickly
51011 Bolt-On Harley Wings.
Bolts easily to any part of bike
Custom chromed. 9.95
122029 Rocker Arm Shaft
End Plug (1971-up)
« Contains 4 chrome plated
plugs, giving the Knuckle-
head look to late model 74's. 7.00 Set

o

103018 Battery Cover.
Chromed Steel Cover fea-
tures window for Viewing
Acid Level, fits HD XL. FX
BSA and Triumph 8.95
Decal not Included

This Triple

14301 Custom Kick Pedal. Made of
heat-treated steel and then custom
chromed. Favorite of the custom
9.95

builders

Later 9.95

103037 Bicentennial Inspection Plate.
Fits Sportster 71 & Later

4.95

103038 Bicentennial Inspection Plate.

Fits HD 74's. 70 & Later 4.95

108

103036 Bicentennial Derby Cover - HD S
Eagle. Fits HD FX, FL, FLH 71 & Ay :

103022 Front Brake Caliper Cover.
Triple Chrome Plated Front
Brake Caliper Cover fits late
model XL, FX & FXE

19.95

st

103023 Rear Brake Caliper Cover.
Triple Chrome Plated Rear
Brake Caliper Cover fits FX,
FXE and FL models and
1973 XL, FL, FX and FXE

Front. 19.95

.:o. Leeettteee Chrome Steel Sprocket Covers.
(L4 ...o:.'.'.O"' Easy Bolt-On over your Stock
ot ......o.'.'.." Sprocket for Custom Appearance

.

Exact Fit

104010 HD FX 1973 - 1976. 9.97



Extended Disc Brake Hose -

Resists vibrations - looks good. A

* One of the more important parts of the 2N
brake system. .

* Won't leak.

¢ Long forks and handlebars require

extra length hoses.

ADVERTISEMENT
-

Extended Disc Brake Hose. Aircraft
quality with braided steel outer housing.

53018 4" to 9" OS lower 19.95
53019 10" to 15" OS lower 19.95
53020 10" Handlebar 12.45 (Not shown.)

A 53018 - 4" - 9" hose
was used on the FX to
connect the Dan Boone
controls to the stock
rear/disc,

NEW! Comfort Risers

Chromed solid steel. 30 degree bend en-
ables rider to get handlebars back in his

lap for maximum riding comfort. Fits 1"
bars and may be reduced to 7/8" by use

of Jammer reducer sleeves #43015. Bot-

tom drilled for %" x 20",

A 44017 2'4 " rise 2% " lateral 34.95
44018 2% " rise 4% ™ |ateral 36.95

B 44020 Instrument Offset Spacers
These spacers allow you to re-
move speed & tach from risers
on FX models, allowing to run
other styles of risers. All stock
cables & wires still fit. Bolts in-

Fork Tubes

Fork Tubes. High quality fork tubes that
fit. Centerless ground. Show chromed.
Use part number when ordering.

Part# Length Type of bike
65076 4-inch Spst'73-'74S.G. '73-75 59.95

65057 6-inch Spst'73-'745.G.'73-75 59.95 8907 Rectangle Seal Beam cluded. 9.95 pair
65058 10-inch Spst '73-'74 S.G. '73-75 59.95 Headlight Bottom Mount

55865 4-inch Spst '75-up g;g _‘ZgUD 5832 12V. 27.95

65066 6-inch Spst '75-up up 59.

65067 &-inch Spst'75-up S/G 76up  59.95 T pe Mot gX

650868 10-inch Spst'75-up S/G 76up 59.95

Spacers. Use of these spacers will give normal spring
action to extended tubes.

Part No. Length  Type of Bike

65083 4-inch Sportster and Super Glide 4.
65033 6-inch Sportster and Super Glide 4.95 pair
4
4

9108 Headlight Bracket. Used
on FX and XLCH H-D
when extended front end
is used. Lowers head-
light for easy adjustment.

4.50

65084  B-inch Sportster and Super Glide
65034  10-inch Sportster and Super Glide

Internal Rods. Use of these rods will give normal
spring action to extended tubes.

65077 4-inch Sportster (Inside Rods).

I 4.95 Pair 154010 FX and Sportster
65049 6-inch Sportster (Inside Rods) 4.95 pair 3
65050 10-inch Sportster (Inside Rods)  4.95 pair Replacement Pegs (Pair).
Complete with Rubber
- "O" Rings, 14.95

. : 103017 Chrome >
All Fork Tube prices are per pair. Solenold Cover. 3.95 == —
155015 Kickstand Spring.

2 ) Replaces Harley part #50011-30.
Kick Stands. Available Chromed. 2.95
in two different lengths:
Don't forget to allow for your JAMMER'S
rake. HANDBOOK
HD 74 Kick Stand. Fits ERARE e

1937 and later. Use part numbers
when ordering.

155017 HD 74 Standard Kick Stand
15503 extended 19.95 19.95

Sportster Kick Stand.
(Fits all years.)

155018 Sportster Standard Kick Stand
15505 extended 19.95 19.95
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A. L. Choppers
1119 Main St E

00900000000y Hamilton, Ontario, Canada
...000000000.:’ (416) 545-5139
... [ X Biker's Custom
CY ) Do 7278 Alameda Ave.
"Y ) El Paso, Texas 79915
:: b4 (915) 772-4827
[ 2+ Lo Custom Cycle Accessories
o0 o0 2960 Westwood Dr. #21
o0 (X J Las Vegas, Nevada 89109
o0 @& (702) 732-0442
el oo Custom Cycle Parts
o0 o0 9 East 4th Ave.
@0 [ X J Emporia, Kansas 66801
.... .... D & C Enterprises
725 Pitkin
0 %000000000%, Ao

It's for real! Here's the first list of Jammer's
stocking authorized dealers (in time for this
printing deadline). If you’ve got the hots for

any of the over 2,000 goodies in t

Grand Junction, CO 61501
(303) 245-0812

G.T. Custom Motorcycles
2111z W. Kennewick Ave.
Kennewick, Washinglon 99336

he (509) 582-5252

Jammer's Handbook, head on over. Since

they're stocking all kinds of Jammer stuff

you can count on them to bend o
backwards to cover you...try
them, we're sure they will!

For franchise information call 1-800-423-2633

H.D. of Youngstown, Inc.
1707 Mahoning Ave.
Youngstown, Ohio 44509
(216) 792-2002

ver

Hog Heaven Cycle Accessories
7254 S.W. 40th St. (Bird Road)
Miami, Florida
(305) 261-5002

Legend Motors, Lid.

5905 Lake Shore Dr.

Fond Du Lac, Wisconsin 54935
(414) 923-0001

Louisiana Jammer Cycle Paris
3517 Paris Rd.

Chalmette, Louisiana 70043
(504) 279-0883

Middlesex Cycle

54 Matawan Rd.

0ld Bridge, New Jersey 08857
(201) 238-2250

Midway Harley-Davidson, Inc.
3206 Memorial Hwy.

On the Strip

Mandan, North Dakola 58554
(701) 663-2220

Performance Choppers

528 Lancaster Ave.

Reading, Pennsylvania 19602
(215) 372-0254

Ron's Speed and Custom Cycles
423 Main St.

Chicora, Pennsylvania 16025
(412) 445-2591

Sunshine Cycle
2809 Jacksonville Hwy.
Medford, Oregon 97501
(503) 779-3818

2 Wheeler's MC Shop, Inc.
1433 W. 38th Ave.
Denver, Colorado 80211
(303) 433-0564

sullivan Lounty
Harley-Davidson

Route #52

Jeffersonville, New York 12748
(914) 482-4575

Victoria Harley-Davidson
1410 North Main St,
Victoria, Texas 77901
(512) 575-7881

Stuart's Chopper Center
4976 B. Parallel Road
Anderson, California 96007
(916) 365-6383

Rocky's Cycle Supply

4014 South Saginaw St.
Burton (Flint), Michigan 48529
(313) 742-5420

M & M Custom M/C Parts
25798 Columbia St.
Hemet, California 92343
(714) 658-8955

Lynchburg Harley-Davidson
3235 0dd Fellows Road
Lynchburg, Virginia 24501
(804) B45-5921

Bennie's Cycle Service
3701 South Broadway
Minot, North Dakota 58701
(701) 852-0874

Little Canada Choppers
120 W. County Rd. C

St. Paul, Minnesota 55117
(612) 484-7052

| g4 725 CYCLE PRODUCTS Order Form

(Please ship me the following merchandise under the terms printed below.)

For fast service order from:

Jammer Cycle Products, Inc.
801 South Main Street Burbank, California 91506

Date
Name Address
(Please print or type)
i Zi Phone
?“y N Shippi \ i Bel e P ( ) (Give area code number)
Please Note pping Instructions Below. Near Make Model
Qty. N “'::t':‘s Description Price Qty. Nu:::eu Description Price

Before mailing, please read the following:

1, Cancellations: There can be no cancellations
after order has been shipped. A 10 % service
charge will be made on back-order cancella-
tions that have not allowed 6 weeks for the
part or parts to come into stock.

2. Send money order or cashier's check, Personal

checks are okay, but they delay things be-
cause we have to wait for them to clear your
bank—which means you have to allow three
weeks,

3. 25 % deposit must accompany C.0.D. orders.

No fgreign currency.
Complete terms and policy upon request.

Make all checks and money orders payable
to Jammer Cycle Products, Inc.

*Shipping Time: Once order has been
picked up by the carrier, approximate ship-
ping time is: UPS AIR, 1 to 3 days; UPS
GROUND, 1107 days; PARCEL POST,3te
14 days; AIR POST, 2to 7 days; TRUCK
LINES, 1 to 2 weeks.

Ship via: (Check method you desire)
UPS (1 Parcel Post [ Air Parcel Post
1 Air Freight [0 Truck [ Best Way

Orders: shippable to your town will be
shipped U.P.S, If your order is 100 large or
too heavy to meet U.P.S. requirements, we
will ship via the next best way.

110

Sub Total

Plus tax (California residents add 6 %,
and Minnesota residents add 4 %).

Total

Less 25% C.0.D. deposit

Balance Due (F.0.8. Callfornia)

MC/BofA
number*
wigned
*Credit cards accepted e e
/s 1/31/78 CV MAR [ #57 T AD



We're only sellin’ the caps—ya understand—can't have

the others around all the time—right? Anyway, here's the i

% \ﬁfxt stear-warmer of all time. |

‘ i The'eap has class! It's knitted in bright Harley colors—

‘ L black, orange, and white. The words “Harley-Davidson” are
Y

kmﬁéd around the entire cap—not just on the front, So if

u're Wasted it doesn’t matter how you pull it over your
Il

AS wﬁh all Righteous products, it's made from the finest,

)8t expensive materials available, American made—not a

apass import..

nly $5.95 and Wwe pay postage and handling. Satisfaction

, j; 0 naranteed d\'.money will be immediately refunded.

& g \!0, 381, Seal Beach, Callforia 90740 By



@]ell. bros, Spider finall i
book (on good Y EOt Sitrsaseand PO EIOR
£ paper - so all the photos, drawiﬁzg e;rf“gjfl;pa%e, 8%2 x 11
o4 : . Whatever,

can re

reproduce well ot motoryce memorabil
$215.00 fully CqUipped'E t ;: first time all the old time advertis “
the post cards, the hill C)]l:n[(; old photos, the old fashions(h(e:n;,emS (*"1939 Harley
C;illcd Earlyriders. Here's a ; - you name it, he’s got it all in OnOot.s, Vi ik clubs,
citizen would give his left ;1 totf)k any motorcycle bum, scooter t?aglgamlc bous

If you dig iron horses hU Ol' It’s yours for only *8.95. We p: 'mp, Ok SUAS
you'll read and read and r C(rje : 3~b00k that'll bring back men?d): the postage.

ead. It's got heart. You'll dig it— al?l;lgz s
. 228-pdages.

ra Baggage

|
’m hot evenings
{ you have an

7

|~ Motocucle

2 ‘{| New Low Prices
[ " Partial Payment
udaw

L
|| Ash any INDIAN Sealer for
[ [ e, Wrise Tt (res litaraturs

" Addvane
Hendee Masufactorisg
Lovge M . , Masula

ir Weeld

Dept. ¥

feld, Mest

Spming

S o 7w 90265.



