
		
			[image: Cover for Outlaws]
		

	
		
			PENGUIN BOOKS

			OUTLAWS

			TONY THOMPSON is widely regarded as one of Britain’s top true-crime writers. He has twice been nominated for the prestigious Crime Writer’s Association Gold Dagger for Non-Fiction, winning the coveted title for his book The Infiltrators. He is the former crime correspondent for the Observer and appears regularly on both television and radio as an expert on matters of crime. He lives in London.

		

	
		
			[image: ]

		

	
		
			PENGUIN BOOKS

			Published by the Penguin Group

			Penguin Group (USA) Inc., 375 Hudson Street,

			New York, New York 10014, USA

			[image: 55174.jpg]


			USA | Canada | UK | Ireland | Australia New Zealand | India | South Africa | China

			Penguin Books Ltd, Registered Offices: 80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL, England

			For more information about the Penguin Group visit penguin.com

			First published in Great Britain by Hodder & Stoughton 2011

			Published in Penguin Books 2013

			Copyright © Tony Thompson, 2011

			All rights reserved. No part of this product may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without permission. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s rights. Purchase only authorized editions.

			LIBRARY OF CONGRESS CATALOGING-IN-PUBLICATION DATA

			Thompson, Tony, 1965–

			Outlaws : one man’s rise through the savage world of renegade bikers, Hell’s Angels, and global crime / Tony Thompson.

			pages cm

			Includes index.

			ISBN 978-1-101-61366-5

			1. Motorcycle gangs—Great Britain. 2. Motorcycle clubs—Great Britain.  3. Criminals—Great Britain. 4. Gang members—Great Britain. I. Title. 

			HV6439.G7T564 2013

			364.106'60941—dc23      2013005526

	
		

	
		
			For Harriet

		

	
		
			CONTENTS

			About the Author

			Dedication

			Epigraph

			Preface

			Acknowledgments

			Author’s Note

			Patch Rules

			The End

			PART ONE: GENESIS

			1. Mayhem in the Midlands

			2. Biker’s Dozen

			3. Siege

			4. Kill Zone

			5. Life on the Lam

			6. Inside Man

			PART TWO: SIZE MATTERS

			7. Money, Money, Money

			8. Forlorn Angels

			9. Emerald Isle

			10. Reincarnation

			11. Blood Feud

			12. Payback

			PART THREE: WORLD TRAVELERS

			13. In the Line of Fire

			14. The Fat Mexican

			15. Sex and Violence

			16. Daytona Beach

			17. Two Tribes

			18. Down Under

			PART FOUR: BROTHERS IN ARMS

			19. Patch Over

			20. Evolution

			21. Absolute Power

			22. Moving Target

			23. Call to Action

			24. Public Relations

			PART FIVE: LEGACY

			25. The Next Generation

		
			Epilogue:  LL&R

			Glossary

			Index

		

	
		
			God Forgives, Outlaws Don’t

			—OUTLAWS MC MOTTOO

			A one percenter is the one of a hundred of us who has given up on society and the politician’s one-way law. This is why we look repulsive. We are saying we don’t want to be like you or look like you, so stay out of our face.

			Look at your brother standing next to you and ask yourself if you would give him half of what you have in your pocket or half of what you have to eat. If a citizen hits your brother will you be on him without asking him why? There is no why. Your brother isn’t always right but he is always your brother! It’s one in all in. If you don’t think this way then walk away because you are a citizen and don’t belong with us.

			We are Outlaws and members will follow the Outlaws way or get out. All members are your brothers and your family. You will not steal your brother’s possessions, money, woman, class or his humor. If you do, your brother will do you.

			—OUTLAWS MC CREED


		

	
		
			PREFACE

			In early April 2009, Daniel “Snake Dog” Boone broke the code of silence he had honored since his late teens and agreed to talk to me about his life in an outlaw motorcycle club.

			To most people, such clubs are nothing more than an innocent throwback to the sixties, populated by paunchy men with scruffy beards and battered leather jackets, who love to ride their motorcycles and enjoy a good party. The code of silence says different, and members are left in little doubt about the penalties for breaching it. “Three can keep a secret if two are dead,” is a common saying among the Hell’s Angels, while their rivals, the Outlaws, simply state: “Snitches are a dying breed.”

			Eager to keep the general public in the dark about what really goes on, the major international clubs—the Angels, the Outlaws and the Bandidos—spend an extraordinary amount of time and energy cultivating a positive public image. They deliver toys to children at Christmas, raise money for worthy charities, and are the driving force behind several mainstream biker rallies. The clubs also file regular lawsuits, citing alleged incidents of police persecution and harassment that they claim are simply due to their desire to live a nonconformist lifestyle. Such harassment is, they insist, wholly undeserved.

			Boone knew better. In the course of twenty-three years, he had seen the small back-patch club he had joined in his late teens evolve into something utterly unrecognizable. Slowly but surely, his club turned into a gang—becoming part of an international biker brand steeped in criminality, that put him on the front line of a vicious global conflict that has cost thousands of lives in dozens of countries.

			I had written about the criminal activities of motorcycle clubs many times over the years and had come to believe that I knew a fair amount about them. As Boone began to relate his story, it struck me that, in reality, I knew almost nothing. The sheer scale of his operations, the astonishing level of complexity of the networks involved, the depths of depravity and the backdrop of extraordinary, casual violence around which his life revolved simply took my breath away.

			I knew the bikers had started out as idealistic rebels, gotten involved in low-level drug dealing and prostitution and then expanded into mainstream criminality. I also knew that the pursuit of profit had ultimately led the clubs to wage war on one another, first in America then on new battlefronts in Canada, Australia, Scandinavia, Germany, Ireland, Spain and Turkey not to mention much of central Europe. What I was unaware of was just how those wars had affected the bikers themselves and fundamentally changed the very nature of what it meant to ride around with a patch on your back.

			In his early days with the club, Boone had loved to ride his motorcycle purely for the hell of it, heading off whenever and wherever the mood took him. By the time he came to leave, it was simply too dangerous for him to ride anywhere unless he was part of a much larger group of bikers escorted by several security cars at the front and rear.

			Under orders to remain armed at all times—his black 9 mm semi-automatic pistol was rarely out of reach—Boone increasingly felt as though he were living in a military compound. Even if he was just popping out for cigarettes, he could never leave his fortified clubhouse without checking the CCTV cameras to make sure there was no ambush waiting or that his vehicle hadn’t been booby-trapped.

			Depending on the alert status issued by the club’s high command, there were times when he was unable to contact his family for days or even weeks at a time. Regardless of the security situation, he was forbidden to speak to them about any of his club activities or duties, all of which had to take preference over family birthdays, anniversaries and other special occasions. Virtually every aspect of Boone’s life was governed by a code of conduct and a series of rules, the most crucial of which were printed in a compact booklet that commanded as much respect as the Holy Bible. Aside from a few minor variations, every club in the world operates under a similar set of rules.

			For a long time, it was a life Boone would not have traded for anything. He snorted his way through a mountain of drugs and sank endless gallons of beer. He indulged in threesomes and foursomes and gang bangs by the score. He was shot, stabbed twice and involved in more fights than he could remember. He evaded car bombs, snipers and samurai sword-wielding would-be assassins and somehow lived to tell the tale.

			What I liked most about that tale was that, throughout his time with the club, Boone seemed to have an extraordinary knack for being in the right place at the right time. Whether he was inadvertently setting off the brutal Great Nordic Biker War during a visit to Denmark, under siege in Canada, visiting the site of Australia’s most notorious biker massacre or nearly being shot at point-blank range in a Florida clubhouse after unwittingly insulting the club’s psychotic international president, Boone had truly seen it all.

			Over the years, he personally traded vast quantities of narcotics, stole and fenced hundreds of motorcycles, bought and sold guns, set up elaborate frauds and regularly participated in armed “hunting” expeditions that went out looking for members of enemy biker gangs to maim or kill.

			•   •   •

			It is important to note that Boone is a member of a group that exists in violent and bitter opposition to the Hell’s Angels. As such, his story comes with a certain degree of bias. This should not in any way be taken to be any kind of endorsement or preference for one MC over another. Had Boone been a Hell’s Angel, his bias toward opposing clubs would be equally strong. As with any conflict, both sides fervently believe in the nobility of their cause, the superiority of their moral code and their absolute right to terminate the existence of the enemy. Seeing all this through the eyes of one side of the biker wars makes it easier to gain an understanding of the opposing view and understand why such conflicts endure.

			While not all members of biker clubs are involved in criminal activity, those that are exert massive influence over the trade in cocaine, cannabis and methamphetamine, right from manufacture and importation down to street-level sales. Having infiltrated major ports around the world, they are able to ease the passage of guns, drugs and other contraband into Europe and North America. They also dabble in extortion, prostitution, protection and fraud. In recent years, bikers in Australia have expanded their repertoire to include the illegal trade in exotic animals. According to the FBI, motorcycle gangs collect one billion dollars in illegal income every year.

			Bikers operate on a global scale most gangsters can only dream about. The Gambino family, once headed by “Dapper Don” John Gotti and one of five New York-based syndicates that control organized crime in the city and beyond, has at most two hundred members. At the time of writing, the Hell’s Angels have around thirty-six hundred members spread throughout thirty countries on six continents. Together, the Outlaws and the Bandidos have a further four thousand members in at least sixteen countries.

			It is a formidable international criminal network that continues to grow and evolve. Some of the very newest clubs, like Australia’s Notorious and the German chapters of the Mongols, have now dispensed with the motorcycles altogether and are simply gangsters in leather jackets.

			In the course of researching this book, I made an official approach to the Outlaws MC hoping to interview a respected former member in order to clarify some of the finer points of the club’s early UK history. The request was categorically denied. The club’s business, I was told, is no one’s business except for members of the club itself.

			Boone saw things differently. He still feels enormous loyalty to his club and his many, many tattoos attest to the fact that it will always be a huge part of his life, yet he is willing to risk death threats from his former comrades to reveal the inner workings of this hidden, secretive world. “There’s a war going on and it’s getting worse,” he told me. “People don’t have a clue why we do what we do, why people get hurt, why people get killed. To truly understand you have to be there, you have live through it, or at least hear it from someone that did. That’s why I’m talking.”

			Boone’s story starts in a small town in the heart of the English countryside but it could have started anywhere in the world. United by their love of biking, fighting and brotherhood and their desire to live as outsiders, it tells how young men evolve from social misfits to organized criminals and then ultimately to cold-blooded killers. This is the story of how bikers are born and made, and how and why they die.

			—TONY THOMPSON
LONDON, 2012
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			AUTHOR’S NOTE

			This is a true story. However, in order to protect sources, many of whom remain active members of the one-percenter world, some names and identifying details have been changed.

			

		

	
		
			PATCH RULES

			Bikers can be found riding en masse in every city in every country across all four corners of the planet. Often they are drawn together because they are fans of a particular make or model of machine, or because they live in a certain area, but more often than not they bond simply through the sheer joy of riding. Many such clubs identify themselves with “patches” or “colors” sewn onto their jackets, but what untrained eyes see as random choices over positions and designs are actually the result of delicate and lengthy negotiations within the complex world of international biker politics.

			The majority of organized bikers belong to MCCs (motor cycle clubs) and wear their patches on the front or side of their jackets. Joining such a club is easy and requires little in the way of ongoing commitment. Patches are available for purchase by anyone who turns up to a rally or meeting and the main goal of the club is to enhance the social life of its members.

			At the other end of the scale are the MCs (motorcycle clubs). The absence of that one letter makes a world of difference. MC patches cannot be bought, only earned, a process that can take many years and is by no means guaranteed.

			MC members wear a three-part, back patch, sometimes sewn directly onto a jacket but usually emblazoned on a leather or denim vest. The club name appears at the top on a curved bar known as a “rocker.” The club colors are in the center, whereas a bottom rocker will name the territory. Probationary members—known as prospects—wear only the bottom rocker as a mark of their reduced status.

			The major MCs also sport a diamond-shaped “1%” patch on the front of their colors. This originates from the 1947 drag race meeting attended by thousands of bikers in the small town of Hollister, California—a wild street party that supposedly descended into a massive, drunken riot (although there was a fair amount of disorder, it would later be alleged that pictures of inebriated bikers had been staged and events heavily exaggerated by the press). When outraged motorcycle enthusiasts defended themselves and their reputations to the press, they insisted that 99 percent of bikers were well-behaved citizens, it was just that last “one percent” who were nothing more than “outlaws.” The term caught on and MC gangs have called themselves “one percenters” ever since.

			It is impossible to overstate the importance of a set of patches to an MC member. They are his most prized possession and the loss of them under almost any circumstances is an unbearable disgrace. Patches are absolutely sacred and it is no exaggeration to say that MC members consider them worth fighting for and, if necessary, dying for.

			With painfully few exceptions—such as when two new clubs emerge from an unclaimed area at roughly the same time—no new MC will ever wear a bottom rocker laying claim to an occupied area, unless they are prepared to declare outright war on the current incumbents. (When the Mongols MC launched in the early 1970s, their members wore a “California” bottom rocker, much to the annoyance of the Hell’s Angels, who not only dominated the west coast state but also considered it sacred: the gang had been founded there in the aftermath of World War II. The Angels warned the Mongols to remove the rocker. The Mongols, composed mostly of Hispanic Vietnam veterans who had been refused entry to their local HA chapters on account of their ethnicity, stood their ground and, aside from the occasional truce, the two clubs have been at war ever since.)

			The one-percenter gangs not only control their own territory but also oversee the activities of all other MCC and MC biker clubs within their area. Nothing happens without their say-so and any potential challenge to their superiority, no matter how small, is dealt with harshly. If you have any doubts that this is indeed the case, I suggest you try the following experiment: gather together a group of male friends (women are not generally allowed to join back-patch clubs), equip yourselves with Harley-Davidson motorcycles and choose a club logo. Stitch your colors and a square MC patch to the back of a leather jacket with the name of your club above and the name of your county or state below.

			Hold elections to appoint a president, vice president, secretary, treasurer and sergeant at arms (responsible for club discipline) and then go out riding as a group and get yourselves seen by as many people as possible. Within days, possibly within hours, you and your friends will be intercepted by the massed ranks of whichever MC is dominant in your area.

			If you are lucky and show sufficient reverence—that is, if they feel you can drink and party and fight and fuck with the best of them—they will invite you to a meeting at their clubhouse, explain the error of your ways and request that you stop wearing your patches.

			Far more likely, however, is that you and your friends will be stomped and beaten and chain whipped to a pulp and your patches and cycle will be taken from you. Your fingers or ankles will be broken to make riding impossible and you will be told in no uncertain terms that your little club no longer exists. Period. The seized patches will be burned or hung upside down behind the clubhouse bar and the motorcycle will be stripped down for spares or resold. And if you even consider going to the police, you’ll just make an enemy of every other MC in the world and instantly prove that you didn’t have what it takes to make it in the scene anyway.

			This scenario becomes even more certain if the dominant club in your area is one of the big three international gangs or if your patches feature a “protected” color combination: red on white for the Angels, black on white for the Outlaws, red on yellow for the Bandidos. Coming too close to the logo designs of one of the big gangs would bring even more trouble—all three are trademarked and protected by international copyright law.

			The issue of showing appropriate respect to an MC applies even when it is crystal clear that there is no threat. In August 2010, a sixty-three-year-old motorcycle-riding preacher from Altoona, Pennsylvania, was beaten and robbed by members of the Animals MC after failing to seek permission to wear a back patch that featured a red cross on a white background along with the words “Shield of Faith Ministries.”

			Many equally nonthreatening motorcycle groups, among them the American Postal Workers Riding Club, Bikers for Christ and even the Crippled Old Biker Brothers—a support society for those who have suffered serious accidents—share published protocols that advise their members on how to deal with back-patch clubs: “If someone from an MC requests that you remove your vest/patch, don’t argue. The best reply is “No problem,” and politely take it off and let your club officer know what MC it was so they can deal with any potential problems. You normally will only get asked once.”

			Such rules exist because an MC has to be seen to be the dominant club in the area it controls and the best way to do this is to ensure that no other club ever wears their colors without permission. When clubs fail to follow this rule, wars start and all too quickly escalate out of control.

			

		

	
		
			THE END

			April 2, 2006, Connecticut, USA

			By the time he saw the gun it was already too late.

			Hell’s Angel Paul Carrol was midway between Boston and New York, cruising south down I-95 with two dozen members of the world’s most notorious biker gang, black leather emblazoned with the winged death’s head logo, chrome gleaming from their growling, customized Harleys.

			Drivers moved aside to let the bikers pass or slowed down to have a good long gape. As the pack approached exit 42 near West Haven, a green SUV with Florida plates that had been coming up fast on the outside lane suddenly decelerated to match its speed with that of club president Roger “Bear” Mariani who, in keeping with club protocol, was riding at the front of the group. Carrol could only watch in horror as a semi-automatic pistol appeared in the nearside window and jerked twice as it fired two shots. Carrol saw a bullet strike Bear in the arm and the car then sped off into the distance.

			Tough guys are a dime a dozen in the biker world but Bear undoubtedly stood out from the crowd. A Vietnam veteran, he had not only been awarded the Purple Heart on two separate occasions but had also won a Bronze Star for heroism. At the age of sixty-one, he’d lost none of his youthful vigor. Pulling over to the side of the freeway, he set his heavy cycle on its side stand and only then revealed that the second bullet had actually hit him square in the chest. He collapsed and bled to death on the spot in a matter of minutes.

			Carrol was so traumatized by what he had seen that when the emergency services arrived, he forgot all about the code of silence that prohibits members of the Angels from discussing anything to do with the club with “citizens”—non-club members. With tears welling in his eyes at the sight of his fallen friend, he told the paramedics that the four men in the SUV had all been wearing jackets that identified them as members of the Outlaws Motorcycle Club—the Angels’ longest-standing rivals.

			By 2006, the Hell’s Angels and the Outlaws had been in a bitter and increasingly violent feud with one another for more than thirty years and both sides had suffered hundreds of casualties. Mariani’s death had been the direct result of a series of edicts issued by Jack Rosga, the newly appointed national president of the Outlaws, for members of his club to seek out and murder Hell’s Angels as revenge for attacks against members of his club. It was a call that echoed around the world.

			On August 12, 2007, London Hell’s Angel Gerry Tobin was shot dead in broad daylight as he rode down the M40 freeway at around ninety miles an hour. In circumstances that were almost identical to the attack on Mariani, two shots were fired from a green car. The first bullet smashed through the metal mudguard at the back of Tobin’s Harley-Davidson and skirted through his rear wheel; the second skimmed the base of the biker’s helmet and lodged in his skull, killing him instantly.

			His assassins were quickly identified as members of the Outlaws and within a few days, all seven members of a small English chapter of the club had been charged with his murder. As prosecutor Timothy Raggatt told the jury during the subsequent trial, “This was a man who was targeted not because of who he was, but because of what he was.” His killers had not been after Tobin himself but rather a Hell’s Angel. Any Angel would do and he just happened to be the first one they saw that day.

			So far as the general public were concerned, this was the first time the global conflict between the Outlaws and the Hell’s Angels had reached the UK. The reality was very different. The seeds for Gerry Tobin’s death had been sown some twenty-one years earlier, and Daniel Boone had been there right at the start.

		

	
		
			PART ONE

			GENESIS

			

		

	
		
			1

			MAYHEM IN THE MIDLANDS

			May 14, 1986

			Daniel “Snake Dog” Boone had been a full member of the Warwickshire-based Pagans MC for a little less than a month when he got his first opportunity to kill for his club.

			It had taken more than a year and a half of fierce dedication and determination for the softly spoken twenty-one-year-old to earn the right to wear the club patch on his back, and the experience had affected him deeply on many levels. Boone had been drinking beer and riding motorcycles long before it was legal for him to do either so it came as no surprise to anyone when, after leaving school and working a series of menial jobs, he started hanging out in biker bars and making friends with members of the local MCCs. Although he enjoyed the social side enormously, he always felt there was something missing. For Boone, motorcycles were never just a hobby, they were a way of life and he wanted to be with others who shared that same level of passion. He found them in the MC scene.

			An MC is a band of brothers like no other. During his eighteen months as a prospect, Boone had spent more time with club members than with his friends or family or even his girlfriend. The Pagans lived in each other’s pockets, rode, fought, and fucked side by side. When Boone finally got his full patch, it was as though all his birthdays had arrived at once. The bonds between him and his fellow club members were deep, powerful and utterly intoxicating. The love, loyalty and respect they all felt for one another meant that each and every one of them would be willing to do anything for the good of the club. Even take a life.

			Brandishing a sawed-off 12-gauge shotgun, Boone joined a five-strong, early morning raiding party as it smashed its way into the home of a leading figure from a rival MC that was threatening to destroy the Pagans. The men stormed up the cluttered staircase and made their way to the master bedroom where they found their prey sound asleep, alongside his girlfriend.

			The terrified woman was dragged off the mattress, thrown into a corner of the room, gagged and then covered with the quilt so she would not have to witness the events that were to follow. While three of the team immobilized their target against the headboard, Boone forced the barrel of the gun deep into the man’s mouth and began to squeeze the trigger.

			•   •   •

			The trouble had started a week or so earlier when the club had learned that a man living on the edge of its territory had become a prospect for their despised rivals, the Leicestershire-based Ratae MC. Maintaining absolute control over territory is the first order of business for all MC clubs, but also one of the greatest challenges. Each weekend and as often as possible during the week, the Pagans would gather together and try to get around as much of their turf as possible, partly to remind people that they were in charge but also to give potential recruits the opportunity to approach them.

			A favored watering hole was a lively Irish bar called O’Malleys in Rugby, a few miles from the Leicestershire border. But with so much other ground to cover—more than 750 square miles—and none of their 30 or so members living close to Rugby, it simply wasn’t practical for the Pagans to drink there more than once in a blue moon.

			The Ratae, who had already expanded to the north and east by forging close links with bikers in other counties, were quick to sense an opportunity and started hanging out in the bar themselves.

			It was while the Ratae were drinking in O’Malleys that they happened across a local biker who expressed an interest in becoming part of the MC scene. After letting him hang around with them for a while and checking into his background, the gang offered him the chance to become a prospect, an invitation he eagerly accepted.

			Once Boone and the rest of the Pagans learned of this their objection was a simple one: if the man wanted to join the Ratae, he would have to move to Leicestershire. As a resident of Warwickshire with an interest in MCs, he should have approached the Pagans in the first instance (though he had now blown his chances of ever being accepted by them). His counterargument was equally simple: he never saw the Pagans in his area, but the Ratae were there regularly so he assumed the town belonged to them.

			In truth, the prospect was being used as a pawn. The Ratae knew full well that O’Malleys was outside their turf and wanted to see how far the Warwickshire gang were willing to go to defend it. Anyone could make a threat, but did the Pagans have the balls to follow through? So far as Boone and the rest of the Pagans were concerned, their credibility was on the line, as was their place as the dominant MC in Warwickshire. The Ratae had left them no choice: they would have to take it to the next level.

			•   •   •

			Becoming a fully patched member of an MC is a lengthy and involved process that is the same for clubs all over the world. It is made deliberately difficult and unpalatable, partly to weed out the unsuitable and ensure full commitment to the lifestyle, but also to prevent undercover law enforcement officials from gaining access to a club in all but the most extreme circumstances.

			The road to a full patch begins as an official “hangaround” (a prospective member who “hangs around” in order to become familiar to the club). To attain this status a biker might typically have met several members of a club through drinking at their regular bar, attending rallies or even being a guest of another hangaround at the clubhouse.

			Compared to what follows, the hangaround stage is something of a honeymoon period. The club has no real claim on the potential recruit and cannot call on him to take part in anything more than the most rudimentary activities. Likewise, while the hangaround is able to attend certain club events and literally hang around in the clubhouse in order to get to know all the members of a chapter (and vice versa), they have no official association with the club.

			It is at this stage that clubs are particularly on the lookout for those attempting to join with a specific agenda in mind. There have been countless cases of bikers who have been bullied or harassed in some way and decided to get their own back by trying to join an MC. They figure that once they are in they can take advantage of the “one in, all in” rule to drag an entire chapter into what is essentially a personal conflict. Such antics are deeply frowned upon: the rule is that if something develops while you are in the club, you will receive full backup. But anything that happens before you join is baggage that you must leave behind.

			Some hangarounds have no intention of taking things further, others are eager to become more deeply involved. In both cases the only rule they have to abide by is that you can only be a hangaround with one club at a time. It is the first hint at the level of loyalty and commitment that is required to make it into an MC.

			The hangaround stage typically lasts anywhere from a few weeks to a few months. Sometimes it becomes obvious to those in the club that someone isn’t made of the right stuff to progress. At other times, the bikers themselves, having gotten a better view of what is actually involved, change their minds and withdraw.

			To reach the next stage of membership—prospect—requires the sponsorship of a full-patch holder who remains responsible for the newcomer until he receives a full patch of his own. Bringing high-quality recruits to the attention of the club can enhance the status of a member, but if anything goes wrong—for example, the member turns out to be an undercover police officer—then the sponsor is likely to be severely punished. For this reason, prospects are usually subjected to stringent background checks to ensure they are exactly who they say they are. To become an official prospect for the Mongols, for example, a candidate is required to fill in a three-page application form and provide his Social Security number, access to education and employment records, telephone numbers for relatives, hard copies of tax receipts for five years and, of course, a valid driver’s license.

			Occasionally there are prospects who rub some existing members the wrong way, but this rarely happens. The truly obnoxious recruits tend to fall at the first hurdle of the hangaround stage. Those who make the cut to prospect usually adapt in order to fit in with the club, often ending up as quite different people by the time they gain their full patch. This blending in with the brotherhood is one of the things that makes the bond between members of an MC so strong.

			Most clubs distinguish prospects by only letting them wear the bottom rocker of their colors along with an MC patch, others have special “probationary member” jackets for prospects to wear. Prospects have no identity other than their lowly rank and having a separate dress code makes them all the more easy to identify. A patch holder rarely refers to a prospect by name. Instead it is “Get me a beer, prospect,” or “Prospect, drive my old lady home.”

			As a prospect you are basically a slave and to all intents and purposes you become the property of your club. Whenever a full-patch member tells you to do something, it is an order that you have to obey without question. There is not much a full-patch member can’t tell a prospect to do, so prospects find themselves getting involved in everything from stealing cycles and moving drugs to cleaning toilets at the clubhouse and polishing endless amounts of chrome. Some members have their prospects doing push-ups in the gutter simply to dominate them, others force them to take part in crazy stunts, like walking across hot coals during club parties.

			For every ten prospects who sign up, on average around three will make the cut. Like most MCs, the Pagans always believed the credo that the patch does not make the man, rather the man has to make the patch. “You take a good man and bring him into the club in order to make the club better, Snake Dog,” the club president, Caz, had told Boone. “It doesn’t work the other way around. You can’t become a prospect and then become a member and then become a better man. That’s not what we’re looking for at all.”

			Even in the case of a born natural, there is practically no way to avoid the prospect stage. Those who have been full-patch members of other clubs and left in “good standing” are still required to prospect for whatever new club they want to join, though in such cases they may end up getting their patches relatively quickly. One Pagan, Rabbi, had received his own patch in less than six months having been a full member of an MC called The Filthy Few a short time before. Boone had to wait a year and a half for his.

			For a prospect to become a full member, the whole chapter has to be 100 percent in favor. Depending on the reasons put forward, a single dissenting vote may either mean the prospect is out of the club completely or simply has to continue his life of servitude for a few more weeks or months until another vote comes around.

			In any MC, the moment a prospect receives his full set of patches is a high point of his biking life and something he will never forget, despite the fact that there is little in the way of an actual ceremony involved. After getting his, Boone spent the rest of the evening and most of the next day just riding around Warwickshire, flying his patches left, right and center, wanting to be seen by as many people as possible. The feeling of pride and satisfaction was so intense it almost made him giddy. All the sacrifices and hard work he had put in over the preceding eighteen months had finally paid off and he had won the ultimate prize. He knew there and then that his life going forward would never be the same.

			As a full member, the club becomes your second skin. Each member is permanently on call. If other members are in trouble or need assistance, you are there for them. And between the weekly meetings known as “church” and group events known as “runs,” you invariably have something going on that includes club members. Rarely a day goes by when you do not see one of your club mates for some reason or other.

			The club is your extended family. The men become your brothers and their wives and girlfriends become your sisters. Their children will be friends with your own children. Some of the younger, single members share houses together. In every MC, if you cut one member, they all bleed.

			Hence when, in the late spring of 1986, the Pagans heard that a Ratae prospect was regularly drinking at O’Malleys while brazenly wearing his patches, it was bound to lead to trouble. The more the prospect flew his colors within the Pagans’ territory, the weaker their claim on the area. A series of increasingly threatening warnings failed to have any effect, so a decision was made to visit the new recruit in person and take his patches by force.

			As it turned out, little actual force was needed. When the group of Pagans arrived at the prospect’s door the following day, he offered no resistance. He knew exactly why they were there and exactly what they wanted. He handed over his patches without a single punch being thrown.

			The Pagans returned to their clubhouse and waited for the Ratae to make their next move. Tradition dictated that their sergeant at arms would contact his opposite number in the Pagans and arrange a meeting. As separate MCs in separate areas, the proceedings would take place in an atmosphere of mutual respect. Ground rules would be laid out: typically the Ratae would agree not to have any members in Warwickshire and the Pagans would agree not to expand into Ratae territory.

			But the men from Leicester had other ideas. Two nights after the prospect’s patches were taken, a team of Ratae burst into the Warwickshire home where a popular Pagan named Rocky lived with his wife. After pounding the couple into submission with fists, heavy boots and baseball bats, the Ratae dragged Rocky over to a corner of the room and forced him to watch while his wife was repeatedly and horribly brutalized right in front of him. He was then struck on the head several times with a ball-peen hammer so hard that part of his skull fractured and caved in. His attackers then fled into the night, leaving him for dead.

			The attack had taken place in the early hours of the morning and most of the Pagans did not learn about it until much later in the day. They rushed to the George Eliot Hospital and learned that Rocky was in a critical condition, possibly suffering brain damage, and slipping in and out of a coma. His wife was also in the hospital being treated for various injuries of her own. Boone was particularly affected by the attack. Although he felt close to all the Pagans, Rocky, a five-year veteran of the club, had been his personal sponsor and the bond between the two of them had been particularly strong. In the waiting room, the corridors and the parking lot, all the talk between Boone and the other Pagans centered on one topic: revenge.

			The vicious attack made it obvious to the Pagans that the situation wasn’t going to resolve itself without more blood being spilled. There had been plenty of incidents of interclub conflict in the preceding years but this was something far more serious. Instead of the usual drunken Saturday-night fight, they were truly at war. Fully aware of the level of violence the Ratae had already employed, no one could escape the fact that there was every possibility that some of them might lose their lives, or find themselves being forced to take the lives of others.

			Club president Caz called an emergency meeting that same evening to discuss their options and one of the members, a tall, heavyset man who had been around for longer than anyone could recall, stood up and said that he was going to leave. “Listen guys, I can’t guarantee that I’m going to be there for you. I haven’t got the stomach for this. It’s just not for me.”

			He took off his patches and carefully placed them on the center of the table in front of him and then walked out of the room. No one ever saw him again. Caz quickly got back to the matter at hand.

			A car had been spotted leaving the scene of the attack and, thanks to an associate working at the Department of Motor Vehicles, the Pagans were able to match the license plate to an address. Early the following morning five full-patch members—Boone, Rabbi, Link, Dozer and Tank—met up at the clubhouse, armed themselves with a variety of weapons and headed out into enemy territory.

			The small, semidetached house was just a few miles into Leicestershire. After double-checking that they had the right target—the car used to trace the address was parked in the driveway—the men hovered about, unsure of the best way to get into the building, until Rabbi, tall and ruggedly handsome with a winning smile, simply kicked open the front door and led the charge upstairs.

			•   •   •

			The barrel of the gun was so deep inside the mouth of the Ratae that it was making the man gag. All Boone had to do was keep squeezing the trigger and it would all be over. But something was holding him back.

			Murder had been in his heart throughout the journey to the man’s house. His rage about what had happened to his friend and fellow Pagan was driving him on: more than anything in the world he wanted the man dead and gone. But at the same time, Rocky was still alive. Only just, but still alive. And that was getting in the way. Taking a life in return for having put someone in a coma just didn’t seem to be the right thing to do. Boone didn’t want to be the one to push things to the next level because of the potential repercussions.

			He pulled the shotgun from the man’s mouth and used the butt of it to club his victim across the side of the head. Then, without any words being exchanged between them, Boone and the other Pagans repositioned the man on the floor beside his bed with his left arm stretched out, palm downward, in front of him.

			Calmly and methodically, deaf to the screams of agony that echoed around them, Boone and the others used a heavy claw hammer to break each and every bone in the Ratae’s hand. They finished him off by plunging a hunting knife through the back of his palm, pinning him to the floorboards while they made good their escape.

			During the journey back, Boone was bitterly disappointed and more than a little frustrated about what had taken place. He’d been given a golden opportunity to kill one of the enemy to avenge the attack on his friend and he had failed to follow through. He just couldn’t be sure if he had done the right thing.

			There was precious little time to dwell on such issues as the Ratae were certain to respond with escalating force. Back in their clubhouse, a two-storied property in Leamington Spa, the Pagans began to prepare fortifications, boarding up the windows, sealing the door frames and sinking sharpened metal spikes throughout the back garden that would impale anyone who attempted to jump the wall. The work went on until the early afternoon and once it was complete, there was nothing to do but sit back and wait for the Ratae to make their next move.
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			BIKER’S DOZEN

			The first mainstream motorcycles went on sale in the United States during the early 1900s and the first motorcycle-riding associations formed soon afterward. These were somewhat formal affairs—essentially gentlemen’s clubs on two wheels—with ties and long coats being considered an essential part of proper riding attire.

			As motorcycles became ever faster and more affordable, driven in part by intense competition between the early manufacturers— Indian and Harley-Davidson in America, Royal Enfield and Triumph in the UK—racing clubs sprang up on both sides of the Atlantic. Interest briefly dwindled due to World War I but by 1924 the newly formed American Motorcyclist Association had more than ten thousand members and was organizing regular race meetings all over the country. A significant proportion of the clubs that existed at this time were family oriented but, in the aftermath of World War II as thousands of Army surplus motorcycles were sold off on the cheap, a considerably more rowdy “fighting and drinking” clique emerged, as evidenced by the 1947 “riot” at Hollister that ultimately gave birth to the one-percenter patch.

			The Hell’s Angels themselves were founded in the San Bernadino/Fontana area of California in 1948. The popular myth says they were former bomber pilots looking for a way to replace the thrill of combat, but in reality most of the members were far too young to have served in the military. (Although the Hell’s Angel name had been used by many squadrons during the war, it had been around long before and had first been popularized by the 1930 Howard Hughes film of the same name. Veterans were prominent in biker clubs, but then at this point in history, one-fifth of all U.S. males were veterans.)

			Many of the founding members of the Angels had previously been members of clubs like the Boozefighters and the Pissed-Off Bastards of Bloomington and were just that—boozed-up, pissed-off kids looking for trouble and a way to re-create the kind of camaraderie they had been unable to experience firsthand. They drank to excess, raced one another on public highways at breakneck speed and beat the crap out of anyone who got in their way. They wore leather bomber jackets, then added Luftwaffe symbols and Iron Crosses, purely for shock value, and generally gave society at large the finger.

			Hollywood cashed in on the growing public concern with the 1953 release of The Wild One starring Marlon Brando and loosely based on the Hollister incident. The highly controversial film (it was banned in the UK for being too inflammatory) left the public in no doubt that biker gangs were nothing but vicious troublemakers.

			In the years that followed, the Angels expanded in California and soon had more than three hundred members but remained virtually unknown outside the state until the summer of 1964 when two underage girls claimed they had been raped by four members of the club while at a beach party near Monterey. The Angels raised money to hire lawyers by selling vast quantities of meth—their first foray into large-scale dealing. The charges were eventually dropped, but the case received blanket news coverage and established the gang as the ultimate all-American bogeymen. Everyone wanted to know more about their violent world and once again, Hollywood moved fast with leading actors of the day quickly signed up for biker roles. In 1966, Roger Corman released The Wild Angels starring Peter Fonda with the tagline: “Their credo is violence, their God is hate.” The next year John Cassavetes starred in Devil’s Angels (tagline: “Their God is violence . . . Lust is the law they live by!”) followed a few months later by Jack Nicholson taking the lead in Hell’s Angels On Wheels (tagline: “The violence . . . The hate . . . Exactly as it happens!”) alongside actual club members who appeared in the film as extras.

			Around the same time, a young journalist by the name of Hunter S. Thompson released his first book, Hell’s Angels: A Strange and Terrible Saga of the Outlaw Motorcycle Gangs, an expanded version of an article he had written about the Monterey rape case two years earlier. The book sold well and, along with the films, not only ensured the Hell’s Angels were by far the best known of all the biker clubs but inspired a plethora of copycats making free and easy use of the Angel name all over the world.

			Much of this publicity had been personally orchestrated by Ralph “Sonny” Barger, president of the Oakland chapter of the Hell’s Angels. He negotiated a healthy fee for the entire chapter to star in yet another film, Hell’s Angels ’69, and negotiated five hundred dollars’ worth of beer for the Angels to act as security guards at a Rolling Stones concert at Altamont Speedway outside San Francisco, an event during which one of the Angels stabbed to death a fan who had tried to rush the stage.

			Barger had joined the club in 1957, almost a decade after it had been founded, but had the foresight and marketing skills to see the full potential of the club. Charismatic, intelligent and willing to lead by example, Barger brought the California chapters together, hammering out bylaws, codes of conduct and harmonizing patches, colors and tattoos. Under his guidance, Oakland soon took over as the administrative HQ of the Angels, and Barger became the de facto leader of the entire organization.

			•   •   •

			The Ratae MC started life in the late 1960s when a group of young bikers from Leicester, a town in the English Midlands, happened across a copy of the Hunter S. Thompson cult classic, recently published in the UK. Seduced by the rebellious “fuck the world” attitude and lifestyle chronicled in the book, they formed a club with the sole intention of re-creating everything they had read about, right there in their hometown.

			The Leicester youths called themselves the Hell’s Angels Motorcycle Club Ratae (the latter being the original Roman name for the city) but did so just as, realizing the power of their brand, Barger quickly incorporated the Hell’s Angels and restricted use of the name. From that point on, any clubs wishing to join the organization had to apply direct to Oakland. The London Angels received their charter—the first to be granted in Europe—in July 1969 and set about trying to unite other clubs in the UK under a single “All England” banner. The Ratae opted out, preferring instead to drop the “Hell’s Angels” part of their name and remain independent, like thousands of other small clubs throughout the United States and Europe.

			Despite being relatively small, the Ratae succeeded in making a name for themselves throughout the county. They embraced any behavior that was likely to cause offense, got banned from most of the pubs in town and were regularly vilified in the pages of their local newspaper. More than anything, they loved to fight. They fought with other bikers but also with skinheads, mods, punks and even the police.

			In 1971, the Ratae achieved a new level of notoriety of their own after starting a riot at a Who concert. The gang had gate-crashed the gig at Leicester University and immediately began, in the words of guitarist Pete Townshend, “idiot dancing over everyone,” forcing the band to stop playing in the middle of “Pinball Wizard.” When Townshend admonished the bikers, one of the Ratae joined him on stage and blindsided him with a bottle of Newcastle Brown Ale, leaving a head wound that required eight stitches.

			A few years later, the Ratae found themselves at war with an MC called the Coventry Slaves. A series of tit-for-tat clashes escalated, until both gangs gathered their forces to settle the dispute once and for all. In the fight that followed, one of the Ratae stabbed the president of the Slaves, and the two sides ended up in a massive Mexican standoff with dozens of guns trained on one another. Eventually both gangs decided to stand down but as they were leaving, a gasoline bomb was thrown and one of the Ratae was set ablaze. The president of the club, Scout, ordered that rather than trying to douse the flames, the burning man should be thrown out of the back of the now-speeding vehicle to prevent the fire from spreading. Such a request didn’t seem to completely fit in with the spirit of brotherhood that most MCs claim to have at their core, but Scout ruled his club with an iron fist and no one ever questioned his orders. The human fireball was quickly ejected.

			Using Hunter S. Thompson’s book as their bible, Ratae members insisted on following every depraved ritual and tradition they could find. They awarded one another “wing” patches for public acts of oral sex—white for a white girl, black for a black girl and red for a girl who was on her period. They also followed the supposedly official initiation ceremony during which a bucket of dung and urine is collected and then tipped over the head of the new member. The mixture is worked into their jeans and patches and thereafter, the items, dubbed “originals,” can never be washed. They have to be worn until they are literally falling apart and are then worn over other clothes to further extend their life. Although the ceremony is detailed in Hell’s Angels, such practices were never as widespread as the journalist was led to believe and by the 1970s most bikers had significantly cleaned up their act. Right from the start, the Warwickshire Pagans were cut from a different cloth. First coming together in 1978, they saw themselves as part of a new wave of biking culture, while groups like the Ratae were something of a filthy throwback. No one in the Pagans had any wish to be defiled or degraded. When they saw the Ratae wearing their filthy jackets, they thought they looked stupid. With two completely opposed ideologies, it was clear the two clubs were never going to get along.

			The Pagans chose blue and white as their colors and announced from the start that they had no alliances. They had no desire to be Hell’s Angels or part of any other larger club. Their commitment was to motorcycle riding and partying and to being themselves, which meant being ready to honor and protect their club’s colors at any cost. To be a member of the Pagans was to live the life of a hedonist twenty-four hours a day.

			Warwickshire had been more or less open territory when the club started up, but there were still plenty of opportunities for fighting. Any side patch or MCC deemed to be too big for their boots would be taken out of the picture and any club daring to wear the Pagan colors would have hell to pay. By the mideighties, membership of the Pagans had grown to around twenty-five, many of whom, like Boone, hailed from upmarket, well-to-do towns in the county like Stratford-Upon-Avon, birthplace of William Shakespeare. Their ages ranged from late teens to early thirties. Some were unemployed, others unskilled while a handful held pretty good jobs. What bonded them together was brotherhood and biking, that and the fact that above all else, they loved to fight and to fuck.

			While Scout ruled by fear, Caz, the Pagans’ president, was a softly spoken natural-born leader who won the trust and loyalty of those around him by always being firm but fair. Heavily bearded with thick sideburns and a small potbelly, he was utterly fearless and the rest of the Pagans would have followed him to the end of the earth. Their neutral stance meant that the Pagans could party with anyone. The Hell’s Angels one week, the Cycle Tramps from Birmingham the next, the Scorpio from Cornwall whenever they were in town. They had even partied with the Ratae. Boone had been a lowly prospect at the time and not privy to what had been
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