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  It was actually pretty simple. They like to make it complicated. People have embellished it a lot. We went to the bar. I sat with one other person.

  We ordered a drink. . . . Mike Everett, he said, “He’s sitting with a gun pointed at Rick and Gary.” . . . I got up right away and went to the table and I said, “How are you

  doing, Bill?”




  As soon as I said “How are you doing?” he went for it. . . .




  I totally wish he hadn’t gone for it. I’ve had to live with it. It hasn’t been easy. But he went for it and I happened to be faster. . . . It happened so fast that I just

  reacted. When you see somebody going for a gun and you’ve got one, with the upbringing I’ve had, you’ll be fast. I’m glad I had the gun. . . . I never questioned my

  decision. Not once. Not for a second.




  You’re kind of helpless to change anything, but I just wish it hadn’t happened. Just a waste of life.




  LORNE CAMPBELL, outlaw biker for forty-six years










  To Barbara, Sarah and James




  

    For making me feel blessed.


  




  P.E.
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  AUTHOR’S NOTE




  It might sound more authentic, given the subject matter inside these covers, if I said this book was written between snorts of

  cocaine off a tattooed biker chick’s belly. In reality, the pages that follow are mostly the product of lengthy interviews that were conducted over several months across the kitchen table of

  a friend of Lorne Campbell’s, between feedings of comfort food such as spaghetti with meat balls or freshly baked lemon meringue pie.




  I heard about Campbell years before we ever spoke. I knew of him primarily from author Mick Lowe’s Conspiracy of Brothers, as the outlaw biker who tried to take the rap for the

  fatal shooting of Golden Hawk Motorcycle Club member Bill Matiyek back in 1978. I also knew that, to some bikers, lawyers and even police, he embodies the old outlaw biker code of sticking up for

  your brothers, shunning the justice system and ignoring the press.




  Naturally, I was curious when Mary Liscoumb, a retired educator who’s a mutual friend, suggested a meeting with Campbell in the summer of 2011. In my profession, curiosity often trumps

  brains, and so off I went. I had written a lot of unflattering things over the years about the outlaw biker world, including the two clubs Campbell had belonged to, the Satan’s Choice and

  Hells Angels. As I drove to the meeting, I couldn’t stop wondering if I was in some sort of trouble.




  It was immediately obvious when we started talking that Campbell was the real deal. He was sixty-three years old and had spent his entire adult life as an outlaw biker. He joined the

  Satan’s Choice at age seventeen, the youngest-ever full member of that club, and he had seen and done plenty of things inside and outside the law between that time and his retirement in good standing from the Hells Angels in June 2011. (Yes, you can retire from a biker club and ride away intact.) Campbell had plenty of stories from those four

  decades on the streets and behind bars. He smiled in a way I couldn’t decipher and said he was thinking about telling them in a book.




  I said to Campbell that I was interested in his story, but I would only want to write a full and honest account. That meant I would double-check the truth of those stories. I would dig up

  material on my own and I would have the final say on what was published. I also told him that I had co-written a book, The Encyclopedia of Canadian Organized Crime, with one of my

  journalism heroes, Michel Auger, who survived being shot six times in September 2000. Auger was almost killed for the “crime” of doing his job as a crime reporter honestly, and the

  gunman was working for Maurice (Mom) Boucher of the Hells Angels in Quebec. I am proud to share this line of work with Auger and I wanted Campbell to know that I blamed some Hells Angels for the

  near murder of a friend. He needed to be clear that I could never condone or forget that.




  I wouldn’t have been surprised if things had ended here. That’s what I expected and that would have been fine. My curiosity was already at least partially satisfied. Instead,

  Campbell pleasantly surprised me. I learned quite quickly that he enjoys surprising people, although not always pleasantly. He said he had no problems with me telling a full and honest story about

  himself, adding, with a smile, “I’ve got plenty of bad stuff.”




  Campbell knows more about what makes a good story than many people who have spent as much time in classrooms as he has spent in prisons and jails. In another life, he could have made a fine

  editor. I was a little taken aback when he spoke about the importance of character development and the need to present people as rounded human beings—not something I expected from a former

  drug debt collector who has broken more bones than he can remember.




  As we continued to meet, I found I actually liked him, even though I still shudder at the thought of many things he has done. I often wondered how, with a different start, his life could have

  turned out far differently. The qualities that made him stand out as an outlaw biker, such as toughness and loyalty and intelligence, would have won him awards in sports

  or the military or business. I also liked how Campbell didn’t whine about the life he did have. We only have this life and have to play the hand we’re dealt. Still, at many points

  during our meetings he made me think about the important role fathers play in shaping their children’s lives. Many of the saddest stories he told me were about people he knew with missing or

  abusive fathers. Too often in his own story, Campbell is one of them.




  In time, I came to respect his brand of honesty. Through months of lengthy interviews, I double-checked his stories and never caught Campbell in a lie. He was never late for an interview and

  always gave his full attention to questions. He also never ended an interview, even though our average weekly talk lasted more than six hours and the questions were often intensely personal. There

  have been times when I felt he was leaving out a name or two when describing a crime so that he wouldn’t be ratting anyone out, but he is largely comfortable with decisions he has made in his

  own life and didn’t feel the need to embellish or cover up. He was often tough on himself and volunteered things about himself that I had never even heard as rumours. That included details of

  the Bill Matiyek shooting and how he came close to executing three other men who ran afoul of the Satan’s Choice. He doesn’t dispute what he has done; he just wants to explain why he

  did it.




  Throughout our months of lengthy interviews, I found that Campbell has an extremely accurate memory that is aided by novel reference points. Sometimes, when I asked him a question, he would look

  at one of his many tattoos to try to figure out a date based on when he had had that particular image inked onto his body. He would also think back to how the timing of events related to his entry

  or release dates from jail or prison. I learned fairly early on in this project that prisoners who are fuzzy on other details invariably have sharp memories when it comes to when they were locked

  up or set free.




  Most conversations in this book are re-created from his memory, while others are from police wiretaps.




  Now that this project is completed, I find that I genuinely like Campbell and wish the best for him. It’s still hard to reconcile the friendly, intense guy across the kitchen table with

  the man who appeared in police files and in newspaper stories, some of which were written by me. Both versions of Campbell are true to a point. The more I talked with

  him, the more I thought of the Catholic idea that we can love a sinner while hating the sin. I never expected my chats with Campbell about his crimes and capers to remind me of lessons from a

  priest. For all the delight he takes in surprising others, Campbell helped me to surprise myself.












  CHAPTER 1




  Growing Up Hard




  

    

      

        All the time I was being beaten, I thought, “I’m not going to be fourteen forever. I’m going to grow up.”




        

          LORNE CAMPBELL


        


      


    


  




  Lorne Campbell has shot and stabbed and punched out and hammered and clubbed more of his fellow human beings than he can remember.

  It would be easy to conclude that he fell into a hard life. That would be wrong. As Campbell tells it, he didn’t fall into violence; violence is where his life began.




  Campbell recalls a time when he was about six, and his dad was beating his mother yet again. This time, Campbell’s father held a knife, threatening her. “I was screaming at my dad to

  kill her. It wasn’t because I wanted my mother to die—I just wanted it to stop. I loved her. I just wanted it all to end. All of the violence and the beatings.”




  If the violence that typified his decades as an outlaw biker was bred into his bones, so was the sense of turf. For as long as he could remember, there was something righteous about hating the

  town of Whitby, a ten-minute drive towards Toronto from his native blue-collar Oshawa, a city that billed itself as “the Automotive Capital of Canada.” He had barely left his

  mother’s breast when he was hearing stories of how, during the Great Depression of the 1930s, Campbells huddled in tents near Whitby harbour, where the poorest of the

  poor gathered. The family felt abandoned by the town as they shivered by the shore of Lake Ontario. In future years, when someone from the family—like Campbell’s cousin, superstar

  jockey Sandy Hawley—did well, others in the family would stress the connection to nearby Oshawa and try to omit any reference to Whitby. “It was like the municipality was being

  two-faced. Like, ‘There’s only two things I don’t like about you, and that’s your face.’ We always fought people from Whitby, Scarborough, Dunbarton. It wouldn’t

  matter if the person was a nice person. What’s the matter with Dunbarton? I don’t know. They ain’t from Oshawa.”




  Campbell’s father, Lorne Sr., was the youngest boy in a family of thirteen children, who were close in their own way. “They were all living in a tent, my aunts and uncles and father

  and grandparents.” Campbell’s paternal grandfather, Matthew, was a stonemason who immigrated to Canada from Scotland, where he was a Highlander. His hands were so huge he could pick up

  Campbell’s father by his head when he misbehaved as a youngster. “My aunts and uncles would often praise him for being a hard worker. The whole family would sit around and play

  penny-ante poker. He’d spit chewing tobacco in a pail. We didn’t think it was gross then.”




  Campbell’s father was just nineteen when he enlisted on November 11, 1941, and his military records say he was motivated by “sense of duty.” At that point he had already worked

  for almost five years, having left school after grade eight at age fourteen. He first worked for his father in construction for $18 a week plus room and board, and then for a Pickering construction

  firm for $43 weekly. Lorne Sr. was a tough man, and his military records show that while training for eight months at Camp Borden before being shipped overseas, he wasn’t a model of

  discipline. He was punished four times for taking off from camp. In his records, one of these escapes is called “breaking out of camp while under open arrest.” As Campbell puts it,

  “My father liked his freedom.” He was allowed out another time to marry a nineteen-year-old woman named Rose Patricia Prest.




  Campbell likes to joke that he was born at Oshawa General Hospital in 1948 “right beside my mother.” The point of that joke is that they didn’t really

  seem connected like a mother and child right from the start. If his mother hugged him and said she loved him on the day of his birth, it was perhaps the last time she did so. “My mother never

  in her life said ‘I love you’ to me. In that, she was distant.”




  Campbell grew up with two sisters: Lyne, two years older, and Loretta, who was born in 1954. There was also a younger sister named Roberta, who died of pneumonia when she was an infant and he

  was five years old. His mother took a photo of six-month-old Roberta in her tiny open casket and never mentioned her name again. The picture of Roberta was put away somewhere, safe from eyes and

  fingers and conversation. “Never was it talked about.”




  In later years, after Campbell jumped with both boots into the brotherhood of outlaw bikers, he was sometimes asked if he wished he had biological brothers as well. “You deal with what

  you’re dealt in life. People who grow up like I grew up, you don’t realize there is any option. If my parents stayed together, things would have been different. If I had five brothers,

  things would have been different. If, if, if. It would have been nice to have a more loving family. I envy people—not to the point that I’m depressed—that are brought up with a

  loving family.”




  One of his first childhood memories is of being decked out in sixteen-ounce boxing gloves when he wasn’t yet old enough to go to school. Those gloves were heavier than the ones adult pros

  wore for fights, and it was tough for little “Lornie” even to hold them up, let alone punch. Lorne Sr. was only five foot seven and a half on a lean frame, but he seemed massive as he

  would feint and then hit, feint and then hit, while his son’s skinny arms were weighed down at his sides. “He would punch me in the head and I’d go sliding across the

  floor.”




  The violence in his home was different from the heroic onscreen kind Campbell loved to watch John Wayne act out in Saturday afternoon cowboy movies at the Biltmore, Marks, Regent and Plaza

  theatres in downtown Oshawa. The violence in his home was so all-pervasive that Campbell grew up thinking it was normal. He can’t remember a time when he cried in front of his parents.

  Instead, he vividly recalls the time he and Lyne laughed hysterically while their father rained down blows on them with a belt as they lay under their covers. “We couldn’t stop

  laughing. It was hurting, but we were looking at each other and laughing.” Laughter didn’t make the blows any less painful, but it did give Campbell a sense of

  control in the situation. “When I was getting beatings by my dad, I would never cry. They were often. I got used to it.”




  Until the age of five, he went regularly to Calvary Baptist Sunday school on Centre Street in Oshawa. It wasn’t his parents who took him but rather the next-door neighbours, who were eager

  to reach out and try to save his little soul. Inside his home, religion wasn’t promoted, but it wasn’t treated with a lack of respect either. “We weren’t taught to fear

  anything like the devil.” Campbell kids were expected to defer to grown-ups. “Be polite, respect your elders. It was just bred into every Campbell. It was ‘Mr.’ and

  ‘Mrs.’ You never called older people by their first name. Never disrespected elders.”




  There was a method, however misguided, to the violence that permeated his childhood home. It was clear from as early as Campbell can remember that he needed to grow up tough. Lorne Sr. had been

  an amateur boxer, both in and out of the army. In later years his fingers were stained nicotine yellow from smoking three packs of Export Plains a day, but Lorne Sr. could still make a fist and use

  it with speed and power. “Every time I turned around, I got hit by my dad. He said, ‘When you grow up, you’re going to learn to be a fighter.’”




  In the Campbell household, there was no greater insult than to be called a schemer or a conniver. That he should run headlong towards something frightening rather than flee from it was bred into

  Campbell’s bones. This could mean a spectacular flame-out, but at least he would go out like a man. “If there’s a problem, confront the man,” his father would say. This

  approach became central to Campbell’s fighting style. A good shot to the solar plexus or a hook to the jaw was enough to take the knees out of most fancy dancers, in or out of the ring.

  “I wasn’t ever deked by anybody. I couldn’t ever be faked by anybody.”




  Campbell was handy with his fists on the schoolyard, but he never considered himself a bully. “Bullies are cowards and weak. I was never a bully. Not me. I would hate if I was ever thought

  of in that context. . . . I hate cowards. I despise cowards. You don’t have to be a tough guy and go out and kill somebody to not be a coward.” During one schoolyard scuffle he was caught totally by surprise when another boy booted him quick and hard and deep between the legs. When he told his father about it, Lorne Sr. sloughed it off.

  “He said, ‘If you can’t fight with your dukes, you’re not a man.’” Still, the sudden nausea was real and the kick was undeniably effective. Campbell began

  practising kicks on his own, when his father wasn’t watching. By the time he was a young man, he was able to leap up and boot the top of a door frame, although he wouldn’t brag about it

  to his dad. “Everybody loves their father when they are growing up. So did I. I was his only son. He wanted me to grow up being a fighter. His heart was in the right place. I think that

  I’m a lot like him.”




  Campbell got his first bicycle when he was about six from his uncle Bob Chaten, who worked at the General Motors plant in Oshawa. The bike was so big he had to ride with one leg under the

  crossbar, but it brought a sense of freedom he would never forget. “My dad never had a car. Most of my uncles never had a car.” Campbell would put empty cigarette packages in the spokes

  to make motorcycle sounds. For longer excursions he would take a second empty cigarette pack for when the first one wore out. Sometimes he rode with other kids and often he rode alone. “I

  rode everywhere on it.”




  As he grew older, Campbell developed a pronounced sentimentality about birthdays and anniversaries, but as a boy such markers of time didn’t seem to matter much to those around him. It

  wasn’t until he was about ten that anyone actually celebrated his birthday, when his aunts and uncles pulled something together. “There were no other kids there, but I did get a present

  or two. I can’t remember what they were—I think it was a sweater or some piece of clothing. But I got ginger ale. The main thing that sticks in my mind is a glass of ginger ale with a

  trick ice cube with a fly in the cube. I drank the whole glass without even noticing it. They told me when I was done. That was fine with me. I didn’t get ginger ale very often.”




  Campbell’s mother told him little about her side of the family. She was born Eileen Chaten, a dour combination of Pennsylvania Dutch and English, and looked quite a bit like the young

  Queen Elizabeth, although any comparison between herself and royalty stops there. Perhaps the proudest, most vibrant time of her life was during the Second World War, when

  she was single and worked at General Motors. The Oshawa factory had been temporarily converted into an aircraft plant, and towards the end of the war, workers like Lorne Campbell’s mother

  proudly built a fighter aircraft there every day.




  Years later, when American war veterans from California started up a biker club, they named it the Hells Angels after World War II fighter pilots. Years after that, police called the Hells

  Angels urban terrorists and Campbell couldn’t understand how the term could be applied to him, even if he broke his fair share of laws. He considered himself and his family patriots, in their

  own fashion, and never saw any disconnect between his parents’ service for their country and his years as an outlaw biker.




  Lorne Sr. could be a charmer and fill a room with laughter and the air with a promise of better times ahead. “He wasn’t big, but his presence was. Everywhere he went, he was

  liked.” He certainly charmed women out of their inhibitions overseas, and later bragged that he had fathered children in France, Germany and England while serving in the Lorne Scots Infantry,

  a proud old Canadian regiment whose motto Air-Son-Ar-Duthchais translates to “For Our Heritage.” Campbell’s mother learned of these wartime escapades from her brothers-

  and sisters-in-law, which made it all the more embarrassing and painful for her. What Lorne’s mother also didn’t know when she met his father was that he’d been married to a woman

  named Rose when he went off to war. While still married to Rose, Lorne Sr. fathered a daughter, who was born in England in 1944, by a woman named Doris. He promised to bring Doris home when the war

  ended, telling her they would marry in Canada.




  When the war was over, Lorne’s father didn’t bother to tell an army counsellor the extent of his romantic complications. The counsellor was duly impressed by what he was

  told, writing: “A neat responsive young man clean cut in appearance and sturdy in build, Campbell is wisely returning to his father’s construction co. Experienced in most phases of the

  business, he intends to learn blue-print reading and then will be able to take over from his father whose health is poor. Thus it would appear that this man is well on the

  way to a satisfactory re-establishment in civilian life.”




  Lorne Sr. returned to Canada alone and promptly divorced Rose. It was around this time that he met Eileen and married her. All the while, he was still writing Doris and receiving love letters

  from her, which he hid in a secret cache.




  Lorne Jr. grew up in a string of small rental homes in downtown Oshawa, on streets around Centre, Bloor, Albert, Celina, Simcoe, and a number of others whose names he can no longer recall. He

  does recall sticking up on the schoolyard for his first cousin Sanford [Sandy Hawley], who was six months younger and considerably smaller. “Nobody ever picked on Sandy.” Sandy was so

  small that when he tried out for the football team, some of the larger kids suggested using him as the ball. Even back then, Sandy was tough and focused and dreamed of life as a jockey, while Lorne

  always wanted to be a cowboy.




  The allure of cowboy life certainly had little to do with riding horses. Once, when he was about five, he was taken to a farm and plunked down on the back of a towering animal. “I remember

  my uncle slapping it and me falling off. It was a big horse.” The draw of cowboy life was the notion of living at a time when the law was made according to what men felt was right in their

  guts and when agreements were sealed by handshakes, not indecipherable contracts. Perhaps that age never really existed, but going to the movies every Saturday encouraged him to think that it did.

  “Do I ever wish I had been a cowboy? I’ve often said that. There was more freedom back then. There weren’t as many luxuries, but you wouldn’t have known that if you were

  alive back then—that would just be the way things were. I’m a romantic.” In adult life he took to wearing cowboy boots, even though their soles scrape down quickly on asphalt when

  you’re riding a motorcycle. He learned to wear them for a month or so and then attach an extra sole so they could handle the wear and tear of riding a bike. But it’s not a cowboy thing,

  Campbell insists. “They’re just comfortable.”




  Campbell’s parents split up when he was eight. Certainly the beatings at the hands of his father were a factor in Eileen’s decision to finally leave. Her eventual discovery of the

  secret stash of love letters from Doris in England likely didn’t help either.




  A single man again, Lorne Sr. phoned overseas to Doris. She had since married a Scotsman and was now leading what appeared to be a secure, if bloodless, life in England.

  Doris and her husband slept in separate beds and she dressed formally, even for breakfast.




  Her sister answered the phone when he called.




  “You know who this is?” he asked.




  “Yeah, it’s Lorne,” the sister replied.




  Within days, Doris flew to Canada, abandoning her life in England. Not long after that, she and Lorne Sr. were married. Maybe he had once been as much of a romantic as his son, but it

  didn’t last. Romance was soon replaced by anger and abuse, just as it had been for Lorne’s mother. “Doris took a lot of abuse from my dad. The same abuse as my mom. But [she]

  loved him to death.”




  After the breakup of his parents’ marriage, Campbell wanted to live with his father, but a court ordered him to stay at his mother’s home. It would be years before he was reunited

  with his father. Whatever respect for the law Campbell may have felt up to this point now disappeared. The law kept him under a different roof from his dad, and he loved his dad, beatings and all.

  His father hit him, but at least he didn’t ignore him. Years later he would try to explain why he wanted so badly to live with his father, despite the violence: “In a child’s

  mind, you think that’s the way it is. That every family is like that. My dad wasn’t a good dad, but I thought he was. He’d take me to the boxing club and box with me. I would

  always hear, ‘You’re going to be a fighter when you grow up.’ My mother never had much to do with me in that way. . . . I was just devastated when my parents split up and it was

  decided I had to go with my mother. Just devastated.”




  Campbell was a smart if often angry student at South Simcoe Elementary School. “I fought every day at that school.” Getting the strap was just another part of

  school life, like recess and homework, and on one particularly hard day when he was eleven years old, he and the principal set what must have been a school record. Fellow students counted to

  thirty-two as the strap slammed down on Campbell’s hands. The principal had taken off his jacket and tie and leapt into the air to give his blows extra force.

  “He was trying to make me cry. He didn’t. ‘My dad can hurt me more than this,’ I was thinking. The kids were counting. He felt so bad, he told me to wash my hands in cold

  water when he was finally done. And I got a beating from my mother when I got home.”




  During those years, Campbell lost contact with his father, even though they lived in the same city. He often thought of how his life would be better if the courts would only allow them to live

  together. He didn’t reflect on his father’s failure to pay child support even though he had well-paying factory jobs. “He had a beautiful personality. He was really funny.”

  Campbell was intelligent enough to realize in later years that he had romanticized his dad in a way that didn’t quite line up with reality. “In truth, my dad wouldn’t have wanted

  me anyways and the beatings would have continued. . . . Everybody overlooked the idea he was beating my mother and he’d fuck anything that moved.”




  Campbell couldn’t get comfortable at his mother’s home, especially after a new stepfather moved in. The stepfather wasn’t a bad man, but his arrival made a small house even

  more crowded and Campbell preferred to wander by himself at night. “I wasn’t into anything, I would just stay out and walk the streets.”




  Two weeks before Campbell’s fourteenth birthday, Eileen told authorities she couldn’t handle him anymore. He hadn’t been charged with any crime, but was classified as

  “unmanageable” by a judge. He spent that night in a steel-meshed cell. “I felt like a caged animal. A woman came down and sat with me. She talked to me for the longest time. I

  don’t remember what she said, but she was a nice lady.” He was stunned that he was about to be sent to a training school on the site of a Second World War prisoner-of-war camp in nearby

  Bowmanville, about twenty-five kilometres east of Oshawa.




  “It was scary. It was two cops that drove me to Bowmanville. One of the cops said, ‘You think you’re tough? There’s guys down there who can take you apart and put you

  back together again.’ I didn’t believe it. I said, ‘Oh yeah?’”




  Two weeks later, officials realized they had made a mistake, since Campbell was only thirteen and Bowmanville was for boys fourteen to eighteen. He was transferred to

  nearby Cobourg, where the youngest detainee was just five years old. The little boy was nicknamed “Cookie” and all the others rallied around and protected him because of his age.

  Campbell himself had no problems in Cobourg because he was one of the older, tougher kids. Some of the cabins there were named after British military leaders such as Cornwallis and Nelson, and

  Cobourg boys were expected to march everywhere, their arms swinging like little soldiers heading into battle. Shortly after his arrival, an older boy named Mailans told him he could expect a

  beating soon. There were no gangs in the training school, but there was a pronounced tribalism. Campbell was housed in Ramsay House and was quickly known as “the Rock of Ramsay,” the

  toughest kid there. As such, he was expected to defend the house against taunts and attacks from boys in the other houses.




  Campbell declared his personal war on bullies. “You’ve got to stop it before it starts. I’d stare at them knowing they’d eventually have to go, ‘What the fuck are

  you staring at?’ I’d go, ‘You.’ I’d know they were bullies just by watching them.”




  One afternoon, Campbell was holding some cleaning supplies when Mailans bumped into him on purpose. “I turned around and smacked him in the head.” A supervisor named Montgomery

  jumped in the middle and then encouraged Campbell and Mailans to continue the fight in a washroom. What stood out about the supervisor was that he wore large, cheap rings on almost all of his

  fingers. He routinely organized fights between the young inmates. No weapons were allowed and combatants were forbidden from kicking an opponent who was down. Other than that, it was pretty much

  anything goes.




  Surrounded by a circle of spectators, Campbell pummelled Mailans while the supervisor watched. “I beat the shit out of him.” When Mailans could take no more blows and the fight was

  no longer entertaining, the supervisor ordered the other boys to leave the washroom and pulled Campbell aside.




  His first shot caught Campbell totally by surprise. His rings raked across Campbell’s face as he smashed him with an open hand. The supervisor backhanded him again and again. Decades

  later, Campbell could vividly recall the sensation of the rings tearing his face and the feeling of abject powerlessness in his gut. But the supervisor couldn’t

  drive Campbell to despair. “All the time I was being beaten, I thought, ‘I’m not going to be fourteen forever. I’m going to grow up.’”




  What did get to him were arbitrary, impersonal, smothering rules, like when he was ordered to sit with his knees together and his hands crossed for hours on end. Sometimes this would stretch on

  for weeks, with breaks only for food and sleep. “That’s when I started crying.”




  Another supervisor told Campbell that he was going to be placed in a foster home. Campbell advised him to give up on that idea. “I told him, ‘If you send me to a foster home,

  I’ll run away in an hour. Best just leave me here. I’m going home.’”




  Academically, he scored an 84 percent average, the highest of all the boys, and it felt satisfying even though there was no parent around to congratulate him and no award to put on his wall. His

  father did come once for a visit. It took an hour for him to get the necessary clearance from Eileen since a court order barred him from meeting Lorne without her permission. That day, Campbell was

  playing football with the other boys and Supervisor Montgomery. It was just a touch game, but Montgomery wore cleats anyways, and in one violent collision he knocked Lorne out cold. They played on

  as Campbell lay by the side of the field. “I woke up and they were still playing football.”




  Not long after that, Campbell was enjoying his father’s visit. He didn’t bother mentioning the football game and how he had just been knocked unconscious. “I would never have

  complained to him because it wouldn’t have done any good.” Besides, it was a good day now and he didn’t want to wreck what was left of it with whining. “It was the best

  thing that ever happened to me in there, because my mother never visited me. Never.” The father and son talked that afternoon of how much they missed each other, but Campbell’s father

  never visited him again.




  After ten months in Cobourg, Campbell was returned to his mother. His father had given him his wartime France and Germany Star, Defence Medal, Canadian Volunteer Service Medal and clasp, War

  Medal 1939–45 and puttees, but when Campbell got home they were all gone. He kept asking his mother where she’d put them, but he never found out. “She would never answer

  me.”












  CHAPTER 2




  Simcoe Street Parade




  

    

      

        He told me to call him the Supreme Commander. I wouldn’t do that. I called him John.




        

          Satan’s Choice Motorcycle Club president BERNIE GUINDON


          describing tensions with a rival biker


        


      


    


  




  Campbell’s mother was living in a second-storey walk-up apartment at 38½ Simcoe Street North, above Berg’s

  Men’s Wear in the city’s core, when her son returned from training school at age fourteen. Across the street were the Colonel R.S. McLaughlin Armoury and the Queen’s Hotel, where

  just by walking past the doors you could pollute your nostrils with the stale odour of spilt beer. Campbell’s father was years behind in child support and his mother didn’t have much

  money for food or anything else. Dinner at Eileen’s apartment often consisted of near-meatless spaghetti and tomato soup and cream peas on toast, or other plain things at the low end of the

  comfort-food scale. The only time they had steak, it was round steak, the kind she had to pound repeatedly to get soft. She struggled to keep the place tidy, but that didn’t take the slant

  out of the stairs or the wobble out of the furniture, and it certainly didn’t make the apartment anywhere near good enough for Lorne to bring friends around.

  “I was embarrassed to bring a girl—or anyone else—to our apartment. I would never take anyone there, except close friends.”




  At nights, however, it offered a great view out onto Simcoe, as members of the old Phantom Riders Motorcycle Club took over the city’s main street with a strange and seductive nighttime

  parade. “I’d sit at the window and watch the bikers go by. Bikers rode together back then. They don’t so much anymore. That’s the thing I’ve always enjoyed: riding in

  a pack.”




  The bikers outside his bedroom window oozed an aura of freedom and power, and of rich lives lived outside society’s rules, which had done nothing to benefit the teenaged Campbell.

  Something about the bikers cruising past his window seemed all-powerful, as if they could tell death itself to fuck off, like old-time circus performers who could stick their heads into the mouths

  of lions and pull them out again, smiling, without a trace of fear.




  Often he looked out at Bernie Guindon, a bootlegger’s son who would soon help guide Campbell’s life. Guindon was just six years older than Campbell, but he already seemed to have

  arrived somewhere special as he cruised past the Conqueror, a World War II tank stationed for posterity on the armoury front lawn. Guindon was easy to spot at the front of the pack, with

  his little black beanie helmet and gold chopper, the Wild Thing, its handlebars so high that it would tire a weak man to ride it a block. His odd headwear was far more than his own

  personal fashion statement. In a brawl, Guindon could slip his fist inside it and make his punches even harder. Once, during a particularly spirited brawl, he punched his way right through his own

  helmet. Campbell didn’t know Guindon but yearned to ride with him and his club and feel for himself that kind of power. “I thought, ‘Holy fuck! That’s my

  life!’”




  Guindon was often accompanied by Carmen Neal, a Native ironworker, and Reg Hawk, a legless accountant who rode a three-wheeler motorcycle converted from a milk delivery vehicle. The plastic

  ghost cartoon crests on the backs of their jackets gave off an otherworldly glow from the street lights and headlights. “They’d have scarves around their necks. . . . I just thought it

  was the coolest fucking thing I’d ever seen.”




  Sometimes Campbell would see Neal riding in the early hours of the morning, fearless and alone, on guard against a rival club, the Black Diamond Riders. “Carmen

  Neal was a very proud guy. He rode through Oshawa like a sentry. He set up his Harley so that flames would come out of the pipes when he turned it on. He’d rev it up and flames would come out

  of the stacks on one side. At two in the morning I’d look out and see Carmen patrolling the downtown.”




  Guindon felt something special too as he rode down the street at the front of the line of Phantom Riders as if on some unspoken mission. He had grown up in the city’s gut, helping his

  father peddle moonshine from their apartment in the back of a store at 502 Simcoe Street South, which was later levelled to make way for a shopping complex. Guindon’s dad alternated hours of

  operation with another bootlegger so the city would never have to be without cheap booze. Often his father overindulged himself, leaving Bernie and his brother Jack (Banana Nose) in charge. For

  this, the Guindon boys were paid twenty-five cents each, enough for a bottle of pop and a seat at the movies, where Guindon particularly enjoyed Roy Rogers, the Lone Ranger and Hopalong Cassidy.

  “I wanted to be a cowboy,” he told me when we met.




  Sometimes customers would urge Bernie and Jack to fight each other for their drunken entertainment. Jack was ten months older, but Bernie was clearly the better fighter. “That’s how

  I learned to fight. They’d get me and my brother to fight and say they’d give a quarter to the guy who won.”




  Guindon wasn’t too impressed with the booze-seeking customers who frequented his home, which helps explain why he was close to being a teetotaller in later years. “Every day

  you’d see guys coming into the house. Guys would be fighting with [my father].”




  He also wasn’t too impressed by the local cops who showed up expecting discount—or gratis—liquor. He and his father were stopped once by a police officer while picking through

  the remains of a burned electrical store, looking for something worth lifting. The cop seemed ready to arrest them until he recognized Guindon’s father. “I found out later the old man

  used to pull b and e’s [break and enters] with the guy. The guy was a cop now and drove us home.”




  What did impress Guindon when he was a boy were motorcycles, and that feeling would never leave him. When Guindon was just fifteen, a member of the Golden Hawks named Bill let him ride his 1955

  Harley-Davidson, with Bill on the back, thirty-eight kilometres, from Peterborough to Pontypool. Guindon’s own first bike was a British AJS single-cylinder model,

  and he soon became good enough to leap cars and trailers as a member of Canada’s Hell Riders, a trick-riding troupe nicknamed “the original crash test dummies.”




  So it had been a big deal for Guindon when he was allowed to become a hangaround for the Golden Hawks in 1959 and then a full member at just seventeen years of age. “It wasn’t like

  today. It was totally different. You didn’t have to kiss ass. You didn’t have to strike [become a probationary member]. They had to get to know you. Know how you rode a bike.”




  It was a time when clubs formed and folded quickly, and Guindon was still in his teens when he helped found the Phantom Riders Motorcycle Club. By day, he worked on the assembly line at General

  Motors, but at night, as head of the pack of Phantom Riders, Guindon was free of bosses and schedules, making his own laws and daring anyone to say otherwise. “We always felt powerful.

  You’d go by the old Cadillac Hotel and all the rubbies and nobody ever knocked us. If they did, we’d be knocking them. You always felt like you had a club behind you, a bunch of guys

  that were friends.”




  One of those friends was Wayne Willerton, a fellow General Motors assembly line worker who had been making Chevelles and Novas ever since he dropped out of school at age sixteen. Willerton felt

  transformed at night as he tied a dirty rag over his head and pulled out his dental plate, leaving a tough-guy gap where he’d lost four teeth. Atop his 750 Norton Commando in Guindon’s

  Simcoe Street parade, Willerton felt like a somebody: “I felt like I was on top of the world. I felt like we ruled the world. I just felt the power.”




  Power wasn’t something the Willerton men had been familiar with since Wayne’s father had arrived in Canada at age fourteen to work on a farm near Port Perry, north of Oshawa.

  Willerton’s father was a “Barnardo boy,” a ward of an organization started in Victorian times to transport ragged orphans and neglected and disabled children from London’s

  slums to Canadian farms. The original goal of founder Thomas Barnardo was noble, but by Willerton’s father’s time the organization’s practices were often

  shoddy, or worse. Barnardo boys worked for near slave wages, and many later complained of physical and sexual abuse. For his part, Willerton’s father arrived in Canada with no more than a

  black briefcase and a severe limp from the polio that had left one leg shorter than the other. The experience left him with bitter memories of making just five dollars a month and having nothing

  more than a bible to read under a bare light bulb. Willerton’s father also harboured severe misgivings about people in authority, those who purported to be looking out for him. “He used

  to always say the Queen’s shit stinks like the rest of us,” Wayne Willerton recalls.




  Impressive as his club was in their late night parades, Guindon dreamed of creating something far bigger than the Golden Hawks. He wanted to eclipse the semi-mythical head of the Black Diamond

  Riders, a Toronto biker known as “Johnny Sombrero,” or “Sombrero” for short.




  Sombrero was nothing if not a cocky adversary for Guindon and his followers. His real name was Harold Barnes, but he preferred to be addressed as “Supreme Commander” of the Black

  Diamond Riders, apparently not blushing as he lifted Dwight D. Eisenhower’s Second World War title. “I never seen him with a sombrero,” Guindon said in an interview years later.

  Whatever you thought of Supreme Commander Sombrero’s name and title, you had to be impressed by his spunk. He once wrote to the Queen asking her blessing for himself and his minions to rid

  Canada of outlaw motorcycle clubs—except for the BDRs—much like seamen in centuries past would seek a monarch’s blessing to rid the high seas of pirates. For reasons Her Majesty

  kept to herself, she declined to get involved.




  Things got off on the wrong foot between Guindon and Sombrero, and deteriorated from there. “He told me to call him the Supreme Commander,” Guindon says. “I wouldn’t do

  that. I called him John.” In 1961, even without the sought-after royal charter, Sombrero was in the midst of his campaign against lesser biker clubs. The struggle was for status and bragging

  rights, since there was nothing to actually take from the other clubs. In Sombrero’s world you defined yourself by your rivals, and by your ability to send those rivals running in fear.

  Sombrero had shut down a biker club of teenagers called Satan’s Choice, yanking their patches of a grinning Satan from members’ backs. Then he set his sights

  on the Golden Hawks, Guindon’s first club.




  Young bikers who had never heard of the Battle of Hastings or the War of 1812 would later learn about the treachery that took place at a field day one afternoon in 1962 at Pebblestone Park

  outside Oshawa. It was supposed to be a fun event, with bikers partying, carousing and racing around on their motorcycles. Guindon thought it odd that members of the Black Diamond Riders were not

  joining in the play but instead carving down branches from trees in the park. Guindon alerted fellow Golden Hawks that something nasty was afoot that afternoon but, as he recalls, he was told,

  “‘They would never do that at a field day.’ It was unheard of.”




  Not long after his warning was dismissed, the Black Diamond Riders charged, doing passable Mickey Mantle impersonations with their freshly cut clubs. One Golden Hawk suffered a brain hemorrhage.

  At least one member barricaded himself in a car. Others sprinted for safety. At the end of the day, Sombrero had a fistful of Golden Hawk patches and the once proud Golden Hawks had been

  rechristened the Chicken Hawks.




  Guindon answered by forming a new club he called the Phantom Riders. Many of the members, like Wayne Willerton, were recruited from the General Motors assembly line. Soon, Guindon heard that

  Sombrero had placed a bounty on them, offering a case of beer for every Phantom Rider patch that was delivered to him. “After what they did to the Golden Hawks in ’62, when they did

  take some patches, I had a hard-on for them.”




  Hope for Guindon came in the unexpected form of a young moviemaker. It was in 1965 that Guindon got wind that director Donald Shebib planned to make a film about outlaw biker clubs. Shebib

  sniffed around the Vagabonds, Para-Dice Riders and Canadian Lancers, with no success. “They either weren’t interested or their clubs weren’t big enough,” Willerton recalled

  years later in an interview. Guindon was different. He loved the idea of being in a film.




  Guindon was able to convince the Canadian Lancers, the Plague and the Apostles from the Toronto/Oshawa area, the Throttle Twisters from the Galt/Hespeler area and a few

  Red Devils from Hamilton to come together to form a super-club worthy of the camera’s attention and perhaps even Sombrero’s fear. For almost half a year they struggled to come up with a

  suitable name for the new club. Guindon liked the sound of “Satan’s Choice,” as did the other club presidents. He had been friends with the Satan’s Choice’s original

  founder, Don Norris, since they were teenagers, and Norris was ecstatic when Guindon arrived at his door with the presidents of the Canadian Lancers, Plague, Apostles and Throttle Twisters and a

  request. Says Guindon, “We wanted to amalgamate the four clubs under one set of colours and he wanted the SCMC [Satan’s Choice Motorcycle Club] colours to be the banner they would all

  ride under. I told him we would never, ever lose it to the Black Diamond Riders.” As Norris remembers, “I was ecstatic. It pulled me out of a funk. The folding of the original SCMC had

  depressed me for some time. I knew if anyone could pull off a resurrection of SCMC, it would be Bernie.”




  With that, Guindon’s new mega-club stitched the image of a grinning devil on the backs of their jackets, a blunt statement that his pack of bikers weren’t to be fucked with.




  It was also an unmistakable fuck you to Sombrero.




  That summer, when the Satan’s Choice arose from the dead, Shebib and his National Film Board camera crew turned their story into a documentary, although some members had hoped for a

  feature film like The Wild One that would play in movie theatres. “They were everywhere we went,” Willerton recalls. “They seemed to be having as much fun as

  us.”




  If the Choice were somewhat of a media creation, that wasn’t a first for bikerdom. As Hunter S. Thompson wrote in Hell’s Angels, massive publicity about the biker world in

  the mid-1960s changed both the nature of policing and the biker subculture as well. “The Hell’s Angels as they exist today were virtually created by Time, Newsweek and

  The New York Times,” Thompson wrote in 1966. (Back then, the Angels spelled their first name “Hell’s,” but it changed along the way to “Hells” after a

  protracted internal debate about how many hells might exist.) There was something fitting about life imitating art in the rebirth of the Choice. Like most kids of his generation, Campbell had seen

  The Wild One, starring Marlon Brando and Lee Marvin. He especially loved the opening, with a rumbling pack of motorcycles riding right at the screen, as if

  attacking it head-on. He wasn’t so impressed with Brando’s main character, who seemed more pouty than menacing, even though Brando became the public face of youthful rebellion when he

  was asked, “What are you rebelling against?” and he replied, “Whaddya got?”




  For Campbell and many in the outlaw biker world of one-percenters (the estimated one percent of motorcyclists who don’t feel particularly confined by the law), the real star was

  Marvin’s character, Chino, who rode an American-made Harley-Davidson as opposed to Brando’s British Triumph. More importantly, Marvin’s character was based on a real-life biker,

  Willie (Wino) Forkner, a member of the old Boozefighters gang. “That’s the guy in that movie,” says Campbell. “Marlon Brando acted like a faggot, a sissy. ‘What are

  you rebelling against?’ ‘Whattya got?’ What’s that?” While he loved the movies, Campbell wasn’t big on superfluous drama. His screen heroes while he was growing

  up weren’t moaners and criers and hand-wringers, and they didn’t speak unless they had something to say, like Lee Marvin in The Wild One and Cat Ballou and John Wayne

  in just about anything. They were characters who played the hands they were dealt without bellyaching. And when Campbell’s onscreen heroes gave a warning, they didn’t repeat it.




  So it was with considerable pride that Guindon rode up to Sombrero’s clubhouse near Steeles and Yonge in Toronto’s north end as the head of the new, bigger-than-ever Satan’s

  Choice. Backed up by some of his tougher members, Guindon marched up to the Supreme Commander and reintroduced himself. “We went into the clubhouse and we told him, ‘You’ll never

  take our patches again.’”




  Sombrero seemed strangely uninterested, looking behind Guindon.




  “There’s a rabbit on the front lawn,” he said.




  Guindon suspected this was a ploy by Sombrero to get him to turn around so Sombrero could jump him. “I’m not turning around for that sucker thing.”




  He kept his eyes on Sombrero, but his head shifted ever so slightly. In his peripheral vision, he saw a bunny go hopping by.




  Campbell was at a dance at Gord’s A Go Go, on the eastern outskirts of Oshawa. He was seventeen and living on his own, hanging with a close

  group of friends. One of his buddies had been beaten up that night by three guys from Hamilton, and Campbell was now circling the building, looking to exact revenge on the trio.




  When he returned to the front of the building, he saw two of his childhood heroes: Bernie Guindon and Carmen Neal. There were also the three guys from Hamilton he was looking for, and they were

  clearly talking about something serious to the Satan’s Choice leaders.












  CHAPTER 3




  Growing Pains




  

    

      

        I thought he was dead. . . . He just lay there. You could see the whites of his eyes.”




        

          LORNE CAMPBELL


        


      


    


  




  Campbell could hear one of the Hamiltonians, named Scotty, asking: “Do you know any martial arts guys? Any karate

  guys?” Campbell had heard that Guindon ran a fight club, long before that term became a part of popular culture. The fights were held in the makeshift boxing ring in the basement of

  Guindon’s red brick bungalow at 480 Browning Avenue, in an enclave of non-rental brick homes that was definitely a cut above anywhere Campbell had ever resided. Guindon’s house was

  alternately known as the Satan’s Choice clubhouse and the Oshawa Boxing Club.




  “I said to Bernie, ‘Them three guys just beat up John. Can I come with you? I’d like to fight one of those guys.’” It was the first time they had ever spoken, and

  Guindon said yes. Within a few minutes Campbell was in the back of Neal’s car, heading to Guindon’s home.




  Neal took a quick liking to Campbell, and said with a wink, “Even if you lose, you don’t lose.”




  Willerton remembered the Hamilton visitors looking queasy when they walked down into Guindon’s basement, where they saw a “splasher”—a girl

  eager to provide sex to club members—a boxing ring, a heavy punching bag, a few dumbbells and a motorcycle repair area. Getting out of the basement intact would be far more challenging than

  they’d thought.




  The first match of the night was boxing, with three-minute rounds, and it featured Guindon and the Hamiltonian named Scotty. Halfway through the second round, Guindon dropped his gloves and let

  Scotty hit him as hard and as often as he wanted. Guindon just grinned back, as if he was immensely enjoying his up-close view of the oncoming fists.




  In the third round, Guindon got down to business and starched Scotty with a sharp, short hook. “He was just smiling at him and then he knocked him out. I was impressed. He was exactly the

  way I was brought up. He confronted everything. He was a far better fighter than I ever was.”




  Reg Hawk was also keen to fight, despite the fact that he had two artificial legs, donated by the local Kiwanis club. Hawk had powerful forearms, the result of walking on double canes his entire

  life. The grocery store bookkeeper was keenly sensitive about the fact that he had never had legs, lest people write him off as a born loser. “He kind of let people think it was a motorcycle

  accident,” Willerton said. “That kind of made him look tougher. I guess people would think, ‘What a huge man he would have been before the accident.’ But he was born a

  little guy with no legs.” Hawk had devised his own form of self-defence based on cane swinging, Willerton recalled, and his unique fighting skills would do a ninja warrior proud. “He

  was brutal. He knew how to use those canes.”




  Perhaps word had already travelled to Hamilton about Hawk’s prowess with his canes, as one of the visitors immediately rushed him. There was no room to swing them and Hawk’s

  artificial legs splayed as the two men hit the floor. Unfortunately for the Hamiltonian, Hawk’s backup plan was just as formidable as his caning powers. “He grabbed the guy and it was

  all over,” Willerton remembers. “He had big arms. He just grabbed him and started squeezing.”




  Campbell was up next with a bout against a Hamiltonian called Billy. It was a modified street fight. Kicking was allowed, but not when the opponent was down on the floor. Campbell’s father

  wouldn’t have approved as he opened with a hard boot to Billy’s groin. He had practised the move often, and it worked as planned that evening, tenderizing

  Billy considerably for Campbell’s next shot. “He threw a right. I ducked once and came across with a left. He went down.”




  Scotty, the biker Guindon had dispatched in the first bout, was conscious and feisty again. “Scotty thought I was going to kick him [Billy], but I wasn’t. He grabbed me from

  behind.”




  That was just the permission Guindon needed to get back into the fray. He grabbed Billy, spun him around and landed another crisp, hard hook. It was the defining shot of a night of

  semi-organized violence. “I thought he was dead. His head hit the concrete when he went down and he was out before he hit the floor. He just lay there. You could see the whites of his

  eyes.” Billy wisely declined a rematch with Campbell. “He was finished.”




  The next day, once the bloodied Hamiltonians were gone from the clubhouse, Guindon nominated Campbell to become a “striker,” or probationary member, of the Satan’s Choice

  Motorcycle Club. Later that year, Campbell became their youngest-ever full member. “I didn’t nominate many guys. He had parts.” Guindon made this comment during an interview in a

  room full of women. Asked what “parts” meant, Guindon whispered, “It’s not polite to use ‘balls’ in front of ladies. The slang word would be

  ‘parts’.”




  “Right away you thought this guy would be a good candidate for the club,” Willerton agreed. Eighteen years after that, Campbell would run across the man he had beaten in the fight.

  Billy was then an inmate barber at Collins Bay Penitentiary and cut Campbell’s hair and shaved him with a straight razor. He either didn’t recall Campbell or didn’t bear any hard

  feelings as he applied the sharp blade to Campbell’s cheeks. Whatever the case, Campbell started shaving himself in prison after that.




  Back in 1966, in his new status as a full-fledged Satan’s Choice member, Campbell rode a Triumph Bonneville he bought from another member. For their initiations, some new members had

  outhouse buckets emptied on them at a club property near Coboconk, in cottage country, while others held them down. “Guys would fight back. They’d run and fight and everything,”

  Willerton says. Campbell says that members often joined in the dirtying of their colours. “Everybody was trying to get their crests nice and dirty. Have everybody at

  a party pour beer on it, step on it, urinate on it. One guy, Pigpen, puked on it.”




  Campbell’s initiation was relatively tame compared with what was inflicted upon other members. It wasn’t that fellow bikers were in a polite mood the day Campbell joined their ranks;

  they just didn’t want him to punch them out. The day he became a full member, Campbell bought beer for a party while others dirtied his club crest. “I got food and mustard thrown on my

  colours. Mine was dirty five minutes after I became a member.”




  Campbell took to wearing his Choice patch on the back of a brown buckskin jacket he bought at Berg’s Men’s Wear, beneath his old family apartment. It cost eighty-four dollars and had

  eighteen-inch fringes. Girls riding on the back of his bike would pull off handfuls of fringes as souvenirs. Within four months there were just a few of them left hanging from the jacket, so he cut

  off the sleeves to make it into a vest.




  It seemed like no time before the Choice had swelled to thirteen chapters and some five hundred members, easily making it Canada’s biggest, baddest outlaw motorcycle club. They chose

  Canada’s colours—red and white—as their own and Guindon nourished the dream of expanding from coast to coast. Membership was fluid, with a high turnover in the ranks. “In a

  year or two you’d lose at least a hundred members,” Guindon recalls. “They’d come and go so fast.” A rumour circulated that prospective members had to murder someone

  to get into the club. Long-time member Bill (Mr. Bill) Lavoie joked that the body count would fill a cemetery the size of the city of Cobourg if this were true.




  Campbell and Guindon were particularly proud that they were from the “Mother”—or founding—chapter of the club, and that they rode together, in formation, two abreast.

  “The Oshawa chapter always stood proud,” Guindon says. “We’d fight anybody and ride to the fight.” Adds Campbell: “There wasn’t machine guns or knives back

  then, but there were pretty serious fights.”




  Guindon wanted plenty of fresh blood in his club, but he didn’t want druggies, who reminded him of the annoying rubbies from his father’s old bootlegging operation. “I

  didn’t allow drugs in the club, believe it or not.” Pain-killing Percocets and green speed pills were particularly common back then, and both drugs produced

  addicts. “I didn’t want guys like that.” He threatened anyone caught with drugs with a baseball bat beating, but that wasn’t really necessary. “I had these,”

  Guindon says, holding up his fists. “The bat was merely a backup system.”




  Despite the warning, Campbell and Willerton once tried smoking a nickel bag of particularly low-grade marijuana while riding in Willerton’s white 1957 Chevy convertible, which had

  Barbarian painted on its side. For all the hype about marijuana, they were decidedly underwhelmed as they puffed on a joint.




  “Do you notice anything different?” Campbell asked.




  “The posts seem to be coming slower,” Willerton said, motioning towards the oncoming street lights.




  “Yeah, I see that,” Campbell replied.




  “Maybe I’m just driving slower,” Willerton observed.




  They mulled over that possibility and soon decided that non-premium pot wasn’t worth the effort.




  Campbell and Willerton were among the hundred or so Choice at a field day in Heidelberg, near Kitchener, in the summer of 1966. There were plenty of laughs when a salesman in a suit, who had

  been peddling condoms, bolted after bikers absconded with his products, blew them up like balloons and launched them into the air. There were more laughs at the expense of Alex Trebek, future host

  of the television game show Jeopardy. Trebek, then a television reporter covering the event, went red-faced when a splasher approached him and simulated oral sex on his CBC microphone.




  “Weren’t you the splasher we were with last night?” Willerton asked her when she was done with Trebek’s microphone.




  “Yeah, I didn’t mind, but one of them stole my panties,” she replied matter-of-factly.




  As the weekend wound down, a young biker who wasn’t with any club tried to impress other riders by doing an extended wheel stand. He wiped out, dying on the pavement.




  On their way home, Willerton stole chocolate bars and chips from a gas station, more for the fun than the food. Not to be outdone, Campbell lifted a car tire with a

  Display sign on it. They knew there wasn’t much point in stealing only one car tire, just as there wasn’t much hope for a successful getaway when they were double-riding on a

  motorcycle, with Campbell holding the tire and sign.




  Later that day, Campbell and Willerton occupied neighbouring jail cells and Willerton was able to slip Campbell some chocolate bars and chips. The charges were eventually settled with a

  fifty-dollar fine for possession of stolen goods.




  Back at the GM plant after weekend escapades like these, Willerton was treated like a rock star, as he showed up for the assembly line with steel-tipped cowboy boots and plenty of stories.

  “Guys would always come around. [They’d say,] ‘What did you do? Where did you go?’”




  “That guy must be in a band,” said one worker who didn’t know about Willerton’s Choice membership.




  “Oh, he’s in a band all right,” another worker replied.




  Willerton could barely contain himself one evening when he was home and the television news came on with a story of a fresh biker bust.




  “Mom, we’re going to be on TV.”




  She saw film footage of her son being escorted out of a paddy wagon.




  “She was not impressed,” Willerton recalls.




  Campbell had Elinor tattooed onto his upper right arm for his girlfriend when he was seventeen, along with Japanese characters on his left leg that meant “the gentle art of

  karate.” His father wouldn’t have approved, but he was now practising karate daily. Getting this ink work was a far more pleasant experience than some of his earlier ventures to tattoo

  parlours. At fifteen, he’d had Lorne inked onto his arm at Don Spicer Tattoos at the corner of Simcoe and Bond streets in Oshawa. “I thought I was going to pass out.” His

  queasiness about the needle was offset to a point by the sight of the panty-less artist inking his skin. “She had a miniskirt pulled up. I was thinking, ‘Should I go for it?’ I

  didn’t. I wish I would have went for it.”




  At sixteen, he added a cross for his sister Roberta, who had died at six months, and Pegasus, the winged mythological horse. The tattoos at age seventeen—including

  Elinor—were done in the basement of a building next to the Warwick Hotel in downtown Toronto, on Jarvis Street near Maple Leaf Gardens, legendary home of

  the Toronto Maple Leafs hockey team. Literary types knew the Warwick as the one-time home of novelist Hugh Garner, while sleaze aficionados were familiar with it as the base of operations for a

  “No cover. No minimum” strip club and an assortment of weary prostitutes.




  The tattoo artist who worked next to the Warwick was known as “the Chinaman,” and he was one of a small and select group of local skin art professionals that also included Sailor Joe

  (“the most tattooed man in the world”) and the Beachcomber. The Chinaman was a fine artist, but he was no stickler for sanitation. “He had a fish tank. It was so dirty you

  couldn’t see the fish. [I thought,] ‘And you’re getting tattoos there?’”




  When Elinor became pregnant, Campbell moved in with her and her father. The latter was a factory maintenance man, and it was a solid Oshawa house with two upstairs bedrooms. He

  was also a Second World War veteran and a divorcee who smoked heavily and was prone to bouts of binge drinking. More than anything else, he was a protective father. “I don’t think he

  liked the idea that Elinor was pregnant, but he loved our daughter, Janice, to death after her birth.”




  Riding season officially began each year with the Victoria Day weekend in May. That’s when all club members were expected to have their bikes on the road for a major party, generally held

  at Wasaga Beach on Georgian Bay, north of Toronto. Elinor was expecting the baby to arrive that weekend in 1967. Campbell was eighteen years old, a year older than Elinor. Campbell drove her to the

  hospital when she went into labour. Then he collected his mother and drove her to the hospital too. Immediately after Janice’s birth, he rejoined his biker buddies for two days of hard

  partying, something he would later regret. “That’s a real prick thing to do.”




  The Choice rode into Wasaga Beach that weekend a hundred bikers strong, like modern-day Cossack warriors. Cabins had already been rented by a girlfriend of a club member, since no one in their

  right mind would rent rooms to a patch-wearing outlaw biker for the May Two-Four weekend (the Victoria Day holiday, which occurs as near as possible to May 24, nicknamed

  May Two-Four like the twenty-four case of beer).




  On the ride into Wasaga Beach, two Red Devils somehow offended Guindon. When they pulled over to the side of the road, he levelled one of them with a short, hard shot. Then he turned to his

  buddy and laid him out too. “With Bernie, there was no waiting,” Willerton recalls.




  At the back of the pack was a jumbo-sized Choice member with a squeaky voice named Crash, who was a legend of sorts in the outlaw biker world. He was surrounded by bike-riding experts who could

  maintain a tight formation at a hundred kilometres an hour with no stress, like an asphalt version of the Royal Canadian Air Force precision flying team, the Snowbirds. Crash, by contrast, was a

  remarkably bad rider even by regular standards, and remained uniquely unable to master the most essential part of motorcycle riding: coming to a full stop without smashing hard into something or

  somebody.




  Guindon wasn’t a patient instructor, but he was a knowledgeable and enthusiastic one. He genuinely liked Crash, whom he met at GM. He tried to tell Crash that it was important to use the

  brakes and to gear down if he wanted to pull over safely. He might as well have been explaining advanced physics to a goat. More than once, when riding at the back of the pack, Crash simply zoned

  out and lost control. “Crash came from the back of the pack and ran into the side of this guy,” Willerton says. “The guy flew off his bike. Crash flew off his bike. That was

  Crash.”




  On a tour of Manhattan with other Choice members, Crash once managed to lurch with his growling chopper onto a crowded sidewalk, sending horror-struck New Yorkers scrambling for their lives. Yet

  another time, Crash barrelled through a tent set up by the Para-Dice Riders at a field day and came to a stop with a hard collision that put their bikes out of operation.




  Years later, at a Christmas get-together at Campbell’s home in December 2011, Guindon, Willerton and Campbell were reminiscing about the old days when the topic turned to Crash.




  “It’s a wonder he didn’t get a shit-kicking,” Guindon said.




  “Everybody knew he was your friend,” Campbell replied.




  Guindon made Crash ride far to the back of the pack, but that just delayed the inevitable, as he kept running hard into the backs of other members’ bikes.




  “Crash! What are you doing? Hit the brakes!” Guindon would shout at him.




  “I don’t know what happened, Bernie,” Crash would reply, his voice as high as a schoolgirl’s.




  Crash’s personal life was as jarring as his motorcycle riding. “Crash started going out with a splasher and he was going to marry her,” Campbell recalls. “During that

  same time, she had been with a whole bunch of guys, splashed all of the time.”




  Crash went to Guindon with a personal question that had been gnawing at him.




  “Remember when the guys were with her?” Crash asked. “There was only three or four guys, wasn’t there?”




  “Yeah,” Guindon lied, not wanting to hurt his friend’s feelings.




  In 1967, Campbell broke his foot and split his ear when running an intersection while doing a wheel stand. That was also the year the club got news that Neal had died out West in what had

  started as a prank on a construction site. Workers were throwing water back and forth at each other when someone threw a bucket of a flammable liquid on Neal. It ignited, and club members heard how

  Neal had kept walking while on fire, and how his body was cooled with ice in hospital until the pain ended only when he stopped breathing. Fifteen clubs from Montreal to Windsor showed up for the

  funeral, with about two hundred members putting on a show of respect. In outlaw biker fashion, the bikers didn’t wear helmets in the funeral procession in Durham Region and shovelled the dirt

  onto the grave themselves.




  Club colours were as sacred as anything in their world, so Campbell was upset when two Red Devils from Hamilton showed up for a party in Scarborough with jackets over their

  patches. The Red Devils liked to bill themselves as Canada’s oldest outlaw biker club, but this evening it was as though they were ashamed of their identities. “These guys are hiding

  their patches, so they ended up getting a beating. In all fairness to them, they got beaten, but they fought.” They didn’t fight well enough, and so after

  Campbell punched them out, he rolled them over and yanked off their club crests.




  The captured patches were hung on the wall of the Choice clubhouse alongside patches from the Warlords, Outcasts, Satan’s Martyrs (“They were cocky, but only for a few

  minutes”), Hell’s Creation, 13th Sin, Wheels of Destruction, Wild Rebels, Lonesome Rogues, Trojans, Vikings, Prophets of Hell and plenty of other clubs.




  It was survival of the fittest and a culling of the herd; a two-wheeled version of Charles Darwin’s theory of natural selection. For his part, Campbell doesn’t get bogged down in

  theoretical terms when explaining why they pulled the other clubs’ patches: “We were the biggest guys on the block. We didn’t want any other clubs in the area. We wanted to be the

  only boys on the block. It was just, ‘We’re Satan’s Choice and don’t fuck with us.’”




  There were hippies who considered outlaw bikers to be the noble savages of the 1960s counterculture. Choice members may have liked psychedelic music and free love (or at least sex), but they

  weren’t so big on the flower-power philosophy of the largely middle-class hippies. “I didn’t like hippies,” Campbell says. “They were professing peace and love and

  everything and I didn’t advocate that at all.”




  Campbell’s crowd was quasi-militaristic and attracted to the power of packs, drawing a strict line between themselves and “civilians” who weren’t in clubs. They looked

  like a leathered army of sorts, travelling in a line of roaring Harleys, trailed by a green hearse filled with beer. “Back in those days it was all about freaking people out,” Willerton

  says.




  Part of freaking people out was wearing Nazi memorabilia, which was relatively common and cheap in the 1960s. There was a widely circulated story that the Canadian Nazi Party thought they had

  fascist political allies in the Satan’s Choice, and that they offered them land for muscle. Guindon says he wasn’t aware if it was true but that he would have told the Nazis to fuck off

  if he had ever been approached. For his part, Willerton bought a German soldier’s helmet at a flea market, then had it chromed lest anyone not notice it. He relished the attention until

  an elderly veteran shouted at him, “Look at that trash.” Willerton couldn’t help but sympathize with the old soldier.




  Campbell would later cringe while recalling the lengths to which outlaw bikers went to inflict shocks on civilians. “Guys have eaten their own shit. Drank their own vomit. That was part of

  what people did to freak people out.” The most shocking of the one-percenters, without peer, was Howard from Peterborough, the original “Pigpen” in Canadian outlaw biker circles.

  He patrolled the outer frontiers of crazy all by himself. There would be a host of other bikers called Pigpen over the years, just as there would be a waddling parade of 300-plus-pound guys called

  Tiny. Each of these Pigpens was revolting in his own right, but no one embodied the essence of the name better than Howard. Once, while visiting the Hamilton clubhouse, Pigpen went out to a corner

  store to buy some cigarettes. “He put his hand down his pants. He had shit himself. When the girl turned around to hand him cigarettes, he handed shit to her. She ran out down the

  street.” Shocking people was like oxygen for Pigpen. “He was eating Tampax. Not Tampax just out of the box. Even eating dog shit. He wouldn’t try stuff like that with me. I told

  him, ‘If you ever try that with me, I’ll kill you.’”




  Back when he was a striker for the Peterborough chapter, Pigpen had seemed relatively normal. He was a good-looking, well-groomed, tattoo-less man with a solid education and an obviously high

  IQ. Somehow, the rush of being an outlaw biker surrounded by other rebels was too much for him. “Within six weeks, he was a nutcase. . . . It never impressed me, people like that. . . . They

  called it ‘pulling class.’ It was freaking the public out. Now, clubs own their clubhouses and they are always tidy. They’re cleaner than most houses. Back then, the clubhouses

  were always rented. The guys would get scabies in them.




  “He’d flip out at meetings. They’d [Peterborough members] jump him. Knock him out cold. He’d either wake up and sit down or they’d have to do it again.”

  Pigpen’s craziness was directed towards himself as well as others. He pulled out his teeth with pliers lest dentists insert listening devices into his mouth. In one of his increasingly rare

  moments of relative normalcy, Pigpen appealed to a jailhouse doctor.




  “You have to help me,” Pigpen confided. “I’m starting to eat my own shit.”




  Campbell heard from Pigpen that the plea for psychiatric aid didn’t go well: “The doctor just ended the interview. He said, ‘I’m not ready for you yet.’”




  Once, while awaiting a court appearance in a holding cell, Pigpen decided that he just wanted to be left alone. Normally, guards would force reluctant prisoners to go to court, but Pigpen had a

  plan. He stripped off his clothing and smeared his body with feces, from head to toe. Not surprisingly, the ploy worked, and guards kept him at a distance and out of the courtroom.




  “When he told me about that, he was proud,” Campbell recalls. “He said, ‘Who won?’”




  “You did, Howard,” Campbell replied, not wanting to excite Pigpen further.




  Greatness of any sort seldom goes unchallenged. At one get-together, Windsor Satan’s Choice members rolled out their own Pigpen, billed as “the Classman from Windsor,” whom

  they considered the most disgusting person on wheels. “He had eaten a mouse. Howard [Pigpen] would not be outdone. He said to the guys, ‘Go out and find a mouse.’”




  The bikers managed to catch a live fieldmouse, which the Classman grabbed. “He bites the head right off the mouse. The mouse was squirming. He put the body on the table. He’s not

  spitting out the head. Howard won’t be outdone. They both kept breaking it apart, taking the intestines, eating them like it was caviar [or] sirloin steak. I went outside, thinking I was

  solid. I couldn’t get out fast enough, just turning to the left and letting her go.”
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