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 We are up to 24,600 “Likes” on our facebook 
page, which makes us the #1 Motorcycle related 
business in Louisiana on that platform. We typically 
have around a half million post reach each month, but 
we have hit a million a couple times. Our engagement 
is usually more than pretty much all the pthers put 
together. On top of that, we have a decent following 
on Instagram and Twitter, and also have accounts 
on Tumblr, YouTube, and a few other platforms 
that no one uses. We are also available on many 
online Newsstands, such as Magster, Issuu, Publitas, 
Magweb, and Joomag, as well as on our own website, 
http://www.louisianabiker.com.
 We also have many Specialty pages for specific 
purposes, such as Southern Body Art, Biker Music 
Radio, Lone Star Biker, Louisiana Biker Swap Meet, 
Day Tripping, Gulf Coast Biker, Mississippi Biker, and 
more.
 This gives us a huge audience of our own, but 
we also get to share the audience of other magazines. 
Our articles and photos have been used by Quick 
Throttle Magazine, Southern Steel Magazine, Bayou 
Biker News, Thunder Press, and we will also be 
sharing with Red & Gold, a new magazine starting in 
north-eastern Louisiana, dedicated to the hardcore 
biker. 
 No one else can reach the audience we have, 
which is a great demographic. Real riders, local to our 
state, Louisiana and nearby areas. We only exist to 
support the motorcycling community. 

We are “By, For, and About Louisiana Bikers”.
Frosty
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1959 Norton Dominator
 It started like most Fridays; get the kids from 
school, pick up some snacks for an evening of family 
and movies while I scour my usual spots to find 
vintage bikes.
 And there it was.  1959 Norton Dominator.  In 
pieces... many pieces.  And in southeast Texas.  Hey, 
I was heading to Lake Charles in the morning to visit 
my wife’s family.  I can do this.
 After contacting the owner and discussing the 
project and price, we agreed on a number and that I 
would meet him Sunday morning to do the deal.  A 
quick run to the bank to secure the funds and then 
to ask my wife “Hey honey, would it be ok if I ran to 
Texas Sunday morning?”  Her usual reply “Sure…. 
what did you buy now?”  She knows me all too well.
 I met with the seller that morning and 
collected up all the parts which were mostly tagged 
and bagged.  His story on the bike goes like this:  He 
bought in on auction in England and had it shipped 
to Texas.  Then he completely disassembled the bike, 
had the frame and all the tins powder coated metallic 
gray and proceeded to disassemble the engine down 
to the bottom end.  Then it sat in his garage for 14 
years.
 After getting everything home, I laid it all out 
on the kitchen floor to assess what I had gotten myself 
into.  As I stood there, inventorying everything, 
I started mentally assembling the bike.  The fork 
stanchions would need to be replaced.  Ordered 
those.  Handlebars and levers need to be replaced.  
Ordered those.  Normally when I “revive” a bike, I 
reuse every part I can.  In this case, I knew I’d end up 
with something special, and I wanted to put it back 
together right.
 Up first was assembling the frame.  That all 
went together pretty easily, except I had to remove 
the thick layer of powder coat for the bolt holes and 
where the swingarm met the frame.
 The engine got a little bit more attention.  I 
cleaned all the parts and painted the jugs.  Went 
through the rocker box and made sure everything 
was in tolerance.  De-coked the heads and lapped 
the valves.  I can powder coat small items so 
anything that was plain steel got a coat of gloss black.  
Anything that was aluminum got polished.  When 
you aren’t the person who took the engine apart, you 
have to learn as you go on how it is to be assembled.  
Google for the win.  The pistons looked ok to me, and 
seemed to have the right amount of clearance so they 
went back in.  I was starting to wonder why he had 
taken the engine apart in the first place…
 I went through the gearbox and continued to 
paint, powder coat and polish the assorted bits until 

the engine and transmission were ready to go into the 
wideline featherbed frame.
 With the driveline installed, I went to work 
on the wheels.  I took plenty of photographs as this 
was to be my first wheel job.  I pulled the spokes, 
painted and cleared the hoops and polished the hubs.  
Assembled them and trued them up on my truing 
stand.  If you have never relaced a spoked wheel 
and trued it, I can tell you that it is a very rewarding 
experience.  With most everything now having cast 
wheels, these skills are becoming a dying art and we 
need to preserve the “old way” of doing things.
 That’s when I hit a snag.  The front wheel 
wouldn’t install into the forks.  Hmmm…  So, after 
some research and consulting with a friend who’s 
“been there”, it was discovered that I had in fact a 
front wheel from an AJS.  Well, it’s still British, so let’s 
see what I need to do.
 The main problem was that the AJS hub would 
not accept the Norton axle as the bearings are setup 
completely different.  I ordered a set of bearings that 
would accept the Norton axle, but they were 1mm OD 
too large and would not fit into the wheel races.  Not 
letting that stop me, I chucked up the bearings in my 
lathe and turned the outer bearing cases to fit.  That 
is a tricky prospect because the bearings need to be 
an interference fit.  You can’t have them too small or 
they will not stay in place.  They cannot be too big, 
or you will destroy the hubs hammering them in. We 
are in the thousandths of mm tolerances here (as in 
.001mm)!
 With the wheels installed, it was on to seeing 
if the engine would run.  The Dominator has a points 
ignition, with a 2-wire distributor set up.  Fairly 
straight forward to get it dialed in;  put left piston 
at the timing mark, manually rotate the advance 

by Steve Wolverton

About Nicole:
It was July 3, 1982 and she’s born into 
the world. Due to her father being a 
military man she lived around most 
of the United States and finally lived 
in France for four years. As she was 
accustomed to moving every 3 to 4 
years she developed a passion to see 
the world and travel. Her experience 
in France allowed her to learn French 
and she became enthralled by the 
other languages of the world. 
Currently she lives in Hammond 
and works a Lead dental assistant. 
She is a proud mother of Mowgli 
Atreyu and Freya Surreal, her two 
beautiful cats. Her favorite pastimes 
are cooking, hiking, reading, writing, 
and painting.
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 When I first heard Lone Wolf Revivals 
had acquired a 1959 Norton Dominator, I was 
very excited. This is an important bike to me, I 
think it marks an important time in history. 
 The famouns Norton Featherbed 
frame originated with the Manx racer, and the 
Dominator was the first time this frame was used 
on a street motorcycle, and with a 500cc vertical 
twin mounted. This was increased to 600cc in 
1956, so this bike has the larger engine.
 The Dominator led to the development of 
the Nortan Atlas, which was the beginning of the 
British Superbikes that came out in the late 60s to 
early 70s, eventually becoming the mighty Norton 
Commando. 
 To me, this Dominator model, which was 
first designed in 1947, represents the turning 
point  between older prewar motorcycles, and 
those amazing first Superbikes. I got to race a 
Norton Commando flat track bike in the mid 
to late 70s in Southern California. It was an 
incredible machine, and bikes like this were it’s 
direct ancestors. This was a prime example of 
racing improving the breed, and the Dominator 
was a bike you could really take from showroom 
to track. 
                                                                          Frosty   

Lone Wolf Revivals
lonewolfrevivals@gmail.com

Baton Rouge, LA
(225) 235-5669

mechanism to full advance and rotate the distributor 
until the test light starts to illuminate.  Close enough 
to get it to run, then you finish up with a timing 
light.  After the usual amount of check this, check 
that, asking what you didn’t do right, I finally got the 
engine to roar to life.  
 That is at the heart of why I do this.  My 
passion is finding a bike destined for the salvage 
yard, or a bike that has been hidden away in a barn 
for 30 years and reviving it back to a running and 
riding condition.  And that first start up makes it all 
worth it.  If you are doing it for the money, you won’t 
be doing it for long.  It has to speak to your senses; 
the grease, the smoke, the electrical and mechanical 
parts.  They all work harmoniously together to play 
a beautiful symphony of sound and motion and 
somehow, the British got it just right.
 There was still a little tweaking to do.  The 
carburetors that came with the bike were Amal 930’s 
and I could not get the bike tuned correctly.  After 
some research, it seemed that the 930’s were a tad 
too big for the engine.  I sourced a brand new pair of 
Amal 928’s and after talking to the seller about my 
application, we settled on a base jetting.
 When the carbs came in, I set them to the 
default settings and installed them.  Immediately, I 
received a huge “Thank you” from the Norton and 
she fired right up and settled into the most beautiful 
rumbling idle I’ve ever heard.  That sound takes me 
back to a time and place that I’ve never actually been.  
The early 60’s in England.  I was born way too late.
Now with the bike running great, it’s off to the other 
details.  The charging system was putting out that 
electrical smoke smell that only shorted electricity 
can produce.  Seems as though the alternator had 
several shorts in it.  I sourced a NOS Lucas rotor 
and alternator, and while I was at it, I replaced the 
selenium rectifier with a solid state one.  I’m all for 
originality, but I also wanted this bike to be reliable.
The to-do list gets shorter and shorter.  Replacing 
a leaking seal here, adjusting the clutch there and 
finally, you have to say, “It’s done”.
 Because of my limited space, I usually don’t 
keep the bikes I revive.  The other part of my passion 
is knowing that someone is riding a bike that I saved, 
rather than seeing it sit in my house and never getting 
to be used the way it was intended.  So, the Norton 
will probably be going to a new home soon, but I will 
always have the memory of my first Norton and I’ll 
not soon forget the sound of that beautiful British 
twin.
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 Every year on the first Saturday night in 
August, the CBD and Arts and Warehouse District in 
New Orleans celebrates “White Linen Nights”. All are 
invited to dress in their finest white attire, and take a 
walking tour through the area, taking part in various 
exhibits and events.  This year, the Transportation 
Revolution New Orleans held a Night at the Museum, 
featuring rare, antique, and custom motorcycles. 
 This event brings in many people who would 
never otherwise step foot in a motorcycle shop, and 
TTRNO put on a classy show. The entire dealership 
had recently been renovated as part of their BMW 
Grand Opening, and it looked great. Everything was 
bright and clean, and really cast motorcycling in a 
good light. 
 As soons you walked in, the first bike you 
saw was a bright orange Triumph X-75, a 3-cylinder 
limited edition model with custom Tracy bodywork. 
Walking through the room, you’d see a very rare 
Hesketh V1000, a Vincent Comet, a rotary engine 
Norton, a vintage Honda roadracer, and a couple 
customs from Royal-T.  An older Moto-Guzzi was 
another criwd favorite. 
 The crowd was great all night long, and even 
as people came and went, the place was packed until 
the very end. TTRNO is known for putting on great 
events, and this one was one of the best. We’ll let the 
pictures tell the rest of the story. As usual, photos 
we don’t have room to fit in print will be posted in a 
gallery on our website at http://www.louisianabiker.
com.

Frosty

Night at the Museum

The Transportation Revolution New Orleans
901 Julia St

New Orleans, Louisiana 70113
(504) 595-6776



1110

17065 Black Mud Rd
Livingston, Louisiana 70754

(!-12 Satsuma Exit)
(225) 435-0511

Julie Edmond
aka ShopMonkey

Misty at Bouy Bar
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Sturgis Stories
Louisiana Bikers on the Road

 ROAD DAWG AT STURGIS 2018
There’s nothing like riding the Black Hills, and l have 
been riding them since the early 80’s. Once again they 
were my “main event” on my trip to Sturgis 2018. I 
certainly was not disappointed. Ride them with my 
brothers I did. When I go to Sturgis, I stay at the  home 
of my brother and best friend of many, many years, Joel 
Felty, owner of Headwinds. This is, for me, the best as 
well. Little did I know that THIS year there would be 
another “best”! 
I was invited by Perewitz to enter my ride in the David 
Perewitz Invitational Custom Motorcycle Paint Show. I 
was really honored. This is some serious competition. 
Never one to be afraid of competition, and having 
already won countless 1st Place, Best Bike, Best Paint, 
etc. on this ride, I really wanted to represent Louisi-
ana among the “big boys” killin’ it at Sturgis. When I 
got to the show I was completely blown away by how 
intense the competition was. You know it’s going to be 
tough, but standing in the middle of it gives it a whole 
new meaning. Even the most confident of successful 
builders can feel a tad bit shook. So, I hung out with 
my brothers, was honored to be invited, enjoyed the 
show, admired the talent, soaked up new ideas & drank 
a beer. When Perewitz called my name I didn’t even 
hear him at first. Someone had to tell me my name was 
being called. I pulled a 3rd Place in Graphics! It might 
as well have been a 1st Place to me! Considering the 
competition at the world’s largest motorcycle rally, I 
think I just floated up on that stage and shook Perewitz 
hand. I was so happy that Louisiana got up on that 
stage, because this ride is all about Louisiana Pride. I 
built it, Mister Bill in Prairieville powder coated it, and 
Louisiana’s own Joel Cangiolosi of Full Blown Paint 
took my vision, and put it into the graphics so it made 
sense and painted it with excellence. Louisiana TAL-
ENT. Louisiana RIDE. Louisiana PRIDE!
~Shiny Side UP!
~Road Dawg

 Sturgis is a huge event every year, and it’s 
a great adventure if you ever get to go, but it is in 
South Dakota, We’re not interested in some generic 
article talking about how many years it’s been there, 
or how many bikes showed up. We are all about the 
Bikers from Louisiana, we want to let them tell the 
stories of their trip, Starting off we hear from Rob 
Rangold, “Road Dawg”. Y’all have seen several of 
his bikes in these pages over the past few years. This 
story is about the bike that was on our August 2016 
cover.

Road Dawg in Sturgis about 1982

When I was asked again “you wanna go to Sturgis?”, I replied 
“only if we include the Grand Tetons and Yellowstone”. 
Surprisingly within a few weeks I got a call asking if my 
trailer could hold five bikes.......oh yeah, this trip was ON!
One younger adventurous friend and four crusty old friends 
who survived the mid sixties around New Orleans, where 
committed to this epic bucket-list trip. The Wild Hogs of 
Chalmette united again. 
We prepared for a two week trip, and had no thoughts of 
riding out bikes there! Reality is, we are old mofos, and Alan 
has a 40 foot motorhome....no argument here. Load ‘em 
up boys, point this mobile zip code toward the northwest 
mountains, first stop Jackson Hole Wyoming. YEE HAA. 
I actually painted my 28 foot trailer with chalk board black, 
thinking it would be cool as our personal rolling billboard, 
and autograph book as well. With creative “Grand Tetons or 
Bust” plastered on the back, we got quite a few thumbs-ups, 
honks, and smiles while traveling. 
After 33 hours on the road we arrive outside Jackson Hole, 
at the entrance of the Tetons. We set up our base camp and 
unload our bikes anxious to ride in to Jackson. Our first 
order of business in Jackson was booking our Snake river 
whitewater rafting trip. Sadly the wild fires has left a haze 
throughout the beautiful landscape. 
Throughout the next 5 days we traversed all the scenic areas 
within the Grand Tetons and Yellowstone National Parks. 
Just WOW! The weather was perfect, and the smokey haze 
from wildfires was only a minor hick-up. 
Some highlights were the people we met...Australians, South 
Africans, Canadians, etc. all such wonderful friendly folks 

sharing the enjoyment and beauty of our great country. 
Unfortunately our buddy Berney has his first grandchild a 
little anxious to come into this world, so he takes a flight back 
to Chalmette. Damn he was so set on that rafting, but, not 
really a hard choice. 
Our whitewater trip was much better than we expected. We 
even had a minute of rain and hail along our river excursion. 
Ouch! 
We load up and head east, destination Sturgis, Black Hills, 
South Dakota. Eleven hours later we are lined up to enter 
the famous Buffalo Chip. Suffice it to say, within the next six 
days we totally enjoyed our rides, making daily trips to all the 
great spots. We did ‘em all. While at Devil’s Tower we had a 
memorial for our lost friend, Pick Bergeron, and spread his 
ashes. We even managed a few nighttime concerts. Lynard 
Skynard, Kid Rock, Steppenwolf, etc. 
I would imagine most reading has heard all the details of 
Sturgis, so I’ll just close with a reminder to all that- LIFE 
CAN BE SHORT....EAT YOUR CAKE FIRST.......and always 
remember......no matter where you go.....THERE YOU ARE!

Chalmations
on the Road to Sturgis

L to right. Rodney Deogracias, Alan Deogracias, 
Barney Koons, Berney Tassin, Doug Reed.
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 The Banded Brothers MC put on a lot of great 
events, so we were really looking forward to this Bike 
Show at the Blind Spot. I had a full crew with me, 
Tomcat and Inger were riding along, and we picked up 
Dani along the way. We stopped at The Gator’s Den in 
Manchac on our way down to Metairie to have a cold 
one and plan our actions for the day. 
 Despite some pretty nasty weather all day long, 
there was still a very good turnout. Members of the 
Wild Hogs were there as well as Banded Bothers MC, 
and the back parking lot was quite full. On a sunny 
day, these guys probably would have taken over the 
whole block. 
 There was a good assortment of bikes, too. 
Sometimes at club shows, you get a lot of similar 
bikes, but there was a good variety. There were a 
couple Shovelheads in the show, one of those would 
have been my choice as the pick winner, but that spot 
went to Richie D’s ProStreet Custom. As part of his 
prize for winning the show, his bike will appear on 
the calendar page of our next issue, with our friend 
Katelynn posing on it.
 After the show wrapped up and rain started 
to come down a little heavier, Tomcat, Inger and I 
headed over to The Galloping Goose MC Halloween 
Party, that is another favorite event every year.

Glenn and Rita were in a fairly bad accident on their 
way home from the show, but I am happy to report 
that they are both doing well.



Model: Nicole Maklary
Bike: 1959 Norton Dominator
Lone Wolf Revivals



1918

AMCA Show
 The Deep South Chapter of The Antique 
Motorcycle Club of America held their Bike Show at 
the Silver Slipper Casino Hotel across the border in 
Mississippi on September 15th, 2018. All bikes had 
to be at least 35 years old, and categories included: 
Vintage American, Vintage American under 305cc, 
Vintage European, Vintage Japanese, Vintage 
Japanese under 305cc, Vintage British, Johnny Cash 
Rat Bike, Unrestored Original, Cafe Racer, and 
Scooter. I rode along with Steve Wolverton of Lone 
Wolf Revivals, who picked up a couple of trophies. 
A portion of the proceeds went to benefit Childer’s 
Hospital- New Orleans.

Antique Motorcycle Club of America
at the Silver Slipper Hotel and Casino
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42290 Pumpkin Center Rd.,  Hammond, Louisiana 70403
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Bayou
Renegade
Rally

 Veteran’s Day Weekend 2018 saw the running 
of the Bayou Renegade Rally,  an ambitious multi-
day progressive poker run that spanned the length of 
Louisiana. Running from Shreveport to Lake Charles, 
the event also served to kick off the Bicentennial 
Celebration of Louisiana’s “No Man’s Land”.
 The Neutral Strip (No Man’s Land) draws 
its name from the area’s brief stint as the buffer 
zone between Spain and the United States after the 
Louisiana Purchase.
 When the United States purchased the 
territory from France, Spain and the U.S. were in 
conflict over the boundary, near Natchitoches. In 
part, this confusion derived from the region’s long 
history, even before Spanish rule during the 1790s and 
1800s, as a contested area with unclear boundaries. 
Moreover, to a large degree Spain governed the region 
with a blind eye, issuing land grants and allowing 
squatters and all manner of self-directed settlers, 

such as Native Americans who lost lands during the 
French-Indian War, to settle there in order to thwart 
American expansion. In lieu of an armed clash to 
decide the new territory’s borders, both governments 
agreed to remove all troops from the disputed area 
until boundaries could be determined, and the official 
Neutral Strip was born.
 The region’s use as an official buffer between 
Louisiana and Spanish Texas lasted roughly from 1806 
until the 1819 Adams-Onis Treaty that established 
the Sabine River as the territory’s western boundary. 
While some may lump the culture of the very western 
portion of Louisiana into the general culture of 
Louisiana, others identify it as a separate folk region. 
Slow to be settled, and marked by a pivotal moment 
in history, the Neutral Strip region exhibits a culture 
colored by several pockets of diverse folk groups—
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like Native Americans, remnants of early Spanish 
colonies, Scots-Irish pioneers, African Americans, 
and others—who fiercely hold on to their traditions 
and notions of identity. Sometimes described as a 
place filled with an outlaw culture or as a region with 
a reputation for a tough and isolated place, the region 
is better understood as a bastion for those cultural 
groups who wished to find a home where they could 
preserve a way of life they cherished.
 The Bayou Renegade Rally began at Sam’s 
Town Casino and Hotel in Shreveport.  Stops along 
the way included the Village of Grand Cane, the 
Village of Florien Park, Downtown Powersports 
in Leesville, and the Historic Beauregard Jail in 
DeRidder, finally ending up at The Golden Nugget 
Casino in Lake Charles.  A planned escorted ride 
through the Avenue of the Flags in Lake Charles was 
cancelled due to bad weather. Other events throught 
the weekend included a bike show, slow bike races, 
stereo sound off, skeet shooting, and a $10,000 
Slots Tournament at the Isle of Capri Casino. Being 
Louisiana, of course there was lots of great food and 
music all along the way.
 Future events for the No Man’s Land 
Bicentennial Celebration will run through 2021. More 
information can be found at 
https://www.bayourenegaderally.com and 
https://www.visitnomansland.com/.
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Day Tripping
with Mike Phillips 

 Against the well meaning advice of my loving 
wife, Fran, and a host of medical professionals, I 
simply could no longer endure the excruciating pain of 
captivity, so I rode my bike yesterday for the first time 
since I broke my ankle on August 22nd. The muddy 
bike photos show how it has been, sitting in the garage 
since that day, but I finally washed it on Friday. Right 
after completing the first-of-the-day antibiotics IV at 7 
am, I met Curtis Clark and Daryl Adams for breakfast 
in Bossier City, La., at Whataburger. Our good friend, 
Tony McClure was there and joined us for breakfast, 
but not the ride.
 We rode to Jefferson, Tex., where they were 
having the annual Burn Benefit Rally. Due to weather 
concerns the attendance was low, according to some of 
the rally workers. On our way over, we were rained on 
pretty hard for a few miles, which was quite puzzling to 
me because I’ve often heard it said, and firmly believed 
it, that it never rains on the righteous on Saturday, in 
east Texas. Oh well, another myth bites the dust.
 We walked around admiring the bikes, 
checking out the vendors, and mostly harassing 
pedestrians who were foolish enough to allow 
themselves to be caught. I encountered one bearded 
gentlemen wearing overalls and a vest and told him to 
hold still, that I intended to take his picture. He said, 
“Why?” I replied, “Because I like to take pictures of 
characters and you appear to fit that description, sir.” 
He said, “Oh....okay.” I’ve always found characters to 
be well-mannered and kind hearted, for the most part, 
haven’t you?
 I halted 2 young ladies and got their picture 
with  bikes on the street in the background. They 
were from the Dallas area. One of them said that she 
had been terrified of riding motorcycles, but only as 
a passenger. So, she learned how to drive the durn 
things herself and went and bought her one and now 
loves to ride. It’s the heartwarming stories such as this 
that inspires me to rise from my sickbed and forge 
ahead on my photojournalistic mission to spread the 
motorcycling gospel far and wide. It brought tears to 
my eyes and I had to turn away for fear of damaging 
my macho image right there in front of these nice 
ladies from the Dallas area.
 I spotted two other ladies, one with a cup of 
Starbucks coffee in her left hand, sporting a bouquet 
of roses tattoo on her right arm. So, I walked up to her 
and asked if she wanted to arm wrestle. She declined. 
So, I told her to stick out her arm so I could take 
a picture of her tattoo. She did, then informed me 
that she had a total of 13 tattoos scattered about her 
anatomy and did I want to take pictures of them, too? 
I declined. Well, her friend didn’t appreciate being 

left out of the picture taking, so she spun me around, 
lowered the top of her shirt and said, “Here, do my 
hummingbird.” So, I did her hummingbird and bid 
farewell to these fair damsels. But, for the rest of the 
time that we were in Jefferson, they seemed to always 
be hovering close by. I don’t know why, but women 
with tattoos seem to be fiendishly obsessed with men 
with cameras.
 One of the vendors had brought his dog. It 
looked like a big old German Shepherd to me, but he 
said it was 90% wolf, and 10% Lebanese Receiver. So, 
I asked him just exactly how were those percentages 
arrived at. He said he wasn’t sure, but he thought that 
they done it using a laser and a bathroom scale. 
I saw another dog, a Dalmatian pup, over by the band 
stage. It was standing on a picnic table, its owner 
beside it holding the leash. What caught my attention 
was how violently the puppy was shaking from head to 
tail. So, I walked over and asked what was wrong with 
it. 
“It’s scared,” said the owner.
“What’s it scared of?”, I asked
“Crowds and loud noise,” was the reply.
“Have you, by any chance, noticed that y’all are 
at a motorcycle rally with lots of people and loud 
machines, and standing right beside the stage while the 
band is blasting away?”, I queried. 
“Yeah.”
“Well, why did you bring the dog?”
“Oh, he loves to get out of the house.”
I just stood there, words escaping me for the moment. 
I’ve tried arguing with stupid before (I come from a 
large family), and found it to be totally un-winnable in 
every situation, so I ventured on.
 We had BBQ ribs for lunch at the BBQ place 
that I never can remember the name of, but it’s right 
across the street from Kitt’s Kornbread Sandwich & 
Pie Bar, which I can always remember the name of for 
some reason. 

 By the time we finished lunch, the sky had 
cleared and the sun shone through, and the attendance 
for the rally increased tremendously. 
 I hated that the ride was so short, but I had 
to get home in time for my 1:30 pm antibiotics IV. I 
will be continuing those every 8 hours, for the next 3 
weeks or so, hopefully less if the doctor feels like the 
infection in my ankle has been taken care of. So, any 
rides I make will be short ones until I’m off the IV’s. 
Riding my bike yesterday caused no additional pain to 
my ankle. The x-rays have been showing the bone is 
still aligned, which shouldn’t require future surgery. I 
desperately needed the therapy that the ride provided 
yesterday, as my mental health was degrading to a very 
unhealthy state. 
 As always, any ride with good friends such as 
Curtis and Daryl is a great ride.

Visit https://www.facebook.com/DayTripping.US/ to 
read more of Mike’s adventures, and see a LOT more 
photographs.
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Autumn Issue Reunion
Hooters of Denham Springs

 Once again we had our 
Issue Release Party at the Hooters 
in Denham Springs, as part of their 
regular Tuesday Night Bike Night. A 
lot of people put a lot of effort into 
this Autumn 2018 Issue, so it was 
nice to have them all gathered in 
one place to celebrate.
 We especially have to thank 
Slydog Cycles, Kameron Alyn, LA 
RIDER TV, Sonny Wascom, Debbie 
Millet, and of course all the staff and 
management at Hooters.
             Even with the thunderstorms 
happening all around us and threats 
of a hurricane nearby, this was one 
of the best turnouts we’ve had, and 
luckily most of the rain went around 
us.
 Kameron was just terrific, 
posing for pictures, signing 
magazines and prints, and she even 
did a video interview for LA RIDER 
TV.  We were very fortunate to have 
this stunning young lady help out 
with theis issue.
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28293 S Frost Rd
Livingston, La

(225) 686-2121

http://www.crazydavesdaiquiris.com

David L 
Gaines
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 This is always the best show of the year. We 
have hundreds of pictures we can’t fit in print, the rest 
will be in a gallery on our website at 
http://www.louisianabiker.com
Additional photos by Steve Wolverton of Lone Wolf 
Revivals will be spread out through this issue.  
For more info, visit:
https://www.bigsleazyinc.com/




