The role model

You don’t ride a Harley to be
respectable, you ride one to be cool,
and ’twas ever thus, but there has
nonetheless been a creeping respecta-
bility in the lifestyle. It’s been creep-
ing in for a dozen years or more, and
has been gleefully noted by the main-
stream press who like to report ad
nauseum that Harley riders these
days are likely to be, in their words,
“doctors, lawyers and orthodontists.”
Also ad nauseum in their reportage is
the use of the expression, “born to be
mild.” They just can’t resist that one.
There’s some truth in this, but not
nearly as much as they'd like you to
think, and for the record, I have yet
to meet a Harley-riding orthodontist
that I know of.

Still, this whole respectability
issue came to a head for me recently
when I was invited to speak to a local
high school class as part of a career
series. I live in a very small town
where it doesn’t take much to stand
out, and there are exactly three func-
tioning professionals in residence
here, if you don’t count general con-
tractors. They would be me, a prose-
cuting attorney, and a fabulously
wealthy meth chemist. Those other
two guys are fishing buddies—one
holds the flashlight, the other holds
the gun—and I’m a misanthrope who
avoids human contact as much as
practicable, but somehow my name
came up over a bottle and a game of
strip hold ’em with the school marm,
and next thing you know, I’m on the
lecture circuit.

I would be speaking, not as a
biker, which despite the gentrification
of the term, is still not a responsible
career choice, but as a writer and edi-
tor who just happened to write for
biker rags. From what [ was able to
glean about the high school program,
it was devised to be motivational and
the class was deemed to be undermo-
tivated, and the last speaker they’d
had was that prosecutor. That would
be an easy act to follow, I figured,
especially with this young crowd.

That’s what I figured, but what
I’d failed to factor into my figuring
was that being a prosecutor, writer
and editor, or even a meth chemist is
but a footnote to what we all really
are in the eyes of a youthful audi-
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ence, and that’s an “adult.” That’s a
tough label to overcome, and espe-
cially tough for me who’d never real-
ly thought of myself as one.

Finding myself thrust into the role
of an adult—and not just any adult,
but an adult motivating adolescents—
I was on shaky ground. And worse, in
adopting that role temporarily in front
of a high school class, I found myself
espousing all kinds of sententious
adult crapola; principles I'd never
actually embraced myself; things like
responsibility, hard work, chastity and
filial piety. I couldn’t help myself.
That stuff pours out of your mouth
automatically under those circum-
stances, and I'd like to see you do any
better. And I couldn’t exactly warm
up the crowd with lighthearted anec-
dotes of how I really came to my sta-
tion in life, if you get my drift, so it
was just me and my moralistic apho-
risms, and my visual aids, which con-
sisted of an armful of THUNDER
PRESS that I'd brought along having
assured all that there was no skin in
the mag. I passed them out to the
boys and girls—boys on one side of
the room, girls on the other, by
choice. Some things, at least, never
change. And the girls thumbed their
copies absently like pushing vegeta-
bles around on a plate, searching
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Give us a brake!

Late model Harley-Davidson tour-
ing model motorcycles have a seri-
ous and potentially deadly defect
with the rear brake systems. The
flaw boils down to the use of DOT 5
brake fluid in the hydraulic brake
system in combination with the
location of the rear brake fluid
reservoir, which is below the level
of the rear brakes. A combination of
altitude and heat allows the air mol-

futilely for makeover articles, and the
boys dove in looking for skin and
finding some (note to self: time to
rein in the advertisers).

And I commenced to speak, and
the kids were exactly like I was in
high school, giving me a distracted
but polite hearing and wishing they
were somewhere else entirely on
this sun-kissed spring morning.
Like the other side of the room, for
starters. And I rambled on and on
and occasionally I'd run out of stuff
to preach and there’d be a palpable
sense of relief in the audience, and
then I'd think of something else to
say and start back in again to audi-
ble moans and the exaggerated
rolling of bright young eyes.

It went on like that for the better
part of an interminable hour and then
to the delight of all, I opened the
floor up to questions, hoping against
hope that I’'d exhausted my subject
matter to the point where there
wouldn’t be any and we could all run
outdoors and play. But there’s one in
every crowd, and in this crowd she
was an adorable kid who’d just wet
her thumb to flip another page of her
visual aid but stopped short of flip-
ping and shot her arm in the air.

“Yes. You in the front,” I invited
reluctantly.

“How much money do you
make?” she asked, and there it was as
stark as she could put it, the Bottom
Line. Forget passion and calling, for-
get bliss and fulfillment, forget re-
sponsibility, hard work, chastity and
filial piety (I have). This was now and
officially all about the almighty buck.
And maybe the prosecutor got the
same question. I suspect he did, but I
doubt he answered it the same way:

“More than you, you little snot.”

It’s all right here in the diaries.
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ecules in the brake lines to expand
and travel upward in the brake line
causing a rear brake failure.

While leading a group of 15 Harley-
Davidson motorcycles over Highway
108 from Sonora, California, to
Nevada, several of the 1998-2005
touring model motorcycles that use
(by design) DOT 5 fluid experienced
rear brake failures. The front brake

See “Letters,” page 50, column 4




