Here In their own words is an innocent couple's
story of their ordeal al the hands of two-wheeled savages . .

KIDNAPPED 5y ra:CYCLE
RAIDERS




out of driftwood and were swilling beer, ar
guing, fighting and making love in the sand
like & pack of animals,

I grabbed Laura and started back, hoping
to eirele around that barbarians’ camp before
the Raiders saw us. But it was too late.
Whooping and howling, about a hall dozen
of them came charging up the dune, cutting
us off from the path to the road.

“Wow, wow! Look what we found!” shouted
one of them, a short, squat 200-pounder who
resernbled a barrel dressed in a gorilla suit.
He was stripped to the waist, wearing only
filthy jeans and eycle boots. The other three
were standard model outlaw bikers—dirty,
drunk and dumb, with the usual biker uni-
form of jeans, boots, Iron Crosses, swastikas
and the rest of the juvenile junk they decor-
ate themselves with.,

They stood in a8 semi-circle around us,
leering at Laura, who's tall, blonde, shapely
and has the kind of untouched look that the
bike bums go crazy over. If you've had a good
look at some of the pigs that their mamas
are, yvou'll know why,

But they weren't quite ready to do any-
thing, because of me. I'm big {six-two, 185
pounds) and have a face that looks as if it's
been in a few fights and survived—broken
nose, & couple of scars. But it's all from
cycle smash-ups. I raced motorcycles until
Laura asked me to quit. Even sold my two
racing bikes.

Just when the little band of Hell Raiders
looked as if they had decided to take me on
to get at Laura, another biker came up the
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dune, They stepped aside for him. He looked
familiar, a big guy, as tall as me, a little
heavier, [ looked cloger and under the matted
shoulder-length hair, Genghis Khan mus-
tache and beard, dirty jeans and leather vest,
I recognized the chief of the Hell Raiders.

“Hello, Brad,” he said, in his gravelly, ra-
ther high-pitched voice. “Been a long time,”

“Hello, Chink,"” T said in a flat tone. Laura
held tight to my arm, fearing Chink Hannigan
mote than the other Raiders combined. But
I wasn't afraid of him—not for mysslf, any-
way—because | knew him from way back
when—in high achool, and for a couple of
years after that.

Chink and [ had always been competitors,
for the quarterback spot on the football team,
for girls, in Aghts. And after high school, first
place in motoreycle races. The only time he
beat me out was for that gquarterback spot.
I usually took the girls, the fights and firef
place in the races. And Chink was a grudge
collector, a {Continued on page 70)
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