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dig it

The orange and black colors showed up first at be-ins and other

large gatherings. We could see the bikes cruising our streets and rolling
down the freeway; we could see that something new was happening, but nobody
secmed to know too much about the men who wear the colors or what their trip
actually is.

You are witnessing a verbographic-photo project on the Scul Brothers.
They ride motorcycles. All kinds of motorcycles--titanic Harley '74s jumping
straight from psycho-scientific epics by William §. Burroughs to long lean
snake machines that dazzle the eye and give the Angels something to think about.

The word is loose. Describing a state of being and alsa a way of life:
it's the kind of feeling you get walking into the Happy Five from the fading
afterncon sun. The Happy Five serves as headquarters and social stomping grounds;
it's a cavernous, dimly lit, lazyfriendly kind of piace on University Avenue
in East Paly. You step up to the bar; there's a few of the brothers shooting
pool and sipping beer; Aretha is wailing out of the juke box; some beautiful
black chicks slide in and out occasionally: the bikes are out front, one straight
line, wheels turned to the East.

Behind the bar sits the moving forece of the club, a man named Heavy. He is.
His official title is Road Captain
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Man, we had a ecat called Grapes. Bein' upfront. Dude comes
Yeh, that's his name. His -~ f/ in hete, he comes of &
real name is Elroy; e yd his own free will,
but that man kﬁ

And when he comes in, we together,
Evervhbody has soul. Some
just have to dig a
little harder
to find it.

couldn't walk out

his door without gettin' drunk.
Well he finally bought
himself a Harley 74 and
he ain't took a drink since.
Havin' a bike is better than

booze: Soul Brothers turned
his head--and that's truth, solid.

Both soul and bikes are available in large quantities with the Soul Brothers;

they ride as a wixed club--blacks and greys moving side by side. These are warm,
righteous people who dig motorcycles and dig each other. A bit of fast talking
and an ounce of care have served to keep the Man in his place; and relations
with other cycle clubs are cordial. No hassles is the order of the day.
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