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Designer Belr Duckle w/Optional
FX, XL & Pan H.D. Engine

DRAG SPECIALTIES LEADS YOU

iy

&y

Custom Upper Handlebar Clamps Hngh Performance Dragrron '™ for
for GLs, H.D.'s & Yoam H.D. w/24K Trim

B ‘
vy Duty Deluxe Liquid Filled

Khrome Kup Boot Covers for H.D e
Oil Gouges for Most Dikes

Hondo, Yam. & Kaw.

Customn License Plate w/Several
New Light Combos

Cheome Delt Covers & fery Dar
for Gold Wings

Chrome Carb and Valve Covers
w/GW & 1100 Wing Emblems

Get ready to move into the 80’s! The unique
timelessness of quality and craftsmanship is
resent in this premier product Preview from Drag

ecialties. We offer the most extensive variety of custom
gons for more bikes than anyone in the world. Because
ikers are strong individualists who are not content with the
ordinary, Drag’s innovation continues to provide you with

thousands of options, not just a handful,

Custom Fender Trim & Falring Light Bor Kit w/Hella Lights, Brackets &
Fender Light

All New DRAGARD Flip-Up
Foce Shield

Red Anodized Couplers ond
Stainless Droided Hose Kirs

finer accessories for all motorcycles
P.O. Box 9336, Minneapolis, Minnesota 55440
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Limited Edition
Personally Signed and Numbered

Dave Mann Prints
(only 300 of each print—no more will be printed)

Here are three Dave Mann prints, painted
exclusively for us. Only 300 of each painting
were printed. Each one is personally signed
and numbered.

An ideal investment, for it will appreciate
in value each day you own one. Be one of
only three hundred people having one. To
get a low number, order yours today. They
are printed lithographs on high quality,
heavy paper—all ready for you to put into a
frame. Mailed to you in sturdy mailing
tubes. Each print is guaranteed to be only
one of three hundred and to be personally signed—Dave Mann's signature is not printed.

Once in a lifetime offer. $125.00 each (remember, it will start increasing in value the day you receive it
and especially when all 300 of each are sold). First come, first served—order yours today. Money
orders shipped immediately. Allow 3 to 4 weeks for checks to clear. California residents add 6%. We
pay all handling and shipping costs.

Wallordersto: Mackenzie Gompany
Box 29, Calabasas, California 91302.

(c 0 @ s accepted with S50 00 down f,\:ﬂad‘cr} upon aelivery-—you pay ¢ o d. charges. We il pay all costs of shipping and handling for money orders )



There's a medical value inmunchin’ ona tit

(I always knew there was some reason they
attracted me, nomatter what size). Auni-
versity physician tested 60 bottle-fed
babies and 40 breast-fed babies. He dis-
covered the bottle-fed babies got sick more
often: 75% of the breast-fed babies never
had to visit a doctor, but only 3% of the
bottle-fed babies never had to. (No wonder
I'msohealthy: I'matits and ass man. )

There was an advertisement offering
$125,000 for an interview with anyone who
had anything to do with the bombing of the
Lake Tahoe Hotel/Casino. The interview
would be for a New York magazine that the
writer wouldn’'t identify, but it turned out
that he was the publisher of a heavy-
sounding mag called International Intelli-
gence Report and Organized Crime Review.
Anyone answering that simple-sounding ad
for an interview could find himself/herself
in deep shit.

You think you can drink? Well, how about the
231-pound, 6’2'’ dude in England who can
drink 11 1/4 gallons of brew in 3 hours? He
also holds the record of drinking 3 pints in
Jjust 5.4 seconds. Besides that, he can gob-
ble 13 raw eggs in 2.2 seconds, 32 boiled
eggs in 78 seconds and, 14 hard-boiled eggs
in 58 seconds.

Imagine this dude’s problem: He and his ol’
lady moved into a former whorehouse. Now he
has to answer the door constantly, ‘ ‘No,
it’s not a cathouse any more.’’' One dude
recently came to the door with a throbbin’
hardon, and once again, the dude said, ‘ ‘No,
this isn’t the place.’’ The dude who was
gettin’ the stonies saw the owner’'s ol’ lady
and asked about havin’ her, at which point
the owner turned his dobie loose on the
asshole and got in a few punches himself.
But guess who went to jail. That’s right,
the guy who owned the house! Figures.

TAKING
IT EASY

By Spider

The Dept. of Transportation seems to be
fuckedup even if it’s a state DOT. Consider
Arizona. The judge ordered a driver'’s
license to be taken away from a dude for
reckless driving, but the DOT revoked the
judge’s license instead of the culprit’s.

Wanna raise condors foralivin’? In case
you didn’t know it, a condor is a humongous
bird that has a 10-foot wingspan and weighs
about 25 pounds. In order to mate them, you
first have to determine which ismale and
which is female. You can do this by pluckin’
apin feather and dippin’ it in a solution.
Question: how do you get this close to one of
those muthas, and just how are they gonna
act if you try to pluck a feather? But
they’re one of our rarest birds, so there’s
bread in it if you figure away of climbin’ a
mountain and connin’ them into cooperatin’
with ya.

Want your ol’ lady to knock off her snoring?
It’s been reported in amedical association
magazine that wearing a plastic collar sim-
ilar to the one you see people wearing after
awhiplash or sprained neck will stop snor-
ing by holding up the chin while the wearer
is lying down. Of course a tight rope may do
the same thing, but she won't be able to give
you any head in the morning. She may die and
go up in the sky and make the sounds during
thunderstorms.

Happy tenth birthday tous: We (Lou, my
ineffable self, and Louis Bosque) actually
started planning this issue long before the
one cover-dated June '71 hit the news-
stands, but we’'re counting from issue
number one. Like so many companies that have
started small, Easyriders started (art
work, layout, typing) on a dining room table
in a three-bedroom apartment. Later, one of
the bedrooms was converted toan ‘ ‘office’’
and was used as such for three years. Robin-
son and Chiodo were the other first members
of the staff. Teresi, Blair, and Kimzey
formed the corporation as owners. Keith
started with issue number 12 (March 1973),
and at that time we needed office space, so
we rented it in the form of an apartment
above the one Kimzey was living in. We were
in this small apartment in Seal Beachuntil
we moved to Malibu, where we worked out of a
garage for a year. Mother Superior started
working withus at that time. Then we had a
secret office in Calabasas. We’ve had two
different secret office locations in the
mountains over the years. So have a toke for
us. We started with an idea and spit; but now
we're larger than any other motorcycle mag
on the newsstands -- because of you. Thanks
a helluva lot from all of us for making

it possible. |




A Few Comments
O r've read all the In The
Wind rags, even the newest.
You've never been able to
match the excellence of the
first one. Easyriders is the
same — just great. It basical-
ly doesn't change, which is
fine with me and the rest of
the bros. Keep the Wind
format the same as the first,
which was the best.

Liebo 17

East Atlantic Beach, N.Y.

B You'll like In The Wind #5,
which will be out soon — it's
like #1.

More Prizes
0O Hey, do you think you
guys could afford to give a
year's subscription to more
than one winner of the Dave
Mann contest?
| mean there couldn't be
that many good guessers,
could there? Just a thought.
L. Killham
San Mateo, Calif.

B we might do that, es-
pecially if anyone comes
close to the actual figure.
Only Spider knows for sure.

Reverse Courtesy Card
O It's a real fine idea to have
your club card to give to good
people after you help them.
Too bad that all bikers also
need a way to communicate
with incompetent drivers. If
you want to print a card with
a message to the people who
cut us off every day, here is
an idea:

Lonely?

Like to meet new people?

Like excitement?

Like to change your ap-

pearance?
Like to get a new car?
Just drive like that around
me again!

Handitto the “law-abiding"
citizens, or if they are too
paranoid to open the car win-

dow, stick it under the wind-
shield wiper. It will look so
much like a parking ticket
that any “good" citizen will
rush to read it. There are so
many of these citizens that
we'll need a truckload of such
cards.

Dave Dufell

Las Vegas, Nev,

W Just don't make a direct
threat.

Not Assoclated
0O In the club card section of
the Feb. issue (#92) was a
card reading Saddle Tramps
M.C. They are in no way
associated with the Saddle-
tramps Motorcycle Club of
Minnesota — we've been
together now for over fifteen
years.

Steve

Carlton County, Minn.

Only Harleys
O Alll read about in your rag
is Harleys — Harleys this
and Harleys that.

Lobo

Toronto, Canada

B No shit?

A Code

O Did you goof? Let me clari-
fy myself. In your January '81
issue, left column, page 53 of
"Choppershopper,” there's a
memo in a supposed "“code."”
It translates as follows:

To: C.I.C. From: Goat.
Subject: Iran; continued
tolerance details: Did you
know their entire oil supply
moves through one port?

The code is one we used
back in grade school to write
love notes. The point I'm try-
ing to make is that if a dumb
cycle schmuck like me can
work it out, no telling who
else might. | mean, shit, |
might just be paranoid; but
what if an Iranian here or
abroad picked up on it and

passed it on to Scatter Brains
himself? Now that might be
far-fetched, but what about
our government? They're in
enough hot waterasitis. This
might make them blow their
head gaskets,
Catch my drift?
J.D. McDougal
Indianola, lowa

O While looking through
“Choppershopper” in the
January '81 issue, | came
across a coded message on
page 53. This is what it
means:

To: C.I.C. From: Goat.
Subject: Iran; continued
tolerance details: Did you
know their entire oil supply
moves through one port?

The method | used to de-
code it was: The letter written
represented the letter before
it in the alphabet. Therefore,
B would really be A and C
would really be B, etc,, etc, —
each letter representing the
preceding letter. Only U
represented itself, and that
only at certain times.

Klutch
Wildflecken, Germany

New Owner
O We really enjoy your rag
here in Alabama. Would like
to let you know that Beech
Bend Park in Bowling Green,
Kentucky, is now under new
management. It has been
bought by Ronnie Milsap.
Judy
Hanceville, Ala.

B It's a beautiful piece of
land.

We Goofed Again

O Iwould like to make a com-
ment to the ignorant bastards
who wrote the article “Eat
Your Heart Out.” First, |
would like to say that the
machine featured in yourrag,
which was supposedly a
stock, original, cherry 1941

L]
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45-incher, according to the
buildup in the story, is
your everyday parts ma-
chine. To be particular: the
front end is pre-1940, tanks
and emblems are 1948, late-
model shift gate, speedo and
instrument cluster are post-
1947, headlight post is 1942,
air cleaner Is pre-1940, coil is
“circa 1980, muffler is 197
Just plain wrong: missing
front fender light and tool
box; tombstone taillight did
not come to the scene until
1947, and last but not least is
the brake lever. Harley
changed to what is called a
“new positive brake lever" in
1941. The one pictured is
pre-1941.

You may think from the
tone of my letter that I'm
pissed. You're right, | am.
Many of your readers (since
Harleys, especially old stock
ones, have become collecti-
ble) look to your rag for
guidance in restoration of
their particular models.
Being a magazine dedicated
to the motto H-Ds forever,
how about at least not fuck-
ing up articles concerning
old stock bikes? | know you
gentlemen, from past arti-
cles, have stirred great inter-
ast in antique motorcycles. |
would like to thank you for
this current interest, but
please get your shit straight
in these areas.

Mike Hashem
Barrington, N.H.

B we just present the scoot
as it is. People like you can
spot obvious things, but that
article wasn't presented as a
nitty-gritty tech feature.

Road Memorles
O I'm writing to everyone
who put forth any effort at all
on In The Wind #4.

It brought back many
memories. | shouldn’t say
“brought back,"” for they are



always there. It's just that In
The Wind refreshed them
for me.

| was on the road foralong
time, especially for a person
my age. Reading the poetry
in #4 made me realize how
much a partof “road life” | am
and always will be — and
how much | miss it.

| gave it up because | was
given the opportunity togoto
school and become a nurse.

| hope one of these days in
my near future | can go back
to it even if it's only for a little
whileatatime. I missitalot. |
realize now that | will always
have my heart and soul on
the road.

Melanie Ziermann
Portland, Ore.

A Lesson
O Maybe now (via our
released hostages and their
psychological problems)
John Q. Public will under-
stand why so many ex-cons
have trouble “conforming to
society.”
Biggie
Montebello, Calif.

Digs Us
O No bitchin'or complainin’,
Just thought I'd write you
fuckers and tell ya what a
great rag ya got. Keep up the
great work.
Each
Norfolk, Va.

Mom’s A Fan
O Far fucking out. Just got
home to find my ol lady
(mother type) reading
through my Easyriders.
When | asked her what part
she liked best, she told me
“Taking It Easy” by Spider.
She's 60 years old, and
everyone around here knows
her as "Mrs. Skull." Who
knows? Maybe she'll order a
subscription for herself and |
won't have to for me.

Roach

Beaver, Pa.

Exposed Again

O | was recently reading an
article in a magazine that was
written by Dean Batchelor. In
the article he says that Lou
Kimzey and he started what
is known as the 200-mile-per-
hourclub for people who had
gone over 200 mph on land.
According to the article, this

was back around '53. Lou and
Dean worked for Hop Up
magazine, | am wonderin’ if
the Lou Kimzey who is with
your magazine is the same
Lou Kimzey who helped start
this club.

Robert Krafton

Brockton, Mass.

B He also designed the
emblem,

A Bet
0O Diane said Roger said that
Mutha is a man. A piece of
ass is riding on this.
Young Stuff
Fort Polk, La.

B She sure as hell looks and
acts like one.

Another Bet
0O To whoever reads this
shit: Sitting here, toking a
number, and seeing who can
tell the most lies, when my
good friend decides he ain't
telling no lies — just the
fuckin' truth — and expects
me to go ahead and believe
him. Am | hallucinating or is
he? Anyhow, we ended up
with a five-joint bet and we
need you to settle it. He says
that there was a David Mann
centerfold with a yellow '55
Chevy Nomad and a yellow
Sportster at a light. | say that
the Nomad was black with
yellow flames, as was the
tank on the Sportster. Hurry
up and settle thisand I'll send
you a joint so you can cele-
brate along with me.

David “Hard" Oreski

Pittsburgh, Pa.

B Check the November '79
issue. You win.

Monthly Selection
O Who the fuck judges the
monthly “Ol' Lady Contest"?
You say the readers are the
judges, but | just can't swal-
low that crap because | don't
believe there's that many
readers who need stronger
eyeglasses!
Dan Wise
Anthony, N.M,

B The annual final vote for
the grand prize is made by
the readers. The monthly con-
testants are chosen by our
staff, the choices based on

printability of photography
and/or the submission of the
required releases, etc. Month-
ly winners are also chosen
only by the readers.

O | would like to know just
how much coke you assholes
are freebasing before you
pick the winners for the OI'
Lady Contest! Fuck, |
wouldn't poke some of those
winners with my dick.

Snake

Burlington, lowa

B They're not winners —
they're contestants. Also
note answer above.

A Death Trap
0O Inresponse to the piece of
shit that resembles a Harley
(featured in your February
issue — “The Ratster”), you
guys are kidding yourselves
if you think the readers are
interested in junk like that.
Walt
Tulsa, Okla.

O | just can't fuckin® believe
that with all kinds of people
spendin' lots of cash and
knuckle-bustin® hours tryin'
to build a respectable scoot,
you would feature such a
disgrace and a death trap as
you did. | refer to the Ratster.
D.A. Lorenzen
River Falls, Wis.

B 1t proves a Harley will run
forever. All you need is
string, spit, and gum (to keep
the old tractor running).

Outdid Ourselves
O | think every bro who
reads Easyriders should
send you idiots a joint, be-
cause you really outdid your-
selves on the March '81 issue
on pages 72-75. She's the
foxiest babe I've ever seen.
Mad Man
Pittsburgh, Pa,

Nothin' To Say

O I'm writing to say — well, |
guess | shouldn't say that.
Maybe — well, not that
either.

To tell you the truth, | don't
have shit to say. | just want
my bros to see my name in
your rag.

David Casey
Jackson, Mich.

EASY
STARTING

MODELS FOR ALL
HARLEY DAVIDSONS

MORRIS MAGNETOS ...
AS “HARLEY” AS
THE V-TWIN ENGINE!

prevent generator and battery
ignition breakdowns

no battery needed

bolt in installation

increase power and mileage
simplify your wiring

eliminate stock coil, points,
and advance

patented automatic advancing
mount

Available now thru quality
dealers and distributors,
Call or write for info.

MORRIS MAGNETOS INC.
103 Washington St.
Morristown, N.J. 07960
201-540-9171




JeReSeLtd.

Scooter Wallet

Chuir most popular
wallet, small, con
venient and made to
last forever Put
together with brass
rivets and safety
chain attached for
securnty for only
$15 95 plus 75¢
postage and handling

Trucker Wallet

-

Branded with ether "Harley-Davidson™
or "Live to Ride" the Truckers’ wallet Is
made of genuine leather and made to last
Comes with double link safety chain. $25.75,
plus $1.00 postage and handling

—_ Bikers’ Buck
e Knife

\

lraditional
“ biker's knife. Four
inch locking blade,
brass bolsters and Macassar
’ 2 ehony handle for (with sheath),
$29 Y5 plus $1 00 postage and handling

Silver Pendants

Heawy slver pendants and 2mm sterling silver, rope
chain. Skull and Dewil's head pendants $20.00, Harley:
Davidson §15.00, 200mch rope chain $18.00 and 24-inch
chain $22.00. We pay postage

Wrist Watch Band

=
St = —

‘ W\Nnh either

y ’ a plain flap

% |~

or one branded
“"Harley Davidson™
or “Live to Ride" the
flap on this wrist band
acts as protection for your
valuable watch It's heavy
leather for $12.25, plus 85¢
postage and handling

IsReSe Limited. P.O. Box 109,

San Fernando, California 91341

California residents add 6% for the man.
We're working on a catalog. Catalog and
LIRS, t-shirt $10.00 {indicate size)

Dealer ingquires Invited

APO, FPO, Hawail, and overseas add $1 exira postage

Vet Voice Letter

0O The Lenox Cramer letter
in the "Vet Voice" column in
the December (I think) issue
was the most emotional thing
| have ever read. He said all
the things | feel but could not
put into words. A lot of what
he said, I've been saying, but
with different words.

I know what he went
through, even if | wasn't there
with him (I was there Oct. '65-
May '67). | think he has found
peace of mind. | haven't.

A Brother
Florence, S.C.

We're Human
0O You have finally shown
that you are human and do
have compassion for your fel-
low human beings. The piece
you did on John Lennon was
great and showed respect.
For the first time ever you
wrote something without
“shit" or “fuck” in it.

Delude

Santa Barbara, Calif.

B That wasn't the first time
ever,

Michigan Prisons

O I'm writing you concern-
ing prisons in Michigan,
especially Jackson State
Penitentiary. | have six bros
in the joint. The way they are
treated is wrong. For in-
stance, most prisons raise
their own food. Jackson Pris-
on has a farm with 3,000
head of cattle, but they get
only one piece of steak a
week — on Sunday. It's a
shame that the fuckers who
run the prison use it for
themselves.

The federal government
gives the state enough
money for the bros to have
steak seven days a week. It's
ashamethat they don'tgetit.
Forinstance, the government
granted them fifty to sixty
thousand for substance-
abuse programs, and a lot of
the money goes to the rich
bastards who run the state
prisons. As an example, the
feds were investigating this
program and found that a lot
of money wasn't accounted
for. Conveniently, the room
where the records were
caught on fire and they were
destroyed. It's a shame that

Easyriders

things like this happen —
because the money is to help
the people in prison to get
out on parole. Some of my
bros never see daylight, and
the ones who can, keep
getting their parole turned
down. This is because they
say they're not rehabilitated.
It's a shame that the govern-
ment grants the prison
money for these programs,
To repeat, most of the money
goes into the pockets of the
fuckers who run the prisons. |
wish the bastards who run
the prisons could walk a mile
in my bros’ shoes. I'm sure
that Jackson State Pen isn't
the only one that does these
things.

Little Dee

Taylor, Mich.

Rare Dealer

O I'm just writing in hopes
that you'll print this for a guy
who really helped me out.
Last year | moved to Georgia
from Cleveland, Ohio. No
one knew me from Adam.

| was trying to buy a Low
Rider with a trade-in of a
Super Glide and some cash.
Well, | came up $400 short.
This guy, Dusty Skelton, of
Skelton's Harley-Davidson in
Rome, Georgia, financed the
rest. Not only did he do that,
but since then he has fi-
nanced Phase 3 belts, front
shifter controls, assorted
chrome parts, and fork
seats — just about every-
thing. Well, you say, big deal.
It is to me. This man has
never even asked me my ad-
dress or phone number. He
has given credit to three of
my friends on the spot with
no questions asked.

All | want is for this guy to
getthe attention he deserves,
‘cause if ever a man was a
brother, Dusty Skelton tops
them all!

Michael Davis
Trion, Ga.

Prison Plans

0O Wisconsin Corrections In-
stitution at Waupun is proud
to announce plans to erect
150-foot-tall light towers
around the institution. The
purpose of the lights is
to illuminate shadows, there-
by making escapes more
difficult.

The proposed plans should
work very well if you overlook
the fact that all the roofs are
at least 40feet in the air, while
the tallest guard tower is
under 30 feet. Also over-
looked is the fact that the last
man to escape walked out the
front gate dressed in civilian
clothes.

| want some of what they've
been smoking.

P.F.
Waupun, Wis.

For Apes?
O What the hell is an “ape-
hanger"? Every issue of your
magazine has this great post-
er with the graffiti on the
wall. | asked all the older and
much wiser bikers what this
meant, but they all told me to
fuck off. Needless to say, |
didn't ask twice. You guys
might tell me to fuck off, but
then again, you can’t rip my
arms off and beat my head in
with them for asking such a
dumb question.
How about it? What were

the “apehanger"” days?

Jeff Shaller

St. Paul, Minn.

M Before handlebar height
limits became law, many
bikes had high handlebars so
the rider had to reach up to
use them. High bars and low
seats gave the bike a tasty
look. Now each state has a
handlebar height limit of
some type (strictly enforced,
as in Daytona, for instance).

Wrong Mag
0O You must be compli-
mented and | mustbe in love.
Arden is so eye-catchingly
beautiful that | never got past
the cover of the March issue.
Am | reading the right rag?
AZ
Pittsburg, Calif.

Nam Vet
O Justwanttosayrightonto
all bros raising hell about the
hostages. I'm getting fuckin'
sick of hearing this and that
about the hostages. What
about the Vietnam vets who
suffered and have brain
lapses? | don't care who the
fuck says what. The vet still
went through more hell.
Little Fat Buddy
Germany

"
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F---------------------------------
§ Send your order today to
il Nasty Feet, Box 711, Burbank, California 91503

il i Special Order Sizes-Allow 10-12 Weeks
A 8 3% 9 9% 1( 1 All other Sizes 6-14
H C, D, E._EE Widths

$ 99.00
$ 99.00

$109.00
$109.00

In Stock Sizes Only — 8%, 9, 9%, 10, 10%:, 11,1
$E5.00 D Width Only P

Style ___ Size______Width __Easyriders Logo* Yes (] No o

Add $4.00 palr for postage & handling — Inside U.S, only
Add $8.00 pair — APOIFPO, Canada, Alaska, Hawall
International orders shipped Air Mail Insured—add $30.00 per pair.

Name
Address
City _ - State Zip

Allow 4 weeks for personal checks to clear. California residents add 6%.
Dealer inquiries invited on your letterhead.
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It'll be sent to you
(we'll pay postage)

2l $2.50 per copy

Send your check or money order to:

Wind 3

c/o Easyriders
P.O. Box 52,
Malibu, Calif. 90265.

Calil. residents add 6% sales tax,
Please print name and address (o avoid errors

Needs Rear End
O I'm putting a shovel trike
together forabro who's para-
lyzed from the waist down.
Need a brake drum (or a pair)
for a pre-'50s Servicar rear
end (mech. brakes). Anyone
got a line on one?

Big John

1172 Terry Jean Drive

Fenton, Mo. 63026

Dog Protection

O I've read a few articles in
this rag about bros having
their scoots ripped off.

Take some good advice,
man: get yourself a couple of
asskickin’, fightin' dogs and
keep "em in the garage, or in
the yard next to your bike.
They might piss on your
spokes once in a while, but
having a bike to wash is bet-
ter than having no bike at all.
And you can feed the fuckers
anything.

Critter
Menard, lIl.

After Him

O The March issue of your
rag didn't come this week. So
| drank a drink. Smoked a
couple of bong hits. Passed
out. And pissed all over my-
self. Are you guys out to

get me?
The Acid-Soaked Mind
Granby, Colo.

B we're not, but your post-
man might be.

On The Shelt
O Back to what goes around
comes around — a bro
tightened up with one of my
more recent ex-ol' ladies. It
feltstrange. | was always into
using ex-ol' ladies like old
books, shelving them till it's
time to use them again.
Guess I'd better get better
breath, stronger rope, short-
er chains, bigger scoot, and
a longer tongue. Fuck ex-ol'
ladies, hemorrhoids, and the
tooth fairy.

Moses

Mariborough, Conn.

Blkers Care

O I'm not even a biker fan but
picked up a copy of your
magazine that belonged to
my brother. | think it's
wonderful that you allow pris-
oners to place ads, because

10
Easyriders

| know they must live in a
lonely hell.
| have written to one in Fol-
som and hope | can make
some of his remaining time a
little more pleasant.
| never realized that bikers
had a human side and cared
about people until now.
Renee
El Paso, Tex.

Errors In McQueen Eulogy

[ Let's get the story straight
on Steve McQueen. Starklite
Cycle did most of his restora-
tions. Steve Wright did a lot
of the old race bikes. | know,
because | restored five per-
sonally while working at
Starklite. Steve used to come
in drinking Bud or Old Mil-
waukee and tell me how he
liked the "Bob Stark" touch.
Bob also set up a lot of deals
on the collections he bought.
Steve told me once he had an
old round oak barn in San
Francisco and had it torn
apart piece by piece. He was
going to use it as a museum
in the Fullerton area. Get the
facts straight!

Randy Finley

Chanute, Kan.

B Sorry if we slighted
anyone. His death happened
just as we were going to
press. We couldn't get co-
operation fast enough from
anyone, so we winged it.

Truth
O All you cunts should wake
up after reading Stephanie
Feld's letter in the March
issue about sexism. It's about
us ol' ladies being treated
equal, and | think we should
give her a hand,
Nickel Nicole
Louisville, Ky.

Who Won?
0O One question for you
burned-out fuckers: Who
won the croak-off contest
that was in the October
issue? Five hundred bucks
worth of whisky is a lot of
whisky to be hoarding.
c.w.
Killeen, Tex.

B No one. The shah kicked
off while we were on the
printing press — before the
Issue saw daylight.

Women Bikers
0O Just aline to let you know
the article in the February
issue on "“Alliance To a
Women’s Prison” was in-
spiring. I'm glad to know you
guys recognize the fact that
there are women bikers. And
remember, in your fight
against helmet laws, Sister-
hood is Powerful!
Marthe “Scooter" Fletcher
Asheville, N.C.

O Thanks for your article
about the Alliance of Women
Bikers. But you sorta fucked
up a little bit. You forgot to
mention that we are a nation-
al group with over 140 mem-
bers in 31 states and that we
are non-discriminatory in
every way. | have been active
in organizing a Minnesota
chapter, and out of 24 mem-
bers, two are guys; we have
four more on our prospective
list. You can get information
about the national organiza-
tion by writing Alliance of
Women Bikers, P.O. Box 484,
Eau Claire, Wisconsin 54701.

Morf Hentz

Alliance of Women Bikers

Minnesota Chapter

RR 1 Box 1074

Shakopee, Minn. 55379

Special Breed

O I'm down until October
‘81, and until recently had
never read your mag.

| love being out on the
road, but | have always been
in a cage or have let my fin-
gers do the walking.

Inow realize, since reading
Easyriders, that bikers are a
special breed of people and
that the freedom | have
always longed for lies only in
the saddle of a Harley. The
pictures and articles in Easy-
riders are enough to let me
know what I've been missing.

Savannah Raven
Columbia, S.C.

Have anything to say? Want
to bug the staff about its mis-
takes? Want to give a well-
deserved paton the — back?
Poison pen letters, porno
mail, threats of violence, love
letters, propositions, and
demands for payment may all
be sent to the Wordmonger,
Easyriders, Box 52, Malibu,
California 90265. a



Bikers

Miscellaneous quotes
from other biker rags

Pain In The Butt

The ache begins at the
base of the spine, radiating
to what we'll modestly refer
to as the buns, and gradually
develops into a royal pain in
the butt.

The process routinely
begins around 125 miles
into a 250-mile tank of gas,
reaching its discomforting
peak at 150 miles. The pain
then mercifully subsides as
numbness sets in, and be-
comes bearable just about
the time the bike sputters
onto reserve. Then it's gas
up, suck down a quick soft
drink, climb back on, and do
it again.

—Bill Amick
American Motorcyclist

Outlaw Sailors?

Mobsters ride in cars.
Smugglers use boats and air-
planes. Has there been any
bill introduced to deal with
Outlaw Private Pllots? Out-
law Offshore Sailors?

Shucks no. There's no
image to dwell on. We know
what outlaw bikers look like.
But somehow outlaw sallors
conjures up — what? An
America’s Cup boat crewed
by pegleg pirates?

So we get singled out. If
major crimes llke drug
smuggling and extortion are
committed by outlaw motor-
cycle gangs, then it follows
that outlaw motorcycle
gangs commit awful crimes.

Next? The American Motor-
cyclist Association has been
asked, in serlousness, by
local law enforcement agen-
cles to provide a list of AMA
clubs in one region. Right. So
the officers can distinguish
between lawful and outlaw.

The AMA properly refused.
There are motorcycle clubs
that don't belong to the AMA.
That doesn’t make them bad
guys. Start demanding mem-
bership cards and what's
next? Interrogation because
of the bike you ride, the

clothes you wear, the length
of your hair?

What's been missed is that
the outlaw gangs, of the type
subject to the proposed
strike force, simply are motor-
cycle gangs the way the drug
smugglers are pilots; that is,
not much.

—Cycle World

Blown

We motorcycle enthusi-
asts — you and | — have
lived in blissful inefficiency.
Perhaps you more than [, but
all of us nonetheless, You see,
if you ride a two-stroke, only
one-fourth of all the liquid
energy you pour into your
bike's gas tank is converted
into useful work. If you ride a
four-stroke, things are some-
what better; you might get
the benefit of perhaps one-
third of your fill-up. The rest

we waste in heat rejection.

—Don Fuller
Cycle Gulde

Hydroplaning Advice

If you find yourself hydro-
planing, there are some do's
and don’'ts. You'll know
you're hydroplaning when
the scooter stops responding
to any sort of control. Do get
off the gas. Do say a quiet
prayer or two. Don't get on
the brakes. Don't make any
effort to steer. Ride it out
until the tires regain contact
with the roaa. Any eftort o
stop or steer will only worsen
the condition by causing
further water bulldup under
the tires. Keep it straight-
away and freewheeling until
the tires are back in contact
with the road, and hope you
don't run out of road before
that happens. If you feel you
absolutely have to do some-
thing besides hope for the
best, an occasional tap on
the rear brake {s the least
likely to cause more serious
problems, but you might as
well put your right hand in
your pocket, because there's

nothing up there on the right
handlebar that will help the
situation in the least.
—Charles Schilling
Road Rider

Stop!

Water-laden brake fluid
looks murky, but water isn’t
the sole enemy. The deterio-
ration of the inside of brake
hoses can cause the brake
fluid to cloud up. When your
brake fluid gets hazy, change
it. Don't open up the master
cylinder and brake caliper
and dump out the old brake
fluid. Brake calipers have
“bleed” orifices, which look a
little like grease zerk fittings,
with six- or seven-millimeter
hex-head collars. Loosening
these fittings opens the cal-
iper fluid chamber. Don't
pump all the old fluid out.
This will make bleeding the
brake a tedious job. First,
open the master cylinder. Be
careful. Most brake fluids eat
paint. By opening the caliper
bleed orifice you can pump
down the old fluid; by adding
fresh fluid you can keep the
level In the master cylinder
above the piston feed hole,

The pump down works just
the same as bleeding the sys-
tem to purge the air. Attach a
clear hose to the bleed screw.
The hose should be long
enough to fit intoa container
filled with brake fluid; this is
your Insurance that air will
not be sucked back into the
caliper from the bleed line.
Loosen the bleed screw, and
when the hand lever bot-
toms against the grip, close
the bleed screw. Then release
the lever. Repeat. And repeat.
Don't let the master cylinder
reservolir level fall below the
piston feed hole. Eventually,
you'll be able to see fresh
fluid coming out the bleed
hole. You're finished at this
point if the hand lever
doesn't feel spongy.

—Mark Homchick
Cycle

"




School Project

n a night when all you need is a quick splash, a Yep, you've got it, this bike is named after man's

hot fuck, an’ a good-bye, all you get is an empty best part — his wang-dang doo-dah — the business
mattress an' a power outage. To think you could be end of the stick. The Tallywacker. His mom named it
lookin' at this slick Sportster hangin’ its pud.out and Larry stuck with it. He stops at bars like Granny’s
there on its tank for all God’s peckerheads to stare at an’ tells the little cuties, “Crawl up here on

in wonder. my Tallywacker.”










school. The other

credits, myself.

Then it’s off to the races, Lake Kawea, Coalinga,
and just about everywhere else in the Sierras.

This bike was created at night school. Larry spent
two an’ a half hours every Tuesday night welding,
milling, and turning parts for his sled. The pipes, shift-
cr, brake system, battery box, seat struts, fender
struts, bars, and heat-shield were all crafted at night

students offered advice and help

now an’ then. Took Larry three years of classes to
finish his ride. Can you imagine, three years in
school buildin’ a bike? I'd like one of those college

Owner: Larry Woodall

Clty: Visalia, Calif

General

Fabrication b;; é;vnor Dale Ko-l;
‘fear and mamr 7196787 Hb :
Model: Sportster
\Jaluo alot

e VAssombly by owner

Time: 3 years

Chroming by Dave Turner

Engine
Year: 1968

Model: XLH

Builder. H-D

Year: 1968

Type: strulted swingarm

Rake. 40 degrees

Stretch. 3 in

Other alterations. neck section

Accessories

Bars. by owner

Risers. ‘-in. plate steel

Fender(s). altered

Rebuilder: owner, Galen Olson MC
i;;nntior: stock, ans}rib\;1or ; G
rls;splac;;monr 900},c A
Lower end: stock

Balancing: Dick Boone, Galen Olson
Pistons: stock 7 B :
C;\sos |altered
Heads: big »nilarlwr;alrveisi
Cam(s) PB

Lifters: stock

Carb(s): Mikuni 38

Air cleaner: 5" x 2

Pipes: owner hand-made
Muffler(s): Gary Bang

Transmission

Modifications shifter shaft shortened

Headlight: 5 in
Taillight: stock
Speedo: tach VDO

Front pegs: knurled by owner

Rear pegse knurled by owner

Eloctrics: H-D

Gas tank: stock

Qil tank. Paughco

Qil system: Bob Rehfeld

Prirgary cover: altered

Seat: Mike Smith

Sissybar: what?

Height:

Material

Type: springer

Year: 1968

Extension: stock

Shifting. moved forward

Engine sprocket: stock

Trans sprocket 22

Builder. Jammer

Special features. show chrome

Wheel sprocket: 51

Painting

Molding: ownar

Painter. Dale Kelly, Ruben

Wheels
~ Front T
Su; 19 Size: 18 o ]
PN Hub: spool Hubjst;‘ckv
Rin:i‘wldlh 4in

Rim width: 2% in

Color: fleet blue

Type: lacquer, Imron

Tire: Avon 275 x 19

Brake: none Brake: drum

Tire: Avon 470 H 18

Special paint: striping and mural by Ruben

Other special modifications: handmade shifting and brake systems, battery box, seat struts, fender
struts, coll, license plate, bars, heat shield. Special thanks to: Pete Zarounian, Dale Kelly,

Ruben, Jeff and Robin Charest, and Larry Brown




Larry graduated this year and had to leave behind
his free workshop. “So long, lathes; so long, milling
machine; adios, drill press; hasta manana, welding
torch; ciao, impact wrench; vaya con Diablos,
free workshop.”

If anyone knows of a shop as fine as his last one,
please let him know. Meanwhile, Larry’s thinking of
getting a Ph.D. in machine shop, with a dissertation
titled “The effects on females of highway usage and
stress on highly modified two-wheeled vehicles,” or
“Tallywacker: If you need more inches, stroke it!"

— Ben Doverdahl

Photos by Pete Chiodo




G eminis are the most versatile
of the zodiac and so damned
entertaining that everyone
should keep a Gemini as a pet.
Their quick wit makes 'em as
popular as poppin’ pimples on
Dolly Parton’s chest.

Some famous Geminis and
their attributes: highly imagina-
tive and able to hold their
public’s interest almost indefi-
nitely: lan Fleming (James Bond)
and Sir Arthur Conan Doyle
(Sherlock Holmes); can getinto a
lot of trouble, but manage to
escape: John Dillinger. There are

the sexy ones, like Clint East-
wood and Karen Valentine, and
the ones who can scare the shit
outta you, like Vincent Price and
Basil Rathbone. Some Geminis,
like Paul McCartney and Bob
Dylan, are musically attuned to
the now generation, while one
like John Wayne was a signifi-
cant part of every generation.
And then there’s the unforgetta-
ble John F. Kennedy. Geminis
make great con artists (check
your friendly neighborhood used
car salesman) and can also be
charming and persistentin a dif-

By Denise (Dusty) Sage

ferent way, like Wallis Warfield
Simpson (the Duchess of Wind-
sor, who charmed a king into
iving up his throne), or Pat
oone, who persists in wearing
white shoes!

Geminis are supercharged talk-
ers, clever enough to bullshit
their way into any field and not
get caught in lies.

Geminis are prone to respira-
tory ailments (cut down on those
cigs) and accidents involving
the arms and hands.

Geminis should try not to scat-
ter their forces by having too
many irons in the fire at once. It
would also help if they remem-
bered that not everyone is in
high gear the way they are, and
they might show a little patience.

Geminis are far from perfect.
They'll talk your ear off, then
leave you squattin' in a cloud of
dust while they tear off for other
parts and other pussies. (Yeah,
they're fickle, too.) Butthey're so
fuckin’ much fun to be with that
you'll always welcome 'em back
with open legs. If you've got a
Gemini, be grateful!

Aries (Mar. 21 — Apr. 20)

It seems Mutha Nature has her
finger up your ass with the ol’
cough routine. If you don't pass
on a few of those easy pieces,
you may have to pass on piss-
ing. Try chargin’ up your battery
with some vitamins and your
bod with some rest — maybe
it’s just the mileage catchin’'
up with you! Except for a few
grunts an’ groans, this is an
average month.

Taurus (Apr. 21 — May 20)

Either your shorts are too
tight, or this month is another
assgrabber. You've beeninsome
rough spots before, but this time
someone is goin' for your
gonads with gusto. Remember, if
you catch the fucker, don't turn
the other cheek. It could take
more than Valium and Vaseline
to get through this mind-bogglin'
situation, Stick with the tried,
true, and tested — don't take
chances now.

Geminl (May 21 — June 20)
Happy Birthday! Unzip your
fly and have a big piece of hair
pie. Relax and get your head
together before you blow a fuse,

Write down that long list of
mindfucks on a few Zig-Zags,
then roll up some of that primo
shityou've been hoarding and let
your troubles go up in smoke!
Don't let things slide financially,
or you might as well wipe your
ass with your bankbook.

Cancer (June 21 — July 21)
Self-motivation is great, but
right now it wouldn't hurt to geta
little help from a friend. Two
heads can be better than one. As
long as you mind your own meat,
you'll be able to rise to the oc-
casion and take the situation in
hand. Be realistic and you
should realize some important
beginnings in long-term goals.

Leo (July 22 — Aug. 21)

Any problems now originate
with a sneaky co-worker who is
a bona fide shit stirrer. If you
play your cards right, you can
beat him at his own game. Set
the record straight by putting the
blame where it belongs. (Give 'im
five upside the head!) Put a stop
to gossip before it gets outta
hand. If you can, grab your grip,
pack up your pussy, and get in
the wind awhile.
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Virgo (Aug. 22 — Sept. 21)

This month may be a slow
burn for some of you. Otherwise,
taking matters into your own
hands could light a bonfire to
your balls. Be sensible over a
personal situation that has
blown way outta proportion.
Better to go to small claims court
than jail. Try not to be so damn
shitty to partners who are un-
aware of your situation. In fact,
confiding in one could be just
the right answer.

Libra (Sept. 22 — Oct. 22)

Either some horny honey or a
bro you were once tight with
comes back on the scene to put
the squeeze on yer cashbox. Fol-
low up on the “what fors," 'cause
the reasons could shock your
shorts off, and leave a few
stains! The financial aid that's
laid out now will leave ya holdin’
a bag of butt biscuits later. It
could be your turn to get
burned — so think twice.

Scorpio (Oct. 23 — Nov. 21)
Telling it like it is — that's
what a Scorpio does best, except
for this month. Your info could
be a taste ragged and trigger a

monumental mess. Get your
facts straight before shooting off
your mouth — then keep a low
profile. Stash any new projects
with your dirty socks and pussy-
foot your way around. Other-
wise, you could end up knee-
deep in your own shit!

Sagittarius (Nov. 22 — Dec. 20)
It's party time and, for a
change, you can afford to cut
loose something more than hot
air. 'Course, havin' a fling with
someone sleazy could get your
ass in a sling, and cause some
embarrassment — so what's
new? Don't be such a hero with
your hardons. Actually, the only
friction now comes between the
sheets. Take time to cheer up a
bro whose luck is in the shitter.

Capricorn (Dec. 21 — Jan. 19)

Your “good 'n' plenty” could
suddenly go, leavin' you with an
empty nut sack. Depression
leaves you with a case of the
hershey squirts and either your
deodorant has gone south, or
you're usin' your ass for a decoy!
Blowin' your wad might help
temporarily, but you'll regret it
afterwards. Sorry, but there's a
real shortage of cash and ass
most of the month,

Aquarlus (Jan. 20 — Feb. 18)
This month finds you in first
place and you finish by a nose!
(Brown-nosing, that is.) Hell, we
all have to do it sometimes — if
the stakes are high enough.
Eatin'alittle humble pie now will
lead you to a better position
later, Face it, gettin’ ahead now-
adays takes some extra effort.
Just remember that kissin® ass
doesn't mean you have to ask for
seconds. Once should do her!

Pisces (Feb. 19 — Mar. 20)
Neighborhood hassles could
evolveinto a lousy situation and
put you through a load of
changes you're not ready for.
You'll have to either take drastic
action or find yourself another
homestead. You may have to
leave a trail of stepped-on tails.
Don't be shy about dottin’ some-
one's eye if that's what it takes.
Fuck that double standard of
“one rule for the citizens and
another for the dude with the
bike." Hold your ground! B8



THE FORTY-MILE RUN

lllustration by Mac Haserot

against the fading warmth of the Harley's engine

and puffed nervously on his cigarette. From time to
time he glanced at the brush-and-canvas structure that
housed the lieutenant, sergeant, radioman, and a couple of
others — dressed In civilian clothes — that he didn’t
know. Again he thought of drifting in that direction,
nosing in on what the big conference was about, and again
he decided against it. The high, crisp air of the mountain
was too cold and the still-warm engine of the '42 WLA too
inviting to merit such an investigation. Across the way his
buddy, Billy Spencer, also a corporal in Clayton's special
reconnalssance force, lit a cigarette, shielding the glow of
his match as best as he could with hunched shoulders.
Billy's face wore a worrled, half-scared look that seemed
almost a permanent fixture, like the hard knot that had
settled in his own stomach ever since the sarge had booted
him in the butt and told him to haul ass over to the lieu-
tenant's bunker. That had been bet-
ter than a half hour before. The sun

Torporal Steven “Boots” Krampler leaned back

by radio. . .General Parish must receive by dawn. . .town of
Villa Romora. . forty miles by mountain road. . .Careful.
Krauts could already be between you and. . ."

Boots was stumbling through the darkness then, clutch-
ing at the leather satchel the lieutenant had thrust into his
hands. Stopping near the olive-drab Harley 45, he took a
deep breath. Billy stopped near him and clapped a hand
roughly against his shoulder. "You okay, ol' buddy?"

“Yeah, I'm fine,"” Boots replied, "scared shitless, but fine.”

“We'll make it.”

“Sure. Hell, yeah. No sweat.”

Boots stored the satchel away in his saddlebags and
slipped the Thompson from the scabbard mounted to the
front forks. There was a full clip already inserted. Boots
jacked a round into the chamber, hit the safety, then
slipped the gun back into its leather sheath. He checked
the small bag of grenades strapped to the handlebars,
then the rest of his gear — the extra ammo, the maps,
the tools, oil, C-rations, his own
warbag. A few yards away Billy was

had been warm and shining then,

doing the same.

B fS s prhan But it i “The kid moved his Boots nodded. then realzed Billy
was gone, all but a faint rosy tint to machine in closer and probably couldn't see that well In
probably dropped twerty degrees. BOOUS.felt his heartjump (0 Gt e et T ey

Billy coughed, then flashed Boots like a ﬂSh when he “I'll take the lead,” Billy said. “You

a weak, almost apologetic smile.
“Sarge caught us smoking, he'd
kick our ass,” he said.

Boots nodded and slipped the
cherry coal under his heel. Billy
did the same a moment later when

realized what the soldier
had in mind. No guns
here. Not at this speed

and on this road. It was a

follow about fifty yards back. If
anything happens to me, that'll give
you time enough to stop or find a
way out.”

Billy fired his machine, and
Boots's “Good luck” was lost in

the flap over the lieutenant's the roar.

bunker opened and the radioman duel. A du’el, betu’fen the Boots pulled his leather helmet

stepped out. two riders. and goggles on as Billy sped away in
“Boots? Bllly?” the radioman a shower of sand and dirt. Boots

called softly. straddled the Army model Harley

“Over here, Mick.”

Mick moved over near the pair.
“They're ready for you guys now."

"What's up, Mick?" Billy asked. "Come on, be a sport,
tell us.”

"I can't. You know that. The ‘tenant will tell you every-
thing you need to know.”

“Is it big?" Boots asked.

Mick hesitated, then said quietly, “Yeah, it's big. Damn
big. Maybe as big as all of Germany.”

Boots and Billy exchanged glances but said nothing.
Mick led the way to the lleutenant's bunker, then stepped
aside to let them enter.

The bunker was bigger than it looked from the outside;
over a third of it was dug back into the side of a hill. Boots
stood next to Billy before the lieutenant's small table and
listened numbly, catching only odd bits and phrases.
“Important,” the lieutenant said. “Vital. . .too close to send

and kicked it into life, then slipped
it into gear and removed his foot
from the clutch, quickly shifting to
second, and finally into high. The twin orbs of Billy's black-
out taillights showed feebly, and Boots held his cycle to a
steady fifty to maintain his distance.

The air was cold on the move, slipping through the pro-
tective layers of his clothing to nip frostily at his flesh. The
whole underside of his left arm was soon chilled, and a thin,
blue line ran down the center of his chest where the long
leather coat he wore failed to close tightly. His nose began to
drip almost instantly, an annoyance he knew would be with
him for the rest of the ride.

It was a short trip through the meadow, and then they
were climbing for the pass, shifting to second and cutting
their speed to maybe thirty miles an hour, It was all tall
spruce here, dark and forbidding. The road, hardly more
than a cowpath, Continued on page 84

By Michael Zimmer
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This Grand National Ch

is H-D's p XR-750,

SEOCPIDS SIDNTS

ith the sound of modern
exhaust tones all around, the
Silent Grey Fellow sits. Beside

Grey Fellow is a collection of Harley-
Davidsons — a collection displaying
H-D's evolution and telling the
fascinating story of America's only
surviving motorcycle manufacturer.

After nearly 65 years of Milwaukee
production history, AMF of York, Pa.,
purchased the Wisconsin-based
company and moved much of the
operation eastward. Consequently,
the new resting place for these
Sleeping Giants is the Rodney C.
Gott Harley-Davidson Museum.

1942: This horizontally opposed 45-inch twin was one of nearly a thousand shaft- driven XAs constructed.,

THE FIRST PRESIDENT,
WALTER DAVIDSON, SR.,

AFTER HE WON THE FEDERATION
OF AMERICAN MOTORCYCLISTS' %
ENDURANCE RUN IN 1908

‘A . r’/—

1908; Walt Davidson and  Silent Grey Fellow after winning endurance run.

The iron horses on display
encompass the full evolutionary
scale of H-D development beginning
with a 1903 original. This model
was one of three bikes produced
during the initial year.

A plan for a motor-driven two-
wheeler, though not new, stemmed
from an idea in 1901 to “take the
work out of bicycling” by “adapting
a gasoline engine to a bicycle.” The
innovators, William Harley, a
draftsman and later engineer, and
Arthur Davidson, a patternmaker,
planned and designed an air-cooled
engine. In due time the furthering
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of their dream would require ad-
ditional assistance. Brothers Walker
and Willilam Davidson added their
machinist and toolmaker experi-
ences to finally construct a prototype
that ran with the aid of what looked
like a tomato-can carburetor.
Although it was capable of motion,
the vehicle was quite under-
nourished. Enlarging the engine's
displacement to 25 cubic inches
enabled the 1903 model to cruise at
7-8mph with its 3hp engine.

The single-cylinder design was of
close-grained grey iron with non-
detachable head. The intake valve

1942: The workhorse of WWI was the 45-inch WLA model,



Representative of H-D's Golden Anniversary, the Model KH was the immediate predecessor to the XL Sportster series.

was positioned vertically above the
block-mounted exhaust valve and
was referred to as the “Intake Over
Exhaust"” or IOE. Induction was
quite simple: the piston's downward
intake stroke drew the intake valve
open to allow the fuel’s entry into
the combustion chamber. A spring
returned the valve to its seat during
the piston’s compression stroke.
Exhaust valve operation was by
camshaft. This head design lasted
until 1912, at which point an
improved version was released.

All early H-D motorcycles were
single-speed units and utilized a
double-ply leather drive belt that
connected the engine with a large
hoop mounted to the rear wheel.
Starting was accomplished by
elevating the rear wheel and
spinning frame-mounted bicy-
cle pedals which, via a connected

chain, turned the rear wheel. The
drive belt then carried this motion
to the engine.

Sometime in 1904 (presumably) a
moderately more powerful engine
emerged that provided an increase
of one-quarter horsepower resulting
from an eighth-inch overbore. This
27-cubic-inch powerplant was
retained through 1908 and coin-
cided with the factory’s final year for
their then-current model identifica-
tion system. Basically the early
method identified their respective
models with the number of years
H-D had been in production; the
1908 model was therefore referred
to as the Fifth Year Model, since
1904 was, at this point, considered
their formal commencement.

Approximately two years prior to
this classification change, the 1906
Third Year Model was granted the
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luxury of an option to the “Piano
Finish Black" color. Inmediate
appeal was generated with the
introduction of Renault Grey with
carmine-colored striping. For the
next several years the legendary
“Sllent Grey Fellow" took root. Its
affectionate nickname was due to
three Harley-Davidson entitles: a
quietly muffled engine, an extremely
popular color combination, and a
symbolistic companion.

By 1907 a modest Sager-Cushion
Fork emerged to assist with what-
ever consolation the solo seat might
offer. Due to the primitive condition
of American roads, larger and more
capable front suspensions con-
tinued to come forth in the form of
external springs, and by 1949 the
hydraulic suspension series became
predominant. Rear damping
remained unexploited until 1957.

1

1958: The Duo-Glide was the premier model of H-D's first rear suspension.
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Most powerful of its time for sidecar usage, the 80-inch ULH V-Twin is a highly

prized item for collectors.

When the company'’s first sales
brochure announced the 1907
Fourth Year Model, it stressed safety
and reliability. Only top-of-the-line
equipment was purchased and
installed to typical Harley-Davidson
production standards, Carburetors
were the reputable Schebler auto-
matic float-feed unit, and electrical
apparatus included items from Dow,
Packard, and Rajah.

Tire selection up through 1908
was all 28-inch x 2'-inch sizing,
and in that year tires were available
from Empire, Pennsylvania, Good-
rich, and G&J. Additional standard
equipment involved a choice of
Thor. New Departure, or Morrow
hubs with wheels of single- or
double-clinch style and heavy-duty
spokes. The Fifth Year Model was
listed at $210, and that also
included tools and holder, tire
repair kit, and a factory guarantee
protecting each machine against
defective parts or workmanship.

A high compression side-valve engine and olive drab paint made
this second generation 74-inch VL model quite popular,

During this same year, 1908, Wal-
ter Davidson added to the growing
collection of trophies and medals a
first place win in the Federation of
American Motorcyclists' Endurance
Run. The event occurred over the
mountainous terrain of the New
York Catskills and included compe-
tition against 60 other entrants. At
the finish two days later, Walter,
aboard the only H-D entry, was
awarded a perfect score of 1000
points plus 5 for outstanding con-
sistency of both rider and machine.
One week later the same pair set a
new F.AM. (now AM.A) economy
record of 188.234 mpg. Walter's
machine was the soon-to-be-
released 35-cubic-incher.

If ever there were milestone years
for Harley-Davidson, the year 1909
must be given due consideration. In
addition to the release of the new
4.34hp (NACC), 35-cubic-inch single
to replace its 27-incher, a trademark
was spawned. The exciting new 45-

y/

1910 Model 6, 4hp — 8210,
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To promote the new OHV 61-inch series, H-D
alcohol-fueled, twin carb version that tumed 136.183 mph

degree V-Twin engine design was
introduced and, besides being a vast
improvement, is still the basic for-
mat for contemporary production.
From the revised system this mon-
ster, rated at 7.2hp (NACC), was
given a model designation of “5-D"
and represented a total capacity of
49.5cid. Although the suction-type
of Intake valve was still utilized, the
hot-sparking Bosch magneto was
now introduced into the options
list. Up to this point the standard
form of ignition was composed of
three dry-cell batteries, coll, points,
and related equipment.

Concurrent with the standard 28-
inch wheel, the smaller 26-inch size
made its debut, though lasting only
two additional years. As a result, 5
models could be reviewed from the
1909 lineup: Model 5 — battery
ignition & 28" wheels; Model 5A —
Bosch magneto & 28" wheels;
Model 5B — battery ignition & 26"
wheels; Model 5C — Bosch magneto

produced an
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& 26" wheels; Model 5D — 49.5" V-
Twin & Bosch magneto.

The concept of the single-cylinder
Silent Grey Fellow became so pop-
ular with the American public that
the once-original color (black) had
to be dropped, because only “the
greys” were in demand. The new
1909 model identification format
now represented the difference
between the current calendar year
and the 1904 formal production
date. This revision remained
through the Model 11 of 1915.

Big news marked the year 1910
when the factory's first stock racer
made its entrance as the Model 6-E,
with a price tag of $275.

Also new to the Model 6 Series
was the addition of H-D's patented
idler setup. The main difference
between this innovation and the
original was its means of actuation.
Formerly, a rod, harness, and lever
provided the necessary tension for
the pulley. Now, the revised mech-

Mode! 6 "A" — magneto ignition, 4hp — 8250,
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anism was moved forward toward
the engine and resembled a gear-
like operation. Proper manipulation
of the lever would provide an action
similar to clutch disengagement. To
ease the greater stresses imposed
upon the drive mechanism, the end-
less leather belt was increased in
width from 1% Inches to 134 inches.
While the continuous-loop frame
had not been designated for
major changes, the 1910 unit did
acquire an additional top bar to
increase its rigidity and serve as an
improved mounting point for the
35's newly introduced double
gas/oll tank. One highlight of the
double tank was the three-quart oil
capacity, which would enable the
rider to travel between 600 and 800
miles with the current form of
constant-loss engine oiling system.
Vital lubrication was provided by
a drip-gravity feed apparatus that
could be observed through a glass
"sight” tube as the oil passed from
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the oll tank en route to the crank-
case. Here oil channels within the
flywheel and crankcase received the
engine's life blood. The oil was then
fed directly to the bearings. Centrif-
ugal force from flywheel rotation
would send the lubricant to the pis-
ton and cylinder wall. What oil was
not burned then fell to the bottom
of the crankcase. This used oil
would have to be manually drained,
since a recirculation device had not
yet been invented.

An important improvement over
the current oiling system was
announced for the 1912 Model 8
Series. The simple addition of a
tank-mounted, hand-operated oil
pump would effectively increase the
volume required for higher-speed
operation and other special needs.

The year 1912 also marked the
introduction of an improved head
design. Though the intake valve was
still perched above the exhaust
valve, the suction method of opera-

1910 idler mechanism is simple.
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tion was abandoned in favor of
camshaft activation, complete with
exposed pushrod, rocker arm, and
stronger valve spring. The cooling
fins were redesigned on the non-
detachable head from a horizontal
pattern to a vertical-radial style.
This also increased horsepower.
The most notable addition, how-
ever, to this year's selection was the
muscular new 61-cubic-inch V-Twin
model. Given an overbore of 5/16
inch from its smaller V-Twin
partner, the 61 received an 8.68hp
(NACC) rating. In order to cope with
the resultant power, the Model 8-E
was released with a new and more
positive type of chain drive.
Cautiously the single-cyclinder
models followed suit, and by 1915
the chain drive was standardized.
World War [ was by now stirring
in the wind, and the small though
energetic handcraft shop was
awarded an experimental military
contract. This required mass
production methods, and led to

H-D's first strong foothold in the
business world.

The single-cylinder 35 had, a year
earlier, been Increased to 5hp, and
the Silent Grey Fellow acquired a
new nickname, the “5-35." The
advanced chain-drive operation
aided a unique new engineering
advancement, namely, the utiliza-
tion of the hand- or foot-operated
clutch for deactivation of the rear
hub. In 1914 the addition of a two-
speed rear would promote this two-
wheeler that now only moderately
resembled a bicycle to a vehicle of
much higher speed. A new foot
starter was welcomed by the public.
Although a forward step or spin
from either pedal was still required,
the rider no longer had to elevate
the rear wheel to start the engine.

Updated for 1915, the 61-inch
V-Twin exercised its brashly ad-
vertised 11hp (though 8.68 NACC
rated) beside an optional $75
sidecar. Typical Thor coaster-style
rear brakes became undependable

1914 marked the end of the leather belt drive system and the introduction of the two-speed rear hub,
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for the additional mass repre-
sented by the ever-increasing frame
weight plus the sidecar addition.
Internal-expanding rear band
brakes were now provided by an in-
house operation, an improvement
over previous brakes of Corbin
manufacture. In later years the
superior external-contracting form
became dominant.

To further the evolution, an
attractive addition from the trans-
mission listing was offered: a new-
born three-speed sliding gear unit
was mounted directly behind the
engine. The foot starter was now
directly routed through the trans-
mission, as opposed to its former
mounting within the frame. This
restructuring of the pedal arrange-
ment became the precursor of the
transmission-oriented "kicker-
gear,” which originated in 1916.
Starting then was accomplished by
a single backward kick or thrust.

Another innovation, the “L
Series” engine Continued on page 105
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'm not usually an asshole.
Hell, my ol' lady calls me
honey. But gettin' burned on

a dope deal will put my
normally docile personality
into an altered state. Pissdom,
| call it. Rage boils through
my blood. Veins pop in my
wrists from the clenched fists
surroundin' the beer-bottle
neck in my left hand, and the
heavy-duty chain, complete
with an Abus lock — the 401
Discus variety — locked
midway through it for maxi-
mum leverage an' respect in
my right.

I'd just channeled this pig-
fucker's head. Awaitin’ his
next move, squirm or what-
ever, | thought | detected
somethin' an' promptly put a
boot on his fingers, grindin’
till a cracklin' sound, paralleled
with a whinin’ plea bargain
offer, was produced. Some-
how the coin that couldn't be
found a few short minutes
before had magically made it
out of the slime’s bank
account and into the house.
I'd been compensated.

As | putted back from the
snivelin’ wretch’s shack, a
tickle overcame me. At first |
was sorta confused as to why
| was suddenly laughin’ in the
wind about munchin’ this
punk. Then | suddenly flashed
back to 1971 outside a con-
cert hall in Southern Califor-
nia, waitin’ with a headful of
Sunshine an' a gutload of red
Ripple for The Doors to get
goin’ an’' take a load off my
skull. My brothers were on
about the same level. When
the doors opened and the
mob of hippies started ram-
pagin’, that tore it for us.
Fuckin' creeps. You'da
thought Christ had just putted
in an' was gonna give an ora-
tion. Well, we stopped that
shit real quick. The promoter
dug it, an' stuck us up front as
symbols of terror to the kids.
You can't argue with that.
Though it ain't like we wake
up every mornin' and take
ugly pills. But that's what had
flashed to me on my scooter
leaving the ripoff's hovel —
terror. That certain look that
says it's allll over now, baby.
Fear has no equal. It was
painted on the kids' faces at

DOWNTIAN
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the show, and it was pourin'
off that rumpkin like hot but-
ter off a grill.

Jim Morrison realized this
power. And he knew we did
too. Respect was born out of
the three-hour journey
through the paths of his
ramblin® oraton , and the
band's uncanr y way of
stayin', not up with him, but
around him, And us. My head
was swelled with pride. To be
with my brothers at what
seemed like the only religious
ceremony I'd ever been to.
Maybe Christ did putt in.
“Celebration of The Lizard"
capped it. With the nightmare,
Mansonesque vision of “the
beast rotting in the city,” and
“the cool, smooth tile with
blood running down it. . .the
game of go insane. . .forget
your name,”" and, brother,
did we.

It had to be heavy, 'cause |
can recall with perfect clarity
the whole scene. Wide-eyed,
slack-jawed faces followin'
Jim Morrison's every move.
Lulled along, then jack-
knifed by a quick change of -
pace. . ."dead president's
corpse in the driver's
car. . .Run with me." We
would. There was so much
energy in the air you could
see cops eyein’ each other for
their own security. That kinda
shit put The Doors in a jam
and eventually outta business.
By bein’ blackballed.

Sure, Morrison died, but
that was after gigs had been
canceled right and left by
small-balled promoters —and
gutless city officials —all over
America. They feared riots
and the dreadful, ever-present
danger of Jim's hangin’ his
dong out at the kiddies. Shit,
this is the kinda dude we'd
want at our club party. A go-
for-it character. Did what and
who he wanted.

Got good news for ya.
There's a relatively new Doors
album out. It's a "best of” trip,
titled Greatest Hits. And it
makes a damn good attempt,
Ten Doors’ epics. Robby
Krieger, guitar; John Den-
smore, drums; and Ray Man-
zarek on the keyboards — the
survivors — salvage the clas-
sic vocal style of the dead —

or maybe not dead, but defi-
nitely not around — Jim
Morrison. His lyrics are short
and simple. To the point. You
all know that. The good trip
about this record is that it
comes along at a time when
all my old records by the
band are frisbee material. So
ya get the good sound of the
original. Songs like “Hello, |
Love You," “Light My Fire,”
“People Are Strange,” “Love
Me Two Times," from 1967,
their first year — when gob-
blin' some acid an' lookin' at
the sun was the rage. When
the Doors helped us to "Break
On Through” to the other
side. Ah, yeah, the "good
ol’ daze.”

Well, the good ol' daze has
come and gone. Now we've
got neurotic rock, laser
music, and synthesized crap
crawlin® into our heads. On
the surface, that is. If you've
got some green, a sense of
adventure, and a halfway
decent record store around,
you can capture some of the
ol' fun. Go to the “N" section
of the racks and check out
The Nighthawks. It's a kickass
band of bikers from the D.C.-
Baltimore area. And you're
damn right, | don't mind
tootin' some other brothers’
horns for 'em. We're all on
this sinkin’ ship together.

A few years ago we got our
first inkling of what Night-
hawks were about when a
package containing their first
three efforts arrived at the
shack. A tune called “Tramp
On The Highway" caught us
by the balls, but the rest was
kinda ordinary. The stuff was
recorded on the Adelphi label
and evidently didn't make
platinum. That was the |last
time we heard them, because
we switched office locations
and lost most of the staff's
record collection in the move.
In the meantime, reports of
their concerts cropped up
from time to time from various
parts of the country — thanks
to our unique staff of musical
stringers, you, the readers.
Keepin' this info in the back
of my burned-out brain, |
hopped on a new release, The
Nighthawks. Their 300-date
road log last year musta

impressed some big-wigs,
‘cause they got a contract
with a major label with big-
time producers, facilities, the
whole guacamole,

The band, a four-piece,
includes a dude named Mark
Wenner, who can blow the
fuck outta the harp, an’ can
definitely sing his way down
the road. Wenner's backed by
a respectable guitarist, Jimmy
Thackery, bassist Jan
Zukowski, and Pete Ragusa
on drums. All help Wenner on
vocals, and all have been
together through thick and
thin since '74. You can bet
there's been plenty of thin.
But with pride in their own
thing, and confidence gained
from jammin' with people
like Johnny Winter, George
Thorogood, Muddy Waters,
Elvin Bishop, and other stars,
they know they're on the
right track,

Funky blues. Get down an'
party rock. That's where
they're at. The new album'’s
got some killers. “Mainline,"
the opener, is right on, as is
“Upside Your Head" and
“Brand New Man." They do a
version of Elvis's "Little Sis-
ter” that don't take a pea pad
to the original. It's even got
Thackery tossin' in a riff from
"“Satisfaction™ to bring it out
of the fifties. “Teenage Letter"
has got the old drum beat
from the aforementioned
decade, coupled with super-
sani licks on harp and guitar.

Wenner and Thackery both
have some good-lookin' art
on their arms. But nothin’
matches the art of “| Wouldn't
Treat A Dog (The Way You
Treated Me)." Abso-fuckin'-
tootly the story of my love life.

With these guys around, we
won't have to keep goin' back
ten years to find somethin' to
listen to. The eighties are
lookin® brighter already.
Wonder if those dudes still
have time to ride? .




aybe it was having to

motorhike those last three

miles into a shit-nothing
town. Maybe it was just having a
bellyful of Lardass Stimson's
endless bragging. Whatever it was, |
perched on the barstool, gulping
down mouthfuls of cold beer and
seething with rage.

Behind me, huddled in a chatty
group, Lardass and the other
moronic rednecks filled a booth.
Chubby, grinning faces and gaping
mouths. Exaggerated sideburns and
handlebar moustaches. Fat bellies

hanging over huge, ornate belt
buckles. The group looked like they
had been fathered by the same slob-
cowboy. Even their goddam pickups,
parked outside The Silver Spur, all
looked alike.

Draining the stein, I held it up to
catch Winona Hobb's eye for a refill.
Resentfully she allowed her
attention to wander in my direction,
reluctantly interrupting the fucking
proposition she was getting from
the fat asshole under the cowboy
hat sporting two feathers. Waddling
over, she scooped up my stein
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without a word. Winona despises
dudes who never get haircuts, never
shave, don’t dress western, and
always ride motorcycles. Since I've
been the only guy in shit-nothing
Muleshoe to fit that description,
she reserves most of her contempt
for me.

Behind me, Lardass chortled
loudly. "I mean to sit here and tell
ya.” his voice droned, “that big ol’
dawg is the meanest thing any little
ol’ bitch ever dropped!"

Trying to ignore him and his
stupid story, my eyes wandered over




A BET by Carl Kohler

the walls. Hundreds of spurs
mounted on each wall. Spurs witH
every style of rowel ever forged.
Between the spurs, branding irons
of every size and design. Spurs and
branding irons. Muleshoe, Texas.
Fucking cowboy heaven. And my
hometown, God help me.

Why, just why the hell, I silently
asked myself, did I come back to
this hole in the sand when I had
L.A.? Even San Diego or Phoenix
woulda been better than this

dumbfuck wide place on a highway.

All that concussion in Nam musta

scrambled my brains. Remembering
Nam, [ smiled faintly for the first
time all day — recalling that the
only other poor bastards who had
left Muleshoe for Nam had never
come home. Either dead or smarter
than me, I decided bitterly.

Winona plunked the filled stein
down hard before me, beer slopping

all over the scarred bar top. Her tiny,

piggish eyes glittered at me, “Yall
kin pay me now,” she hissed.

1 shoved cash wetly through the
spilled suds toward her. Her plump
face hardened. “Ya sorry hippie

sonuvabitch!” she snapped, daintily
lifting the soggy bill by a corner and
glaring furiously at me.

“Now Is that any way to speak to a
homeboy, hon?" | smiled pleasantly.
“After all, you and I go clear back to
grade school, Winona. Way back
when you were first throwin® your
legs in the air for any of us with
pricks hard enough to punch your
little pussy.”

“Leave her alone, Moore!" rasped
Lardass's voice.

I swung around on the revolving
barstool, Continued on page 98

Illlustration by Duffy Duggan




Annual Memorial Run

Editor's Note: Publishing the following article is an unusual
step for us. In fact it got all the resident Karnacs around here
thinkin’ karma, ‘cause it was written and photographed by a
brother who worked at Easyriders for a brief period before
also gettin’ aced on his scooter a vear ago.

QOwir finding this article in the files was too strange a
coincidence to dismiss as merely cryptic. It's a drag Ken
couldn’t have seen it published when he was still alive, ridin’

an’partyin'. But Ken, being Ken, wouldn't have cared anyway.
His interest was in delivering quality to the readers, and he did.

Then, now, always. Besides, he's probably the one who stuck
it where we'd find it.

he death of a brother is a tragedy that we all have
T to face sooner or later, It's part of the dues we

pay for the lifestyle we enjoy. But that doesn’t
make our loss any less painful or unexpected. Either
singly or in a group we all have our personal ways of
showing our grief and love. Some of us send our bro off
to Harley Heaven with a long procession of scooters as
a final escort, followed by a large, solemn funeral.
Others hold a wake, acknowledging the pain by partying
away their sorrow. It can even be a small, intimate group
of mourners, each paying his respects in his own
personal, silent fashion. No words are ever enough, but
we all say, “So long, bro, we'll putt with you soon
enough.” We all carry a special picture or memory of
our bro in our hearts forever. However we handle our
goodbyes, most final respects end with the funeral.
But one Southern California motorcycle club gathers
each year to honor one of their own and repledge
their devotion.

Rodney Williams high-sided his sled on October 13,
1978. On October 13, 1979, his bros threw his one-year
“birthday party,” as they call it. Instead of a cake and
candles, they brought a special wreath and banner for a
memorial service. We were invited not just to cover the
event but because they wanted to share with everybody
just how much Rodney had meant to them. “You'd have
liked him a lot,” one member said proudly, a slight
tremor in his voice indicating the grief he felt.

We didn’t see a bunch of bikers putting on a show for
the cameras; we watched a group of caring brothers and
sisters unite to let their comrade know that he would
never be forgotten as long as they were alive. A few
brothers stood in groups, leaning on each other’s
shoulders, comforting each other in a masculine
but moving manner.

Things went like that for most of the service. Brothers
told stories about Rodney, reliving the good times,
stubbornly ignoring the fact that he was gone. “Rodney
would have liked that,” said one, gesturing toward the
wreath. “Sure wish Rodney could be here for this,”
another murmured wistfully.

Rodney would have been proud. His wife, Leanne,
and his sister, Terrie, were there, drinking Jack Daniel’s
over his grave and crying. Tears and whiskey spilled in
drops on the earth, causing Leanne to smile bravely and
joke with Rodney. “I know you’d have liked Bud better,
but this'll hafta do.”

Rodney’s own children couldn’t make it to the service,
but other kids he'd treated like family were there,
manfully shouldering their hurt so Rodney would be
impressed. Even retired club members were there,
brought back by a tremendous love and respect for the
first and youngest member to buy it.

Everyone signed a guest book, writing short greetings
directly to Rodney, secure in the belief that he was
reading each and every one of them. This is a tradition
that will be carried on every year.

Also, every Memorial Day weekend, the club will
make a special run to Arizona to visit Rodney’s parents.

The club has had a special plaque made on which they
inscribe the names of other clubs that make the annual
run with them.

Any member will tell you that Rodney was special, but
they'd have done the same for any member. They've
never believed in hiding their feelings behind some gruff,
artificial attitude. What they felt for Rodney was too
precious to deny. To us, their tribute seems a truly
righteous and unique way to express love for a fallen
brother. We know that, like all our lost brothers, Rodney
is riding along just out of sight, just beyond the corner
of our eye, waving us on. He was that type of biker. ™

Text and photo by Ken Stambaugh
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Our Subscription Department
is standing eager to work

Did you ever see such enthusiasm, such fire-
balls of eagerness to get back to their palatial
offices (behind them), to rush the latest issue of
Easyriders to you? They may not look tough but
they are able to force a uniformed government

employee to deliver the copy right to your address.

All you've got to do to light a fire under this
group is to subscribe and, bang, they go into
action — they'll even send you a color decal of the
Easyriders logo. From that point on, you no longer
have to hassle with 7-11 stores who won't sell it in
most cities and you don't have to run all over town
to get a copy before they're sold out. We also send
each copy in a protective plain wrapper to keep
the mag in good condition — and your standing in
the community intact.

Chir pithanrihar llat e nal aald A caniad e anas e iainatlas

Subscription
Easyriders Magazine
Box 711, Burbank, California 91502

Check one: 96

Smiley, you old pot-smoking, pill-droppin’ lecher,
O Here's $18.99 for 12 issues.
0O Here's $36.99 for 24 issues.

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

0O Here's $19.00 for 12 issues
O Here's $37.00 for 24 issues.
Put my penny toward the office stash fund.

O This is a new subscription [0 This is a renewal
O Please extend my present subscription.

T e e
Address

City

State _ rf
Do you own a bike?. ___Make?

Do you plantocustomize it? ____Whatdo you like best about
Easyriders magazine?

Add $4 per 12 issues on all foreign swbscriptions U.S. funds only



HYDROPONICS

l n another “biggest marijuana bust yet,"” the San Francisco

Police Department recently announced that the technologi-

cal revolution in agriculture continues. They raided a rented
warehouse in the suburbs where unknown persons were dis-
covered to be growing two hundred marijuana plants in a
“sophisticated state-of-the-art” setup. What the growers were
doing was growing their plants by using the hydroponic method.

Hydroponics is a term used in describing non-soil culture, and
it comes from a Greek word meaning “working water.” The
method was used by the ancient Aztecs and was also described by
Marco Polo after his visit to China, Since the mid-cighteen
hundreds it has been used extensively for experimentation and
for the cultivation of super-plants.

During World War II, hydroponics was used on barren Ascen-
sion Island in the South Atlantic to grow fresh vegetables for the
LS. Air Force, who used the island as a stopping point on overseas
flights. There was an extreme need for fresh vegetables, and with
the hydroponic method, growth was faster than ordinary and
produced healthier products,

One of the beauties of hydroponics is that plants can be grown
indoors, without muss and fuss, and with a minimum of equip-
ment, Almost any plant will thrive, producing healthier strains,
Marijuana plants, for example, that are grown in hydroponic
containers produce almost twice as much THC as the best Colom-
bian grass, The only possible expense that might be incurred,
aside from prison terms and fines if you happen to get busted, are
clectrical costs, since electric equipment is a necessity. In the
case of the San Francisco warehouse, police became suspicious
when the electric bill jumped from twenty-five dollars amonth to
three hundred and sixty dollars a month.

A simple description of hydroponic equipment goes like this: A
large, plastic (_lishpan filled with clean pea gravel, In the center of ot e
the bottom of the pan is a wire-mesh-covered drain hole, and == ¢
beneath thata plastic bucket. The bucket is filled with a fertilizing

sy
solution, which is recirculated through the gravel by use of a ”,._m"“—7 .“; I
simple pump, much like those used in aquariums, Overhead WM‘

lights, preferably those emitting ultra-violet rays, should be ¢ e 2y I

operated on a twelve-hour basis. If the lights are on for longer ‘ l?‘{f
periods of time, the plants will become weakened by forced
overproduction.

The temperature at which the plants are grown should remain
warm and fairly constant, depending upon the type of plant. (If
you want to smoke tomatoes or bananas, that's your problem. )

Usually, no metal of any kind should be used, although bronze
valves are acceptable, However, PYC valyes, pans, tubing, and
other containers are available,

The knowledge and directions for growing plants by the hydro-
ponic method would take up too much space here, but a couple
of books are available at the public library. In the index of each,
there are listed suppliers of hydroponic equipment, fertilizers,
and other necessary paraphernalia, as well as complete directions
for installation,

All nutrient mixtures are liquid and consist of basic chemicals
available at hardware stores, drug stores, and greenhouse
suppliers.

by Dr. Twatburger
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(Growing plants
with solutions)

To verify the success of hydroponically grown agricultural
products, we visited a local greenhouse that specializes in lawn
products, Ordinary lawn grass grows eight to ten inches in only
seven days from planting time.

For more info, check the following sources: Home Hydropon-
ics by Lem Jones, Beardsley Publishing Co., 5523 N. Homestead
Lane, Paradise Valley, Ariz. 85253, Hydroponic Gardening by
Raymond Bridwell, Woodridge Press Pub. Co., Box 2053, Beverly
Hills, Calif. 9021 3; Department Of Vegetable Crops, Cornell
University, Ithaca, N.Y. 14850.

This is a simple hydroponic system. Easy enough for a young-
ster to build and operate.

Build frame with 6" square hole. It must be high enough for a
pail to sit underneath. The cork, or stopper, should be removed
from below. An oval-shaped plastic pan is preferred.

Place plastic screen over hole to keep media in pan. Fill pan
with media, mix plant food and water ( pouring gently into media),

Use enough of this solution to bring solution level to within
1/2" of the top of the media (top 1,/2" should always be dry).
Plant seeds or set plants in media just as you would in soil. Let
solution drain into pail. Feed in this manner 2 to 3 times daily.
letting solution stand in media 10 to 15 minutes each time. Check
pH level each morning, using vinegar or aspirin to bring to
correct level. Make up fresh solution weekly.

As your plants and evaporation use up the solution. make up
the lost amount at the same ratio of the plant food to water. Give
the plants as much sunlight as possible. If used inside, a small
"Gro-Lux” light will cause good growth where adequate sunlight
is not available.

Some of the vegetables and flowers that do well in this system
are tomatoes, green onions, lettuce, pepper, radishes, tulips,
roses, coleus, amarylls, ivy, and many others. Any plant grown in
the soil can be grown in this manner although some are more
adaptable than others to hydroponic or gravel culture.

IMPORTANT — Before mixing plant food with water, the
pH levelof the raw water should be adjusted. Most city water has
a pH level of approx. 8.0 The correct pH for growing most plants
hydroponically is approx. 6.2 Two aspirins dissolved per one
gallon of water will usually bring your pH very near the correct
level. White vinegar can be used in place of the aspirin. This
should a/ways be done before adding the plant food to the water.
Test again after the nutrient is added to the water.

This system can be installed in a greenouse, or climate and
weather permitting, outside.

In this system 3 to 5 growing pipes may be used (Shown are
three growing pipes for illustrative clarity ),

Build frame of 2x4s. Mount metal brackets to hold 4" growing
pipes.

All piping and fittings must be plastic. Use 4"-diameter, thin-
wall plastic piping for the growing pipes. Cut square holes in the
growing pipes for the planting blocks by using an clectric solder-
ing iron with the tip filed down to a thin knife edge. Holes should
be spaced 6™ apart. They should measure approx. 1 1/4" to 1 5/8"
square (size to growing block). Use 1/2" pipe for fill-line and 1"
pipe for over-flow line. All ells and tees sized to fit, L
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RUN TO THE SUN. |

T'he 1981 Harley-Davidson Wide Glide, Low Rider, Roadster and Sportster. Valdosta, Georgia to Daytona Beach, Flori

\“Q 7% i <€ It happens every year, You have our tradition of custom styling. The look
Sl PRI The classic union of that means American. You see it in all our gas tanks, from
) N | larley-Davidson® the original teardrop Peanut to the Fat Bob™ You feel it
HARLEY-DAVIDSON | B roreycles and the men with our pullback I})uckh« rn handlebars, low stepped
| who ride them, running seats with sissy bars and the unique Harley riding
W down to Bike Week in position. And chrome is where it belongs: on select
Daytona Beach. But the run means engine parts and the staggered shorty duals.
more. Because you're on more than a machine. We do more with custom paint, too. There are

You have the unique sound and feel of our legendary m;uching painted tanks and fenders. | land-applkxi
1000 ce and 1340 cc V=Twin engines, the heartbeat of every pnstriping. Unique tank graphics and dramatic engine
Harley-Davidson. No other mote reycle built can match it.  finishes.



& N gl {
Get u free repeint of thas painting ot participating dealers while supplics last. © 1980, AMF Harley-Davidson

Yet every 1981 Harley-Davidson has a distinctive Then to this custom trio add our stylish '81
character completely its own. Sportster® Latest edition of the classic American street
"The Wide Glide™ From extended front forks and  machine. The one so many riders choose to join the
custom bobbed rear fender to the bob-and-a-half tank, it's  Harley-Davidson tradition.
the first California-style, factory built custom. Your own Run to the Sun starts the moment you get
"The Low Rider:® It's where custom styling begins. ~ on a Harley. Now you're part of a 78 year tradition that
Extended front forks, 9-spoke cast wheelsand a riding  announces your commitment to motorcycling.

position just 27" from the ground. Harley-Davidson. It's more than a machine.
['he Roadster.™ With a lot of Low Rider Stvling and We support the Motareyele Safery Foundation
N - Aot s erlums - | e - Sl and the A M.\, Speafications subject 1o
flashing new 2-tone silver metallic paint with black HARLEY-DAVIDSON | e v ithoue raioe Suppors the Hikers

pinstriping or all black with red pinstriping. DEALER NETWORK | 'izht \gainst Muscular Dystrophy




ook over this month’s crop of cuties in Easyriders’ Fourth Annual OI' Lady
/J Contest. Again this year, the entrants will be competing for a grand prize of
/" one thousand bucks.

Model release forms must be notarized, but don't freak out over this require-
ment. If you are not familiar with having your signature notarized, all that is
required is that you go to any bank or real estate office. They will doitin a few
minutes, and all it will cost is 50¢ to one dollar. Your personal bank usually
performs this service free of charge. All they are doing is guaranteeing that your
signature is yours — so you must sign the form in their presence.

We ask only one more favor of the contestants. In your own handwritingand in
25 words or less, describe your favorite bike-related experience. It can be a
fantasy, sex-related experience, or how you became involved with bikes. What
the hell, trip out!

Now here's how the contest works. Each month, we'll publish as many photos
of good technical quality as space allows. The shots don't have to be
professional — justin focus and properly exposed. You readers will then select
the winner and runners-up from each month's published entries. Each monthly
winner will receive $100, each runner-up $25, and the contributor $10. After the
twelve monthly winners have been selected, there'll be a final voting to choose
Easyriders’ OI' Lady of the Year. Judging should be based on looks, build, tat-
toos, and other outstandin’ stuff. The sisters can be dressed or not — it's up to
you. We're not lookin' for raunchy stuff — just tasty shots of all those fine ol’
ladies out there. Muff hair can show if ya want, but it's not necessary to win,

All models must be 18 years of age or older and the blank model release on this
page must be completely filled out, signed<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>