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CHAPTER ONE

THERE ARE THINGS THAT everyone knows. I have lived long enough to know that, when everyone knows something, the something everyone knows is probably wrong. In fact, Im a walking example of the fact. You see a guy, a young guy, hes a biker, hes in a club, hes always in fights, the police take an interest, he does some jail timenot a lot, but then he does some moreso you know his background. Broken family. No ambition. Neglected. Beaten as a child. Well, I was that young guy, I was a biker (still am), I was in a club, and if you didnt see me fighting, I was probably asleep at the time. That was me. But the rest of it? Doesnt describe me at all. Italian families come in all shapes and sizes, but what every one of them has in common is Love. Capital L. They are hugging, loving, embracing families who care about all their members and look after them. And mine fit that description. Totally.

I was born in Salem, Oregon in 1981. I should really say we were born because I have a twin brother, Jeremy. Here, if you like, you could stretch the evidence as far as it will go because my biological father had been in and out of the care system growing up, hed been a troublemaker in high school, and he wasnt around much after my brother and I arrived, not least because he was often in prison. In 1990, for example, when I was nine, he was sentenced to ninety-seven months in federal prison for conspiracy to distribute cocaine. But you would be stretching because as my father is not how I see him. I know him, were in touch, I see him as a friend. Someone its cool to meet up with, have a beer with, shoot the breeze with, but if it came right down to it, not someone Id want to rely on. And I dont need to because when we were still in grade school our mother married someone else, giving us a stepfather. He was much more reliablea good man in every respectbut he worked very hard for long hours, and when he wasnt at the work he was employed to do, hed be working on projects at home and on the farm he owned, so we didnt spend a lot of time together. He did all the fatherly thingscame to every school meeting and every sporting event we were involved in, took us on vacations, and loved being a father. But the man who was really a father figure to me when I was growing up was my grandfather. He taught me about compassion, how to treat a woman, pretty much everything I know. If I wanted to talk things over, he was the one I went to. He and my grandma also came to all of our wrestling matches and sporting events. My grandparents were a huge part of my life until Grandpa died in 2001.

Mom had four children altogether; as well as Jeremy and me, she had two with my stepfather. My half-brother Kyle was born in 1991 and died at the age of eleven in an ATV accident while riding on the neighbors farm. That hit our family really hard, but a few years later, they decided to have another child and my half-sister Kyleah was born.

Mom and my biological father had been dating since high school, and she had that failing common to young women drawn to bad guysthe idea that she could change him. Becoming pregnant probably kept them together a little longer than they might have been otherwise, but they never married. Mom was twenty-two when my brother and I were born, and she moved back with her parents, my grandparents, when she found out she was pregnant. They were both schoolteachers and sports coaches, and in the early days, they had most of the raising of me and my brother, so we didnt lack intelligent, loving care and guidance.

I mentioned the Italian influence. My grandparents had been raised in New Jersey and moved out to Oregon to go to college and get their teaching degrees. Their parents had come to America from Italy. Italian families tend to be very tight-knit. Every week was a family dinner, we regularly got together in extended family formation for weddings and celebrations or just because we felt like it, and hugs and kisses were something you became used to. You considered them your right.

My stepfather was a mechanical engineer with several masters degrees and a good job, and when I was in grade school, we lived in a middle class area, but he had property outside the city, and we moved there so I enrolled in junior high in a small country area. That was probably where my early trouble started. We were city kids and identical twins so we stood out in two ways. In a country school like that, theres never any shortage of young guys full of testosterone who know what jobs theyre going to be doing as adults and see no point in getting an education. What they do see a point in is fighting.

I was always ready to meet the challenge, but then Mom decided it was time to split my brother and me up. We had both become avid wrestlers, and she didnt want us meeting each other in competition on opposite sides of the mat, so my brother stayed out there in the country, and I moved back into Salem where I lived once again with my grandparents.

I now have a masters degree of my own. But that didnt come straightaway. There was a break after I graduated high school in 2000, when instead of being in education I was, mostly, in trouble. I knew about trouble and I knew about prison. My mother never wanted to cut me and my brother off from our father, so we would visit him in prison. The idea that someone you knew would be in prison and that you would go there to visit may not be normal as many people see normal, but it was normal to us. The other thing Id been around because my biological father was around them was motorcycle clubs. I liked them. I still do. The people you meet in motorcycle clubs are my kind of people. They speak my kind of language and have my kind of thoughts. And lets get this clear: most members of most motorcycle clubs are no different from any other American citizen. Whatever fears middle-class Americans may have when they see a bunch of guys in leathers on Harleys are misplaced. Youre no more under threat when they are around than at a bankers conventionand I can promise you, your money will be a damn sight safer.

I have a very clear memory. Ive studied psychology to masters level, and I still dont know what this memory says about me. We were in second grade and my brother punched someone in the face. Why? Well, he said, I wanted to see if it sounded like it does on TV. My brother and I had always been competitive, and I said, Thats not how you do it. You do it like this. And I punched the poor kid in the face too. What I think I was doing was taking the controlled violence that makes up so much of organized sport and carrying it into real life. It isnt part of my life now, and I dont know why it was then, but thats what it became for several years. My brother and I got into our first really big fight with a bunch of other guys early in junior high, and I was in trouble many times for fighting. In fact, in high school I was suspended for one whole semester for fighting.

Why did I do it? I think it has to do with identity. There were more than seven billion people on this planet at the time (there are eight billion now), and its very easy when youre surrounded by that many to think you are completely insignificant. One of the most important tasks the young have to do is to establish who they are. What position they have in life and in the world. Their identity. I became known as a fighter and my attitude was, I want to be known for something. I want to stand out. I want a reputation. If fighting is the way to get one, Ill fight. But I got a reputation for something else, too, and in many peoples minds the something else was connected with fighting (although it didnt have to be), which possibly made things worse.

Throughout my junior high and high school years, my aunt would take me and my brother to live with her for a month to give my mom a break. My aunt was a couple years older than Mom, and something of a hippie. She was into art and she was into music and the kind of music she introduced my brother and me to was punk rockThe Clash, The Sex Pistols, bands like that. I took to it full on; it affected how I looked as well as what I listened to. I became a skinhead. I didnt know I was a skinhead until someone used that word as an insult, but thats what identity and reputation are about. It isnt what you think you are; its what other people think. And what other people think can land you in deep trouble. Until you grow up enough to know you have options, it can get you to a place where you think fighting is the only way.

I shaved my head and dressed the way I dressed because it gave me an identity that I liked. I didnt understand any of the political aspects to punk rock and skinheads, but other people did. I spent my first year or so of junior high and my brother spent all of his in a country area, but I moved to Salem, Oregon for high school and Salem was known for the number of white supremacists it nurtured. They called themselves the Volksfront and, to them, having a skinhead in school was no different from having a chapter of the Black Panthers. One day I went to school wearing a Dead Kennedys T-shirt and it got me beaten up. These were big guys, some had even left school, and people were scared of them. While they were pushing me around, they were calling me a SHARP. Id never heard that expression, so I looked it up. SHARPs were Skinheads Against Racial Prejudice (because not all skinheads were anti-racist, far from it) and I thought, Well, if thats what they think I am, thats what Ill be. And I got into that whole anti-racist scene. Looking back, I can see it was a Fuck you gesture in the direction of the white supremacists whod given me such a beating, but thats not how it felt at the time. And there was the gang thingI was a Rose City Bovver Boys (RCBB) hang around, but they wouldnt let you be a member when you were as young as I was, so a bunch of us formed our own little sub-group called the Capital City Hooligans. If you wanted to be part of a gang, you couldnt just wear the uniform, you had to do something. And the something we did was fight. Wed turn up at neo-Nazi rallies and put the opposing point of view. Forcibly.

Both Capitol City Hooligans and Rose City Bovver Boys did traditional gang jump-ins, where you stood in a circle and were attacked by all members while attempting to fight back. Violence was also used as discipline, and you could be beaten up for minor things like how you dressed, being late, and not following through on commitments. Major discretions such as cooperating with law enforcement, being a coward and not backing up a member, or sleeping with a members girl would get you jumped out. That was the most severe and most brutal of the three, but even jump-ins would sometimes end with members in hospital.

Starting the Capitol City Hooligans gave me my first real feeling of power. It wasnt long before I realized the fear a group of individuals willing to commit violence could generate. If we werent invited to a house party (and I wouldnt have invited us, either), we would simply walk in uninvited. Very few people told us to leave and those few regretted it. Eventually, we started using this power to take advantage of young and inexperienced marijuana dealers. We would find out who was selling weed at the different high schools, get connected with them and say we would want a few pounds, and when they would show up with the weed, we would simply take it and walk away without paying. This is how we paid for gas and concert tickets.

The other thing I now realize is how often those who are trying to be like someone else (in our case like Rose City), are often more dangerous than those they imitate. We tried so hard to be like them that we often took it farther than they usually did. Our running battle with the Cherry City Skins also taught me about warfare and the tactical advantage you get when you catch the other side by surprise, so we gathered intel on them. We tried to learn where each member lived, where they worked, what their schedule was, and where they hung out. If we had their schedule, we could look for vulnerable points to attack when they would not be expecting it. This was pre-Internet so intelligence gathering wasnt as easy as it is now, and the wrong information could get innocent people hurt. When Lil Zac was jumped by Volksfront, our Samoan friends asked where the attackers lived. Lil Zac did his best to give them directions and the Samoans came back victorious and happy to tell us about a job well-done. Unfortunately, we later learned that the guys they had drug off their front porch and beaten in retaliation were just some poor dudes in the wrong place at the wrong time, one block over from where the Volksfront house was.

We had a hang around who we didnt really think had what it took to join, but he was persistent and said he would do whatever it took, so I told him to go undercover and join the Cherry City crew. He made friends with them, spent time with them, and eventually was made an official member of their crew, which meant he could tell us where every member lived, worked, and hung out. They werent too happy when he came back to hanging out with us. Both the information and experience paid off for us. For him, less so.

Lil Zac and I took this information and decided the quickest way to end this beef was to make an example of their leader, Lucas. We got a gun from our Soman friends and sat in some bushes outside of Lucas apartment. It was dark, but the blinds were open, and Lucas was walking around in front of a big sliding glass door. We were lining up the shot when we saw his young daughter in the room with him. We hadnt planned to kill himit was more about making a statement, letting them know they could be touched at home. But when we saw the daughter there with him, we aborted the whole thing and, as life works out, Im glad we did. Formidable enemies for many years, Lucas and I later realized how much we had in common. We became good friends. Lucas even joined the Mongols, as did Lil Zac. (Yes, I know I havent mentioned the Mongols before. I will. Oh, yes, I will.) Neither of them is a member today, but we spent a lot of time together after that attempt and have become very close friends. Over the years, I think its safe to say I learned more from unsuccessful missions than successful ones. The lessons I learned in Capitol City transferred over to Rose City and proved very helpful in my early years in the biker world.

When I was sixteen, I got my first juvenile felony sentencethree years of supervised probation for fighting. That wasnt actually a battle against white supremacists; it was just a fight. A guy in high school, Rob, was bad mouthing a Capital City hooligan. Rob didnt go to school much, but he would meet his friends after school at the bus stop at the bottom of the hill the school sat on where the smokers and stoners usually hung out. Jay and I walked to the bottom of the hill to confront him. A crowd always gathered when there was going to be a fight, and it did here. Approaching the bus stop, Jay and I split up. He went toward Rob and I went up the hill a little ways in case he tried to run. Jay walked up and hit Rob, and Rob ran, right at me. I hit him with all I had. One punch. I dont know if it was the force of the punch or the fact he was running up hill as I was coming down hill, but the blow knocked Rob out. An ambulance took him to the local hospital, and he needed reconstructive surgery as that one punch had caved in his sinus cavity. He told the police what had happened, which broke every rule we were supposed to have, but in any case, everyone at school was talking about it, and next day I was taken out of class by the school resource officer and arrested. So that was a felony assault on my juvenile record.

Then I got a misdemeanor, and that really was for beating up a white power guy. Looking back (isnt hindsight wonderful?), I wonder whether he was really any more a Nazi than I was a skinhead. Maybeprobablyhe was one more guy just like me trying to establish an identity for himself.

I was on juvenile probation. I was lifting weights and doing community service, cutting lawns and splitting wood at the juvenile detention center. I was also taking anger management classes. I was on the Scared Straight program for which I had to tour a prison and take a class about the impact of violence. All of that should have done some good, but because I thought I was an activist and the violence I was committing was justified, it didnt. I still pushed my limits with the law. One day I went to pick my brother up from school after detention and ran into Matt Adamson, a Nazi skinhead. As soon as he saw me, he ran. I didnt think much of it, but when Jeremy and I were walking to the car, Matt pulled his truck up next to us and jumped out with a baseball bat. I said, What do you think youre going to do with that? and he answered by knocking me to the ground with it. Jeremy charged him and got the same treatment. Matt drove off as some teachers were coming out. They asked us what happened, but we wouldnt talk and we left before the cops got there. A few days later, I rounded up some of the Capitol City Hooligans and went looking for Matt in my grandfathers car. When he pulled into a grocery store parking lot, we jumped him. We had done him some serious damage when the sound of sirens told us to get out of there.

A few days later, my probation officer called and told me I needed to come see her about the incident. My grandfather sat me down and talked to me about it, and he wanted to take me to see her and do the right thing and turn myself in. I told him I was going to run and had already packed a bag. That was one of the few times I ever saw my grandfather cry. He was such a tough man, WWII vet, army boxing champion, but me running broke his heart. It was hard to watch and I dont think Ill ever forget it. Jeremy, Jay, and I took a Greyhound bus to Eugene, Oregon. While there, we went to a concert; it was Dropkick Murphys and The Ducky Boys. The Dropkick Murphys wasnt a well-known band back then, and it was a small venue. We spent time with the band after the show. When we told them we were on the run, they suggested we follow their tour, so we took a bus to the next show in Portland and then went on to Seattle. It took about a week for Jay and Jeremy to decide to go home, but I stayed in Portland for another week or two. Then it turned out that Matt was also on probation, and he pursued charges it could come up that hed attacked us first, so he decided not to press charges. My warrant was rescinded, and I went back to live with my grandparents.

Then I turned eighteen, which is when the law gets serious, and a month after my birthday, I caught a felony charge. The result of all this was that I spent a great deal of my time between the ages of sixteen and thirty either in and out of jail or on probation. And what I know now, though I didnt know then, is that, once youre in the system, youre in it. Getting out is very difficult. The police know you as a troublemaker, and when they need a body, they come looking for you. That experiencethat knowledge of just how hard it is to get out of the system once youre in itis a lot of what fuels me now as a social worker. I dont blame the cops; I understand why they make the assumptions they do, but I can tell you: lifting yourself out of the net is one of the hardest things you can do.

By 2008, I was beginning to realize Id gotten myself into a dead end. I went back to school. I had had five years of supervised probation; one of the stipulations was that I wasnt allowed to have any contact with the club Id been in. If I was caught hanging out with themany of themI was back in jail. And I got caught a lot because, although we didnt know it, we had a number of paid confidential informants embedded with us. The police must have thought we were hilariouswe were acting this tough lifestyle in defiance of society and its norms, and we didnt even understand that some of these guys we would trust with our lives were, in fact, informants. We had these secret conversations, which immediately became known to every cop in the neighborhood. Id have a month or two on the outside, then a month or two in jail. It became a second home; I had what I started to think of as my own cell. I got to know the guards quite well, and one day, one of them pulled me aside. He said, Hey, man, you lost me a bet.

Me?

You. I thought I had you figured out. I said you wouldnt be coming back here again. I put money on it. But here you are.

I told myself I didnt know why he would think that, but I did. All I had to do was look around. These guys, just as regular in this place as me, they were into drugs, they didnt think about anything except right now, and if I let myself, I knew what the guard was telling me. This wasnt me. I thought of myself as an intelligent, well-spoken guy, I had a lot of friends; I was living a life that wasnt the life I was designed for. And why was I in here? Aside from hanging out with the club, I wasnt breaking the law, I wasnt doing anything wrong. The guard was right. I needed to make some changes. I needed to do something different with my life. And I could think about all kinds of changes, but they all involved getting an education. Without that, all I was ever going to have was dreams.

There was a guy I knew in the club who was about as tough as anyone I ever met, but he had a PhD in psychology. I looked at him and I thought, If he can do it, I can do it. I started with an associates degree in drug and alcohol counseling. There were two reasons for that: I saw counseling as part of my future, and it was something I could do with a felony. That matters because, when youre a young guy and youre happily indulging in the kind of activity that ends with a felony charge, you dont realize at the time that you are closing doors. There are things you might want to do for which you need to be qualified and the simple fact of having a felony in your history means you will never be allowed to get that qualification. So thats how I began, but I fell in love with psychology and went on to graduate with a full bachelors degree in psychology, and then I did my masters in social work.

My criminal record was largely about violence. I had convinced myself that I was some kind of social warrior and that was nonsense. What I was really about was establishing a personality, and I had chosen the wrong one. Violence doesnt achieve very much, and what it does achieve is never good. And I knew that because whenever I have really hurt someone, I had regretted it. I had felt for that other person. And now Id accepted that I had to do things differently and I did. That spell in jail, when the guard told me Id caused him to lose a bet, was my last. I walked out of there and registered for college, and although I remained on probation for a number of years, I was never in jail again. That doesnt mean I was without opportunities to offend. I went on being a member of a pretty violent motorcycle club, and if Id wanted to get into trouble, it would not have been difficult. But something had happened inside my head. I knew I wanted to get off the road I was traveling because I knew it didnt lead anywhere except to a dead end (perhaps literally). And I did. I dont know who it was who first said, If you dont like your life, you can change it, but they were right.





CHAPTER TWO

WHEN I LOOK BACK on those teenage and new adult years, what I think about most is my mother and what we put her through. Raising twins is never going to be easy, but it didnt have to be as bad as we made it. Even before that, when we were small and needed babysitters, we would terrorize them in an attemptusually successfulto get them to quit. Wed run around in our underwear, shooting pellet guns at each other and at them. Eventually, they took our pellet guns away, but before that, they just hid the pellets. We soon learned that tapioca balls worked just as well. After Id shot at Jeremy point blank and lodged a tapioca ball deep in his back, they took our pellet guns away too.

Then there was the time in the sixth grade that we attempted to make a ChapStick bomb in our bedroom. We filled a ChapStick container up with black powder, wrapped it tight, and then realized wed forgotten to make a hole for the wick, so we heated a needle and stuck it in the side of the container. Jeremy had to go to the hospital to have plastic pieces shaved from his eyeball.

A year later, Jeremy had filled a sock with golf balls and was beating me with it. He said he was going to take some of my Halloween candy and said there was nothing I could do about it, so I grabbed a pair of sewing scissors and told him if he tried, I was going to stab him. Well, I guess he didnt believe me, and I was tired of getting hit, so I chucked the scissors at him. They buried themselves in his thigh right up to the handle. I remember a weird silence as we both processed what had happened. Jeremy said, I am going to tell Mom.

Youd better not, just take them out and go to bed. He decided, probably rightly, that it was time to get an adults view; when Mom looked at his leg, the look on her face was pure disgust.

She called our stepdad into the room. I dont want to take him to the doctor. Weve just got over the plastic on his eyeballs. The doctor will think we are dysfunctional. So my stepdad removed the scissors and then used bandages and superglue to fix the problem, which, amazingly, it did, though Jeremy walked with a limp for a few weeks.

At some point, our parents thought maybe we would stop shooting shit at each other if we learned to respect firearms, so they enrolled us in a hunters safety class. We were kicked out for throwing rocks at another student.

It didnt get any better, and I guess, as well as regretting the impact on our mother, I thought we should be thinking about how our neighbors felt about what was going on. Sometime in high school, we were out driving in the country, Jeremy with a carload of friends in the Honda Civic he had gotten as his first car and me as passenger in a pickup truck behind him. As we came to a stop sign, a pump air rifle slid out from under the seat. I didnt even think about it. I picked it up, pumped it about twenty times, and took a shot at Jeremys car. Both vehicles were moving, and I thought a cars back window would be too strong for a pellet gun to break it. I was wrong. His rear window shattered. When he saw me doubled over laughing, he chased me around the truck with a baseball bat.

It wasnt all bad. When Grandpa decided it was time for me to get a job, he drove me from place to place and went in with me. I was into photography in high school and my first job was at a camera retailer called The Shutterbug. They said they hired me because I was the first candidate to have their grandpa come in and vouch for them.

Grandpa always had a couple of cars, and he used to loan me the Chrysler LeBaron. Jeremy got his drivers license before me, and my parents helped him get a car. It took me longer to get mine, and because Grandpa had a few cars, they figured I didnt need my own car and could just take his when I needed it. The first time we got to drive the LeBaron, Jeremy had just gotten his drivers license. We were cruising around with nothing to do, so we decided we would stop by this pizza place on the west side of town where a member of a rival skinhead gang, Cherry City Skinheads, worked. He wasnt there, and we were headed home when he pulled up beside us at a red light in the middle of downtown Salem. He jumped out of his car yelling, I heard you guys were looking for me. Well, here I am. He walked up to the car and kicked the back window with his Doc Martin boots, and the rear passenger window shattered. Jeremy put the car in park, grabbed the brass knuckles he had resting on the dash, and went to work on this dude. We were downtown in the middle of the road. Cars were honking, we could hear sirens in the distance, and I was yelling that we needed to go. I was on probation and didnt want to be there when the cops arrived. We left a bloodied skinhead on the side of the road, and Grandpas passenger window in pieces all over the asphalt.

One weekend, while staying the night at a friends house, I got the idea it would be cool to drive on acid. We hadnt taken much, so we thought, and we decided we wanted to go get some more. We didnt even make it out of the driveway. While backing up and turning to get out of the driveway, I ended up overshooting the road and sideswiping a tree. I believe we told Grandpa someone hit it overnight, but I doubt he believed us. This poor LeBaron took a lot of damage because of us, and the last time we wrecked it, he sent it to the junkyard. It was a gloomy and rainy day in Portland. I had driven up to visit Jeremy who was living near Union Station. We were driving around Portland during five oclock stop and go traffic. A few weeks prior, we had bought a handheld cattle prod. We were sneaking it into concerts and using it against anyone we perceived as enemies at the time, but we also were using it on each other as a form of entertainment. One time while staying the night at Jeremys Union Station apartments, he was asleep with his foot sticking off the bed. I thought this was a great chance to see what this cattle prod could do, and I zapped his foot with it. He was pissed, and obviously waiting for his chance to get me back. So, on this gloomy rainy day, at the height of peak city traffic, he decided to stick the cattle prod in my neck as I was crossing the Burnside Bridge. He didnt actually shock me with it, but he kept holding it up to my neck and threatening to. I was so distracted looking at him and trying not to get tazed in the throat that I didnt realize traffic had come to a stop, and I rammed into the car in front of me. Thankfully, no one was hurt, but the poor LeBaron didnt make it. Now, I didnt want to snitch on Jeremy, so I never told my family about the cattle prod. And once Jeremy was convinced I wasnt going to tell, he liked to bring up at family gatherings how ol Justin just wasnt paying attention to the road and what lesson this might serve as. Honestly, I dont think my parents know about the cattle prod even now.

Ive said I think a lot about our poor mom, but lets not leave Grandpa out of this. I caused him a lot of grief. I was getting into trouble, and he couldnt see any direction in my life. He was right. At the time I had no idea what I wanted to do. During my junior year of high school, I got a call from an air force recruiter. Grandpa had been in the army and served in the Pacific during World War II. He was still in high school when he got sent off to war. He had decided I needed some structure in my life and called an air force recruiter. I told the recruiter I wasnt interested, but I did spend some time talking with Grandpa about it. At the time, my very best friend, Petey, was in the Marine Corps delayed entry program. I started to get excited about it and was spending more and more time meeting with the Marine Corps recruiter, but my felony in the summer of 1999 meant I was no longer eligible to join. Petey went on to join and is still active in the military to this day. I decided that the military wasnt for me and moved forward with gang life. I did try to join the military again around 2005. My band, The Escaped, was breaking up, I was growing out of the skinhead scene, and once again trying to figure out what I wanted to do with my life. I met with every branch of the military, as many of the recruitment standards had relaxed and having a felony no longer meant immediate disqualification. By now, though, I had a lot of visible tattoos, some on my neck and hands, and no branch would allow me to join with neck and hand tattoos. I joined a program that helped gang-affected youth remove their tattoos and went to two sessions to have the tattoos on the side of my neck removed. It was ridiculously painful. Because this was a nonprofit program, it used volunteers and donated equipment, and the laser removal machine they had at that time couldnt remove colored ink, so I only attempted to remove the tattoos on my neck and not the one on my hand since it had color in it. I had an army national guard recruiter that was convinced he could get the proper waivers to get me in. I even introduced one of our bands singers to this recruiter, and my childhood friend, Luke, who was in the Capital City Hooligans with us, and was also on my high school wrestling team. Luke and our singer, Carter, got in, and I did not. The recruiter could not get the waivers he needed for my tattoos and I was told I could not join. Luke and Carter are still in the army to this day. The military just wasnt in the cards for me.







OPS/images/cover.jpg
A MEMOIR

TOOCHP BELORIE]







OPS/images/ti.jpg
FROM STREET GANGS TO MOTORCYCLE
CLUBS TO SOCIAL WORKER

THE

RIDE

OF MY

LIFE

A MEMOIR
JUSTIN “MOOCH” DELORETTO





OPS/images/2-1.jpg





