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‘Angels’ who
Terrorize

HE ol aporis stedjum in Bowenville, Moerth Careling
had never eeen anyihing like the big hash the Bpeiad S
Frecks ond Hell Rongers—my oycle clob—threw
Lhol might. Any bash thot a cyele club thrrows iz wild,
mri of n mmlhnation beerguezling sontesl, swrap
eesmion, Frecfor-all snd hike Olymges. And ikis one
was the wildest I'd vwer peem, and I'd seen plenty,

from coast 0o coasl riding with the besthnown cycle clubs in
s peuELey. -
! The stadsum was on e edie of tows and they esed to ploy all 8
y ke high school games thers, umiE]l Ehe lowh gol rich apd bukll &
new high school with a secord stadiue nexd to i We bad a deal
S ecing with the local cope If we stayed out of troubds in town, we (25

fol could use thi stsdium for our bashes, for dragging. or for anything A&
e wlme, Wedidn e bag thers, thay dida™ bug us. 1L was & good deal. And d

.iﬂ-_?;:' there were plenky of othir bowna i Bl iip when we Gll ihs arge. o
ﬂ’:, We haed budlt bonfires all areund the rim of the feothall field, and
e (hings wern rockisg. We Bad evervibing—keps of beer, marijuannp

I_I_,..i_'.- —ihere war g mech Enoks Trom joinls &8 ihers was from ibe
- F fires—hennies, anything yoe wanted, And svery biker had brought



at least one exira chick who wanted to be a
matma. and a hall-.dozen chicks were stripped
down to panties and were doing crazy dances
around the fires, with guys chasing them. Hik-
erg were carrving girls around, out to where
it was grassy or under the stands, and there
they'd make love. Fighta broke oot every Limea
a hiker would bump another one or try to steal
a mama he liked, There were mamas stagger
ing around naked, half out of their minds
from bennies or pot or from “'pulling the train™
on & half-dozen bikers. And there were guys
Iving on the grass looking as if they were dead—
gtoned on marijuana, beer, bennies, SeX or all
of those things. Other bikers, who'd rather ride
their bikes than make it with a chick, were
dragging up and down the straightaway of the
quarter-mile cinder track that bordered the
field. The noise was fantastic, and you had to
watch where you were walking because the
dragsters were riding to and from the truck and
a lot of them were half-stoned and didn't care
who they ran ower.

[ had made it with a couple of chicks early,
while I was still in condition to really enjoy
it hefore settling down to beer and bennies.
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That was my system at a bash: chicks fivst,
then [ could get really stoned in a relaxed way.
Of course, if a stray chick came along that really
turned me on, I didn't let her get away.

B UT anyway, the bash was going along. The
Kangers had been more-or-less friendly with
the Speed Freaks for almost a year. We'd help-
ed each other gut in crunches with other cycle
clubs and it looked as if we might get together
pg one club, You know, a eonsolidation, with
one name. Then we'd be a really hig club,
almast the biggest in the state, And this bash
was supposed to be a preliminary Lo serious
talks between Grizzly Griffin, our leader, and
Way-Out Wayne, the Speed Freaks leader.

Way-Dul was just that—way out. Evervone
said he was a little erazy, really insane. He was
tall and stringy, leathery as a whip—maybe
six-gix and weighing only 180 pounds or so.
And he had this big head, too big for his body,
like e got the wrong head somehow. His black
hair stuck out straight in all directions, like a
porcupine’s quills. But the weirdest thing about
Way-Out was how he'd suddenly stop whatever
he was doing and stare off into space, as il he
was looking at something far away that no
one else could see. His eves would go blank and
flat-looking. Then he'd come back just as
sudden and go on with whatever he'd been
doing,

And Way-Out had a temper like a madman:
vou mever knew what would set him off, It
could be any little thing that yvou'd never think
wonld bother anyvone, ] once saw him work a guy
over with a tire iron for saying it looked like
raln. (Cantinued on page 92 )

-
E-j

FOR short poriod of time, Hell Rangers had iruce with
iocal cops (below). cutfing out rampages (such as
opposite page, balow beft) in town. But fight over passion
mama (above)iriggered wertable blood bath, left two
cyclists killed, and five more seripusly injured ...




