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  ARTHUR VENO is widely regarded as one of the most controversial experts on bikers, as he works with both police and bikers. He is the author of
  The Brotherhoods: Inside the Outlaw Motorcycle Clubs, a registered psychologist and former Director of the Center for Police and Justice Studies at Monash University, Australia. He counts
  amongst his friends members of several major outlaw motorcycle clubs, including the Hells Angels, Bandidos and Gypsy Jokers. At the same time he has students, friends and colleagues who are
  serving police members in Canada, USA and Australia. Once dubbed by bikers The Mad Professor, he is now known simply as The Professor.


  KAREN SIMS has had a long-standing educational interest in understanding the outlaw motorcycle subculture dating back to 1985. Veno has dubbed her the data
  hound because of her unique abilities to track down even the most obscure publications.
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  PREFACE


  I have been called a biker apologist by one government and banned from an international conference on one-percenter outlaw motorcycle clubs by the police (they
  call the clubs gangs) for being too pro biker. On the other hand, I have been accused of rehashing the same pro cop crap and being a police
  informant by some bikers. The old adage, You can please some of the people some of the time . . . but you cant please all of the people all of the
  time accurately reflects responses to my twenty-odd years of working in biker and police circles. I dont mind this hassle  I believe it demonstrates that I tell it like
  it is.


  The selections presented in this Anthology have been collected with the help of colleague Karen Sims. Together, we have included writings that we believe to best define the history of
  one-percenter motorcycle clubs and the debates surrounding them. Although we had opposing views and consequently differences of opinion on some aspects of the outlaw biker subculture, such as
  whether they are deemed to be criminal organizations, we worked out a compromise between the two of us. The editorial comments can be viewed as a collaborative effort by both editors and no
  distinctions are made between their impressions.


  Much has been written about outlaw bikers  books, articles, features and so on  but the material is usually polarized between two extremes, being either pro or (as is more often
  the case) anti-biker. The present collection is unique. It includes offerings by bikers, popular authors, academics, and policemen  providing readers with enough raw material to make up
  their own minds.


  


  EDITORS NOTE


  Some authors in this volume (for example William Dulaney) use an accurate within club term when speaking of Charters of the Hells Angels Motorcycle
  Club  the general term being Chapters.


  And regarding the missing apostrophe in Hells Angels, this is the currently accepted form, adopted by the club itself. Nevertheless, some writers opt for the technically correct
  Hells Angels. Readers should therefore note that both versions are accurate for the purposes of this book.


  


  PART 1


  Birth of

  the Outlaw Biker


  
    
      	
        
          
            
              There is over 120 years of history here. Someone has to tell it.


              William Dulaney

            

          

        

      
    

  


  Two years after the first reliable motorcycle was produced, motorcycle clubs were formed. And they have been thriving ever since. In 1924 the American
  Motorcycle Association (AMA) was founded, quickly dubbing any non-affiliated clubs outlaws. Thus a black-and-chrome counter-culture was born, destined to become an international
  phenomenon.


  In fact, most outlaw motorcycle clubs (as defined by the American Motorcycle Association) formed between the 1920s and 1940s were harmless groups of guys and girls with a desire to
  escape the humdrum by riding collectively on club runs or by testing their skills at organized motorcycle races. But from the beginning, motorcyclists have been bound by a love of
  bikes, the treatment they receive as riders, and an overall lifestyle associated with motorbiking. This near-mythical bond between biker and bike still exists.


  From its very birth the motorcycle has attracted those who love the freedom of the open road. The sheer power of the machine, the high speeds it is capable of achieving, and exposure to the
  elements produces an adrenaline rush that cannot be fathomed by car drivers. The concentration required to operate a motorcycle blocks all bullshit from your mind, focusing attention on the
  near-addictive high of riding. If motorcycles influence your life, then you are part of the motorcycling community.


  If the 1920s saw the birth of outlaw bikers, the 1940s saw them come of age. The end of the Second World War in 1945 heralded the return of thousands of young
  servicemen, many of whom  thanks to military training  possessed the necessary skills to ride. Furthermore, many of these survivors were eager to recapture the comradeship and
  excitement of active service. As motorcycling went some way to satisfying these needs, motorcycle clubs enjoyed a post-war boom. But the event that spawned the modern image of the outlaw biker
  occurred in 1947 at the tiny Californian town of Hollister. By all accounts some motorcyclists behaved badly. By todays standards the incident was tame: a few broken windows, one arrest,
  some riders doing burn-outs in bars and cheap restaurants. Nevertheless, the mayhem at Hollister was seized upon by Life magazine and blown out of proportion. Meanwhile, a young film-maker
  named Stanley Kramer picked up on the story and in 1953 released a movie entitled The Wild One.


  The impact of this movie  starring Marlon Brando and Lee Marvin  cannot be overstated. The clothing, modified bikes, biker badges, and many other features of current outlaw clubs
  can be traced directly to this motion picture. In fact, the movie made such a strong statement of rebellion in its portrayal of alienated bikers that it was banned in several countries, including
  Britain and Australia. Nevertheless, The Wild One was the medium by which the culture was spread around the globe when, several years after its release, it was finally screened overseas (the
  British Board of Film Censors lifted its ban in 1968). Thus, by the 1960s, the scene was set for an expansion of outlaw biker subculture across the English-speaking world.


  Meanwhile, the American Motorcycle Association was keen to distance itself from events like Hollister, reputedly declaring that: Ninety-nine per cent of motorcyclists are law-abiding
  citizens and the actions at Hollister are a result of outlaw motorcyclists and non-motorcyclists. Of course, the AMA was referring to non-members when it spoke of outlaw
  motorcyclists and clubs, but those who embraced the biker image as depicted in The Wild One immediately declared themselves one percenters. The terms outlaw and
  one percenter soon became blurred: but as far as the media and police were concerned, both outlaw and one-percenter clubs were simply
  gangs.


  And so, between the late 1940s and late 1960s most present-day one-percenter clubs officially began, including  among many others  the Hells Angels, the Bandidos, and the
  Pagans.


  But the one-percenter clubs were not considered a serious problem for law enforcement agencies until another watershed event: the alleged rape of two teenage girls at Monterey, California, in
  1964 by two members of the Hells Angels Motorcycle Club. This incident led to the Lynch Report (named after Thomas Lynch, California Attorney-General at the time), which identified outlaw
  motorcycle clubs as criminal entities. Despite put-downs by the likes of journalist Hunter S. Thompson (As a historical document, it read like a plot synopsis of Mickey Spillanes
  worst dreams), the Lynch Report was the first time that politicians defined outlaw motorcycle clubs as organizations worthy of law enforcement attention.


  The years of the Vietnam War which ended in 1975 was the next big event to produce a large influx of outlaw motorcyclists. Largely for the same reasons that attracted Second
  World War survivors to motorcycling, Vietnam Vets swelled the ranks of one-percenter clubs. Meanwhile, the hippy counter-culture of the 1960s and early 1970s introduced two other factors into the
  biker fraternity: drugs and internationalization. But while the hippies eventually disappeared into the system, giving up their alternative lifestyle and dress code, outlaw bikers
  retained their distinctive style. And outlaw bikers still live by their own rules, expressing their rejection of mainstream culture and society.


  


  FIRST CONTACT


  
    Brock Yates

  


  
    
      
        Brock Yates is a freelance writer and Harley-Davidson rider. While Brock wasnt part of the early years of motorcycling history, his ability to capture the
        essence of early subculture  and in particular, the machines outlaw bikers ride  makes for a fascinating read. The following piece is short, but it powerfully describes youthful
        impressions, providing readers with a glimpse into the early years of outlaw motorcycle clubs.

      

    

  


  The noise. The god-awful death rattle issuing from the bowels of his infernal machine. He had been a quiet kid, one of those bashful back-markers in
  elementary school, a pasty-faced runt lost in the playground stampedes and the adolescent classroom chatter. Now, suddenly, as a junior in high school, he had reinvented himself, a
  transmogrification of quasi-lethal intensity.


  Among the brush-cut and bobby-soxed hierarchy of 1950s teenage life, he cut a wide swath, swooping among the Goody Two-shoes aboard his black-and-chrome monster. Wrapped in a wide-collared
  leather jacket studded with chrome, he was someone to be reckoned with, a stern-faced stud on a bad-ass motorcycle.


  His classmates watched him in a confused state of part scorn, part envy, from the vantage point of establishment tools: teenagers operating in the mainstream of conventional lusts over fast cars
  and faster women. But the notion of a motorcycle  no, make that a Harley-Davidson motorcycle  was beyond the pale, drifting into the lurid red-light districts occupied by the devil
  drug, marijuana, and the white-slave trade. Other guys tried the zooter gig, fashioning themselves in ducks-ass haircuts and peg pants in open defiance of the conventions of khaki and gray
  flannel  the Fonzi-like prototypes later to be immortalized in Grease and other fifties flashbacks. But the over-the-top gesture, the ultimate fuck-you to the straight arrows and
  suck-ups of the day was that mother-humper Harley from hell.


  Wheels of any kind beyond a Schwinn was the ultimate guy fantasy. Decades would pass before the booming middle class could afford to outfit its high-schoolers with automobiles,
  much less anything as exotic as motorcycles. The periodicals of the early 1950s swooned over the alleged menace of hot-rodders, a California manifestation involving youths aboard
  chopped and channeled flathead Fords who engaged in such sociopathic madness as drag racing and death-defying games of chicken. These exotic little home-built machines,
  hacksawed out of prewar Fords, were viewed as a motorized expression of the newly discovered teenage species known as juvenile delinquents. This alleged rabble, sporting T-shirts with
  Camel packs rolled into the sleeves, represented a new surge of Visigoths marauding through the nations streets. The dreaded hot rods (a contraction of hot roadster) would be
  chronicled in countless hysterical magazine and newspaper stories of the day, culminating in the 1955 cult film Rebel Without a Cause, starring that paradigm of 1950s punkdom, James Dean.
  Drag racing, as portrayed in the films deadly duel, shook moms and pops out of their Barcaloungers from coast to coast. Images of every kid in America behind the wheel of a hopped-up Ford
  or, God forbid, a thundering Harley slashing through the suburbs at suicidal speeds, seared their suburbanite brains. Hot rods. Motorcycles. Leather jackets, and in the distance the fearsome tribal
  drumbeats of rock n roll. The fall of Rome was upon them.


  Among the foot-sloggers, the kid on the Harley-Davidson enjoyed an automatic status reserved for those with wheels of all types, but in his case they belonged to a mysterious,
  exotic and faintly ominous, flame-belching motorcycle. A scrubbed classmate from the suburbs was also among the anointed, but purely as a midget leaguer. Somehow he had talked his father into
  letting him buy a used, clapped-out motor scooter, a lumpy Cushman powered by a one-lung lawnmower engine. On days when he rode it to school, he parked it near the Harley, a dinghy moored in the
  shadow of that battleship, unworthy of notice by the ships owner.


  The Harley guy would leave class, cloaked in his leather armor on even the warmest days, and stride past the Cushman in total disdain. Legging over the Harley, he fiddled briefly with the fuel
  value and the choke before commencing his ritual attack on the kick starter, leaping and cursing as his booted foot rocked up and down on the chromium lever. The monster would fart and grumble,
  fitfully barking in protest against the intrusion by its master. Finally, after minutes of refusal, the mighty engine would awaken, spewing clouds of raw gas and fire from its twin pipes, rattling
  windows and sending decent folk scurrying, their ears covered against the din. Once satisfied that the beast was awake, he would settle into its saddle and, rolling his gloved right hand on the
  handlebar throttle, rev the engine until the plugs cleared and the last living creature within earshot had been intimidated. Then, with his left hand he would reach for the shifter, jam the thing
  into gear, and roar away, weaving and yawing in a shower of gravel. To the witless squares who knew no such power, it was like witnessing a moon shot almost twenty years hence.


  Properly costumed, he had become a member of a tiny, exclusive clique headquartered in a grease-stained warren on the edge of town. There a strange, lanky man ran a dealership for
  Harley-Davidson motorcycles. It was off-limits to decent folk, a corral for outriders and bandits, bikers and weirdos who rode motorcycles, more a collection of shacks than a real building. The
  floors were soaked black with motor oil and littered with shards of piston rings, broken chains, shattered cylinder heads, and bent forks  the effluvia of a thousand haphazard repairs.
  Outside leaned a rabble of old motorcycles, bare-boned frames, piles of shredded tires, and broken engines, a graveyard of outlaw machinery tended by the gaunt man who knew all and was all
  regarding motorcycles  the high priest in the smoky Harley temple.


  One day the suburbanite ventured into the forbidden place, naively searching for a part for his Cushman. This was akin to asking the gunnery officer on the USS Missouri for a box of BBs.
  A Cushman motor scooter in a Harley-Davidson store? Send in the clowns! Whats that pie-faced twit doing intruding with that puny, gutless slug among real mens machines? The dealer
  slouched inside, appearing nearly as filthy as the soot-stained walls. He grunted a response to the kids question, barely deigning to deal with a noncultist. Other men lurked against the
  workbenches. They wore grimy denims and sported heavy engineers boots gleaming with caked motor oil. They smoked heavily, filling the morbid room with gray clouds that mingled with the
  belching and backfiring of the Harley they were attempting to tune with large screwdrivers. The outlander had clearly stifled conversation, and it would remain so until he departed, leaving them to
  stand in silent witness to the rattle-bone thud of the big machine under the dealers crude ministrations. The kid never returned. Nor did anyone he knew who was considered a member of decent
  society ever enter those dreaded precincts.


  Who were those men? The term biker would not become part of the national slang for another decade, and they were therefore nameless outriders  supplicants to a small but
  true faith centered around a brutish machine that fit between their legs. Most rode Harley-Davidsons, but others traveled on giant Indians  a similar large American-made motorcycle that
  remained a steadfast rival, albeit with sagging sales and loyalties. While hard-edged motorcycle gangs were at the time forming in California, the notion of outlaw organizations coalescing around
  Harleys and Indians in dinky cities was unthinkable. Motorcycle gangs might exist in sybaritic California, where debauched movie stars and other bohemians played their evil games, but not in the
  great heartland, where motorcycles sputtered on the dark and mysterious perimeter. For most Americans banditry as defined by such strange and frightful cults as the Hells Angels was still beyond
  their ken in the early 1950s.


  The men who hung around the little motorcycle shop were for the most part lost souls: disoriented and disillusioned WWII veterans, functioning alcoholics, unemployed factory workers, and a few
  rebellious teenagers, all of whom found solace in the radiated strength of the big bikes. Power was available at the kick of the leg and the flick of the wrist. Equality came at the end of an
  exhaust pipe, and every Buick-driving Babbitt better know it. Still, the riders were marginalized, meaningless and essentially ignored, crackpots who dressed strangely and hung out in sleazy bars
  and rode noisy motorcycles. Fringe players in the grand American scheme whose sullen expressions of independence seemed harmless and irrelevant. Beyond the noise and bluster of their blowsy
  motorcycles, who cared about them, save for a few addled teenagers who retained a fearful fascination for their monster machines?


  The suburbanite fitfully tried to keep up with his Harley-rider classmate, wrestling as he could against middle-class conventions but lacking the money, much less the social chutzpah, to make
  the leap aboard a Harley  which, truth be known, he and his peers viewed with a combination of fear and lurid fascination. He managed to marshal sufficient funds by selling the Cushman to
  obtain a tiny Czechoslovakian CZ-125, with a cylinder barely as large as a Harley carburetor but still a legitimate motorcycle. It would be a source of considerable pride for him to later learn
  that in fact James Dean himself had entered the world of bikes on a sister unit, rising then into fast British twins before killing himself behind the wheel of a Porsche 550 Spyder sports-racing
  car. Still, it was not enough. The Harley-Davidsons  with their seventy-four-cubic-inch Knucklehead engines  larger than the sixty-seven-cubic-inch power plants of the
  Volkswagen Beetles that were beginning to arrive on these shores  remained alone; the baddest, grumpiest, surliest motorcycles on earth.


  So what if any number of Brit bikes, BSAs, Triumphs, Nortons, et al., could wax a Harley in a head-to-head race? So what if Harleys leaked oil like sieves and burned valves and warped their
  cylinder heads? So what if their tub-thumping exhausts infuriated proper folk? So what if only the lower orders rode and coveted them? So what if Harley-Davidson was not a nice machine? So what if
  the people who rode them scared the wee-wee out of the good burghers? Wasnt that the point?


  His CZ-125 was eventually traded for a collection of used sports cars and the rigors of family raising and career chasing. So too for his classmate on the Harley, who gave up his leathers for
  white perma-press shirts  complete with plastic mechanical pencil holders  and an engineering career in that paradigm of establishmentarianism, General Motors.


  His short-lived rebellion was over, and his old Harley had no doubt ended up on the rubble pile behind the shop, now long since demolished and replaced by a miniature golf course and driving
  range. But his statement had been made, and it would play a minuscule role in the expanding legend of Harley-Davidson, which was about to become one of those precious few machines elevated beyond
  mere function to the apotheosis of a globe-spanning lifestyle. Its role is a curious one, a duality of good and evil, of raffish innocence and snarling pugnacity. No other icon of the machine age,
  be it a Ferrari or a Porsche automobile, a rare WWII fighter plane, or a megapriced, English-built Vincent Black Shadow motorcycle, possesses this ambiguity of purpose.


  Harley-Davidson prospers worldwide, thanks to its lofty status. It has a patina of history and tradition that cannot be created even by the canniest and most creative of advertising wizards. It
  is hardly the most technologically advanced or best performing of its breed. Quite to the contrary. The current Harley-Davidson is in essence an antique. Its basic design dates back to 1936 and, in
  a broad engineering sense, to a French twin-cylinder concept developed at the end of the nineteenth century. It is the perfect flintlock rifle. The worlds most refined sundial. But with that
  antiquity comes tradition and a storied continuity that defies imitation. The Japanese  long masters of the art of creating high-performance engines and capable of making vastly superior
  motorcycles of all kinds  are frantically dumbing down their product lines in slavish attempts to build faux Harley-Davidsons. The results are perfect replications of the venerable Milwaukee
  original, but hopeless and hollow gestures. They bring nothing to the table to counter Harleys near century-old aura.


  Within that essentially hundred-year saga lies a series of stops and starts and the elements of both success and failure. Contradictions abound, and in a broad sense this grand old
  machines persona broadly represents that of the nation that created it  and that radiates its personality around the globe. Rooted in Milwaukee, Harley-Davidson symbolizes the best
  and the worst of a nation whose growth has been fitful, rebellious, disjointed, and cursed by raging crosscurrents and blurred imagery. If perception equals reality, the source of the Harley
  mystique begins not with the founding of the company in 1903 by the brothers Davidson, Arthur, William, and Walter, and their friend William Harley, but rather in a steamy farming town in Northern
  California on Independence Day, 1947.


  


  800 POUNDS OF STEEL


  
    Ross Fuglsang

  


  
    
      
        Ross Fuglsang accurately describes the development of the Harley-Davidson motorcycle as a symbol of American culture, and the significance of Harley customization as a
        means of self-expression for outlaw bikers.

      

    

  


  What is it about a motorcycle which so endears it to the male psyche? Attempts to analyze the bond between man and machine are similar: placed in
  opposition to the comfort and security of the all-too-confining automobile, it becomes the very icon of wildness. In a ritual paean to the motorcycle, Robert Hughes preaches that a
  bike extends its rider into the environment, all senses alert. . . . The bike flows into it in a state of heightened consciousness that no driver, with his windows and heater and radio, will
  ever know. It is the total experience. Of the Harley-Davidson look he helped create, Willie G. Davidson said, The bike conveys a mechanical forcefulness 
  its not totally tamed. We dont cover up the nuts and bolts because theyre part of the mechanical beauty of the bike.


  A Harley is more than just nuts and bolts and transportation to fanatical owners. It is a lifestyle embroidered into the fabric of Americana, Carl Ciati writes in Popular
  Mechanics. Its a look, a sound, a riding position, a certain style. It is devotion to mechanical beauty which inspires such loyalty that men tattoo the Harley-Davidson bar
  and shield logo on their bodies. And, because it was for years the last vestige of the American motorcycle industry, the Harley myth incorporates a sense of pride and patriotism. When Honda reigned
  as sales leader, hardcore Harley loyalists stood firm, seeing in the You meet the nicest people on a Honda campaign a veiled and underhanded swipe at the Harley rider, who was
  by implication somehow mad, bad and dangerous to know.


  All of this excitement surrounds a machine that was, in truth, an accident, the happy result of early attempts to refine the internal combustion engine. And, as is often the case with
  technological innovations, no one person can take sole credit for the invention of the motorcycle. In the process of developing an air-cooled, four-stroke engine for automotive use, Gottlieb
  Daimler constructed a petrol-powered bicycle in 1885. Within a matter of a few years the motorrad appeared in large numbers in France and Germany and by 1896 these contraptions, flitting
  about at a top speed of about 24 mph, had taken on the familiar shape of the modern motorcycle. Motorcycle historians Richard Hough and L. J. K. Setright note that the motorcycle has
  suffered ever since from its self-imposed engineering limitations as well as from its despised social standing. That it survived at all in a world satisfied with the horse and wagon
  (and one in the process of developing a horseless carriage) they call a pleasing paradox. Those early machines were, after all, noisy and uncomfortable, and the engines were
  especially sensitive to every bounce and jiggle. Every trip was an adventure.


  But its fickle temperament may have been the machines saving grace. Early motorcycles demanded great dedication and mechanical skill of their riders. Those first-generation bikers were up
  to the task, though, since they were often the machines designers and builders, well aware of the machines moods and limitations. Motorcycles were also not for the fainthearted. Early
  riders earned their reputations as iron men. In return, motorcycles provided a very special delight, a unique amalgam of rigour and exuberance, the paradox of detachment from
  the world and yet intimate engagement with it. Who cared that the over-powered bicycles were temperamental, noisy, dirty, painful and completely anti-social  they were fun.


  The first two decades of this century were a period of technical innovation that redeemed some of the least appealing aspects of cycling. Up to that point, riders pedaled or ran alongside their
  bikes to get them started. Because of the cycles low power, riders often had to jump off and push them up hills. Even more damaging to the industry was the fact that there were too many
  manufacturers, too few mechanics and too many designs. When it became standard practice to incorporate a small four-stroke engine into a standard safety bicycle frame, replacing the bottom bracket,
  the motorcycles future brightened. This design improved the motorcycles balance by lowering the center of gravity and better distributing the weight of engine and rider.


  Both rider and machine changed in the early years of this century. Hough and Setright identify a new type of man taking up motorcycling. The iron men became the minority, replaced by those
  looking for utility. The new owner, they note, would entertain no romantic notions about his machine, and usually had no mechanical knowledge whatever. To that end,
  between 1905 and 1915, practically every modern motorcycle design feature appeared: spring forks for comfort; handlebar controls for mixing oil, fuel and air; improved dynamos for starting and
  lighting; V-belts and an occasional chain drive; and fat tires that could be repaired and changed in a matter of minutes rather than hours. Here at last was a motorcycle which really looked
  like a motorcycle, write Hough and Set right. Here was the machine which was to spark off a wave of new manufacturers, a new sport, a new contribution to  or in some ways a new
  threat to  society.


  With this semblance of standardization and organization came the necessity of racing, the tests of speed and endurance and of the riders skills. Prior to 1903 a handful of men would
  occasionally gather at horse tracks and bicycle velodromes to race their machines at speeds in excess of 30 mph. In this country, 1903 saw the formation of the Federation of American Motorcyclists,
  which in 1908 put together its first organized event, a two-day endurance run around New York City and Long Island. The president of the Harley-Davidson Motor Company, Walter Davidson, mounted an
  early Harley to face off against and defeat 84 other riders representing 22 different makes of motorcycle.


  The first Harley-Davidson had rolled out of the one-room Milwaukee machine shop operated by Bill and Walter Davidson and William Harley in 1903. A year earlier the first Indian motorcycle sprang
  out of Springfield, Massachusetts. These two manufacturers, along with Henderson and Excelsior, would come to define motorcycling in the United States and pretty much reign over racing and
  endurance contests early in the century. Harley-Davidsons famed Wrecking Crew dominated the sport between 1916 and 1921. But 1921 also saw sales of Harley-Davidsons slump, prompting the
  company to pull out of racing. The FMA itself had collapsed in 1919, replaced in 1923 by the American Motorcyclists Association (AMA).


  The United States motorcycle industry had run up against a new obstacle, the automobile, and it did not fare well. By 1919 sales figures had faltered and motorcycling in America had
  almost died. The composition of motorcycle ridership changed with the times as well. Cycling became proletarian as those who could afford them took to automobiles. More
  importantly for the industry, however, motorcycling essentially became a mans hobby:


  
    
      There remained a sizable number of gentlemen, young and not so young, who regarded poodle-faking and the weather protection of the motor car with scorn. Believing he
      that travels fastest travels alone, they managed to satisfy themselves  if nobody else  of their sturdy masculinity by bestriding a good lusty motorcycle.

    

  


  Ridership, because of increased competition from other modes of transportation, was being whittled down to a hard core of riders who truly enjoyed the sensation and rigour that
  only the motorcycle could provide. Technical skill and mechanical knowledge were still important, but not essential; potential buyers needed transportation that was reliable and versatile. The best
  bikes survived, barely, and after World War I they provided cheap and utilitarian transportation. Despite technical advances that improved speed, handling and comfort, the domestic market for
  motorcycles became increasingly narrow.


  Motorcycles fared better in Europe, possibly because of the industrys infrastructure and less intense competition from automobile companies. From the beginning, in America, the
  Harley-Davidson Motorcycle Company stressed service. Its efforts to establish a national network of dealers and parts suppliers, along with its intrinsic conservatism, may have been what kept the
  company afloat during the lean years between the wars. European firms also had the advantage of years of experience, and could take advantage of geographical and climatic differences. To survive,
  Harley-Davidson pitched its line of reliable, heavy-duty bikes to its two prime markets: police departments and the military. The Department of the Interior used Harleys to patrol Yellowstone Park,
  and delivery drivers and rural lettercarriers went about their jobs on servicars and sidecar-equipped motor bikes.


  European manufacturers, especially those in Great Britain and Germany, dominated the youthful motorcycle market. Industry histories concentrate on European designs and innovations;
  Harley-Davidson, Indian and other American makes rate only brief asides. The explanation for this focus is fairly simple: the look of a motorcycle is of equal importance to manufacturing and sales.
  Even slight changes in design, like the placement of the gear shift or the location of the speedometer, become major issues. Hough and Setright concentrate almost exclusively on European bikes, and
  Vic Willoughbys Classic Motorcycles offers an in-depth look at 40 European machines he considers yardsticks of motorcycle engineering.


  Styling was not an immediate concern in this country, however. Size and power were what mattered most. After introducing a V-twin (two-cylinders mounted in a V shape) in 1909, Harley-Davidson
  came to dominate the American market. As T. A. Hodgdon points out in Motorcyclings Golden Age of the Fours, big bikes, twins and fours (four cylinders), came to define this
  countrys motorcycles. And despite flirtation with smaller bikes and fours, Harley-Davidsons conservative focus on large-displacement twins (7501,400 ccs) earned it a
  reputation for intractability and stagnation. German and British firms concentrated on speed and handling and perfecting their small-bore single and twin-cylinder engines. To Europeans, stodgy
  Harleys and Indians were huge and unwieldy; Willoughby goes so far as to call them agricultural. Only in America did the styling of hogs and Super Chiefs come to be considered
  classic. There was an obvious reason for this focus, however. In competing against automobiles, American motorcycle manufacturers had to offer some semblance of comfort on roads that
  by and large would not be paved until the 1950s. Also, motorcycles had to travel farther than smaller European models between fuel stops. If American manufacturers needed a rationale for big bikes,
  that was it.


  A cross-country endurance run by Wells Bennett in 1922 pointed up many of the hazards faced by this countrys early bikers. Riding a Henderson four, Bennett left Los Angeles and within 50
  miles ran out of paved road. From there on, one-third of his route was composed of sand and gravel cut with deep ruts: Plugging along in second gear mile after mile, Bennett had trouble
  keeping his balance. It was necessary to cross from one side of the road to the other many times, in order to keep in the furrows. This was very strenuous work and just a sample of what was to
  come. With Flagstaff behind him he was in the mountains bouncing over 68 miles of assorted rocks, chuck holes and sand, only occasionally getting out of low gear. Outside of
  Winslow, Arizona, he fell into a dry wash and his 450-pound bike sank into the sand. The trip continued in a similar vein, with the occasional sand dune thrown in for variety, until he hit Emporia,
  Kansas, after 100 hours in the saddle. From St. Louis to New York City he had the advantage of paved roads, but cold October nights wearied him and a brush with street car rails left him bruised
  and battered on the side of a New Jersey highway. He managed to set a transcontinental record  six days, 15 hours and 13 minutes  an improvement of some seven hours over the previous
  mark, but only because the weather had been dry and his bike suffered no damage more serious than a series of flat tires.


  Before World War I, to attempt a lengthy trip on a small bike with a limited range was folly. When Hough and Setright acknowledge that American manufacturers went in for bulk rather than
  mechanical innovation, it is because that is what worked. In the 1920s and 1930s a cyclist could hope for, at best, 5,000 miles before having to discard an off-brand bike that was either out of
  production or just unfixable. The dependability offered by Harley-Davidson and Indian was an increasingly important issue, as was the dealers mechanical support. Added to the mix in the
  United States was that the automobile quickly became a symbol of middle-class striving. A car in the garage, or more likely on the curb, was a sure sign of success. The motorcycles
  working-class image is one it has never completely overcome.


  Inherent design limitations also hurt the motorcycles American marketability. It could not comfortably transport a family (unless the rider had a sidecar). As Hough and Setright mention,
  cycling was a solo adventure for men. Motorcycles were at the mercy of weather. Early on cars had similar problems and automobilists stored their vehicles in the winter, but by 1914
  some cars had roll-up windows and heaters, and the Fisher Closed Body Corporation turned out 150 enclosed chassis in 1910. Henry Fords Dearborn. Michigan, assembly line hit its stride in the
  1920s, churning out cars that for $245 compared favourably to the cost of a two-wheeler. In the end, affluent Americans turned their backs on bikes. Harley-Davidsons production of
  motorcycles dropped by almost two-thirds  28,189 to 10,202  from 1920 to 1921, and it would not top that 1920 sales figure again until 1942.


  Motorcyclings image and the nations waning interest in racing was further damaged by the deaths of a number of high profile racers in the 1920s. Motordromes, which were often just
  steeply banked wooden tracks, were regularly referred to as murderdromes. By the 1930s flat track and dirt track racing had lost their luster, and road construction and the automobile
  made cross country runs less than riveting. Outside of delivery drivers and police officers, motorcycling became the province of the eccentric and the anti-social. Harley-Davidson, always a wizard
  at advertising and public relations, began to stress respectability and recreational themes in pitching its product. The company used its in-house publication. The Enthusiast, to promote
  safe riding. It was, and still is, a publication that cultivates and celebrates much of what is good about riding in the company of like-minded people.


  The AMA, propped up financially by Harley-Davidson since 1928, sanctioned nearly 300 motorcycle clubs in the 1930s, but they were on the decline amid Depression hardship. Harley-Davidson
  historian David Wright observes that those who were in clubs became more and more a subculture, wearing clothes available only from a motorcycle dealer. As Martin Norris argues, these
  clubs represented the responsible riders. They had their own strict dress codes, and members wore uniforms that were almost military in appearance. Yet they were the
  ones who were, and still are to some extent, overlooked when people think of bikers. Organized clubs sponsored mixers, charity events, races and hill-climbing contests. And, like The
  Enthusiast, AMA clubs promoted responsible motorcycling as a family activity.


  Before the end of World War II, J. Edgar Hoovers FBI and various other government agencies were preparing the country for an inevitable spate of juvenile delinquency and crime. Deciding
  who would lead the fight against the approaching menace and resolve the techniques to be used in the coming battle were hotly contested by sociologists and criminologists. In A Cycle of
  Outrage, James Gilbert documents both the growing public awareness of delinquency, beginning in 1943, and a series of Senate hearings which focused national attention on the battle between the
  Justice Department and the Childrens Bureau, setting the tone for the next decade. The result of the war years, he concludes with some irony, was that the country was prepared for the worst
   and got it.


  According to Gilbert, the 1940s and 1950s were characterized by a variety of threats to the middle-class family. Changes in youth culture inspired confusion and fear in older Americans
  unprepared and unwilling to accept such rapid social change. The end result was hostility and suspicion between generations, and the belief that teenagers had somehow lost their moral bearings:
  In the postwar world, the changing behavior of youth, in terms of speech, fashions, music and mores, appeared to erase the boundaries between hijinks and premature adulthood and even
  delinquency. Taken together, events of the era validated increased concern, as well as increased expenditures for adolescent counseling, education and law enforcement.


  In The Fifties David Halberstam paints a friendlier, if no less disconcerting, portrait of America. Conformity and materialism were the rule and deviance came at a pretty price. His
  snapshot descriptions of McDonalds, Holiday Inns, suburban Levittowns and television sitcoms reveal a society inconducive to and increasingly intolerant of nonconformists, free spirits and rebels.
  The Beats, exemplified by Jack Kerouac and Allen Ginsberg, looked outside the system for freedom. The growing youth culture that idolized Marlon Brando, Elvis Presley and James Dean
  identified with being misunderstood, especially by parents. There was, Halberstam concludes, a blandness, conformity, and lack of serious social and cultural purpose in middle-class life in
  America, and those with the temerity to turn their backs on it were the pioneers of what would eventually become the counterculture.


  Perceptions of increased delinquency, the growing popularity of rock and roll music and hot-rodding, the new social mobility and economic independence of adolescents, and changing definitions of
  right and wrong dovetailed with the older generations Cold War hysteria and fear of anarchy and conspiracy. What Gilbert calls a premature adult culture, thrust upon the American
  public by communications media that emphasized everything new and threatening, could easily have been mistaken for radical change. The situation was no less confusing for adolescents who had
  to adapt to new technology, which was changing their lives every day in ways obvious and not so obvious; thats why they were afraid.


  In 1954 Newsweek offered a special report on violence in America. Crimes of violence  manslaughter, assault, murder  were up 33 percent from the years 1937 to 1939. Rapes
  were up 80 percent. Juvenile delinquency and youth gangs were singularly menacing: More and more they are going in for big-time crime. They carry guns, and theyre even quicker than
  adult criminals to kill. Criminologists blamed the moral breakdown on global tensions; the only cure was a stiffening of the moral fabric of the nation and a spiritual
  renaissance. Los Angeles and its overburdened police force become the focus of the story, but capsule summaries of crime in nine cities revealed the issue to be of nationwide concern.


  But violence and street gangs have always been a part of American culture, we just choose to ignore them whenever possible. In the 1950s Harrison Salisbury coined the term the shook-up
  generation to describe the growing incidence of gangs and youth violence. His concern is summarized in one sentence: What are we going to do about our young people? Though
  focused on New York City street gangs, Salisbury sheds light on the changing nature of gangs and what concerned Americans at the dawn of a new decade. Most disturbing to him is the potential
  violence presented by future generations of suburban teens. With fathers spending too much time at work, Salisbury describes isolated homes and emotionally starved children: In too many
  homes the mother is too busy with an eternal round of social activities to have any real relationship with her children. The end result is unhappiness in the midst of plenty. Where mothers
  took charge of the home, Salisbury suggests boys rebelled and displayed extreme masculine attitudes, violence and even sadism.


  Rootlessness, mobility and a burgeoning population also figured into Salisburys equation. People are pouring into California from all parts of the United States. They represent a
  mixture of ethnic groups and cultural backgrounds. The result of this heavy population movement is identical with the New York picture  friction between the newcomers and old-timers. . .
  . James Q. Wilson addresses the mixture of disparate peoples and changes in community standards in an article in The Public Interest. His survey of 1,000 Boston homeowners in 1968
  found that the urban problem ultimately consisted of a failure of accepted community standards.


  Cars and motorcycles provided one outlet for alienated young men and motorheads who might have felt unfairly constrained, isolated, or just out of place in post-war America. Richard Reeves,
  describing his own experience in the fifties, allows the 55 Chevy historical significance by pointing out that putting a big engine in a small car meant that for the first time the
  poor (or at least the middle class) could drive as fast as the rich. In hot-rod culture, with its roots running as far back as the Model T, kids bought stock automobiles and tinkered until
  they had the most unique machine possible, one that would reflect who they were or who they wanted to be. If they could shut down someone elses rod, all the better.


  Harley-Davidsons similarly attracted men and boys who wanted to express themselves mechanically but could not afford an automobile. The bikes were familiar to World War II vets, and by design
  Harleys were rugged and fairly cheap. With a bit of work they could also be quite fast. But even more important for later generations of cyclists, Harley 74s (74 cubic inches), the bike of choice
  for the early outlaw clubs, were easy to repair and easy to personalize. Harley enthusiast Alf Walle writes that Harleys were revered by motorcycle clubs because they could be stripped down to
  their essentials with a minimum of tools and experience, and could easily reflect the riders personality through customized paint jobs and an array of bolt-on parts.


  It was within this motorcycle subculture that a more focused outlaw subculture took shape in the 1940s and 50s. Randal Montgomery contends that a delinquent subculture is organized so as
  to render certain skills [fighting, avoiding authority] as focal points of status achievement. Those skills that early outlaw motorcycle clubs valued emphasized mechanical skill and the
  ability to ride. Clubs and club members also put a priority on toughness, excitement and autonomy, and the objective of intentionally seeking out trouble was to demonstrate hyper-masculine
  toughness. Since most members of early outlaw clubs were unskilled or semi-skilled laborers, J. Mark Watson, a former member of a club himself, believes they escaped otherwise dull lives through
  the excitement generated by the club. The motorcycle provided mechanically inclined, working-class youths a level playing field on which to compete in those skills which were important to them.
  They suspended competition in a game they could not win  middle-class striving  by creating and emphasizing an artificial culture in which they made their own rules.


  


  ENTER THE OUTLAW

  MOTORCYCLE CLUB


  
    William L. Dulaney

  


  
    
      
        William Dulaney is a former member of an outlaw motorcycle club and continues to ride his 1953 Harley-Davidson FLE on a daily basis. Here he focuses on
        the early development of motorcycle club culture.

      

    

  


  Perhaps the first emergence of an enduring motorcycle club, one that still exists as of this writing, appeared in 1936. This group was called the McCook
  Outlaws, hailing from Cook County, Illinois, which encompasses the city of Chicago. The McCook Outlaws were later to become the Chicago Outlaws, now known as the Outlaws Motorcycle Club. According
  to a 26-year member of the Outlaws Motorcycle Club, older members of his organization related to him that they congregated for the purposes of long distance touring  which was quite an
  adventure aboard a foot-operated clutch and hand-shifted motorcycle traveling largely on unpaved dirt roads  and racing, which included hill-climbing, flat quarter-mile dirt tracks, and oval
  wooden board tracks. A secondary but enduring biker pastime was the massive consumption of alcohol and general good-natured debauchery. Organizational symbols of the McCook Outlaws were stenciled
  on the back of mechanics overalls, which consisted simply of the clubs name; leather vests and jackets, as well as club-specific logos and symbols were yet to make their debut. It is
  interesting to note that according to the Outlaws Motorcycle Club History website the clubs organizational logo (i.e., Charlie, a skull centered over two crossed pistons and
  connecting rods, similar to a Jolly Roger pirates flag) was heavily influenced by the attire worn by Marlon Brandos character Johnny in the 1954 film The Wild
  One.


  An all-female motorcycle club called The Motormaids has maintained an American Motorcyclist Association club charter for more than 60 years (the AMA granted their charter in 1940). While the
  Outlaws Motorcycle Club may arguably lay claim to a slightly longer lineage, they have experienced at least two organizational identity permutations during their tenure. The Motormaids, however,
  has maintained a singular identity and overall governing structure since their inception and thus may well be the oldest established motorcycle club in the world, older even than the world famous
  Hells Angels Motorcycle Club, which formed in 1947, who also maintain their original organizational identity.


  The Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor, which kick-started American involvement in World War II and the resultant compulsory military service of young American men, clamped the brakes down hard on
  the acceleration of motorcycle club diffusion across the country. However, the sound of Japanese bombs exploding in Pearl Harbor were to be anything but the death knell of motorcycle clubs.


  At the end of World War II young men returned from combat in droves. Many found the transition back to a peaceful civilian life a more monotonous chore than they could handle. Some combat vets
  were trained in riding motorcycles, specifically Harleys and Indians, while serving overseas. Other servicemen who werent officially trained in the operation of military motorcycles would
  simply commandeer motorcycles and ride them about for much needed relief from the stress of armed conflict. Some who didnt have experience with motorcycles during the war did manage to work
  their way up to master-level partiers. Be they Army Air Corps flight crews, Seamen, Infantrymen, Airborne or Marines, the one constant thread that was sewn throughout their uniforms was the
  ubiquitous post-mission celebration. Many WWII veterans formed strong bonds with one another, relationships that transcended wartime, which likely began during basic training where men were forced
  into seemingly impossible and highly stressful situations in order to expedite the formation of an exceptionally high degree of interdependence. During actual combat, men became brothers-in-arms
  through the horrific experiences of war. They witnessed members of their unit being killed and wounded, they themselves being wounded or killing enemy soldiers, as well as other atrocities of
  war.


  Upon their successful return from combat missions, marines, airmen, soldiers and sailors retired to the nearest drinking establishment in an attempt to drown the memories of battle with booze,
  to heal the scars of armed conflict with laughter, and to try and feel human again, if only for a short while. These men became brothers born of warfare, atrocity, and death, a kinship that runs
  deeper than blood relations. It is also important to consider the ages of these men: the average age of WWII servicemen was only 26. Many returning combat vets reported feelings of restlessness and
  a general malaise; their prewar personalities had been forever changed. These men were likely experiencing varying degrees of Post Traumatic Stress Disorder (PTSD), a psychological diagnosis that
  wasnt officially recognized until 1980. The National Center for Post Traumatic Stress Disorder defines the disorder as:


  
    
      A psychiatric disorder that can occur following the experience or witnessing of life-threatening events such as military combat, natural disasters, terrorist incidents,
      serious accidents, or violent personal assaults like rape. People who suffer from PTSD often relive the experience through nightmares and flashbacks, have difficulty sleeping, and feel detached
      or estranged, and these symptoms can be severe enough and last long enough to significantly impair the persons daily life.

    

  


  Researchers have found that for some combat veterans, relief from the effects of PTSD can be found by engaging in interpersonal and leisure activities such as those involved
  with motorcycling. Thus, it seems logical that the horrors of war and the hell of combat may have melted down the pre-war personalities of these men only to recast them forever in a new form, a
  form that didnt fit well with the post-World War II American culture.


  It should come as no surprise that when these men returned stateside and resumed their jobs punching time clocks, dressing in suits, reporting to managers, swinging hammers, or repairing
  automobiles, that very soon they started searching for leisure activities that could get their blood pumping once again. Veterans, searching for relief from the residual effects of
  their wartime experiences, started seeking out one another just to be around kindred spirits and perhaps relive some of the better, wilder social aspects of their times during the war. Soon enough
  American motorcycles became part of the equation, largely due to the high level of performance and excitement the cycles offered a rider, as well as for the relatively antisocial characteristic of
  loud exhaust pipes and the large, imposing size of the bikes. Add to this a post-war economic boom and a July 4th, 1947 Hollister, California incident as reported by Life magazine, and it
  seems that all the necessary ingredients, which were missing during the previous era, were now present and sufficient for a specific type of motorcycling organization to emerge.


  


  MOTORCYCLISTS TAKE OVER TOWN,

  MANY INJURED


  
    C.I. Dourghty

  


  
    
      
        C.I. Dourghty Jr was a reporter with the San Francisco Chronicle.


        The following story, which he filed on 6 July 1947, was soon taken up by newspapers around America.

      

    

  


  
    Hollister. July, 5

  


  State Highway patrolmen tonight imposed informal martial law in downtown Hollister to curb the riotous activities of an estimated 4000. Almost 60 persons were injured, three of
  them seriously. Several more arrests were made and a special night court session was convened to punish those charged with reckless driving and drunkenness. The outburst of terrorism 
  wrecking of bars, bottle barrages into the streets from upper story windows and roofs and high speed racing of motorcycles though the streets  came as participants in the annual Gypsy
  Tour sponsored by the American Motorcycle Association converged on Hollister for a three-day meeting.


  
    Evening Lull

  


  Shortly after dusk tonight, the force of 40 highway patrol officers, commanded by Captain L.T. Torres of San Benito County, forced a lull in the terrorism. Armed with tear gas
  guns, the officers herded the cyclists into a block on San Benito street, between Fifth and Sixth streets, parked a dance band on a truck and ordered the musicians to play. Hundreds of individuals
  who invaded the town yesterday for the motorcycle show, about 10 per cent of them women halted their riotous play to dance. Their formal ball at the American Legion Hall was canceled
  by police orders. The dancers scuffed their way through inches of broken glass, debris of bottle barrages thrown during the day. The officers stood almost shoulder to shoulder along the curb.


  
    Request for Help

  


  Captain Torres and his men were sent to the scene by Charles E. Raymond Cato of the highway patrol who received a formal request of assistance from Lieutenant Roy L. McPhail of
  the seven-men Hollister police department. The request for aid was made at 3:30 P.M. today. As the state officers moved in, hundreds of cyclists roared through the streets of Hollister, defying
  traffic regulations. Many of them were injured in spills and crashes. One mans left foot was virtually severed. Lieutenant McPhail was emphatic in his announcement to The Chronicle
  that he was asked for assistance by the State Highway Patrol. Police Chief Fred A. Earin of Hollister said: Its just one hell of a mess.


  
    Thursday

  


  The motorcyclists gathering for a three-day program of social activities, races and hill climbing events scheduled to end tomorrow began taking over the town the
  evening of July 3. The momentum of their activities gained strength during the 4th of July. By evening, they were virtually out of control, the police reported. Riders, both men and women, steered
  their machines into bars, crashing fixtures and bottles and mirrors. They defied all traffic regulations racing full speed through the streets and intersections. Hundreds loosed bottle barrages.
  Bartenders halted the sale of beer, believing the group could not afford whiskey. Riotous activities continued. The bars closed two hours earlier than permitted by law. The same curfew was to go
  into effect tonight. The groups defied the officers to curb their activities. As many arrests as possible were made by police. Judge Frank Butcher convened a special session of his court tonight to
  dispose of the cases as he did last night. The sentences ranged from $25 to $250 and up to 75 days in jail. One of the participants identified by the police as Jim Morrison, 19, of Los Angeles, was
  given 90 days in the county jail for indecent exposure. The emergency room at Hazel Hawkins Hospital was jammed to overflowing. The first case arrived early yesterday. Late tonight, more than 40
  persons had been treated. The San Benito Hospital handled the overflow cases.


  
    List of Injured

  


  The most seriously injured were: Merton Kranzman, 20, Rural Rout NO. 4, Tular. Compound fracture of the right leg. Frank McGovern, 45, Rural Rout NO. 2, Chico. Left leg almost
  severed. Ted Boyde Jr., 20, 542 Williams street, Oakland. Possible skull fracture. With the riot under control for the moment, officers said there is no apparent organized leader of the activity.
  The Gypsy Tour attracted motorcyclists from California, Arizona and Oregon. The first days meeting was attended by as many as 12,000 persons, according to official estimates.
  Races were to conclude the tour today. Officers late tonight had not decided whether they would be permitted. You just cant run everybody out of town, said Captain Torres. The
  tour brought the largest amount of transients in recent history to Hollister. Hundreds slept in haystacks according to police and in the city park and squares.


  


  FORTY HOURS IN HOLLISTER


  
    John Dorrance

  


  
    
      
        John was a freelance writer who, in this selection, succinctly describes the moral panic about bikers with some excellent in-depth journalistic research commencing with
        the old timers who were present for the Hollister riots in 1947.

      

    

  


  The movie picture didnt do it justice, says the elderly owner of the lumber and hardware store. He remembers watching the line of
  black motorcycles that rumbled into the tiny, dusty community of Hollister, California, on the Fourth of July, 1947.


  There were girls stripped to the waist throwing beer bottles. The town was closed off at both ends  they used the main street as a drag strip. The gutters were loaded with beer
  bottles.


  Now three seasoned customers, old farmers and ranchers from the surrounding Diablo foothills, gather around the counter to listen to the familiar tale. Next to the 1961 earthquake that destroyed
  a few buildings downtown, the motorcyclists invasion was the most exciting event ever to hit Hollister.


  It was like a festival for drunks, says one sun-burnt farmer. Drunks laying in the gutter. Bottles all over. People throwing bottles from up above. What they did out on the
  track was a different story. But the bunch I seen in town, they were drunks. Another man recalls that he left town for three days to escape the roar from thousands of unmuffled Harleys and
  Indians.


  Ive seen The Wild One twice, says the shop assistant, dumping finishing nails into a metal bin. From what Ive heard, the movie is really blown out of
  proportion. But mom tells stories of locals that got involved in the trouble-making.


  The others smile at the middle-aged assistants comment. In those years after World War II, he was only a small baby, and couldnt possibly have known what it was like. But the old
  people remember that weekend as the time when the Hells Angels came. And they probably wouldnt change their stories one iota  not even if someone interrupted long
  enough to explain that the Hells Angels didnt even exist that Independence Day 40 years ago, when the riot came to town.


  That weekend was destined to catapult the sleepy central California community of 4800 residents  Hollisters only claim to fame then was that the area produced 74 percent of all the
  garlic grown in the United States  into the maw of the national newspapers, Life magazine, and finally, the Hollywood film industry.


  Late Saturday night, an industrious reporter from the San Francisco Chronicle had flown down for the weekend to cover what was supposed to be a calm gathering of motorcyclists. From
  Hollister, he filed a sensational story which was quickly picked up by the New York and Los Angeles Times.


  The national press, nurtured on the grist of a world war, saw the story in a common light. Editors called the events of that holiday weekend the battle for Hollister, and almost
  every article about the rally used the words invasion, havoc, or wreckage. Two weeks afterward, a full-page photograph published in Life magazine
  forever branded the image of the motorcycling rioteer on the nations conscience. Sprawled across the saddle of a straight-pipe Harley parked in a pile of beer bottles, a filthy, glassy-eyed
  biker grins at the photographer while casually swilling another brew. Cyclists Holiday, read the caption beneath the now-infamous photograph. He and his friends
  terrorize a town.


  The effects were immediate and damning. With a readership of nearly five million, Life was the largest weekly in America, and the image of the drunken biker fit with the already dark
  impressions many suburbanites held of those strange individuals who put two wheels under their rumps and rode  often in militaristic formation like the Nazis the nation had so recently
  defeated  around the countryside on loud, sinister machines. Several years before, a motorcycle gathering in Daytona Beach, Florida, had erupted in brawls and drunken riding, but it was
  small stuff compared with the battles then raging in Europe, and the story never made front-page news.


  After the Hollister story broke, one town quickly cancelled its invitation to host a rally. Cities where future rallies were scheduled were phoning the American Motorcycle Association to ask if
  the gypsy tours would stay  could stay  safely under control.


  Make no mistake about it, exclaimed one AMA spokesman investigating the aftermath of the Hollister rally, that publicity was bad. The sport was set back on its heels. No
  doubt the instigators of the havoc, if they have one spark of a sense of decency, are filled
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