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Letter from the editor
By Jim Furey

It does not seem possible, 
but July is already upon 
us. We are officially into 
summer and it has been an 
exceptionable riding season 
so far with not much rain. 
While, like you, Joy and I 
have enjoyed all the many 
beautiful, warm, sunny days of good riding weather, 
hopefully, we won’t be paying for them down the 
line. 

It is July and I could talk about the birth of the nation 
and all that entails but, I have done that in the past, so 
instead, I am going to do something I have not done 
for a while. I am going to thank those who helped me 
put this magazine together each and every month for 
the past nine years.

The person who has been with me longer than 
anyone else is William “Killer” Miller. I would say 
with pretty good certainty that there are very few 
folks who know as much about motorcycles and 
racing than Killer. I certainly am no match for him. 
We have had differences and disagreements, but 
something we never differed on was our passion for 
all things motorcycle. We approach it from different 
backgrounds but the brotherhood unites us. That 
said, I can see now that it is going to take a lot more 
space to recognize all the folks who help, so we will 
just keep it to Killer this month.

I also want to thank all of you for the support you 
have shown us over the years. There is truly no way 
I can thank you enough for this support and your 
patronage of our advertisers. Our advertisers are the 
ones who allow us to continue to print the magazine 
every month. I ask you to please tell businesses 
where you learned about them, and how much you 
like picking up and reading The Biking Life every 
month.

How we show our thanks to all of you is to host a 
poker run and party each year. As in the past, this 
year any proceeds above cost go to support local 

charities, and we have ensured that our final stop is 
willing to provide food for those who participate. 
This year’s festivities will be on August 12 with the 
poker run beginning at Shady Jack’s. Please mark 
your calendars. 

Also, on July 28 and 29 we are staging a free swap 
meet on the parking lot at Big St Charles Harley 
Davidson. There will be live music, lots of vendors, 
and plenty of bikes to window shop (or buy if so 
inclined). This event promises to be quite a party, 
and we look forward to seeing you there! 

One last thing, we are looking for submissions of 
original artwork with or without original text for our 
next batch of The Biking Life shirts. Remember the 
artwork and text must be original by you, and will 
become the property of The Biking Life Magazine 
at the end of the contest. The first place winner will 
win $100, with $50 for the runner up, and $25 for the 
second runner-up. The contest ends on August 15, 
2012, so get those designs in quickly. Oh, and finally, 
thanks for making us part of your biking life!
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   * JACKETS & CHAPS         * STUDS/SPIKES/CONCHOS
    * VIP CARD DISCOUNTS      * VESTS & ACCESSORIES 
    * 60 DAY LAYAWAY                * GIFT CERTIFICATES

* DEALS ON CUSTOM SEAT WORK

* 30% OFF ALL SUMMER STOCK

2nd annual Bike Wash  July 14th, and 15th. 
There will be big savings on quality leathers a raffle of 
door prizes, select leather gear, and two tickets to a live 
Jazz show sponsered by Jazz on Broadway valued @ 
$20.00 Come on out and get your bike washed by the 

Girls @ Biker Brother, Food and Drink  on stea 



Hard Tail Humor

Subject:Drinking and Driving

I would like to share an experience with 
you, about drinking and  driving. As you 
well know, some of us have been known to 
have had  brushes with the authorities on 
our way home from the odd social session 
over the years.

A couple of  nights ago, I was out for a few 
drinks with some friends at the Marriott 
Hotel and had a few too many beers and 
some rather nice red wine. Knowing full 
well I may have been slightly over the limit, 
I did something I’ve never done before: I 
took a bus home.

Sure enough I passed a police road block 
but as it was a bus, they waved it past. I ar-
rived home safely without incident, which 
was a real surprise; as I have never driven 
a bus before and am not sure where I got 
it.

BEST bartender joke EVER!!!!

A puppet, a black guy, an illegal alien, a 

Muslim and a Communist walk into a bar.

Bartender asks ....

“What’ll it be, Mr. President?”

We invite you to like us on Facebook 

or you can follow Jim on Twitter where 

his handle is tbldude. Check out our 

website as well where there is even 

more information of interest to the 

motorcycle riding community.
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TBL    Motorcycle  swap Meet
July 28 - 29, 2012

St Charles Harley Davidson
3808 W Clay St
St Charles, MO

 Doors Open At 9 AM Til 6 PM 
What: Motorcycle Swap Meet, Featuring Bikes, 

Parts For All Brands, Painters, Leather Apparel

Admission: Free
Live Music Saturday

All Are Welcome But
NO ATTITUDES 

Limited Vendor Spots Available $40 For a 10 by 10
For More Information Call
(618) 531-0432  Or

VISIT WWW.TBLMOTORCYCLESWAPMEET.COM



Forgetting & Forgiving

 Have you ever had a grudge against someone, 
been mad, stayed mad, fussed and fumed about the 
situation and then found out, maybe even months or 
years later, that the other person had no idea you were 
angry with them?  Maybe you stayed mad at them so 
long it was a habit and you really couldn’t remember 
what caused your anger in the first place.  Who was 
hurt the most?  Was it the other person, because you 
didn’t call, stop by, or make time to be with them; or 
maybe you, because you spent so much energy and 
time being angry and staying angry, and avoiding the 
friendship you could be having?  All because maybe 
you couldn’t “forgive and forget.”  We are all created 
to make friendships, not to live naturally as hermits; 
so often small disputes become enormous obstacles, 
blown out of proportion by time and unforgiving 
attitudes.   

 In His model prayer pattern in The Lord’s 
Prayer, Jesus teaches us that forgiveness is a major 
point in life.  We are to forgive others just as God 
forgives us when we do wrong.  It’s not always as 
easy as it sounds – it can be very humbling and our 
pride gets in the way.  But the rewards of forgiving far 
outweigh the obstacles.  Sometimes it’s just getting 
the process started that’s the hardest decision of all.

We have to decide to forgive; change our 1. 
thinking about the situation – Decide not to 
stay angry anymore.  We can’t exactly forget, 
but we have to live as if we have forgotten.
We have to refuse to get even or seek revenge.  2. 
Romans 12:17 tells us “Never to pay back evil 
to anyone.”
Sometimes we have to restore damage we 3. 
may have caused. 
Receiving the healing from the emotional and 4. 
physical hurts our unforgiving attitude may 
have caused.  This helps us as much as the 
other party we are forgiving.  It also helps 
us move on in our future relationship with a 
person.

Matthew 18:21 tells us to keep on forgiving.  
Colossians 3:13 tells us to “bear with each other and 
forgive whatever grievances you may have against 
one another.  Forgive as the Lord forgives you.”  This 

also reminds us that we need forgiveness from God 
for those wrongs we’ve committed against him.  Each 
of us needs His forgiveness to walk each day with 
a clear conscience, content attitude, and in healthy 
relationships.

If you don’t have a personal friendship with 
God and know how to ask for His forgiveness, it’s 
as easy as talking to your very best friend who sits 
next to you.  If you aren’t sure how to begin this 
friendship, ask any Christian biker at your next event, 
contact one of the following people, or call me.   The 
CMA Missouri State Coordinator is Kathi (and 
Bill) Crawford, 573-736-2543, kathi_crawford@
hotmail.com , and the Illinois State Coordinator is 
Don (Vicky) Brown, 217-629-8938, vdBrown77@
aol.com.  For more information about CMA, you 
can contact either of the above or call me at 314-
434-2282 or e-mail me at h2osjk@prodigy.net.  

Jim and Kathy Waters 
Good News Riders
Christian Motorcyclists Association

Election season is upon us, now is 

the time to make your wishes known 

to those who seek office. Ask them 

questions you want to know the 

answers too.
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FatBoy’s Saloon 
301 E. Main St. 
Desoto Mo
636-586-9339

With our daily lunch 
specials you can’t go 
wrong with Fatboys 

in Desoto

Still the coldest beer & biggest shrimp this side of the river  
 Bike nites Every tuesdays  

   ladies and mens nite on thursdays

Check us out on the web at www.fatboys-saloon.com 

Always The 
Fun Place

July 6th White Trash Bash  
July 13th Those Guys  
July 21th 2 Chicxx                           
July 27th P.J. Nite                                                          

July 28th Son of Nobody 
Every Sunday is Bikers Day @ Fatboys



continued on page 12 

The Lead Sled
By Jim Furey

As the riding population has matured, many riders who 
once could not imagine riding anything but a kicker, 
hardtail have now been moving into the bagger world. 
Some have bought off the shelf baggers; some have visited 
bike builders like D.J. Weil who was among the leaders in 
the custom bagger trend. Others have taken stock bikes 
like Fatboys and turned them into baggers. That is the case 
here, the early work was done by American Performance 
but then as is the case with all bikes the current owner 
made it his own.

That current owner is Dan Whitehead from Granite City 
and he is very proud of this show winner. Did I say show 
winner this fine looking motorcycle has won several shows 
including the inaugural Chaos Nation Bike Show. That is 
part of how it came to be featured here but that my friends 
is a tale for another day. At any rate this bike started off in 
life as a 2001 Fatboy. 

But it little resembles that bike now. It has had some great 
looking Performance Machine wheels added. Among 
the few stock parts left are the fenders they are original 
equipment for an FLHX. Dan wanted just the right sound 
as he rolled down the road so he went with some badass 
Dassani pipes. To hits mix he added some Carlini bars 
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which really brings the bike’s look together. I believe those 
bags were customized to fit the Fatboy’s fenders and the 

dash is pure Harley Davidson. But who would he choose 
to finish off this excellent looking bike, well of course 
Jason Sprengel. His paint jobs are gaining him widespread 
recognition for quality paint.

If you are out and about you will see Dan and his lovely 
girlfriend Jen out riding this quite often. This is no trailer 
queen here. Dan has another fine looking custom bike 
which we will probably have to feature here in the future. 
Oh Dan is the owner of the Dart Shop in Granite City and 
Jen has a shop across the street seeling lots of blingwear.
When you see him tell him how good it looks and I am 
sure he’ll tell you even more about his baby.
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Riding on the River
By Jim Furey

Well as we all know May is motorcycle awareness 
month. Probably because for many it is the start of 
the riding season and motorists see bikers in numbers 
they haven’t see n since the previous fall. There are 
all kinds of events to mark this month. There are rides 
to various state capitols, there are rides and rallies but 
one of the best celebrations in the region occur every 
year in and around Quincy, IL.

It always takes place during Armed Forces Day 
weekend. And prior to this Kelly’s Tavern, a fun place 

to eat and drink was at the center of the events. This 
makes great sense because Rod McClain, the owner 
of the establishment, has been a great supporter of 
motorcycling as a sport. He has sponsored numerous 
racers. He has always been a big supporter of the MRO 
ABATE. This year though there was an expanded role 
by Brian Smith and TNT Harley Davidson. 

Their contribution was a huge Friday night party at 
the dealership featuring live music, food and drink. 
I heard this was an excellent way to kick off this 
weekend. Saturday dawned a sunny and warm day 
and that helped drive many of the area’s riders to head 
to Kelly’s to sign up for the poker run. This poker run 
is one of the largest in this area every year. 

In fact it had gotten so large that they had to split it 
up to accommodate all the riders. Unfortunately we 
missed the poker run this year but we arrived in time 
for the post party at the South Side Boat Club. This 
is always a great party hosted by ABATE of course. 
They had a really good band this year, named 13 
Stitches seems like the singer Jeff is a big fan of the 

continued on page 16 
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$2 CANS ALL DAY EVERYDAY 
3600 square feet and 3 acres, we can 

handle any poker run or party, 
BRING IT ON!

Biker Owned & Operated

Wed. - $1.00 Tacos All Day
Fri. - Fish or Shrimp with 2 sides Only $4.75

Sat. & Sun - 3 pc. Fried Chicken 
with 2 sides Only $4.75

31 South Mill St  -  New Memphis, IL
10 Miles from Scott AFB (near Hwy 160& Hwy 177)
(618) 588 - 3003

Home 
of the 

Bullburger!

Saturday’s - Live music from 8:30 to 12:30
This is the place to be!!!



magazine and for that we thank him. Well the band 
rocked us all well into the evening and it appeared 
everyone had a great time.

Sunday was supposed to be another warm and sunny 
day according to the weatherman early in the week but 
the forecast changed as the week wore on. It started 
out nice and warm but there was a threat of rain which 
probably kept some folks from entering their bikes in 
the Kelly’s Bike Show. Still though there were some 
really excellent looking bikes in the show, and there 
was good competition in all classes.

Joy and I always enjoy the time we get to spend in the 
Quincy area and we thank you all for your support. 
They have a very strong ABATE chapter here and the 
people are friendly. I think the addition of the Friday 
night party at TNT Harley Davidson was a great idea 
and know that this is one of those events that will 
continue to grow and prosper.
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continued on page 20 

Hanging in Litchfield
By Jim Furey

Many motorcycle dealerships hold customer 
appreciation days. There is only one who holds a 
customer appreciation weekend and that is Niehaus 
Cycle Sales in Litchfield, IL. Motorcyclists from 
around the nation descend on the town of Litchfield, 
IL for this legendary event. And if you’ve ever been 
here one can see why. 

The first thing you will notice as yo arrive in town is 
there are motorcycles everywhere a testament to the 
fact that riders come here from all over the world. 
They have vendors of all types on the parking lot. 
Here you can have lights put on your bike, something 
you really need to do if you want to participate in 
the parade of lights a staple of Saturday nights during 
this weekend extravaganza. You can get a custom 
windshield, an embroidered patch by Persephone’s 

Treasures. There were also a couple of 
trike manufacturers on site to answer 
questions from potential customers. John 
“Van Gogh” Bauer was here as well as 
was Scarecrow so you could get your 
ride pinstriped while you spent the day 
checking out all the great sales going on 
at the dealsership.

There was some excellent food 
available, served by various motorcycle 
organizations. We sampled several of 
them including the Sky Rider’s walleye 
pike. That was a real treat. If you were 
not sure what type of motorcycle you 
wanted you were in luck because they 

had demo rides available of all types of bikes.

There are a lot of Goldwings here but you can find 
something for all types of motorcycles and you 
see them all parked within walking distance of the 
dealership. The big finale of this weekend of fun is 
the announcement of the winner of the brand new 
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Goldwing, once again I did not win one of these 
fantastic machines.

This is one of those events you need to check out at 
least once. The vendors here are some you do not see 
at other events. The array of different activities make 
sure this is always something for you to do. Finally 
the Niehaus family who own this dealership are good 
people. They are supporters of many charities most 
notably the Pediatric Brain Tumor Foundation. Mark 
your calendar now this event will once again be held 
during Armed Forces weekend 2013.
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We invite everyone to our 
annual Halloween Dance, 

Oct 20, at the Edwardsville KC 
Hall, music by Cottonmouth 

from 7 to 12
Congratulations Reggie Luter 
winner of the Weber of Booze



“Thanks to all of our 
sponsors for your support!”

4anoffice.com, Arch Animal 
Hospital, Big St Charles Mo-
torsports, Complete Auto 
Body & Truck Repair, Cross 
Oil, Happy Shirt Printing Co, 

Mason Signs, Midwest Elevator, 
Safeco Insurance,The Biking 

Life, The Graf Group 
Insurance Services.

Biker Biz Bits

We recently found this new shop. they 
are located at 5 Oakley Plaza in Troy, 
MO. They offer, parts, accessories and 
friendly service. They were holding their 
open house the day we drove by and 
they were most hospitable. They have a 
wide selection of helmets available and 
can get any pasrts you might need. Let 
them know you heard about them here.
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LIFE IN THE FAST LANE
Stray 

There are certain types of men that can only stand as a 
man when someone has their back. It’s three on one as 
I watch the melee between these brave preppy college 
dudes and the lone biker. I really should mind my own 
business and finish my meal but I can’t…  I’m Jack 
Laramie and I live life in the fast lane.

Winter gave way to spring in 1971 and I throttled west 
after closing a deal that generated enough bread to see 
me through to mid- summer. It’s early evening and I’m 
enjoying a plate of ham and beans, brown rice, and fry 
bread in a bar on the Mescalero Indian Reservation in 
Ruidoso, New Mexico. Showing off for their female 
companions three dudes rousted a biker because he 
stunk.

The biker’s not doing bad but does need help cause he’s 
losing ground as the beers and the weight of the odds 
wear him down. Picking up a chair I ran toward them 
slicing off two combatants pining one between the legs 
of the chair and the other fell in domino effect. I put a 
size 14 boot on the neck of bachelor number 1 on the 
floor as I held bachelor number 2 against the wall. 
Bought that time the biker sided me then asked, “whatcha 
gonna do with em”? “It’s your party man I just gift 
wrapped em for ya”. Bachelor number 1 got to know 
the bikers engineer boots intimately. Bachelor number 2 
pleaded for quarter but received none going down after a 
barrage of blows to the midsection. 

His alias was Duke of Earl, his name was Earl Duke and 
he was President of the Sons of Thor Motorcycle Club. 
We rode together to the campsite of the club and I was 
welcomed with brotherly love after the tale was told. 

Most of the women I’ve encountered in the outlaw biker 
culture were hard looking, uncouth, straight razor toed. 
The women here were no different with the exception of 
Stray, Tanks ol’ lady.

Stray was totally misplaced here! At the risk of sounding 
like a cliché her blonde hair truly looked like corn silk. 
Clear light blue eyes that revealed a gentle soul and a 
damaged heart. 
Bout 5ft. and 100 lbs., petite frame that looked very 
well maintained. Manicured nails top and bottom. She 
was pretty & looked like she came from money and she 
talked as if she was well read. The club didn’t need a 

reason to party but they used the Duke of Earl’s rescue 
and retribution as theme for this one. 

I slipped away to my lean-to then bedded down. Stray had 
watched as I craftily removed myself in an ever-widening 
orbit from the center of the storm. Squatting to peer into 
my quarters she asked if we could talk. “Where’s your 
ol’man”? “He’s not my ol’man”! “He thinks he is and 
that’s what counts to him”. “When I asked if I could ride 
along they said yeah, but I would either be a mama or I 
had to pick someone to ride behind”. “Stray that means 
you belong to Tank as in ol’lady”. “Are you kiddin me”? 
“Where’s tank”? “With KoKo”.

She laid out her story for me admitting to be an 18-year-
old runaway from an upscale professional family. 
Looking like a lost critter she was given the alias Stray. 
“I want to get away from him but I don’t know how”? I 
loaded up my gear then began to roll my bike to the hard 
top but was stopped by the Duke. “I owe ya man, but 
Tank really digs this little one so you’re gonna have to 
deal with him. You get a head start. Best I can do before I 
set him loose”. I pushed my bike. “Jack! He’s strong and 
If he gets aholt of ya there’s no getting loose”. “Best not 
let him catch up then huh” I said in haste.

Saddled up I hit the starter and was swiftly on my way 
paying strict attention to the road ahead knowing Tank 
would be on my Six in a matter of no time. The scale was 
tilted too much in Tanks favor for me to make a stand. I 
had no idea how many I would have to deal with in their 
drunken state of mind and from the Dukes warning Tank 
would be a hand full on his own.  Alamogordo provided  
questions for those that pursued. Did I take US70 or stay 
on US54 or did I find shelter in town? It was US54 for us, 
and then finally ensconced for the night.
                        While packing up the scooter in the A.M. 
I took pause to receive a very loving hug from Stray. 
She began to dote over me so I told her she praised me 
enough last night. “Do you think Tank’s still looking for 
us” she asked? “Lady he’d be a fool if he didn’t try to get 
you back”! 

We broke the fast at a café that specialize in home cooked 
meals in El Paso Texas. Seven Airborne Rangers looked 
up when we enter the room. At first I thought it was 
Stray they were so concerned with, the beauty that she 
is. The Rangers moved in for a closer look. Extremely 
patriotic were they, and search they did, my cut-off for 
any signs of anti- America finding instead my affiliation 
with the Rangers. Further observation revealed my Nam 
campaign ribbon, & Silver Star ribbon. Ranger training 

continued on page 26 
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is equally as intense as Green Beret training so we shared 
a camaraderie. Greetings, and manly hugs all way round 
then we shared our situations. 

Settling up my bill we all heard the roar of several hogs 
then silence. Stray came running to my side as we watched 
Tank and three of his satellites step off their mounts and 
move for the door. “We got this”, rang in my ears, as seven 
mighty warriors met them outside the door. Not waiting 
for an invitation the Rangers swiftly executed attack 
upon the unsuspecting mob. This provided a window of 
opportunity to leave them far behind and I took it with 
my self-respect intact and my ego not bruised.   

After two weeks as the guest of inhabitants in a commune 
along the Colorado River outside Bullhead City Arizona 
I told Stray that I had to go. “Where we going”? “Don’t 
know where you’re going I’m bookin for Charlie Town”. 
“I thought we were going to be together”? “Girl, I could 
see myself getting lost in your love, but I ain’t ready for 
that yet”.  Walk-in out of the shanty with crocodile tears 
in her eyes she said “I don’t even know your last name. 

“It’s Laramie… Jack Laramie”!
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A Night at the Stell Horse Saloon
By Botarz

A couple of years ago, not long after my last divorce, my best 
friend from high school called me and asked me to come out 
and spend a few days with him and his family. He’d told me 
his wife had a friend, a pretty little Hispanic woman that he 
was anxious for me to meet. I was still having a rough time 
with the divorce, but thought a little distraction might do me 
some good. So I packed up my gear and headed to Denver.  
 
I was riding solo in the middle of August across western 
Kansas along I-70 from Kansas City to Denver. Not much to 
see until you actually get to Denver, so it was going to be a 
very long, hot, and dry ride. Fortunately the winds were 
calm, but the heat was oppressive. The kind of hot you can 
taste... if you could maintain any moisture in your mouth.  
 
Needless to say, by the time I got to Denver, I was very thirsty 
and a bit ahead of schedule. So I decided to make a stop at a 
small biker bar I’d seen just on the outskirts of Denver on the 
east side of town. There were a few bikes out front, but the crowd 
looked relatively small. Seeing as I’m not much of a bar person, 
a quiet “hole in the wall” with a small crowd suited me just fine.  
 
The inside of the bar was a bit more trendy than I expected, but I 
was in a foreign land of sorts so I didn’t think much of it. I took 
a seat at the bar and ordered a beer... Bud Light. Why? Because I 
don’t drink beer and that is always safe. Last thing I want to do is 
order some local microbrew swill for which one has to “develop 
a taste”. I have trouble enough maintaining a relationship; 
I don’t want to add the pressure of developing tastes too.  
 
As I was sitting at the bar, I noticed a woman towards the end 
of the bar talking to a couple of guys. I assumed they were 
co-workers as they were dressed nice and all seemed to know 
one another, but she didn’t seem overly interested in their 
conversation as she kept looking at me. She was wearing a red 
dress... I remember that well. It wasn’t an evening gown type of 
dress, but more of a business suit type of dress... but it fit her well. 
She seemed a bit on the tall side, but there was something about 
her that I just couldn’t put a finger in... I mean on... Freudian slip.  
 
About half way through my beer, she left her friends at the end of 
the bar and sat next to me. She threw out some lame-ass line about 
never having seen me there before, but I was flattered by her desire 
to speak to me at all. We sat and talked for quite some time about 
everything and nothing at all. Just the general “I’m-interested-in-
you-and-I-want-to-know-more” kind of conversation... nothing 
earth shattering. One beer led to two and before I knew it I had 
a bathroom break beckoning from the tiny bladder I’d inherited 
from my mother. I must have said something humorous as she 
laughed, placed her hand upon my thigh, and kissed me gently 
on the cheek saying something along the lines of “You’re so 
funny. I want to bang you into submission.” Or something 
remotely similar anyway... it’s my story, I’ll embellish as I see fit.  
 
At any rate, I felt the need to hit the men’s room was imminent 

as if she’d kept her hand on my thigh any longer it would require 
me to take a piss in the same way a giraffe gets a drink. I think 
you get the picture. As I stood and told her I’d be right back, she 
kept her hand upon my thigh and lightly brushed it across my 
netherlands as I walked away. I believe I’d already mentioned 
this was not long after my divorce... a divorce that was preceded 
by a very long sexual dry spell as the “dry-hole” to whom I’d been 
married (a nickname actually coined by my mother... believe it or 
not) liked to use sex as a weapon... or was that as a tool... I don’t 
really remember, but the point is my rod hadn’t been fishing for 
quite some time and I had a “holy mackerel” pulling on my worm. 
As I walked by her, she said, “I’ll be there in just a minute.”  
 
“Wha... huh? What did she say?”  
(Wait for it... wait for it... DING)  
 
“Oh my god. Oh my god. Oh my god. What did she 
mean by that? Is this one of those scenes in the movie 
where the chick comes back into the bathroom and 
does the dude in the stall? What on earth is going on?”  
 
My mind was racing ninety miles an hour only to be surpassed 
by my heart that was pounding so fast I thought it was going to 
leap from my chest and scurry away to find her on it’s own. I 
was trying desperately to take a whiz before she showed up so I 
wouldn’t be standing at the urinal when she walked in... too late... 
the door flung open and she came walking in. I couldn’t believe 
my eyes... within a week I was actually going to be writing to 
Penthouse Letters myself and the story was going to be REAL.  
 
She walked behind me and ran her hand across my ass as 
she passed. I couldn’t believe what was about to take place... 
this was probably one of the most incredible moments of 
my life. I stood there... penis in hand... looking skyward 
thanking a god of which I’d never believed in before... then 
my prayers of thanks were interrupted by a familiar sound. 
The sound of urine splashing into a urinal right at the water’s 
edge. I looked to my left and saw her... with her red dress 
hiked up to her hips... taking a piss in the urinal... standing.  
 
My mental jubilation ceased immediately and all that was going 
through my mind was... “Oh my god. Oh my god. Oh my god. Did I 
kiss him? Did he actually touch my penis? What on earth is going on?”  
 
I know I didn’t say a word as I was leaving... I’m pretty 
sure I finished my business at the urinal... I think I might 
have placed my junk back into it’s proper storage container 
prior to exiting the bathroom... and I have no idea if I paid 
my bar tab prior to leaving. The actual events from that 
moment until I was on my bike and speeding away are 
somewhat vague... I prefer to call it “Positional Amnesia”.  
 
Needless to say, I didn’t write Penthouse Letters. I didn’t even 
meet the pretty little Hispanic woman. I just jumped on my bike 
and headed east... back to Kansas City where I can go to my 
local bar and be ignored by women... but at least they are women 
who sit when they pee... and that’s good enough for me. And just 
in case you’re wondering... there is a god... and she hates me.  
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Bike and car painting
Automotive repairs

832 Bond ave             collinsville, il
(618) 223 - 1347



July
Dark Glasses 

 
Today, being my first KIA mission,  

I have learned what the dark glasses are for. 
Roll call then salute then taps begins to play, 

The sadness of the day is hard to ignore. 
I stood tall holding the American flag, 

Never stepping out of place. 
I just could not hold back, 

That tear from running down my face. 
© RIGraywolf

Hey all, that piece was done by a friend of mine and I thought 
it fit very well with how it feels to be in a flag line for your 
first KIA. It doesn’t matter what religion, political views you 
have or how bad-ass-ed you think you are. When they blow 
taps, and the wind lays still, and the sounds echo off into the 
distance, when the hairs stand up on your arms and the back 
of your neck. And you see your brothers and sisters are also 
struggling with it. And then you realize he/she was just how 
old. And you see his wife or her husband grieving. You will 
find out what dark sunglasses are really for.

I stopped at the BP in Leadington to top off and grab a 
breakfast sandwich. I topped off, paid and went out to the 
bike to eat the sandwich when a thin man with white hair 
approached me. He was thanking me for the job I do as a 
Patriot Guard Rider, I wear my vest a lot when on the bike 
and the windshield banner never comes off. As we spoke he 
told me he was in transit delivering a car for a dealership back 
home. Back home for him was Iowa. When I talk to folks 
from all over the country be it on the net or in person it seems 
there is one constant. The little guy like me and you and the 
gentleman I just mentioned are all on the same page. There is 
something dreadfully wrong with the current administration. 
(Now to piss people off) Let’s not vote for the same man who 
is in office again.

I can’t get into details here right now but I want to call 
attention to one member of the group of patriot Guard Riders 
I ride with. To get to the point, he put himself in jeopardy and 
without hesitation saved a life. A true, local, American hero, 
I thank you Banjo for a job well done and VERY deserving 
of mention here. And no not everyone would of done what 
you did.

I took a little trip back home to New Athens. I rode the 100 
miles alone. I had a good time once I got there even though 
I didn’t get to see everyone I intended on seeing I did get to 
see my God daughter and her kids, and some kids I think of 
as mine. I shot a few pics while I was there and the visits were 
enjoyable. I possibly even set up some future shoots, with 
these folks over here in Missouri. I do miss folks from back 
home. And there are tons of memories there. But I can’t ever 
see myself living over there again. As evening set in I made 
my way back across the big muddy and home.

10th of June.
I woke about 7:30 from nightmares. But it was time to rise 
and shine anyway. We had the ending portion of a two day 
mission. As the time quickly approached to be done showering 
and primping on the bike, the clouds came rolling in. The 
sky took on an ominous tone and the threat of rain seemed 
more real now. I check the staging time 11:15 KSU @ 11:30 
for the meeting place. Bellz is taking her cage so I ride solo 
today. We Stage up about 15 bikes and 3 cages are there. Nice 
little turnout for a day where the weather might decide not to 
be your friend at any minute. The ride to Fredericktown was 
nice. I love riding in the pack, the way the pack moves and 
the rumble of well tuned engines, the feeling of belonging 
and family. . We make it to the funeral home and set our flags. 
The display looks nice and as we form our flag line the sky 
darkens and the winds pick up a bit. 2 hours of flag-line as 
family members of the fallen enter and exit the funeral home 
past us. Two hours of sadness. Somehow at this stage of a 
mission I can pull back and not let it effect me. Stand my post 
and make quiet small talk with who ever is close or listening. 
Today is no different there. As the time gets close for them 
to load the body I notice the Army is there in force. There 
are 6 pallbearers and at least 6 other soldiers all dressed out. 
I hold the Army flag by the hearse as they load the body. 
As they come out of the door the order is “Patriot Guard. 
Attention!!” as a group we snap to attention. Eyes forward 
and standing tall. Then a few seconds later we hear “Patriot 
Guard, present arms” As a unit as though somehow connected 
we deliberately make the slow movements to cover our hearts 
or do a hand salute. The body is loaded by the Army. It’s 
done with exacting precision. “Patriot Guard, parade rest. 
Dismissed for honor escort” We all head for our bikes and 
prepare to ride. Along the route there were many cars who 
pulled over and several people standing out showing respect 
to this fallen warrior. But there was this one couple, anyone’s 
mom and dad type. They were holding small American flags, 
the kind on sticks. Somehow that touched me and the tears 
began to flow. It’s hard to stay in formation and in your place 
when your eyes are full of tears. Once to the cemetery we all 
took flags again and waited as the military did their thing, the 
rifle salute, Taps, folding and presenting flags. Then we were 
done. And finally the tears dried up again this time. Thank 
you to the family of Daniel Dean Phillips “Army medic” for 
your sacrifice to this Great Nation.
Once again I discovered what dark glasses are for.

It’s raining today, kind of fitting.

BTW, I want to know, what are your thoughts on the zombie 
apocalypse?

Ride safe ride free.
Rocker and Bellz

Thanks for reading we appreciate your 

support say hi when you see us.
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Kountry Korners
5866 Floraville Rd.
Millstadt, IL 62260
(618) 476-1346

Biker Owned and Operated
A Great Place to Hang Out
Cold Beer and a Hot Staff

Make Us A Stop On Your Next Run
Fridays 1.50 Domestic LNs

Bikes And Bonfires 

July 3 - Travelin Band - 8-12
July 4 - HAPPY 4TH OF JULY - 

$2.00 BEER ALL DAY
July 28 - Mondin Band 9-1

1310 Dutch Hollow Rd.
Belleville, IL

Always the Fun Place to Be



The Biking Life in Pictures

Summer of Fun 
July 28 - 29 

Swap Meet at
St Charles Harley

9 AM - ??? Sat
9 AM - 6 PM Sun

August 12
Anniverary Run

Sign Up at Shady Jack’s
from 10:30 AM to 12:30 PM

Thursday Nights at Geo’s
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Upcoming Events
Weekly Events

Tuesday Bike Night the Third Tuesday of the Month 
at Down on the Corner n Hwy 96 in Marcelline, IL 
Tuesday Bike Night at Hick’s BBQ on South Illinois 
St in Belleville, IL 
Wednesdays Rock and Ride Wednesday at 
Charlack Pub 8334 Lackland in Overland, MO 
Wednesday Shannon’s Pub Bike Night at at 
Shannon’s in Tilden, IL 
Wednesdays Fallen Kings MC Bike Night at Mary 
Etta’s, 2902 Keokuk St Louis, MO 
Thursdays STUNNA Thursdays At Paradise 1, 615 
Missouri St East St Louis, IL (618) 482-5578 DJ 
Thursdays Bike Night at Bikers Corner at 1924 N 
Vandeventer Ave in St Louis, MO 
Thursdays Bike Night at Cousins Bar and Grill at 
5301 Caseyville Ave in Washington Park, IL 
Thursdays Hardriders call their hotline (314) 340-
2000 for info 
Thursdays Bike Night at Geos Wings and More on 
West Main in Belleville, IL from 6:30 to 10 
Thursdays Crown Royals M/C Bikers Night Out 
Blues Alley 9053 Riverview St Louis 
Friday Bikes, Beers and Bonfires at Chasers on 
Dutch Hollow Rd. $1.50 Dom LN 
Saturday Scandalous Satrurday Bike Night at 
Fatboys in DeSoto, MO 
 

July
1 Firecracker Run sign up at Fairview Heights VFW 
on ILL 159 from 11 to noon 
7 ABATE Rodeo Cottaage Hills VFW sign up from 4 to 
5 PM 
8 Dream Weavers Poker Run Teds Motorcycle World 
noon to 2 PM 
15 Red Knights 1 Poker Run Teds Motorcycle World 
noon to 2 PM 
13 - 15 Hootontown Motorcycle rally at Hootontown 
campground for more info call 417-739-3592 
14 Tribe of Judah MM Biker Baptism Hwy 30 and 
Pierce Creek Lonedell, MO Noon to ???? 
14 -15 Biker Bro Bikini Bike Wash on N Broadway in 
Alton, IL 
14 Fallen Heroes Benefit Poker Run Poor Boys 
Biker bar Harrisburg, IL 
15 Ride for Skipper Awareness Run sign up 11 to 
noon at Main St Saloon Waterloo, IL 
15 Century of the Auto/MC Show Forest Park St 
Louis 
19-22 Sturgis Kentucky Bike Rally Sturgis Kentucky 
21 Outlanders Ice Cream Poker Run Teds 

Motorcycle World 11 to 1 PM 
21 6th Annual Jeff Staley Poker Run sign up at M 
and M in Collinsville, IL from 10 to noon 
21 Responder Rescue PTs Poker Run sign up 9:30 
to noon at PT’s Sports Cabaret 
22 Skyriders Poker Run Teds Motorcycle World 11 to 
1 PM 
22 Sons of Service Poker Run sign up at Keyesport 
American Legion from 9 to 11 AM 
22 VNVMC Poker Run and Party sign up at Docs 
Harley Davidson 
28 Bobs Little Acre Motorcycle Rodeo in Keyesport 
IL hosted by Dream Weavers 
28 Metro East Bikers for Babies Teds Motorcycle 
World  
28 - 29 TBL Motorcycle Swap Meet Big St Charles 
Harley Davidson 9 AM to 6 PM both days 
28 Danas Dream Poker Run sign up at DeSoto Mo 
Amvets 10 to 11:30 AM 
29 ABATE Poker Run Teds Motorcycle World noon to 
1:30 PM 
 

August
3 - 5 SEMO Run What Ya Brung Warren County 
Farigrounds 
4 Salty Dawgs Night Poker Run Runway Lounge 
Bethalto 5 to 6:30 PM 
5 Bush Pilots Poker Run Teds Motorcycle World 11 
to 1 PM 
11 Dottie Short Cancer Poker Run Teds Motorcycle 
World noon to 2 PM 
12 Bootleggers Poker Run Teds Motorcycle World 11 
to 1 PM 
12 TBL Poker Run and Anniversary Party and Jims 
Birthday Bash sign up at Shady Jacks from 10:30 
to 12:30 PM 
12 2nd Annual Kickstands for Kids sign up at 
Bourbeuse Valley HD
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Gulfcoast Motorcycle Expo
By Monty

A goodtime was had by all who attended this expo, a 
swap meet, lots of bikes and people, and good food. 
Not as many vendors at the swap meet as I’m used 
to but a very good turnout none the less. There were 
plenty of good people to meet and lots of pretty bikes 
to keep your eyeballs happy.

Speaking of the bikes I saw everything from a long 
springer softtail to a Boss Hog and everyone road 

their bikes no trailer queens at this event. There were 
approximately150 bikes in attendance, and each 
was better than the one before. I’ve noticed a small 
difference between where I grew up and down here 
on the coast, back home a lot of riders build pretty 
bikes and then trailer them around on the coast it 
seems most build them just so they can ride them. A 
ride in Bike Show would really be that, Ride In.

I had a great time talking to all the people and owners 
of some local shops and the best part was we were 

only a couple of blocks from the beach with beautiful 
weather to enjoy.

The expo was hosted by Coast Custom Cycles in 
Gulfport MS. And they did an excellent job of getting 
it all together, hecks they even found great food which 
was supplied by BBQ World. And I want to thank 
Terry for setting us up, the pulled pork was killer!

Even though there was a crawdad boil going on down 
the street for charity (I couldn’t find it), bikes were 
coming and going all day long.

I had a chance to check out the work at Coast Custom 
Cycles and it looked good ,lots of bikes in the shop 
getting prettied up ,it seem they do excellent work 
,you can reach them at 228-206-7610 if your ever 
down this way I’m sure they would be happy to meet 
you. Well time to head on out to another ride, so ‘til 
we meet again keep the tires down and turning.
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An Inkling

The biking life the regions oldest and 

only independent biker magazine is 

constantly on the lookout for sales 

staff as well as those who would like 

to see their writing and photography 

featured in the magazineto find out 

more call jim @ 618-531-0432.

You will find this awesome dragon fly 

adorning the leg of one of the unsong 

heroes of the Hartbauer/McBride 

Foundation Cindy Gebel. Yes she is 

one of the wives of the board mem-

bers who work tirelessly in the back-

ground at events and at other times. 

This tat was done by Steel and Ink. 

They are located in the Ritz center in 

South County and are known for their 

outstanding artistry.
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