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Greetings, 

It was been a very hot summer thus far here in 2021.  I honestly was 
excited for the summer and the loosening of all these COVID-19 mask 
restrictions, the opening of more restaurants, the opportunities to be 
civilized again.  And maybe perhaps ride again.  When restrictions 
were lightening up, we hit a period of a month and a half of rainfall.  
That held us back from meeting together for a little fun ride.  I was 
glad as many of you riders were when these restaurants began open-
ing up.  It is safe to say we missed each other’s company, but grateful 
more for God’s mercy and safety throughout this all. 

As the new “delta” variant of COVID-19 is rapidly taking shape here in 
Central Texas, I encourage you to consider taking COVID-19 precau-
tions.  Perhaps if you have not considered getting vaccinated, you may 
reconsider.  Nonetheless, as you are out in public, please take precau-
tions and wear your mask as you see fit to do so.  COVID-19 strikes any 
age group, especially ours.  As many of know, our now 1 year old 
granddaughter was diagnosed with COVID-19 twice.  Thankfully, both 
times for her she seems asymptomatic through God’s grace. 

I want to take this opportunity to thank one of my team leaders, Mr. 
Gene Harris, for putting together and of many other occasions, leading 
our breakfast runs.  Gene has been my right hand, always willing to 
lead rides, keep you all in communication via GroupWorks, and assist 
in any way needed.  Thank you Gene for always showing up and show-
ing out on behalf of the chapter. 

Respectfully, 

Jose and Celest Soto 
Chapter Directors 

 

 

 

 

WingNut  

Chapter T awards this cov-

eted trophy each month.  If 

you are not riding, you are 

not winning. 

To Chet R. For his epic en-

counter with a cow pie while 

on the Three Twisted Sisters 

ride. 

Water St Waffle Co 

Ride, 8/14/2021 

Nice ride, good food, 

great company! 

Thanks to all who 

came out. 
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Chapter Team: 

Directors:  Jose & Celest Soto 

Treasurers: Tim & Young Brooks  

Ride Coordinators:  

Membership Enhancement / Social Coordinators 

& Chapter of the Year Coordinators:   

Webmaster/Newsletter: Gene & Quinta Harris 

BIRTHDAYS 

      1 Aug      Gary T 
    25 Aug      Jeannie K 
    31 Aug      Penny H 
      1 Sep       Missy H 
    17 Sep    Young B 
    24 Sep       Chet R 
    27 Sep       Erik W 
    28 Sep       Pat F 

ANNIVERSARIES  

                     - - - - - - - - - - -  

 

Our Chapter needs Ride Coordinator, and 

Membership Enhancement Officers. If 

you are willing to serve, or would like ad-

ditional information, please contact Jose. 

Texas Three Twisted Sisters 
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Chapter T Ride to Water Street Waffle Company, Belton TX, 8/14/2021. 

We departed from the Chevron station in Harker Heights at 8:30am. There were six bikes, and 

eight riders; Jose, Stephen, Gene and Quinta, Erik and Lori, and special guests Jim and Barbara 

Wiggins, Erik’s parents. Jim and Barbara are the Directors of GWRRA Chapter G2 in Greenville 

TX. They were riding a beautiful brand new 6th generation Gold Wing DCT that garnered lots 

of attention, admiration, and questions. Brady and Jeannie showed up at the restaurant and 

visited just before we left.  

We rode out on Roy Reynolds Dr, FM 439, Sparta Rd, and Main St to Belton’s Courthouse 

Square. The Waffle Company is housed in a building built in the 1800’s. There is lots of parking 

close by. And fortunately there are shaded benches across the street in the Courtyard. We 

had a 45 minute wait to be seated. There was also about a 10 minute wait to place our orders, 

and then 40 minutes before the meals came out. It seems everybody thought the food was 

worth the wait. The menu had lots of very interesting and unique offerings. I look forward to 

returning to try other items. 

The Wiggins split off from the restaurant to go to Gatesville. The rest of the group returned on 

the big sweeping curves on Spur 93 back to FM 439 to Harker Heights/Killeen. 
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Two headlights does not necessarily equal two motorcycles.  

 

I heard my first one from Steve Gillman, a motorcycling buddy, back in the 

1960s. His uncle, or someone, had read it in the paper, or something. 

"These two outlaw bikers were riding somewhere up in North-

ern California at night. Coast Highway I think. I guess it was out in the coun-

try, no lights around and kind of foggy. Coming the other way, they see two 

approaching headlights bouncing, the way bike headlights do.  

“One rider leans over and shouts to his buddy, ‘Watch me scare the hell out of these guys!’ Then he guns his 

engine, accelerates away and swerves across the centerline to pass in-between the two motorcyclists going 

the opposite direction. At the last minute, he realizes it’s a truck with headlights that are loose and one is 

dimmer than the other.  

“Did he realize in time and swerve away?” I asked. 

“No, man.” Steve looked at me with a don’t-you-get-it stare. “He got splattered.”  

I have also heard this story told by someone who said it happened to a relative driving a car back in the early 

part of the 1900s. In that case, the motorcyclist supposedly flew over the car and survived, and was thereby 

able to relate his lapse in judgement.  

 

Potty Talk  
 

Motorcycling lore is filled with such myths and legends. We love to believe 

that loud pipes save lives, helmets break necks and a guy's bike could cause 

him to get blown off the toilet.  

The latter is probably motorcycling’s most pervasive Urban Legend. I have 

seen it in newspaper clippings and had it related to me numerous times as 

having happened to an acquaintance of a friend’s neighbor.  

It varies in detail, so I'll relate it as I first heard it circa 1972. A guy buys a 

new Honda CB750. He brings it home and pulls it up onto the patio, outside the sliding glass doors of his 

home to clean it. Anyway, he puts the bike on the centerstand and at some point decides to start it. The bike 

is in gear (or is put in gear while running on the centerstand), and somehow rocks off the stand. This causes 

the bike to lurch forward, propelling itself and the new owner through the glass door. The guy is badly cut by 

the glass, and the bike falls over onto the floor. His wife calls the ambulance, which arrives promptly and 

transports the hapless owner to the hospital.  

The wife is now confronted with this fallen bike which is leaking gasoline onto the floor. Since a bathroom is 

Motorcycling's Greatest Urban Legends       

     

By Art Friedman      November 29, 2016  

http://www.motorcyclecruiser.com/tags/California
http://www.motorcyclecruiser.com/tags/honda
https://www.motorcyclecruiser.com/authors/art-friedman/
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immediately adjacent, she uses tissue paper to blot up the leaking gas and drops it into the toilet.  

Eventually, the husband returns home. He rights his brand-new, but now dinged, motorcycle and surveys it 

with disgust. He then goes into the bathroom and sits on the toilet. While there, he lights a cigarette. When 

the match is tossed into the toilet, the gathered fumes explode, badly burning our hero. The ambulance is 

summoned again.  

In most tellings, the story ends with the ambulance attendants asking about his mishap as they are carrying 

him out. Upon being told the details of his adventure, they laugh so hard they drop the stretcher going down 

some steps and break his arm.  

We have printed that story and had people tell us they know the person it actually happened to or have seen 

it in a newspaper. I have seen the clippings, so I don’t doubt the latter statements. The basic events are al-

ways the same, but the details are often changed. In one telling, the woman was a mistress who was visiting 

while the wife was away, which led to some amusing subplots.  

 

Don't Lose Your Head  
 

A couple of our Urban Legends involve a motorcyclist losing his head—literally in one case. The Headless Mo-

torcyclist of Sleepy Hollow tale has a motorcyclist overtaking a truck carrying something like corrugated sid-

ing sheet metal that can be lifted by the wind. Just as the motorcyclist is passing, a sheet is blown off the 

truck toward the rider with such force he is decapitated. But his bike continues along, passing the truck, so 

that the driver looks over and sees this headless, bleeding corpse riding past him. This causes the driver to 

lose control or have a heart attack. Having once been struck while riding by a piece of corrugated sheeting 

material being unloaded from a truck on a windy day (I can produce a witness!), I was initially inclined to be-

lieve this story. But it seems to be just a legend, probably adapted from some similar tale about a horseman.  

A related story involves the rider who dons his coat backward on a cold night so that the opening doesn’t let 

in much air. I have heard it recounted that this rider, who appeared to have his head on backward, spooked 

other drivers, causing an accident with amusing consequences. The driver involved in the accident then must 

explain that he saw this backward-headed person riding a motorcycle. All those gathered around the acci-

dent have a good laugh—until another white-faced driver pulls up and says he saw the same thing. More of-

ten, the rider in this story has a minor crash. He is found unconscious (or nearly so) by someone who believes 

his neck has twisted backward. The good samaritan attempts to help him out by twisting his head back 

straight, thereby killing him. In some cases, the wrong-headed rider is a passenger who lacks the proper 

jacket and so is advised to wear his backward. Either because of a crash or because he falls off the bike unno-

ticed, the same head-turning fate befalls him.  

Another truck-and-motorcycle legend involves the motorcyclist who rear-ends an interstate truck with a 

large open trailer or bed. The more common telling involves the motorcyclist dying as he lands in the trailer 

or bed while his bike comes to rest alongside the road. The truck driver is unaware of the crash, but finds this 

dead person in his truck, launching a police investigation. Meanwhile, another investigation a thousand miles 

away is seeking to determine why a bike is lying by the road with its lights on (and perhaps, its engine run-

ning). The alternate telling involves the motorcyclist being knocked unconscious, then starting to come to 

many miles away while still on the moving truck. His movements cause him to fall from the truck and tumble 

down the road to the shoulder, where he blacks out again. This leads to a huge mystery about how his 
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crashed bike is found many miles from where he finally reaches full consciousness. No one can figure out 

what happened until he receives a package from the trucking company. It contains his wallet, which was 

found in the back of the truck.  

Then, there is the story of the rider who is taking the test to get his motorcycle license. The test is almost 

complete. One of the final requirements is he demonstrate a panic stop. The examiner tells the guy to ride 

around the block, and as he approaches, the examiner will step out in front of him at which point the rider 

should make a hard stop. Unfortunately, something goes wrong on the trip around the block. The rider 

makes a wrong turn or something. In any event, when he turns onto the street where he is supposed to make 

his stop, he finds the examiner getting medical attention. It seems that he stepped out in front of the wrong 

motorcycle, which hits him.  

 

Don't Mind If I Pee on that Do You?  
 

Not all motorcycling Urban Legends involve death and mayhem, fortunately. Some involve only acute embar-

rassment. In one of my favorites, which I heard a couple of years back (and was tempted to believe), is about 

a driver who stops to help a motorcyclist who has run out of fuel on a very cold day. Fortunately, the driver 

has some gas in his trunk. The rider is well bundled up against the weather, but the problem is that the mo-

torcycle's gas cap has frozen and can't be released. The driver suggests that some warm urine would be a 

good way to melt the ice. Since he is significantly taller than the motorcyclist, the driver asks if the rider 

minds if he relieves himself on the fuel cap. The rider can barely be heard through the scarf and other gear 

protecting his face, but his gestures make it clear that it would be fine. The driver pulls out his equipment 

and pees on the cap, successfully freeing it. The tank is filled and both are on their way.  

That Sunday, as he is leaving church the driver is stopped by the preacher, who thanks him for the assistance 

he had rendered when the preacher’s daughter’s motorcycle ran out of fuel.  

Another roadside tale involves a female driver who is stopped by a motorcycle cop for speeding. It was re-

lated as fact to me by a neighbor who said it happened to the sister of his son’s girlfriend. In this telling, the 

woman admits to going too fast but has caught the non-professional interest of the officer, who tells her, 

“Well, maybe I should sell you a ticket to the Highway Patrolman’s Ball.”  

“Oh,” replies the woman. “I didn’t know Highway Patrolmen had balls.”  

He throws the book at her.  

In the version I have read circulating on the Internet as a joke, the lines are reversed. The woman says, “I sup-

pose you are going to sell me a ticket to the Highway Patrolman’s Ball.”  

The cop replies, “Highway Patrolmen don’t have balls,” then realizes what he has said, shuts his ticket book 

and without another word gets on his bike and rides away.  

 

Famous Diner Chronicles  
 

In some legends, it's not the truck but the driver who comes into conflict with 

the motorcyclist. There is an old story about some motorcycle-riding ruffians 

who mercilessly harass a trucker at a roadside diner, pushing him around, eating 

his food and making derisive comments. The trucker finally gets up and leaves. 
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The bikers hoot it up after he goes, and one says to the waitress, "He wasn't much of a man, was he?"  

The waitress looks up from pouring coffee and says, “No, and he’s not much of a truck driver either. He just 

ran over those motorcycles in the parking lot.”  

The variation on this, currently circulating on the Internet, has a more motorcyclist-positive spin. A motorcy-

clist walks into the diner carrying his riding gear and sits in a non-smoking section. Nearby, in the same sec-

tion, another patron lights up. Annoyed, the rider goes over, and points out that no one likes to have smoke 

with his meal and this is a non-smoking section. The smoker replies he is done eating and likes to smoke af-

terward. The rider suggests he move from the non-smoking section, but the smoker refuses. So the rider con-

tacts the manager and the smoker is asked to leave.  

A few minutes later, the rider looks out the window to see the ejected smoker drive up next to a Harley in 

the parking lot. He gets out of his car, walks over to the Harley, does something to the seat, and looks over to 

be sure the rider sees him. He then puts his foot against the fuel tank of the Harley and kicks it hard, sending 

it crashing to the ground. He takes a final look at the rider sitting in the restaurant, then turns to run back to 

his car—and runs straight into the huge, bearded, cigar-chomping man who owns the motorcycle. This fellow 

is deservedly annoyed, and the bike-kicker gets a bit of a thrashing. Meanwhile the rider in the restaurant 

pays his bill, then goes out in time to help the Harley owner pick up his bike. Wedged between the seat and 

tank is a note the smoker, now on his way to jail in the back of a police car, had left: “This will teach you to 

interfere with the rights of smokers.”  

The rider has a good laugh as he walks to his BMW parked on the other side of the restaurant.  

The Naked Damsel  

Back in the 1970s, I was told a story I was very fond of and have repeated 

many times, as happening to a friend of a friend. Early one morning, a motor-

cyclist riding along a California backroad is amazed to come upon a beautiful 

naked woman standing by the road. She waves frantically in a completely un-

necessary effort to get his attention. He stops and learns that she was sleeping 

in a camping trailer being towed by a car driven by her husband. She was awakened when the trailer stopped 

and assumed that they had arrived at the isolated place where they were planning to stay. Peeking out, what 

she saw seemed to confirm that they had arrived where they were going. Since it was sunny and she believed 

no one was around, she stepped out of the trailer, intending to surprise her husband with the best nature 

had to offer. Just as she closed the door to the trailer, she heard the car door slam, and the trailer began to 

move. At first she thought he was just repositioning it. It was too late when she realized he was driving away 

and didn't hear her yell. He'd just stopped to relieve himself.  

The motorcyclist (the first vehicle to come along) arrives a few minutes later. Upon hearing the situation, he 

offers his leather jacket and they both climb on his bike and set off in pursuit of the husband and trailer, get-

ting a few startled looks from traffic as they passed. As I was told the story, the rider tremendously enjoyed 

having the lovely, nearly naked woman clinging to him. He was unhappy when they caught up with the hus-

band. For his part, the husband was astounded to see his semi-nude wife waving at him from the motorcycle 

that roared up alongside the car. Can you imagine?  

I really wanted to believe that one. Heck, I wanted it to happen to me (although with my luck, the woman 

would have driven off and left her naked husband).   
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           Mark your Calendars 

 
August 2021 

14 Aug - Second Saturday Ride - Water Street Waffle House - Belton, TX 
24 Aug - Chapter T Gathering - Henderson’s Restaurant, Killeen, TX 
27 - 28 Aug - Minn/Iowa/Wisc/Illinois/North Dakota Districts Ride-In, Du-
buque, IA 

September 2021 

2 Sep - Bell County Motoworks Bike Night - Temple, TX 
4 Sep - Police Memorial Ride, Horny Toad HD - Temple, TX 
10 Sep - Ladies in Leather Parade & Rally - College Station, TX 
11 Sep - Second Saturday Ride - TBA 
16 - 18 Sep - Georgia District Ride-In, Dillard, GA 
16 - 18 Sep - Oklahoma District Rally, Muscogee, OK 
23 - 24 Sep - Iowa District Rally, Fairfield, IA 
28 Sep - Chapter T Gathering - Henderson’s Restaurant, Killeen, TX 
30 Sep - 2 Oct - Alabama District Rally, Eufala, AL 

30 Sep - 2 Oct - Chapter O 2021 Fall Ride In & Campout - Smithville, TX 

October 2021 

7 Oct - Bell County Motoworks Bike Night - Temple, TX 
9 Oct - Second Saturday Ride - TBA  

26 Oct - Chapter T Gathering - Henderson's Restaurant, Killeen, TX  

November 2021 

4 Nov - Bell County Motoworks Bike Night - Temple, TX 
13 Nov - Second Saturday Ride - TBA 

23 Nov - Chapter T Gathering - Henderson's Restaurant, Killeen, TX   

December 2021 

11 Dec - Second Saturday Ride - TBA  
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      Computer Solutions 

For your complete computer needs,  both hardware 

and software, contact Dan at (254) 680-2983. 

    4610 Teal Drive 

    Killeen, TX 76542-3783  

Half Price storage to ALL GWRRA Members! 

254-634-8816  

Support Our Sponsors — They Support Us! 


