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Rogue 22 LE MC

Back in 2016, there were rumors of a new LE MC
in the Northwestern part of Louisiana. I had no clue at
that time who was starting this new club, but of course
people were all saying, oh my geeze (and some were
probably not that nicely said), not another LE club…
groan! Later I learned it was John Frank Junior and
Butch Brewer who were the founders. Yes, John Frank
Junior is the son of the infamous John Frank; the John
Frank who was a Gray Ghosts and the Louisiana COC
(Confederation of Clubs) Commander from 2009 until
his passing Jan 4, 2016, who has had 2 articles in our
magazine, plus some mentions in other articles.
Today this LE MC is known and pretty well
respected in our area. I have known a few of them for
a long time, but I got to know more of them and some
even better at the Spring/Summer Fling on May 30,
2020. I had so much fun visiting with them and they
all treated me very well, not like an outsider. I had a
kitten with me whose mother had pushed him away;
he had been born only 12 hours before we went. It was
either take the kitten or not go at all. So me being me,
I took the baby with me and some helped to take care
of him while I took pictures, visited and ate. Speaking
of eating, they had quite the spread! They had crawfish
(does anything else really matter?), jambalaya, gumbo,
chicken and I can’t even remember what else! But I
digress…
Saturday, Sept 26th I had the opportunity to have a
sit-down with John Frank Junior. For future reference
in this article, I will refer to him as John Frank Junior
and his father will be referred to as John Frank.
So where did they come up with the name
Rogue22? Rogue, because they were on their own
having no support and not supporting anyone. The
22 is for the 22 Veterans who commit suicide every
day. The purpose of the club is “to support and shed
positive light on law enforcement and veterans, plus

brotherhood.”
The beginning of the club started with founders
John Frank Junior and Butch Brewer at a bar table at
Cougar’s in Bossier City. The two of them then brought
in Mike “Bull” Caples, David “Gypsy” Lowe & Timmy
Boudreaux. John Frank Junior wanted to start the club
due to his being inspired by his father, John Frank’s
love of club life and the motorcycle world. It was the
greatest thing that had ever happened to John Frank
and he wouldn’t have traded it. When John Frank
Junior lost his dad, he felt alone. There was a lot of time
they wasted, a lot of time that John Frank Junior didn’t
get to spend with his dad. So he started the club for the
brotherhood, to possibly feel what John Frank felt. The
club is now positively growing outside of the State of
Louisiana.
Rogue22 does benefits and has one coming up
soon for a mother of 3 who has several medical issues
which could be terminal. She is fighting back and is
doing a really good job. Her dream is to take her 3 kids
to Universal Studios and Rogue 22 wants to help her
fulfill this dream. The club also feeds the Bossier City
Police and the Bossier Parish Sheriff ’s Dept. to show
their support and appreciation.
Rogue22 has had their fair share of tragedies since
their conception:
Mike “Bull” Caples and his wife, Michelle Caples
were hit by a drunk driver who was going the wrong
way in a black jeep with no headlights. She was three
times over the legal limit and it was her 2nd DWI.
Over a year’s time, she went to court six times due to
continuances. She received no jail time, only citations;
she received a careless and reckless and a 2nd offense
DWI. She was fined $5000 with no jail time. Bull was
in the hospital for several months and Michelle was for
a month. They had two-million dollars ($2,000,000) in
medical bills. They were able to sue and did win, but
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it was just for a few thousand, which didn’t even touch
their medical bills or the loss of Bull’s leg and crushed
pelvis.
While going to a Christmas Party @ Silver Star Dec
2018, four Rogue22 members: Gypsy, Chief, Hammer
& Red were all hit by a young man who was texting
& driving when he ran the red light from the turning
lane at an intersection. At first, he told police he was
under age and didn’t have a license, but they learned
he was actually a 21 year old Air Force Airman. Gypsy
would lose his valiant fight to survive a few days later.
The Airman’s statement is one we hear way too often in
this world, “I didn’t see him.” The airman went to court
several times only to receive a careless and reckless
citation for $175. The bill for Gypsy’s life and the pain
and suffering of the other three members was only
$175.
At the time of this writing, Sept 28th there was
another accident that happened the day before. I don’t
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know the details and won’t ask until later. Nathan “Lil
Mo” Davis is in critical condition after an accident
during a club ride.
During the time I’ve gotten to know John Frank
Junior, one of the things I’ve learned about him is he
is very thankful to others for what they have done.
He specifically asked for these to be included in the
article. He wants to pay respect to the MC’s who paved
the way for Rogue22 to be able to wear their kutts
today; it’s the MC’s world and Rogue wouldn’t be here
today if it wasn’t for them. He is truly thankful for the
opportunity to fulfill a dream.
He is thankful for whom his father was and truly
respects everything John Frank had to go through to
get where he was, now more than ever. John Frank
Junior hopes one day he will be able to earn the respect
that his father had in this community. John Frank
Junior didn’t get to spend as much time with his father
as others did. When John Frank was sick and knew he

wasn’t going to make it, John Frank Junior asked his
father if he had any regrets; he answered yes, that he
didn’t get to spend more time with John Frank Junior.
But he also told John Frank Junior to not feel sorry for
him because John Frank had lived three lifetimes and
had good times. John Frank Junior wants to live up to
John Frank’s reputation – be humble.
John Frank Junior expresses how truly thankful and
grateful he is for his brothers, along with the courage
they have being with him. He states the only reason he
is here is because of them and he wouldn’t trade that
for anything.
When I asked John Frank Junior if there was
anything else he’d like to mention, he surprised me.
I’ve never had anyone ask to include me in an article,
which usually the writer isn’t mentioned, and it really
caught me off guard! Not to mention how much it
meant to me. So since he asked, I’m going to go off
of the norm (gosh, did I actually imply I do anything
normal or even that I am normal?) and follow his
wishes. So here is word for word what he said: “This is
just what I see when I read your magazine and being
around you, I am truly thankful that there is someone
who gives life to our stories. Without you, nobody
knows some of the good things that people do; they
just judge from a distance and I used to be one of those
people.” Not positive, but I do believe the writer might
have wiped a tear.
From John Frank Junior: “I would like to end
this article with my final statement. I have learned
many lessons in this journey in the MC world, not
all outlaws are criminals as people think and they
can be some of the most honest, loyal people you can
ever have in your life. Now I know what you meant
all these years, Daddy when you would tell me your
feelings for them and why you chose this life, now I
get it. And to the man who I respect and look up to so
much who said he was proud to call me a friend, the
honor is all mine my friend cause you have taught me
what respect, honor, and being a good man looks like
up close. Thank you for the lesson, Sir; I can only hope
I live up to you and my dad’s expectations one day.
You’re what we all should be in this MC world. Thank
you for your time.”
by Snoopy Conly
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River Cities Chapter BACA’s
Taste of Louisiana Cook-Off

River Cities Chapter BACA (Bikers Against Child
Abuse) held their annual Taste of Louisiana Cook-Off
at 3State Harley-Davidson in Bossier City on October
3rd. There were 6 teams: Combat Vets Motorcycle
Association (CVMA), Christian Motorcycle
Association (CMA), BACA Jumpstart, Brothers
Keepers MC, BACA Opie & Open Road Fellowship.
They had a great turnout, great food, the Tambria
Adams Band rocked the house & as always, great
fellowship.
The winners are as follows:
Brothers Keepers MC – Club Winner
Open Road Fellowship – Overall
BACA Opie – People’s Choice

Open Road Fellowship
Overall Winner

Brothers Keepers MC – Club Winner

1200 West Causeway Approach,
Suite 13
Mandeville, LA 70471
(985) 951-2140

EVERY
WEDNESDAY!

BACA Opie & Mudbug - People’s Choice

BACA Jumpstart
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Daisy Dukes in Mandeville began doing
Bike Nights every wednesday in 2020, And
they get a great turnout, with at least 90 bikes
counted one of the times we were there. The
food is great, proces are low, and the people
are terrific, both customers and staff.
After taking off for the winter, Bike Nights
are back in action. Daisy Dukes is very close to
the North end of the Causeway, so it’s a fairly
easy trip from anywhere from New Orleans,
to Slidell, to Baton Rouge. They are Club
friendkyand have live entertainment, prizes,
and other fun stuff. On other nights they do
Karaoke and have even shown drive-in movies
on the side of the building.
They have one of the best breakfasts on the
Northshore, that’s wirth the trip right there.
Come join us some time.

Jaylon
Bandido
Rockstone

Spider
On Lola
Bubba Blackwell
and the XR750

Lori Williams

Lolly

Susan

Frosty

Mike

https://www.facebook.com/KLRCustomJewelry

Arnaud and Katie
at Whiskey River

Roux Garoo
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Skylar and Lolly
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Alexis Alpha
And Big Blue

Some time last year, we got a message from a
woman who wanted to tell us about the new bike her
husband had just finished. We told her to send some
pictures, but we were totally surprised by what we
received.
The woman was Alexis Alpha, and this is the
bike her husband Tannis Alpha put together and
painted. They did the whole photo shoot together also,
and everything you see here is exactly as they sent it,
unedited except to fit the size of the magazine.
We’ve been wanting to feature family members
together for some time now... Couples, siblings,
Parents and kids, Grandparents... And this seems like a
great way to kick that off. Here we go:

Facts about Big Blue
-The bike is a 2013 Harley Davidson Road Glide
FLTRX
-30 in. Chip Foose custom wheel
-HHI Rake kit
-30 in wrap fender
-stretch gas tank, side covers, rear fender and
saddlebags with 8 in. speakers in lids
-All parts custom painted by Tannis Alpha
-Paint is silver base with airbrushing and House of
Kolor Kandy Blue on top with clear coat
-painted inner fairing
-16in. Yaffe Ape Hangers
-stage 1 heavy breather Harley Davidson air cleaner
-Slashcut Vance N Hines exhaust
-Vance N Hines race tuner
-custom fit low profile diamond stitched seat
-Custom Dynamics halo/LED headlights
-full LED Custom Dynamics tail lights and turn signals
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Bubba Blackwell
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Sportster, a V-Rod, and Baggers. He ended the stunt
show in a cloud of rubber smoke, holding a burnout
until the tire exploded. Then it was time to jump.
Then, it was time for the jump. Bubba fired up the
XR-750, and took a couple speed runs to get the feel
for the approach and landing areas, and then he took
off over a row of Jeeps. The jump was perfect. The
whole thing was over in a second, and the landing
was so smooth I didn’t even hear a thump as he came
down.
After the jump, Bubba stayed untill he had met
every person who waited around for him, signing
autographs and taking pictures. His new wife and baby
daughter were with him also. Since this jump, Bubba
has bought a new big rig and started his own trucking
company. As of now, he is not planning to jump again,
but you never know what might change. If this does
end up being his last jump, he went out in a big way.

On October 24, 2020, I took a trip to Hellfighters
USA in Laurel, MS, to see Bubba Blackwell Jump his
XR-750. This may very well be the last time anyone
ever jumps a Harley-Davidson ramp to ramp over a
bunch of cars, in the style of Evel Knievel.
Hellfighters USA is a great place, much more than
just a motorcycle dealership, and is worth the trop on
any day. This day, though, was a major event. With a
history spanning more than a quarter century, Bubba
has had an incredible career, we all knew it this would
quite likely be his last jump. Going back to the 1990s,
Bubba had broken all of Evel Knievel’s jump records,
and he did it the same way, In a Harley-Davidson.
Hellfighters USA was packed, I had to park several
blocks away and across a major street, and pack
my camera gear in. The event began with a stunt
show, with Bubba preforming burnouts and high
speed wheelies on a variety of Harleys, inclouding a
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Model: Heather Ann Hunter
Bike: Ivy Trosclair Custom

Brothers Keepers
Burn Run

by Snoopy Conly

On the weekend of October 9th-11th of 2020 the
Brothers Keepers MC (BKMC) held their first fullscale Burn Run of the year since the Covid-19 pandemic hit, in Jefferson TX. There have been scaleddown versions in other states with only Brothers
Keepers members. They brought $9000 from these
events and handed it over for the cause.
The BKMC 13th Longview & 18th Tyler hosted with
BKMC 1st Shreveport cooking and feeding hamburgers, brisket sandwiches, and Down Home Sausage to
literally hundreds, including volunteers. At least 75 to
100 members from 12 chapters were represented from
all over the US, including from Kentucky. There would
have been more if it hadn’t been for the deployment for
Hurricane Delta. Literally hundreds upon hundreds
of bikers from all walks, cages and random curious
people showed. There were bikes and cars parked in
alleys and on streets 4 block radius in every direction;
bikes were stacked in a way Jefferson has never seen
and Jefferson has seen a lot of bikes.
Besides vendors, poker run, bike games, etc… there
was also a 2020 Harley-Davidson Street Glide raffled,
which a retired fireman won, plus an AR-15 was also
raffled. The 50-50 had a pot total of $1200.
Between the Shreveport and East Texas Burn Runs
in the last 5 years, not counting 2020, the Brothers
Keepers have contributed a total of $500,000 to Camp
I’m Still Me.
ALL of the proceeds go to Camp I’m Still Me.
If you’re interested in this camp, go to http://www.
campimstillme.com/about_camp.html to learn more or
ask a Brothers Keeper.
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Silver Slipper Casino
Bike Give-Away

The Grand Prize Drawing Winner:
2020 Harley-Davidson Fat Boy
goes to Mr. Henry W. from Slidell, LA

The Silver Slipper Casino Hotel is my Mom’s favorite
place. Before Covid restrictions and some health
problems of her own, she used to go once or twice a
month. As part of their Players Club, Silver Slipper is
very generous with comping rooms and their great
buffet for her, and it’s an easy trip down the I-10, just
across the Mississippi state line. I know she’s planning
to go back as soon as her health improves.
The Silver Slipper hosts many Automotive and
Motorcycle events. A while back we covered a big show
held there by the Antique Motorcycle Club of America.
Their Rumble on the Coast is an ongoing affair with
Bikes and Cars, and they also have regular Bike Nights.
On top of all that, They give away cars and motorcycles
on a regular basis, Including a Harley-Davidson pretty
much every year since I’ve been going. On October 8th,
they were giving away this 2020 Harley-Davidson Fat
Boy with the 114 inch engine, after having just given
away a new Ford F-150 a week earlier.
Ashlie and I took the trip to the Silver Slipper, and
we had a great room near the top of the hotel, with a
view of the Gulf and the beach. We spent most of our
time playing the games after a great dinner, and then it
was time for the big give-away. The winner was onhand,
and wanted to only be identified as Henry W. from
Slidell. After taking the photos, Ashlie and I went back
to playing. It was a great night.

SATURDAY, MAY 22, 2021 AT 9 PM
Tambria Adams Band LiveA

FRIDAY, MAY 21, 2021 AT 9 PM
The Syndicate Live

SATURDAY, MAY 1, 2021 AT 8 PM TEAZUR, OUTSIDE
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Bayou Thunder Saloon
1910 Market St, ShrevePort, LA

(318) 848-7732

Hurricane Laura
I have close family members who live all over this
finicky state of ours. My daughter, her husband and
kids live in Lake Charles. So when we knew Cameron
and Lake Charles were going to take a direct hit, of
course I immediately started calling to see what their
plans were on the 25th and 26th, the 2 days before the
hurricane was to hit. I was worried about them plus
worried about friends down there also. My daughter
really did not want to leave her home, but once we
learned Laura had strengthened to a Cat 4, they
made plans to evacuate fast. They spoke to my son in
Colfax and decided to evacuate there with my son &
his family. For crying out loud, Colfax should be safe,
right??? It’s northeast of Alexandria, after all!
So while these two kids of mine and their families
had a great family reunion that night and stayed up late
playing games, Laura was on her path of destruction
on the coast. When I saw my friend Jocelyn right after,
she showed me a picture of their place and said, “This
is where our house used to be.” Unreal!
My family was having a great time and sometime
around 1 in the morning on the 27th is when the evil
hussy made it to Colfax and had just dropped from
a Cat 3 to a Cat 2 hurricane and hit them around
1 in the morning. At this time is when my oldest
granddaughter, Gracie woke up to the front door
opened from the wind and the rain. But it was around
4 the ugliness of Laura started to really show. At 6 that
morning, Laura showed them what a true bitch she
really was. My son, JC & daughter-in-law, Tristan were
trying to put a tarp back over Gracie’s when a tree fell.
They ran back in the house and they had trees falling
all around them. Thankfully, none landed on them, the
house or any vehicles. They lost shingles, had leaks and
lost electricity; but thankfully, they were all safe!
After the storming was over in Louisiana, they all
made the trek up to Loggy Bayou where my mother
has a big house. Laura was still angry by the time
she had made it to us; I guess she was upset because
Marco didn’t wait on her and was trying to find him.
Or maybe she was upset because Marco wussed out,
I don’t know! By the time she hit us up here in the
Northwest section though, she had just dropped from
a Cat 2 to a Cat 1. Areas around here lost trees, but we
did lose power. She had huffed and puffed herself so
much in Central and South Louisiana that by the time

By Snoopy Conly

she made it here, she wasn’t so tough. Here at Loggy
Bayou, we were on the very western edge of her, so it
really wasn’t bad.
So the kids all made their way up here, all 11 of
them total and we just had an even bigger family
reunion. Mama has a huge generator, so it was like she
hadn’t lost electricity. It turned out nicely, all things
considering, since my grandson Ashton’s 17th birthday
was the day after the hurricane, Friday the 28th. So we
had a nice birthday party for him. My Fontenot kids
made their way back home to Lake Charles on Sunday
the 30th. They had to creep home once they got to
Natchitoches and by the time they finally got to Lake
Charles, they were telling me how it looked like a war
zone.
Thankfully the house was still standing. They were
so lucky because so many people completely lost
homes and roofs. My family had only lost shingles, the
whirly things on top of their roof, and one window.
It could have been so much worse and thank God, it
wasn’t. They were without electricity for three weeks,
but they made do with a generator and two small air
conditioner units. My Colfax Family, JC, Tristan and
the girls were with us for a week total due to that’s how
long it took to get their power back on again. We were
without for four days, which it was hot, but nothing
compared to everybody else.
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Before the family left though, we got to celebrate
another birthday. Wednesday, Sept 2nd was my
youngest grandbaby, Kynlee’s 6th birthday. So we had a
little party for her too.
As bad as Laura was, so much good for our family
came out of it. My heart goes out to those who had
total destruction and especially lives lost. I know
not everybody had it as good as my family did. They
had angels watching over them and we know that!
But even some good came from these because they
were all helping each other. Food was being prepared
and handed out by different organizations and the
Bandidos handed out water.
The pictures I am sharing are the pictures taken by
my son-in-law and daughter, James & Stacey Fontenot.
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Day Tripping
with Mike Phillips

LeComte was a racehorse. When he got word that he
had been bought by a rich Englishman and was about to be
shipped to England, he started pawing the ground with his
right front hoof, repeatedly. Everyone thought he was just
showing off his skill at counting from 1-10.
But, what he was really doing was trying to tell folks that
he didn’t want to leave Louisiana because he had a thing
going with a young filly named Roxy. Unfortunately, no one
understood that, and they said he died from a cold on the
voyage across the Atlantic, but personally, I think it was a
broken heart.
He was named after Ambrose LeCompte, a well known
horse breeder, but LeComte, the horse’s name, didn’t have
a “p” in it. The town was named in honor of the racehorse,
LeComte, with no “p”, but when a railroad crew came
through and painted the town’s name on the depot, they
mistakenly put a “p” in it, and it’s been known as LeCompte
ever since.
The Louisiana owner of LeComte was James Madison
Wells, the 20th governor of Louisiana during the
Reconstruction period following the Civil War. He was
never convicted of any crimes while in office, which is quite
extraordinary in the annals of Louisiana politics.
Gov. Wells had several plantations and owned many
slaves, but he was a Union sympathizer. He was arrested by
Confederate officials because of his sympathies, but allowed
to remain on his plantation outside of Alexandria, LA.
After suggesting a method of how the famous
Confederate General Stonewall Jackson could be buried
in order to facilitate a faster trip to Hell, he decided that
it might be prudent for him to head for the woods. There,
he formed a band of Union partisans and began attacking
Rebel supply trains.
During the Reconstruction period, he was dismissed
as governor by General Sheridan, the Military Governor
of Louisiana and Texas, accusing him of being a “political
trickster and a dishonest man”.
Sheridan, whose hobby was firing governors, also
fired the Texas governor, as being “an impediment to the
reconstruction of the state”. He didn’t care much for Texas,
anyway, and had once stated, “If I owned Texas and Hell, I’d
rent Texas and live in Hell”. He was also known for another
famous quote, “The only good Indian is a dead Indian”.
Within a month of firing the Texas governor, President
Andrew Johnson fired him. Sheridan went on to fight
Indians and became the General of the Army of the United
States. He was also the ninth president of the NRA.
Now, what’s all this got to do with my ride, yesterday?
Well, practically everything. You see, I got to thinking
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about pie, as I occasionally do, because I like pie. Lea’s in
LeCompte is world famous for their pies. They ship them
everywhere. So, I thought I might ride down there and give
them another chance at pleasuring my palate. The last time I
was there, their cherry pie just didn’t do it for me.
As I entered town, I stopped at the only gas station
and filled up. I was salivating pretty heavy by this time,
even considering having an all pie lunch, which I’ve done
before, even though the low after the massive sugar high is
unmerciful sometimes. So, imagine my frustration when
I pulled up to the front door of Lea’s, noticing that the
parking lot was empty, and read the sign stating, “Closed on
Mondays”.
My journey to LeCompte started with an egg, bacon,
toast, hash browns breakfast in Haughton, at sunrise. Then,
east to Arcadia and south to Jonesboro, where I encountered
the huge plant belching smoke or steam or whatever into
the atmosphere. The sight is certainly impressive, but it’s the
odor that captures your attention the most.
Winnfield was the next stop, where I had hoped to say hi
to my friend, Gail Hindelang Shelton, owner of Uncle Earl’s
Cafe and the Pea Patch Gallery, but they were closed on
Monday, also.
Next stop was the riverfront in Pineville, where I took a
few pictures. I wanted to check out the fort there, but guess
what? Yep, closed on Monday.
From LeCompte, I rode to Forest Hill, searching for an
eating establishment, but finding none. Between Forest Hill
and Glenmora, are multitudes of flower and plant nurseries.
There seemed to be a goodly amount of horticulturing going
on thereabouts. And all the nursery signs that I took the
time to read stated that they were wholesale only, no retail
businesses.
At Fuzzies, in Glenmora, I had lunch, which consisted
of the old standbys of a cheeseburger and fries. It wasn’t
the best I’ve ever had nor was it the worst. I hate to really

say anything bad about it, because there’s a possibility I
was trying to compare that cheeseburger and them fries
to the pie(s) that my mouth missed out on, and that ain’t a
fair comparison. But, I will say that they were real nice and
friendly folks.
I headed north, staying on backroads, to Natchitoches,
where I expected to see lots of colorful azaleas and other
flowers on the riverfront. But, I was either too late in the
season, or the sub-freezing weather that we had last month
took a heckuva toll on the plants, because color was sparse
there. However, there was an old wagon on Front Street,
covered with tulips and irises, that was pretty neat, so I took
a few pictures.
Coming across the Red River at Coushatta, I spotted a
barge pushing its load upriver. Stopping at Lock & Dam #5,
I spotted two guys leaning on the hood of a pickup truck
drinking beer. It ain’t considered manly to sit inside your
truck and drink beer. It gives the impression that you’re
trying to hide something.
There was also a family at one of the covered picnic
tables, grilling something that smelled mighty good. I
thought about strolling over there kinda unconcerned-like
and asking “what’s cooking”, but, I’m too shy for that.
I made it back home right at sundown. It was a 450 mile
ride that I was in need of. The temperature ranged from
upper 50’s at the start to upper 80’s mid afternoon. Once
again, I’m thankful for the good Lord’s protection on this
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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Confederates MC
ThroDown GBNF

The year 2020 was a rough one with Covid-19,
lockdowns, hurricanes, etc… We’ve lost some famous
bikers and some well-known and respected in their
community bikers. The most recent here in North
Louisiana is when we lost Confederates ThroDown on
Labor Day, September 7th unexpectedly, twenty days
before his 58th birthday.
My cousin, Confederates Joker called me to let me
know and it was such a shock for everybody, not just
me, I don’t think I said anything at first. I don’t know
what was going through my head other than there
was something else to the story and it wasn’t what I
was hearing. I can only imagine how his brothers and
blood family reacted when they heard. It was just
surreal!
Confederates ThroDown aka Throw was about as
down to Earth and good-hearted as they come. If he
told you he loved you (and I was blessed to be one
of these) then he loved you, no ifs, ands or buts! I’ve
never known Throw to tell a lie. I’m sure at some
point, like we all have, he’s told a white lie to spare
someone’s feelings or protect someone. But, for him
to tell a flat-out lie? No! Throw was just an all-around
stand-up guy! I’ve never come across anyone who has
met Throw to not like the hell out of him. That’s just
the kind of guy Throw was. And I was always amazed
at how well he could sing when he had such a gravelly
voice and just the way he talked. We all loved how he
talked and all of his little sayings.
I asked for people in the community to send me
their thoughts and memories of Throw, but I especially
wanted Confederates Weaz’s. Weaz and Throw were
almost always together all of these years and they were
brothers in every sense of the word. I, and others I
spoke with that dreadful day, worried about Weaz. So
here are Weaz’s words and I am leaving it just as he
typed it and if you know Weaz, you’ll read it in his
voice whether you mean to or not.
“I remember me and Throw was out ridin one
evenin headed from Ruston to Shreveport.. It was
down in the 30’s that evenin and we was wrapped
up and leathered out and we would stop at the truck
stop casinos along the way and go in and warm up,
smoke a cig, have a cup of free coffee... So we walk in
one of them with ice hangin off our whiskers and our
ponytail.. As we walk in the lady workin there said..

Bet it’s cold on those motorcycles huh?... And Throw
said... What motorcycles??? The lady turned red in the
face and was all embarrassed for a sec or 2.. We laughed
about that for a few yrs..
Throw would always say.. Thats how me and Weaz did
it before we went to reform school... We learned how to
reshape stuff there... That was before we went to prison..
But you know we was never in either place... But a lot of
folks would believe him..
And when a lot of the club was ridin somewhere in a big
pack... Everybody would be talkin and foolin around
and Throw would call out... Regulators... Let’s rock
out... And everybody would hurry over and start gettin
helmets and stuff on to roll out..
Another of his sayings was “ You heard”... Kinda like
when folks say ya know what Im talkin about?? Throw
would say you heard??
Usually this would happen in a lil store over at the
spinning toy rack... He’d say ‘Awwwe looook... Hand
cuffs...’. And ya know they was plastic.. And eerbody in
the store would look around..”
I asked Weaz if he wanted folks to know what kind
of person Throw was, what he would say to them. His
answer was perfect and so true!
“He was tough as nails if ya made him mad.. But that
would take a lot.. Other than that he was the life of the
party or the one who could make anybody laugh.. He
loved to sing even to the cashier in a store in some town
we had never been to before.. He was my long time
friend and my Brother.. And I love him and miss the
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hell out of him.. But look forward to ride with him again
in the Forever Chapter on the roads with no potholes..
Gone But Never Forgotten..”
Memories from other Confederates:
Confederates Wild Bill said he and Confederates Slim
‘stole some “maters” out of Throws garden.. They had a
great conversation that day.. GBNF..” ‘
Confederates Hank said, “Whenever Throw saw him he
would holler “Hanky Panky” really fast 3 times..”
Confederates Joker said Throw never passed up one of
those sliding coin machines. You know, the ones where
you can get some cheap toy inside the little eggs. He
would have a handful of quarters and dump every one
of them in it. His 2 favorite sayings were “looky look”
and “Where’s the babes?”
From SuzyQ
“We were at union clubhouse just talking away.
Michael Ray came in and said ‘Thro listen’. He played
I Feel a Good One Coming On by Blackberry Smoke.
I am so proud to say I was with him when he heard his
first Blackberry Smoke. He was so hooked. That is what
Michael Ray created.”
From Sherry House Taylor
Cotton and I have known Throw Down “Mark” for
way over 30 yrs. He was an awesome friend/family to
us. He will be missed so much. Loved to hear him sing,
he was the life of a party for sure! He had the kindest
heart ever!! Love and miss you my friend!”
Throw will be deeply missed, this is all too surreal! He
was one of a kind and loved by many. He may be gone,
but he will never be forgotten!!!
by Snoopy Conly
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& PBOL Chelsea
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& PBOL Kim
7-4-2020

Bandido Eric
& PBOL Krystal
9-19-2020
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