The Spring of 1982

| was a Navy Corpsman, all of 21 years old. | was a bad ass. | had a 1972 Harley-Davidson
Sportster with a huge front rake and a seat from hell. Padding? We don®"t need no sti
padding!

|l *“m not sure i f it was the nickel pl ated Har |
found me. But I started hanging out with a different group - mostly people like me - wanna be
“ t h upgeteridingthat we were bad-asses.

We w e rBatnvé did start hanging out a lot together. First there were just three of us, then
seven, then twelve. We met almost every weekend somewhere in the Florida panhandle and
went for rides - sometimes short poker runs and sometimes longer trips - generally not longer
than a long day.

Eventually someone suggested we do a longer ride. After a few weeks of planning and talking
we finally decided to ride to Oregon. From Florida. We were idiots.

First, | never spent that much time on a bike before. Second, | didn®"t have a
touring (and oddly enough, now that I do, I rarely take it for long rides!). My bike had one

purpose (that®“s what t he g Mybikéwadboilutggatime i t fr om
laid.

As it turns out, the bike was much better at long trips than anything else.

Anyway, so we got together over a few weeks and laid out this ambitious plan - we would ride

East across Florida to 1-95, up to Atlanta, then West to Oregon. Yep. That “s about al l
planning we did. (We went east to Atlanta to meet up with the brother of one of the riders - why

he couldn"t ride Westn“tto rmamretmbtelre .rest of us,

So we figured it would take two weeks, and that we would average 500 miles a day. It took three
weeks, and we averaged about 300 miles a day. If not for a very good friend, I would have been
AWOL (I was in the Navy, remember?)

This might be a good time to admit that this story is not 100% accurate. | t * s t aken fr om
old memory, and | “ve retold the story so many
bit. It is mostly true though - the trip, the gunplay, the calf, and the cops all did happen. Where,
exactly, things happendaralotofreasaasn F'wasydurg, sur e i n
reckless, and invincible. I  di dn®"t worry near as Imudihdmabtouh av
GPS, Google Maps, or a cell phone. This was a long time agd2!

So we left on a brisk morning - gloves, jackets, leather chaps, no helmet (I was invincible,
remember?). Huge goggles. Scarf around the head. On a 650 pound raked out Harley.
Oh yeah, I looked like a bad-ass. All 140 pounds of me.
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Probably 8 of wus had Har | e yektrawekthhtiipgookw@ul d acc
coupl e guys had Ho-butha ike. Nobody ldaBEW mdndokus couldi ¢ e
afford them then, and BrdidingangoseriKe us attheitonb-11 nt er e s
know!)

But we were all bad-asses. We all wore the same black T-Shirtthatread” Headi ng f or tr o
on the front in | arge bl oc kOhlyah-WVERKVe0l. and “ It

We all carried basically the same things - a pup tent, sleeping bag, some food, extra clothes (not
a lot of them though - we bought new underwear and shirts along the way - none of us had the
room f or a Wealtcarreed beet. dust hedause’yqu never know.

And most of us carried some type of weapon. These were the Wild West days in the US - back
before computers kept all of the pervertsintheirmo t h er “ s Ibtheld days, theys .
actually went out into the sunlight. Some level of protection was deemed a good idea.

So off we go (finally, right?) into the dawn. Riding east. Into the sun. Brilliant. Five hours
riding into the rising sun. So far, we are geniuses.

In Jacksonville, Florida we had the first bike die. Yes,aHarley-but bad 19 &ly s Har |
isn*“t what this post i s Wacbasiedintoa(Harlbyaealgyship i t  wi | |
and waited for the truck ahtd hadi hefwabt bt hng
parts” \WWerdiecbsseceitrand decided we needed to keep moving on. The guy with the

dead bike was just left behind. He wa s n “ He might lee thé lacldett..

But now it" s Aadlhaees bigdagtomanrowgahdta huge weekend in front of

me. Tomorrow is the Battle of Flowers parade. Third largest parade in the country. The city is
basicallyclosed. Sat ur day i s t he Ki n glhaWifriendsicomimjoger. par ade
need to complete a code review of a LOT of code by Sunday.

So it may be a few days before you get part two. | seriously doubt part two will be the last part.

This is a long ride - Pensacola, FL to Atlanta to Seattle ( know-Wa s hi ngt on St at e wa
plan) to Eugene, Oregon (where a cow was born). From there, all the way down the west coast

to San Diego (where | had lived for some time before this trip). Then almost the entire length of

Interstate 10 from the West coast all the way to the Florida panhandle. The US is large. Very

large if you are on a ten year old Harley Chopper with no seat padding to speak of.

So look for parttwo inafewdays. Once the story is complete, | "I
Right now | would rather just share a bit of it at a time. It brings back some of the memories that

way, and it gives me time to reflect on what | might want to not share. | have no idea where any

of my other riders are anymore. One of them could be a Governor or something. | don®"t want
embarrass anyone besides myself!



The Spring of 1982 - Part Two

This is Part Two. Part one can be found here.
So we left off as we lost our first rider in Jacksonville.

We moved north, to Atlanta, where we met up with the brother of one of "our gang”. This guy
was a huge, furry, biker looking SOB. He was the only one of us that lived the role, instead of
just acting it.

Hisname was "Tiny". That *s al | Il can r elemasmabeastr300 pounds. bei ng
He rode an odd bike - it was a Harley, somewhere underneath. But mostly it looked like

someone spun you in circles for ten minutes then had you look through a kaleidoscope. It was

bizarre. He had crap glued all over it. Peacock feathers, coins, and poker chips. The entire bike

was covered in one of them.

And it would cause us trouble. There are just some places you are better off keeping a low
profile.

We stayed in Atlanta that day, and slept in a house. On a floor. | would miss that floor soon
enough.

The next morning we rose bright and early. We intended to hit the rode my 4-5AM and beat the
horrid Atlanta traffic (eventhen). One bi ke w dMe waded While ths Hadey t .
dealership picked it up and looked at it. It took several hours. We finally left Atlanta at about
11am. The bike had been fixed, so we were once again a team of twelve.

Twelve people riding bikes in 1982 were pretty much considered "bikers" or "a gang"”. We were

treated like it. Sometime for the better (traffic seemed to melt out of our way) and sometimes for

the worse (in west Georgia we were not allowed to eat inside a cafe - they made us eat at the

tables out back). The phrase "motorcycleenthus i ast "™ hadn®"t been invente
Even though we had a lawyer, two doctors, a respiratory therapist (me) and a couple of cardio-

pul monary t e c HHhasllyfautt peapla for ndt feeling agrifartable around us - we

were a very odd lot.

Anyway, | think we pushed to just east of St. Louis before we decided to pull over for the night.
We stopped at a picnic area, pitched our pup tents, and had a couple (warm) beers. We were
getting ready for bed. We had a rather large fire going (in a well-designed pit, | might add).

We were all beat. We probably were sleeping before 9PM. Sometime in the middle of the night

we were aroused by a loudspeaker. Th e | oc all cops had found us, an
were there. By three AM they had driven us back out onto the highway. At best we had 5 hours
ofsleep. Why t hey didn®"t want wus in tents on the si

same experience again, and again. We were not hurting anything. We just were not welcome.
But it would be another three days or so before we really got into trouble with the cops - and
before the cops really saved our asses. Someone could have gone to jail. Hell, all of us pretty
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much could have gone to jail. Discharging firearms to the tune of over 70 rounds total in just
seconds is somewhat frowned upon.

We found out over the next few days that no m
enough room in it for a bunch of "bikers". Time and time again we were told to "keep moving".

Time and time again we moved out after just a few hours sleep. You might think this would

cause us to make good Weaweresore. We werd evah alit bitter. We wer
We wer en®t h aiguments shartetl, pedple gotfedgy. Wittle things pissed people

off.

By the time we got to Idaho, it was just a matter of time before we got into trouble. Trouble
comes soon enough.

It is apparent to me now that truckers and bikers were not intended to utilize the same roadways.
We would meet our trucker friend the next morning.

This concludes part two of what | am now just calling a "multi-part” post. It could be one more

part, or threemoreparts. | * m n ot TEneredsrstill a lat to &ll - still nothing real

significant about our serious involvement withthecops. You don®*"t know what ha
trucker. You don* t -10peaphe inclubing a @duple of cops, started firing wildly in

what is best described as a melee. To this day | am not sure what caused it. 1 think it had

something to do with "Tiny" Batntdotreéallyeglyteallyc ker * s
fast - and it ended just aboutas quickly. I t *s not really that signific
suspense to the story. Honestly, | am surprised that with all the machismo we had we only had a

firearms problem once on this trip.

Of course, the fact that we all left our firearms in Idaho probably had something to do with that.

Really now - part three will wait for a few days. One at least.



The Spring of 1982 - Addendum (not part three - call it 2.5)

This is part 2.5 of a multi part post. Part one is here. Part two is here.

lwas asked about the diner i nci dent . This i s a
give you examples of things that happened unless I also am going to provide details (read that as,
‘O wi sh | woul d not have mentioned the diner?”

In any case, we were on the Interstate, and needed gas. We had some basic rules - if anyone
needs gas, everyone gets gas. If any needs a potty break, we all take a potty break. So we
pulled off into a two gas station town.

It was two hours since breakfast. Tiny was hungry the (rules were modified after we realized
Tiny would eat every two hours). After we gassed up and used the restrooms, Tiny pulled
crossed the street to a small local diner. Our bikes were all across the street - in the gas station

parkinglot. ( Her e s a+goatsh esrt atthhiomgs don"“t | i ke a bunch
eitherr They don*"t buy much gas, they generally ha
can stretch) and unli ke someonehthetmtonanclc ar, t he
on).

Therewasasignonthediner. 't sai d something | i HannotsuBi ker s a

Tiny could read.

We followed him in and there was an older couple seated that were without a doubt in charge -
but there were a couple of younger people actually cooking and serving.

“ Al li tiee eld man suddenly shouted. He was sitting at a table by the kitchen, smoking a pipe.

The girl from behind the counter came running (almost literally). The old man said something to
her and she came over to us and said she was sorry, but that they were closed.

Did I mention Tiny was hungry? This looked likeaone-di ner t own, and Tiny w:
“no” .

Tiny had a menu in his hand, and he ordered. The girl looked from him to the older man.

Finally the older man gave a motion with his head toward the back. The girl led us to some

tables outside (hard wooden picnic tables - great - the chairs inside were at least padded). She

said she was sorry, but they were going to

1]

m

The food ended up being good, although | wonder now if they had spitinit. Si nce t hen, [
never eaten where someone doesn®“t want me.

And that"s prettiWombhchgt hemadi ngy whoch.i s why
detail before.

Part three on Monday (with any luck).
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The Spring of 1983 - Part 3

(Sorry for all the typos in the initial post of this part - | was watching the Spurs win against the
Denver Nuggets, and posted before | edited. Bummer !)

This is part 3 of a multi part post. Part one is here. Part two is here. Part 2.5 is here.

oK, |l want to get the gunpl ay -lradet-hep-fl watndd e

you of that earlier!

Anyway, yes, the cops really found over 70 rounds, and yes, the police were involved. Police
and State Trooper, in fact.

We pulled off a dirt/gravel road in Idaho, looking to get far enough away from the highway that
we woul dn®t get ki c kVWedvereaead-tired ghcdhwena looking fot ah e
place we could camp for an entire day. Two nights in the same place is exactlywhat we all
needed. Time to buy ice, and have a cold beer, and have some fun for a change, instead of
arguing and getting pushed around.

We road about a mile up the road when we saw a huge windmill towering over a dilapidated
RV. NOT a mobile home - but one of those little rounded silver travel trailers that were popular
back in the 60"s and 70"s.

There was the skinniest man | had ever
chair. He had a tall boy in his hand, and a dog lying in the shadow his chair caused. When we
pulled up he smiled a huge smile, which was proof enough that he had no teeth, or he had left
them inside the trailer.

He was so tanned that | could not tell at first if he was white, black, Indian, Hispanic, or just
dirty.

Tiny (who somehow had appointed himself as the Alpha-Biker) was first to turn his bike off,
dismount and approach the man. The man was still smiling ear to ear. In the back of my mind |
heard banjo music (Deliverancepopped into my mind).

Tiny and another guy talked to the old man for a few minutes and Tiny came back to us and
explained that the old man would | et wus
some bottled water,andahalf-d o zen Tal | Boy"s each day.

It seemed like a good deal. As some of us started making our camp, a few others rode back to
town to get beer, ice, water, and food. They were going to get some kind of meate could cook
over a campfire.

While they were gone, the rest of us put up a circle of pup tents around the spot that would
become our campfire - our city center We were about 200 feet from the trailer, and about 50 feet

way

polic

seen S

camp
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fromwheretheoldguysat. He di dn*"t move fpentpitchingtentshndur or s o
building a fire pit. We dug a separate hole a dozen feet away or so for the ice, and beer.

As we were finally getting comfortable the other guys came back - completely overburdened
with supplies. They had bags of ice, a couple dozen bottles of water, and at least six cases of
beer. They had stuff tied all over their bikes. They had a bottle of Wild Turkey. That would be
a problem later.

As we were unloading we finally found a huge slab of butcher-paper wrapped meat. The guys

score about 25 pounds of fresh venison steaks - more than enough for all of us. We paid our

“rent to the old man, who sat the ice and wa
one or two sips, and opened another - in about a minute.

We were icing down our beer and gathering firewood - it would be dark in an hour. Someone

asked the old man i f he had a frying pan (we
food. He walked into an old shed and came out with an old grill screen. We stacked rocks up

and balanced the screen. We had a wonderful fire going, and the beer was getting nice and cold.

We were relaxing for the first time in days, and the guys all started to laugh and tell jokes - the

first in days.

The entire time the old man had not moved, except to get the grill screen, and to open another 2
or 3 Tall Boys.

When the venison was unwrapped, the old man stood up, and walked closer. We hadn®“t even
started cooking it yet when he asked what we were eating withit. We di dn " t ngkeleeve anyt
and told himthat He sai d, “,taters®, and headed off to

He came back in about ten minutes with two dozen huge potatoes and a roll of aluminum foil.
He pulled a nasty looking pocket knife out of his back pocket, poked a bunch of holes in the
potatoes and proceeded to wrap them in foil - with a funnel on the top of them.

He motioned to us more than he talked (I assume because with no teeth, he had trouble talking).
But he got his point across - he wanted a few beers, and he was pointing at the potatoes.

He placed the potatoes on the outer ring of the fire pit and proceeded to open beers and pour
them into each “funnel ” unt iHémotioheedfor maetwaol o es we
on the fire, and we obliged.

The old man walked over to the venison, and opened it, looking at it, and then at us. Finally (it is
VERY dark at this point) he asked if we had enough food. With the potatoes we had more than
enough.

He pointed at t he "tOfcaursd we wouldfeedithealdrhae ®hwe “ Shar e?
agreed. Moving more quickly than we had ever seen - he damn near skipped across the yard to

the trailer, disappearing in the darkness. In just seconds he returned-but he waHen®*t al o
had a woman and three 6-10 year old kids with him. All of them were as dark and/or dirty as the



old man. The woman was extremely shy, and kept her distance. The kids were immediately
drinking the bottled water, and whispering off to the side.

This lasted for what seemed like a long time - we were all talking to each other, the old man and
the woman were talking, and the kids were sitting at the fringes of the fire, whispering quietly
among themselves - like a pack of wolves, kind of.

It was a pretty surreal scene, but none of it bothered us much - we were drinking beer, and more
importantly, relaxingfor the first time in days.

Finally the old man stands up, pops his knife open again, and stabs it into a potato. “ Me a 't
he said.

Someone got the venison steaks and started to unwrap them when the man and woman seemed to
get into a small argument. Finally the woman heads off to the trailer, returning just a moment
later. She had a tin of salt, and some kind of spice mix. The old man indicated that she would
cook. She di dn"t s elleandsing sheehad thespices, we weaethappy to oblige.

She placed the steaks on the ground (on the butcher paper) and sprinkled salt and spices on each
side. Then she reaches in her pocket and takes out her own knife - and starts making shallow
slices, cross-pattern, into the steaks. As she does this, she rubs the spices into the slices. She
does this for both sides of the steaks - all but one of the steaks. One steak she leaves untouched
by salt, or spice, or the impressively sharp knife.

She quickly rolls out enough tin-foil and covers the grill grate, then doubles up on it. Without
any notice of the heat of the fire she also pokes several holes in the foil. She did all of this
without much motion at all - she has done this before.

Finally she places all the steaks, save the unseasoned one, on the grill. Then she grabs another
beer, and slowly pours it onto the steaks - from a height of about two feet. The beer hits the
steaks, and foams up.

The smell is amazing, and instant. | have no idea what the spices were, or if it was just the fact
that | was relaxed and hungry, but it is a smell I will never forget. The overwhelming smell of
pepper, and other spices, and of beer boiling. The smell of the meat starting to boil a bit in the
froth. It was amazing.

Now for a short side note - to this day | make baked potatoes on the grill in the same fashion as
the old man. Everyone who tastes them lovesthem. I c al | them “ Beer
You can vary the taste a lot by changing the beer you use. | also season and prepare my steaks in

the same way as the woman ( al t IBotwhgtever$picesllo n “ t

choose, | make the shallow cuts, and work the spices in. | pour the beer on the steaks from a
sufficient height that it foams up (otherwise most of it just runs off). Even a very good cook
friend of mine admits | make the best steaks he ever ate. Try it.

now

boi

ed

k



Back to the story. The steaks cook, and the beer burns off. As soon as the first steaks are taken
off the fire the lady puts the last steak in their place. No spices. No beer. This one is being
cooked as is.

All of this took at least an hour - maybe more. The potatoes themselves probably cooked an hour
before the steaks went on. As the lady took each steak off she wrapped it in foil, and threw it
back onto the edge of the fire, on top of the potatoes.

Finally the naked steak was done, and she nodded to the old man, who told us to eat. We ate the

steaks using the foil as a wrapper, and we did the same with the baked potatoes. \We were so

intent on finally eating that | almost didn"t
then cutting one half in thirds. Each kid got a third of the half, and a potato. The other half

disappeared into the trailer with the woman - who emerged again a minute later and rejoined us,

eating her seasoned steak, and her potato. She never took a sip of beer, or indicated an interest in

the beer, other than for cooking.

The food, the experience, the relaxation - it was amazing. It was honestly one of the most
memorable meals | have ever eaten.

As we finished eating we also re-stoked the fire, got fresh beers, and invited this somewhat odd

family to move closer to the fire. It was getting just a bit chilly, but nothing we coul dn"t
tolerate. The old man finally started to smile again, and laugh. He slapped his knee and yelled,
“Music”, which caused al | Thdyretereed momentdlater en t o r
with a beat up six string guitar with four strings on it, a four string banjo, and something I had

never seen before, or since. It looked like a small drum, but it had three strings across it - like a

banjo or guitar. It had no neck, or frets, or anything. It was a drum with strings.

The taller of the boys kept the banjo he had retrieved, the old man got the guitar, and the woman
kept t hder uv'nb’anfjoor | ack of a real name for it.

Now |I was really thinking “Deliverance”, but
the strings. In the still of the night the sound was amazing. He played slowly, and with purpose.

He never looked at his hands - he looked at each of us, eye to eye, one by one. Though no smile

was apparent on his face, his eyes were laughing.

Although the pace started soft and slow it quickly accelerated into a fast moving powerful piece

of music that | had neverheard. Suddenly the old man chimed in w
drum” kilacdkeddoikn.about 15 seconds to readize th
Land” but t o a-mothmooteenggy.i cker beat

They played 8-10 songs, never singing, just playing. The banjo-drum was played with one hand
on the strings and on hand patting the drum. She held the device between her knees, and her
eyes never opened while she played.

At some point during this, someone opened the bottle of Wild Turkey, and it was being passed
around. We did not have cups. Everyone was drinking from the bottle. Although the woman



had not touched the beer (except for cooking) she DID drink the Wild Turkey. A LOT of it.
Most of us were still drinking beer, so she ended up keeping the bottle most of the time -
somehow managing to drink when she had a free hand to not play.

Suddenly they began pl ay ineveyhedrd@lhyedDreaguitayy Boy " , w
much | ess a gui-taeaum” banj o and “banjo

One of the Doctors with us, a surgeon who was a bastard in the Operating Room, suddenly began
to sing. In an amazing voice. A voice that seemed to make nature quiet down, and listen. The

instruments played on, but they were very soft now. The singing was amazing, even considering
that we had all had enough to drink that we could feel it. | had no clue this man could sing. And

he damned near brought tears to your eyes. Tothis day, this i1 s the best r
Boy” | h av-eeveebefaeror simce fmawe theard so much honest emotion put into the
song.

| was not the only one moved by it - the old man had tears in his eyes, and the woman had tears
on her cheeks. | was looking away from the fire to hide my own tears, but | am pretty sure
others in our group were tearing up as well.

As the song ended, Tiny asked for them to pl a
This big guy stood up and moved as much like Elvis as his body would let him. He sang well. It

wasn*t the moving per fidbwanistiaw doudcadd hissidgingvidea nny Bo
just as fast, and just as loud. We all enjoyed it immensely. So mehow we started *“ Keé
f i rTdirke.or four of the guys could sing fairlywell. I  coul dn " tButleajoyedd di dn" t .

watching them, and listening to them, and seeing everyone finally having fun.

At some point the lady gave the banjo-drum to one of the other children, and she disappeared
into the trailer. The bottle of Wild Turkey, half-empty, went with her.

We talked, told stories, sang some more, and drank beer until we were out of music, out of lies,
and out of beer. It must have been well past 2am when | finally fell asleep. Some of the guys
were still up, whichwas fine. Tomor r ow wa s | ramembér thihking asllavas ” .
drifting off that it would be nice to be able to do this again tomorrow night.

| woke up with a start - not knowing where | was, or what woke me. Then | heard it again. It

was a gunshot, khndeasn" watimé t -ombsaofus adh Eralléddh at wo k
behind the row of bikes while I tried to clear the sleep (and booze) from my head. | needed to

know what was happening.

Boom! Another shot. This time | heard something hit the shed about 50 feet from us.

Boom! Boom! Boom! These were rifle shots. They all seemed to be aimed at the shed, so the
fire wasn"t directed at us.

Still, we each crawled to our bikes, withdrew our firearms if we had them, and loaded up. | was
behind a small swell in the yard - at the farthest point between our bikes and the shed.



Boom! A window in the shed shattered.

Then a HUGE boom - and flame of fire from the shed window. Someone just fired a shotgun
from the shed. | was safe from shots being fired at the shed - but not from shots coming fromthe
shed!

One of wus pani-tck@adpirt Wwased) med shot a few
in the direction of the initial shots.

Boom! The rifle adjusts closer to the bikes. We st i | I don*t really know
orwhatishappening. Thi s i s exactly what tWemdgthremean by “t
shooters at this point. One we knew was with us. We had no idea who the other two were. The

rifle shot didn"t come c | ockosertotusthanutcstheshddut t her e
Someone must have calwmedi dolnt” shhhoot eagadoawh or
although there were occasional shots fired to and from the shed.

Now there are a lot of things we might have done differently - get on the bikes? Not really an
option. Starting them would not be unnoticed. Running? Where? We di dn*t real |l y k.
was 50 feet away from us. We stayed behind the bikes, and me behind my little hill.

Dawn was approaching, slowly. We could see it was coming though. | wasn*t feeling
about that because a dozen pistols are no match for a single rifle - not at range.

Boom! The rifle fires again. Suddenly we hear another shot - from a different direction - almost
behind us, but more to the right rear. Not a rifle. Confusion, and some panic is now kicking in.
About half of us are Military - but we are Military Medicine - Doctors and such. We are not
trained for combat. Someone in our group fires a lot of shotgquickly - in the general direction of
whatever was behind us. Enough shots that | am sure they pulled the trigger until they had no
more bullets.

Boom! The rifle, again trained to us, goes off. BOOM goes the shotgun from the shed. Bang,
Bang, Bang, go shots from whatever is behind us.

Suddenly everyone in our group with a weapon is shooting somewhere - at the shed, towards the
shotgun, or at whatever is behind us. It is absolutely insane as round after round are fired in a
very short amount of time. You can smell the gunshots in the air. The sheer magnitude of the
volley seems to shock everyone - there are no more shots for minutes - at least three, maybe as
many as ten. Maybe someone killed someone, I think. Bullets were flying blindly in every
direction.

We hear one morerifleshot, whi ch di dn"t seem kKseemes tbeaitned u s , or
in yet another direction

People were scrambling to reload - trying to get shells out of saddle bags, trying to scrape a
deeper whole. It was surreal.



It was also dawn. We could see a few hundred yard now.
We couldn®“t see anythimgre.i nteresting, but we

Just about this time a huge cloud of dust rises in the distance, and sirens can be heard. The
Calvary is coming!

Now just to set the stage here - a ton of ammo was just used from at least four firing positions.

With the exception of the initial rifle and shotgun shots, 80% of these shots came from where we

were (it seemed to me at the time). Some were aimed behind us, but most back towards the rifle

shooter. Nothing from us was aimed directly (or effectivelyat the shed (which is good, because

it*"s the only thing our pistols could have re

Finally we hear a voice overaPAsystemt el | i ng everyone to “drop yol
wi t h y o ur Noneafrugingveds pirst,we had no idea which way to go - certainly not

to the shed, or toward the rifle. Behind us seemed like a bad option as well. We were all scared

shitless-we woke up and didn"t evenDibodenteel wauldbme t o t
an understatement.

Finally we hear the voice again, thi-s time an
dammit, Jerry, thwes dotn“"ytodrunmag” .anymor e

None of us move, but the shed door opens.

The old man walks out, without a shotgun, and walks straight out towards the street (which we
c a n " tHesgeeeesyys aword. He just walks out of our line of sight.

l't*“s quiet for anlbé hRPA momes ebadck t ovdwantt Ok N Yy o1
you to come out one at a time, and walk over here to the street. No weapons, hands i

After a brief and frantic di dehadsoshadaweapdni ny“ s b
Heslowlywal ks out of site, then shortly he-comes
leave your guns where theyare-i t “ s ok " .

We all walk out - with our handsup-even t hough that command hadn*®

When we got around the corner to the street we saw four police cars. Three were some kind of

local cop, and the fourth was a state trooper. Th ey al | had weapons dr awn,
was standing with his hands on a car, and not in cuffs. It looked pretty safe. The old man was

not in immediately in sight. As we got close, we could see he was handcuffed and in a car. And

h e wa s n There vead amemer alder woman (who we had never seen) in the car with him.

OK - jump ahead aboutQ hours. I “ | | gi ve you twelanalmmwhiat st ory of
happened to us in that time. The exciting part was above;i t “ s no't n the detail



So here®"s what Wapplehewetdapr et ghwtbuzzed, but
reallydrunk. I ¢ er t a i Inwknyto sleep Brat, &nd woke up first. | fired one shot (but do

not remember doing it). Everyone else emptied their weapons at least once. It was chaotic -

when you think you are being attacked from three sides, you return covering fire.

What we di dn®“tthek noolwd wmasn -tweastmd ¢ itmahi ©ola@darl y 4
now, and d olrhewomanfwasdis wife-lalthgugh she looked like his daughter (but
not attractive). The kids were theirs. The ot her person in the car wa

And she was fucking crazy. And very drunk. She drank the rest of the Wild Turkey (about half
the bottle). She had the other half of the steak. She was a mean damn drunk. She had shot the
place up before - many times.

The “ol d man?” se$seepher became he vimedrursk forehelwarlted tg get away
from the women.

When the crazy old | ady got drunk, she took a
time-t o d a mn eatcordirfg to thenState Trooper) she decided to start shooting at her son

in the shed. It was dark, and she was a long way away, anddrunk. Lucky she didn"t g
shot” and kill someone).

She shot at the shed, and the “old man”’ bl ind

We weren“t i nvol yseuddenlyrdaked and empteed hes tveaponu We wgre
never sure who it was (it was dark, we were scared).

The gunshots from behinduswasalocalcop. He di dn"t even Kewaswn we wer
the other side of a hill from us - just shootingtogetthe s e cr azy | a8lk®eBID" s att e
realize something was different this time when he suddenly heard a half dozen weapons firing at

the same time - some shot seemingly in his direction.

He * c al IEwerg avalabld cop.showed up.
Somehow they caughttheoldlady. The “ ol d man” Wpea V e ulrirmadlefr eudp ..

We took a ride to the | ocaTheldcaboopswantedtoi ch di dn*
handcuffus-t he Tr ooper whhelbca cofs wantdd & transpott &s ta a jail. The
Trooper woulTdcre" tl olceatl tcltogpms. want ed t o charge us
firedhm” Tr ooper wAadhe Trabperwas NOTeatfriend &f thenhacal cops. It

was very clear though that he was our friend. At least the best friend we had in that town.

Al | of our |IWHisl| evewe warld e“di.n cust odyllofal | of
our weapons were confiscated - even knives from the bags on our bikes.



None of us came up with a record, except Tiny - for possession some ten years earlier. He paid
his fine/did his time (whi cOneoftleguhscameoback t hat an
registered to someone else. That was eventually cleared up.

In the end the police collected over 70 rounds of spent ammunition. They could attribute about
20 of it to our group (which seems right - most of our guys had revolvers). We were probably
responsible for more. Whoknows? Thi s -CSI1 " pdays.

| the end, we received citations ranging from failure to obey a law enforcement officer
(dismissed via mail) to improperly registered firearm (I think he was fine for it). We also did not
spend our second night as we had planned. The Trooper made a deal with the local cops - we
would sign over our guns (and knives) and leave the county that day.

So that“s ab o ®necopkindashetlhtosl Somesotuodefipitely shot back at
him.

| fired a shot that | do not remember firing (the scariest part of this story as far as | am
concerned).

A window was broken. As far as | know that is all the damage that was done. | have no idea
what happened to the crazy old lady, but apparently the cops had been out to this trailer many
times for gunfire.

Odd that such a wonderfully gifted (musically) family was so screwed up. We learned they had
noincome. They were squatting on the progplodlyed™T.he
They had no power and no water.

We chipped in over $200 to the Trooper for the family. He and a | ocal <cop “esc
the county. We were all equally happy that we were gone.

I n part four, in a couple dangd, weéd1ll|l ffiinmdaloluy
bi ker s shoul dn"t us é&ndwhywe really wish eva ssll haal burgans. t r u c k
Butlamgladw e d i Tdhistime, someone might really have gotten hurt. People in my own

group wanted to chase this guy down and beat the shit out of him.

| was really starting to wonder what | had gotten into.



