The G1 CYCLISTS Who BEAT GEORGAS ANGH.
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and straighten out any problems
that came up. The rest of the week
I put in a few hours of work a day and
got into town two or three times a
week and every weekend to ride my
cycle,

There were four other cyelists in the
detachment. All of us had been in
Vietnam doing recon and patrol duty
on cycles, We had a club geing, sort
of. And we were quite a collection of
“Gl Outlaws™:

Rocker Reilly, who was a rock 'n'
roll freak and always had a partable
radio stuck in his pocket and an ear-
phone plugged inte his ear, except
when he was in the shower or asleap.
And he had his cvele helmet fitted out
with a specinlly designed tramsistor
radio so he could listen while he rode.
He looked like a Martian, with a two-
foot-long aerial sticking out of his
helmet,

KPP real name, Henry Mitchell, He
once did a week of voluntary KP so the
first sergeant would give him extra
time off to ride his cyele.

Sarge, whose name was Michael
Serpeant; he was a corporal so, Corpos
ral Sergeant. Confusing.

Hinge Harking who, his buddies
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THE Gl waoren't cowed by the cyclists and fought bech—hard,
Cyclists know fhot they had o tough fight on their hands ...

said, was drunk the whole time he was
in Vietnam, even when he was decor-

ated with the Silver Star. "Only woy
I could get through the -e--- war,"”
he zaid.,

Before YVietnam, we had all been with what you
might call cutlaw clubs, so we Enew our way
armund,

There was this small town about two miles
from camp that was so dead that none of the
other Gls ever went there; the MPs would ride
down the main street on Saturday night at mid-
night, just in case, and that was it as far as
checking for Gls. We'd gotten friendly with an
old-time cvelist named Doc Hadley, who ran &
service station. He let us keep our cyeles thers
rather than on post, 8o we could keep them
tuned up and not be hassled by the Army. All of
us had got friends to ride our eveles to Thoe’s from
home, since we all lived within a hundred mibes
or so of the base. My kid brother rode mine down
from Charleston, West Virginia, my hometown,
And having my big chopper—a Honda 750, a
four-cylinder “super bike™ that can come right

from the crote and cut down any cycle going
was almost as pood as having a shack-up In town,

S0 whenever we could, the “GI Outlaws™
slipped into town to go rding. Those of us who
didn't have passes just sneaked out through a
wooded aren that led from the post to the rosd to
town. The guards never bothered to patrol that
area becauze who'd want to go to that town
amyway'!

We'd walk straight to Doc’s garage, He called
us “crazy cyvele freaks"” and was always telling us
that when he was a boy, cyclists were really
eyclists, and didn't have “all kinds of fancy doo-
dads like helmets, safety tires, padded seats and
roll bars.” We'd hoot at him and say that cycles
in his day were “sissy bikes" that couldn't go
over Th mph and that cyelists then were little old
ladies who rode their bikes to church on Sundays,
and faggots who only rede cycles to get thrills



riding over bumps. It was all in fun; everyone
liked Doc, enough to say that any time he wanted
to take out one of our choppers, to go right
ahesd, He'd snort and then swear he'd never get
on “one of them chrome-plated Christmas trees.”
But we knew he went riding now and then be-
cause we'd come in and find one of the bike's
ENEINEE WATT,

The people in town had resented us at first,
and the three local cops hassled us a couple of
times. But we made damned sure that we obeyed
the traffic laws, kept out of trouble, shaved, got
haircuts and dressed neatly—no denim jackets,
leather pants or freaky decorations on the bikes,
just GI pants and boots and sweat shirts. The
freakiest we got was to wear our Gl helmets in-

CYCLIST-Gl tersion [such oz obove) reached the newr-
beiling poini in the area, Cullaw bikers, Rebel Raols,
felt thot their hold on mames (below] wes threotened

gtead of cycle helmets, except Rocker, who
wouldn't give up his radio-equipped cycle
helmet.

So after awhile the “townies™ accepted us or,
anyway, ignored us, We made our hangout one of
the three bars in town, and made sure that every
Saturday night we bought & round of drninks for
the house and left a good tip for the bartender.
We made out now and then with townie girls, but
kept it guiet so the townie guys wouldn't get
gore at us.

We had no real trouble until one Saturday
night when we went out to the cycle drag races.
Cutside of town there was a section of road that
wasn't used very much and the guys from &0 or
g0 miles arcund blocked it off every weekend
and raced their hot rods and choppers there. The
local cops and the state troopers “looked the
other way,” fguring it kept the cyclists and
hot modders off the highway where they might
kill someone, and also gave them something to
do on weekends besides drnking and brawling
in towmn. .

When we quieily mode out to the “ouwtlaw
track," as they're called, no one took any notice
of us. The track was a stendard gquarter-mile,
with a half-dozen portable foodlights sat up, and
it looked as pood and as safe as any outlaw track
I'd seen. '

There were mavhe 200 people there, all young
guys and girls—lots of girls, and they were a
better reason for going to the mces than the races
themselves.

We stacked our cveles and went to have a look
at some of the far-out choppers—and had our
first meeting with the Rebel Rats, the local
outlaw bikers. We were admiring an especially
wild-looking chopper that was entered in one of
the races. There was o0 much modified on the
cycle that 1 wasn't sure what it had been ori-
ginally, a Harley, Indian, Triumph or what. It
was dripping with chrome and junk, which made
me think it was "all show, no go."

As we were looking, a voice behind us said,
“Like the cycle, dovouT"

The voice was edged with hostility and I knew
what ['d see when [ tumed around. Sure enough,
a big outlaw biker with seven outlaws stood there.
The Rebel Rats, A few of their mamas were with
them and [ especially noticed a big blonde stand-
ing just behind the leader, obviously his old lady.

“Yeah," [ said, “bike's just fine.," T smiled
enough to look friendly but not scared. I knew I
had nothing much to be scared of with four
tough-heads like the GI Outlaws there with me,
even though we were outnumbered.

“What kinda bike yvou got?" asked the chief.
He was big, husky, sort of square-built, except
for the beginning of a beer belly pushing oot his
greasy leather shirt, He was standard outlaw in
his clothes and long hair, {Confinued on page 75)
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