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 On February 3rd, nearly two hundred Black Sheep and friends attended the 
monthly So. Ca. regional breakfast in Pasadena, CA. On this particular occasion, 
national president Marty Edwards (holding the mic) invited all of the…uh…fuzz 
challenged gentlemen to the platform to show off their beautiful heads. Pictured 
from left to right are: Chrome Dome, Kojack, Joe Slick , Mr. Clean, Rick the Bick, 
Eggbert, Casaba Pete, Curley, Hairy 
Hank and Mike the Melon.  
 

Kudos to Black Sheep’s hardest 
riding member, Mike Teague 
(Superstition Mountain Chapter/AZ). 
The man changes his bikes more than 
he does his socks; putting over 
50,000 miles on his ride in 18 months. 
Mike is seen here on his brand new 
Hardly-a-Davidson hardtail. Let’s see 
how many miles he can put on this 
one!  
 
Sturgis Opportunities Continue 
 
When was the last time you went to Sturgis? Too expensive? Too much of a 
hassle finding a motel room within a hundred miles of the action? If you are a 
member of ANY Christian motorcycle organization, we have good news for you! 
Black Sheep member Mark Cruse (Illinois) is representing Wheaton College 
(Wheaton, Ill) who has opened their Rapid City campus during bike week at very 
reasonable rates! The bad news is that this is the third year they have made such 
an offer and the cat is out of the bag! Rooms are going fast! Contact “Cruizer” at 
(630) 668-3286  or by email at: mcruse1@msn.com  Slow Dog says, “I’ll see 
you there!”  
 
Western States Rally: July 13-14  …….Book Rooms NOW! 

 
We have never 
returned to the same 
city twice – until we 
went to San Luis 
Obispo and Morro 
Bay! Join us 
(members and non-
members welcome) 
on July 13th and 
14th for our Western 
States Rally! Live 
band, guest speaker, 
poker run, bike  

 
games, door prizes, beautiful riding and of course, the “Ride for Pie!”  
 
Event registrations won’t be coming out for a few months, but you need to book 
your rooms between now and May 15th. Last year all rooms sold out – so 
call early! Simply tell them you are with Black Sheep: Harley-Davidsons for 
Christ to receive these special low rates. So far our motel options include: 
 
The Sands (805) 544-0500 $89-$98  
Travelodge (805) 543-5110 $105-$115 
Los Padres (805) 543-5017 $99 
Super 8 (805) 544-7895 $109-$119-$129 
 
You may also choose to take advantage of some  
free housing made available by local Black Sheep  
members and friends from El Morro Church of the  
Nazarene. For this option call:   
Scott Wilcox (909)596-0869.  
 
New Members Join The Flock  
 

Jerry and Linda Post are 
some of Black Sheep’s 
newest members from 
Whitewater, Wisconsin. 
The Posts have been 
married for 29 years but 
Jerry has been riding since 
1972. 
 
Jerry has been a fulltime 
deputy sheriff for 19 years 
with the Walworth County 
Sheriff's Department 
located in southeast 
Wisconsin. He started New 
Life Prison Ministries in 
1997 and served our 
country in the United States 
Marine Corps. Jerry heard 
about Black Sheep from his 
patrol sergeant who 

became aware of the ministry after visiting California. Linda Loves being a 
passenger. The couple put 17k miles the first year on their new 2004 Ultra. 
 
Jerry met with Mark Cruse and Kent "Hawkeye" Hunter after hearing about Black 
Sheep. Mark and Kent are Nomads in northern Illinois. They hope to ride together 
this summer and experience the brotherhood of ministry. We’re asking our 
members to send Jerry and Linda a “welcome to the flock” by emailing them at: 
blacksheephdforchrist@yahoo.com  
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Our National Directory  
 
NATIONAL OFFICE 
PO Box 1332  Murrieta, Ca.92564  
(951) 757-9008 
www.BlackSheepHDFC.org 
 
National Board: 
Denny Coggins  Hoggins99@msn.com 
Marty “Slow Dog” Edwards (Natl’Pres) SlowDog@BlackSheepHDFC.org 
Dave Kentish  DaveKentish@Comcast.net 
Jack Morehouse Webmaster@BlackSheepHDFC.org 
Noel Perez  Noel@PackagingPros.com 
 
Arizona              

 AZ Phoenix (623)760-5616  “Lindz” Philips  Linz1958@yahoo.com 
 AZ SanTan (480) 961-7820 Tom Anthony tcanthony@blacksheephdfc.org 
 AZ SuperstitionMnt.(805)878-7845 M.Teague  mteaguebsmm@msn.com 
 AZ Globe/Miami(928)425-8545 Jerry Reichelt  JRBlackSheep@cableone.net 
 AZ Prescott (928)308-6420 K.Johnson HDFXDWGRider2003@Yahoo.com 
 AZ Williams (310) 938-7591 Scott Brickett  

 
Northern California              

 No. Ca. Director (925) 373-7128 Bill Dumas wdumas1055@comcast.net 
 Central Valley (209) 835-6115  Ted Souza  kruzin4sc@yahoo.com 
 Marysville (530) 743-8437 Robert Eneix leneix4486@aol.com 
 Modesto (209) 595-7843 Robert Watson  robertswatson@aol.com 
 Tri-Valley ( 925) 449-4359 Tom Lynch 1dynadog@comcast.net 
 Sacramento (916)521-5706 Johnny Lujan jlujan@surewest.net 
 San Francisco (650)359-9240 Don Edwards Bronstein1@aol.com 
 San Jose (408)371-8671 David Searles DSearles@pacbell.net 
 East Bay (510)522-4394 Henry U. uyehara@alamedanet.net 
 Redding (530)245-0811 Terry Oxley   terryoxley@frontiernet.net 
 Sonoma (707)473-9308 RBibler unitedchristianbikers@gmail.com 

 
Central California 

 Bakersfield, CA  (661)872-2729 Jim Melton mijnotlem@aol.com 
 Fresno, CA  (559) 225-3417 Greg Frasher  frasherfam@sbcglobal.net 
 San Luis Obispo, CA (805) 431-0126 - Jeff Bozarth  bozarthjc@charter.net 
 Santa Maria, CA (805) 268-1986 - Moses Stewart moandlee_2@msn.com 
 Visalia, CA (559) 679-1158 - Dennis Young young86545@yahoo.com 

 
Southern California 

 Hemet/SanJac, CA  (909)938-5427 MichaelCrompton@msn.com 
 High Desert, CA (760) 946-5448 David LeSieur lesieurpeas@msn.com 
 Inland Empire, CA  (909) 793-8371 Arnold Payne avpayne@msn.com 
 Lake Elsinore, CA  David Rahm (951) 246-1499  max92835@verizon.net 
 Mid-Cities (L.A.) CA.  (562) 864-1030  Lorin Bice  lorinbice@earthlink.net 
 Orange Co., CA (949) 939-2398 Steve Allmand  sallmand@gmail.com 
 Pomona, CA  (909) 851-4930 Steve Snyder  myfltri@yahoo.com 
 Riverside, CA  (951) 275-4765 J.D.Wire  jdw36@sbcglobal.net 
 San Diego North, CA  (760) 297-1278  Ken Kane kkcrna@cox.net 
 San Diego East (619) 444-3822 Rick Parker pixrman@cox.net 
 San Gabriel Valley (909) 762-1712 Eric Fragoso  hercamry@aol.com 
 Santa Barbara ( 805) 967-2675 Mark Fredrickson thefreds@verizon.net 
 So. Bay (310) 320-1423 – D.Wiseman dwiseman@blacksheephdfc.org 
 Temecula Valley (951) 461-1365  Gary Block  gblock@jackpowell.com 

 
Other States and Canada 

 AL  (423) 987-3502 Michael Baldree 
 AK Anchorage (907)332-4580 Steve Hedman steve.hedman@airliglide.com 
 AK North Pole, (Fairbanks) T. McGhee cherokeerider@acsalaska.net 
 CANADA: (519) 542-6641 Ronny Campbell easy-rider55@cogeco.ca 
 FL (So)  
 FL  (Central): (407) 895-5616 - Tina Kelly dreemkid@bellsouth.net 
 GA, Atlanta (770) 707-1716 Brick Mason brickmason@charter.net 
 IL (630) 668-3286  – Mark Cruse mcruse1@msn.com 
 KY, Lexington (859) 523-8635 - Barry Davis Barry.Davis@insightbb.com 
 KY, Louisville  (502) 551-0461 – Dave Rupp daverupp@insightbb.com 

 MAINE:  (207) 318-5274 - Bob Foss Fozzie@BlackSheepHDFC.org 
 MINN (651) 230-9400 Mike Lundborg  mike@lundborg.com 
 NEB(308) 324-5890  Jack Govier jackgovier@aol.com 
 NV (SO) (702)558-9331 Sam & Pat  Methe nevada-thunder@cox.net 
 NV (NO) (775)787-3164  Wayne Fender  w.fender@yahoo.com 
 NM Santa Fe (505) 466-2845 Jack  Berryhill berryhij@juno.com 
 NO. CAR (910) 321-0444) M. Hicks   nsrnc@earthlink.net 
 OHIO: Butch Rode (419) 636-6125 brode@adelphia.net 
 OREGON (Central)  280-9043 -DKidgell tendollardave@bendcable.com 
 OREGON (South) (541) 973-8345 K.Brigham harleyrider4christ@yahoo.com 
 OREGON (Coast) (503) 485-0751 – Buck Koehn ckoehn1@comcast.net 
 PENN (East): (717) 664-4147 Chris Armato  leadsledfxst@ aol.com 
 SO. CAR (843) 389-0822 Curtiss Melton curtmelton@yahoo.com 
 SO. DAK (East): (605) 321-2209 Mark Gordon mrgordo1@sio.midco.net 
 TENN (East) (423) 334-1612 – Bob Schrader  robertschrader@bellsouth.net 
 TENN (Middle TN) (615) 294-6433 Ron Wogan 
 TEX (Dallas): (469)358-0314 Jeff Wilke jeffwilke@aol.com 
 TEX (Amarillo) (806) 570-4256 Kris Kirby    kirby6.1@netzero.com 
 TEX (Galveston) Jamie Lea  (936) 675-2810  j_lea@cox.net 
 TEX (San Antonio)  Duane Wilhite (210) 288-5659 dmorganw@aol.com  
 UTAH (South) Danny Fox  (435) 635-4705  muzick2him@msn.com 
 Virginia Jay Larson  Larson1@cox.net 
 WASH (Peninsula): (360) 797-0012 Don & Carmen Pitken 
 WASH. (Seattle): (425) 741-0361 Walter Fletcher wbf3@comcast.net 
 W.VIRG (304) 562-2449 Shawn Bayliss  smtbay@charter.net 
 WISC (715) 762-3290 Ron Grams  rgrams@ldf.k12.wi.us  
 WY (307) 433-8881  Ernest Martinez    ernjen25@aol.com 

 
 = Chapter President    = Area Contact 

 
Rocky’s Story: The Quiet Man Speaks 
 
Alan Huffington, who prefers to be called “Rocky, is a quiet and polite man, 
one of the first twenty riders to join this ministry. His bike was anything but 
quiet and “polite” - a customized Fat Boy with more horsepower and doo-
dads than most bikes. Rocky is intensely loyal to BSHDFC, but was always 
uncomfortable with crowds of people and so, many don’t know him well. 
Since Rocky is currently dying of cancer, we thought it was time for him to 
tell his story. Here it is in his own words: (Edited from 8 pages) 
 
“On my 55th birthday, I went to an appointment with an internal medicine doctor 
because in the course of a normal physical I found that my liver function test was 
abnormal.  When I got to the doctor’s office he asked me how I felt and I told him 
that I had a terrible headache. He fooled around with his stethoscope listening to 
my chest and then asked me to come down the hall.  
 
When I got home there was a message from the doctor asking me to call as soon 
as I got home. When I called, I was told that there were a lot of abnormal findings 
and that they would be holding a bed for me in the hospital so that they could run 
some further tests. When Karen got home from work the evening of my Birthday, 
we drove back to the hospital and they checked me in for the night. They pulled a 
lot of blood samples, ran a lot of tests and the next day a doctor who never told 
us his name came in and said to Karen and I that I had numerous masses in my 
lungs. They had taken biopsies and found them to be cancerous. I also had a 
mass in my liver and in my sinuses that they had to assume were cancerous as 
well. What had started as lung cancer had already spread to my skull and to my 
liver, which meant that the cancer was advanced. There were so many tumors in 
my body that there was nothing that they could do for me. I was told that I should 
get my things in order and that it would be their goal to keep me alive for the next 
six months . 
 
My name is Alan Ernest Huffington and I was born In Newport, Rhode Island on 
December 8, 1951. I view my mother as a very loving person while my father 
seemed intent on destroying me. 
 
My father had been raised by uneducated rural farm folks who eked a life out of 
the land. As most farm people do, they viewed animals as tools to be used, and in  
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some sick way I believe that they viewed their two sons as animals too. There is a 
story that I have heard often where my dad was walking in from the fields and his 
father (my grandfather) hauled off and hit my dad over the head with a shovel - 
just for a laugh. It has also been told to me that my Grandfather (Melvin 
Huffington) was known as the meanest man in the six surrounding counties. I 
think that meanness was just inherited, passed down from my grandfather to my 
father. From my grandparent Huffington’s point of view, things that did not have a 
definite useful purpose to aid them in their struggle on the farm were not worth 
keeping. My father saw me as having no value and placed me into a category of 
worthlessness very quickly after I was brought home from the hospital. 
   
If there was to be one quality that defined the difference between my father and 
my mother it would be that mom was empathetic towards everyone around her, 
while my dad was completely unaware that, at least I, had any feelings at all.  
Dad was a “rage-a-holic” who demanded perfection from me and used whatever 
means were available to him to make sure that he was at peace while I was in 
constant turmoil. I often saw my sister Anne showered with love and affection, 
while I was regularly beaten physically and 
emotionally. A lot of the physical scars still show on 
my body but the scars that do not show are the 
ones that hurt the most. The emotional scars from 
his verbal demeaning of me left me almost unable 
to live a normal life. My entire life I have had his 
words ringing in my ears that I was worth nothing at 
all.  [Editor’s Note: We’ll stop here because the 
descriptions of Rocky’s escalating abuse 
become increasingly intense and graphic, 
including his father forcing nails into his son’s 
hands.]   
 
In the summer of 1967, when I was 16, I went to a 
party in Palm Springs. Sometime in the middle of 
the night I started hitch-hiking home but on that 
dark, unmarked desert road I had gone in the wrong 
direction! I woke up in the back of a truck in 
Flagstaff, Arizona and decided to just keep on going 
east.  
 
In my high school years, I was asked to leave three 
different high schools. (Savanna, Western, and 
Buena Park high school.) Mostly I was kicked out 
because I kept getting into fights. So I spent the last 
couple of years in what was called Continuation 
School. Continuation School was where they sent 
the girls that had become pregnant and the boys 
who were just plain too much to handle in a normal 
school environment. 
 
When I graduated from High School, I knew that I was using more drugs than I 
could pay for. My friends were spending a lot of time in jail and some were even 
dead. I had friends who had died in fights, car accidents and from drug 
overdoses. I knew that I had to get out of Orange County and the Navy seemed 
like a good thing. Because I had my emancipation document I was able to enlist 
at 16. I signed up and reported to basic training in San Diego, CA. After basic I 
was ordered to board a ship named the USS Higbee, whose home port was Long 
Beach, CA. The Higbee was a destroyer and as soon as I reported aboard we 
were headed for Viet Nam.  
 
When the Higbee sailed it was just before my 17th birthday and America had been 
deeply involved in the Viet Nam “conflict” for a long time. Most of us thought that 
being on a Navy ship would mean that we would be insulated from the war that 
was raging on the ground in Viet Nam, but I found out that this was not entirely 
true. I was ordered to “brown water duty,” where I served as a navigator on one of 
the small boats that patrolled the rivers up the Mekong Delta. At first I was 
scared, but I soon learned that pain and fear did not matter - or at least could be 
so well hidden that no one would ever know. 
 
When my first tour of duty ended and I returned home, I sent in several requests 
for transfer back to Viet Nam and for awhile they all came back denied. Finally 

one came back as approved and after 17 days at home I was allowed to go back 
for another tour. At some level I think that I was still trying to impress my father 
and on the other I truly thought that by going it would keep someone else from 
having to be there. I volunteered for brown water duty more and more as the 
second tour rolled by. I actually found that I liked it and I was good at it. Viet Nam 
was a period that I have very few memories of …except for how it ended.  
 
As I was nearing the end of my second tour of duty in Viet Nam I was swooped 
up in a drug raid at a house in Viet Nam. During the raid a firefight erupted and 
two of the arresting officers and some of the guys being arrested were killed. At 
the time of the raid I was asleep in one of the back rooms and everyone knew 
that I had nothing to do with the deaths. But while the MP’s were sorting it all out 
it became obvious that I was a drug addict. For this, they made me a deal that 
they would take away all of my medals, seal my records and give me an 
honorable discharge - if I left the service and never said a word about the raid.  
 
One day when I had just had my usual dose of drugs and was nodding off in a 

back room, I heard my mother’s voice 
calling out for me. With everything else 
out of focus from the drugs, I clearly saw 
my mother enter the room and she said, 
“Alan I want you to come home with me.” 
She had walked right into a biker’s drug 
house where the baddest of the bad 
were! She had at least a dozen guns 
pointed at her head and yet she calmly 
reached out and took my hand and led 
me through the bikers. They parted 
before her just like the Red Sea had for 
Moses and together we walked out of 
that place and into her car.  I didn’t know 
it at the time, but on that day my whole 
life changed. 
 
For so many years I had been trying to 
be a tough guy, like my dad, and there 
before me I saw true love and 
compassion at work. I know that my 
mother was terrified of my father, 
because of what he could have done to 
us. But as soon as her kids were out of 
his reach, she left him and started to 
build a life for herself. That day when 
she pulled me from the bad life that I 
was beginning for myself, I got to see 
that there was not much that my mother 
was really afraid of.  Still to this day, I 

believe that she was the bravest person that I had ever known. 
 
My mom had left my dad while I was on  my second tour of Nam and was living in 
a small seedy apartment on Beach Blvd. She took me there and kept me until one 
day I woke up out of my daze and told her I was going out to get a job.  
 
[Years later] I looked in the phone book one day and I found a little Baptist 
Church. When I called, they said that they would be starting their Wednesday 
night service in less than an hour. I rushed over and sat through the service and 
afterwards cornered the pastor. He willingly stayed with me until four o’clock in 
the morning and answered every question that I had ever had and he did it right 
out of his own well worn Bible. I saw for the first time in my life the power and love 
of God! I knew that whatever I faced, He was there with me and that all of the 
times that I should have died, He was there! He was the one that kept me alive 
until the time when I would open my eyes to Him. There was in God a love that 
ran so deep that it covered all of the times in my life where I even hated myself. 
He knew me and still loved me! I could barely believe it, but I did! At last life made 
sense! Every word in the Bible was true! In that little Baptist church early on 
Thursday morning, September 18th, 1985 I gave my whole life to God to make of 
it what He could. I have stumbled along the way, but I have always known that 
there is a God in heaven and that He loves me! Even when I could not find it in 
my own heart to love myself, God still loved me!                                             cont. 
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This last year I have found the love of my life in Karen, and I’m saddened that I 
will be leaving her so soon. [Rocky and Karen have been married less than 
one year.] 
 
I know that my mother’s prayers kept me alive and safe through many times when 
I should have died. I can truly say that my mother turned my life from one of 
violence to one of love. When I found out who Jesus was in that little Baptist 
Church in Idaho, I knew where my mother got her strength. I have followed Jesus 
as closely as I could and without His saving grace I could not now look forward to 
my death.    
 
I have been to the tomb of Budha and he is still inside. I have been to the Dome 
of the Rock where Ala is buried and he is still in there. I have also sat at the 
Garden tomb, where Jesus was buried and Jesus is not there! He Is Gone! He 
alone had the power to overcome death and to rise on the third day - just as He 
said He would! Choose you this day whom you will serve! 
 
I give all of the praise and glory to my Lord and my Savior Jesus Christ who is 
and always was the Christ, the anointed Son of God. If you the reader have 
gotten anything out of this, I hope that it is the knowledge that no matter what you 
have or have not done, God loves you and He is waiting patiently until you are 
ready to listen to His Good News.  
 
But God will not wait forever, I believe that the day of the Lord’s return is fast 
approaching and to wait any longer to decide really means that you have made 
your decision already. Out of all of the people that I have known in my life, God 
alone is worthy of our utmost trust.       Written with Love, Rocky (01-15-07) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

John “Geezer” Perona 
by Slow Dog  
 
I was standing there in front of more than a 
hundred Black Sheep when I said, “Guys! I 
have a problem! There’s this man who 
loves the Lord and loves this ministry. 
Problem is, even though he has ridden 
Harleys most of his life, he’s too old to ride 
them anymore. In fact, he’s so old, he 
actually landed on the shores of Normandy 
during WWII. He’s so old, his nick name is 
‘Geezer.’ What am I going to do with him?” 
One by one the flock began to stand to 
their feet, clapping and cheering, honoring 
this man who loved his country, his God 
and now this ministry. “Patch him!” they cried out! “Put a patch on his back!” At 
this I asked John Perona Sr. to come to the microphone. Anticipating what our 
members would say, I had his vest ready to go. He accepted it with tears in his 
eyes. Geezer was only a member for a few years but he wore that patch 
everywhere he went. He always had a smile on his face and a warm handshake. 
 
Geezer passed away last week. He was 90+ years old! A week before he died I 
sat with him in his hospital room and we talked about the war, motorcycles and 
his kids. (John Jr. and wife Linda are still members of the Lake Elsinore chapter.) 
As I left that day I asked him, “Geeze, can I get you anything? A soda, a burger, a 
magazine…a WOMAN?” He laughed and said, “No, I’m good to go.” Goodbye 
Geezer! We’re going to miss you a lot!  
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