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Meet Bandit
The
Biker
Dawg

Hi Wrecking Crew! I'm Bandit, a 4 year-old Bos-
ton Terrier from San Diego.  I was born to ride two
wheels and become  ™.  I have
been co-riding my full-dresser Harley since February
5, 2002, when I was only 8 weeks old.  No matter
where the ride takes us, whether it's just a quick
trip to the a coffee shop or a 4-day trip to the
Grand Canyon, I always enjoy the wind blowing in my
face and the sounds of the rumbling engine.  I have
attended Bike rallies throughout southern California,
and as far away as Nevada and Arizona."
Send in your Wrecking Crew Dogs on Bikes photos
And meanwhile for all you dog-lovin’ bikers there’s a
great website: www.dogsonbikes.com
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Dear Editor
You bunch of piss artists! I wish to
complain in the strongest possible
terms. Madge and me saved hard
for our little bungalow in the coun-
try with its lovely views across the
rolling British countryside. Imagine
our horror to wake up and find a
marquee in the back field and a
bunch of hairy, bad-ass bikers pull-
ing wheelies across the grass.
There was drinking and music and,
I’ve no doubt, illegal substances
being sniffed, snorted and smoked.
Madge had to turn away at the
sight of some tattooed biker babes
with their big, jiggly tits on display.
The bar never seemed to shut.
There was live music, dancing and a
bbq that produced a never-ending
supply of spare ribs.
Now, I’m not one to complain but my
granddad stacked blankets in the
stores at El Alamein so that piss-
artist punks like you could have
their freedom. So tell me this…why,
oh why, oh why the fuck was I not
invited?Yours, Off to bed in huff
with a cuppa cocoa in the forlorn
hope of a feel of Madge’s arse,
D. Zaster
Major D. Zaster MBE and Scar
Disgusted of Middle England

Dear Mr Editor
Tall single male into bikes, tattoos,
heavy metal and beer drinking seeks
petite blonde with impossibly large
tits to get the tea on for when I
get home from rallies. Single Gran-
nies welcome.
Yours sincerely
Dreamer of Doncaster
All letters with photos answered
after they’ve been drooled over.

Dear Headhitter
If you get a letter from my old man,
Major D. Zaster, please don’t print
it. I’m quite fond of those biker
chappies. They know how to stand
up for themselves. When I tried to
tell four of them off they gave me
a good tongue-lashing. It was the
most fun I’d had in years.
Yours quiveringly
Madge Zaster x

Dear Sir
Petite blond with impossibly large
tits seeks single male biker with
tattoos, who likes heavy metal and
beer drinking to look after the kids
while I go to rallies and get pissed
out of my skull with the Wrecking
Crew. Single wankers not welcome.
Yours (anybody’s actually)
Barbie x

Letters to the Editor
(Why bother? The bastard can’t read.)
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A stuck-up vicar, a strict tee total, was sat next to one of the

Wrecking Crew on an Easyjet flight to Spain. After take off, the

cabin crew started to take drink orders. The biker asked for a

beer, and the flight attendant handed him a bottle of Bud. She

then smiled sweetly at the vicar and asked if he also wanted a

drink. The vicar screwed up his face in disgust, "A drink!” he

spluttered furiously. “I'd rather be savagely raped by a brazen

whore of Babylon than let alcohol touch these lips!" There was a

stunned silence. Then the biker gave his beer back to the flight

attendant and said, “Hang on, I didn't know there was a choice.”

        A biker's greatest

achievement was his brood of

six kids.  He was so proud

that he continually called his

wife ‘Mother of Six’, which

pissed her off totally.  But he

kept referring to her as

Mother of Six no matter

where they went. At end of a

beer session, he shouted

across the bar, "Hey,

Mother of Six, you  ready to

go home?"  His pissed-off

missus screamed back:

"Anytime you're ready,

Father of Four!"

One of the Wrecking Crew walks into a

bar to have a cold beer after a long,

dusty ride. At the end of the bar, he

sees a good-looking "lady of the night".

She smiles and asks if he's looking for a

good time. It’s been a long time since his

last shag and he accepts. After agreeing

the price, they go to her room and start

screwin’. After 10 minutes of furious

banging the biker asks: "How am I doin'

babe?" She replies: "You're doin' 3

"knots".
 "3 knots?.... What the fuck does that

mean?" he asks.
She answers: "You're NOT hard, you're

NOT in and you're NOT getting your

money back!"
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