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That's what could happen to you if,
‘after sweating it out on the bike for
the last seven months of spring and
summer, you sit on the couch and
eat Twinkies until April. You'll start
the season in the same shape youdid
last year.

BUT there is an easier way. Youcan
start next seasonmuch stronger than
you did last year. You can maintain
that wonderful base of fitness you've
spent all summer building up. Next
year, your training, starting from a
higher level of fitness, will scar to
new hights. (And, mostimportantly,
you'll be able to drop your riding
buddies like stones.)

Houston Peterson, exercise physi-
ologist, cycling coach, and category
II bike racer, will make a return
appearance at the October Kalama-
zoo Bike Club meeting. Houston
gavea talk about spring trainingata
Club meeting early this year. His
clear, step-by-step advice helped a
lot of us train better and smarter
during the 91 season.

In October, Houston will discuss
maintaining your fitness over the
winter months, when you can’t be
outside on the bike. He'll cover al-
ternative activities, as well asindoor
training.

Houston's Spring talk was a big hit,
to a standing-room-only crowd.
Don’t miss him in October.

Free Ice Cream at
October Club Meeting

But seriously, the October meeting
will be one you don’t want to miss.

Where and When:

Scocter’s Malt Shop in Scotts, at 7:00
p-m. on Monday, October 7.

The Program:

Houston Peterson will talk about
maintaining fitness over the off-sea-
son. {(See the article elsewhere in this
issue.)

Business:

We'll nominate new Club officers. If
you can serve in any of the open
Club Officer positions, please come
to the October meeting OR call Marc
Luoma at 778-3565. (See the Club
Officer descriptionsin the September
Pedal Press)

Free Bicycles at
November Meeting

OK, ok. We're getting a little ridicu-
lous here, but I HAD to get your
attention for this one.

Where and Whene

Ociober, 1991

Scooter’s Malt Shop in Scotts, at 7:00
p.m. on Monday, November 4.

The Program:

Chandler Garrison of Village Cy-
clery in Schoolcraft will help us
develop a checklist of mainienance
that needs to be done to our bikes
over the winter.

Business:

We'll elect new Club officers.

December—KBC An-
nual Holiday Party!

The party is still in the planning
stages, We're currently looking fora
site. If you have a meeting room,
home, or other suitable site, please
call Marc at 778-3565.
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[In the year 1998, one man fights the
tyrrany of the automobile] —

I'heard it before I saw it. An ancient
Cadillacconvertible wasclosing very
quickly from the rear. There was
nothing ancient about its electron-
ics; at least 1000 watts of amplifier
powerscreamed raunchy C&W from
god knows how many speakers. It
sounded even worse for the dop-
plershift; he was doing at least 100.
That was stupid. He would try to
clipmein theside, because peoplein
snazzy cars always try to clip me in
the side, and at that speed, he
wouldn’t be able to maneuver. I
feinted to the left when he closed to
within a few hundred feet, then cut
right abruptly when he'd commit-
ted himself. Hemissed me byagood
fourfeet. Asheroared past,[opened
up on the tires with my MAC-10,
shredding them. The Caddy
swerved crazily, rolled over twice,
and slid off the road upside down.
Crazy as it seemed, that godawful
music was still blaring out from the
wreckage. I fired another burst into
the gas tank, and the racket stopped
as the wreck went up in a huge ball
of orange flame. lemptied therestof
the mag into the driver’s cowboy
hat, chasing it down the asphalt,
cutting it to scraps. Sure as shootin’,
I was in Texas.

I'm Spike Bike. I hate cars. Tdon't
care much for C&W, either.

I'd been to Texas before. The red-
necks in these parts are as stubborn
as they are mean, and that’s meaner
than most. This time,though, T had
come for one man, and it wasn't that
bozo in the Caddy. I'd never met
EarlJosiah “E. ].” Ross, butl'd heard
plenty abouthim. He was a million-

aire ¢il man who spent much of his
time hunting since Standard Oil
bought him ocut. It was said he
hunted rattlesnakes, coyotes, and
wild horses. These days, he also
hunted bicyclists. My Anticorpora-
tist contacts in Lubbock said he'd
run down at least 20 ofthers, and
those were only the confirmed kills,
the ones there were accident reporis
on. I'd come {0 see that there would
be no more.,

Tarrived at the Yellow Rose Cantina
at about 11:30¢ in the morning. 1
counted three cars and two pickups
in the dusty gravel parking lot, plus
a couple of cars out back. It was
more than 1'd expected, but not too
much of a problem. [leaned the bike

up against a crumbling adobe wall

and went inside, bracing myself
against the assault of darkness,
smoke, and Tex-Mex blaring from
the jukebox.

I paused near the door, letting my
eyes adjust to the dim light, and
checked the place out. Three men
sat at the bar, and two more played
poolin the adjoining room. A tired-
locking waitress set out ketchup
botiles on the empty tables. There
was a big, middle-aged redneck
behind the bar. I guessed that there
was someone in the kitchen, but I
couldn’t see much through the tiny
round windowssetin the door. That
would complicate things.

Asmy visioncieared, I noted that all
eyes present were on me. [ wore
black lycra shorts with a red stripe,
and a red three-pocket. T surmised
that this was not suitable attire for
this place, but then, I wouldn't be
staying long. I crossed to the bar.

“A glass of beer” [ ordered.

“Ain’t got no beer, boy.” This
brought chuckles from the men
seated at the bar.

“How about a sandwich, then?”
“Ain’t got no food.” More chuckles.

“What tirne does E. 1. Ross show
up?ll

“Youafriend of E. [.'8?" The chuck-
les gave way to raucous laughter.
“Didn't know the son of a buck had
any.”

1 casually strolled over to the juke-
box, studied it for a momentand
viciously yanked the plug out of the
wall (Who the hell was in
thekitchen?). The twangy music
abruptly stopped.

“Awright, get out of here, sissy-
pantsi” The bartender had lost his

grin.

“T said, what time does E. ]. Ross
show up?”

“pout half past noon, but y'all ain't
gonna be here that long.”

He was out from behind the bar,
lumbering towards me with anun-
opened bottle of Lone Star beer in
his hand. When he closed to within
a coupleof feet, he broughtitupina
wide arc. '

“Ithought youdidn'thave any beer”
1 commented, as [ threw a block to
his wrist and brought my knee up
into his groin. As he flinched from
the pain, I snap-kicked him in the
face and he fell back. He and the
beer botile he'd wielded hit the floor
about the same time, and ended up
in approximately the same condi-
tion. The sleepy-eyed waitress
screamed, dropped her tray and
reireated inio a comer. The three
men from the bar advanced on me,
one of themn hurling a bar stoolinmy

Continued on page 3




direction. [ ducked aside and
blocked it away with my wrist.
Coming up from the fleor, 1 fan-
kicked the nearest of the three in the
jaw, spun around and threw a fist
intotheadams-appleof the nextman,
Both collapsed. The third held back,
circling, looking foranopening{who
was in the kitchen?).

The pool players had entered the
roomby this time, brandishing their
cue sticks menacingly. I thrust a
sidekick at the third man from the
bar and caught him off balance. He
hithishead on the corner of atable as
he fell. A pool cue came arcund at
my head, and I grabbed the man’s
arm. The pool stick flew cut of his
hand to crash into the row of botiles
behind thebar, Theotherpoolplayer
realized his situation and wisely
dropped his stick, retreating with
his hands out to the sides.

Iquickly swungaround to cover the
people who were still standing, and
backed towards the door.

“Tell E.J. Ross I'm looking for him.
I'tl be up the road a ways.” * TO BE
CONTINUED *

lassifieds

For Sale:

Bicycle: Cannondale SR 400. 48 cm, very good condi-
tion, cool color. Asking $200. For more information,
call John Thome, 668-2409.

Wanted:

Bicycle: 53 or 54 cm racing frameset or bicycle. Prefer
steel but will consider any. Call 778-3565.

Personals

To the little Dutch Girl: From coast o coast, you're the
stoker with the most. Happy 29th! -- the Old Man
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