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Introduction



The stories contained in this book are all motorcycle tales. All but a few involve Harley-Davidsons. There are loads of reasons to believe these stories are absolutely true. There are just as many reasons to believe they are not. This is a collection of true stories, modern myths, and biker tales, and we aint sayin which is which.

Our initial idea was to re-create hell-raising tales in an atmosphere of neutrality. Most of the names and places have been changed and club names (with the exception of a few) have been changed or subtly disguised. All of the stories have been streamlined to meet one important qualification: We wanted stories presented like tales a stranger sitting on the next bar stool might tell you. Truth or fiction? Who cares?

Some of the stories are serious, some funny, and some sad. Some celebrate life; others mourn death. Some feature characters who are world-famous. Some feature people who ride anonymously. Some stories glorify both outlaw and independent riders. Some are about citizens who quietly earn a living working at a desk or running their own businesses. Some are about people who never worked a regular job in their lives. All the people we spoke with were extraordinary in their own way.



Most, if not all, of the people who submitted tales were riders. Only a few stories nearly publishable as is made the grade. (We werent looking to be an outlet for creative writers.) After following up on a tale submitted to us, during the subsequent interview process we usually found details or additional stories that were even more interesting than the original submission. Since we were anxious to include a lot of motorcycle detail and escapades, people with stories were more than welcome and eager to brag a little about their rides, runs, wrecks, and mishaps.

Throughout these stories, youll pick up on certain themes. Dont bug us about repetition. The main reasons people ride motorcycles are to clear their heads, feel the wind, and experience freedom. Those concepts are repeated throughout the book.

Not everybodys tales made it to print this time. But everyone we spoke with contributed in some way toward piecing together a cohesive but wide spectrum of motorcycle tales told by different people from different cities, towns, countries, and villages. And for that, we thank everyone who opened up his or her world to us. As a result of hundreds of interviews, phone calls, e-mails, and taped sessions, weve come up with your first batch of hell-raising motorcycle stories.

Sonny Barger, Keith Zimmerman, and Kent Zimmerman, December 7, 2001








The Wandering Gypsy and the Silver Satin Kid



Before Gypsy ever met the Silver Satin Kid, he saw his motorcycle parked outside the Continental Can Company. Thats where the Kid worked. When Gypsy went to work there, too, he checked out the bike up close. You could tell the Kid had worked on it. There were brand-new high bars and extended chrome exhaust pipes, stuff you never really saw that much on bikes in 1957. The bike was an eighty-inch stroker from the 1940s, a Harley-Davidson with a small headlight. It didnt have a paint job. Not yet, anyway. Silver Satin Kid was temporarily scripted in ink on the gas tank along with a drawing of a naked girl.

The Silver Satin Kid earned his nickname from his favorite drink, Silver Satin Wine. He drank it out of a bottle in a brown paper bag when he hung out on the Oakland streets with his bike-riding buddies. To his friends, the Kid was a born leader. A big, screaming double-headed eaglejust like the one on the wine bottle labelwas painted on the back of his leather jacket in silver. The eagles sharp claws were drawn out in attack mode.

The Kid was just like that eagleusually in attack mode. Sometimes around midnight, hed come tearing around the corner of East 17th Streetright outside the apartment where Gypsy livedgunning his Harley full throttle, waking up the entire east side of Oakland. The Kid usually had a pack of three or four guys from his motorcycle club right behind him, trying to keep up. They all wore matching colors on their backs and during the day they hung out at the Circle Drive-In, where their bikes took up most of the sidewalk. It would be through the Kid that Gypsy would fall in with the Club.



Richard Charles Anderson, aka Gypsy, had wanted to ride motorcycles ever since he saw The Wild One back in 1954. He was seventeen, and like a lot of guys, the movie put the zap in his head. In Brandos honor, Gypsy bought a used Ariel one-cylinder English bike off a car lot in Oakland. He bought himself a cool leather shirt and wore black highway patrolman boots. He got a small tattoo on his right arm that said El Lobo. He not only looked the part, but now he rode just like Johnny, Brandos character in the movie. He took the little one-cylinder out to the drag races. Gypsy loved that bike from day one. Hed sit on the porch and just stare at it, then jump on it and ride it around town, then park it in front of his house and look at it for a little while longer, then go riding around again. That routine could go on all night.

Gypsy hit the road impulsively for long rides alone just to clear his head. Once, on a whim, he rode from Oakland to Monterey with seventy-five cents in his pocket. When he got back, one of his friends remarked, Man, youre just like a roamin gypsy. Traveling all over and always alone. The name Gypsy stuck, so Richard had that name sewn onto his riding vest.

One night Gypsy was drinking at the Come-In Club with a young bike rider named Rebel. Rebel was short and skinny and didnt look much like a rebel at all. He looked more like Sal Mineo than James Dean, but he wore a V-neck T-shirt and kept the required cigarette behind his ear. Just then three Club guys came into the Come-In.

See those three guys? Rebel whispered. Man, theyre from the roughest, toughest motorcycle club in

As usual, Rebel kept talking, but Gypsy didnt hear much after that. Transfixed, he wanted to be just like those guys. He wasnt scared of them; he wanted in on their action.

As the three bikers approached the bar, Rebel called out nervously, So, guys, whats happening?

Walker was the leader, a lanky dude with a thin face and cold, mean eyes.

Whats happening? Rebel repeated.

Walker ignored Rebels small talk. Whos your friend here?

Rebel introduced Gypsy to the Club guys. The second fella was a dude named Crazy Cal. He was Walkers brother-in-law, not as tall as Walker, but a real stocky guy, strong as a bull, only meaner. The third member was Dakota, another serious-looking guy. Walkers first words to Gypsy went straight to the point: What are you doing with this asshole?

Gypsy could tell they were sizing him up. He didnt know whether they wanted to hang out and drink or kick his ass. Come on by the Star Cafe tomorrow night, Walker said to Gypsy. Thats where we hang out, man. There was an awkward silence, then the Club guys walked off.

An old Greek owned the Star Cafe on 23rd Avenue in East Oakland. The Star Bar was right next door. The Star Bar was also where a lot of bike riders and early Club members hung out. A lot of them were ex-servicemen and former juvenile delinquents. The Star Bar hadhow do you put it?atmosphere. In blue-collar Oakland in 1957, there was a tavern like the Star Bar on nearly every street corner.

The very next day there was an empty space out in front of the Star Cafe. As Gypsy backed his bike into the curb, he noticed the Silver Satin Kids motorcycle at the end of a long row of Harleys. The Kid had finally finished painting the frame an outrageous burnt orange with the naked girl emblazoned in yellow and black two-tones. He called it the Orange Crate. Gypsy jumped off his bike and combed his hair back to make just the right entrance.

Walker, Crazy Cal, and Dakota were nowhere to be seen. Then a whistle came from the corner of the room. It was the Silver Satin Kid.

Hey, man! the Kid called out from the back corner. Are you the one they call Gypsy?

Gypsy gave the Kid the thumbs-up sign and walked toward him, nodding.

Walker told me about you.

For being a vice president of the Club (his VP patch was stitched over the front pocket of his vest), the Kid wasnt particularly tall or sturdy. He was only nineteen, a head shorter than his fellow Club guys, with a slight, wiry build, weighing in at 155 tops. He spoke with a California drawl.

The Kid introduced Gypsy to a couple of bad-looking dudes: Johnny Slow Poke, who still had his sunglasses on even though it was well past sundown, and Tony the Wanderer, a bike-riding greaser whose hair almost hit his shoulders. Tony wasnt a Club member at the time, but wore an old, oversized khaki green army jacket. When Tony slid out of the booth to grab another beer at the bar, Gypsy noticed he had a big syringe and hypodermic needle painted on the back of his jacket.

The Kid and Gypsy shot the shit. The Kid, Gypsy learned, had never even graduated from high school. He had dropped out at sixteen, gone into the service, and worked for a time at the Granny Goose potato chip plant. Like Gypsy, he was restless, hated the cannery, hated working nights away from his buddies, and drifted from job to job. Hed saved enough money to buy gas, fix up his bike, and ride all summer with the Club. That was it. That was the Kids life.

Soon enough, riding and the Club would become Gypsys life as well. Gypsy began as a hang-around with the Club, riding a BSA until he traded it in for his first Harley, a 1941 Knucklehead. It wasnt long before he was hanging and riding with the Club full-time. After a few weeks, he told the Kid he wanted in. The Kid only nodded.

Wanna get high?

Why not? Gypsy shot back.

Gypsy wasnt holding anything illegal, and as it turned out, neither was the Kid. He pulled out a bottle of Romilar cough pills and spilled them out on the Formica table in his barely furnished apartment. He divided the codeine pills evenly into two piles and shoved one group Gypsys way.

Take all of them. Then the fun begins. They each swallowed a dozen pills, and an hour later they were hallucinating on their motorcycles. It was a cheap but colorful high. As Gypsy grabbed the handlebars of his bike, he felt as if he was wearing boxing gloves.

Joining the Club wasnt too difficult a process for Gypsy. All that stuff he had heard about needing to have a criminal record was a bunch of crap. But the Club was disorganized in its earliest days. It was mostly a bunch of guys who got together to get drunk. Walker, it turned out, wasnt a very gung ho president. Maybe half of the Club had bikes. Some lost them to the repo man; some sold them under pressure from their families; some just didnt have the cash, period.

The last time Gypsy saw Walker was the night he came over to see the Kid. Walker and Dakota had just gotten jobs as night watch-men. Theyd prowl factories checking doorknobs. Door-rattlers. They wore uniforms and guns. To them, it was cool to wear holsters as they practiced their quick-draws in the Kids kitchen. That night turned out to be the night Walker turned the Club over to the Silver Satin Kid.

Walker was pretty straight up about the transition.

Im tired of having the Club and being president. You take over, Kid. Do what you want with it. Reorganize it or make some money with it. I dont care. Its all yours. Then Walker and Dakota took off.


Now the Kid was boss.

He took over, no problem, and in short order reorganized the Club. Pre-Kid, there werent many rules or by-laws. Post-Kid, some members bellyached that he had gotten to be president without a vote. So the Kid threw the whole matter wide open for a vote, just in case. He was voted in unanimously. The Kid became prez100 percent legit.

When the Kid took over as president, he practically started from scratch. First off, no girls allowed. He kept five or six of the tightest members as his inner core. The rest, if they wanted to stay, had to be re-voted in. Gypsy was member number eleven the night he was re-voted into the Club.

How bout it, guys, the Kid said, presiding over the meeting. You want Gypsy in the Club? Gypsy was back in unanimously.

Not much more than twenty-five members were in the Club at any given time. The Kid liked it that way, a tight, loyal grouponly the guys he could absolutely count on; men who wouldnt run off when it came time to stand together.

The Club in 1957 was a cool and wild lineup. Besides the Kid and Crazy Cal, there was Arnie, Rusty, Len, Merv (a cowboy from Ukiah), Joe Mendez, Swede, and two Spotted Bobs (one blond, the other with a black goatee). There were also two Als, one nicknamed Elvis. There was Ric the Blue Coffin, who had a wife called Chili Choker. There was J. C., Johnny Slow Poke, Little Dan, Toby, and Roy. Vance rode a BSA and took a ribbing for it. There was Pirate, who rode a big green hog, packing a beautiful redheaded babe, as well as Adam, Smith, Deke, and Silver. Rounding out the group was Wendell, Crew Cut, Stringer, and Gerry.

Gerry won the trophy two years running for Most Outstanding Member of the Club. Gerry was a big guy with a bigger heart. He had a black beard and slicked-back hair. He came to a meeting one night wearing a German helmet and a storm troopers overcoat. Gerry was secretary/treasurer and also had a brother-in-law in the Club named Bruce.

In the 1950s, money was tight as hell for guys who lived to ride. Dues were only twenty-five cents per meeting, and some guys were getting kicked out because they couldnt pay that. Gypsy, who had a little bread, kept a bunch of guys in the Club by lending them nickels and dimes to pay their dues. The fine for fighting was five bucks, even then hardly a deterrent. Almost every week, guys would square off and end up having to feed the kitty. That kept the Club going.




The Kids new girlfriend, Shelly, had been married to Nick the tattoo artist. His business was located right across the street from a new Club hangout called the Saints Club. One day the Kid was riding along with Gypsy when he yelled over at him, Hey, Gypsy, you got your club tattoo yet?


No!

Wanna get one cheap?

Kid took him to Nicks tattoo parlor.

Nick didnt have a template made yet for the new Club logo. So rather than screw around and wait, the Kid whipped out his membership card and Nick outlined the Club image from the card with an ink pen, then pressed it onto Gypsys arm, which left a vague imprint. Then Nick got down to business, scrawling a California banner across the top in longhand. It looked great when it was done, with blue, red, yellow, and other colors all across Gypsys arm. Best of all, Gypsys Club tattoo was free because it was Nicks first. Once the rest of the guys saw it, they had to have one. But they would have to pay.



Gypsys first wife, whom the Club nicknamed Fraulein, really didnt mind him riding with the Club. In fact, she often hung out as well. But when she and Gypsy started arguing a lot, she ran back to her family in Montana. Gypsy couldnt live with her, but he couldnt live without her, either. He decided to try to make amends with Fraulein, so he scraped up the necessary dough for a 1,300-mile ride up to Montana. As usual, Gypsy would travel light and alone. It was late fall. Indian summer had come and gone. His plan was to jump on his spare AJS cycle, go see Fraulein in Billings, and bring her back home.

Rusty helped Gypsy roll up three blankets real tight. Then he and his bedroll were on the road. The first night Gypsy unrolled all of the blankets. But the next morning he had a bundle almost bigger than his back wheel, so Gypsy threw two of the blankets away and folded up the last one, roughing it the rest of the way. At night hed put his bike up on its kickstand by the side of the road, drape the blanket over himself, and sleep on the banana seat with his feet dangling over the handlebars.

On the fourth day he found himself a few miles outside of Yellowstone Park in the pitch-black night with no place to stop. So he just kept right on riding. Then the rains came. Water came up right over his front wheel and slapped him across both sides of his face. His leathers were soaked to the bone. His boots turned into small reservoirs. When he stopped, hed pour a quart of water out of each boot.

The weather the entire way to Billings was extreme. Daytime was so hot, large sheets of skin peeled off his arms. Nights were so cold, snowflakes bounced off him. Sometimes hed pull over just to warm his hands by the heat of the motor.

Gypsy pulled up to a Yellowstone rest stop next to a row of garbage cans. Something big, brown, and hairy stuck out of one of the cans. As he rolled his motorcycle up closer, beeping his horn and revving his motor, a big brown bear lunged toward him. So much for resting.

Farther down the road, Gypsy got caught in a mile-long traffic snafu. He split lanes and white-lined it, dodging car doors and exasperated drivers. At the front of the snarl were four or five bears in the middle of the road begging for food from motorists. As the bears approached Gypsy, he was ready to rumble. He gunned his motorcycle louder, grabbed the chain he used to lock up his bike, and threw it over his shoulder. He made his escape swinging his chain and roaring the bike past the bears.

Unfortunately, the forces of nature wouldnt stop there. Later that night, Gypsy nearly hit a moose that was crossing the road. Gypsy was riding the center line. He looked the moose right in the eye as he shot past the large four-legged creature. Next, a black bird came out of the sky and hit him on the head, nearly knocking him cold.

By now, Gypsy had spent a grand total of nine dollars on gasoline just getting to Montana. Hed ridden so hard that by the time he hit Billings, all the rollers were worn off his chain. But his journey was to be short-lived. His attempt to woo Fraulein back was fruitless. She wanted no part of him. So Gypsy signed divorce papers at the Billings courthouse and headed back to Oakland the next day.

By 1961, life had changed for Gypsy. He now faced supporting an ex-wife and a couple of kids. He needed to find work fast. He found a decent-paying gig, but it was the dreaded night shift. Club rules stated that if you missed four meetings in a row you were automatically kicked out. Gypsy pleaded with the Kid to bend the rules; hadnt he been a loyal member for four years, from the very beginning? He tried taking a few Friday nights off, but his boss at the plant was a jerk. He threatened to fire him if he missed any more workdays. Gypsy now suffered the classic conflict: the Club or work. He reluctantly chose the job. Damn.



The last time Gypsy saw the Oakland Club was in 1967. He had been away from California for six years, since leaving the Club in 61. He was back in northern California to do some temporary construction work when he saw the Kid hanging out at the Doggie Diner in Hayward. The Kid recognized Gypsy immediately, gave him a bear hug, and the two talked for a while. Gypsy was looking to score a bag of weed to share with the guys on the site and asked the Kid if he could help him out.

Go on down to the Saints Club, the Kid said. Ill see if I can fix you up with somebody. Gypsy, who had just gotten paid, went down late that afternoon. When he got there, there werent any Club members in the bar yet, just a prospect. Since Gypsy had been gone for six years, most of the current members would not know him. He was just some stranger having a half-drunk, good old time. But with each drink, Gypsy felt different: Once a Club guy, always a Club guy, he thought. As it got later into the night, the place began to fill up with locals, including a number of Club members.

Gypsy was still waiting for the Kid to show up when Pee Wee strutted into the bar. Somebody in the bar told Pee Wee about a former member sporting a faded Club tattoo. Pee Wee, seven feet and three hundred pounds of rock-solid muscle, strode over to Gypsys table. He grabbed Gypsys arm and raised it up for a look.

Whered you get that tattoo, man?

I used to be in the Club, Gypsy said proudly.

When was that?

From the start, until 61. Ask the Kid. Hell vouch. Then Gypsy asked him, Arent you Pee Wee? Gypsy remembered seeing news photos of Pee Wee getting arrested at the 1965 Vietnam protest march after fighting with the police and demonstrators.

I suppose you think you know me or something.

No, Gypsy said, trying to keep things cool. I have a picture of you in my scrapbook.

Gypsy brought up the subject of weed. Could Pee Wee help arrange a buy?

Pee Wee telephoned the Kid. Meanwhile Fat Richie, a chunky Mexican about Gypsys height, walked up to the bar.

So you say you were in the Club? I say, so fucking what? That was then, this is now.

A hush fell over the place. Fat Richie had just put Gypsy down pretty bad in front of all the folks in the bar.

Well, fuck you, man, Gypsy barked at Fat Richie. Big mistake. Fighting words.

Nothing happened right away, but Gypsy knew he was in a tight spot. He still needed to speak with the Kid. He wanted to grab his weed and get the hell out of the bar. Things were heating up. Gypsy walked over to Pee Wee again to ask if he could speak to the Kid himself. Just then Fat Richie turned around and sucker-punched him right in the face. Dazed, Gypsy fell back about five feet against a brick wall.

Then he saw red. With all the vengeance he could muster, Gypsy charged Fat Richie like a crazed bull. But Pee Wee stepped between Richie and Gypsy and landed another surprise punch. Pee Wees punch ended up busting Gypsys skull in two places, hairline fractures above and below each eye. Gypsy stumbled back and bumped into the pool table, holding his face in his hands. Whoever was shooting pool then whacked him across the back of the head with a cue stick. Gypsy slumped to the floor, broken in half.

As he rolled over to get back up, a flurry of Club fists and feet were all over him, knocking, beating, stomping, and hitting him. Three times Gypsy rose; three times he was beaten and knocked back down.

Gypsy screamed out, Ive had enough, you guys.

But the beating wouldnt stop. The stomping and hitting continued until he saw Pee Wees size twelve boot coming down on him. It looked about three feet long and landed square on his chest, cracking a few ribs. A few inches lower and it could have ruptured his spleen.

Gypsy came within a hair of dying that night. After a few more licks the guys stopped and went back to shooting pool and BS-ing. As he got up and staggered around a bit, Fat Richie came over to him.

What the hell did you do that for, man? Gypsy asked, the words barely coming out.

You know the score. You cussed out a brother, Fat Richie said.

But Fat Richie wasnt wearing his colors.

Man, he said to Fat Richie, I need to get back to Hayward.

Fat Richie grabbed a wet towel from the bar and took Gypsy outside to his car. Gypsys head felt twice its size. A police car drove by. Gypsy turned away from the cops so they wouldnt see how badly he was beaten.

Hey, man, Fat Richie asked, you need a lift home?

Gypsy was drunk and beaten, but he still retained a shred of pride.

Hell, I can make it.

He got behind the wheel of his 64 Ford. He was fifteen miles from Hayward. The drive was a blur of telephone poles along the highway. He was dizzy and disoriented, but somehow he made it to his buddys house in Hayward where he was staying.


Gypsy checked into a hospital eighteen hours later. Hed found out firsthand what it was like to be on the bad end of a Club rat pack. He was bleeding from both ears, and his face was numb. For the next six months he would cringe in pain whenever he coughed or hiccuped. Gypsy thought about getting even but decided against it. He figured hed quit while he was still in one piece.



After that incident in the Saints Club, Gypsy never joined another club. But he kept on riding for decades before settling down for good in Oklahoma. In spite of finding himself on the wrong side of a rat pack, Gypsy remained proud of his early association with the Club.

Gypsy and the Kid were reunited in 2000, when I rolled through Oklahoma City during the Hells Angel Midwest Route 66 book-signing tour. Gypsy told me that he, too, wanted one day to share his hell-raising motorcycle tales with family, friends, and the world. He liked referring to himself as Oaklands original Gypsy. Soon after, we renewed contact and captured the story you just read.

A few weeks later, after speaking with us, Richard Charles Gypsy Anderson died in Tulsa on February 2, 2001, from liver and kidney complications. It seemed fitting that Gypsys tale should open this collection of motorcycle stories. Now that his memory is preserved, from the Kid to the wandering Gypsy, I say, Ride free, my brother. Rest in peace, my friend.








Eds Reunion



Like most young Texans, Ed Animal Cargill had dreams of being a cowboy. He watched Roy Rogers every Saturday morning on the family TV. Then, bummer, his home life began to unravel. Eds mom died before he ever got to know her. He and his new stepmother locked horns almost immediately. Eds dad never really stood up for his son. Then one thing led to another and soon Eds bags were packed for Cal Farleys Boys Ranch, a Christ-centered, structured environment where kids from preschool age through high school lived together in group homes.

In 1971, in the mind of a confused and headstrong kid like Ed, being sent to Cal Farleys was tantamount to serving time in the joint. For many young boys, Cals was generally the last stop before reform school, juvey, or jail.

Cal Farleys was a real working cattle ranch. The boys who stayed there kept the place running. Founded back in 1939, the ranch still sits on nearly ten thousand acres of land. So vast is the Farley spread that it actually stretches from the Texas Panhandle across the New Mexico border.

On Eds first day, he was issued three pairs of straight-legged Levis, brogans, three white T-shirts, and a number. The only thing that separated Ed from the outside world was thirty-six miles of rocks and rattlesnakes. With no bars or fences to hold him, Ed tried several times to make his escape. His first attempt involved stealing a horse assigned to his care. He made it all the way to the New Mexico border before a suspicious rancher turned him in. Next, during a field trip to the Six Flags amusement park, Ed jumped the fence and went AWOL, living on the streets for almost an entire summer. His only mistake was visiting his father, who called the Farley Ranch and turned him in.

When they finally brought me back, my hair had grown out all long and shaggy. I was still that same ole mixed-up kid, unwanted by my family.

Back at the Ranch, Ed was racked, that is, confined to barracks and put on hard work detail. Ed wasnt afraid of the hard work. Hell, that was no problem. But the last straw came when he was forced to participate in the Annual Reunion Rodeo. There was something about rodeos that rubbed Ed the wrong way. They seemed barbaric and square to a kid like Ed. Besides, riding bulls hurt like hell, and hed rather run through the rocks and rattlesnakes than ride in that goddamned rodeo again.

It was either a lack of common sense or an abundance of cojones that pushed Ed back out on the lam. This time he planned his escape route carefully. Hed slip out at night and head south on Highway 385 near a little town called Vega, where he would then cross over to Highway 1061 and head straight into Amarillo. By sunup the next morning, Ed would have covered a little over half the distance to Amarillo.

The Texas sun got real hot, real fast when Ed made it over the hill onto Highway 1061. He was already tired, hungry, parched, and dusty. Then came a distant rumble that grew stronger and louder the closer it came. Topping the hill was a freewheelin pack of wild bikers. It was the deafening din of thirty Harley-Davidson choppers. Ed was amazed. Man, what a sight. Standing on the side of the road, Ed watched them roar by, one by one. Leather, denim, unshaven faces, with cool chicks leaning back on sissy bars. Their leader had a cold tombstone stare, and a cigarette dangled from the corner of his mouth. He rode front left, leading the charge, open throttle, slicing effortlessly through the dry desert air. The rest of the pack had no trouble keeping up, and they rode in a tight, wheel-to-wheel formation. Ed had seen pictures of them in the Saturday Evening Post. They were the worlds most famous outlaw motorcycle club.

As the pack roared past Ed, the very last rider slowed down and pulled over. He motioned to Ed and pointed to the back of his bike. Ed grabbed his rucksack and climbed aboard. It was his very first ride on an outlaw chopper road machine. In a spinning cloud of dust, it was like Roy Rogers used to sing, Happy trails to you! The vibration of the bike tingled, numbing his legs. The ride was rigid; he could feel every bump in the road as the biker gunned his throttle to catch up with the rest of the mob. Ed said nothing, nor did the biker, and their communication was as sparse as the scrub brush that grew along the two-lane highway.

Highway 1061 looped into Amarillo, where Ed figured the authorities were lying in wait for him. Sure enough, the cops had set up a barricade up ahead, not far from the state park where a bunch of freaks and longhairs were hanging out. Two-way radios squawked. Ed didnt know if they were state or local, but any black-and-white with a bubble was trouble for him. It was plain to see: Ed was a missing kid, and the last thing these outlaw bikers needed was to draw more heat from the law for harboring some runaway. Hopping off the chopper and high-fiving the biker, Ed made a quick run for the roadside. Hiding among the mesquite trees and cactus, he watched as the cops IDed the entire pack and detained them for over an hour. Their stoic leader seemed to keep his cool, the perpetual smoke still dangling from his lips. Finally the pack was waved on and escorted down into the park area.

That night, Ed slipped past the barricade and down into the grounds. But he kept his distance. The park had erupted into party central. Ed could smell the burning reefer and the barbecued steaks. The bikers were having a great time, horsing around and fighting, drinking beer, some reclining on their bikes. The cops also remained in the distance, vigilant and watching. Ed crashed that night in the park as images of bikers danced in his head.

Ed stayed out for another week, living rough, eating and sleeping wherever he could before he was eventually caught and hauled back in. Back at the Ranch, Ed was now shoveling horseshit and going to school. He couldnt decide which he hated more, the horse stalls or the classroom. For one writing assignment Ed wrote about how one day he would become a biker, just like the guy who picked him up out on Highway 1061. Someday, he wrote, he would be somebody, ride a motorcycle and take shit from no one.

None of this sat particularly well with Eds teacher. As punishment, Ed was told to stand up and read his essay in front of the class. What was supposed to humiliate Ed only fueled his pride and gave him a goal, something to strive for. Nobody could erase those biker images that were burned into Eds brain, not even the Ranch headshrinker. Then Eds running days were over.

Hang in there, he said to himself. Just one more year.

Ed decided he would stick out school and soon be his own man.



A few weeks after serving out his hitch in the Army, Animal bought his first Harley. The bike was a beauty, a 66 XLCH. He found it parked outside a bar. The chrome sparkled in the setting sun. Animal strode inside the tavern and asked the guy chalking up his pool cue, Hey, partner, is that your bike?

After a lot of haggling, a few pitchers of beer, and a couple games of pool, the bike was his for the $1,800 in military back pay Animal had stashed in the front pocket of his Frisco jeans. He handed over the cash and took the chopper out for a test spin. It rode as great as it looked. Animal turned the bike around and pulled back up to the entrance of the tavern for the pink slip. Then he rode off to begin his calling as a two-wheeling, 1%er outlaw biker.



Animal felt uneasy at the reunion. To say he stuck out of the crowd would be an understatement. His long hair fell way past his shoulders; his buffed-out arms were covered in club tattoos. He wore his colors proudly, a president patch stitched onto the front of his vest. It was strange to be coming back, especially to the annual Reunion Rodeo at Cal Farleys Boys Ranch.

Ed, is that you?

It had been a long time since anyone had called him Ed. Animals presence definitely tripped out some of the old-timers.

Coming back for the reunion exorcized a few demons from Animals past. The Ranch had changed a lot since the days he lived there. Farleys Ranch seemed a lot less isolated from the outside world than he remembered. Now, five hundred kids lived productively on the premises. Gone were the mean-faced dorm parents; trained counselors had replaced them a while back. No more racking and other such punishment. Schooling now took precedence over Ranch chores. Instead of forty scruffy boys warehoused in one dorm block, there were four boys or four girls assigned to each room.

Girls? Cal Farleys Boys Ranch was now coeducational!

Revisiting the Ranch reeled Animal back to his adolescent days, when authority pushed him hard and he pushed back harder.

Back then, I never trusted anyone over thirty, Animal recalled.


It was a tough place. We were surrounded by tobacco-chewing rednecks.

But Animal is hardly the Cal Farley poster boy for conformity. More than anything, it was that pack of wild, roving bikers that rescued him from the desert that made Animal what he is todayproud of his club, his brothers, his old lady, his bike, and his patch.

As he strolled the grounds of Cals one last time before riding off, he wondered which kid inside those walls was as confused and full of spite as he had been thirty years earlier. Then Animal laughed at the irony of it all. What a trip. From outside appearances, he was the guy who had changed the most over the years. But on the inside, Animal was the one who had changed the least.








The Further Adventures of the Peckerwood Pans



Cincinnati got out of the joint in February 1977 after doing a lengthy term in Folsom Prison. He was one happy guy when Folsom saw the back of him. All Cincinnati could think about was being with his brothers on the street, riding, riding, and riding some more. But there was no way he could have been prepared for his first USA Run.

For some of us Club members still in the Folsom pen during the mid-seventies, the USA Runs were brand-new, a tradition born while we were locked away. It was an annual run for members from the entire country. Held in a different location each year, it was mandatory for all Club members to attendunless they had a really good excuse. At first we assumed it wouldnt be much different than a putt from Oakland to Berdoo, only further. Well, we were wrong. It was a hell of a lot more than just a ride.


Cincinnatis best buddy, Delbert, rode around to the flat where Cincinnati was staying, and yelled out to him from the street, Im game to run. So, you on?

On?

The USA Run.

Since his release, Cincinnati had been in the middle of moving into new digs. Unfortunately, the start of the run interfered with his move-in date. Bad timing. But Cincinnati had a plan.

Tell you what, Delbert. Ill ride along if you can give me a few extra days to get my shit moved in.

Delbert shrugged in the affirmative. Sure. No problem. Hed wait.

But Cincinnati couldnt wait. Come moving day, Cincinnati couldnt ignore the call of the run, so he ended up just stacking his shit in a big pile in a corner of his new front room, and got a friend to take care of the rest until he got back. Meanwhile, a couple of Club riding brothers Dru and Bennie decided they, too, would ride along with Cincinnati and Delbert. All four guys were fresh out of the joint, and none of them had ever been on a USA Run, either. They all rode rigid-frame choppers running Sportster tanks, straight pipes, and a lot of front end.

Preacher is a forty-year member, and one of Cincinnatis closest friends in the Club. He knew the score when it came to the ins and outs of surviving a Club run and coming back feeling good. Preacher tried to give the rookies the game on running cross-country, but apparently the four Folsom grads were not listening. His advice was sensible and right on the money: When you get ready to call it a day, it should be early enough to find a good place to camp. And always gas up the night before. That way, when you get up in the A.M., you can pack up, put on some A.M. miles, and have breakfast at the first gas stop. Otherwise, Preacher warned, youll never get on the road and youll never make it to the final destination, Yankton, South Dakota. It was all good advice, and the four should have listened.

Of course, all four met late at the Oakland clubhouse, grabbed a picture of yours truly (I was still holed up in Folsom in 1977), and finally hit the road. That first day, they got as far as Truckee, a town near the Cal/Neva border. They could have ridden further, but they got a little carried away drinking and fighting in a bar and, well, you know how that all goes. Over shot glasses and pool cues, the quartet pledged that they would write me every day. Since three out of the four were running Panhead cases with Shovelhead tops, they would call their trip (and my letters to Folsom) the Further Adventures of the Peckerwood Pans. It was Peckerwood, as in prison slang for a dirty white boy, and Pans because they rode Panheads.

They would start each letter with a dateline like Today we find our heroes in a bar in Truckee. Then they would proceed to recount the days journeythe ups, downs, and details of their very first USA Run. Believe me, each letter was almost like riding along with them. Every day at Folsom, all my guys got so wrapped up in their adventures, they couldnt wait for me to hit the yard with the latest installment.

Heading out of Truckee and across the Nevada border, the four didnt know that Nevada had recently passed a helmet law. By the time Cincinnati, Del, Dru
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