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Introduction

Looking back on my life now that I’m in my mid-sixties, it’s easy to see the good, the bad, and the ugly. Some of the choices I made were good, some were bad, and some downright reckless. Some of my decisions had consequences, while others didn’t. Part of my behavior was inherited and part of my behavior was learned. I realize and accept I’m psychologically skewed, and the primary reason is deeply rooted in my dysfunctional childhood.

Raised by my adopted mother and father—an alcoholic who didn’t have the capability to love or care for a child—in an environment devoid of nurturing, the situations I experienced in my developmental years impacted me throughout my entire life and left me constantly searching for my identity.

The lack of affection I experienced during childhood was compounded by the constant arguing that occurred between my adopted parents on a daily basis, as well as my adopted father’s increasing lack of interest as I got older.

The heavy burden of childhood I carried was hidden away for decades and never discussed with family or close friends. During my journey from troubled adolescent to outlaw biker the signs of dysfunctionality were plain to see as I traveled the road of life, but I was deliberately oblivious.

After I met my biological father in 1994 and got to know him well, I realized he was also psychologically skewed from a dysfunctional childhood. His emotional capabilities were also compromised, leaving him self-centered and unable to love or care for another human being.

Over the years I’ve often wondered about the origins of my dysfunctionality. Is the primary cause of my psychologically skewed mind the result of inherited behavior, learned behavior, or a combination of both?

Another unusual aspect of my life—until I was 44 years old—was the type of women I was attracted to and enjoyed being with, for almost all of them had a common trait. They suffered some type of abuse during their childhood and/or had low self-esteem. Because I was around strip joints on a daily basis, as well as involved in the management and ownership of the dance halls, a lot of these women were strippers. 


I never realized this characteristic until my daughter’s therapist pointed it out one day in 1998. She said, “It’s obvious that you have dated the same type of female over and over again your entire life. You must change the selection pool from which you choose your women, or you’ll never have a healthy relationship.”


Although it took a few days for that conversation to sink in I soon realized she was correct. It was a revelation that caused me to reconsider the appealing attributes of the females I dated in the future.

Did I date strippers, women who had suffered childhood abuse, and women that had low self-esteem because of my psychologically skewed mind? And if so, was it the result of inherited behavior, learned behavior, or a combination of both?

The primary reason I’ve sought acceptance my entire life has eluded me. Have I sought acceptance because I never had a positive male role model during childhood and my adopted father repeatedly told me I’d never amount to anything, or maybe it was the result of being abandoned by my birth mother the day I was born and spending the first six months of my life in an orphanage?

You are about to embark on a strange trip into a world you couldn’t possibly imagine, but before you dive in to my chronicles please be advised that it’s my intention to provide you with a more accurate portrayal of a typical motorcycle club member than what you’re accustomed to. I hope my life experiences will bring you a much clearer perception as to what an outlaw biker really is, and why he—or she—is an outlaw biker.

The majority of the world’s motorcycle club members are legitimate hardworking men that rarely cause anyone problems. Contrary to the meth-addicted violence prone image regularly portrayed by the media, most of today’s outlaw bikers are productive contributing members of society that love motorcycles and the lifestyle, and the only thing they’re guilty of is having too much fun on the weekends.

While exploring my tumultuous world, you’ll take an extraordinary journey into the hostile environment where I lived for almost thirty years as a member of—or closely associated with—major outlaw motorcycle clubs worldwide. The majority of the time I was gainfully employed, but simultaneously lived most days as if every day was a holiday—living that way was mandatory in the traditional biker lifestyle I maintained. 


​As a full patched member and national officer first with the Rogues motorcycle club and then with the Bandidos motorcycle club, I regularly traveled the world. Along the way I authored books about the outlaw biker lifestyle; produced television shows that have been seen all over the world; spent time in prison; and bought, sold, built and repaired hundreds of Harleys.


During my life I also managed a rock band; owned a construction management company; produced, recorded and manufactured four record albums of songs I wrote; bought, sold and flipped residential real estate properties; raised a beautiful daughter; and married the most beautiful woman I’ve ever known, my Conquistadora.


​This is my story, written in my own words over the last eighteen years. I apologize in advance if you find the writing style crude or immature, but please understand I’m an outlaw biker, not a literary master who has benefited from creative writing or journalism classes at university.



I truly hope that you enjoy the journey while you read both volumes of Searching For My Identity. Volume 1 of my memoir—from the sixties to January of 2001—is The Chronological Evolution Of A Troubled Adolescent To Outlaw Biker. Volume 2—from January of 2001 to December of 2020—is The Chronological Evolution Of An Outlaw Biker On The Road To Redemption.


Don’t ever forget you’re the master of your destiny, always believe in yourself and ride safe!

Edward “Connecticut Ed” Winterhalder

January 2022

Chapter 1

The Very Beginning

June 1955 To September 1967

The day after I was born in the summer of 1955 my birth mother gave me up for adoption and I was sent to a foster home. At the time my biological father had no idea what was going on—my mother was in the process of getting divorced from him, and they had no contact with each other. As soon as he became aware of my fate my father petitioned the court in Hartford for custody but was unsuccessful. I’ve often wondered if this inauspicious beginning contributed to the path I took in life—adventure, recalcitrance, and misadventure—which eventually led to the world of outlaw bikers.

Six months later I was adopted by Warren and Helen (Dolly) Winterhalder. The childless couple resided in Hamden, a quiet suburb of New Haven, Connecticut. Warren was a World War II veteran and business forms salesman, and his wife a homemaker. I spent the first few years of my life playing in the backyard of our Gorham Avenue home, and attended kindergarten nearby.

Not long after I turned six we moved to a brand-new house in the center of a middle-class neighborhood in Northford, a town of less than one-thousand residents. A thirty-minute drive from Hamden, our new home was a three-bedroom, split-level house on Carlen Drive, which was a cul-de-sac. On the north side of the turnaround area at the end of the street was a pond, on the south side a large field where the neighborhood kids played baseball and football, and between the pond and field was a basketball hoop. The pond had a man-made dam, and there was a narrow bridge over the dam just wide enough for a human or bicycle to cross.

My earliest memory of the neighborhood was my mom allowing me to walk our dog, Skeeter, for the first time. I had to work hard to convince her that I could handle the canine, which weighed about as much as I did. Not long after Dolly handed me the leash Skeeter must have seen a cat, and the chase was on. I must have looked like a flag on a flagpole as the dog dragged me across the cul-de-sac. By the time she got Skeeter to stop running, I had suffered my first case of serious road rash. My pants and shirt were ripped open and I was a mess, bleeding all over the place.

In September of 1961 I started first grade at the William Douglas elementary school in Northford. I was nothing special, just another new kid on the block, but I did manage to get run over by a bunch of fifth graders playing football at recess time, causing my left leg to fracture below the knee.


When I was eight-years old I transferred to another school in Northford, along with every other student who had completed second grade. My only memory of the Stanley T. Williams elementary school is when president John F. Kennedy was assassinated on November 22nd  of 1963. All the teachers were crying and the children were dismissed an hour early—school was even closed for the next few days. Everyone I knew was excited to be out of school until we found out that every TV channel had nothing on except news about the murder.


One day I was exploring the woods on the other side of the pond and discovered a yellow jacket hornet’s nest in a hollow at the base of a tree. I was fascinated with the little creatures, but not knowing a thing about them, I put my hand into the tree to see what would happen. It didn’t take long to find out, and as a result of my stupidity I was stung more than fifty times. It took my mom an hour to pull out the stingers and apply baking soda to my wounds.


By the time fourth grade rolled around I had figured out that I was smarter than most of the other kids. I was basically a straight A student, and spent a lot of time reading. Although I liked to read, I also loved watching television. Among my favorite shows growing up were Bonanza, Wagon Train, Route 66, and Mission Impossible. I found out years later that my biological father was an actor on Wagon Train—there I was glued to the television set, unknowingly watching my real father acting in one of my favorite westerns.             


I soon developed a fascination with Myron Floren, who played accordion on the Lawrence Welk show, and as a result convinced my parents to let me take accordion lessons at the Betty Revegno music studio in Wallingford. Eighteen months later I was lucky enough to win first place in a state competition for ten-year old accordion players, but soon discovered the instrument wasn’t very hip—I decided the guitar was a much better choice.

My mom and dad wouldn’t let me have a guitar or take guitar lessons, so I continued my accordion lessons just so I could learn from a guitar teacher at the studio. I would go there early, and she would let me sit in the room and watch the sessions. After my accordion lesson I was able to borrow a school-owned guitar and practice what I had learned. It would be years before I could put all those guitar lessons to work, but I eventually did.

Until September of 1966 my life was fairly normal, with the exception that most of the neighborhood kids ostracized me for being intelligent. Like most kids my age I wasn’t good at sports, and failed miserably when given the opportunity. Despite the fact, I joined an organized Little League baseball team for a year and got to warm the bench, play outfield and second base. At an early age it was obvious playing sports was clearly not my forte and I moved on to bigger and better things.

When I was ten my entrepreneurial spirit began manifesting itself—I started shoveling snow, mowing lawns, and helping out at a dairy farm that bordered the neighborhood. The work didn’t pay much, but provided enough money to purchase vinyl LP records from my favorite musical artists at the local discount store.

A favorite pastime of mine was watching new houses get built in the neighborhood. This was the era of urban sprawl, and houses were going up left and right. For reasons unknown to me at the time I was fascinated with the construction process—it was as if building was ingrained in my soul. Thirty years later I learned that my biological father, grandfather, and great-grandfather were all master builders and carpenters. The apple definitely doesn’t fall far from the tree, and I eventually followed in their footsteps. 

It was around this time that my parents told me I was adopted—this revelation changed my perspective on life in general. Although initially I was a little surprised when I heard the news, the stark reality of the situation explained a lot of things. Although the thought had crossed my mind, now I knew for sure why I was so different from my adopted parents in appearance, mentality and character.

The constant bickering that had been occurring in my home on a daily basis for as long as I could remember also had a profound impact on my childhood, and still does today. Warren would start drinking as soon as he got home from work, and then start arguing with Dolly shortly thereafter. My adopted parents would quarrel about everything, even mundane issues like the location of ornaments on the Christmas tree. They argued before dinner, during dinner, and after dinner—it never stopped. In the summer of 1966 I started avoiding the situation by not coming home after school, and eating dinner at a friend’s house whenever I could.

My adopted father was an average man who carried a lot of emotional baggage from the sudden death of his father when he was twelve. In hindsight I suppose it’s likely that Warren was self-medicating, but I was too young to understand the concept. Although my mom was proud of my high intellect, my dad resented it. One time he got very upset when I managed to put together a Christmas present I received—Warren had been unable to assemble the toy and must have been embarrassed, because he never bought me another present that required assembly.

Until this time I didn’t have any close friends, and loneliness was my constant companion. Music was an escape mechanism that allowed me to avoid the reality of my home life, but that was no longer keeping me pacified. I was beginning the search for my identity, but didn’t know it.

I was transferred to the junior high school in North Branford for the start of sixth grade in September of 1966. Northford was part of North Branford, and I had to travel about five miles on the bus to get to school, which I thought was a long way to travel!

The sixth graders from North Branford were different, and I soon fell into what some would say was the wrong crowd. These kids didn’t mock me for being smart, or condemn me for my lack of talent on the sports field. They accepted me as one of their own, and soon I was one of the group’s leaders and main instigators. My new friends were from the ‘other side of the tracks’, but I felt at home with them for reasons I didn’t understand. Since I had been raised as an only child all my life, it’s quite possible that for the first time I felt what it was like to have brothers.

During my sixth-grade year I went through a massive amount of change. Until then I had been a model student and diligent son, but now I was starting to question all types of authority and developed new friendships that would have a monumental impact on me. The first and foremost was Peter “Pete” Hansen. Pete was the sixth of seven sons, and he was my age. He had two older brothers that I knew of then, Walter “Walt” Hansen and Harry “Skip” Hansen. They were all big, tough kids with serious reputations for not taking shit from anyone.

Pete and I did a lot of stupid things together the next few years, none of which made our parents proud. We found it easier to skip school and get in trouble, than to do our homework. We became the best of friends and were almost inseparable. After sixth grade ended in June of 1967 Pete ran away from home. I hid him in the woods, about two miles from my house, in an abandoned campground near a train track. Our immature plan was for him to hop the train, which was supposed to take him to a land of pleasure somewhere, but he overslept and missed the train.


When I caught up to Pete the next morning his big brother Walt was closing in. As we were crossing a huge sand pit going to who knows where, we saw his brother driving toward us from a mile away. Pete and I hid in the bushes at the side of a creek while Walt stopped the car on the other side, less than fifty feet away. Not realizing the two of us were nearby, Walt started hollering for Pete and then shouted, “If you can hear me, you better go home now!” If Walt had caught him, I’m sure Pete’s ass would have been grass.


By this time I was totally disgusted with the accordion, and to my parents’ dismay had quit taking lessons as well as practicing. Making money had become one of the most important things in my life, for I had figured out that having money made the world go around. The summer before, when I was eleven, I had worked hard mowing about twenty lawns every week using my dad’s older Simplicity riding lawn mower. The Simplicity was a novelty and I felt like the king of the hill racing around on the machine, but at the end of the season the engine gave up and died from my abuse. The fact that I drove the mower like a hotrod no doubt helped it along to its final resting place on the scrap heap.

Wanting to teach me a lesson I’d never forget (which he did), Warren went out and bought himself a brand-new riding lawn mower at my expense. To my horror he spent every dime I had saved from mowing lawns, so I had basically worked all summer for free. I was upset, and vowed to find another source of income.

Although I still cut one or two lawns on my day off, the summer of 1967 I went to work at a local dairy farm. Two things happened at the dairy farm that summer that made me much smarter—two things I’ve never forgotten. There was a cow on the milking line that I was never supposed to milk. The foremen called her Linda, and he had warned me to never to go anywhere near her, for the cow had an attitude. One day while the foreman was gone, I worked my way down the line as I always did with the automated milking machine until I got to Linda. But this time, since I had worked there for a while, I thought that I had enough experience and confidence to take on the bovine.

When I hooked the suction tube to one of her teats, Linda kicked me in the chest so hard that it knocked the wind out of me and cracked a rib. I landed in a fresh pile of shit in the trough behind her, and because the cow had knocked the wind out of me, I was unable to move. To complicate matters Linda then pissed all over me. I almost lost it there that day, but fortunately the foreman came back just in time—he saved my life, but not my dignity.

The second lesson I learned later that summer involved feeding the newborn cows. It was my job to feed them every morning when I got to work, and every evening just before I went home. The most important aspect was to never feed them too much food, for calves are capable of eating continuously and have no way of knowing when to stop.

In a natural setting the mother controls their eating limits by refusing the calf any more milk. One evening I forgot to remove the source of nourishment at the allotted time, and the next morning one of the calves was dead. Although I was only making fifty cents an hour at the time, I had to pay fifty dollars for the calf that died. My oversight cost me two weeks of pay, and I promptly quit as soon as the debt was paid in full. Once again I was upset at myself, and vowed to never be that stupid again.

I immediately found employment at a vegetable farm owned by the father of a friend. The job was a lot easier because migrant workers handled the majority of the dirty work. I learned to drive an old six-cylinder flatbed truck which was used to collect boxes of harvested vegetables. Even though the Chevy had a standard transmission and required clutching to shift gears, I soon found that driving came naturally. The money I made there enabled me to buy everything I wanted until school started.

Chapter 2

The Very Beginning

September 1967 To September 1971

Seventh grade was the beginning of the end for me. School was a breeze and I was bored to no end. I had firmly established myself in the crowd of troublemakers that ran the school, not through brawn but with intelligence. In the fall of 1967 Pete and I skipped school and went walking aimlessly, looking for trouble. We ended up at a Forte’s Market grocery store where we intended to purchase some cigarettes, but instead my eyes caught the welcome sight of a car that had been left with the keys dangling in the ignition. I wasted no time climbing into the car, starting it up and taking off down the street. Pete, making a wise decision, refused to join me for the joyride.

It was the adventure of a lifetime for a twelve-year old, and eventually found myself back in Hamden, about three miles from my old home on Gorham Avenue. I was barely tall enough to see over the steering wheel, so it wasn’t a surprise when an observant police officer noticed me driving at a school crossing. After being transported to the Westbrook barracks of the Connecticut state police, my embarrassed father came to get me. Although I endured the long ride home that day, from then on it was all downhill, and things at home got worse every day.

Somehow or other I made it through the seventh grade in spite of all the trouble the stolen car had gotten me into. There was a constant need to satisfy an itch, and the itch needed to be scratched. I was always in search of a challenge and something to stimulate my intelligence. Stealing cars became the answer, and a habit that was impossible to quit. The adrenaline rush was intoxicating, almost like a fresh breath of air, and the aura of invincibility was almost as powerful as the crime. As a bonus, the parameters of my playing field had grown twenty-fold; I could now travel easily more than twenty miles from my home.

I turned thirteen in June of 1968 while Pete’s older brother Skip was in Vietnam fighting the war. Pete and I had the whole world by the balls—we had discovered girls, and I was fascinated with one in particular who was my neighbor. Marcia and I were experimenting with sex on a regular basis, and having her next door was no less than convenient. Pete and I used to laugh when the guys our age talked about sex, because we were having sex regularly while our friends were only dreaming about it.

It was the time of bad ass muscle cars, and by now I was an expert when it came to stealing them. Almost every weekend Pete and I enjoyed some type of Chevrolet hotrod that I had stolen, but sometimes I went after mundane vehicles when nothing else was available. On rare occasions we dismantled the cars and sold some of the parts to a local salvage yard. Every once in a while we would beat the car up with sledgehammers, and sell what was left for scrap. I was also regularly sneaking my dad’s car out after my parents went to sleep, and then sneaking it back in the garage before they woke up in the morning.

Eighth grade went by real fast. I passed all of my subjects with flying colors, and before I knew it, the summer of 1969 was upon us. There was a huge music festival in Woodstock, New York that was about peace and love, which I didn’t attend, and an American astronaut landed on the moon, which everyone watched on television.

At the annual carnival in North Branford that year a monumental event occurred that would alter my life forever. While hanging out watching girls with a few of my friends, I heard this loud, unusual sound, which can only be described as a rumble. A pack of Harley choppers pulled up and parked close to where I was standing. The bikers were members of the local motorcycle club from New Haven, but they had two Hells Angels with them.

I had never seen or heard of the Hells Angels and was completely taken in by the outlaw bikers, who represented the epitome of coolness and attitude. The way they parked their bikes, the way they dismounted, and the way they walked projected sheer confidence with a message attached that said ‘don’t fuck with me’. The winged death’s head emblem the two Angels wore on the back of their sleeveless blue jean jackets—I didn’t know they were called patches or colors at the time—made them look like harbingers of trouble.

I was mesmerized by the aura of power and intimidation the outlaw bikers projected, and noticed how everybody stepped aside as if they were celebrities. In awe of their beautiful Harleys, I vowed silently that I would someday have a motorcycle just like the choppers I was looking at. I had just discovered a reason for living, and knew that I was going to become an outlaw biker some day!

One night later that summer I took my dad’s 1967 Pontiac Lemans for a final ride to freedom—I was tired of all the arguing at home and determined to find greener pastures. Pete and I broke into an Elk’s Lodge to finance a trip to Florida, and with two girls and a friend along for the ride, we headed south on Interstate 95. The five of us made it all the way to South Carolina, almost one-thousand miles from home, before we ran out of money and gas.

While siphoning fuel from a car in a rural neighborhood we were noticed by a police officer and arrested. All of us were incarcerated at the Orangeburg County Jail in Orangeburg, South Carolina, while we waited for Pete’s father, my father, and the father of one of the girls to come get us. I can assure you that the twenty-mile ride home from the Westbrook State Police barracks two years before paled in comparison to this nine-hundred mile ride home; this journey was a nightmare! When we finally got home I was read the riot act and grounded for a year—that, however, only lasted a few days before I just ignored the mandate and snuck out as usual by jumping out of my bedroom window.

It was September of 1969 when I started ninth grade at North Branford High School. I was now fourteen-years old and extremely intelligent for my age, but channeled all that brilliance into the wrong things. On one of the first days of school Pete and I were walking down the hall when some smart aleck senior made a negative comment about the Hansen family and asked Pete if he was related. Pete responded the only way he knew—he proudly told the senior that he was Skip and Walt’s little brother, and then proceeded to kick the shit out of him. Somehow or other we avoided the teachers who came running to investigate the commotion, and made it to class without getting in trouble.

It was during the ninth grade that things went from bad to worse. My history class was held on the second floor and the teacher’s name was Haskell—everyone hated him. Every day after entering the classroom, weather permitting, he opened the windows. One day Pete and I unscrewed the hinges on one of the windows and carefully placed the window back into its locked position. When the teacher opened the window, the window and frame fell out. The window hit the ground below with a thundering explosion, and it was all we could do to keep from laughing.

On the first really warm day in the spring of 1970 the queues at the drinking fountains in the school were backed up forever. There was no way Pete and I could get a drink, and we definitely weren’t willing to wait in line. We did the next best thing—we turned off the water to the entire school. In the process of hanging out on the hillside before and after school each day, we had discovered the main water shutoff for the entire school located in an underground concrete box.

All we had to do was open the door to the concrete box, and turn a giant gate valve about twelve inches across. Since we had previously broken the lock on the door in the process of determining what the lock prevented us from accessing, turning off the water was a piece of cake. When we went back inside the school Pete and I were quite amused—there wasn’t enough water pressure to power the drinking fountains, and the thirsty students were complaining to anyone who would listen.

Although my reputation as a car thief was well-known in the area by the time I turned fifteen, I was also becoming quite an accomplished auto mechanic. I seemed to have a natural ability when it came to things mechanical, and loved tinkering with cars. Some of my older friends let me work on their vehicles, and I learned a lot in the process. I knew that as soon as I was old enough, I would seek out some kind of mechanic’s job, preferably at a Chevrolet dealership. Later in life I found out why—my biological grandfather on my mother’s side had been a mechanical engineer—apparently the mechanical aptitude was in my genes.

My tenth-grade year was my last full year in high school. I was bored out of my mind with the drivel that was being taught in my classes. Although I had already completed geometry and algebra, and was starting to learn trigonometry, I was uninterested. For the first time in my life I had fallen in love, and my new girlfriend was all I could think about. I had met Cathy at a church-sponsored dance—she was a year younger than me, cute as could be, and a freshman at my high school. 

I spent many an evening hitchhiking across town just to be with her for an hour or two. Cathy lived right across the street from the Bondo factory, and I still think of her after all these years every time I’m in a body shop, because Bondo is a trade name for a compound used to smooth out damaged auto body panels. I dated Cathy for the better part of two years, and like every other kid that age, thought that we would be together for the rest of our lives. I stretched our relationship to the breaking point by abusing her emotionally and mentally, and my youthful dream to be with her until the end of time was shattered.

Just before Thanksgiving I got caught in a stolen car again. I had borrowed a Mercury station wagon from the owner, but kept it way too long and had started to believe the car was mine. I liked the station wagon because it didn’t stick out like a sore thumb like the muscle cars did, but time wasn’t on my side.

When a police officer recognized the car as belonging to the local pharmacy owner, I was busted. Inside the car, to complicate my situation, was a plethora of stolen items taken in a slew of residential burglaries. My goose was cooked and I knew it. Off to jail I went, but this time I kept going. I wound up at the juvenile detention center on Orange Street in New Haven, where I stayed until just after the new year. When I promised I would stay out of trouble and never return, the judge released me to the custody of my parents after spending more than a month in a real prison environment.

The promise I made to get out of jail only lasted a few months. Late in my sophomore year in high school, with my grades failing and my attention who knows where, I sealed my fate one day before math class. One of the guys I hung out with had a M-80 firecracker that was supposed to be the equivalent of a small piece of dynamite, and he dared me to light it and put it in the toilet in the boy’s lavatory. Not being a chicken, but obviously lacking common sense, I lit the M-80 and tossed it in, flushing the toilet simultaneously. I figured the water would snuff out the fuse, and the flush would wash away the evidence.

This time I wasn’t as smart as I thought I was—before I negotiated the bathroom door a huge explosion rocked the school, and pieces of porcelain showered me as I bolted through the doorway. I went to my next class hoping for the best and expecting the worst, but it didn’t take long for the consequences of my actions to materialize. Five minutes after class started the phone rang, and I was on my way to the office. By this time the principal was sick of me, and was looking for any excuse to expel me from school. This was the opportunity he had dreamed of, and he spared no time in suspending me for the rest of the school year.

Once again my parents were extremely disappointed in my behavior, but by now had resigned themselves to the fact that I was going to do whatever I wanted. They knew there wasn’t much they could do about it—I was definitely out of control.

In danger of going back to the custody of the state of Connecticut for more rest and relaxation, I feverishly worked my butt off to pay for the toilet I had blown up. I still can’t believe that the high school failed to press criminal charges, and instead elected to let me study at home and work to pay off the plumbing bill. But work I did, and by the time the school year was over, the repair bill had been paid and my grades were sufficient for me to start the eleventh grade, in spite of the fact that I had missed almost sixty days of school.

I turned sixteen in June of 1971, and a driving inspector at the Connecticut Department of Motor Vehicles issued me a driver’s license in spite of all the trouble I’d been in. With four years of driving experience behind me, I passed the exam on my first try with flying colors.

I spent the first part of the summer working at a car wash but hated every minute. When a job opening to pump gas at a local ARCO gas station in Northford came around, I jumped at the opportunity. Back then we called gas Ethyl, and I told everybody I knew sarcastically that I was pumping Ethyl for a living. I saved up enough money to buy my first legitimate car for three-hundred dollars, but promptly blew the engine in it three weeks later.

Later that summer Pete moved up the shore with his family to a small seaside town called Old Saybrook. His mom and dad had a boat not far from there in the town of Westbrook, and I started going there almost every weekend. When Pete’s parents were at the boat, we had the house to ourselves—if his parents were at home, then we had the boat to ourselves. Both locations provided us with abundant opportunities to play house with our girlfriends, or a place to hang out with the guys.

In the fall I got talked into going back to school for what would have been my junior year, and the principal allowed me to return. By now I was a legend at school, but knew that the first sign of trouble would be my doom. It only took a few days and some slacker called me out during lunch hour. The fight was on, and an hour later I was history, permanently expelled from high school for the rest of my life. At that point I didn’t really care—it felt as if a huge monkey was finally off my back, and I knew that there were bigger and better things waiting for me somewhere down the road.

Chapter 3

Working For A Living & The US Army

October 1971 To March 1973

In spite of all the hell I had put my parents through in the last five years of my life, my adopted dad was the one who came to my rescue when I was permanently expelled from high school. Warren had a friend and business acquaintance who owned a truck body installation company, and my dad talked him into hiring me. As a bonus, Connecticut Truck & Trailer in North Haven was only fifteen minutes from my parent’s house. In October of 1971 I started working there as a garage helper, in charge of cleaning up the shop and every other crappy job no one was willing to do. Everybody expected me to last no more than a few weeks, but I did.


​Working at Connecticut Truck & Trailer was a riot, and the shop mechanics and welders there loved to have fun. It was not unusual for the shop to come to a grinding halt for a snowball fight. The mechanics would sometimes load their creepers (a board on wheels used by a mechanic to lie on) with snow, then roll the creepers back inside the shop, and the battle was on.


It also wasn’t unusual for a welder to have the belt of his pants hooked to the overhead crane from behind while he was welding, and then the crane operator would lift him just inches off the ground, where the welder was left to dangle for ten minutes. A truck hood would often be shut while a mechanic was inside the engine compartment working, without the engine running, and he would be left there for a while banging on the inside of the hood, waiting for someone to let him out.


​I loved working there—before long I taught myself how to weld and was allowed to do tasks no one wanted to do, such as repairing the hydraulic cylinders in the back of a garbage truck while it was still loaded with garbage. To facilitate the repair of a hydraulic component, sometimes I had to lay in garbage for hours. Maggots would be crawling all over me and the smell was beyond belief.
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