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The Biking Life magazine is published monthly by
Bi-State Biking LLC. All rights reserved. The publisher assumes no liability and can not beheld liable
for errors beyond the space occupied by the error,
slander of any group or individual, failure to produce any issue as scheduled for reasons beyond our
control, any and all lawsuits for liable, plagiarism,
copyright infringement and unauthorized use of a
person’s name or photograph. Opinions and claims
made by advertisers and authors are theirs, and do
not represent the policy of The Biking Life magazine. If you are still reading this get a life.
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Letter From The Publisher
BY Jim Furey
Thanks for once again picking up this magazine;
your support is appreciated. We are busy getting ready for our
upcoming Midwest Motorcycle Swap Meet at the Loading Dock
in Grafton, IL. I have spoken with Mayor Thompson and he is
on board with the event. The location at the Loading Dock is off
the charts. Most of you are familiar with it so you know what a
great spot this is. We are rapidly filling up with vendors and if
we don’t see you before the event, we hope to see you there.
The fact that law enforcement officials target
motorcyclists is appalling but it not near as appalling as the folks
from the Westborough Baptist Church protesting at the funerals
of our fallen warriors. The Biking Life has been a supporter of
the Patriot Guard since their inception, and this church was the
spark that launched the Patriot Guard. In fact when the Guard
was first starting to make national news, CNN contacted us
after they did an internet search on Google for the Patriot Guard
because our website came up at the top. That is history though.
In September, I attended the funeral of SSG Ide in DeSoto, MO.
I had been on Patriot Guard missions before but this was the first
time I was on one when members of the aforementioned church
were there.
Service members like SSG Ides join the military to
protect people’s rights to protest. It is because of brave souls like
this young man that these folks have the freedom to protest, but
they do not care. Instead when a family is grieving the loss of
one of its members, these people use it to advance their agenda.

I believe it is an agenda of hate. If it is not, then why do they use
hate speech on their signs. They use a term to describe a group’s
sexual orientation, and that is definitely hateful. I asked a law
enforcement officer why they were not arrested for engaging in
hate speech and was told it is a tricky area. Maybe so, but I think
the same criteria that someone used to describe pornography
applies here. They said I know when I see it and I know it when
I hear it.
Okay that is bad, but in my opinion this tops all of that.
They had children with them. I guess they have changed the
slogan from “the family that prays together stays together” to “the
family that hates together stays together.” I think it is deplorable
that these supposedly God fearing people are teaching their
children to hate in the name of God. These people are Baptists and
Christians, but this particular type gives Christians a bad name.
The Christians I know talk about a loving and understanding
God. Not these people--they would have you believe that 9/11
and the resulting war is a result of the nation’s decadence. If you
expand that logic then anything bad that happens to these folks
or their families is probably a result of some decadence on their
part.
Enough of that though. This is one of the last months
many will ride and there are some good rides like the Rat Run on
the 3rd (and a lot of Halloween parties too). Then there is Bikers
for Babies the following weekend. Oh, and let’s not forget about
the Bike and Badge Ride also on the third. Last but not least, the
last Biking Life friends ride will be the third Sunday in October.
Check out The Biking Life web site for other rides and events.
Thanks for reading and as always thanks for making us part of
your biking life.
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Hard Tail Humor
To Be 6 Again...
A man was sitting on the edge of the bed, observing
his wife, looking at herself in the mirror. Since her
birthday was not far off he asked what she’d like to
have for her birthday.
“I’d like to be six again”, she replied, still looking in
the mirror.
On the morning of her birthday, he arose early, made
her a nice big bowl of Lucky Charms, and then took
her to Six Flags theme park. What a day! He put her
on every ride in the park; the Death Slide, the Wall of
Fear, the Screaming Monster Roller Coaster, everything there was.
Five hours later they staggered out of the theme park.
Her head was reeling and her stomach felt upside
down.
He then took her to a McDonald’s where he ordered
her a Happy Meal with extra fries and a chocolate
shake.
Then it was off to a movie, popcorn, a soda pop, and
her favorite candy, M&M’s. What a fabulous adventure! Finally she wobbled home with her husband and
collapsed into bed exhausted. He leaned over his wife
with a big smile and lovingly asked, “Well dear, what
was it like being six again?”
Her eyes slowly opened and her expression suddenly
changed. “I meant my dress size, you dumb ass!”
The moral of the story: Even when a man is listening,
he is gonna get it wrong.
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Falling Down
As we walk through life we fall down. When
we were young, our moms or dads ran and picked us
up and put us back up on our feet. The older we got
the more independent we got, the harder we fell, but
mom wasn’t around as much to pick us up.

fall down often myself; I don’t have alcohol or drug
problems, but I sometimes have a bad temper. I say
things I don’t mean. My mouth gets out of control
before my brain can catch up to what I’m saying. I go
back later and apologize, and ask God for forgiveness.
God forgives us, but what about the people we hurt?
Forgiving people who have hurt us is not easy; we
may accept their apology but it is hard to forget that
someone has hurt you. There is little we can do to
erase the hurt we caused. God and time is the only
healer. Have you ever fallen down and thought no
one cared or had the time to help you out? God loves
and cares what happens to all of us. In Isaiah 41:10,
God tells us “He is with us…He will strengthen us
and help us…He will uphold us.”
If you are in a situation in your life where
you can’t seem to get back on your feet, ask God for
help. He will guide you and help you. Just as we
ask God during our bike blessings to watch over us
and keep us safe as we ride, and to keep our bikes
mechanically sound; we should ask God daily to help
us from failures and mistakes. He will hold us up
and help us keep our life on track --- physically and
mentally. Don’t be too proud to ask for help – God is
there when you need Him, with open arms! There’s
not a problem or situation in life too great for God to
handle.

When we first started riding on two wheels,
we fell down – usually leaving a lot of skinned up
arms and legs; hurt worst of all was our pride. We
just kept getting back on the bike no matter how much
we hurt. Through persistence, we learned how to ride
and every time we got back on we got a little better at
riding. Still after 40 years of riding I manage to drop
If you don’t know how to talk to God or ask
the Harley, most of the time in front of everybody.
I thank God the only thing that’s gotten hurt is my for His help, ask any Christian biker at your next
rally. You can call me at (314) 434-2282 or e-mail
pride (and then my collar bone that one time).
me at h2osjk@att.net. If you’re from the Illinois
Our everyday lives are just the same. We area, the Illinois State Coordinator is Don (Vicky)
make mistakes and fail, and have to get up and go Brown, (217) 629-8938, vdBrown77@aol.com. Our
on. If we’re lucky, we have friends who are around Missouri CMA website address is: http://cmascr4.
to physically help us, but our pride is still hurt. I org/MO/GOODNEWSRIDERS

Jim Waters
Christian Motorcyclists Association
Good News Riders
St. Louis, MO
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My Patriots day 09/11/2010
By Rocker Votrain

Hey,all, its been a while...It happens when you let life get
too close and you get caught up in all the bullshit and then
you fall out of the loop.
Anyway here I am sitting at the house watching the
Chronicles of Riddick when the phone rings. Its a friend
of mine I hadn’t heard from in a while. “Hey man whatcha
doing?” he asks.. “Watching a movie and talking to you” I
reply. “So what did you do for your Patriots day?” (09/11)
He asks
And I begin...
My Patriots day began on Wednesday the 9th at 3:45 am..
I woke to the sound of the alarm going off. I sit up scratch
what itches and get dressed. Let the dog out and get Baby
out of her nest.
The darkness was almost over powering... I let the dog
back in and grab some coffee and begin putting on the
leather. Deciding on the chaps and heavy leather jacket
along with the dicky and full gloves. I am thinking this
early in the morning the air will be damp and chilled. I put
on the chaps and go out and start Baby setting the idle and
come back in to gather camera and GPS.
I am on a mission this day... I finish my coffee and head
out the door. I check Baby over and pack the saddle bag.
Out of the driveway and down the road. I am meeting a
group of riders in Desloge it’s 4:30 am. This is the first
time in a while I have taken a ride before daylight in a
long time. The eastern sky is brightening slightly as I ride
but the dark clouds are threatening rain. Once in Desloge
I top off and meet the rest of the group. 22 bikes and 3
support vehicles are about to begin our day... 5:30am ..
We ease out to highway 67 we ride a staggered formation
2 seconds apart. The ride will take us to Festus where the
ride actually begins.
We stop and top off again. This is going to be a long ride.
We pull in front of Mahn’s Funeral Home and there are
several Police officers awaiting us, they are to aid us in

our mission...
Our mission, is to escort the family of Army Staff Sargent
James R. Ide to Lambert Airport to retrieve his body. What
a great honor for our small group of Patriot Guard Riders.
Day break and we begin the most dangerous leg of the trip.
Rush hour on 2
of the busiest highways in Missouri. The Police take the
lead and tail positions. The Motorcycle Officer is also near
the front.
Highway 55 is rolling smoothly this morning as our pack
makes its way,with all the vehicles we are about ½ mile
long and we are traveling about 60.
The formation is tight as we enter 270 West. The mounted
officer blocks a lane so we can get into lane with out being
run over. Once the last vehicle passes him he opens his
bike up and screams past us back to the front to block for
us at the next interchange.
Traffic is heavy and comes to complete stops often. We
pass several accidents along the way. The smell of exhaust
and rubber from locked tires is stifling. The sound of not
only the bikes but also cars and tractor trailer trucks makes
your ears ring. We are moving again 30 mph now 40 now...
Shit, hit the brakes and we come to a stop. Someone has
dented a Porsche pretty good and the whole world wants
to take a look...
The ride is beginning to become demanding as we exit
onto 70 near the airport. We find our way and enter without
incident.. Once we find our area we park and mill around
for a few minutes. Then we hear the sound of thunder again
our 22 bikes are joined by another 53 making the rider
total over 75... Several more support vehicles also arrive
as well as another contingent of LEO’s (Law Enforcement
Officers) and Fire Trucks.
As we waited the family of James Ide walked around
mingling with and shaking hands of the bikers and
thanking them for being a part of this escort of their fallen
loved one.
News crews arrived minutes before the charter plane that
carried the body.
We (The Patriot Guard)formed a flag line and stood tall as

continued on page 12
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we waited for the small jet.
As it approached there was a sense of sadness.
We stood at attention as the Soldiers selected as honor
guard took charge of the casket and placed it into the hearse.
We returned to our bikes and began the escort back to
Desoto. But this time things were different. LEO’s led
us out onto 270. The mounted LEO remained next to the
hearse.
Traffic was light and we made good time to Highway 55.

I was amazed as we exited 270 for 55 the Highway patrol
had closed the interstate. There was NO traffic but us. It
was amazing. 75 motorcycles and their support vehicles
along with Funeral Home vehicles and Several Highway
Patrol cars were all that were traveling south this day...
People lined the interstate out of their cars, hands over
hearts, some waving flags. Not just on our side but the
Northbound side as well.... Over passes had Fire and EMT
vehicles and crews at attention, along with normal citizens
showing respect for this Hero. As we got closer to DeSoto
traffic on the Northbound side of 55 also came to a halt. It
was a VERY moving sight.
Once we came into DeSoto it was surreal.. Both sides of
the road people of every walk of life stood along the road
waving flags and holding signs of respect for the Hero...
A brief flag line as they moved the body from the hearse to
the Funeral home and this part of the mission was over....
Thursday all was quiet except for the rumor that those
folks from Kansas would be there.
The body was moved to the DeSoto High School for Friday
visitation. The Patriot Guard stood flag line
Saturday
Me and LadyBellz day started at 5:30 am.. I got dressed
and made coffee as Bellz got ready. The thought was to take
Baby but then we decided it would be better if we took the
Bellz mobile instead so I could take pictures along the way.
I prepared the camera and soon we were on our way to join
the first of our group in Desloge then the rest in Potosi for
our group ride into Desoto. At 8:30 we were on our way.....
The ride was very uneventful... That is until we made our

turn and head toward the high school. Off on our left were
those people from Kansas. Yes the hate mongers from
the Westboro Baptist Church. {The Westboro Baptist
Church (WBC) is anIndependent Baptist church
and hate group known for its anti-homosexuality and
its protest activities, which includepicketing funerals
and desecrating the American flag. It is headed
by Fred Phelps and consists mostly of members of
his large family; in 2007 it had 71 members. Located
in Topeka, Kansas, United States, its first public
service was held on the afternoon of Sunday, November
27, 1955.
The
WBC
is
not
affiliated
with
any
known Baptist conventions or associations. The
church describes itself as followingPrimitive
Baptist and Calvinist principles, though mainstream
Primitive Baptists reject the WBC and Phelps.}
WIKIPEDIA
With their signs. I was astonished to see children, I mean
little kids holding hate signs.... Isn’t brain washing a crime?
Shouldn’t there be a law against teaching kids to hate...
Also there was a small group of Police officers and over
300 motorcycles and riders along with possibly another
300 locals. To protest the protesters, who were every bit of
7 strong. 3 children, 3 women, 1 man and he wasn’t out in
the open very long.
TV crews showed up and as they set up for their shots

the Westboro folks loaded up and took off... The crowd
shouted and applauded their exit...
The escort to Jefferson barracks was beyond my ability to
express in written word. But I will try....
The route was simple, 67 northbound. For this brief time
the whole of us would own that stretch of Highway. Traffic
came to a standstill as we stretched for miles. Over 300
bikes several support vehicles Police and the funeral
procession headed north. We took up both lanes on our
side. Hundreds of people lined our route,then in the cities
we passed though thousands more showed respect waving
continued on page 14
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flags and shooting pics and vids. I expect there to be
hundreds of Youtube videos on line right now of the event.
Once we were at Jefferson Barracks things again became
surreal as hundreds of Patriot Guard and family and their
friends watched an listened to the service.... (It was said
this was the largest attendance to date of a service man in
our area.) Then we came home....
Thats what I did for my Patriots day … What did you do?

Army Staff Sargent James R. Ide V
Assigned to the 230th Military Police Company,
95th Military Police Battalion,
18th Military Police Brigade,
21st Theater Sustainment Command,
Sembach, Germany
D.O.B 12/26/77
Died 08/29/2010
Married with two children
Freedom isn’t free but membership to the Patriot Guard
Riders still is. http://www.patriotguard.org/

Chaos Nation has invaded St louis, MO and cities throughout Illinois and
Indiana!! Go online to check out this new biker website that is FREE for
all bikers and motorcycle enthusiasts. Click on your city / area and:
Buy / sell motorcycles, parts, and biker merchandise free of charge in the 24 / 7
Swapmeet. Forget Craigslist!! Post ads with pictures or create cool, custom ads
with our HTML Editor. Your free account keeps track of all your ads posted and
your favorites from other sellers!
Browse the Chaos Directory with web pages full of information on all the local
bike shops, bars, artists, clubs, and everything involving the biker lifestyle.
Browse the web pages and help support the local shops / biker businesses!
Post / view local biker events,(bike runs, shows) in the Events Calendar. Great
way to get a flyer out to bikers in the local area or find local events to support!
Chat, hook up with other riders, talk shop, post pictures, and share stories in the
Forums. Create a cool profile with personal, group, or business pictures!
Receive a weekly events letter showing all future events, bike runs, shows, shop
sales, etc. Great way to see what is going on in your area for the upcoming week!

Attention!! Local Shops and Biker Businesses
This site was designed to provide multiple advertising opportunities
for you . . . at a very low price! Visit our “Advertise with us” page.

check us out at

www.chaosnation.net
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Trying to Fill Big Shoes
By Trish Riney
Chrome on the Creek is a fairly new rally. It has been
around for only four years but was rained out one of
them. So in actuality, they have had three productive
years.

many hours, I was happy to hear that they had found
him miles down the road. A bit scared but none worse
for the wear.
I think that if the promoters and organizers of Chrome
on the Creek keep trodding through the baby years, it
will grow up into a nice sized rally and be on the list
of "Go To's."

I enjoyed Chrome on the Creek very much. They have
a great little creek that runs through the camping area
and it was such a hot weekend that it was put to use
by most everyone there.
At night the place rocked with diverse bands. They
had a country band, a classic rock band and a harder
rock band. So they pretty well covered everyone's
tastes.
They did the usual bike games that are seen at every
rally. The good thing was that with a smaller crowd of
attendees, you weren't stuck in the burning sun for as
long as with the bigger rallies.
The Midwest Drifters were out in force showing their
support for this infant event. Big Dog and his companion Pit Bull were seen milling around the grounds
enjoying the events which many Drifters participated
in. During the evening fireworks show, Pit Bull (that's
his real name, can you figure out what kinda dog he
is?) got a little spooked and took off running. After

If you own a business or provide a service why not give us a call and lets help
grow our businesses together. We have
a long history of doing just that and
we have a greta record of our clients
staying with us. 314-322-7883
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rodeo like no other. Sure some of the games are typical,
after all who doesn’t love the wienie bite, but lots of them
are different or have been modified. There are some I’ve
only seen done at this rally. I’m sure the tire drag is done
elsewhere, but I know the folks that do it across this rock
strewn field are some brave souls, especially the guy that
sat up facing forward a couple of years ago or the lady in
the bib overalls.
Even though it had been rainy, this new location drains so
much better than the old location, so it stayed pretty dry.
The terrain here is super and being out where it is, there is
not a lot of scrutiny. That is always a good thing.

Run What Ya Brung If Ya Dare
By Al ‘Slow Talker’ Wilson
There is one event that kicks off the Rally/Party season
every year. That event is the SEMO Run What Ya Brung
field events and rally. This is an old school rally. The hosts
found a nice piece of land in Southeast Missouri. Then
they put a lot of sweat equity into it and their hard work
has paid off by creating a great place for the event. The
improvements never stop either. I am sure right now they
are figuring out what they can do to make next year’s even
better.
The weather was very questionable in the St. Louis area.
So I was surprised to see when we arrived that, though
the ground may have been a little damp, the place was
rocking! We saw a lot of friendly faces in vendor row
including Jesus the Burrito Man, our friends from B 2 B
Braids, ABATE, and Gary from V-Twin in Springfield,
MO, as well as many others. While we don’t generally go
to rallies to shop, we always look around. Joy was pleased
to find some really awesome deals on a couple of tops.
Many compliments later, she’s glad she didn’t pass them
up!
These field events are not your daddy’s events. This is a

This is a motorcycle event that combines fun, games,
and music. The music and partying goes late into the
night on Saturday and they have one of the hottest wet
t-shirt contests around along with a bike show that always
showcases some of the best iron around.
This event has a lot of club participation, but everyone is
welcome. This is true no matter what you ride. So if you
like to party and you like to ride, mark your calendar for
Armed Forces Weekend next May and plan to have one of
the best times of your life at SEMO.
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successful venture where I decided to blaze my own trail. Now
we have held six events and all have been successful. There
are always lessons to be learned and I plan to use those lessons
to make a successful and fun event even better—for you and
because of you!

Midwest Mototcycle Swap Meet
Yep, we have another swap meet coming up on November 7
at the Loading Dock in Grafton, IL. Just like the others, it
is going to be a party as well as offer some awesome shopping
opportunities. Since it will be held inside, it is a rain or shine
event. We are hoping for sun so we can all enjoy that spectacular
ride along the Great River Road.
However, my most recent venture was our free swap meet at
Cadillac Jack’s. This was once again another smashing success.
After the huge success we enjoyed last year at Collinsville, Ill.,
I decided to do something to reward those who support my
ventures. After thinking about it, the idea of a free swap meet
truly appealed to me. Too often motorcyclists are asked to dig
into their pockets to support some worthy cause, or to help some
business owner or promoter increase the size of their purse.
When I decided to pursue the idea of a free swap meet, I had
people ask me, “Jim, why are you doing this?” I have always
felt it is important to give something back because I take great
pride in the two businesses I have started—and without you, I
would not have had these successes. The first was, of course,
this magazine and more recently I branched out into motorcycle
swap meets. With the magazine, I explored the option of buying
into someone else’s dream, but decided if I was going to have
my own business it was truly going to be mine. I say I own
seats for the Rams, but all I really own is the right to buy those
seats. Rather than owning a piece of the dream, I decided to own
the dream. Midwest Motorcycle Swap Meets represents another

On the day of the free swap meet at Cadillac Jack’s, the strange
summer weather pattern continued. You can usually count on the
end of July being pretty dry around here, but on this particular
weekend there was rain all around. A couple of vendors who had
set up on Saturday night lost their tents when a big storm system
came through. Luckily, they were able to make arrangements
and were once again doing commerce on Sunday. Actually, some
vendors started setting up on Friday night during the bike night
that Cadillac Jack’s has been hosting. There have been some
very nice crowds checking out some of the finest local bands
that play here throughout the weekend. Those vendors did well

that night and that set the tone for the weekend.
Sunday wasn’t the greatest day ever weather-wise, but the rains
held off and people started flocking in early. One of the nice
things about these free swap meets is people can come check it
out, go out riding for a while and then come back. That is pretty
much what happened on this day. The parking lot probably turned
over at least 4 times based on the new faces we saw arriving all
the time. And then later in the day, we saw those same people
again. Some came to purchase more stuff from vendors while
others came to enjoy the fantastic music provided by Gary, Glen,
Chris and Amanda. In case you don’t recognize the names they

continued on page 24
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make up one of our favorite bands, Hush. Hush started playing
in the mid-afternoon and there was dancing and moving to the
grooving going on out on the patio.
Midwest Motorcycle Swap Meets is always on the lookout for
an indoor venue in the St. Louis area ever since our swap meet
at the Firemen’s Hall in Collinsville, IL. I was riding with some
friends one weekend and we stopped at the Loading Dock. When
I walked in the Old Boat Works building attached to the Loading
Dock, I knew immediately this was the place I had been looking
for. The Loading Dock is already a destination for many bikers,
so it is a natural for an event like this. We made arrangements to
book the space and I am very excited about it.
I have spoken with Mayor Thompson. He is very supportive
of this event. Since coming to office, he has made it clear that
he welcomes motorcyclists to his town. Several other local
businesses are looking forward to this event, including The
Hawg Pit and the Grafton Winery. Be sure to visit these two
fine establishments while you are in town. I chose the date
of November 7 because it was open, but also because this
gives you a great opportunity to come out and do some early
Christmas shopping for the motorcyclist in your family. Mark
your calendars for the Midwest Motorcycle Swap Meet on
November 7 at the Loading Dock in Grafton, IL. We hope to
see you there.
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simply says James B Dean, 1931 to 1955. I rode my
bike right next to his plot and did some rubbings of
his headstone. His nearest relatives live in a picture
perfect farmhouse and setting, adjoining the cemetery.
I guess they have all his money, as he never married
or had children. “DREAM LIKE YOU’RE GOING
TO LIVE FOREVER, BUT LIVE LIKE YOU’RE
GOING TO DIE TOMORROW.” His words, not mine.
He must have been a biker. I rode into town, mailed
back the rubbings, drank a beer or two in memory of
the “Rebel without a Cause,” and headed north for
Fort Wayne. I spent the night in Napoleon, Ohio. I
had left St. Louis at 7 a.m.; it was now 10:30pm—550
miles was enough for one day.

Many Miles
by Cary Steffen
The concerns people had made me wonder if they
realized I was going to Manhattan, not the moon.
What if it rains, what if your bike breaks down? You
need to have someone follow you with a trailer-yeah,
any day now (a bike on a trailer is like a boat in a
driveway, sad)--you need to pack some heat. What if,
what if? I thought to myself, yeah, what if you have a
heart attack, you won’t even have time to say, “I wish
I would have….”
Needless to say, I was glad to finally be laying down
the miles heading east. First stop, Effingham, Ill. I got
off the highway and drove up the sidewalk right to the
base of the cross, too early in the morning for anyone
to tell me not to. This was the trip to make extended
stops.
Later, I stopped at the new Show-Me’s in Bloomington,
Indiana, for an early lunch- very nice store. I have
now officially been in every Show-Me’s in existence.
I am still partial to the one in South County though. I
let the girls sit on my bike for a few pictures, then it
was time to head north through Indianapolis.
I stopped somewhere I’ve wanted to for years,
Fairmount, Indiana, very picturesque farming
community. Hometown and, sadly, also final resting
spot for James Byron Dean. While some graves in the
cemetery are elaborate, his is very unassuming, and

I ride a 2004 Dyna Low Rider without saddlebags,
so I used bungee cords during the trip. Admittedly,
basic transportation for a 3,000 mile trip, but I’m easy
to please. Glad I did buy a windscreen for this trip
though.

Second day, and I was headed for Niagara Falls. The
ride in northern Ohio along Lake Erie is pretty cool,
very scenic so lots of photo opps. I had never been to
Niagara Falls, and like the Grand Canyon, it’s one of
Continued on page 28
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those things you have to do once. Nice, but I had this
constant urge to use the john.
The plan was to cross into Canada, have my passport
stamped, and drink a beer at Planet Hollywood on the
Canadian side. Turns out I wasn’t worthy, because of
a minor DWI (if there is such a thing) about 3 years
ago. Yep, they threw me back across the border and
told me I would be welcome back in 7 more years. I
told them not to wait up.
If you live in Canada and your wife gets a DWI, does
that mean she can’t come home for 10 years? That
little 2-hour ordeal left me leaving Buffalo in the dark
and looking for a motel in upstate New York.
The next morning looked overcast and the forecast
was for rain. I’d worry about that when it happened.
I was headed for Cooperstown, New York to see the
Baseball Hall of Fame. I made one stop in Clyde, New
York, to see if I could find an Air Force buddy, who was
stationed in England with me a mere 35 years prior.
I remember he said he lived in Clyde, New York, on
Gravel Street. That was a joke between us. I always
swore he was making that up, but I found Clyde, New
York, and then Gravel Street (now paved), but no Phil
Goulette. I went to the post office, fire department, 2
banks and 2 bars, which were half the establishments
in Clyde, but no Phil. It had been 35 years—for all I
know he had a sex change operation and he was now
Phyllis. Wherever you are buddy, I tried.
It was a nice side trip off the interstate, along the Erie
Canal, into Amish country. Speaking of the Amish-guys forget it right now. Even though I’ve been
mistaken for Brad Pitt (in the pitch dark) and I used

some of my best lines (okay,
none are really that good), it was
hopeless to hook up with those
Amish girls. Especially with
DAD standing there with that
mowing scythe over his shoulder.
Tried to talk one of them into a
Show-Me’s uniform—not gonna
happen!
I could smell the rain, but made it
to Cooperstown and into a motel
before it hit. My game was rained
out in Cooperstown for a whole
day, but it is a beautiful town to
spend a rain delay in. I toured the
Hall of Fame, Doubleday Field
and rode the town trolley. It
rained on and on…I bar hopped
and looked at souvenirs—didn’t buy any—no place
to put them.
The town is a collection of dollhouse homes; the
funeral home was so quaint you wished you could be
the guest of honor. The rain had no thought of letting
up. I stayed another night. It was still raining in the
morning. I walked about a mile to an ACE hardware
store, bought the most fashionable yellow rain suit
they had, put it on and left for Albany, New York,
in the rain. It was about 55 degrees and it rained the
whole 100 miles to Albany, nice ride!
The next day, I headed for Woodstock. I knew I was
over 40 years late for the concert, but better to be late
than never. Or as the Amish say, “better never late,”
(I’ll always remember our time together, Rebecca).
Yeah, right.
There’s Woodstock, the village, and Woodstock, the
farm, where the concert of all concerts took place
1969. The village is artsy fartsy and full of hippies

continued on page 30
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who won’t get out of bed by
the crack of noon to sell you
anything.
I met Grandpa Woodstock, a
must Google for everyone. I
followed a biker into the woods
to his woodcarving studio,
mainly because I was lost. He
was an original attendee to the
concert, and had the entire scoop
first hand. I decided to make
the 75-mile trip into the hills to
visit Woodstock Farm. There is
a multi-million dollar museum
there that is an unreal tribute to
the hippie generation. Groovy
man, like you wouldn’t believe.
The farm is now manicured
perfection and a major concert site. If you have to
choose between the village and the farm, let the
hippies sleep and go see the farm.
The ride along the Hudson River Valley was nice. I
actually found a place George Washington DIDN’T
spend the night. Did that man ever spend a night a
home? No wonder he had false teeth, Martha probably
knocked the first set out. Maybe he really was the
Father of our Country; just don’t ask him to name any
of the offspring.
I stopped in a bar in Bethel, the town where the farm
is located, had a late lunch—lousy wings—beer
was fine, though. I asked the bartender for a Magic
Marker and asked people in bar for the most direct
path to Manhattan, about 100 miles away. With the
marker, I wrote on the back of my hand, 17 78 THW
PLS GWB HHA Z. I paid my bill and walked out.
Highway 17, then Highway 78 to the throughway to
Palisades Parkway, across the George Washington
Bridge. Right onto Henry Hudson Avenue, straight to
Ground Zero. I was getting very excited about this
ride.
Palisades Parkway is very wooded running alongside
the river to New York City. You cannot get even a
glimpse of the city from this entrance way, but when
you make a hard left onto the George Washington
Bridge, the city literally explodes into view.
I had planned to enter the city at about 6 p.m. so I
would be going the opposite way of rush hour traffic
and it couldn’t have worked out better. That ride down
Henry Hudson, with the sun gleaming off the city,

thundering into Manhattan amidst hundreds of yellow
cabs, thousands of people on the sidewalks diving for
subways and circling Ground Zero, is going to be
tough to match. I will admit, I was actually tingling.
After a few passes, I found a parking spot right in
front of a hotel bar, of all places, and went in. Looked
like a jacket was required, but I was in luck, I had a
black one and shoes to match.
My nephew, Shawn, has lived in NYC for about 7
years. He works in Manhattan and he met me at the
bar. We had a few beers at the bargain price of about
8 bucks apiece and decided we could get a better deal
in Brooklyn, where he lives. How do I get there? His
girlfriend suggests he take a cab. No room on my bike
so I’ll follow the cab. Sounds good, but word to the
wise, there’s more than one of those yellow cabs. Yep,
they lost me, now what? I was deep enough in the
bowels of the city where no one seemed to mind my
urgent public restroom break. I knew the address in
Brooklyn, found another cab. Felt like kicking a dent
in the trunk, so I wouldn’t confuse it with another
yellow one. I tried the same game plan--follow that
cab. This time it worked. It was about 10 p.m. and
starting to rain. I parked the bike under an elevated
section of the subway, and it was still there a day later.
There is a God!
It rained the next day. I had been to NYC before and
had seen all the sights, but a walking tour of the city
with someone who knows the city was different. We
rode the subways, visited the Museum of Modern
Art, Grand Central Station and Rockefeller Center.
We found the best NYC pizza. My nephew knew of
continued on page 32
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a building that had a mezzanine about 4 stories up
where you could look right into the Ground Zero site.
I visited his place of work in Manhattan, a design
studio, where if you can’t afford a $300,000 kitchen,
you’re in the wrong place. We bar hopped in Brooklyn
with his friend, Catherine, in the evening. I packed;
the rain was ending and I set my alarm for 6 a.m.
At 6:30 a.m., I was crossing the Williamsburg Bridge,
with traffic heading into Manhattan. I cut through
Chinatown into the Holland Tunnel and into New
Jersey looking for the turnpike. I had the need for
speed. My destination was Shanksville, Pennsylvania,
where Flight 93 crashed on September 11.
The collapse of the Twin Towers in NYC is still hard
to believe when you’re there--maybe more so for me
because I had actually been to the top of the towers
once. But the Flight 93 crash site is eerie. Ground Zero
is a bustle of activity with building in progress amidst
8 million people. But in that field in Pennsylvania,
there’s none of that. All you have there is silence with
the occasional sigh of a breeze as it wafts over the
very knoll that was the final flight path of Flight 93.
The place is hallowed ground.
By now I had been gone 7 days, ridden over 2,200
miles, seen more things than I’ve mentioned. But
this was the only place I was so moved by that I
asked someone to take my picture. In the temporary
memorial, you can read the actual phone conversations
the passengers had with their families. You can read
the actual cockpit recordings from the black boxes
with conversations between the terrorists, the flight
crew before they were killed and the contact with
Cleveland tower. You can read all the frantic praises,
sounded more like pleadings, to Allah from the
terrorists. You could tell they knew they were about to
go to their reward, but you could also tell they weren’t
too thrilled about the doorway they were about to
pass through to get there. The crater was closed and
the remains of all 40 passengers, crew and terrorists
are entombed there forever. Inside the temporary
memorial is an 8 x 10 color photo of every passenger
and crew member, their name and where they lived.
I had to go.
On the same exit is Frank Lloyd Wright’s most
famous house, Falling Waters, though it was about
50 miles into the countryside. I was rushing from the
Flight 93 site, but got to the house about 15 minutes
too late. I’ve wanted to see that house for as long as
I can remember. I spent the night and toured it in the

morning. Glad I decided to stay.
I left the hills southeast of Pittsburgh at noon. I rode
till 10:30 at night, all the way back to Effingham, Ill.
I got up in the morning and did the last 100 miles
to my house. I had ridden 2,750 miles. I reached my
driveway, dropped the luggage, and went to the post
office to get my mail. ON MY BIKE!
Thanks to Shawn and Catherine for your hospitality
in NYC. Savanna, it’s no fun playing YELLOW CAR
by myself, I always win. Dylan, I promise I won’t
tell you about every historical marker I saw. Happy
birthday, Jesse, on September 11. Donovan, it would
have been the ride of your life, and Caela, I think you
were the only one who never doubted I would make
this trip. Thanks for being my mission control in St.
Louis.
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A Rockin’ Rodeo by the Band of Brothers
by Joy Furey

So the day didn’t start out auspiciously; it looked like
it could rain and in fact, there were some scattered
sprinkles and showers. But it didn’t matter to the crowd
that attended the Band of Brothers motorcycle rodeo at
Doit’sVillage Inn in Pontoon Beach. As a matter of fact,
the wet ground added some extra interest to the rodeo,
with bikers doing a little mud slinging here and there.
And, by mid-afternoon, the sun appeared adding to the
already festive attitude of the crowd.

Lots of prizes allowed me to part with some money
toward a good cause. I bought some chances on some of
the many items and was sure hoping to win. I am not the
luckiest person and didn’t really expect to win. When
my name was called, I was surprised, so cool! I won a
very cool original painting. The crowd enjoyed some
giveaways too. Some were enjoyed more than others-like tie-dyed underwear!
The attendees appreciated the tunes provided by Dan
Carroll of Chaos Nation. He did a good job as the
announcer too. Tasty food (and I’m not talking about the
wienies hung up for the contest—only one gal got a bite)
and reasonably priced beverages rounded out the event,
continued on page 36
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The Band of Brothers is a relatively new motorcycle
club to this area. I met one of the members from Mount
Vernon who told me that the club began there. The club
consists of bikers who have served our country in the
Armed Forces.

The Band of Brothers plan to donate the proceeds of the
rodeo to veterans in a personal way. They will be asking
vets face-to-face what they need and supplying those
items to them.

If you didn’t make it to this event, you don’t want to
miss the next Band of Brothers event. Watch for their
upcoming events in The Biking Life Magazine.

Custom City Cycle
221 St Francois
Florissant, MO
63031

(314) 837-8940

WWW.CUSTOMCITYCYCLE-STL.COM
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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 Two Wheel Tuesday at N0-Jacks on IL
159 in Smithton, IL
Wednesday CTs Night Bike Ride Call Paul at
Dave Mungenast Motorsports for info
Wednesday Show-Mes Wingsday Bike Fest
Fairview Heights and Lemay Ferry locations only
Wednesday Scoots and Suds Bike Night at
Cutters on Carlyle Avenue in Belleville, IL
Wednesday Ryders Inn Bike Night at Ryders
Inn in Highland, IL food and drink specials
Wednesday Shannon’s Pub Bike Night at at
Shannon’s i Tilden, IL
Wednesdays Fallen Kings MC Bike Night at
Mary Etta’s, 2902 Keokuk St Louis, MO
Wednesday PT’s Showclub Bike Night at PTs
Showclub in Centreville, IL
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 Hardriders call their hotline (314)
340-2000 for info
Thursdays Bike Night at Rum Runners in
Farmington, MO
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
Friday Weekend Kickstart Party at Cadillac
Jacks on St Charles Rock Rd in Bridgeton, MO
live music
Saturday Scandalous Satrurday Bike Night at
Fatboys in DeSoto, MO
Sunday Sundowner Sundays at Trs Place in
Belleville, IL

October
2nd ABATE Marble Party look at your book
3rd Vietnam Vets Poker Run sign up at Doc’s
Harley Davidson

3rd Rat Run at Cadillac Jacks 12950 St Charles
Rock Rd Bridgeton, MO vednors and live music
all day
3rd Bike and Badge Ride sign up at St Louis
Honda
7th - 10th Hogrocktoberfest at Cave-In-Rock, IL
Mardi Gras in the fall
9th Dream weavers Benefit Dance for Needy
Children Wood River Eagles Lodge 6 to midnight
10th ABATE 23rd Annual Toy Run sign up at
Wood River Eagles Lodge 11:30 to 1
10th Missouri Bikers for Babies Verizon
Amphitheatre
16th Falling Leaf Poker Run sign up at
Memorial Park in Owensville, MO from 9 to 11 AM
16th Docs Fall Open House at Docs Harley
Davidson in Kirkwood, MO
16th Motorheads Halloween Party sign up at
Wood River Eagles Lodge 11:30 to 1
16th ALR Fall Color Run sign up at Elberry VFW
between 10 and 11 AM
16th Bikers for Boobs sign up at Chubbys in
Alton, IL 11 to 1 PM
16th Leaves in the Breeze Run sponsored by
Local 25 sign up at Hobos i St Peters
17th FORR Locl 24 KRAP Run sign up at Battle
of the Bulge
23rd Skyriders - Fire and Iron Halloween
Dance Skyriders Clubhouse Livingston, IL
23rd FORR Local 42 Dance at Pacific Eagles,
Pacific, MO
24th Geos Wings and More Customer
Appreciation Day at Geos 4307 W Main St in
Belleville, IL food and drink specials bike show
and old time swap meet

November
6th Salty Dawgs Special Olympics Dance
Bethalto K of C Hall from 8 till midnight
6th Teds Chili Cookoff Teds Motorcycle World in
Alton, IL
6th Veterans Day Parade Viewing riders
meeting at various locations to show support for
Vets see flyer
7th Midwest Motorcycle Swap Meet V at the
Loading Dock in Grafton, IL doors open at 10 till 4

The Biking Life Page 39

The Biking Life in Pictures

The Biking Life Page 41

but proud to wear their patch whenever they went out on
a bike. Over 40 years of colors that don’t run they deserve
the congratulations they get. The Statesmens MC is also a
huge supporter of the Hartbauer/McBride Foundation and
always bring home a trophy. After photos of the special
day the bike show and games continued well into the night
without any trouble from anyone (more or less) and a good
time was had by all. This is a definite must go to for next
year and the years to come just don’t ask me to do dizzy
sticks again ever. I’m still trying to get up and on the road

Killer

A Gobbling Good Time
Gobble Holler was one great party and the Statesmen MC
celebrated their 40th Anniversary. This is a party that I
have been trying to get to for years only to have a race or
a TBL thing come up. Well since the club went this year,
I went and boy am I glad I did . This is a great time held
in a very scenic location southeast of Farmington MO.
They had great music by the Localisties and an AC/DC
tribute band and a DJ and plenty of really cool bikes and
hot babes to drool over.
However, the main reason that everyone was there this year
was that this marked the 40th Anniversary of the Statesmen
MC of MO and IL. The club was started by T Bone and
is still run by its long time president Chopper. It originally
started in back in 1970 in IL. and later moved to MO when
the majority of the members either lived or worked here.
It started as many do as just a bunch of guys who rode and
dealt with the hassles of riding together, now these were for
the most part full grown men not dumb kids. So when the
time came for a name instead of something vulgar Chopper
suggested their moniker , so that others wouldn’t look on
them with contempt, and no one would ever be anything

In Memory of Wild Bill
February 20th saw the Midwest Drifter Nation along
with the Galloping Goose and other clubs like the
Tribe of Judah MM, CMA and BACA all come
together in West Plains MO. Our purpose was to lie
to rest our brother Wild Bill Maki Jr. It’s always a
solemn occasion when we have to bury one of our
own and this was no different. Even though your
humble scribe had never had the opportunity to meet
this brother . I know by the good words that were
said about him I truly wish I had. Born in Chicago
Heights, IL in 1965 he passed on in West Plains Mo.
in 2010 at the age of 44. He left his wife and soul
mate Christy Maki and his teenage daughter Tatiana
Maki, his two sisters Toni Boss and Wanda Voeltz
and his mother Lois Maki. His father preceded him
in death Rev. Mike Arico officiated and did a fine
job. His brothers Jim, John, Finn, Rick Delmar and
John William were pallbearers that took him to the
MC drawn hearse for his final ride. Dean from the
Galloping Goose sang a great rendition of “Will The
Circle Be Unbroken” as we all said goodbye for now
or till we meet again in heaven to our friend Bill
“Wild Bill” Maki Jr.   Midwest Drifter West Plains
Mo.
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We Provide:
● The Bike To Learn On
● A Helmet (If You Need One)
● Training Materials
● Great Instructors
● A Safe Fun Learning Environment
We will help you get a license endorsement
when you graduate.

WHAT ARE YOU WAITING FOR?
Classes Are Available All Across The State.
Learn More About Missouri Motorcycle Safety
Programs And Find A Course Near You At:

WWW.MMSP.ORG
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The Biking Life is growing again and to
make this growth really pop we need
your help. Right now we are looking
for salespeople in all areas where this
publ;ication is read. Particularly the
St Louis Metro area, Central Illinois,
American Thunder A Show Stopper
by Miss Katie
Another great stop on American Thunder Customs event
tour! “Big John” and his team stopped over at this Bike
Show and brought his Monster 4x4 Corvette and pretty
gals as well!
Bike owners from all over participated in the event.
Along with bike judging and burn-out competition,
there were many vendors and live entertainment.
Friends, neighbors and new friends gathered to show
off their pride and joy, or just to enjoy the beauty of all
the iron. The show had it all! From cruisers to rat bikes
all packed into one great event.
It was clear to see that all involved were having fun with
all the games, bikes and good food. With well over 200
bikes stationary and on-looker participation, it made
for a very enjoyable time. Although the heat was high,
it could not put a damper on the participation. Alot of
good riders walked higher and went aay with some
great stories and maybe a new brother or sister to ride
with. The sense of pride filled the air along with bar-b-q
and tire smoke.

Southwestern Missouri. If you like riding, hanging out with good folks and
making some spare cash to boot then
give me a call 314-322-7883. We also
welcome all contributions about runs,
rallys, and benefits. Keep watching big
things are abut to happen. I invite you
to come grow with us.

AMERICAN LEGION POST #226 ELSBERRY, MO
IS PROUD TO ANNOUNCE
THE START OF A NEW AMERICAN LEGION
CHAPTER!! HERE IS YOUR CHANCE TO BE A
CHARTER MEMBER OF A GREAT ORGANIZATION!
AMERICAN LEGION RIDERS CHAPTER #226 IS
NOW FORMING! IF YOU LIVE IN LINCOLN OR
PIKE COUNTIES AND ARE INTERESTED IN BECOMING A NEW MEMBER OF THIS AWESOME
RIDING GROUP, CALL MIKE OSBORNE @ 636328-1901 OR DAN WILEY 573-754-3002.

Proprietors: John Church AKA “Asshole”
Jed Church AKA “Sasquatch”
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An Inkling

My name is Tina Sambo and you took a
picture of my tattoo on the New Baden
D.A.R.E. Ride.
It was done by Donnie at Ink Well in
Fairview Heights, Illinois.
Artwork by Jay at Ink Well .
I was tired of wearing my Medic Alert
bracelet and came up with the idea
that
since by disease was going to be permanent so should my bracelet.
The biking life is constantly growing but we
need your help salespeople and writers / photographers are needed for all areas to

find out more call 314-322-7883
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