
HAPPY TRAILS
Sturgis’ Diamond Anniversary
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g event, what are we left with? We are all certainly left with precious memories of being with good friends in a V-twin wonderland.
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The rally offered every possible kind 
of entertainment, from mild and family 
oriented, to forms of debauchery that 
push the envelope well passed the 
sticky part.

The Sturgis Rally is a state of mind that 
every rider can keep with them and ac-
cess every day. The incredible rides 
through the Black Hills and the sense of 
the sacred Dakota land mixes with the 
laughter found around campfires and 
stories told of amazing exploits on the 
roads to this motorcycle gathering of 
the tribes. No matter where you live or 
who you are, Sturgis provides you with 
an instant family to party with—an  
incredibly BIG family.

As the rally began to wind down, I 
asked our editors what the most unusu-
al thing they actually heard someone say 
was during the Rally. Steve “Beatnik” 
Werner took the prize with an account 
of a late-night juice and smoke session 
over at the Chubbs Brothers house on 
Lazelle. The house is known to offer ex-
treme fun in many forms. The stripper 
pole out in the front yard is proof of 
that. It seems that the fun turned to 
drinking body shots off the lithe body of 
one particular stripper. In a sort of “anal 
luge,” the Chubbs Challenge that night 
involved lapping up the high octane 
happy sauce off of this giggling gal’s 
butt. She was actually heard to exclaim, 
“That’s the most saliva I’ve ever had on 
my butt!” It’s good to have goals in life.

Much like the saliva on that stripper’s 
butt, the 75th Sturgis Rally has dried up 
and moved on, but memories of the wet, 
wild fun remains on the lips of all who 
rode there, like a kiss from God. 

—Dave NicholsP
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