
Taken from a downed Bro's letter.
"One Brothers thought"
Anyway Brother Preacher, the only news right now from the fed-
eral prison system is the feds have all new jet planes in which to
transport there federal prisoners around the country in, Hmmmm,
I wonder how much that sets back the American Tax payers? The
population cap now stands at 173,000 prisoners in the federal
prison system. Every prison the feds have is between 60 and 100
percent over capacity. That's a fact that the prison system doesn't
like to talk about. But I think the tax payers should know that.
And between me and a hard place, I believe there's 15-20 thou-
sand bikers "Brothers and Sisters" doing time right now! A very

sad day and time in the history of our country. Our government needs to hear from the world at large,
that enough is enough. I believe family and friends should send e-mails or write their congressmen,
and ask them to put our government in check. After all this is costing the (free-people/tax- payers)
hundreds of millions of dollars every year. Well bro that's about it for now.

"Wally"

�Remembering When�
There�s no words that can express this life of uncertainty,

All I feel each day, is that I�m just one step closer to insanity,
These people all so angry, you can�t escape all this hostility,
How can a person expect to come out normal, into reality.

I daydream of old memories, I feel they�re gone forever,
As if I won�t ever find enjoyment in life again, not never,

There�s so many mixed emotions in my head from now and then,
But the only happy ones for me, come from remembering when.

If I again could hear from my house the phone ring,
And know that there�s cheer to my family and friends that I bring,

Or even to wake from my bed, to hear again the birds sing,
And look out the window to watch them all take wing.

All the mornings I rode my bike seeing the dew glistening,
The scenery so beautiful it speaks words without listening,
The scent of fresh cut grass, and breathing in the fresh air,

Just being out there, so open and free, with absolutely no care.

I want so bad to live again with a body that does feel,
and in a place again where people and life are real,

I�m sick of this torment, trying to figure out now and then,
and wondering if my life will ever come back to remembering when!

Buck Koerner
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Preacher,
I recently received a copy of �Free Riders Press�.  I have to first say thank

you!  It was a greatly needed breath of fresh air!  I ran into a brother while in here by
the name of �Bear� who has renewed my faith in the existence of solid and true broth-
ers!  In this place they are far and few!  It is full of phoney ass people who �SAY�
they are true, yet when one of our own is down and out they lift not one finger to help!
No, they would rather try and take what pride a fallen brother has left -vs- reach out
to pick them up!  Bear said to me the other day �we are a dying breed�, that statement
could not be more true!  I am only 25 years old, yet my actions and deeds are proof
that I was raised with the right people and I at my age I may not be all I should be,
but I am learning!  And I know how a �TRUE� Brother should be!  I grew up around
bikers all of my life, I just didn�t get �it�.  I do now!  I know that a biker is loyalty,
respect, and brotherhood, as well as honor!  And with my renewed faith that there are
solid brothers and sisters still out there, thanks to your rag and Bear.  You can expect
to see me on the road soon, riding as hard as I can to make up for all the lost time!
And I will continue as I have in here to hold true to the way I present myself.  And
continue to look out for any fallen brothers I can, as �ALL� brothers should!  It is hard
enough as it is without turning against each other granted we must weed out the frauds
and phonys!  But with Bear�s belief in me, and in reading your paper I�ve no doubt
now that SOLID BROTHERS AND SISTERS are out there!  Thank you!

with Respect, Loyalty, and Brotherhood,
-Sin-

I would like to give a special thanks to THE BEAR!  Thank you for opening my eyes!


